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It's Hunt's...
It's got Sweet-spice flavor...

It’s just what Cold Cuts need!

Have you discovered delicious Sweer-spice flavor

at your house? Only Hunt’s Catsup has it! Opens up a
wonderful new world of flavor for your favorite
foods! Enjoy Hunt’s Catsup with your family soon.

J)Qeimsaa ‘a‘“"‘f‘!

Hunt Foods, Inc., Fullerton. Calif.
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The doctor’s deodorant discovery

that now safely stops odor 24 hours a day

Underarm comparison tests made
by doctors proved a deodorant without
M-3 stopped odor only a few hours—
while New Mum with M-3 stopped
odor a full 24 hours!

You’re serene. You’re sure of yourself. You’re bandbox perfect from the skin out.
And you stay that way night and day with New Mum Cream.

Because New Mum now contains M-3 (hexachlorophene) which clings to

your skin—keeps on stopping perspiration odor 24 hours a day.

So safe you can use it daily—won’t irritate normal skin or damage fabrics.

ANOTHER FINE PRODUCT OF BRISTOL-MYERS Housekee, KIND TO YOUR SKIN AND CLOTHES




It’s a milestone in movies when you get
a dream-team composed of Bing Crosby,
Grace Kelly, Frank Sinatra, with the
dynamite addition of Louis Armstrong
and his Band. They’re all in M-G-M’s re-
lease “High Society” a standout stunner
in VistaVision and Technicolor.

It’s the entertainment rarity, a won-
derful love story, explosive with uproar-
ious comedy, sparked with Cole Porter’s
new score, nine great songs.

Included in this lively story of swank
Newport, Rhode Island, during its Jazz
Festival are Celeste Holm, John Lund,
Louis Calhern and Sidney Blackmer.

Newport’s lawns, pools and mansions
are a perfect setting for the romantic
pyrotechnics that start the day before
the very glamorous Tracy Lord (Grace
Kelly) is supposed to marry a local stuffed
shirt. “Her happy-go-lucky “ex” (Bing
Crosby) arrives about the same time that
an eye-roving reporter (Frank Sinatra)
appears to cover the gala wedding.

It’s a Rolls-Royce romp with Bing and
Frank, together for the first time, reach-
ing a new hilarity high. You’ll want to
be there at the midnight Thawing Out
Party when Miss Kelly, the girl they
both think of as “Miss Frigid Air,” lets
down her lovely golden hair with devas-
tating effects, as in the saucy swimming
pool episode, for example.

Cole Porter has come up with a score
tailored to each talent involved...The
Bing-and-Frank “Well, did you evah?”
duet is de most, but so are their solos and
Satchmo’s “High Society Calypso.” The
music was supervised and adapted by
Johnny Green and Saul Chaplin.

This is a Sol C. Siegel production and
as if the combination of Crosby & Kelly
& Sinatra (each an Academy Awardee)
were not dream-team enough, producer
Siegel had Pulitzer Prizer John Patrick
write the funny script, based on a play
by Philip Barry. And director Charles
Walters kept it jumping for joy.

You’ll be high on “High Society,” the
hilarious low-down on high life.

P.S. Something to watch for: M-G-M’s
“Tea and Sympathy” is on the way. It
will be talked about as was the stage
play, a long-run hit on Broadway and
across the nation. Deborah Kerr, John
Kerr and Leif Erickson play the roles
they created in the originaF stage success.

THE MAGAZINE
FOR YOUNG ADULTS

AUGUST - 1956
VOL. 107 - NO. 4

Redbook

GUARANTEED AVERAGE CIRCULATION 2,200,000

WADE H. NICHOLS
Editor and Publisher

JOHN B. DANBY, Executive Editor ROBERT STEIN, Managing Editor

LILIAN KASTENDIKE, Fiction Editor JONEL JORGULESCO, Ar¢ Editor

WILLIAM B. HART, Senior Editor ANDRE FONTAINE, Roving Editer

RUTH F. POMEROY, Homemaking Editor FLORENCE SOMERS, Features Editor

ETHEL F. BEBB, School Editor RUTH DRAKE, Fashion and Beouty Editor
BETTY CALDWELL, Production Editor PHYLLES SCHWEITZER BART, Shopping Editor

ASSOCIATES: BILL BLOCK ROBERT V. R. BROWN ROSE MARIE BURKE WALLACE CROATMAN
RUTH KUPFERER  ELEANOR MURRAY  HERMAN SCHOPPE
ASSISTANTS: TAD GOLAS  TOM McARTHUR  NOELLE MERCANTON
LYNN MINTON  MARION TAYLOR

WES MICHEL

® THE BOOK.LENGTH NOVEL

Hurricane . .......... ... 0vuinn, John D. MacDonald. ... 105
® VACATION FICTION BONUS: 4 SHORT SHORT STORIES
Alone Together...............cou.n. Harriet Shiek ......... 18
The Extra Passenger. . . Charles Einstein . Lo 20
Anniversary Moonhght : Rebecca Shallit. 2
Fifty-Cent Guess .. ...ovvvvvvnennnnnn Jean C. Clark......... 24
® SHORT STORIES
In the Good Old Summertime. ......... Harriet Frank, Jr....... 34
Encounter on the Beach............... Alice Eleanor Jones . 40
Seed of Suspicion................... Carol Vance .......... 46
A Lucky Catch. . ........ooiiinennn. Wyatt Blassingame . . ... 50
® ARTICLES AND FEATURES
More Honorsfor Julie. . . . . ..oovvviin i iiiaieiia .., 5
How Safe Is the Poultry You Eat?....... Ruth and Edward Brecher 31
The Ordeal of Ingrid Bergman.......... Robert]J. Levin. 36
“Our Weapon Is Love”............... William Peters 42
Your Family Car:
What’s Coming in the Next Five Years?. KenW.Purdy......... 44
A Night Out at the Drive-In. ........... Robert V. R. Brown.... 48
The Fight for Innocent Men’s Reputations. Martin L. Gross....... 52
How to Save Money—and Lose Your Mind. Parke Cummings ..... . 54
We Took Our Kids to Europe.......... Ruth Stern zeserson as

told to Llewellyn Miller 56

® YOUNG ADULTS AT HOME
Bread Desserts .....................
"Ready—Get Set for Fall”. .
The A-B-C’s of Grooming. . .
Easy Freezer Foods. . . .
Redbook Recommends

Ruth Fairchild Pomeroy. 60
Ruth Drake 62

® DEPARTMENTS

Pictures of the Month. ... ... 6 Redbook’s Family Scrapbook 16
Three Other Fine Films. 8 Tops in the Shops. . 27
Between the Lines. .. .. 10 Credits in This Lssue. 79
Letters to the Editor. . . . .12 We Are Proud to Announce.. 80
You and Your Health. ...... 14 School and College Directory. 100

COVER PAINTING BY LUCIA

The short stories and novel herein are fiction and are intended as such. They do not refer
to real characters or actual events. If the name of any living person is used, it is a coincidence.

REDBOOK magasine Is published each month simultaneously In the Unued States and Cansda by McCall
Cornorlllnn Marvin Pterce, i Lowell Vice-Pres Director: Edward
own, Secretary; Willlam C. Auer, Treasurer: Charles s “Thomn, Advertising Director of Redbook.
Pubucmlan and Subscription offices: McCall Street, Dayton 1, Ohlo. Executive snd Editorial Offices: 230
Park Avenue, New York 17, N. Y. MANUSCRIPTS snd ART MATERIAL will be carefully considered. but
will be recelved only with the understanding that the publisher and editors shall not be responsible for
Joss or Injury., TRUTH IN ADVERTISING: Redbook wiil_not nsert
from other than rellable firms. SUBSCRIPTION INFORMATION: $3.00 fo: one year, 85.00 for two years.
$7.50 for three years in U. S. and Csnada. Add 8} per year for other countriea. Send all remittances and

to our Office, McCall Street, Dayton 1, Ohlo. IF YOU PLAN
TO MOVE SOON please notify us four weeks in advance. because subucription liste are addressed in ad-
vance of publication dste and extra postage is chared for forwarding, When sending notice of change of
addresa give old address as well as new, preferably clippinZ name and old address from last copy received.
AUGUST ISSUE. 1936, VOL. CVII, NO. 4. Copyright®. 1956, by McCsll Corporatlon. Reproduction in si
msnner in whole or part in English or other 1anguages prohibited. All rights reserved throughout the worl
Necessary formalities, including dePosit where required, effected in the United States of America. Can:
and Great Britain. Protection secured under the Lniversal
ventions. Reprinting not permitted except by special Entered as d-cl
1930, at the Post Office at Dayton. Ohio under the Act of Msrch 3rd. 1879.

con-
matter July 14,
Printed In U.8.A.




Redbook Magazine August 1956 3

Listerine Antiseptic
stops bad breath 4 times better

than any tooth paste !

Germs are the most common cause of bad breath—and no
tooth paste kills germs the way Listerlne does!

That's true—the No. | cause of bad breath (halitosis) is germs—germs
that are always present in the mouth. No tooth paste can kill germs the
way Listerine Antiseptic does because no tooth paste is antiseptic.

Listerine kills germs by millions,
stops bad breath instantly
and usually for hours on end.

Listerine kills germs on contact . . .,
by the millions. That’s why Listerine
stops bad breath four times better
than any tooth paste. Gargle Listerine
full-strength morning and night.

LISTERINE
+ .+« the most widely
used antiseptic

in the world
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A SENSATIONAL

HAMMOND-DOUBLEDAY WORLD
ATLAS. Big 9%" by 124" book.

THESE LOVERS FLED AWAY
Howard Spring. '"His best nov-

Covers U.5., Canada, all f
el 1" —Ladier' Home Jounrnal, A © b ‘es. 90 h:r;JLaL'ar'uI!?]:ilJzir:
magnificent love story spanning Full-color! 194 p s plus 94 pages
three generations, with a wivid of useful 3 about the world's

gallery of cheracters. peoples, customs, resources, indus-

tries, governments, eic,
COLUMEBIA-VIKING DESK EN-
CYCLOPEDIA. New 2-volume
edition, 1,440 pages, 31,000 ar
ricles, 1,250,000 words, Up

date and aurhoritative answers to
thousands of questions in all fields
of knowledge. Illustrated. (Sef
counts as one book)

ERSARY |
ECIAL! /|

NATURE'S WONDERS IN FULL
COLOR. Thrill to 462 amaz-
ing close-up photos of animal
life, insects, birds, flowers,
trees, etc. with fascinating and
informative stories! Big new
7" by 10” book.

STORY OF AMERICA
IN PICTURES. New
1956 edition, 488 pages,
nearly 300 pictures,
vivid rext. Whaole his-
tory of our land, in-
cluding President Eisen-
hower, Geneva, etc.

SO
ANNIVERSARY
SPECIALI ,‘}
A

ANNIVERSAR
SPECIAL

sl tan
NARY
(CONCISE). 1956edi- THE USA IN COLOR
tion, 70,000 encries,  Editors of Holiday maga-
600 pictures, 544 zine take you on a fabulous
pages, easy pronuncia- *'picture-tour"" of America’s
tion guide, sections on scenic wondcrs and vaca-
letter writing, gram- tionlands in nearly 200
mar, etc, FULL COLOR photos and
aintings that are truly
reathtaking! Big 8”_by
10” volum

$7.50
in Pub.Orig.Ed.

OUTLINE OF HISTORY
H. G. Wells. New 2-vol-
ume edition, 1,312 pages,
200 maps, pictures. Whole
story of man from earliest
times to our day. One of
the most acclaimed works
of the century ! (Set coumes
as one book)

THE TREASURE OF
PLEASANT VALLEY
Frank Y erby. Rousing
tale of the Gold Rush,
and of an adventurer
¢ in love with rwo “‘un-
touchable” females—
a ravishing blonde and
adark-eyed half-breed!

Q\' NNIVERSARY
[ SPECiAL!_

NOT AS A STRANGER
Morton Thompson. Big
best-seller about a young
doctor and the women in
his life. 700 exciting pages
— tense with drama and
human emotions !
GONE WITH THE WIND
Margaret Mitchell. Beautiful
Scarlett. O'Hara and adven-
turous Rherr Butler live again
in this complete new edition
cook book ever published ! of an American classic!
1,137 recipes, 640 pa

. many pictures, 16 in co ol JIPI‘h.Dﬁ.“E”E. MAIL COUPON

MODERN FAMILY COOK
BOOK—Meta Given, New
edition of the most useful

ON FACING PAGE
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% FROM AMERICA’S BIGGEST BOOK CLUB!

in Publisher_s’ Editions

The Jmpassioned,, Musie-HHaunted, Story
of Turo Women.in. Love ]

BEYOND DESIRE — Pierre LaMure.
New smash-hit by the author of Mox-
lin Rouge. The rapturous, music-
haunted story of young Mendelssohn,
and the two women who adored him
— Maria, fiery Italian opera star, and
Cecile, Iovely daughter of a village
minister.

litical heir?
color...

THE GOLDEN JOUR-
NEY — Agnes Sligh
Turnbull. What hap-
ns when state boss
ames Kirkland ‘‘buys’
a husband for his only
daughter—with a prom-
ise to make him his po-
“Full of
surprise twists.’’
—New York Times.

$3.75

in Pub.Ed.

to take as few as 6 best-selling novels out
of the 24 to be offered Within a year

TENDER VICTORY
Taylor Caldwell.
New romantic best-
seller! An exciting
story of a youn,
mi nister and the gir.
who stood by him
against the assaults

small town
spectability.””

; CAwaEI'L

Victor

TR

AU LEE T TTT

color! Big 7¥8” by 10%4"” book.

Act Now to Get This Fabulous Book Package for *1

AKE advantage of this 25th
Anniversary celebration of
the Dollar Book Club! Join now
and receive the biggest bargain
ever offered to new members.
Select any 3 of the big-value
books shown for only $1.
Choose from best-sellers by top
authors...beautiful library
volumes. . .bigillustrated books
...many newly offered for this
special event! Just think —a
total value ef un 1o $22.95 in
publishess’ editizns {or just $1.

Rsa Sove
up e 78% 20 Zooks !
Imagine — best-sciier sel.:ctic s

costing up to $3.95 in ; .)hshers
editions come to Cl.ab :zembers for
only $1 each! Over the years the
biggest hits by Erne~* .iemingway,
W. Somerset Maugham, Thomas
B. Costain, Daphne du Maurier,

DOUBLEDAY ONE DOLLAR BOOK CLUB. GAR

Frank Yerby and others, have come
to Club members at this low $1
price. Occasionally, extra-value
selections at $1.49 are offered. All
are full-size, hard-bound books.
Other desirable volumes, too, are
offered at savings up to 75%! But
you buy only the books you want—
and you don’t have to take one
every month. Take as few as six §1
selections a year!
Send No Money—Mail Coupon!
Receive any 3 books in this offer
for only $1, plus a small shipping
charge. Two books are your gift
for joining, acd one is your first
selection. Thereafter, you will re-
ceive the Ciub’s Bulletin, which
describes forthcoming selections.
No-Risk Guarantee: 1f not de-
lighted with your introductory
Three-Book b..rgain package, re-
turn all books and membership
will be cancelled. Act now to ac-
cept this wonderful offer!
L% €LY, NEW YORK

Doubleday One Dollar Book Club, Dept. 8-RB, Garden City, New York
Enroll me as a Dollar Book Club member. Send me at once as
my gift books and first selection the 3 books checked below and
bill me only $1 FOR ALL 3, plus a small shipping charge.

[ Beyond Desire Not As a Stranger

O Columbia-Viking Encyclopedia (set) The Outline of le(nr (set)
[ The Golden Journey Stocy[ofiAmericalinjR ctines
O Gone With the Wind

O Hammond-Doubleday Wnrld Atlas @}',:::‘,’,J-,;:"g,f,{“{,{‘"’

O Modern Family Cook Bool Dictionary (Concise)

CJ Nature’s Wonders in FnII Color O Treasure of Plou:nt Valley
O New Creative Home Decorating [ The U.S.A,

Also send my first issue of The Bulletin, telling me about the new
forthcoming one-dollar book selections and other bargains for
members. I may notify you in advance if I do not wish the follow-
ing month's selections. I do not have to accept a book every month
— only six a year. I pay nothing except $1 for each selection I
accept, plus a_small shipping charge (unless I choose an extra-
value selection). NO-RISK GUARANTEE: If not delighted return all

books in 7 days and membership will be cancelled.

Mr. Please
Mrs Print
Miss
Addr
City
& Zone. State.

L1 1 1 1 1 7 1 7 ¢ 1 7 1 /7 1] ]|

In Canada, selection price $1.10 plus shippxng, address Doubleday Book
Club, 105 Bond Street, Toronto 2. Offer good in U.S.A. and Canada onl*

L P ¢ L

when you join the Dollar Book Club and agree

in Pub.Ed.

NEW CREATIVE HOME DECO-
RATING. Complete guide to color,
furniture, windows, walls, acces-
sories, etc. for every room. 658
pictures, 128 model rooms, 38 in

"N D Y N D NN N N N GNP
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“TRAPEZE"

Love plays a big role in the
finest of all circus pictures

@® The excitement of circus life has never
been as well shown on the screen as it is in
this film, expertly directed by Carol Reed.
Most of the picture was made in one of the
famous circuses of Paris and the photography
of the high flying acts is magnificent, with a
great deal of it being shot from the top of the
arena, looking down on the flyers.

The story of “Trapeze” centers around
Mike Ribble (Burt Lancaster), Tino Orsini
(Tony Curtis) and Lola (Gina Lollobrigida).
Mike had been a great aerialist until he was
crippled by a fall while doing a triple somer-
sault. Tino, the son of Mike’s former partner.
has come to learn the triple somersault from
Mike. And Lola is a member of an acrobatic
troupe who maneuvers her way into the act
when Mike and Tino team up. She plays each
man against the other and, like her namesake.
ends by getting what she wants. (United Artists)

- s

Teammates (Burt anasier, left, a-n_d ‘Tony Curtis.)
become bitter rivals for Lola (Gina Lollobrigida).

’ Redbook’s Pictures of the Month ® Selected by Florence Somers

«

Observing royal protocol, Anna ( Deborah Kerr ) sprawls as the King (Yul Brynner) dictates. ~

“THE KING AIND I’

An unusual romance enlivened by a fine Rodgers and Hammerstein score

@® The true experiences of the attractive
young widow who went to the Court of Siam in
the middle of the nineteenth century to tutor the
court children have been charmingly recounted
in books, a dramatic movie and the hit stage
musical, but never has “The King and I” been
given such an opulent production as in this ver-
sion. The settings and costumes are as rich and
beautiful as royal ones could ever be.

Yul Brynner. who became an overnight sen-
sation as the proud and winsome king. repeats

his role. And Deborah Kerr is humorous and
captivating as the young widow. There is great
poignancy in the relationship of these two and
their effect on the rest of the court.

The lilting songs such as “Whistle a Happy
Tune,” “Hello. Young Lovers,” “Getting to Know
You” and “Shall We Dance?” are beautifully
presented. and the unique ballet of “The Smafl
House of Uncle Thomas” is delightful. An ex-
ceptionally fine musical has been given the pro-
duction it deserves.  (Twentieth Century-Fox)



Here's a
good way

to start a
good day!

UTRITION authorities say that both adults and
children miss many healthful benefits if they fail
to eat a good breakfast.

Without breakfast, mid-morning fatigue sometimes
occurs . . . along with irritability and difficulty in con-
centrating on work or studies. So a good breakfast is
the best way to begin the day.

What is a good breakfast? It should supply 25 to 33
percent of the vital nutrients needed for the day. It
should include fruit in some form; bread made from
whole-grain or enriched flour; cereal or eggs, meat or
fish; and milk either to drink or use on cereal or in a
cooked dish.

A breakfast planned around these foods, adding
other things you like, provides the “pickup power”
you need after having fasted some 12 hours from the
meal the night before until breakfast the next day.

Moreover, every item on a wholesome breakfast
menu supplies important nutrients. Citrus fruit or fruit
juice helps fill your need for vitamin C. Whole-grain or
enriched bread and cereals yield energy, B vitamins,
iron and other minerals. Milk is important for both its
calcium and its proteins, and eggs and meat for their
high-grade proteins, vitamins and minerals.
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A breakfast that gives you these food elements may
help you escape mid-morning fatigue . . . and helps you
to0 avoid overeating at lunch or dinner. This is why over-
weight people need well-balanced breakfasts.

If you or members of your family seldom feel hungry
for breakfast, you might get into a good breakfast habit
if you try some of the following suggestions:

1. Start the day at least 15 minutes earlier. This will
allow more time for the family to eat unhurriedly with-
out risking tardiness at school or lateness at the office.

2. Try to take a bit of light exercise before breakfast,
preferably in the fresh air.

3. Vary breakfast menus as much as possible. New
flavors, new ways of cooking and serving can make
breakfast a looked-forward-to meal.

If the leisurely, well-balanced breakfast habit is fol-
lowed, every member of your family may be helped to
feel better, think more clearly and work moreeffectively.

Many recipes which you will find easy to follow. . .
including nutritious dishes for breakfast, lunch and
dinner . . . are given in Metropolitan’s 56-page Cook
Book. Just clip and mail the coupon below for your
free copy.

Metropolitan Life | Company
-1 Madison Ave., New York 10, N. Y.

Please send me Metropolitan’s free
Cook Book, 856-R.

Name.

Street.

City. State.




Go without worry—without fear or favor.
Go in complete comfort, by plane, train
or automobile. Go wherever you wish—
do whatever you want—pay no heed to
*time of the month” —use Tampax!

Tampax is the best contribution to a
relaxed vacation since the invention of
shorts. For honestly, you aren’t even
aware that you're wearing Tampax!

The compressed cotton of which it’s
madeis so perfectly designed (bya doctor,
at that) that many Tampax users insist
they tend to forget about time-of-the-
month completely. Certainly no normal
activity is barred to you—not even swim-
ming. Tampax is completely invisible
under a beach-dry or sopping wet, fresh-
from-the-pool swim suit!

Aboveall, Tampax is cool—the coolest
sanitary protection you can wear because
it's worn internally. It prevents odor from
forming. It eliminates belts, pins and
chafing pads. It’s so designed that the
wearer's hands need not touch it at any
time. And when it comes to the disposal
problem, Tampax even faces up to the
unruly plumbing that so often exists at
vacation resorts. You're never embar-
rassed with Tampax.

Choice of 3 absorbencies (Regular,
Super, Junior) at any drug or notion
counter. Take Tampax on your vacation!
Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass.

OTHER FINE

TAWAY ALL BOATS™

KENNETH DODson, a veteran seaman
who served on an attack transport in
the Pacific during World War II. de-
cided that, if he ever survived the
war, he’d write the story of his ship.
“Away All Boats,” which became a
best-seller, is his novel and the most
ambitious picture Universal-Interna-
tional ever made. Because the studio
was allowed to photograph and take
part in the naval maneuvers of 200
ships and 10,000 Marines in the Car-
ibbean, a great deal of the film was
shot in and around the Virgin Islands
area.

Essentially this is the story of
the U.S.S. Belinda and her captain.
Jebediah Hawks (Jeff Chandler).
He is determined to make his untried
ship and inexperienced officers and
crew into the best possible fighting
unit. The Belindd’s task is to land
assault troops on the beaches and.
in doing so, she suffers all sorts of
disasters, but her men develop into
an heroic fighting team.

*““A KID FOR
TWO FARTHINGS”

CaroL REED. who directed both “The
Fallen Idol” and “The Third Man.” is
not only one of Britain’s finest direc-
tors but he is exceptionally skilled at
working with child actors. The hero
of this film is six-year-old Joe (Jona-
than Ashmore), who has been told
that rubbing a unicorn’s horn will
make wishes come true. When he
finds a kid with just a single horn in
the center of its head, Joe is con-
vinced that it’s a unicorn and buys it.
Surprisingly enough. nice things do
begin to happen to Joe’s friends.
Out of this simple fantasy, Carol
Reed has made a charming and amus-
ing film. The locale is the pictur-
esque Petticoat Lane section of Lon-
don, photographed in beautiful color.
In the very fine cast is Celia Johnson.
the heroine of “Brief Encounter,” Di-
ana Dors, hailed as the English Mari-
lyn Monroe and even Primo Carnera
who takes part in some tough wres-
tling matches. (Lopert Films)

AUGUST BEST
BETS IN YOUR
NEIGHBORHOOD

Bhowani Junction—A colorful, roman-
tic story of modern India with Ava Gard-
ner and Stewart Granger. * July

The Catered Affair—Another realis-
tic, family TV drama brought to the
screen. Bette Davis, Debbie Reynolds.
Frnest Borgnine. * July

The Eddy Duchin Story—Life of the
popular pianist who married into society.
Kim Novak, Tyrone Power. * July

The Great Locomotive Chase—A fa-
mous locomotive race hased on an actual
incident of the Civil War. * July

Helen Keller in Her Story—This film
of the actual life of Miss Keller won an
Academy Award. Her courage and seli-
reliance and the patience of her teachers
are inspiring to everyone.

Invitation to the Dance—Three ballets
danced by Gene Kelly, Igor Youskevitch.
Tamara Toumanova, Carol Haney.



“SOMEBODY UP THERE
LIKES ME”

STILL A YOUNG MAN, Rocky Grazianu
is one of the few champion boxers to
quit when be was ahead of the game.
“Somebody Up There Likes Me” is
based on the life story of Rocky, for-
mer middleweight champion of the
world. It’s not a pretty story, but
it does prove that two people who love
each other enough can overcome al-
most insurmountable obstacles.
Born on the lower East side of
New York, Rocky (played by Paul
Newman) did everything short of
murder. His home life was unhappy,
he lived in squalor and stole to eat.
He belonged to a law-breaking gang;
he was sent to reform schools and
brokeout. He went AWOL from the
Army and served a term in a peni-
tentiary for striking an officer. But
he could fight, and he started his box-
ing career in the Army. It was the
quiet, appealing Norma (Pier An-
geli) who had enough faith in him
to beg him to marry her. (MGM)

Moby Dick—John Huston has captured
the feeling of the classic novel in his
superb screen version. Gregory Peck,
Richard Basehart. * July

That Certain Feeling—A very funny
film in which Eva Marie Saint proves
© be quite a comedienne. Bob Hope.

Toy Tiger—Tim Hovey, tiny star of
*The Private War of Major Benson,” in
a marital comedy. Jeff Chandler.

23 Paces to Baker Street—Good sus-

pense in this mystery solved by a blind

man. Van Johnson, Vera Miles.
*Previously reviewed in Redbook
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Helpful Madern Points of View

e

Some timely tips on Sond boxes, Sand and Sand toys

From the time your toddler ex-
periences that first delightful sen-
sation of wiggling his toes in clean,
warm sand and trailing handfuls
of this interesting stuff through
his little fingers until old enough
to dig and tunnel, shape and
build —playing in the sand is
fun. Every child can’t have a beach but
most can have a sand box.

Even a small box will
do—as little as 28x34"

Wood or metal box? Metal can get
blistering in the hot sun. Wood on the
other hand may need more maintenance
to watch for splinters and nails.

Most well designed sand boxes at de-
partment and toy stores have awnings
which shade child and after play time
slide down and can be drawn closely
over sand to protect it from leaves and
little uninvited animals.

Sand can be had from
beach, dunes, a construc-
tion company, etc. Not

for a child who will be
playing solo most of the
time. A standard box
36x38" can easily accom-
modate up to four and
yet requires a minimum
play area.

Smooth edges and stur-
dy construction, proof
against rusty nails are
important. And, it is desirable to have
built-in-ledge tositon orlittle corner seats.

By ARLENE JENNRICH
,(b.d'p Another of Mrs.

24 Jennrich's tips of

too fine white sand that
can blow in eyes and hard
to see to get out. Lake
sand can be washed in
gunny sack, with hose.

Sand Toys: —Soft plastic
won’t lurk in sand to cut
small feet. Avoid shovels
and sieves with sharp
edges; glass bottles and
cans that break, cut; old dishes that rust,
chip, have sharp points.

A Great Treat for Them!

Children love to chew gum and there isn't any treat more pure

down when “fussy”. Try it.

| and wholesome than Wrigley's Spearmint.
The bit of sweet in the flavor isn't filling
yet satisfies and chewing helps 'em ease




ROBERT J.
LEVIN

JOHN D.
MacDONALD

COMING NEXT MONTH:

BETWEEN THE LINES

® To get Ingrid Bergman to talk frankly about
the heartbreak she suffered and the abuse she en-
dured as a result of her involvement with Rossellini
(see page 36) Robert J. Levin, at REDBOOK’S request,
did a startling thing. He asked her to tell him about
it! As often happens with the direct approach, Mr.
Levin’slack of guile succeeded journalistically where
many a stratagem had failed. Miss Bergman talked to
him as she has to no other reporter since problems
came to her seven years ago along with an unconven-
tional but overpowering love.

She asked only that she be able to see the finished
article before publication. It’s to her credit that she
did not decide that she’d been too frank and scrap
much of what she'd said. “It’s not really surprising
though,” Bob Levin said, “because candor and hon-
esty are as natural as breathing to her.” The author
is a free-lance writer who has been living in Europe
with his wife and two children for the past year and
a half. He spent a number of days interviewing the
Rossellinis and their friends in Paris.

John D. MacDonald, author of “Hurricane,” the
rip-roaring novel on page 103, is surely the only
alumnus of the Harvard Graduate School of Business
Administration who keeps solvent by writing fiction.
He’s been doing it for ten years, too. How it came
about is hazy, even to him, but this odd switch has
netted him a frolicsome life, envied by many of his
classmates, and substantial capital gains in the form
of stories, novels, movies, monies and prestige. He
recently received the 1955 Benjamin Franklin Award
for the “Best Short Story.”

If a hurricane like the furious “Hilda” of his
novel swept away his beguiling home on a spit near
Sarasota,Florida,theMacDonalds still could beroofed
over by fleeing to their Adirondack retreat where
they spend the summertime. John tries to work regu-
lar hours (the old business training, doubtless), but
he says the world is teeming with things like golf.
chess, music, fishing, collecting dueling pistols and
striving to make an ever better Martini, which take
his mind off the job. Don’t you believe it! He is one
of our leading merchants in the literary market place.

W.B.H.

The M story of James Dean—
the meaning behind his brief and stormy life.
“Help Your Baby Before Birth”—

the newest discoveries about prenatal care.



New! BOBBI -
with Casual Curlets”

and breeze-fresh lotion
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gives you a longer lasting,
softly feminine wave

A stronger wave than ordinary pin-curl permanents

a softer wave than rod-type permanents

Specially created for casual hair styles

See how casual a BoBBI wave can be! You know it
will outlast any other pin-curl permanent because each
curl is set stronger from the very beginning with BoBs1’s
new “Casual Curlets.” Use Curlets between perma-
nents, too—for a longer-lasting set after your shampoo.

Everything you need for the prettiest, longest-lasting
casual hairdo ever! Fabulous new easy-set “Casual
Curlets”. . . of pretty pink plastic . . . simpler than
metal pins! New breeze-fresh, petal-pink lotion, so
pleasant to use! No separate neutralizer, no reset-
ting. OnlyBoBBI makes a pin-curl permanent so easy !

Pin-curls made with BOBBI’s
new ‘‘Casual Curlets”. . .
smooth, firm, no loose ends, no
crimp marks as with metal pins.
Specially designed for a stronger,
longer-lasting casual wave!
New ‘“Casual Curlets” are 7
ways better !

1. Easier, faster than metal pins.
2. So pretty —shell-pink plastic—
you won’t want to hide ’em!

3. Can’t rust or discolor hair.

4. One Curlet holds t*ght for bet-
ter, stronger waves—you never
need two for a curl !

5. Can't slip.

6. No unsightly crimp marks.

All-new BOBBI in a bright blue box
7. Curlets are curved —shaped to Each package complete with 55 “Casual
your head for comfort. Curlets” and 6 neckline curlers.
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LETTERS TO

THE EDITOR

PUNISHING PARENTS

I read with interest your article.
“Should We Punish Parents of Delin-
quent Children?” When I was 15.1 ran
away from home and was later put into
the custody of the Juvenile Court in my
home town.

Punishing my mother and father
would only have made matters worse,
since my mother needed psychiatric
help. As a general rule a penalty to the
parents cannot do much to help if the
child feels it relieves him of the responsi-
bility for what he has done. and. as your
article pointed out, the child feels that
he can “get even” with his parents.

A child will respond to a feeling
of love, confidence and being wanted
much more than he will to punishment
of him or his parents. After all, isn’t
delinquency in many cases simply a
child’s way of showing his need for these
things?

NamE WITHHELD
Glendale, Calif.

I'm just an ordinary mother trying
to do an ordinary job—keeping house
and rearing children. What I want to
know is, where is the respect due to par-
ents today? Parents are all too often
just “the old folks” who are good for a
ten and the car keys. Respect has been
killed or severely maimed by blaming
parents if they correct their children or
use a cross word. If children were ca-
pable of rearing themselves, I'm sure
God would have dispensed with parents.

Mrs. A. M. GRAEBER
Belleville, I11.

Your article implies that parents
who physically cannot outweigh their
children are not really so responsible
for them. As a mother I feel that train-
ing a child begins at the moment the
ciild is born, not when he is five feet
tall.

Harrier L. MaNco
Bronx, N. Y.

Your article said “Laws for fining
and/or jailing parents of delinquents
will wipe out most of the gains that have
been made in the past 25 years.” What
gains? Twenty-five years ago parents
believed in punishing children when
they got out of line. Father shaved with
a razor that required a strop, and he
didn’t hesitate to use it in the woodshed.

Certainly there were delinquents
then. We had them in the small town
in which I grew up. They were a prob-
lem in many ways, but they werent
idolized by other yvoungsters. They went
to “reform school,” were graduated to
the county jail and did postgraduate
work in the penitentiaries.

We others had no desire to follow
the path they laid out. We had been
trained to respect authority, whether
parental or civil. I'm afraid the only
gains made in the past 25 years that |
can see are hardly worth saving. Maybe

the “back to the woodshed” idea is too

drastic, but I'm quite sure a *‘back to
authority” movement is in order.

Rocer W. CARTER

Fillmore, Calif.

BAUBLES. BANGLES
AND BEADS

Knowing me to be a keen observer
of current events and trends. a friend
directed my attention to REDBOOK’s out-
spoken exposé in the May issue. “Have
Bathing Suits Gone Crazy?” Ever since
the Bikini arrived on the scene, I have
been hopefully asking myself just that
question.

Imagine my shock. then. to learn
from Mr. Hargrove’s thoroughly docu-
mented report that bathing suits have
crazily veered into just the opposite di-
rection to what I had in mind and are
now becoming so cluttered up with
baubles, bangles and beads that the lady
beneath may soon be once again quite
hidden from view.

The sociological significance of this
frightening trend has yet to be explored.
I trust this has not been REbBoOK's last
word (or picture) on the subject.

MORRIS ANDREWS
New York.N. Y.

W After carefully comparing the bestock-
inged bather of yesteryear (left) to today’s
swimsuited miss— baubled and beaded
though she be—we have come to the con-
clusion that Mr. Andrews has little justifica-
tion for such dire prophecies of gloom. ED.

“A POWERFUL IMPRESSION*

Arthur Gordon, writer of “The
Deepest Faith,” which appeared in the
May RepBoOK, shared with us a letter
he received from a reader:

After a lifetime of reading and
studying short stories, I sometimes come
across a story so beautiful and outstand-
ing that I feel I must write to the author
and tell him so. Yours in the May
REDBOOK is one of those stories. You
chose a wonderful theme and used such

restraint in developing it that it mahesx
a powerful impression.

I would like to quote to you the
superb last paragraph of your story:
“He watched the younger man stride
down the corridor. Not with pity. With
a little envy, perhaps. So many things to
learn. so many people to help, so infinite-
ly much to do . .. And so much time.”

(Mrs. GayrLorp) ALICE V. HaNcock

Moravian Falls, N. C.
KINSEY CRITICIZED

“What Kinsey Is Doing Now”
(May) is an insult to any mother.
Rather than start a drive to ease up on
our sex offenders, it seems that the coun-
try is all too late in putting teeth into
those sex laws now on the books. Must
we wait for murder to put sex offenders
away (as has happened several times
in recent years) ?

(Mrs. CLark T.) EILEEN JENNINGS

Columbus, Ohio

B \either Dr. Kinsey nor the Ameri-
can Law Institute Council, which recom-
mends sweeping changes in our sex laws,
would ease up on those laws which regu-
late sexual practices involving the use
of force, such as rape; those involving
corruption of minors by adults and those
involving offenses to public dignity. The
Institute’s model code would exclude
from the jurisdiction of the law only
those sexual relations engaged in by
adults in privacy with mutual consent.
They feel that such practices properly
fall within the realm of morals and re-
ligion rather than law. E

THE FEAR CAMPAIGN

I would like to congratulate you on
your article, *“The Fear Campaign
Against the Polio Vaccine” (April).
Your efforts should be appreciated by
every believer in the American way of
life.

NeLsoN F. STAMLER

Chairman of the Board
Anti-Defamation League of B'nai B'rith
New Jersey Regional Office

WHO GETS RICH QUICK?

Your article, “The Newest Way to
‘Get Rich Quick’” (May) is a very good
one because I have some friends who
want to buy something and whom we
have tried to talk out of “penny” stocks.
These schemes are get-rich-quick
schemes, and they work out that way—
for the promoter, not you!

LeNNIE Ross
Tujunga, Calif.

B Ten-year-old Lennie Ross recently

won $100,000 on a quiz show for an-

swering correctly questions about stocks

and bonds. ED.
[ J

% Address: LETTERS TO THE EDITOR, Redbook
Magazine, 230 Park Ave., New York 17, New York
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Strange request? Not so strange as it sounds.
Almost every day you actually do pay taxes
for other people. Whenever you pay your in-
come tax, or buy anything that is federally
taxed, you're paying taxes for customers of
federal government electric systems.

Your taxes go to build the federal plants
that serve these people. Then, because custom-
ers of federal power systems don’t pay their
share of taxes in their electric bills, you have
to be taxed more to make up the difference.

This kind of tax inequality isn’t fair to you
or any other taxpayer—and it isn’t necessary.
The more than 400 independent electric com-
panies are ready and willing to provide the
additional electricity the nation needs without
depending on tax money to build new power
plants. America’s Independent Electric Light
and Power Companies*.

*Names on request from this magazine
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SMOKERS EVERYWHERE
ARE DISCOVERING WHY

Viceroys
aegmoﬂﬂler

TWICE AS MANY
FILTERS IN
THE VICEROY TIP

as the other two largest-
selling filter brands!

Only Viceroy has
20,000 filters . . .
twice as many
filters in every tip
as the other two
largest-selling fil-
ter brands . . . to
givethe smoother
Viceroy taste!

CIGARETTES
KING-SIZE

The exclusive Viceroy filter is made from
pure cellulose—soft, snow-white, natural

YOU AND YOUR HEALTH
BY ALTON L. BLAKESLEE'

WHAT Ts D

® Between 5,000,000 and 20,000,000
Americans have some degree of anemia,
which is often the cause of that familiar
feeling of being tired and run-down.

Anemia hits people of all ages, but
is most prevalent among infants, chil-
dren and young women. The condi-
tion often comes from a lack of iron
to make hemoglobin, the oxygen-car-
rier in red blood cells. Studies by the
American National Red Cross indicate
that perhaps one out of every eight
women has less than optimum amounts
of hemoglobin.

Common signs of ia includ

OB
d

ing the last half of the first year, when
babies have used up their inherited
stock of iron and aren’t getting enough
solid foods containing iron. Egg yolks,
green vegetables,sieved meats and some
iron-reinforced cereals are good sources
of supply. Some infants need medical-
ly prescribed iron supplements.

Extra need for iron can result in
anemia during pregnancy, and so doc-
tors prescribe iron-rich foods and iron
salts or other supplements to prevent
it. Drs. John R. Wolff and Marvin A.
Rosner, University of Illinois College

of Medici report that one out of

a general feeling of weakness and
fatigue, a pale look, shortness of
breath, heart palpitations and lack of
normal color in lips, insides of eyelids,
tongue, mouth lining and under finger-
nails. But these symptoms are far
from infallible. Not all pale-looking
you s, for e ple, have anemia,
and many persons who feel all right are
anemic to some extent.

Low-iron anemia is most likely to
be a problem during infancy, child-
hood, pregnancy and menstruation.
But it may occur in anyone who has
poor eating habits, who has lost blood,
or who has had a serious illness.

According to Dr. Robert L. Jack-
son of the University of Missouri School
of Medicine, lack of iron is the most

dietary deficiency in babi
The deficiency usually shows up dur-

every five women has some degree of
anemia after childbirth, largely from
blood loss. Diets high in protein and
supplements of iron usually correct the
condition, but some women need blood
transfusions.

As a rule, the human body loses
very little iron. When old red cells die,
about 90 per cent of the iron in them
is conserved to go into new cells. We
don’t need much new iron from food,
for most of us store enough for ordi-
nary use. However, loss of blood, cer-
tain diseases and periods of rapid
growth can exhaust the stockpiles and
bring on anemia. Anemia is thus fre-
quent in women during their menstrual
life; it also shows up quite often in
growing children who aren’t getting
enough iron in their diets.

Dr. J. J. Kirschenfeld and H. H.

¢ EYEBROW SHAVING

There’s a not uncommon belief that
eyebrows will not grow back again once
they have been shaved. It just isn’t so.
says a consultant writing in the AMA
Journal. In one hospital exclusively for
treatment of eye diseases, there is no
hesitancy in shaving eyebrows, since they
do regrow.

e WHEN SICK CHILDREN
WONT EAT

Trying to force a sick child to eat
is a mistake, usually doomed to failure.
The best plan is to offer him small drinks

and small amounts of tempting food, at
frequent intervals. At first the greatest
need is for fluids, especially if the child
has much fever or diarrhea. The sick
child usually will drink fresh fruit juice
or fruitsquash, or cold barley water with
glucose (a less sweet form of sugar than
cane sugar). Jellies. ice cream and egg
beaten in skimmed milk are often useful
parts of his diet.—Dr. K. H. Tallerman.
in The Practitioner.

© DOUBLE TREATMENT

A combination of the hormone cor-
tisone and the antibiotic polycycline ap-
parently brings quick relief of serious



©
ANEMI

Tew of Fort Deposit, Alabama, found
that 18 per cent of 500 persons in a
southern community had anemia.
More than 20 per cent.of the cases were
due to inadequate diet, and about equal
percentages to excessive blood loss and
to pregnancy. Acute and chronic dis-
eases accounted for most other cases.

Meats (especially liver), fresh and
dried fruits and leafy vegetables are
relatively rich in iron and so prevent or
help overcome iron-lack anemia. Pro-
tein-rich foods such as milk, eggs and
cheese are also helpful.

There are other, less common
forms of anemia. One is pernicious
anemia, which occurs when the body
is unable to absorb vitamin B:» from
food. Once an often-fatal disease, per-
nicious anemia can now be corrected
by injections of Bi. or oral doses of the
vitamin along with a substance called
intrinsic factor, which enables the B
to be absorbed by the body.

Simple tests can show a physician
whether you have anemia, and better
choice of food plus iron supplements
can correct the condition. But doctors
caution against trying to diagnose ane-
mia in oneself. It’s not enough to dis-
cover that a person is anemic: it is even
more important to find out why he is
anemic. Self-prescribed supplements
might help temporarily, but they might
also serve to mask the underlying, seri-
ous causes of the anemia.

symptoms in infectious mononucleosis,
or glandular fever. This is a common
disease among young adults. The dou-
ble treatment relieved some patients who
were suffering from pain and acute dif-
ficulty in breathing and swallowing. But
neither drug alone had any apparent ef-
fect, write Drs. G. A. Cronk and D. E.
Naumann, Syracuse University, in Lan-
cet. Infectious mononucleosis is marked
by fever, swelling and tenderness of the
lymph nodes and sometimes inflamma-
tion of the tonsils and the throat.

Consult your physician before using
any drug mentioned
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Treat your) eyes to ' '

il

in 5 lovely, iridescent, jewel-tone shades $1

Sapphire Blue * Amber Brown * Emerald Green + Blue Pearl Grey * Turquoise
Beautiful Gold-Tone Swivel Case

Fashion dictates that your eyes should be your most important
feature—and you can bring out the color and clear look of your eyes
by giving them a flattering background of eye shadow. It’s so easy
with the new Maybelline Eye Shadow Stick. The shadow can be the
merest whisper, if you so desire—but if you wish a more dramatic
effect, especially for evening wear, simply intensify the color.

Maybelline Automatic Eyebrow Pencil
Never needs sharpening—the only spring-locked crayon that
can’t fall out—gives soft feather-touch. Natural-tone shades:
Velvet Black, Dark Brown, Light Brown, Dove Grey
or Auburn. Exquisite turquoise and gold-tone case.
39¢ for two long-lasting refills

Maybelline Solid or Cream Mascara
The finest and smoothest mascara for long, velvety-dark
lashes in seconds. Solid Form in gorgeous gold-tone
vanity case . . . or Cream Form in smart carry-kit.

Maybelline Professional Eyelash Curler
Special soft-cushion method works gentler, quicker,
easier. Gold-tone. It’s the finest precision-
curler made. Cushion Refill, only 10¢.

$100

. . . R

Maybelline Precision Eyebrow Tweezers 29¢
Tweeze with ease— these silvery tweezers are designed with .
the “‘grip that can’t slip.” Straight or slant-edge. Ny

Choice of smart women the world over
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“Tell Daddy we miss him’

When one of the family is out of town, there’s nothing like
a regular telephone call to keep ties warm and close.

It’s by far the fastest, easiest way to keep in touch. .. to
share good news. .. to reach someone in a hurry. It means
so much, it costs so little.

Why not call right now? It’s easy— just tell the operator
where you want to call: she’ll be glad to help you.

LONG DISTANCE RATES ARE LOW

Here are some examples:
Cleveland to Pittsburgh . . . . 45¢
Birmingham to St. Louis . . . 85¢
Chicago to Buffalo . . . . . . 95¢
Milwaukee to New York . , . . $120

San Francisco to

Washington, D.C.. . . . . . 3200
These are the Station-to-Station rates
for the first three minutes, after 6 o’clock
every night and all day Sunday. They do
not include the 109 federal excise tax.

Call by Number.
It's Twice as Fast.

BELL TELEPHONE SYSTEM

2

REDBOOK’S

Our son. Cregory. was given a
little Mexican sombrero and a jar
containing pennies. He couldn’t
quite understand how he could
get his hand into the jar so easily
and take the money that was so
temptingly within his reach.
However, when he tried to grasp
a fistful and his hand refused to
come out, his expression of sur-
prise and chagrin was most
amusing.
Mgs. D. F. HoLLanD
1130 N. Maple
Burbank, Calif.

@ REDBOOK will pay $50 for the best black
ond white snapshot used, featuring a child or
children under 12, accompanied by the best
letter telling in not more than 100 words how
the picture came to be taken.

Pictures must be sent by the parents of the
child to Dept. F-A, Redbook Magazine, 230 Park
Avenue, New York 17, N. Y., and cannot be
returned or ack ledged. All published entries
become the property of McCall Corporation,
publishers of REDBOOK.
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“What kind of heel am 1? We’ve got to stop seeing each other.”

en}ﬁ ate their Sunday morning waffles at the kitchen
table.
Her mother said, “You should eat something.”

“No, thanks, Mother.” She’d had coffee and a ciga-
rette, but was too excited to eat. “I’'m late. I...” She
wasn’t used to lying and couldn’t meet her mother’s eyes.
“I told the other teachers I'd be there at ten-thirty.”

Her father said, “This is a funny time of vear for

you girls to picnic at the lake. It’s getting cold!”

Nervously she filled the picnic basket while her par-

But they couldn’t stop.

She looked out the window—a slender, brown-haired
girl, twenty-two, wearing a blue cashmere sweater that
deepened the blue of her eyes. “We’ll get a fire going in
the cottage right away, Dad. And it’s a sunny day.” The
sun seemed a good omen, a blessing on this day they would
have alone together.

She slipped into her coat, blew a kiss to her parents
and went outside into the cold air—glad, glad, glad to be
away from their eyes.

Her car seemed air-borne on the highway. She

* A SHORT SHORT STORY



wished they could have made the half-hour drive together.
But he couldn’t come to get her in broad daylight nor
could she stop for him.

Either way was impossible.

12’s all impossible, she thought guiltily and eased up
on the gas.

Driving slowly, she told herself, I’ve been too darned
good all my life; that’s the trouble. She could chalk that
up to her parents. Always trusting her. expecting her to
do what was right and honest. It wouldn’t even occur to
them that she could do anything wrong.

At first it had been so innocent, so harmless. . . .

They both happened to enroll in the same evening
class in child sycho ogy at the university; otherwise they
would probably never have met because they taught in
grade schools at opposite ends of town. The first night
she found herself sitting beside him. and as they looked
at each other, something clicked. and they were friends
before they spoke a word. He had an appealing grin:
his hair was short and dark, his eyes a friendly brown.
During the ten-minute break it was natural to exchange
information about each other.

She learned that he was married and had two small
children, a boy and girl; as soon as his wife sold their
house in another town, she would join him; he’d had to
come ahead to his new job and was living with friends
temporarily.

The next night, as they walked out of class with a
group of other teachers, someone suggested coffee at the
corner drugstore. There were seven of them, all quite
young, and the coffee hour became a gay ritual with lots
of shop talk and other stimulating discussions. Everyone
liked him, liked to hear his ideas. No one could help
liking him.

One night she had to take the bus to classbecause her
car was being repaired. He drove her home. As he
stopped the car, their hands happened to touch. The next
moment she was in his arms.

It stunned them both.

He said soberly, frankly, “I don’t know how that hap-
pened, and I'd be lying if I said it meant nothing to me.
But . . . my wife and F .. we ...we have our troubles,
like any couple. She hates living on a teacher’s salary and
probably always will. But we have the children. I'd
never . . . give them up.”

“I know, I understand,” she answered. His children
—all children—were his very life. But she went into the
house to lie awake with the knowledge that she loved him.

From then on, each fought it out with his own con-
science. But whenever he thought he had won, the long-
ing in the other’s eyes proved he hadn’t won at all.

They began to linger over their coffce after the others
left. She took the bus to class again . . . and again. In
his car—there was no other place to go—their murmured
words and stolen kisses were interrupted, always, by the
people walking by and the headlights of passing cars.

“Oh, to be alone,” she whispered, “to have the right
to be alone somewhere.”

“I know, darling.” Then, he said miserably. “What
kind of heel am I? I've never gone off the beam like
this before. It’s not fair to you ... to anybody. We've
got to stop seeing each other.”

But they couldn’t stop.

Sometimes, in her classroom of third-graders, she
would look at a little pigtailed girl, a little grubby-
knuckled boy and think, ll;'iat if those were his children?
Could I look them in the face. or meet their eyes?

And now his house in that other town had been sold.
He was going to get his family next weekend. And the
course at the university would end next week, too. There

COMPLETE ON THESE TWwWO
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would be no more talks over coffee, no more rides home
. . nothing.

She was the one who had suggested this day at her
parents’ lake cottage. “One day,” she’d said. “Alone.
Together. We've never been alone. One day. Is tha
so much for us to ask? Please.”

She had felt the silent fight that went on inside him
before he had answered.

“All right.”

Now, on her way to him, she thought defiantly, If
guilt has to be part of it, all right. [ love him. An this
is all we'll ever have. . . .

She stepped on the gas.

Turning off the highway, she drove down a road
canopied by pine trees. Ahead, through the clearing,
was the lake, blue and sparkling in the sun. And there was
the log cottage—silent, empty, waiting—with the sunlit
beach in front and tall shadowy pines in the back.

He was sitting on the steps.

She stopped the car, cut the motor. He rose. In
the stillness, Ecy looked at each other as he came toward
l.lerk—ta]l, dark-haired, wearing corduroy slacks. a leather
jacket.

When he reached the car, he didn’t speak and she
couldn’t. He opened the door for her. and she could see
his hand was shaking. She slipped out. his arms reached
for her and they held each other hungrily, silently. Then
his llgs sought hers, and she tipped her head back.

. something was wrong,

Above her, beyong the cottage, two shafts of sunlight
streamed down through the pines and shone on her face.
She blinked, turned away from it . . . and him.

He asked “What is it, darling ;7"

A o T don't know,’ ShL said helplessly. She
searched his face as though to find the answer in the brown
eyes, the clean line of his chin, the lips that she wanted to
klss but couldn’t. “We . . .” she said slowly. frowmng

“we’re all alone, ]ust the way I wanted to be. but . . . I
don't feel alone. . . .”

She looked upward The sun. She had thought of
it as a blessing on this day. But those two shafts shining
down on her were like eyes, watching. The eyes of his
children, maybe. Or her parents. She wasn’t sure whose
eyes they were.

Suddenly tears streamed down her cheeks. “I ... 1
love you,” she said, “but I can’t kiss you with the . . . the
sun shining on us. We’re not alone here. We’d never
be alone . . . wherever we tried to go. . ..”

He cradled her tenderly, let her cry When she was
c;ulet he held her face in his hands and said gently.

Don’t ever cry about us again. Some day, somewherc.
you’ll meet the man who’s . . . right for you. Good-by.
darling.”

After he left, she went into the cottage and built a
fire in the ﬁrc lace. She sat there, staring into the flames
until three o’clock when it started to rain. After scatter-
ing the picnic lunch around outside for the birds and
squirrels, she drove home.

Her mother and father were at the kitchen table.
having tea and cinnamon toast instcad of waffles.

Her mother said, “I was getting worried. Have a
nice time?”

“Yes. Fine, Mother.”

Her father said, “Don’t try to tell me it wasn’t cold.”

She looked out the window, at the falling rain. “We
had the sun when we needed it, Dad.” And she knew it
had been a blessing, after all. Already, even while she
stood there remembering him, she was thinking, Some
duy, somewhere, 1 will meet the man who’s right for me.
The man I can kiss in the sun. . THe Exp
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just enough time to put in a long distance call to his

ew York home, to tell his wife and his seven-year-

old daughter Nancy that he had been able to get space

on an earlier flight home. The news was sheer delight to

all of them, for Donald had been gone on his business trip

nearly three weeks, and home and family could come
none too soon.

“Daddy,” his daughter Nancy said into the telephone,
“are you bringing me a present?”

“You bet your sweet life,” Donald said happily. “The
biggest Teddy bear you ever saw.”

“What’s his name ?”

Donald cursed himself for not realizing in advance
that to his daughter, who was at an age when she led a
fabulous double life of ethereal imagination and scientific
realism, all stuffed animals had names. He thought rapid-
ly. Then he said, “His name’s Marvin.”

“That’s a nice name,” Nancy said. “Put him on.”

“What?”

“I want to talk to Marvin.”

Donald looked out of the telephone booth at the busy
arcade of the air terminal and at his luggage, which con-
sisted of two suitcases and a huge brown Teddy bear.
He cleared his throat. Then, in a piping falsetto, he said
into the phone, “Hello, Nancy. This is Marvin.” He
knew that his wife was listening on the extension line in
their home.

“Hello, Marvin,” Nancy said. “Mommy, say hello to
Marvin.”

“Hello, Marvin,” Mrs. Harris said.

“Hello, Mommy,” Donald-Marvin said.

“Daddy,” Nancy said, in an abrupt switch, “is your

lane a non-stop?”

“I’ll call Daddy for you,” Donald-Marvin squeaked
warily. “Oh, Daddy!” He shifted his voice to normal.
“Hi, Nan.”

“Is your plane a non-stop ?”

“No,” Donald said. “It stops at Chicago.”

“Why ?!’

“To get gas.”

“Nowadays planes can get gas from other planes
while they’re flying.”

“Not this plane,” Donald said. “I have to say good-
by now. See you in the morning.”

He rang off, took his luggage to the counter and
checked it, looked hopelessly at tEe eddy bear and board-
ed the plane with two magazines under one arm and
Marvin under the other.

A trim stewardess welcomed him aboard. She smiled
when she saw the Teddy bear.

“You have your children with you, sir?”

“No,” Donald said. “I’m alone.”

“I see,” the stewardess said, a little doubtfully.

Donald made his way to a window seat by tKe wing.

From the airport in Los Angeles, Donald Harris had

He had planned to put Marvin on the overhead coat rack.
Then he saw that there was no rack, the cabin being con-
vertible to sleeper space, and one look told him it would be
impossible to fit the bear into the envelope containing the
flight information packet in the seat-back in front of him.
Donald sighed and placed Marvin on his lap.

After a short time. an elderly gentleman came and
sat down next to Donald. “Maloney’s my name,” he said,
sticking out his hand.

“I am Donald Harris,” Donald said.

“Is that a Teddy bear you have on your lap?”

‘lYes.’Y

“You live long enough, you see everything,” Ma-
loney said. “Wake me up at Newark, will you ?”

Night closed fast once the flight was air-borne, and the
passengers settled themselves for sleep. The stewardess
brought Donald Harris a blanket, and the pilot, copilot
and flight engineer all took turns coming back into the
cabin to get a look at the man with the Teidy bear.

Dozing fitfully to the steady drumming of the mo-
tors, Donald became aware some time during the night of
someone staring at him steadily. He opened his eyes.
Peeking over the seat in front of him was the face of a
small boy. In the darkness, Donald could not make out
his features, but he was conscious of the yearning in the
eyes. Why not? he said to himself. [t’s the Teddy bear.
Maybe he’d like to hold him for a while. (The influence
of Donald’s daughter Nancy was that great—already Don-
ald was thinking of the bear as “he”.) Why not? he said
to himself again. He can sleepwith the bear, and I’ll sleep
without one. ICll be the first thing so far that's made any
sense. He grinned and thrust Marvin the Teddy bear for-
ward and upward, and a pair of small, willing, hungry
arms took over from there.

When he awoke, to the accompaniment of the dawn
and the droning of the engines, Donald crept past the
form of Mr. Maloney, his sleeping seat-mate, and made
his way back to the lounge for a cigar. The stewardess
was there.

“Hello,” she said, and smiled. “You’re Mr. Harris.
You’re a nice man.”

“Why, thank you,” Donald said. “I believe I may fly
this airline more often. Do you mind cigar smoke?”

“If you could see that little boy sleeping with his
Teddy bear,” the stewardess said fondly. “His mother
woke up during the night, and I told her you'd let the little
boy hold the bear. I suppose I shouldn’t tell you, but she
cried a little.”

“She cried ?”

The stewardess nodded.
they boarded the plane?”

Donald shook his head. “I was too busy trying to
find a place to put Mar. .. .”

“She’s Japanese,” the stewardess broke in. “Married
an American while he was stationed over there, and he

“You didn’t see them when

* A SHORT SHORT STORY
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The look that passed between the seven-year-old American girl and
the three-year-old Japanese-American boy was instant and complete.

sent for her and their son. Ten thousand miles. That’s
quite a trip. Especially when you don’t know what kind
of reception you might get. There are nice people and
there are . . . well, the other kind.”

Donald thought for a time. Then he said, “How old
is the little boy?”

“Three.”

“He hasn’t made a sound,” Donald said. “Hasn’t
bothered anybody, hasn’t said a word, the whole trip. He
was just lookmg at the bear. That’s all.” He fell silent
again. “Look,” he said at last, “we’ll be getting in before
too long, and if I just stayed back here for a while, maybe
you could . well, 'm . .. I make a lousy speech.
Especially while my violin’s out being fixed. But maybe
you could tell the lady that the bear is. . . .” He gestured
with his hand. “Well, it’s a present. Somethmg to say
hello, and . ..” he gestured again . . . “and we’re glad
you’re here with us in this country. I don’t know. Will
that be all right?”

The stewardess looked at hlm, and her voice dropped
to a whisper. “I think,” she said, “that will be all right.”

Nancy Harris was waiting for her father as he came
down the ste{)s from the plane. He swept her into his arms

for an exhilarating hug. “Well!” he said. “Where’s
Mommy?”
“Just finishing parking the car,” Nancy said. “We

just got here. We....” Her voice trailed oft, and Donald
turned and saw her looking at the little boy now coming

COMPLETE ON THESE TWwWO

off the plane with the big Teddy bear in his arms. The
look that passed between them, the seven-year-old Ameri-
can girl and the three-year-old Japanese-American boy,
was instant and yet complete, swift and yet absolute.

Nancy turned in her father’s arms and looked at him.

“The bear,” he said. “Marvin. I know. [—uh—"

“You gave him to that little baby boy,” Nancy said,
almost matter-of-factly.

“Yes,” Donald said.
he’s come a lon way. .

“And he doesn’t have toys, probably,
“I have lots of other toys.”

“This is some daughter I’ve got right here,” Donald
said, and they went inside and found Mrs. Harris coming
toward them. Donald set his daughter down and hugged
his wife, and the three of them set off for the baggage room.

It was not until the luggage had been collected that
his wife remembered. “The Teddy bear! Where is it?”

“Not iz, Mommy,” Nancy said. “Him. His name’s
Marvin.”

Donald cleared his throat.
right. Where’s Marvin?”

Nancy looked up at her parents and smiled. “Never
mind, Mommy. Next time Daddy’s going to fly in a non-
stop plane.”

“Whal,”
anything?”

Nancy shrugged.

“He’s new in this country, and
”

Nancy said.

His wife said to him, “All

her mother said, “has that got to do with

“Marvin got off at Chicago.”
o HE END
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Once upon a time they had talked in rapture of their hopes and dreams while the hours passed like o heartbeat . .. .

twins were in the playpen, Pamela was in kinder-

garten, the drill press Lois had bought Ben was in
its wooden crate with a red ribbon around it, there was a
gift-wrapped box in Ben's closet which Lois hoped was an
electric mixer—and all was well with her world. Until
her mother telephoned.

“I'm offering two doting grandparents as baby sitters
tonight,”” Lois’s mother said. “You and Ben are due for
a gala dinner and a festive evening downtown. Our treat.
Unless you have other plans?”

“We do,” Lois said firmly. “A simple dinner. Right

On Lois Tate’s seventh wedding anniversary the

here.  Followed by a quiet evening, shoes off, watching
television.”

“Nonsense! Where's your sense of romance? Any-
way, who wants to wash dishes on an anniversary night?
So we’ll consider it settled, dear,” Lois’s mother said. And
hung up.

“Parents!” Lois said, forgetting that she was one her-
self. Now she’d have to break the news to Ben that willy-
nilly they were being given a night on the town—

She stopped short. Once upon a time, Lois recalled,
there had been a young man and a young girl and another
night on the town. They had gone to the Blue Grotto to

* A SHORT SHORT STORY



celebrate falling in love and to drinl: a toast to their future
together. Their table had faced the lak:e and, s the moon
rose over the water, they had looked into each other’s eves
and talked in low-voiced raptures of their hopes and
dreams and aspirations while the hours passed lil:e a heart-
beat. . . .
“Mmh.” Lois said. She and Ben had a fine, solid.
down-to-varth marriage.  She was positive about that.
But what had happened to all that—moonlight?  She
picked up the telephone and called Ben. )t was high time
indeed for the Tates to keep a nostalgic date with their
ast !

“The Blue Grotto?” Ben said. “You expect me to
drive all the way out there tonight. hucking traffic the
whole distance, merely hecause your mother insists we
celebrate with hoopla and festivity?”

It was not an auspicious start toward renewing an old
romance.

But the Blue Grotto was still the Blue Grotto. The
pale imitation stalactites still hung in icy glitter from the
ceiling—and the service was just as slow as ever. Al
though, once upon a time, that hadn’t mattered at all.
Lois cupped her chin in her hands and looked at Ben. try-
ing to recapture that long-ago night. But it remained as
unreal as a pressed flower in a memory book. This is just
—us, she thought. Ben and Lois Tate, parents of three
children. owners of a small house with a gradually de-
creasing mortgage. | wonder what cver became of that
boy and girl who once looked into cach other’s eyes here
at the Blue Grotto?

She sighed. She hoped her mother would remember
that Pamela could never fall asleep without her Raggedy
Ann doll beside her.

The drinks came, finally—just as the moon rose high
above the water. Ben raised his glass to hers.

“To our future. Together,” he said, his voice un-
expectedly husky as he repeated their toast of that long
ago night.

Lois’s breath caught in her throat. They drank, look-
ing into each other’s eyes while the moonlight cast its
shining benediction upon them and time stood still. . . .

It also dragged. They dined. They even danced.
But, after all, a married couple can spend only so much
time gazing into each other’s eyes without feeling silly.
Since they do have a home to go to. If they want to.

“Did your mother set any deadline on how long we
were expected to play captive audience to this celebra-
tion?”” Ben said, stifling a yawn.

Lois sighed. “In the Romance Event the Tates cer-
tainly take the booby prize! But do we dare show up at
home this early ?”

“It’s our home, isn’t it?” Ben said. “So who has a
better right to show up there than we do? At any hour we
please ?”

The lights were dimmed in the living room. Lois’s
parents were sitting bolt upright on the sofa, fast asleep.
They were holding hands as though they had been having
an unabashed sentimental time remembering anniversary
nights of their own. They awoke, blinking.

“Back so early ?” Lois’s mother said. “Did you have
a good time?”

“Wonderful!” Lois tried to register stars in her eyes.
“But after we celebrated, we—well, we just wanted to
come home!” .

She said it defiantly. But her parents were smiling
at each other.

“Of course, dear,” Lois’s mother said. “Naturally,
after that, you wanted to come home.”

They have something—wonderful, together, Lois
thought, waving them good-by from the front porch. [
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used to be certain that Ben and | had it. too. But now I
don’t know—

When she came back into the house. Ben was whis-
tling and uncrating the drill press. *“Just because a man
looks at a drill press in a catalogue once in a while, does
that mean vou have to buy it for him?" he said. He was
trying to sound angry, but not succeeding. “Your present
is on the hall table.”

It was an electric miser. Toisleft it on the hall table.
She saw that Pamela’s Raggedy Ann doll was on the floor.
She didn’t pick it up. She walked into the dark quiet of
their bedroom and pressed her forehead against the win-
dow pane. The whole hackyard was flooded with moon-
light, but she couldn’t have cared less. She heard Ben's
footsteps hehind her.  She didn’t turn around. Not even
when he circled her waist with his hands.

"(li.iﬂen, you did want an electric mixer, didn’t you?”
he said.

“Uh huh.” Luis blinked back tears. “But maybe
what 1 should have wanted was something to-—-to keep the
moonlight in owr marriage! Like—well. like a black
chiffon nightie-—"

Ben hooted and kissed the nape of her neck.  “Leave
black chiffon to the jaded.” he advised. “Personally. |
like you better plain.”

“Honestly!” Lois said and blushed in the darkness.

“Incidentally. 1 picked up something clse for you
today. Nothing much. really,” Ben said. He handed
Lois a small square box, wrapped in plain paper. Inside
was a brooch made of some strange wood. carved and
dark and delicate. “It comes from Sumatra,” Ben said.
And there was wistfulness in his voice. “There’s a shop
near the office, run by a guy who’s sort of a beachcomber.
Every so often he just locks up and wanders around the
world. picking up things here and there.”

She had almost forgotten that time, just before they
became engaged. when Ben had talked of taking a job on a
tramp steamer for a year or two of adventure. She looked
at the tiny carving in the palm of her hand. A present to
his love from a man who had chosen a small house with a
;gradually decreasing mortgage instead of wandering
ree. . . .

“Oh. Ben!” she whispered. Then she was in his arms,
and he was holding her as tightly as when they had first
fallen in love and could not bear to let go of a moment.

After a while she said, “Some day, darling! We’ll
go to all those places. Together. When the children
are grown.”

“Sure,” Ben said comfortably. He rubbed his chin
against her hair. “That drill press is a honey. Want
some new kitchen cabinets ?”

“Mmh.” Lois said. Smiling. she leaned against his
shoulder. You fall in love along a path of moonlight, she
thought. And you build a marriage and nail it down tight
with kids and quarrels and kitchen cabinets. But the
moonlight is still there.

There was a sleepy wail from the twins’ room. And
before they could even turn around, Pamela showed up,
clutching her nightgown. “I had a great big scary
dream!” Pamela said, her eyes enormous. Then she saw
her Raggedy Ann doll on the floor. “Oh, there you are!”
she sais and held it tight.

Ben and Lois grinned crookedly at each other. The
wail from the twins’ room deepened. “Happy anni-
versary!” Lois said. “And here we go again!”

“What else?” Ben said. He hoisted Pamela on his
shoulder and crooked his arm to Lois. “Hup!” Ben said.
“Hup! Hup!”

Arm in arm, the Tates marched down the hall to-
gether. ... THE EnD
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zoing to work in an office forever. Maybe it was

the gentle curve of her cheek or the soft look in
her brown eyes or maybe—well, Sandy Jordan wasn’t
sure, but he knew. And he knew that, when Joan did stop
working some day. permanently, he wanted it to be be-
cause he had asked her to. And he also knew that it was
a wild. foolish dream.

Ralph, the fellow who sat across from him in the
Purchasing Department, had caught him looking at her
the week Sandy started working there. “It’s no use, pal.
She’s all sewed up.”

“With you?”

“Heck, no. I don’t know who the guy is, but I've
asked her twice for dates. and she always says she’s sorry,
but she doesn’t believe in mixing business with pleasure.”

Sandy studied Ralph. There were two kinds of men in
the world, Sandy had decided back five years before when
he had turned seventeen. There were the kind like Ralph
who have that sure knowledge that they are attractive to
women and act accordingly. And then there were the
nondescript kind like himself who wouldn’t dare ask for a
date untif a woman had given him some sign that she
might say yes.

“Thanks,” Sandy said. “I was just window-shopping.
I guess.” But he knew he was lying.

They worked together in a pleasantly impersonal way.
Once they bent together over a catalog and her silky
brown hair brushed his cheek. Chaos broke out inside
him and came out in dampness on his forehead.

She smiled at him. “You’re not worrying about your
job, are you?” she asked. “You’re doing so well, you
know. When Mr. Conley retires, | bet they’ll pick you to
be Purchasing Agent.”

Right after that, he thought that he would come right
out and ask her for a date. But always he'd remember
that, once she was asked and once he was refused, all his
dreams would be over.

They had just one thing to talk about that didn’t have
an{thing to do with business. It was the office pool which
Ralph had originated. Whenever Mr. Conley went to
lunch, he always told them when he would be back. If he
said one o’clock, he might return any time from twelve-
thirty to two-thirty.

“Say.” Ralph said one day, “what do you say the
three of us start a pool? FEvery day each of us will put
fifty cents in the pool along with a slip of paper with our

uess on what time Mr. Conley is going to come back from
{:’unch. Whoever makes the closest guess gets the buck
and a half.”

“Sounds like fun,” Joan said, and Sandy agreed.

For two weeks they operated their pool and during
that time Joan won once and Ralph won the other nine
times. Sandy didn’t win at all.

On the following Monday, Joan said, “Look, fellows,
I’'m going to be frank with you. I don’t make a fortune
here and I really can't afford this fifty cents a day.”

“Sure,” Ra‘ph said smoothly. “But I have an idea.
Sandy and I will each contribute fifty cents. If you win,
you get the money. But™—his face took on a rakish look
—“if either of us wins, he gets to take you out.”

Her checks flushed slightly.  “Is that such an in-
centive?”

“It sureis. How about it. Sandy ?”

* A SHORT SHORT STORY

‘. 7 ou could tell just to look at her that she wasn't
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“Sure,” said Sandy. His voie: came out gruff and

¥

“All right,” she said with a slow smile. “I haven’t
been very lucky. Isn’t there an old saying about a gam-
bler’s luck changing?”

It came to Sandy that, if anyone’s luck was due for
a change, it was his. So far, he hadn’t won at all.

That day Mr. Conley went out at one-fifteen after
everyone else had returned. Joan said she thought he’d
be back at two o’clock. Ralph picked three o’clock and
Sandy, because Mr. Conley had during the past week taken
a}x: average of an hour and a quarter a day, picked two-
thirty.

The next hour was a tense one. At two-fifteen Ralph
said, “Well, Beautiful, you’vc lost. Better reconcile your-
self to a date with me.’

“Sandy hasn’t lost yet,” she said.

“But he will. He just isn’t lucky.”

Sandy didn’t dare say out loud that the time comes in
every gambler’s life when his luck changes for fear of
altering the course his luck would surely take. He knew
he was going to win.

But Mr. Conley didn’t come: the hands of the clock
crept forward. and Sandy felt the sureness fall away from
him. The minute hand stood suspended at two fifty-nine
and then clicked to three o’clock just as the oflice door
opened and Mr. Conley appeared.

“I won!” said Ralph. “Not that I want to gloat or
anything. I was just born lucky, I guess.” He rubbed his
hands together. “All morning I'vebeen planning the kind
of evening we’re going to—"

“Not evening,” Joan said. “Nothing was ever said
about an evening date. You may take me to lunch any
day this week.”

“Lunch!” exploded Ralph. “Now. wait a min-
ute. . .."”
Her face was calm. “I’m sorry there was a mis-
understanding, Ralph. If you had meant an evening date,
you should have said so.”

Ralph muttered something, got up and went out of the
office.

In spite of the disappointment that he still felt, Sandy
couldn’t help being amused. He knew why Ralph was
angry—-a wolf can't get very far on a luncheon date.

“Kind of put one over on him, didn’t you?” he said.

Joan nodded. ““But he deserved it. He knew I didn’t
want to go out with him. I told him so a long time ago.”

Sandy stared at her. There was an answer here some-
where, but the way she was looking at him made it almost
impossible for him to think clearly.

And then it came to him. If she had consented to
playing the pool today and had not wanted to go out with
Ralph, then perhaps it was because she was hoping that
he—Sandy—would win. Maybe she even knew that he
lacked the courage to ask her for a date. It was just the
sign he had been waiting for.

“There’s a place near where I live where the food’s
awfully good and I was wondering if you—" He lost his
voice, cleared his throat and found it again. “On Friday
night they have a special—"

“Friday night?” she said. “I’d love to.”

She smiled and Sandy thought he had never seen any-
one so beautiful. You could tell just to look at her that she
wasn’t going to work in an oflice forever, ...THE Exp
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Join the millions of satisfied shoppers who have discovered
the savings and convenience of mail-order buying.

The markets of the world are at your feet, as close as the
nearest mailbox, through the wonders of mail-order buying.

items for the house, the
car, the garden; luxuries
and necessities — all are
waiting for you.

An ordinary three-cent stamp is your passport to new ideas
for novel gift suggestions, gadgets and useful items for bet-
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the practical are within
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the mails.
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GET EXPERT
ADVICE -

on cutting corners when
you buy: budget helps,
home-making hints and
home craft ideas are pro-
vided you by Redbook's
value-wise shopping staff.

Every mail item soldin Red-
book (except personalized) is
guaranteed to satisfy or your
money returned. Backed by
the seller, by Redbook, and
by the postal laws of the
United States Government.

MONEY-BACK
GUARANTEE

firms advertising in Redbook draw upon years of buying
experience in selecting unusual and attractive merchandise.
Redbook’s Shopping Editor, Phyllis Hart, helps you shop by
examining hundreds of items each month and reporting her
selections to you. And, as a mail-order buyer, you have the
privilege of examining your purchases and returning them
if they are not exactly what you wanted.

Get in on the fun of shopping by mail ; turn now to

Redbook's

TOPS IN THE SHOPS

Serving Redbook’s readers with the tops in mail-order values
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A sporting idea!? Fold-up seat fits into
your pocket. Sturdy steel frame, covered
with canvas, can hold a 300-1b. man. Im-
ported from England, it’s high on our list
of gift ideas for a camper or fisherman.
Opens to 14” high x 10%” x 5%". $2.75
ppd. Edward H. Ziff, Dept. R-8, Box
3072, Mdse. Mart Plaza, Chicago 54, Il

Beat the heat! Portable air conditioner
needs no costly installation. Air is forced
over 2 refrigerant units directing cool air

around you. Durable styrene case is 19”
x 9%” x 12”. 1 year guarantee; AC only.
$39.95 ppd. 2 extra refrigerant units,

$2.95. Order from House of Schiller, 180
No. Wacker Dr., Dept. 385, Chicago, I1l.

A Karry Kart is the most versatile pair
of wheels we’ve seen for hauling groceries,
laundry or trash cans. Of lightweight steel
and aluminum, it rolls easily on rubber
tires and will support over 100 lbs. Kart,
with bushel basket and plastic liner, $6.98
ppd. Kartalone,$5.98. Orderfrom Herman
Opt, 203-R Market St., Newark 2, N. J.

Girls who wear glasses will garner
lots of passes with dazzling Spec-Glamor-
izers. Snap-on jeweled rims, with adjust-
able clips, fit any eyeglass frames. Your
choice of “diamonds,” sapphire blue stones
on silver, or rhinestones and pearls on
gold. Each pair, §1 ppd. From Ruth
Brawer, Box 4035, Dept. R-8, Tucson, Ariz.

® Order directly
lized, all h

from stores, enclosing check or money order.

PHYLLIS SCHWEITZER HART

d

may be

Shopping Editor

Step right up and see the gayest ear-
rings on earth! Tiny wooden clowns, im-
ported from Italy, are hand-painted in
colorful circus costumes that are perfectly
detailed to the last ruffle. You'll love
wearing these funny fellows with summer
cottons. $1 ppd.; 3 prs., $2.75. Tartaglia
Imports, Dept. R2, Laguna Beach, Calif.

Fresh, cold julce on a hot day—mmm
good! Your guests will be refreshed by
the very sight of this frosty, colorful
juice set. Of white glazed ceramic, 9”-tall
pitcher and 6 matching tumblers are deco-
rated with luscious fruits in raised de-
signs. Set, §2.95 plus 25¢ postage. The
Added Touch, Dept. R-8, Wynnewood, Pa.

(No COD’s please.) Unless
d for refund. Mention REDBOOK when ordering.

Stop Dog And Cat Damage—*1

DOG WICKS are the perfect solution for
repelling pets. One snifft and away they'll
run! Hang this chemical Wick on shrub or
branch and rest easy for the whole season.
Safe, harmless to animals. Use inside or
out — protects lawns, garbage palls, flow-
ers, rumlture Tralns your pets and neigh-
borsdog o do the job or your
b«u Pack of 20 tor 31 post:fe pald
Order DOG WICKS dire
Sunset House, 444 Sunnt B lding, Holly-
wood 46, Csll!ornls.

YES, 100 TOY SOLDIERS FOR $1

3o, e i 1 td platls o ' o
Mant includes 4 Riemen: 8 M hrp:
oters, 8rs, l lll|ll|. 4 u -

Infantrymen, & Offi

men, 4 Marksmen, 4 Tanks, 4 Trueks, 4 J“A]l. Battlo-

ships, 4 Cruisers. 4 Sailors, 8 WAVES, 8 WACs, 4 Bomb-

lanes. Each toy is mn,ﬂml amnhlui
and measury 4 r several

sets NOW: your kiddies will love them. Send Si 00 plus

25¢ for postage and handling for each set of 100 ‘toys to:

A-Z GIFT MART

P.0. Box 35586 Dept. RE6 Los Angeles 36, Calif.

CHINESE SCROLL WALL HANGINGS

Clytund with all the delicate urﬁstry of the Far
East, the ''Butterflies in Flight" by Isya
hand prin&ed on mnlk-wh&te mrchment Butterﬂies
low with radiant color. Wi long
ramed top and bottum they re lovely pieces to
pair up on a wall, over a lamp buffet. in the den.
etc Each $2.00. Set of 2 euch different $3.95 ppd.
Money back guarantee.
H. SHANK, Dept. R
4219 W. 154th St. Lawndale, Calif.
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MONEY ror YOURSELF

YOUR ORGANIZATION Travel Blneo_keeps kids occupied for

hours on long trips. Youngsters spot fa-
miliar highway objects and mark them off
on cards which are patterned on both
sides. The lucky lad or lass who's first
to get 5 across wins. 8 reusable cards
and 4 special crayons, §1 ppd. Miles
Kimball, 22 Algoma Blvd., Oshkosh. Wis.

Show wonderful new Griffin deluxe personal

Christmas_greetings. Over 55 thrilling new ; 9 i
EXCLUSIVE designs — master-crafted on the AT T ‘oreu“!er gives you the
finest of printing papers — rich water color temperature and tomorrow’s weather at one
printin s S’ltlll foil inlays and a_host of | glance. Colors change to indicate fair,
other eatures you’ll find only in Griffin A h . h 914" 11, of
orlpnzls. The sentiment and name imprint rainy or changing weather. 2 tall, o
inside the cards actually compliment the tarnishproof plastic that looks like highly
gards";n'lrgleyn:ah.e finest personal Christmas polished ship’s brass, it's a handsome
wall decoration. $1 ppd. Order from Matina
EARN EASILY Co., 175 Fifth Ave., New York 10, N. Y.

$500-%1000

You or your organization can earn easily $500-
1000 even more. It's fun — It's easy. Send
oday for a free sample kit— all you need to

start earning money. A Free book on fund

raising is available on request.
- Love rings the finger of your beloved
RITE TODA when he or she wears interwoven rings

WETMORE & SUGDEN, INC. that are a romantic Old World custom.
328 Bayfield Drive, Rochester, New York

Handmade of solid sterling silver, 3 inger-

Gentlemen: s ) A
Please send me: twining circlets form a new design every

F%EE PE&I%XEASIém%EPEIATN SOy time the ring is twisted. For men or wom-
If | decide not to accept your offer, | will return en, $3.95 ppd. 2 for $7.50. Old Pueh.lo
the kit at your expense. Traders, Box 4035, Dept. RI, Tucson. Ariz.
Name.
Addr .
City. Zone.......State

WALL SCROLL MURALETTES

5'::':: :"" “:"WE?".IM"J'“:Ig':"z‘:.:":lmr'nﬁ:;':'ﬁg' Snoozles fit over your eyes and block A hit of butter is better on the corn
:::n A L L e B L R e out the sun so your face can tan evenly. than on the plate or on your ﬁn_gers. Place
in maihing "pairs (sash aliteront). 52,5 each or $5.95 Hand-painted to simulate a wide-awake a pat of butter in the ingenious yellow
Choice of African (abovel, South Seas, Jlava, or s . A .
Roman o Market Place. Order now on strict money hack look, a flirting wink or restful repose, polyethylene spreader. As you slide it
Ferintad h it you to snooze undisturbed. across the ear of corn,just the right amount
JEAN WILLIAMS they permit ¥ :

Dopt. R Of plastic with a gold cord to hang melts through. Set of 4, 81 ppd. 2 sets,

«i8047 Davonshive ______San Fernaade. Calld. around your neck, $1.25 ppd. 2 for $2.35. $1.90; 3, $2.75. Alan Sales Corp., 75-10
ROYAL STAFFORDSHIRE GRAVY SERVER Red Oaks, Dept. R-8, Prairie View, Ill. Rockaway Blvd., Woodhaven 21, N. Y.

In heloved ‘Tonauin'
pattern. For mint sauce.

7 MATERNITY
/‘ZP/B STYLE CATALOG
n:;m FJRE_li‘.cnu-

We'll Send a Box of Christmas Cards

toliWhoWant EXTRA MONEY!

Rush name. address today for sensational,
g new fast-selling I-onmm' 'l{‘awi{'h igt-
B, mas dss"t, Show frie
eryone and make @
facts about 76 money-makers such as

blue, |alun| unen Brown,
hlack
e color oh

plua 20e for postage

HERE'S HOW CO.
Dept, R-8
27 E 22nd Bt N.Y. 10
ooo Printed Name & § 1
Address Labels
' 1000 Sparkling name
& address labels,

nicely printed with =
lovely Plastic box for just §1 post-

arates, Sportswi “" G-m‘d‘lw, Lingerie; $2.98 :
0 $24.98. Cataiog mailed in plain envelope.
CRAWFORD'S
Dept. 4. 8015 Wornall, Ihmsuu!-l.ﬂo.

Y fuliness

oy $1 22 Helps Increase BH§! Line

A sty o' emining sa .
Seorciace will help norease Sour pust. line
paid! & orders or more at 750 per réleamll:'elmenl.nﬂm eo\\ )‘o“rtuadlsrllne 3
o5 W
order! Money back guarantes, 300 fons. Just a few: minutes a day of easy:
LABELE—B0¢. (No Plastie Box). healthful eme::e You'll not onl¥ look bet
Fres whelesale selling plan! ter sl RN L) yoor

Araes hdny UENE O 1. N0 Comvs.

MEDFORD PRODUCTS, INC., Dept. RB8
P.0. B0x 209, Cathedral Sta. N.Y. 25. N.Y.

TOWER PRESS. INC. \ e WAIJ.ACI BROWN 11 East 2M|l St.
Box S91-NE, Lynn, Mass. W pEPT. T-18 -+ NEW YORK 10, NEW YORK




Ventllate your parked car, and it won't
feel like an oven when you unlock the
door! Tamperproof, metal Protecto-Vent
fits in any window without hooks or screws.
Protects pets and children from open win-
dows while driving. State make and model
of car. 83 ppd. Protecto-Vent Co., Dept.
10, 7100 Brompton Rd.. Baltimore 7. Md.

Tops In The Shops

Glltter-flles to clip in your hair create
a twinkling, fanciful effect. Star-dusted
metal butterflies, in assorted misty pastels,
clip on—and stay on—tresses, dresses or
any soft fabric. Or scatter a few on a
sheer stole, wool cardigan or tiny clutch
purse. Set of 8 assorted, $§1 ppd. Rajah
Enterprises, Box 261-R, Englewood, N. J.

Give a life to young 'uns who are still
too small to reach the top of the dining
table. Up-U-Go’s convert any chrome or
aluminum tubular chair into a youth chair.
Merely drive hardwood lifts into the legs.
Adjustable in height and as secure as
your chair, set of 4 is just $1.25 ppd. Order
from Up-U-Go, Box 736-R, Laramie, Wya.

HMigh homors go to gay chair covers
cushioned with foam. Of washable white
cotton blazoned with giant card designs,
they're trimmed with red. 16” x 12" high,
they slip over standard bridge chairs for
an added splash of color and comfort.
Set of 4, $4.95 plus 25¢ postage. Helen

Callagher, 413-R Fulton St., Peoria 2. Ill.

A good manicure begins with a con-
venient handrest that raises one finger at
a time and fits on your lap, the arm of a
chair or any flat surface. Spillproof wells
hold polish, cotton, remover and files.
Manicur-ette, in ivory or chartreuse plas-
tic, 81 ppd. Cal-Del Co., P.O. Box
S688, Crenshaw Sta., Los Angeles 8, Calif.

30 DAYS

FREE ;-

Sate Nigh Potency Nytritienal Formula

VITAMIN

MINERALS AMINO ACID

send you this £5.00 suj
il’ }ru to prove how much hell.l -
T lhﬂ PlPPi.r 3ou may fee
1! We'll also und.

buy f
or ever. Mail cou-

nd free trial vitaming and sininel
/! which I may socept or reject.
cbllgated to buy anything.

se 25¢ for packing and u!lﬂi }

Mail Coupon Now

STOLE OR

NEW 1957 CAPE °tier
FROM OLD FUR COAT

* World's oldest, Largest 522.95

e Price Fur
rrice
TAX FREE

INQWOES:
« NEW LINING
« INTERLINING
« MONOGRAM
* GLAZING
* CLEANING

» Most praised by
l-‘umon Mags-

. \Vldm Chofce of
Styles

© Whether your coat

l- outworn or just

outof-style, you'll

be delighted with
Monons glamor-

us restyling.

MORTON'S, DEPT. 15-H, wisawcren 4. 0.¢.

Send Morton's Free Fur Restyling Book To

Name:

Addrus,

- OSSN " PNEEE S —

1000 NAME &
ADDRESS LABELS

of 3 I 3
guued labels, WITH PLA
it

ecks books,
cards. records,
puaranteed. Handy Labels,
Jasperson Building, Culver
1, Calif,

Your mme and address (choice
on 1000 fine nualuy

T8 A HIS
SPK.CIAl. OFFER. Use on sta-
tlonery, check:; greetlng
etc. Satiefaction

y

k-

220
City

FOR
YOUR

PAID

‘350

used for advertislng.
DE:[.L\D for photos of infants an

to 18 yrs. May also aualify for
CAM! small photo for

ot
turnld

6000.AV Sunset.

TOS
MHollywood 28, Catit.

BIG
d up

3!
FREE hl.‘i ill tmtw

her's wnn llutlan cups for im‘lo-r e m u

two

pow-
Even
v st Il un in a ]lllr Added Amncllo«—lt “alk cunl

delivern.
WESTERN OLASSICS e ‘2.‘.3. °‘““ Car

Benwrlunadi oGer—
Acquainte
R%ZL! qu

[§ fabulous Monaco—
8 you get this unique
[§ et of beautifull

§ stamps
1% famous Hol

S star Urace
the glamorous new Princess . . . AND 8 gen-
levous collection of valuable, all-different Monaco
ginnt commemoratives, dozzling
i\ color trisngle shapes. Spectacular
ut anips picturing 1 seinating dream inventions
Jules Verne: mannoth
hu]:cumcl\a wild i Al
Other exciting offers: g

e of oll U,

FR

A jingling armful of GOLDEN BANGLES
Your choiee 2f 24K gold plate or sterling silver plate,
five engraved. four smooth and the set of 9 is only $1.95.
Tax & nouan ine.

Matching Earrings. $1.00 pair.

ELIZABETH McCAFFREY, Dept. RES, Orongs, New Jersey
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"
“PERSONAL
Be cool, refreshed .
new, lmnllmll FE
with
mothin; rw Pl
SIZED brecies on \.h hotiest, mast days.
way fo heat the .mu lnvlmnkl- alr rlm!u‘ on
the palm of your hai nad the
v Jl Mlll‘l

table. ® r.-mi atia

comtan” zom “ L veith of-on switeh and

Dlulir Mﬁe e:nn wty. Operates
Hashllght 1 nu Only #1.5%, No C.0.D."

EA”"Enon's ‘2170 South

o8 2 stand-
B Add 15e

'DON’T BE 'i='A'r' ¥

ust ean't reduce and have tried dietin
ats-try relaxil soothing SPOT RED
Aa

rm
figure, Il n

GP‘IH' REDUCER, It'l nlll
llﬂli". private

' this way! Lose pounds am
I!' without rJIkJnl health. For

or - axerc|
ACK GUARANTE Reduce or NO
'SMndﬂrd Model only $9.98 . . ...
1 Amazing Deluxe Model only $12.98.

.und to SPOT REDUCER COMPANY
318 Market Street, Dept. B 350, Newark. New Jersey

i mn mnele
eate green of spring to the ice blue

smow
Is are two feet lan 9ls inches wide,
rinted on . Framed top and

w s, poltahed Brass
woaping ot 1 handpriated ..mu Tesdy 10

\'nur momrs jus posiage

eggshell parchment.

FOR sroe BOOKLETR?

7.805
Ikeﬂ ART
ror FREE sHoE
IT'S EASY TO BE FITTED DIRECT VIA MAIL
NO RISK TO YOU! MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE.
Tall Gals of all ages buy these famed
S5th Ave. Shoecraft Personality shoes
NO EXTRA 8%2+8+8%2+10+ 10V2+11411V2+12
NUGGET WIDTHS AAAAA to C
$14.95 Black suede
with black patent,
Black calfy

bl

SHOECRAFT 603 FiFTh m..m 17

Tops In The Shops

Deep and disposable paper pic-
nic plates invite you to dig in with gus-
to! 5” x 7” x 2" deep, each holds plenty
of chicl\en Fren_ch fries, etc.. and plastic
coating won't absorb juices. In green bas-
ket pattern, 50 plates with matching pa-
per napkins are $1.75 ppd. RMS Interiors,
11146-R So. Michigan Ave., Chicago 28, 111.

Folding wall dryer extends to give
you 15’ of indoor drying space. Perfect
as an extra towel rack in the kitchen or
for drip-drying over the tub in the bath-
room, accordion metal dryer measures
18" x 16" x 3" when closed. Finished in
ivory, $3.95 ppd. From Dunkel & Sons,
1415-R Foster Ave., Brooklyn 30, N. Y.

Wired for compliments! Original
in design, modern trio for a buffet supper
is made of spiraling wire and finished in
copper, nickel, black oxide or brass. 6”-
tall bud vase with unbreakable vial insert
or hing pair of diesticks, $1.98
ppd. Complete3 piece set, $3.69. H. Guern-
sey, Dept. R, Box 418, Van Nuys, Calif.

Monkeyshines
are amusing little
cast-iron monkeys|
that are fun to hang ‘#
anywhere. Origi-
nally used in Japan
to suspend pots over |-
fireplaces, each is 8”

tall and has over-
sized paws that hook
over any edge. Set
of 3. to hang sepa- |
rately or to join to-
gether to form a
whopping 24” chain,
$1.95ppd. Elizabeth
McCaffrey, Dept.
R-8, Orange, N. J.

Tossing Tines blend salads as gently
and thoroughly as you would with your

own fingers. Of beautifully-grained hard-
wood, with an acid- and heat-resistant
finish, their modern shape makes serving
simple. Pair, with a wall storage rack,
just 83.95 ppd. ElRicoPatioProds.,1000-R
Williams Mill Rd., N.E., Atlanta 6, Ga.

FORCES You to Save

$100.00 a Year!

Gret Perpetual Date & Amount

day automatically

t up to date
L

$1.60 each; § lor 3575 ppd.

EERCRAFT, Digt. R, 0 A

L Kmlwmdlllu.nm
your old, worn fur coat regard- “'\b
Jess of candition, into a glam- Q
etous 1956 cape o stole. One %
Tow price, $22.95 complete, ea0ny

JUST FOR YOUR CONVENIENCE . . .

Page 26 of this issue offers a number of good
reasons why you might enjoy TOPS IN THE
SHOPS. But the best reasons of all start on
page 27, where TOPS begins. Why not sit
down and go shopping!

Catalog now. Many styles to choose from.
1. R. FOX+146W. 20th 51+ DeplA-19=N.Y.C.1

CUTTING BOARD
WALL PLAQUE

Lovely Bride and Handsome
names and date—all

7Y wide Iaple Cu“ln"
Board. Hang plate.
o Ybertoce. waading, Aani

versary or Shower Cvlf
Only $1.95,
STRATTON SNOW Dm R2

Delray Beach, Florlda

MAKE MONEY WRITING

.. short paragraphs!

You don’t have to be s trained author to makemoney
writing. Hundreds now making money every day on
short paragraphs. I tell youwhat to write, where and
how to sell; and supply big list of editors who buy from
beginners. Lots of small checls in a hurry bring cash
that adds up quickly. No tedious study. Write to sell,
right away. Send for free facts. BENSON BARRETT,
Dept. 22-V, 1751 Morse Ave., Chicago 26, lIl.



BY RUTH AND EDWARD BRECHER

This article is the result of months
of painstaking investigation.
The facts are not pleasant. But to

% ACRIcULy]

DE?&RTM

F‘-gn

protect your family’'s health, you must know them —

and what to do about them

@® It HaPPENS IN many families. No
doubt it happens occasionally in yours.

For company dinner you serve roast
chicken complete with stuffing, and
everyone remarks how delicious it tastes.
But a few hours later, one of the children
complains of feeling sick at his stomach.
He runs a fever, develops stomach
cramps and suffers from diarrhea — per-
haps also headache and vomiting. Soon
another member of your family falls ill,
and then another.

According to reports forwarded each
week by state health officials to the U.S.

Public Health Service: Somewhere be-
tween one-fourth and one-third of all
foodborne disease outbreaks investigated

in the United States during the past few
years have been associated with poultry
or poultry dishes!

Sworn affidavits from poultry-plant
employees — members of the Amalga-
mated Meat Cutters and Butcher Work-
men of North America, an AFL-CIO
union — have been collected as part of
the union’s drive to clean up poultry
processing throughout the country.
They describe conditions so revolting



that we wouldn't ask you to read about them if your own
health did not depend on learning the facts and if your
support were not needed for local. state and federal
cleanup efforts. Here is a typical affidavit:

“My name is Ruth V——and I am a resident of
———. A large percentage of the chickens processed at
this plant during the past year were sick. . . . I also proc-
essed many chickens that were full of worms. . . . They
were very much alive. ... When I asked the supervisors
what to do about these chickens. I was told to scrape
hem out and send them on down the line.”

Another aflidavit describes chickens with scabs or
sores on their bodies and then adds: “After taking the
skin off or cutting the sores off. I would pack them in
hoxes and see them loaded on trucks to be taken to
market. Others would have different parts that ha:l
turned green and would have the green parts cut off
and the rest of the carcass would be packed and loaded
for market.”

Perhaps you think that this doesnt concern you.
since the poultry you buy is obviously in fine condition.
But don’t be too sure. Even a chicken or turkey in the
prime of health at the moment of slaughter may be
seriously—and invisibly—contaminated by the time it
leaves the slaughtering plant.

“In far too many plants,” says Dr. Oscar Sussman.
chief veterinarian of the New Jersey State Department
of Public Health, “sick poultry and well poultry are
handled by the same employees, scalded in the same pots.
cut open on the same tables and chilled in the same vats.
=0 that even though only one chicken in a hundred is
‘nfected to begin with, the whole hundred may be shipped
to market carrying any one of some 26 diseases which
are shared by man and bird.”

Modern methods do not
insure sound poultry

The story behind this national poultry scandal
should interest all housewives—but particularly the
vounger generation. Older women can still remember.
of course, the days when they purchased poultry alive.
or at least with the head and insides still intact. House-
wives in those days used to examine a bird carefully be-
fore buying it and knew how to make their selection on
the basis of external good health. Later. at home, they
inspected the liver, gizzard and other internal organs.
If they saw signs of disease, the bird went back to the
butcher. But the young housewife today has no such
safeguard. Most of the poultry she buys is “ready to
cook.” Although this is an excellent way of buying if
the poultry is healthy originally and is processed under

“The average housewife has less than one

sanitary conditions, it permits and even encourages the
marketing of infected carcasses.

Fortunately. there are methods by which you «an
protect your family from poultry-borne infections—
simple methods which you can apply in your own kitchen,
but which are known to few young housewives today.
We want to tell you about these methods and also about
proposals for assuring that poultry is clean and safe to
cat before it reaches your kitchen.

For fifty years now it has been illegal to ship beef.
pork. lamb or other red-meat products in interstate
commerce unless they have been slaughtered under sani-
tary conditions and inspected by Government veteri-
narians. Many states also have compulsory meat-inspec-
tion laws. The results have been excellent; housewives
throughout the country buy meat with confidence.

But when the meat-inspection laws were being
passed. the poultry business was still relatively small.
and poultry was not included under the laws.

True. there is a Government inspection service.
But this inspection is voluntary rather than compulsory.
and must be paid for by the poultry processor. Only
those conscientious companies that are willing to pay the
costs have Government inspectors on duty.

The result is that reliable companies use the vol-
untary inspection service. but the unscrupulous and un-
sanitary companies—the ones most in need of inspection
—ship their poultry uninspected. Less than one-fourth
of the poultry marketed in the United States today has
been subjected to Federal inspection!

Even 20 years ago the problem was not too serious
since poultry was for the most part slaughtered and
{)‘rocessed on a relatively small scale. Then. during

‘orld War II, shortages of beef and pork tremendously
expanded the market for ready-to-cook poultry. As
compared with 143.000.000 broilers marketed in 1940.
more than 1.000.000.000 were marketed last year. We
now eat nearly 7.000.000,000 pounds of poultry a year
for which we pay about 8.1.000,000.000.

For a closer look at the conditions under which
some of our poultry is processed today, consider this
description of one large poultry plant visited in 1955 by
inspectors from the Veterinary Meat Inspection Division
of the City of Newark. New Jersey:

“Receiving platform—accumulation of manure and
dead chickens . . . weighing scales unsanitary with accu-
mulation of rust and cobwebs. . . . Wooden feeding
troughs have accumulation of dirt, cobwebs and rusted
pipes. . . . Sewer gutters contain an accumulation of
stagnant waters and waste materials. . . . : Accumulation
of feathers strewn over floor. . . . Undigested food from
chicken crops allowed to contaminate poultry.
Poultry not cleaned and washed prior to chilling. . . . No
sterlizing facilities. . . . No suitable outer garments
worn by most employees.” Into such plants as these
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chance in four of getting an inspected bird prepared in a sanitary way”

come sick chickens as well as healthy ones—and these are
the very plants that lack Government inspection services.

The plants of reputable poultry processors, on the
other hand, are marvels of efficiency. as well as sanita-
tion. A farmer knows better than to ship sick poultry to
these well-managed plants, for visibly unhealthy birds
may be rejected at the doors. Each step in the processing
is carried out under scrupulously sanitary conditions
designed to prevent cross-contamination from one bird
to another.

Before plucking, for example, the birds are scalded
in a tank through which flows an adequate supply of
fresh hot water. Better yet, hot water is sprayed on each
bird individually. The birds are not cut open and
drawn on a common table, but rather each bird is drawn
on an individual tray which is cleaned and disinfected
before re-use; or else the birds are hung on hooks and
opened while hanging. A vacuum cleaner may be used
to clean out the abdominal cavity, and the birds are
washed inside and out with clean running water after
evisceration. The final chilling, too, is performed by
individual spraying rather thanzi)y immersion in a com-
mon vat.

Most important of all, a trained U. S. Department of
Agriculture inspector stands over the processing line to
inspect each bird and its internal organs as it passes by.
Guided by Federal inspection standards, he occasionally
reaches down and confiscates a bird whose liver looks
suspicious or whose lungs show signs of disease. When
the processing is completed, the birds that have passed
inspection are packed in a sanitary manner, stamped
with an emblem reading “INSPECTED FOR WHOLESOME-
NEss—U.S.” and safely transported to your butcher shop.

“At its best,” says New Jersey’s Dr. Sussman, “this
system of preparing ready-to-cook poultry and canned
poultry products is as safe as human ingenuity can de-
vise. Poultry is a wonderful food. | eat lots of it my-
self. The only problem is that the average housewife.
shopping in the average butcher shop. has less than one
chance in four of getting an inspected bird prepared in
this sanitary way.”

The safest products of all, health officials agree, are
canned poultry, canned poultry soups and other canned
products generally. The large canners exercise many
precautions to maintain the safety and quality of their
products and, if one infected chicken should slip through
their safeguards, the canning process assures that no
harm will result. Safe also are various precooked
“chicken dinner” products sold in frozen form. With
these, too, the heat used in processing before the food
reaches you assures safety when you buy. Fresh or
frozen poultry, if healthy in the first place and if proc-
essed, stored and transported under sanitary conditions.
is an excellent foodstuff and one which need cause no
concern. In contrast to all such (Continued on page Y4)

How to Make Sure the
Poultry You Eat Is Safe

RULE 1

If possible. buy only poultry that
bears the “Inspected, U. S.”" label.

RULE 2

Take common-sense precautions
when handling poultry. Spread waxed
paper on your cutting board before
you put poultry on it, or else scrub the
board well with soap and water after-
ward. Don’t just mop the board with
a sponge or dishcloth. Wash the poul-
try under running water. And wash
your hands thoroughly after handlin
poultry, so that no germs from the bir
will be transferred to other dishes.

RULE 3

Cook all poultry. especially large
roasting birds, thoroughly. This usual-
ly raises no problem with small broilers.
fryers and stewing chickens, since tem-
peratures that make the birds tender
enough to eat are high enough to
sterilize them. But with large roasting
birds, especially turkeys, an amount of
cooking sufficient to make the bird ten-
der may only warm the stuffing to a
temperature at which germs multiply.
For complete safety, the interior of the
stuffing should be raised to 180°F.—a
point you can check with your meat
thermometer.

It’s also wise to delay stuffing a
bird until just before cooking. Even
when refrigerated. the interior of a
stuffed bird often remains warm enough
to incubate germs. Always remove
stuffing before refrigerating or freezing
leflover poultry.
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“We'll put the kids on the
bus and go home alone

“We’'ll lunch in the shade of
our own fig tree

“We'll drink May wine
and chase each other through
the garden

“We’'ll dine by candlelight,
we'll breakfast in bed”

AND SO BEGAN
A ROMANTIC VACATION...
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...INTHE
GOOD OLD SUMME

BY HARRIET FRANK, JR.

ILLUSTRATED BY FREDRIC VARADY

“Four sets of denim shorts labeled Susie. aged
six; four sets of denim shorts labeled Sandra, aged
seven. Two pairs of pajamas labeled Susie; two.
Sandra. Two washable sweaters for Susie. two for
Sandra. Six white cotton blouses tagged Susie;
ditto, Sandra. Toothbrushes, underwear, plastic
bandages, mercurochrome, bathing suits, comic
books, candy bars. washrags. hankies, stamped en-
velopes, tennis shoes and their mother’s last ounce
of strength.” So saying. my wife Janie closed two
bulging suitcases and sagged into the nearest chair,
staring at me blankly.

“Where are you sending the kids?” I asked.
“The Antarctic? Look, it's just for two weeks at a
summer camp.”

“You can joke,” she said in a hollow tone.
“you can make light of it. You haven’t embroidered
billions of name tags on billions of small garments.”

“I know it’s rough,” 1 offered tenderly, “but
tomorrow we put them on the bus. we look after
them misty-eyed and we come home . . . alone.
Alone, doll. as we used to be eight years ago. Alone.
with dry martinis and a houseful of double beds.”

“Listen, bon vivant,” she said with a faint
smile, “tomorrow I come home, having said fare-
well to my children. pack a large carpetbag with a
few trifles of yours and mine and we're off on what
I achingly refer to as my vacation.”

“I've been thinking about that,”” I said slowly.

“So have I. For one solid year.”

“I know.,” 1 answered tentatively, “but what
does it all add up to? We hop in the car; we drive
till we're beat. We get to a resort. They stick us
in a room next door to a high-liver who keeps late
hours with low company. You unpack. There are
not enough clothes hangers. You announce you
don't have the right kind of clothes and vou’ll look
like a frump. I deny it. So we're both unhappy
already. Then we go for a swim. There are seven-
teen children in the pool with us. We dry out. I
get sunburned. From then on in I'm on the golf
course all day. and you're getting your ear bent
by the hausfraus around the pool. At night my back
aches, the drinks are watered and we can either
dance to a crumby combo or see two old western
movies on television. So what?”

“So what?” said Janie startled. “What do
vou mean. so what? After eleven months of kinder
and kuchen 1 regard that as a bacchanal. I come
out of my shell. I paint my toenails. I dress for
dinner. | turn into John's Other Wife.”

“It sounds good.” 1 said depreciatingly, “but
I don’t know. If you ask me, it’s just a restful rat
race instead of the regular rat race; that’s all.”

“One moment, Alan Stewart. Are you by any
chance suggesting (Continued on page 74)

ME
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Ingrid Bergm an

Seven years ago her love affair created an
international scandal. Now, for the first time, she

tells her story—with surprising frankness

BY ROBERT J. LEVIN

in America and went to Italy to make a picture. By the end

of May, newspapers were printing rumors of her romance with
the Italian director, Roberto Rossellini. And in December, 1949.
a Hollywood gossip columnist reported that Bergman was expecting
a baby in three months. The subsequent storm of publicity and
public disapproval brought Ingrid Bergman to the brink of a
nervous breakdown. She has not been back to this country since.

Now, almost seven years later, her long trial by public opinion
seems to be over. Her dignity and courage during these past
years have been impressive. The American public will soon see
her first picture for a major American studio since she divorced
her husband and married Rossellini—“Anastasia,” produced by
20th Century-Fox. And she herself is now able to discuss calmly
and without bitterness why she did what she did, what happened to
her as a result and how she feels about it.

We talked in the drawing room of her hotel suite in Paris.
She was wearing a simple blouse, plain skirt and flat-heeled shoes,
with no jewelry except her wedding ring. As usual, she was with-
out make-up. At the age of 39, she still needs none.

“I don’t know where it all began,” she said. “Who knows
where anything really begins? [’d been restless in Hollywood for
a long time. It’s not that I disliked Hollywood. I don’t. It gave
me a wonderful career and lots of money, and I'm grateful.

“But all they ever talked about, out there, was this producer
or that one, or how taxes were killing them, or what picture this
person was doing. It was so dull! Often, after I'd finished a
movie and had staved around the house for a while, I'd want to
see some plays and hear a few concerts, and I’d sort of run away
to New York. I like that city. It’s alive.

“My restlessness in Hollywood kept getting stronger. [ was
tired of making the same kind of pictures. I wanted to be in a

In March, 1949, Ingrid Bergman left her husband and child
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The happiness of the Rossellini family refutes critics
1who predicted the marriage wouldn’t last a year.
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“They thought I was a saint. I'm not. I'm just

a human being . . . and human beings make mistakes”

movie about real people in a real world. But in
Hollywood they all said that, when the housewife is
through washing dishes, she doesn’t go to the movies
to see someone else washing dishes. I thought maybe
they were right.”

Her own successes would have given her reason
to think so. She made three films in 1946. and they
were tremendous hits. As half-breed Clio Dulaine, in
“Saratoga Trunk,” she sat at the piano singing
French-Creole songs to Gary Cooper. and her pro-
jection of sex electrified audiences everywhere. Her
versatility could scarcely have been more strikingly
illustrated than by the fact that. in the same year,
her performance as a nun in “The Bells of St. Mary’s.”
and as a psychiatrist in “Spellbound,” earned her the
N. Y. Film Critics Acting Award.

In 1947, she turned eagerly to a new challenge:
the Broadway theater. Again she triumphed, this
time in Maxwell Anderson’s “Joan of Lorraine,” and
the Drama League of N. Y. singled out het portrayal
as the season’s “most distinguished performance.” In
1948, with “Arch of Triumph” and “Joan of Arc” on
U. S. screens. the Women’s National Press Club named
Ingrid Bergman as the Number One actress of the
nation.

She was also the highest paid actress, and she
was adored by the American public. Her husband,
Dr. Peter Lindstrom, had turned from dentistry to
medicine and was establishing a reputation as a sur-
geon. Together with their nine-year-old daughter,
Pia, they lived quietly and, it seemed. tranquilly in
Beverlv Hills. Ingrid Bergman’s cup seemed to be
brimming over.

But “Arch of Triumph” was an artistic and fi-
nancial failure. “Joan of Arc” proved to be a better
film but, paradoxically, a greater failure because so
much more was expected of it.

Here Ingrid Bergman’s own nature set into mo-
tion a fateful series of events. If she had been able
to ignore the two disappointing productions, consol-
ing herself by adding up her bank balance and by
polishing the Academv Award Oscar she had won in
1944 for “Gaslight.” her career would probably have
continued as smoothly as it had proceeded from the
day David Selznick brought her from Sweden to
America. in 1939.

Her sharp critical instincts. however, gave her
no peace. Her vague feeling of restlessness now found
something to focus on—the two films that had turned
out poorly. Hollywood offered her nothing but “more
of the same, only more so.” She wanted a greater
challenge.

“People asked me why I ran away from Amer-

ica.” she remarked quietly. “I didnt run away. I
loved being on Broadway. If there had been another
play for me. I would have stayed. But there wasn't
a thing. I had to look somewhere else.”

It wasn't by chance that she looked toward Italy.
A vear earlier. she had seen a film that had moved
her deeply—Roberto Rossellini’s “Open City.” With
its dramatic force and overwhelming quality of being
rooted in this world and this time. and the powerful.
seemingly spontaneous performance of the players.
this picture was in striking contrast to Hollywood’s
polished and often innocuous productions.

His next film was “Paisan.” which was played
in New York during one of Ingrid Bergman’s visits.

“When I saw it,” she explained. “I thought, ‘One
terrific movie can be luck—(Continued on page 82)

Ingrid’s daughter, Pia, lives 1with her father, Peter
Lindstrom. She has changed her name to Jenny Ann.



or three summers Joe Ierris had had the job

lifeguard at Windmar, a small, mildly fash-

ionable summer colony along the northern shore.

It had a shallow beach, gently sloping, not hard to
police. Joe knew it well; he lived there.

He came on duty y morning at ten o'clock.
walking from his mother’s house five blocks away, in
the unfashionable section, where the permanent resi-
dents I'ved. He wore a striped bathrobe and rubber
sandals. and the lunch his mother had packed swung
from his hand.

He walked unhurriedly, his face calm. He was

not a handsome young man, although he had fine
eves. and he was not tall and had no spectacular
muscles.  When he took off his robe, however, it was
evident that he was very well put together. He had
erown as much as he ever would; he had a man's
Lody. even to the frill of hair on his chest; and his
face was a man’s face. He was nineteen years old.

He had never had to make a rescue—blowing his
whistle had been enough—until the morning Dorrie
lauser. aged cightecn. disregarded the whistle and
kept on swimming out. When he reached her. her
lips were blue, her teeth chattered and she had begun




ENCOUNTER
ON THE BEACH

Spoiled and reckless, she plunged into danger.

But Joe met her forwardness with a boy’s brutal honesty—

and a man’s compassion

BY ALICE

ILLUSTRATED

ELEANOR JONES
"

Y EDWIN GEORGE
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to panic. She gasped, “Stomach—hurts,” and dou-
bled over.

He brought her in, revived her at the Aid Sta-
tion and held her head while she vomited into a basin
supplied by the elderly practical nurse who was his
only stafl. Then he surrendered her to her parents,
who had been called from the beach hotel, acknowl-
edged their incoherent thanks and returned to his
place on the platform chair with the torn canopy over
it, shaken but not showing it.

When her {ather called at his house and wanted
to give him money, Joe said merely, “No, thanks,”

and at last Adolf Hauser had left. shaking his head.

Two afternoons later Dorrie Hauser stood be-
side the platform and asked, “Can I talk to you?”

Joe looked down at her. She was a blonde girl.
moderately tall and maturely developed. as the strap-
less blue bathing suit made clear. She had large
light eyes, a sensual mouth and beautiful pale hair.
long and slightly curling. She appeared to have re-
covered fully. He said, “If you want.”

She gave him a slanting, upward look under her
long eyelashes, which was no less charming because
she knew it was, and said, (Continued on page 86)






Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. was chosen to
lead the Negroes of Montgomery. Alabama. in
their boycott of the local bus company in order
to protest racial segregation. In the ensuing
turmoil, he has been threatened and arrested.
While he was speaking at a meeting one night.
his home was bombed. Mrs. King and their
daughter Yolanda were at home. But Dr.
King continued his activities. which included
organizing daily car pools for Negro riders.

A young minister, leading his

people in one of the South’s most explosive

struggles, preaches a new and

striking message . ..

“"OUR WEAPON IS LOVE”

BY WILLIAM PETERS

PHOTOGRAPHY BY ROBERT SIMMONS-PIX

@® Ten to twenty times a day, the telephone
brought curses, obscenities and threats against his
life. Over the months. he suffered continuous harass-
ment, arrest and, finally, conviction in court of
leading an illegal conspiracy. One night, a bomb—
thrown from a passing car-—exploded on the front
porch of the modest frame house in which he, his
young wife and infant daughter live.

He is the Rev. Martin Luther King, Jr., 27-
year-old pastor of the Dexter Avenue Baptist Church
of Montgomery, Alabama, and leader of the highly
effective Negro boycott of the city’s buses. His re-
sponse to the campaign against him has been clear
and consistent:

“If we are arrested every day.” he told Mont-
gomery’s Negroes, “if we are exploited every day,
if we are trampled over every day, don’t ever let
anyone pull you so low as to hate him.

“We must use the weapon of love.” he said.
This is a new and striking doctrine to preach in the

explosive atmosphere prevailing in the South since
the U. S. Supreme Court’s decision against public-
school segregation. The man who preaches it is a
new and striking kind of Negro leader. Recogni-
tion of these facts has catapulted King to national
prominence and has given Southern prosegregation-
ist whites a new and, to many, perplexing view of
the Southern Negro.

For Martin Luther King injected a new ele-
ment into the Negro’s struggle for equality—passive
resistance. Its success has demonstrated clearly the
powerful uniting force of a movement rooted in
religious conviction. based on the principle of love
for all people and grounded in a sense of the right-
eousness and justice of its cause. Suddenly. as
though shedding an ancient burden, Montgomery's
Negroes lost their fear.

The meaning of the Montgomery bus protest
will long be argued. For the first time a large
Negro community in the (Continued on page 71)
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Wh&n kind of car can vou reasonably ex-
pect to be driving five years from now? Or ten?
What will it look like? How will it run? What equip-
ment will it have?

These questions can be answered with a fair
amount of accuracy. Recent trips to Detroit. where |
talked with automotive designers and engineers. and
vears of reporting on foreign and American auto-
mobiles have convinced me that the development of the
American motor car is likely to follow definite paths
and. therefore, can be forecast.

It is easier to predict how 1961 cars will perform
than it is to imagine how they will look, for mechanical
evolution proceeds in an orderly way. The American
public is inclined to believe that mechanical wonders.
such as automalic transmissions, arc fully original con-
cepts that appear suddenly in the minds of inspired
technicians. but it almost never happens that way.
Almost every “new” mechanical device represents an
improvement on a time-worn idea. and its appearance
in the United States usually follows its introduction in
Furope by five or ten years.

For example. the next two innovations being pre-
pared for U.S. car buyers are fuel injection and inde-
pendent suspension of the rear wheels, both of which
will appear on some cars in 1957. Gasoline fuel in-
jection was first used on an automobile in the Mercedes-
Benz 300SL in 1954, and independent rear suspension
is a feature of the Porsche. Volkswagen. Lancia.
Citroén, Fiat. Lagonda and others. Characteristically.
the American versions of these advanced devices wilt
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cerlainly be cheaper than the European and very prob-
ably better, too.

STYLING

Let’s consider styling first. though, because as a
nation we are probably more interested in how our cars
look than we are in what makes them go.

The cars of the near future will be more subdued
in color. The three-tone. four-lone craze will have
passed. New forms of finish will be used. Perhaps
permanently dirt-repellent acrylic resin finishes will be
available.

There will be much less exterior ornamentation
and chromium trim. and fewer outside gadgets.

Five years from now. cars will be lower, smaller—
and more lavishly equipped. The over-all line of styl-
ing will be toward smooth. flowing curves.

There are only two distinct schools of body de-
sign today. the ltalian and the American. Most of the
really beautiful automobile bodies produced since
World War II have been Italian either in actual design
or obvious inspiration. The Italians have produced
hodies which are pure of line, almost devoid of chro-
mium ornamentation, low and by our standards quite
small. Italian influence has been strong in Europe and
America. For instance. the tail-fins that are now on so
many U. S. cars were first seen, in their present cycle,
in a small ltalian car. the Cisitalia. in 1947.

In general. U. S. stylists have been slow to leave the




YOUR FAMILY CAR:

What’'s Coming in the Next Five Years?

» Will your next car be smaller?

» Will the engine be in the rear?

Wi ill you have a choice of TV?

» An automobile expert reports on the changes

Detroit is planning, but not talking about-—-yet

BY KEN W. PURDY

PHOTO BY IKE VERN

classic box form. probably brought near perfection by
Lincoln’s new Continental Mark II. They have also
been reluctant to give up chromium “flash.” not he-
cause they really believe it makes a car look better. hut
because it “sells” cars. whether new or used. and be-
cause it offers a cheap and easy method of changing the
appearance of a model from one year to the next.

American designers copy each other, naturally.
There are two kinds of copying—legitimate and the
other kind. If a company successfully springs some-
thing brand-new on tEe industry—the Nash station-
wagon’s wind-up rear window and the Studebaker
“Golden Hawk’s™ flat stern are examples-—the innova-
tion will be copied if it’s worthwhile. as both of the
above definitely are, but the imitator will have to wait
a year or longer to get it into his own product. He’ll
be better off if he can find out about it while it’s still a
secret. This may not be ethical, but it’s practical.

When a design studio evolves something new. even
if it's an insignificant-looking hub-cap. strict security
regulations are enforced. Instant dismissal can be the
penalty for an employee’s unauthorized entry into an
off-limits design area. While the new feature is within
the plant walls, it is fairly safe, excluding such hazards
as a designer who resigns and takes a job with another
company. (He may not actually spill the beans to his
new employers. but he may honestly develop something
very like the new item he saw in the plant he left.) But
when the car has to be taken outdoors for testing, the
espionage begins.

Cloak-and-dagger operations involving bribery,

strong drink. beautiful women and long-range cameras
are probally more common in Detroit than they are in
Washington. D. C.  After all, the penalties are lighter.
and the chance of profit. at least in terms of money.,
sreater.  Spies have successfully sneaked into heavily-
guarded proving grounds. only to be caught as they
tried to disguise themselves as tree branches.

INTERIORS

Inside the 1961 automobiles, multi-speaker FM
radios will be standard. Television sets will be avail-
able although probably at fairly high cost. TV sets
have already been installed in automobiles both here
and abroad. but there are still some difficult problems
to be overcome. The present very long picture tube is
impractical. for instance, and must be replaced by the
flat “picture-frame” tube now in use in the laboratories.
Some states already have legislation forbidding TV
installation in automobiles, but car TV will ultimately
be permitted for rear-seat passengers. Front-seat in-
stallations will be permitted if the set is so arranged
that it cannot be turned on when the engine is running.

Air conditioning as standard equipment will not be
available in 1961. Of course, it can be installed now
on almost any automobile, but the cost is high and will
remain so. As a rule an optional accessory is included
in the base price of a car when its installation rate
reaches 85 to 90 per cent of all cars sold. Most
authorities believe that air (Continued on page 77)
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spicion

Jealously he eyed his wife. Then came innocent betrayal -

not because she loved him too little, but too much

he job’s sewed up,” Roger said. “I've got it—
or practically.”

“Oh. darling!” His wife leaned across the
dinner table. as though reaching through the words
to the bright center of his happiness.

“It's odd.” A faint hesitation crossed his facc.
“It's so perfect it makes me superstitious. Afraid.
It’s what ['ve always wanted.”

He said it as if he had just begun to grasp the
full reality. Their eyes met. brimming up with love.
and for a minute the little golden room seemed to en-
close them more tightly. Then Ellen rose and put her
hands on his shoulders. a tall girl with a curved. gen-
tle face. made brilliant and fired by excitement.

She could feel her pleasure flowing down through
her fingertips to his shoulders. “l knew some eve-
ning you'd come home and say exactly this.”

And she had known it. Through the weeks that
Roger had been holding one exacting. tiresome job and
looking for another. she had been certain. He
had put into the search the same forceful intensity he
zave to his work or his marriage or any [riendship
that mattered. Failure was not in him, she thought;

only now and then a little fear of failure that seemed
to prod him harder than it did other men.

He said. “We should celebrate. What would you
like most ?”

For you to trust me. The thought Hashed swift
and unwanted to her mind. For us to be always as
we are now.

But those were the words that could never be said
aloud.

He leaned back against her waist. saying com-
fortably. “You'll like this guy I'm going to work for,
Brandon Miller. | thought we might have him to din-
ner next week.”

“Fine. What's he like?”

“Well. intelligent. And a little hard. but in a way
[ admire. Very handsome.” Roger hesitated as
though a thought had just occurred to him. “He’s the
sort of man. I should imagine. who would be very at-
tractive to women.”

“He will be to this one.” she said lightly. “And
his charm is that he’s brought you luck.”

She said it smiling. She bent down and picked
up his dinner plate and (Continued on page 90)

BY CAROL VANCE
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A Night

BY ROBERT V.R. BROWN
PHOTOS BY MARTHA HOLMES

1. Fun begins at the admission gate.
Timmy enjoys paying, and because children
under 12 get in free, Pop enjoys it, too.

2. Wearrive beforedark to allow the kids to romp around
the playground. Sometimes they get so
tired they can’t do anything but watch the picture.

3. Trouble is, the e.xercise also spurs the
appetite. W e must now stock up
on popcorn, pizza pie, ice cream and soft drinks
with which to keep the youngsters refueled.

S. When the moviedoesn’t have
enough action for Tim and Terry, they
find ways to entertain themselves.

6. Most cars look alike in the dark,
Barbara (carrying Ellen) discovers as she tries to
find us while returning from a side trip.




Out at the Drive-In

To attract young couples who can’t afford baby sitters,
drive-in theaters have become family playgrounds. The movies are the
same, but some of the best entertainment doesn’t show on the screen

4. All of us—Ellen; my wife, Barbara; Terry; Timmy and me—ioatch the picture.
The children settle down quickly, especially on Friday night when the program starts of f with five cartoons.

7. Thecoicboyson the screen and the Indians in the car fade out at about
the same time—Timmy and Ellen in the back and Terry in front. During the
second picture, Barbara and I watch wohile the children sleep.




She fell backward into my arms.
I kissed her. "Well, well!”’ | said.
| kissed her again.

[/
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If a girl watches all the angles,

she can rout a jinx, as well as a rival,

and land

Facky Coted,

@® From the window of the office that I shared
with Miss Karen Winfield. I could see a group of
students gathered at the edge of the water dome.
“K.W.." | said. “what is taking place in our mil-
lion-dollar birdbath?*

She looked up from the papers she was
grading. “Fly and Bait Casting. Physical Edu-
cation 121.”

“I beg your pardon?” 1 said.

“Orange College,” Karen said. “is a modern
institution, Edward. We have classes in water
skiing. horseback riding, golf—the things that
help youth adjust itself to the vicissitudes of life
in the atomic age. Now we have a class in
fishing.”

“Ha!’ I said.

“Don’t be bitter merely because we have
chosen the wrong profession,” Karen said, moving

her glasses higher onto her nose. “By the time
you and I have our doctorates the written word
may be obsolete. English professors will be re-
placed by movie projectors. [Fishing—"

I shuddered at the word. “Fishing.” I said.
“is for fools. The lazy man's—" and stopped.
There was a movement among the students at the
cdge of the water dome; it was the way it is in the
movies when the mob parts and the camera glides
right into the heart of the crowd. I saw the per-
son demonstrating the use of a fly rod.

It was a girl. Absolutely. She wore white
shorts and a sweater. Her arms and legs were
deeply tanned. Her hair was blonde.

“That’s the instructor.” Karen said. “I can
tell by the way your neck is stretching. And you
don’t need to ask. Her name is Helen Howell.”

“Ah. . ..” I said. (Continued on page 96)
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FIGHT FOR INNOCENT
MENS REPUTATIONS

" \
BY MARTIN L. GROSS

DRAWING BY PHIL HAYS

A man who is branded a security risk loses his
job and also his good name. Now a group of
young lawyers is showing—often without fee—

how to protect the falsely accused from ruin

B When a government employee is accused of being a “se-
curity risk.” he often stands tragically alone no matter how inno-
cent he is. During the past few vears a handful of loval Federal
workers who had been falsely charged were cleared—but only
after indignant and loud public protests. For every headlined case.
however, there are many patriotic government employvees who have
been suspended from their jobs without warning and without pub-
licity of any kind. These men and women must prove they are
innocent or else lose their jobs and their good names and face the
certain prospect of ruined careers.

The unjustly accused person is usually so frightened and un-
certain that he cannot defend himself. To win back his reputation
and his job he must have highly-skilled. aggressive help. But who
is going to provide it? Ever since the present security program
was established in 1953, this question of help for the unfairly ac-
cused has been debated.

But while the nation has heen debating and investigating the
security program. one small group of dedicated men has gone into
action. Some 35 voung. specially-trained attornevs who comprise
the Security Risk Committee of the District of Columbia Bar
Association, have for the past vear and a half been providing the
kind of help that is needed—legal and investigative help which is
saving jobs and reputations.

Since its formation on January 12. 1935. this unique com-
mittee has very quietly, hut successfully, defended and exonerated
21 patriotic Americans who had been branded “security risks.”

“As soon as we made our first announcement. we were
flooded with phone calls and visits from people who wanted our
help,” says James M. McInerney. chairman of the Security Risk
Committee and former Assistant Attorney General of the United
States in charge of the Justice Department’s Criminal Division.

“The first five months, an associate, Mr. Nicholas Lopes.
and [ worked until 10 o’clock almost every night interviewing
suspended emplovees. Each person was screened for as long as
10 hours, then assigned a panel mem- (Continued on page 78)
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HOW to Save Money—and

Don’t ever explain the family budget to the kids.

This is the hilarious story of a father who tried

I’d have said that my neighbor, Harry Pendleton.

is a genius where financial affairs are concerned.
Still well on the sunny side of 10, he has a good job, a
charming wife and three vigorous young children who
seem to lack for nothing.

But the other morning when I sat down next to Harry
on the commuters” train, I could tell something was amiss.
Instead of plunging into his paper. he sat staring ahead
and muttering. Finally I made out the words “Drinking
myself into bankruptey.”

I had always known Pendleton as a temperate man.

“What's that?” | asked. “Demon Rum got you?”

Pendleton gave a start. “Excuse me.” he said. *I
was talking to myself. It's what happened last night.”

“You—ah—had a bit too much?”

“Too much water,” he said. “We're headed for the
poorhouse.”

“I may be dumb,” I said, “but—"

It seems that his youngsters—Ted, who is 12, Carol.
11, and young Ross, %—couldn’t understand why, on his
salary, they couldn’t have a maid and more vacation trips.

He had always dismissed these proposals by saying
he couldn’t afford them, but the point had never seemed
to sink in. So, last night. he and his wife, Alicia, decided
to go over the family budget, item by item, to convince
their young skeptics that he wasn’t holding back on them.

“How did it work out?” I asked.

“Terrible,” he said. Then he told me this story:

After dinner we gathered our fledglings around the
table. I announced that our food bill runs about $2400
per year.

“Wow!™ exclaimed Carol. “That’s $200 a month!™

I nodded. “But don't forget there are five of us. It
comes to only a bit over 81.33 per person per day . ..”

“Wait a minute,” interrupted Ted. “We kids aren’t
always here for our meals. Yesterday I had dinner at
Sam Caldwell's. You have to subtract that.”

Alicia smiled. “That’s right,” she said. “And last
Friday Sam and three of his friends ate here. Just let’s
say that in the long run the meals you kids eat out even
up for the ones your friends have here.”

“Yeah,” said Ted, “but $2400! 1 don't see how we
could spend that much on food.”

“We're also including the milk bill, which runs
around 8260 a vear,” | said.

“That’s where we could save,” chimed in young Ross.
<huddering.  “We could do without milk.”

“Not according to what the dentist says,” remarked
Alicia. “Remember that milk contains calcium, which is
cssential for good teeth.”

“Couldn’t we just buy plain calcium?” inquired Ross.

“We could not.” I said. “and I don't intend to dis-
cuss our food budget further. Your mother gives us a
varied menu, lets nothing go to waste, and maintains us
in A-1 health. We now turn to shelter.”

“We haven’t even got a shelter!” exclaimed Ross.
~If an atom bomb happened to land—"

“Shelter.” cut in Alicia. “means housing, which, in
our case. means the rent we pay—81800 per year.”

Ted gasped. “You mean we pay all that—when we
don’t even own the house? You could buy one for a little
more than that if you were smart. couldn’t you, Dad?”

Ignoring this. I replied. “We're getting one of the
finest li)argains in town. Not only have we bedrooms for
the entire family. bu: a guest room besides.”

“But we hardly ever have guests.” objected Ted.
“You ought to get the landlord to deduct from the rent
when the room isn't being used.”

“Remind me to speak to him about it,” I said. “But
in the meantime we're payving 81800. In addition we're
paying $350 more [or fuel to heat the house.”

“*We could move to Florida.” suggested Carol.

A slight hitch there,” I pointed out, “is that my job
happens to be in iNew York.™

“You could commute.” said Ross.

“There are a number of objections to that,” I replied
as calmly as I could. ~but I shaf] merely cite the expense.
It's expensive enough commuting from here.”

“Don’t tell me the company vou work for doesn't
pay for vour commutation ticket!” exclaimed Ted.

To which I replied, “The subject is hereby closed.
I am also paying bills for electricity, telephone and water.
Of course, we could have the phone disconnected—"

What’s a necessity?

There were outraged gasps from all three youngsters.
“You couldn’t do that,” they protested. “The telephone’s
a necessity.”

“We could cut out electricity instead,” I suggested.

“Never!” said Ross, who is a bright little shaver with
a scientific bent. “Then the television set wouldn’t work.”

“Did vou say we actually have to pay for water?”
demanded Carol. I think that’s ridiculous, when there’s
<0 much water in the world! But we could economize by
drinking less water, couldn’t we?”

“Undoubtedly,” I agreed. “Our water bill runs
around $35 a vear. most of it for bathing. washing clothes
and dishes and watering the lawn. But I'd say that if we
all pitched in and sacrificed—going without that swallow
of water when it wasn't necessary—we could save—"
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“How much 7" asked Ted eagerly.

~About 22 cents a year.” | said.

“He’s always joking,” said Carol.

Ignoring this with some effort. I said, “We shall now
turn to medical expenses.”

“I've got you there!” shouted Ted triumphantly.
“You said Mother keeps us in A-1 health—remember?”

“And | stand by that statement.” I replied firmly.
“This family has had a far better than average run of
luck in that respect but nevertheless. last year we dished
out over 8100 in doctors” bills plus medicines.”

“Over 8100 gasped Ted.

“These bills.” | continued. “include the dentist a~
well as my eye doctor.”

“Couldn't we save if you went without glass
asked Ross.

Shaking my head grimly. I went on: “There’s medi-
cine. too. We spent 825 on terramiycin alone.”

“Why should it cost all that.”” demanded Carol. ““when
vou can get a bottle of aspirin for only 10 cents?

“Why does caviar cost more than spinach?” 1
countered.

“Have vou been spending money on caviar?” asked
Ros: ss. “How much did you spend?”

“l have not been spending money on caviar.” [ re-
lorted, raising my voice, “nor on spinach. either. because
none of vou will eat it. | was merely drawing a parallel.”

“Now.” I went on. “we come to a way of guarding
against possible emergency. Annually [ pay somewhat
over 880 for insurance on our car—in case we should
get in an accident for which we might be sued.”

“Over 880 for just one vear!” exclaimed Carol.
“How long have you been doing that?”

“Ever since I've been married.” [ said. “Fourteen
vears. Except that formerly the rates were somewhat
lower. Let's say 've averaged around 870 a vear.”

“Fourteen times $70—that means you've spent $980
on auto insurance. How many accidents have you had?”

“None.” | retorted proudly. “I've always mdmlamc(l
that 1f a driver obeys the laws. is alert and courteous—"

“You've spent all that insurance money—without get-
ting a cent back!™

“If you want to put it that way.” | conceded.

“I should think vou’d at least get in a ltte accident
once in a while. to get some of vour money’s worth.” said
Carol. ~Dad! What's the matter?”

“T'll be all right in a minute. If you'll excuse me |
think I'll go get a drink of water.”

“Remember you promised not to drink any more
than you have to.” said Ross. “becausc it's so expensive.”

But I did, adding a few drops of flavoring from a

brown bottle | keep for special occasions. which I defi-
nitely felt this had become by now. Thus bolstered. I
returned to the conference table and resumed: “We shall
now consider life insurance. Annually I payv a consider-
able sum so that. in case of my death. the procecds will
be turned over to vour mother. Doubtless you consider
this a foolishly large amount. but—~

“Oh. no,” cut in Ted. “We think you should pay

more s0 we can get more when—"
When I spend it, it’s extravagance

“For once.” I said. trying not to wince too hard. it's
a pleasure not to be accused of extravagance. But there’s
(lolhmg. which last vear set me back more than $1000—"

“You could have hought Mother a fur coat for that,”
interrupted Carol.

“Correct.” I admitted. “and omitted dresses. slacks.
socks. underwear. sweaters. el cetera for the rest of you.
Not to speak of a new suit I bought for myself.”

“Did you have to buy that suit?” demanded Ted.

“No.” I said. ~T could have worn dungarees to the
ofiice—and tested my employer’s reaction. However. this
might have terminated our relationship, and since we all
depend on my salary—"

“That's what [ can’t understand.” cut in Carol
“You make scads of money. and vet you keep saving we
can't afford all sorts of things.”

“The time is getting late,” I resorted. ““and I should
now like to cite a final item—income tax. What you
refer to as scads of money is further depleted by this
tribute to our Government—about 81500 worth.”

“What would happen if you refused to pay it?” in-
quired Ted.

“The results would be unfavorable.” I told him.
“And now.” I continued. I trust I have made it clear
why I am unable to afford the various items you've been
periodically clamoring for. Am [ correct?”

“Yes. Dad.” said Carol. but it does seem to us that
if vou'd just learn to manage better and cut out all those
unnecessary expenses. evervthing would be all right.”

I waited for Pendleton to continue, but he didn’t.
Finally I remarked. “I gather that this terminated the
discussion. and that vour children went to bed.”

“ don't know about the kids.” sighed Pendleton.
“but I did—with a headache.”

Pendleton then got up from the seat beside me and
walked down to the water cooler. Presently he came
back. smacking his lips. “T've got a clear conscience.”
he said. “That water was included in the cost of mv
ommutation ticket.” .Tue Exp
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You’re not going to take the children!”
said all of our friends in horror when they
heard that Kenny, not quite eight, and Alan.
under four, were going with us on our first
trip to Europe. “Won't they tie you down?
Won’tthey be bored? All that hotel food—
won’t they get sick? Isn’t it an absurd ex-
pense when they’re so little?”

Fred and I had asked ourselves the
same questions and, of course, we did not
have the answers. All we knew was that we
did not want to be separated from the boys
for any length of time. We were prepared
to forego a number of pleasures in or(]ier to
have them with us. What we did not dream
was that they would be an asset.

Now, after a wonderful autumn trip.
during which we visited eight countries, we
know that the most rewarding way for
young parents to see Europe is to take their
small children with them—provided they
know in advance some of the things we
learned the hard way.

The very first night we were aboard
the Queen Elizabeth on our way to lrance
I was afraid we had made a mistake. Our
boys are lively, but usually are well behaved
in restaurants, which they consider a great
treat. Quite unwarned. we ushered them
into the big, dignified, quiet dining salon.
They had had a long day and were naturally
somewhat over-stimulated by the farewells
and the drama of gliding past the Statue of
Liberty and out toward the open ocean.
Suddenly they exploded. Too excited to
eat, they squirmed, clowned. showed off
madly. got the shouting giggles and even
threw breadballs—things they had never
dreamed of doing before.

If there had been a helicopter handy.
I would have fled for home. Instead, we
fled to our cabin. Breakfast was another
nightmare. We had lunch sent to our cabin.
gloomily imagining an entire holiday shut
away from mankind. We ventured into
dinner with awful misgivings, after playing
“waiter” as a form of rehearsal. And the

171
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to Europe

BY RUTH STERN ZESERSON
As ToLp To LLEWELLYN MILLER

Too much trouble to take two small boys
on a whirlwind foreign tour? No! Ours
didn’t get bored or tie us down—and

because they were along we had more fun

VPigeons fluttered [earlessly to the children for bread
crumbs in front of St. Mark’s Cathedral in Venice. In
London (opposite page), the tico small boys gazed in awe
at the dazsling Horse Guard on duty at St. James Palace.



We rode up Monte Lema in Siwcitzeriand on «a
chair lift iwcith our feet dangling in air.
“Like a magic carpet,”’ according to Kenny.

In France, iwcith a beret on his head and a
vyard-long loaf of bread slung over his shoul-
der like a rifle, Alan felt right at home.

‘\; Took Our Kids to Europe (continvea)

boys sailed through the meal like characters out
of Emily Post!

That taught us what is perhaps the single
most important rule for happy traveling with
small children. If vou brief them just a little in
advance of any challenging change. they usually
et through without any trouble.

The rest of the vovage was a delight. Most
big ships have fine playrooms. The boys enjoyed
cames there for part of each dav. It was a
pleasure to take them with us to the pool. Right
away we developed the “split duty trick.” One
of us took them to the movies or to play shuffle-
board while the other stretched out in a deck
chair.  Fred and | danced every night. The
steward on duty in our corridor was happy to look
in on the sleeping children every 20 minutes.

The ship produced only one problem. Alan
decided he had found a way of life that suited
him exactly. He refused to budge down the
gangplank at Cherbourg. dimly suspecting that
we were back where we started.  Kenny solved
the problem by carrving his little brother into
France. *Now vou're in Yarrop!” he said. and
Alan cheered up because he knew that somewhere
in Europe he was going to see a statue of the love
of his life. Peter Pan.

The boat train to Paris taught us the second
most important lesson. The compartment accom-
modated eight people on two long seats. There
was no place for Alan to stretch out when he
wanted a nap. We could not get at our luggage
for books and games to amuse Kennv. and they
were uncomfortable and restless. The delay in
getting our possessions off the train. through the
station and into a taxi was wearving. DBy the
time we reached our hotel. we knew we had been
right in planning to travel by car.

The first thing we did the next morning was
to pick up the new little Simca sedan which we
ha(l reserved before sailing at a cost far less than
car rentals here. since charges are based on time
with no extra charge for mileage. It rewarded
us daily thereafter.

Sometimes ['red took the children off in it to
something like the wonderful Paris Aquarium
while 1 went shopping. At other times, after
some sight-seeing. we parked it and one of us
would watch the children playv in the Tuilleries
Gardens while the other wandered through the
Louvre. But much of the time we moved as a
family. It is astonishing how much of what par-
ents want to see is absorbing to small children.
too. if you explain in advance where you are go-
ing and what vou expect to see that is new and
different.

We went together to the Palace at Versailles.
to the Bird Market. and to Notre Dame.

We were surprised and pleased with their
behavior in all cathedrals. Instead of being
bored. they responded quite simply with interest
and awe to the impressive size of those great
buildings and the beautiful color of the stained
glass windows. Even little Alan kept his voice
low and resisted the (Continued on page 98)
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Would you believe that each of the wonderful-looking desserts in
this picture had as its beginning plain white baker’s bread? Elegant they are,

but they’re also easy to make and economical. Whether you choose to make

our custardy bread pudding or the best imitation of crépes you’ve ever come
across, be sure to select enriched bread when you shop.

Photo by George Lazarnick
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RUTH FAIRCHILD POMEROY
HOMEMAKING EDITOR

Bread Desserts

DATE-NUT SQUARES

(pictured top left)

3 eggs
1 cup sugar
1 cup soft bread crumbs,
packed tightly
1 cup chopped dates
1% cup chopped walnut meats

Heat oven to 350° F. (moderate oven).

Beat eggs until very thick and light.
Gradually beat in sugar; then add bread
crumbs, chopped dates and nuts. Spread
in a shallow 9-inch square, or 10 x 7-inch
greased pan. Bake for 1 hour. Cut, while
warm, into squares. Cool. Serve in
squares or break into small pieces, place
in sherbet glasses and top with whipped
cream or pudding sauce. Makes about 20
squares or 8 large desserts.

QUICK CREPES

(pictured on white platter)

12 slices thin-sliced bread
2 eggs, beaten
1 cup milk
1% teaspoon salt
2 tablespoons sugar

14 cup butter
1% cup strawberry jam or apricot jam
2 tablespoons confectioner’s sugar

Trim crusts from bread and roll each
slice with a rolling pin to Hatten it. Beat
eggs, milk, salt and sugar together. Heat
half of butter in a large skillet. Dip rolled
bread slices in milk mixture; fry 3 or 4
at a time, turning to brown on both sides.
Add remaining butter to pan as needed.
Remove fried bread slices to a platter.
Place 1 tablespoon of jam down the center
of each slice. Roll slices jelly-roll fashion
and dust with sugar. Makes 6 dessert serv-
ings of 2 crépes each.

SPICED BERRY CUPS

(pictured at left)

6 slices bread, trimmed
1 tablespoon melted butter
1 teaspoon sugar
14 teaspoon cinnamon
1 pint strawberries
2 tablespoons sugar

Heat oven to 400° F. (moderately hot).

Trim bread and press slices into
greased 2-inch muffin pans. Brush bread
cups with butter, sprinkle with mixed
sugar and cinnamon. Bake about 5 min-
utes until cups are lightly browned. Wash
and hull berries. Sprinkle with sugar.
Fill bread cups with strawberries and top.
if desired, with whipped cream. Makes
6 berry cup desserts.

LEMON-PRUNE PUDDING

( pictured in sherbet glass)

1 package lemon pudding mix
14 cup sugar
1% teaspoon salt
% cup lemon juice
2 eggs, separated
1% cups water
3 cups soft bread cubes
1 734 -ounce jar junior prunes
14 cup chopped pecans
14 cup sugar
1 tabl grated |

Heat oven to 350° F. (moderate oven).

Combine lemon pudding, the %5 cup
sugar, salt and lemon juice in a saucepan.
Separate eggs. Add yolks to pudding and
beat smooth. Add water and cook and
stir over medium heat until thick. Fold
bread into pudding and pour mixture into
a greased 1'%4-quart casserole. Combine
prunes and pecans and spread over top of
pudding. Beat egg whites until foamy.
Add sugar gradually. beating after each
addition. Continue heating until meringue
holds stifl peaks. Fold in lemon rind.
Spread meringue over prunes. Bake at
350° F. for 15 minutes until meringue is
«olden. Makes 6 servings.

rind

PEANUT BRITTLE PUDDING

4 cups Y%-inch soft bread cubes
14 cup peanut brittle, crushed
1 egg
12 cup milk
14 cup brown sugar, packed
14 cup melted butter or margarine

Heat oven to 350° F. (moderate oven).

Place 2 cups soft bread cubes in a
greased l-quart casserole. Sprinkle '4 cup
of the peanut brittle over. Layer remain-
ing bread cubes and brittle. Beat egg and
combine with milk. sugar and butter. Pour
over bread and peanut brittle. Set cas-
serole in a pan of hot water and bake for
40 minutes. Serve warm, with or with-
out cream. Makes 4 to 5 servings.

APPLE BETTY

4 cups sliced, pared cooking apples
(4 medium apples)
4 cups 1%-inch soft bread cubes
14 cup melted butter or margarine
14 cup granulated sugar
14 teaspoon cinnamon
2 tablespoons lemon juice
14 cup brown sugar, packed
Heat oven to 350° F. fmoderate oven).

Combine apples and bread cubes in a
ureased 1%-quart casserole. Mix butter.

sugar. cinnamon and lemon juice. Pour
mixture over apples. Bake 1 hour and 15
minutes. Remove from oven; sprinkle
with brown sugar. Serves 6.

CUSTARD BREAD PUDDING

3 cups milk
!4 cup melted butter or margarine
Y5 cup sugar
4 cups Y-inch soft bread cubes
3 eggs, beaten
14 teaspoon salt
1 teaspoon vanilla extract
14 teaspoon nutmeg
Heat oven to 350° F. (moderate oven).
Grease a 1'2-quart baking dish. Heat
milk until little bubbles form at pan edge.
Remove from heat. Add butter, sugar and
bread cubes. Let stand 5 minutes. Beat
eggs. Add salt, vanilla and nutmeg. Slow-
ly stir milk mixture into egg mixture.
Pour into greased dish. Set dish in a pan
of hot water. Bake for 55 minutes until
set. Makes 6 servings.

MARSHMALLOW BREAD PUD-
DING: Turn oven heat to 450° F. (hot).
Cut 3 marshmallows in half. Arr:nge on
baked pudding. Bake 3 to 5 minutes.

CHOCOLATE BREAD PUDDING:

Melt 1%2 squares unsweetened chocolate
with the milk.

QUEEN OF BREAD
PUDDINGS

3 slices bread
2 cups milk
11 cup brownsugar, packed
14 teaspoon salt
2 tablespoons melted butter
1 teaspoon vanilla extract
2 eggs, separated
2 cups seedless raisins
14 cup granulated sugar
14 cup caaned cranberry jelly

Heat oven to 350° F. (moderate oven).

Cut bread into Y-inch cubes and place
in mixing bowl. Add milk. brown sugar.
salt, butter and vanilla. Separate eggs:
place whites in a separate howl: add yolks
to bread mixture and beat until blended.
Stir in rai Pour into a greased 8-inch
~quare baking pan. Set in a pan of hot
water and hake 50 minutes. Remove pud-
ding [rom oven. Beat egg whites until
foamy. Slowly add sugar: beat until me-
ringue is stitl. Spread cranberry over pud-
Jding and spread meringue evenly over
cranberry layer. Return pudding to the
oven and continue baking until meringue is
wolden brown (about 25 minutes). Serves 6.
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RUTH DRAKE
FASHION & BEAUTY EDITOR

Send them back to school in dresses that have ‘‘the extra something’’
that children love—bloomers, button-on' aprons, ruffled petticoats

Designed by Helen Lee for Youngland, in Dan River Wrinkl-Shed cotton.

Photos by Eleanor Murray * Backgrounds by Denny Hampson
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Off to school (opposite page) in a navy blue cotton dress Sister dresses (above) thatlook alike but really aren’t. The
with a button-on striped apron. In 3 to 6x, about $8; 7 to 14, “littlest” wears a plaid bloomer-dress (wonderful to play in)
about 9. Bright blue cotton jumper with pleated skirt and with a red button-on apron. In 3 to6x, about $9. Bigsister’s
little jacket in washable Acrilan jersey, lined in blue and dress has its own ruffled plaid petticoat. In 7 to 12, about
green striped cotton. In 3 to 6x, about $9; 7 to 14,about $11. $11. All wear Youngland shoes designed by Helen Lee.

'Y All fashions on pages 62 to 64 are at B. Aliman, New York; Marshall Field, Chicago; John Wanamaker, Philadelphia; Miller & Rhoads, Richmond, Va. For other stores see page 88
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Party pretties. The little hostess (left) wears a dark gray dress. accented with white rick-rack:
attached ruffled petticoat in bright red plaid. In 3 to 6x, about $9: 7 to 14. about $11. Her first
guest arrives in a red, black and white plaid dress. with red lace at the neck and sleeves, sashed in
red velvet—underneath, an attached red organdy petticoat. In 3 to 6x,about$9; in 7to 14, about §11.

T he above fashions are at Halle Brothers, Cleveland; Hochschild, Kohn & Co.,
Baltimore, Md. and the stores listed on pages 63 and 88




The A-B-C’s of Grooming

Your school-age daughter can easily learn
the simple habits of neatness and cleanliness with
a little direction from you. Her interest in good
grooming will be greater if you give her her very
own beauty accessories — some of them “just like
Mommy uses.”

You might make an easy little check-chart for
her to use the first week to help her remember. In-
clude these five duties:

1. Brush teeth 2 or 3 times daily
After meals is best. And give her a tooth
paste with a flavor she really likes. Get her
used to a firm toothbrush and teach her to
brush her gums. too.

2. Wash face and hands before meals
The face washing may turn out to be a “lick
and a promise,” but don't be too critical;
she’ll do better in time. When the weather is
blustery. give her a lip pomade stick and a
hand lotion. Her own nail brush for scrub-
bing and an orange stick to scoop out play-
dirt will also help. Next time you give your-
self a manicure, you might invite her to join
you. Have a buffer and some colorless nail
polish for her, or a manicure kit especially
made for little girls. She will learn to take
pride in her nails. A wonderful way. too. to
discourage nail-biters and cuticle-chewers.

3. Brush and comb hair
Most little girls do this without much urging,
but seldom often enough. If your daughter’s
hair is thick, thinning will make it easier for
her to keep neat. If it flies all over. a hair
spray made especially for children will be a
great help in making it more manageable and
lustrous. It discourages dryness, too.

Photo by Eleanor Murray

4.

YOUNG ADULTS « BEAUTY

Bathe at least three times a week
You can make bath-time fun-time. Bubble
baths are a treat; cakes of soap with funny
faces that have a hang-up cord attached are
amusing (good idea to keep the soap out of
the water — handy in the shower, too). Give
your daughter a cologne of her own — and
she will be less likely to dip into yours.

Wash hair once a week

Some children can shampoo their own hair at
an earlier age than others. The younger ones
appreciate a liquid shampoo that does not
sting their eyes. There is a hair-care kit
for little girls that also contains an appoint-
ment book for playing “beauty shop.”
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EIDNEY PIE AND SHEPIERD'S PIE

RIBRBON MEAT LOAF DINNER
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Ready-to-Heat
Foods from

Your Freezer

A minature cookbook of
easy-to-freeze foods made up in
family-sized servings. . . ever
so convenient to have ready

for a busy day.

You already know how wonderfully convenient
the ready-to-heat frozen foods are to use.

To the growing assortment of prepared dishes
you find in the frozen food cabinet of

vour food market, you can add a few
specialties of your own. . . appetizers,

L BAKED ALASKA elegant salads or handsome desserts for a

last minute party; hearty meat pies,

platter dinners and stand-by casseroles

for family meals. All of our recipes are

made in family-sized portions; the freezer
section of your refrigerator, provided it’s a
true freezer, (see page 70) will be ample
room to freeze and store two or more recipes.

Our idea of the easiest way to accomplish

this backlog of convenient frozen foods is to

share the job with a neighbor or friend,

as our girls are doing in these pictures.

You double the recipe, cut the work in

half and you both have much to show for a
morning’s work, with plenty of time for

a social cup of coffee, too. Turn the page

for recipes of the foods pictured here and

other dishes that are easy to freeze. 3

Stainless steel, Queen Anne, Jenifer House
Tole tray, Plummer Lid, N.Y.C.
Freezer aluminum, Ekeo Products Co.

Photes by Paul Weller
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APPETIZERS TO FREEZE:

Assorted Canape Tray
(photographed on page 66)

VIENNA KABOBS

1 4-ounce can Vienna sausages
14 stuffed olives (medium size)
1 6-ounce can whole
buttered mushrooms
Assemble half a sausage, a mushroom
and an olive on each of 14 toothpicks. Put
7 on each of 2 10-inch foil hake trays.

BREAD ROLL-UPS

9 slices thin-sliced bread
14 cup grated sharp cheddar cheese
1 tablespoon sweet-pickle relish
14 teaspoon grated onion
1% teaspoon prepared mustard
1 tablespoon melted butter
Trim crusts from bread and cut each
«lice in hall. Mlix cheese, relish, onion and
mustard. Spread on bread. roll up and
fasten with toothpicks. Brush with butter.
Put 9 on each tray with kabobs.

ANCHOVY PUFFS

1 package piecrust mix
L2 3-ounce package cream cheese
About 3 tablespoons anchovy paste

Combine crust mix and cheese. Add
water as package directs and roll on
lloured hoard to 1/16-inch thickness. Cut
into 2-inch rounds. Place a dab on an-
chovy paste in the center of each pastry
round. Moisten the edge of the circle with
water and press edges together with a fork
to form a turnover. Arrange half of filled
pastry in each foil tray. Wrap trays in foil
o saran, label and freeze. Store up to 2
months. To serve: Heat oven to $50° F.
{hot) and heat trays. uncovered, 15 min-
utes or until pastry and bread are golden.
Each tray serves 4 people amply.

SALADS TO FREEZE:

Cranberry-Cream Salad
(photographed on page: 67/
1 1-pound can whole cranberry sauce

2 tablespoons lemon juice

1 cup heavy cream, whipped
14 cup confectioner’s sugar
| teaspoon vanilla extract

3 cup chopped almonds

Blend cranberry sauce and lemon
juice. Pour into a 9-inch-deep foil cake
dish. Spread evenly over the bottom of the
pan. Whip cream and blend in sugar and
vanilla. Add nut meats. Spoon over cran-
berry layer. Wrap in foil or saran. label
and freeze. Store up to 6 weeks. To serve:
Cut into 8 wedges and serve on a lettuce
leaf. Makes 8 servings. Can be eaten asx
soon as served. This sweet salad may also
be cut in smaller wedges to serve as a relish
with cold sliced poultry or ham.

MACARONI HAM LOAF

2 cups uncooked macaroni

1 pound ground ham
(ready to eat/

1 tablespoon grated onion
14 cup sweet-pickle relish
14 cup sliced stufted olives
1 teaspoon salt
14 teaspoon pepper
1 cup grated sharp cheese
1 recipe undiluted boiled dressing
Irecipe below)
3 tablespoons light cream
Cook macaroni as package directs.
Drain and add all remaining ingredients.
Blend. Pack into two l-quart foil loaf
pans. Wrap in foil or saran. label and
freeze. Store up to 6 weeks. To serve: Cut
each ham and macaroni loaf into 8 slices.
Let slices defrost 1 to 1%z hours. Serve 2
slices per serving. Two loaves make 8
servings; one serves 4.

BOILED SALAD DRESSING

1 teaspoon dry mustard
2 tablespoons sugar
1% teaspoon salt
2 tablespoons flour
14 teaspoon paprika
1% cup cold water
2 egg yolks beaten
14 cup vinegar
2 tablespoons butter
Sweet or sour cream
Blend mustard. sugar. salt, flour and
paprika in the top of a double hoiler. Stir
in water. Add beaten yolks and vinegar.
Cook over hoiling water until smooth and
thick. Add butter. Chill. To use this
ressing for other salads. dilute with sweet
or sour cream as needed. Use dressing un-
diluted for Macaroni Ham Loaf. Recipe
makes ¥s cup undiluted dressing.

MEAT PIES TO FREEZE:

Beef and Kidney Pie
(photographed on page 66)

1% cups cooked, cubed potatoes
1 piece beef suet size of a walnut
14 cup chopped onion
2 pounds beef round, in 2-inch chunks
1'% pounds lamb kidney,
cut in eighths
1 101%-ounce can beef bouillon
2 teaspoons salt
1% teaspoon pepper
14 teaspoon cayenne
2 teaspoons Worcestershire sauce
115 teaspoons flour
1 package piecrust mix
2 tablespoons melted butter

Cook potatoes in salted water: cut in
cubes. Cook the suet in a saucepan over
low heat until it is crackly. Remove suet
and cook onion in the fat until it is soft.
Add the heef and kidneys and brown well:
stir frequently. Stir in bouillon, salt. pep-
per, cayenne and Worcestershire. Cover
pan and simmer over very low heat 1 hour.
Dust flour over meat and stir to blend with
stock. Remove from heat. Add potatoes.
Make piecrust as package directs. Roll
out: cut into 6 circles using the top of
a 6-inch foil pan as guide. Prick top of
each pastry with a fork. Ladle stew into
each of six 6-inch foil casserole dishes.
Cover with crusts. Brush crusts with hut-
ter. Cool. Wrap in foil or saran, label and
freeze. Store up to 2 months. To serve:
Heat oven to 425° F. (moderately hot).
Unwrap and bake 40 minutes. Serves 6.

Rice-Crust Meat Pie

34 cup converted rice
1 tablespoon fat
Y4-pound fresh mushrooms, sliced
2 cups cooked pork, veal or beef
2 cups diced celery
11% cups leftover or canned gravy
2 No. 2-cans bean sprouts

Cook rive as package directs. Drain
and press evenly into each of four 6-inch
foil casserole dishes to make crusts. Heat
fat in skillet. Add mushrooms and brown
well. .Add meat. celery, gravy. Cover:
cook slowly 30 minutes: then pour into
crusts.  Cover with foil, label and freeze.
Store up to 2 months. To serve: Heat oven
to 125° ¥. (moderately het). Heat cov-
ered 50 minutes. Makes 4 pies.



Shepherd’s Pie
( photographed on page 66)

6 medi to be hed
1 cup cubed, cooked carrots
2 cups coarsely chopped, cooked lamb
2 tabl finely chopped parsley
2 tablespoons finely chopped onion
2 tablespoons butter or fat from meat
2 cups meat stock, or 2 cups gravy
11% tablespoons flour if using stock
1% cup hot milk
1Y4 teaspoons salt
14 teaspoon pepper
1 tablespoon melted butter

Cook potatoes. Cook carrots and
lamb, unless leftover meat is used. Heat
lamb, parsley and onion in fat in a large
saucepan. Add the stock or gravy. If
stock is used, stir in the flour mixed to a
thin paste with 2 tablespoons of cold water.
Cook over low heat, stirring occasionally,
for 15 minutes, Pour into each of six 6-
inch foil casserole dishes. Add carrots to
each. Mash potatoes with the hot milk.
Season potatoes with salt and pepper:
spoon a horder of potatoes around each
dish. Brush with butter. Cool. Place
casserole dishes on a cookie sheet and
freeze until potatoes are irm. Wrap each
in foil, label and freeze. Store up to 6
weeks. To serve: Heat oven to $25°F.
(moderately hot). Heat covered 20 min-
utes. Uncover and continue to heat an-
other 30 minutes. Makes 6 pies.

PLATTER DINNERS
TO FREEZE:

Ribbon Meat Loaf Dinner
{ photographed on page 66/

214 cups soft bread cubes
2 cups grated cheddar cheese
1 cup chopped green pepper
15 cup grated onion
1 tablespoon Worcestershire sauce
2 teaspoons salt
4 cup catsup
1 egg, beaten
2 pounds ground beef
Heatovento 325° . (moderate oven).
Combine first six ingredients with
half the catsup. Mix well. Blend rest of
catsup, egg and beef. Pat meat and bread
mixtures alternately in half-inch layers in
each of two l-quart foil loaf pans. hegin-
ning and ending with a meat laver. Bake
at 325° F. for 45 minutes, Cool. Cut each
loaf in 8 slices.

Creamed Potatoes

8 medium-sized potatoes
14 cup grated onion
2 cups light cream or rich milk
1 teaspoon salt

Peel and cube potatoes. Put in skil-
let with remaining ingredients. Bring to
boiling on high heat. Cover. cook slowly
15 minutes. Cool.

Buttered Carrots

8 large carrots, cut in strips
1 teaspoon salt

14 cup melted butter
Cook carrots in salted water to cover

until tender. Drain. Add butter.
To make 8 dinners, arrange 2 slices of
meat loaf, creamed potatoes and carrots
on each of 8 divided foil plates. Wrap
plates with foil, label and freeze. Store
up to 2 months. To serve: Heat oven to
450° F. (hot). Heat covered 35 minutes.

Baked Ham Dinner
SWEET POTATO PUFFS

3 cups cooked mashed sweet potatoes
1 ege
34 teaspoon salt
3 tablespoons melted butter
8 marshmallows, halved
3 cups crushed cereal flakes
14 cup melted butter or margarine
Cook and mash potatoes: combine
with egy. salt and 3 tablespoons butter.
Mix well. Divide into 16 flat cakes. Place
a hali marshmallow in center of each pota-
to cake. Mold potato around the marsh-
mallow. Mix cereal and the 4 cup but-
ter. Roll balls in buttered tlakes.

GREEN BEANS WITH SOUR CREAM

2 packages frozen green beans
1 6-ounce can sliced mushrooms
1 cup sour cream
1 teaspoon salt

Cook heans 4 minutes. Drain, mix
beans. mushrooms. cream and salt. Cool.
Arrange 2 slices of baked, canned or ready-
to-eat ham on rach of 8 divided foil plates.
Place 2 potato balls and a portion of
beans on each. Wrap in foil, label and
freeze. Store up to 2 months. To serve:
Heat oven to 450° F. (hot). Heat cov-
ered 20 minutes. Uncover potatoes only
and heat another 15 minutes. Serves 8.

CASSEROLES TO FREEZE:

Spaghetti Supreme
(photographed on page 66)
14 cup diced onion
2 tablespoons bacon fat
1% cup diced celery
1 10}%-ounce can tomato puree
1 8-ounce can spaghetti sauce
1% teaspoon salt
4 ounces spaghetti
1 egg, beaten
1 cup grated American cheese
1 cup soft bread crumbs
1 cup milk
2 tablespoons melted butter
2 tablespoons minced parsley
1 tablespoon minced onion
1 tablespoon chopped pimiento
1 teaspoon salt
Cook onion in fat until yellow. Add
celery, puree, spaghetti sauce and salt.
Cook over low heat 20 minutes. Break
spaghetti into 3-inch lengths and cook as
package directs. Drain. Beat egg and
combine with remaining ingredients. Add
tomato mixture and spaghetti. Pour into
two 10-inch baking trays. Cool. Wrap in
foil. label and frecze. Store up to 2
months. To serve: Heat, covered 45 min-
utes in $00° F oven. A tray serves 4.

Chicken Casserole

3 tablespoons butter
14 cup flour
1 teaspoon grated onion
Y5 teaspoon salt
1% teaspoon pepper
1 6-ounce can sliced mushrooms
milk to make 2 cups liquid when
added to mushroom liquid
2 cups cooked rice
2 cups cooked chicken. diced
1 package frozen, cut asparagus
14 cup grated cheddar cheese
Heat butter in skillet. Add Hlour and
stir until lightly browned. Add onion, salt,
pepper and the liquid. Cook and stir
constantly until thick. Add mushrooms.
Layer half of rice. chicken and asparagus
in a 9-inch deep foil cake dish. Pour in
half of sauce. Repeat. Top with cheese.
Cool. Wrap with foil. label and freeze:
store up to 2 months. To serve: Heat oven
to 425° F. (hot). Heat covered. 1 hour.
Uncover, heat 15 more minutes. Serves 6.

Turntopage70formorefreezer food recipes »->
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Chili-Frank Casserole

8 slices bacon
1 large onion, chopped
1 clove garlic, minced
14 pound frankfurters, sliced
1 tablesp chili powd
1 teaspoon paprika
14 teaspoon oregano
14 teaspoon salt
14 teaspoon pepper
1 8-ounce can tomato sauce
1 1-pound can kidr.ey beans
V5 package crushed corn chips
14 cup grated sharp cheese

Fry bacon until crisp. Drain on paper
towel. Pour off all but two tablespoons of
the bacon fat. Cook onion and garlic slow-
ly in fat until soft but not brown. Add the
crumbled bacon and all remaining in-
gredients except corn chips and cheese.
Heat thoroughly. Pour into a 10-inch foil
baking tray. iet cool. Top with corn
chips and grated cheese. Wrap with foil,
label and freeze. Store up to 2 months.
To serve: Heat oven to 400°F. (moderately
hot). Heat covered 50 minutes. Uncover
and continue to heat 10 minutes until corn
chips are crisp. Serves 4.

DESSERTS TO FREEZE:

Flaming Baked Alaskas
(photographed on page 67)

4 baker’s sponge cups
1 pint ice cream, any flavor
3 egg whites
6 tablespoons sugar
1% teaspoon vanilla
brandy or lemon extract

Prepare four 8-inch squares of saran
or foil. Set a sponge cap on each square.
Divide ice cream into four scoops or
mounds and fill cups with them. Wrap
each cup individually, being sure to seal
securely. Label. Freeze up to 2 months.
At serving time, preheat oven to 450°F.
(hot). Remove wrapping, put cups on a
cookie sheet. Break eggs and carefully
save four shell halves. Beat egg whites
until they form soft peaks; gradually heat
in sugar and vanilla. Spread this meringue
over entire outer surface of ice cream and
cake cups. Make depression in top of each
meringue. Bake in a 450°F. oven (hot)
about 6 minutes. Press egg shells into
hollows. Fill shells with a little brandy or
lemon extract or with a lump of sugar
soaked in brandy. Flame to serve.

Butternut Cake

1 package butterscotch cake mix
1 package vanilla pudding
1 cup milk
1% cup light cream
1 cup heavy cream
V% cup coarsely chopped nuts

Bake cake in 8-inch -cund cake pans
as package directs. Remove from pans
and let cool. Split each layer through to
make 4 layers in all. Prepare pudding.
using 1 cup milk and % cup light cream
for liquid called for in package directions.
Cool. Spread pudding between layers.
Whip cream. Spread over top and sides of
cake. Sprinkle with nuts. Freeze on a
cookie sheet until cream is firm. Cut cake
in quarters. Wrap each quarter in foil or
saran, label and freeze. Store up to 6
months. To serve: Cut each quarter in 4
wedges and let thaw 45 minutes.

Frozen Chocolate Roll

3 squares unsweetened chocolate
1% teaspoon baking powder
14 teaspoon salt
4 eggs
34 cup sifted sugar
1% cup sifted cake flour
1 teaspoon vanilla
2 tablespoons sugar
14 teaspoon soda
3 tablespoons cold water
1 pint ice cream, softened

Preheat oven to 375°R. (moderately
hot.)

Line a 10-x-15-inch jelly-roll pan with
waxed paper; grease paper well. Melt
chocolate over hot water; then cool. Put
baking powder, salt and eggs in large bowl.
Beat until foamy; add the % cup sifted
sugar gradually and beat until mixture is
light colored and thick. Carefully fold in
flour and vanilla. Stir the 2 tablespoons
of sugar, soda and water into cooled choco-
late; quickly fold it into batter. Turn into
lined pan. Make 18 to 20 minutes. Sprin-
kle a clean tea towel with confectioner’s
sugar. Turn cake onto sugared cloth.
Carefully peel offl paper; cut ofl crisp
edges of cake. Roll cake with cloth in-
side. Let cool 30 minutes.

Unroll cake; spread ice cream over it.
Reroll. Wrap tightly in foil or saran, label
and freeze. Store up to 6 months. To
serve, slice and serve within 10 minutes.

Hllustrations by Deany Hampson B

Before

You Freeze Food

Check list the five points
in this column to be sure
you have everything you
need for a successful job.

The Freezer:

Be sure to use a true freezer to freeze
food. Some refrigerator-freezers store
frozen foods only. To freeze, the cabinet

should operate at 0° F. All home freezers,
chest or upright, are for freezing foods.

The Containers:

= iwﬁ “ﬂlmnnuu' -
>

Paper

il |

Choose the freezer container best suited
to the food. Foil dishes are many sizes
and shapes and may be used for reheat-
ing and serving. Paper is excellent for
cold foods: glass jars are good for soups:
rigid aluminum is handy for leftovers.

The Wrappings:

lleavy-duty foil. see-through saran wrap.
pliable polyethylene or numerous plastic-
coated papers may be used for wrapping
precookedfoods. The important thing is
to wrap or tape-seal out all of the air.

Labeling and Inventory:

(Conev meys)
\pyyam e

Make it a rule: Never put anything in the
freezer without a label and date. And
an inventory list on the freezer lid will
keep foods from getting buried or lost.

Don’t Fail: .

AN

to take a quiet time to read through the
instruction book that comes with your
freezer. It’s your insurance for success.



“Our Weapon
Is Love”

(Continued from page 43)

United States has closed ranks behind a
single objective and remained united
against heavy opposition. The effect on
Negroes everywhere has been pro-
nounced. The protest has given them
proof that it can be done.

Among the most astonishing features
of the Negro protest has been the ability
of its leaders—and particularly Dr. King
—to retain. in the face of every kind of
retaliation. the quiet. calm conviction that
love returned for hatred cannot fail to
win. King’s faith in this principle re-
mains unshaken. and he has managed to
impart it to Montgomery's Negroes. The
tranquil. vet efficient. spirit in which they
organized their protest has shaken the
common assumption of Southern whites
that they understood their Negroes.

The twice-weekly meetings of the
Montgomery Improvement Association,
the Negro group which has directed the
protest. have been models of dignity and
decorum. Again and again. overflow
audiences have heard Dr. King and other
Negro leaders speak of the use of love as
a weapon. of returning violence with non-
violence. of turning the other cheek. At
one meeting. Dr. King talked about the
need of understanding the white man and
of teaching him to understand the Negro.

“You've heard of the father who mis-
treats his son.” he said. *“One day that
father raises his hand to strike his son,
and the son is taller than the father. The
father is suddenly afraid. fearful that his
son will now repay him for all the blows
of the past.

“That is like the white man’s fear of
the Negro. The Negro has grown up.
and the white man fears retaliation. Our
job is to show him that he has nothing to
fear. that we don’t want to retaliate. We
must make him understand that we seek
only one thing— justice—for him and for
ourselves.”

The protest began on December 1,
1955. when a city bus made a regular
stop near the center of town. All 36
seats were occupied. the 24 at the rear by
Negroes. the 12 in front by whites. There
were also standees, both white and Negro.
At the stop. a number of white passen-
gers waited. The driver. in accordance
with general practice. asked the four
Negroes seated nearest the front to give
up their seats. a procedure known in
Montgomery as “equalizing facilities.”
Three of them rose and moved toward the
rear. The fourth. Mrs. Rosa Parks. a
43-year-old seamstress. refused.

The driver called a policeman. and
Mrs. Parks was arrested. Booked on a
charge of violating the city's segregation
law. she was released on bond. It was
not the first such arrest.

Mrs. Parks’ trial was set for Monday.

December 5th. On the preceding Satur-
day. mimeographed leaflets were circu-
lated calling for Negroes to stay off the
buses the day of the trial. The leaflets
were unsigned. and the secret of who pre-
pared them has been well kept. It is
doubtful. though. that they alone could
have informed the entire Negro commu-
nity. But on Sunday. the Montgomery
Advertiser carried a news story about the
planned protest, and everybody knew.
Montgomery's 50,000 Negroes make
up about 40 per cent of the city’s popula-
tion; they used to account for more than
75 per cent of the bus company’s passen-

gers. On Monday, December 5th, nearly
all of them stayed off the buses. Few
staved home from work: instead. they

drove. shared rides. took taxis or walked.
some of them for miles. Many buses on
normally busy Negro routes made their
trips empty.

Meanwhile, a group of Negro minis-
ters had called a mass meeting for that
night at the Holt Street Baptist Church.
During the day. the Interdenominational
Ministerial Alliance. an association of
Montgomery’s Negro ministers. met to
discuss ways of guiding the protest. Ne-
gro business and professional leaders
were invited. At the meeting. the Mont-
gomery Improvement Association was
formed. Dr. King was elected president.

During the day, Mrs. Parks was
tried on a new charge of violating a state
law giving bus drivers authority to assign
passengers to seats in accordance with
segregation practices. She was fined $10
and court costs. That night. more than
5.000 Negroes packed the mass meeting
and overflowed the church into the streets
where loud-speakers had been set up.
They learned of the new association. its
officers and board. And they aired their
grievances against the bus company.

They told of abusive language from
drivers. of being called “black apes™ and
of being forced to stand when the ten
seats reserved for whites on predominant-
Iy Negro routes were empty. They spoke
of paying fares at the front of crowded
buses and then being made to get off and
walk to the back door rather than squeeze
by standing whites. Often, they said. the
driver drove off before they could reboard
the bus.

They wholeheartedly approved the
new organization and endorsed its offi-
cers. They voted to continue the protest
and to present to the city commissioners
and the bus company three demands:
1. more courtesy from bus drivers; 2. seat-
ing on a first come. first served basis,
with Negroes loading from the rear and
whites from the front; 3. the hiring of
Negro drivers for predominantly Negro
routes.

The choice of Dr. King to lead the
protest was a fortunate one for both
Negro and white citizens of Montgomery.
For the Negroes. it meant a new sense of
unity and purpose. For the whites. it
meant a strict curtailment of violence on
the part of Negroes. Circuit Court Judge
Eugene W. Carter. in passing sentence on
Dr. King for leading a conspiracy to boy-
cott the local bus company without “just
cause or legal excuse.” made clear his
appreciation of this fact by imposing a
fine of $500—half the maximum—be-

71

cause of King's repeated urging of non-
violence.

:‘\Iarlin Luther King, Jr. was born
in a large. comfortable. two-story frame
house in a Negro section of Atlanta.
Georgia. on January 15.1929. The house
belonged to his maternal grandfather. the
Rev. A. D. Williams, then, and for 34
vears previously. pastor of the Ebenezer
Baptist Church. Martin’s father, also a
minister. served as assistant pastor of the
church until Martin was three; then he
became pastor. a position he still holds.

“We were better off than most Negro
families.” King says today. “although I
never had any feeling of being different.”

For three or four vears. until he was
six. Martin's inseparable pl2ymates were
two white boys whose parents ran a store
across the street from his grandfather’s
house. “But then,” King recalls, “some-
thing began to happen. I'd go over to
get them. and their parents would say
they couldn’t play. I began to realize
that they weren't being allowed to play
with me. Their parents weren't hostile;
they just made excuses. Eventually, I
asked my mother about it.”

King's mother then faced the age-old
problem of the Negro parent in America
—how to explain discrimination and seg-
regation to a small child. Holding him
in her arms, she told him about slavery
and how it ended with the Civil War.
She tried to explain the divided system
of the South—segregated schools. restau-
rants. theaters. housing; the wHITE and
:@LORED signs on drinking fountains. lav-
atories. waiting rooms---as a social condi-
tion rather than a natural order. She let
him know that she opposed this system
and that he must never let it make him
think he was inferior because he was a
\egru “You are just as good as any-
one.” she said. lou can become as fine
a person as anyone.

“My parents never accepted segre-
gation.” King says. “Once, when I was
seven or eight. my father took me into
tewn to buy me some shoes. He sat down
in one of the chairs at the store, and a
salesman came over. ‘If you’ll just step
over here.’ the salesman said, pointing to
a separate section of chairs at the back.
‘T'll be glad to help you.

“My father said he was quite com-
fortable. The salesman said the section
at the rear was for colored. My father
said. if he couldn’t sit where he was, he
wouldn’t buy shoes at that store. And
we left.”

There were other incidents of that
kind as the young boy grew up. He at-
tended Negro public schools through the
sixth grade, but when he was ready to
enter junior high school at the over-
crowded Negro public high school. his
parents sent him instead to a private
Negro school where the academic stand-
ards were higher. Two years later that
school closed. and he entered the public
school. skipping ninth grade.

He was an excellent student. active
in intramural sports. student government.
oratorical contests and the glee club.
Though younger than most of his class-
mates. his closest friends were in the
class ahead. and when they were grad-
uated. he decided to apply for college
from the eleventh grade. He passed the
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entrance examinations for Morehouse
College. an outstanding Negro school in
Atlanta. in 1944 at the age of 15.

If there was a major difference be-
tween Martin King as a young boy and
most of his associates. it was that he
hated to fight. “I don’t know why,” he
says now. “but at that age it certainly
wasn'’t because of religious scruples. And
I don’t think it was fear. either. I just
didn’t like fighting. My younger brother.
Alfred. used to beat me up occasionally,
and I rarely fought back. When I was in
seventh grade. the local bully decided one
day to kick me down the school steps.
I didn’t do anything about it. On the
rare occasions that I was pushed to the
absolute limit and did defend myself. 1
was always sorry.”

At Morehouse, he majored in sociol-
ogy. hoping to go on into law. He had al-
ways had an interest in the ministry. but
he had serious doubts about it, ton. “I
was doubtful that religion was intellec-
tually respectable.” he says now. “My
studies had made me skeptical. and I
couldn’t see how many of the facts of
science could be squared with religion.
And there was another thing. too. I had
seen that most Negro ministers were un-
lettered. not trained in seminaries. and
that gave me pause.

I revolted. too. against the emotion-
alism of much Negro religion, the shout-
ing and stamping. I didn’t understand it.
and it embarra«ed me. But then. dur-
ing my junior year. I changed my mind.
Two men. Dr. Benjamin Mays. pre:xdent
of Morehouse. and Dr. George Kelsey.
professor of philosophy and religion,
made me stop and think. Both were
ministers. both deeply religious. and yet
both were learned men. aware of all the
trends of modern thinking. I could see
in their lives the ideal of what 1 wanted a
minister to be.”

He began. also. to understand the
emotionalism of Negro religion. *l think
now that it stems from the tragic and
deep _oppression the Negro has under-
gone.” King says. “All week long. at his
job. traveling. shopping. eating. in al-
most everything he does. the Negro re-
presses his emotions: puts up with dis-
crimination; sees himself segregated and
shunted into inferior housing. schools.
jobs; closes his ears to the names he is
called. On Sunday. when he goes to
church, all these emotions burst forth.
He shouts ‘Amen.” He sings and stamps
his feet. partly from joy at his freedom
in his own church. partly from the sorrow
of his experiences. For many Negroes.
religion has probably provided a safety
valve against insanity or rebellion.

“But there’s a danger in this emo-
tionalism. ton.” he continues. "It can
become as empty a form as any other.
I often say to my people that if we. as a
people. had as much religion in our hearts
and souls as we have in our legs and feet,
we could change the world.”

So. in his junior year in college.
Martin Luther King decided to become
a minister. Being graduated from More-
house in June. 1948. at the age of 19. he
applied and was accepted at Crozer Theo-
logical Seminary. in Chester. Pennsyl-
vania.

While he had worked in many inter-

racial organizations. attended meetings
and worked with whites. Crozer was his
first experience of being in a completely
interracial atmosphere. King was under-
standably nervous at first.

“I was well aware of the typical
white stereotype of the Negro.” he says.
“that he is always late. that he's loud and
always laughing. that he’s dirty and
messy. and for a while I was terribly
conscious of trying to avoid identifica-
tion with it. If 1 were a minute late to
class. I was almost morbidly conscious of
it and sure that everyone else noticed it.
Rather than be thought of as always
laughing. I'm afraid I was grimly serious
for a time. I had a tendency to over-
dress. to keep my room spotless. my shoes
perfectly shined and my clothes immac-
ulately pressed.

“And I remember once at an outing
how worried I was when I found theyv
were serving watermelon. I didn’t want
to be seen eating it because of the asso-
ciation in many peoples’ minds between
Negroes and watermelon. It was silly.
I know. but it shows how white preju-
dices can affect a Negro.”

In time King felt his hyperconscious-
ness of being a Negro drop away. And
it was while at Crozer that he lost his last
trace of doubt about Negro inferiority,
His own record was overwhelming proof
—elected president of the student body
his senior year. he was graduated at
the head of his class. winning an award
as its outstanding student. In addition.
he received the .J. Louis Crozer Fellow-
ship, giving him an opportunity to work
toward a Ph. D. at the university of his
choice.

But one of the most significant ex-
periences of his years at Crozer came al-
most by chance. He had always been fas-
cinated by those doctrines of Christianity
which taught one to love his neighbor. to
return evil with good. to offer the other
cheek. And then. one night. he heard
Dr. Mordecai Johnson. president of
Washington’s Howard University. give a
lecture about a recent trip to India. He
told of Mahatma Gandhi. the Hindu na-
tionalist leader. and his movement of pas.
sive resistance. his development of tech-
niques for accomplishing social and po-
litical goals from the teachings of .Jesus.

“I had heard of Gandhi and read
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about his opposition to British rule in
India.” King says. “but Dr. Johnson's
talk so inspired me that I went out and
bought a half-dozen books about him. 1
am still reading about him and his move-
ment. and during this protest in Mont-
gomery, I have found myself going back
to those original books, rereading them
and finding in them the same tremendous
inspiration I found before. The spirit of
passive resistance came to me from the
Bible. from the teachings of Jesus. The
techniques came from Gandhi.”

King had been appointed assistant
pastor to his father after graduation from
Morehouse in 1948. In 1950. while still
in theological school. he was made co-
pastor of his father’s church. During the
summers. he took complete charge of the
church. and on three or four Sundays
each winter he came back to Atlanta to
preach. He continued this practice dur-
ing the three years that he studied. after
graduation from Crozer. at Boston Uni-
versity. the school he chose for his work
toward a Ph.D. in systematic theology.

It was in Boston. in 1951, that he
met Coretia Scott. a lovely young Negro
student at the New England Conserva-
tory of Music. whom he married in June.
1953. in her home town of Marion. Ala-
bama. They lived in Boston while King
completed his work at the university.
Early in 1954. when the Dexter Avenue
Baptist Church of Montgomery needed a
pastor. King was invited to come to
Montgomery to preach. In April, the
church extended him a call. and he ac-
cepted. specifying that he could not come
to them permanently until September.
when his formal work at the university
would be finished.

“My first months in \lomgomer\
were busy ones.” he says. “getting to
know my parishioners and my church.
working to finish my doctor’s thesis. I
wasn't aware of any special problems in
race relations. although I noticed almost
at once that. unlike Atlanta. Montgomery
had almest no channels of communica-
tion or points of contact between the
Negro and white communities. There
were no strong interracial groups. no cul-
tural events attended by both whites and
Negroes. There wasn’t even contact be-
tween Negro and white ministers. And
beyond that. the Negro community was
almost hopelessly divided. But I joined
the local chapters of the NAACP and the
Alabama Council on Human Relations.
an interracial group.”

Dr. King found Montgomery a rela-
tively poor community. without major in-
dustries. The vast majority of its em-
ployed Negroes were domestic workers:
maids. housemen. gardeners. earning
from $12 to $20 a week. To many. it
might have seemed a poor place for a
man with his education and obvious op-
portunities to begin a career. I went
back to the South.” King says. “because
I felt I could render the greatest service
there.”

That the Negro leaders of Montgom-
ery chose Dr. King's leadership and his
ideas for the bus protest is testimony to
his eloquence in expounding his beliefs.
That he and they weie able to pass on to
the majority of Montgomery's Negro citi-
zens the idea that this was a religiou~



movement rather than an economic boy-
cott—a fact which most reports of the
protest have missed—is even more per-
suaxive of Dr. King’s abilities as an edu-
cator. For, while there was evidence of
possible Negro violence during the early
days of the protest—several buses were
stoned and even fired upon in Negro sec-
tions of Montgomery—all such acts
ceased as the struggle went on.

Perhaps the thing which has aston-
ished Montgomery’s white community
most of all is the efficiency with which
the protest was organized. Almost over-
night a transportation system utilizing
Negro-owned taxicabs was set up. When
city authorities threatened the drivers
with loss of licenses for carrying passen-
gers for less than a minimum of 45 cents
a ride, a free motor pool of more than
300 private automobiles was organized
with over 80 dispatch and pick-up points
throughout the city, its initial expenses
of more than $2,000 a week financed by
contributions at the semiweekly mass
meetings.

W/ithin the first week there were
two attempts at settlement of the contro-
versy. The first, between the leaders of
the protest and city and bus-company of-
ficials, ended without concession on either
side. To the second, Mayor W. A. Gayle
invited eight white citizens representing
various community groups. Luther In-
galls, head of Montgomery’s White Citi-
zens’ Council, the most vocal prosegre-
gation organization in the city, was one
of the eight. The sole agreement reached
was that more courtesy on the part of bus
drivers was in order.

Soon afterward, Mayor W. A. Gayle
announced a “get-tough” policy. “We
have pussyfooted around on this boycott
long enough,” he stated, in part, “and it
is time to be frank and honest. . . . The
white people are firm in their convictions
that they do not care whether the Negroes
ever ride on a city bus again if it means
that the social fabric of our community
is destroyed. . . .” He called on white
women to stop driving their colored maids
to and from work—a widespread practice
during the protest—saying that their
maids were laughing at them and calling
them chauffeurs.

The “get-tough” policy took the form
of arrests of Negro car-pool drivers
charged with minor traffic violations.
Soon after it was announced, Dr. King,
himself, was arrested. “I had seen the
two motorcycle policemen when I stopped
my car to pick up some Negroes at a
regular pick-up point,” King says. “I
even heard one of them mention my name.
When I started out, they followed. and.
of course, I was particularly careful to
drive well within the speed limit. After
aboui ten blocks, they stopped me, asked
for my license and said I was under ar-
rest. They called a patrol car and took
me to jail. They refused to let me call
either my wife or lawyer, hut the people
in the car notified both. In half an hour
there were many Negroes at the jail.
The police, who at first had said they
wouldn’t even let me out on bail. sudden-
ly decided to let me go without bail. I
was later fined $10 for driving 35 miles
an hour in a 25 mile zone.”

Then came violence. Dr. King was

attending a mass meeting that night.
His wife and two-month-old daughter,
Yolanda, were at home. Mrs. King was
entertaining a friend. At about 9:15
that evening they heard something hit the
concrete porch, and they ran from the
front room toward the back of the house.
A bomb exploded seconds later, shatter-
ing all the front windows and spraying
glass into the room in which they had
been sitting. No one was hurt. Friends
and neighbors gathered almost imme-
diately. Mayor Gayle and Police Com-
missioner Sellers arrived in about ten
minutes.

Dr. King was informed of the attack
at the mass meeting. Before leaving, he
notified the audience, urging them to go
home and remain calm. At his own
home, he found the mayor and police
commissioner. Both assured him the
bomb-thrower would be caught and pun-
ished. When they left, King spoke to
the Negroes who had gathered at the
house, asking them not to become pan-
icky.

Two days later, a dynamite cap ex-
ploded in the front vard of Mr. E. D.
Nixon, the Negro treasurer of the Mont-
gomery Improvement Association. Nei-
ther crime has been solved.

Since then Dr. King has taken pre-
cautions; his house is now floodlighted
from dusk to dawn; 24-hour guards are
on duty inside; he goes nowhere alone.
“For a while after the attack I felt that
I was in some personal danger.” he says.
“A day never passed without ten to twen-
ty telephone threats. But having taken
what precautions we could, my wife and
I have put our worries aside in the
knowledge that God will take care of us.”

Mrs. King. according to her hus-
band, has been more calm than he has.
“She has really kept me going.” he says.
“The night of the bombing. her father
came to take her and the baby home for
a few days. She refused to go. saying
she wouldn't leave me. And she hasn't.”

On February 1st, five Montgomery
Negroes filed suit in the U. S. District
Court, asking that state and local segre-
gation laws applying to public transpor-
tation be declared unconstitutional. One
of the Negro lawyers filing the suit, Fred
Gray. was also a minister and leader of
the bus protest. As a minister, he had

been automatically classified 4D by his.

draft board. Soon after the suit was filed,
he was reclassified 1A on grounds that he
was only a part-time minister and not
subject to deferment. He was also in-
dicted by a grand jury for false represen-
tation when one of the five plaintiffs in
the suit charged she had not understood
what she was being asked to do. This
case was later dismissed.

Latev, the same grand jury indict-
ed more than 100 Negro leadersof the bus
protest on charges of conspiring to boy-
cott a legal business, under a little-used
state law. The list of defendants was nar-
rowed later to 90, and Dr. King was tried
first and convicted. The other cases
await a ruling on King's appeal.

On June 6th, a three-judge panel in
Federal Court ruled that segregation on
Montgomery’s buses violated the Consti-
tution. Pending enforcement of this de-
cision and a possible appeal by city and
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state officials to the U. S. Supreme Court.
the boycott was continued.

Police Commissioner Sellers. de-
nouncing a previous decision of April
23rd, had warned that persons failing to
observe bus segregation or bus drivers
permitting mixed seating would be ar-
rested.

Estimates of the bus company’s
losses vary from $3.000 to $3.500 per day.
Forty to 50 buses have been idle for
months, some 30 drivers have been laid
off and fares have been raised. There
are indications, too. that other businesses
in the downtown area have suffered as
transportation for Negroes has become
difficult. Neighborhood Negro shops and
stores have boomed.

But the emphasis which most reports
have laid on the economic aspects of the
protest, according to Dr. King. have
tended to obscure the real forces behind
it.

“We have never called it a boycott,”
he says. “because the word has the wrong
connotations. We're not trying to put a
company out of business but to put jus-
tice in business

“The truth is that the protest began
spontaneously. I think its success is part-
ly due to the Supreme Court’s decision
on the schools. which gave the Southern
Negro a new sense of dignity and destiny.
He lacks the fear which once paralyzed
him. He has the feeling now that the
law is on his side, that his day is finally
dawning. But the chief reason for our
success is that the whole philosophy of
this protest is grounded in religious prin-
ciple. It is a spiritual—not an economic
—movement.”

r

Fhere is good evidence that Dr.
King is right. Negro church attendance
in Montgomery is up. Many of the move-
ment’s leaders are ministers, and their
stature in the Negro community has
never been greater. As for Dr. King
himself. he is today the acknowledged
leader of a Negro community never be-
fore united on a single issue. And it has
been the successful application of his
philosophy of love, of understanding. of
nonviolence and of passive resistance
which has given hope to Negroes every-
where that their rights may be attained
without violence and in a true spirit of
Christianity.

It is a paradox, but quite possibly
true. that Dr. King’s ability to face ha-
rassment. threats, violence and legal en-
tanglements stems partly from the fact
that he has never suffered the worst that
the South has to offer a Negro. As an
educated minister and the son and grand-
son of respected Negro ministers. he hasx
probably escaped the worst indignities of
a segregated society and hence. possibly.
the corroding anger which often accom-
panies them.

He admitted. during his trial for con-
spiracy. that he had only once ridden in a
Montgomery bus and that thus he had
little personal knowledge of the condi-
tions that were being protested. But
when this fact is cited as proof that he is
really interested only in agitation. he has
a ready answer. Inasmuch as ye have
done it unto one of the least of these my
brethren, ye have done it unto me.

... THE Exp
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Good
Old

Summertime

(Continued from page 35)
that we do not take any vacation this
year?”

“Now wait a second " I replied hast-
ily, “wait one second.”

Janie held her breath. She always
holds her breath in times of crisis.

“Such as? ...”

“Now this might not strike you the
moment you hear it. you understand, but
I want you to give it some thought 1
mean. don't just ﬂuﬁ it off.”

“I'm listening.”

She was, too, but her face was taking
on a blue tinge. | took a deep breath.

“We stay right here.”

“Sweet singing birds.” cried Janie.
“Now I've heara everything!”

“Okay. You're flipping. You
haven't heard a word. You have no idea
of the master plan. but you're blowing.”
I allowed myself to look a trifle miffed.

Janie’s mouth set. “All right. Give
it to me.”
“No. Forget it. You're not receiv-

ing me. I'm not going to squander the
idea. I've been giving it a lot of thought
lately.”

“Have you, dear?” she asked through
clenched teeth.

“Never mind.” I sald piqued.
bucking a closed mind.”

“Okay.” she said with resignation.
“Let us assume I lose my mind and ac-
cept your offer. What’s in it for me?”

“Ah,” I breathed mysteriously.

“We can do that at a resort,” she
said shortly.

“Please.” I held up a detaining
hand. “Hear me out. First. We get rid
of the kids tomorrow morning. Second.
We lay in a stock of food and drink.
Third. We take the telephone off the
hook—and voila . . . we're lost in Shangri-
La. Picture it. Time is our slave. You
take up long-forgotten hobbies . . . finger
painting, sculpture. I dig in the good
earth. We lunch al fresco in the shade
of our own fig tree. We drink May wine.
We chase each other through the garden.
We dine at ten in the evening by candle-
light. We breakfast in bed.”

“Who cooks it?” demanded Janie in
a peculiarly flat tone of voice.

“I wait on you hand and foot. I give
you back rubs. For two weeks you are
the moon of my delight.”

“Hmph,” snorted Janie, but at last
she was looking thoughtful.

“What do you say?”

“\o golf?”

“Nary a divot.”

“No bridge?”

“Not a trump.”

“Well . . .” she drawled.

“Whatever happened to that old
bearskin rug I had in my bachelor digs?”
I asked grinning.

“Now don’t get carried away. I
haven’t said yes.”

“I'm

I put my arms around her and kissed
her in the hollow below her collar bone.

“Yes.” she said abruptl\ “But it
had better be all you say.

“The most.” I prnmlsed fervently.

The next morning at six-ten my two
children came in to announce that they
were all ready to leave for camp. They
had their hats and coats on to prove it.

“Look. trolls.” I said. crawling out
from under my electric blanket. “the bus
does not leave until ten in the morning.”

“Yes.” said Susie. “but we have to
be there real early because I have to sit
up in front or I get sick to my stomach.”

“We want you to get the car out any-
way because we have things to put into
t.” demanded Sandra. “I'm taking my
bowl of guppies. and Susie’s taking her
turtle in a box, and we want the cat to
ride to the station. Just to the station.
that’s all.”

*Nothing doing.” I said. “that cat is
a domestic animal. He stays put.”

“But we're going to be gone tio
whole weeks,” wailed Susie.

“It hardly seems enough.”
mured.

“Aren’t you going to give us our
money now?” asked Sandra, switching
the attack.

“I had thought I might brush my
teeth first.” I said, stumbling toward the
bathroom.

“We each have to have money.”
chorused.

“How well I know.”

“Daddy? How much money are you
going to give us?”

“A princely sum. Now will you take
off your coats and go downstairs?”
“Yes. but can’t we put the cat in the

Can’t we, Daddy?”
I shrugged. The cat had never done
anything for me. “Stow it away. And
beat it.”

They ran happily from the room.

At eight forty-five. at the hysterical
insistence of my offspring, we arrived at
the station. We took up the slack by
convoying them to the restroom. counting
out their money and whispering admoni-
tions concerning their table manners.
quarreling and having themselves a ball.
Presently they were off without a back-
ward glance. At that precise moment
our vacation began.

For a moment we stood in the burly-
burly of the bus depot and looked at each
other with melting intensity. “Hi.”
said ardently.

Janie smiled at me the way she used
to before she knew what I looked like
without a shave.

“The world’s our oyster,”

I mur-

they

car?

I whis-

pered. “Where shall we start? A morn-
ing movie? The darkened corner of a
pub?”

Janie flushed becomingly. “Al. hon
ey,” she said shyly, “don’t hate me.

Her voice trailed off. “But I have to
pick up the laundry,” she finished
lamely.

“Laundry?” I cried,
mean. laundry?”

“I thought we were going out of
town so I left a slew of sheets and towels
and stuff at the laundromat. We’ll have
to have them if we aren’t going to close
the bouse.”

“Okay,” I agreed, “but from here on
in we are creatures of air and fire. No

“what do you

more everyday routine. I mean, we're
either going to do this thing or we aren’t.”

“Yes. doll.” said Janie and took my
hand. I began to relax. I dropped Janie
off and told her I'd circle around the
block. 1 made plans. We'd go home.
We'd climb into something comfortable
( Janie used to have some very interesting
short shorts) and we’d have a long cold
glass of beer on the patio. Then lunch.
a snooze. a long cocktail hour. dinner
and a fine undisturbed, intimate evening

. I went around the block a few times,
crooning happily. Then I went back to
the laundromat. Janie was standing
outside, shading her eyes.

“Where’ve you been?” she asked.

“Circling,” I said amiably.

“Well. go around some more.
stuff’s in the drying cycle.”

“Look. Janie.” I said urgently, “I'm
trying to get this show on the road.”

“I know. angel.” she answered sooth-
ingly. “Here’s an idea. You go pick us
up something glamorous for lunch. You
know. like you said--May wine under
the fig tree.”

“Okay.” I said.

“Butter. milk. eggs and toothpaste

0.” Janie added rapidly.

“You mean you want me to do the
marketing?” 1 said in a controlled tone.

“Just butter. milk. eggs and tooth-
paste. What’s so terrible about that?”

“It's off-key. It's mundane,” I said
with strained dngnm

“We can't drink May wine for
breakfast. can we?” asked Janie.

“Why not?”

“Don’t be silly. You know how you
%el ”when there’s no cream for your cof-
ee.

“Very well.” I said stiffly. “I'm try-
ing to keep this thing on a certain level.
but if you have to have butter, milk and

The

S. ...

“There’s a store on the corner. Pick
me up in five minutes.” She blew me a
kiss and vanished into the laundromat.

As it turned out the store had a very
interesting delicatessen. I got some
wine, some goat’s cheese. a bottle of
stuffed olives and some liverwurst. The
bill came to six dollars and seventy-two
cents. | paid the man and found I had
just three cents left for butter. milk, eggs
and toothpaste. I spoke confidingly to
the clerk. “We can’t live by butter alone,
can we?”

“Butter’s on counter F, sir.”

“Skip it,” I said and went out whis-
tling jauntily.

I picked up Janie, stowed the laun-
dry in the back of the car, climbed in be-
side her and kissed her passionately on
the mouth. “Let me take you away from
all this,” I murmured into her ear.

She laughed girlishly. Honestly
Al, you'd think we were kids. .

“I am younger than sprmgtlme. I
announced, “and I'm prepared to prove
it.” I gunned the car skillfully and we
roared away. I heard the siren in the
middle of the second block.

“This will cost ten dollars, hot rod.”
said Janie disconsolately and scrounged
down in the seat.

The cop said good morning to Janie.
took my license and handed me a ticket
before I could even clear my throat. My



mood went from manic to depressive.
We rode in silence.

“What's the matter, darling?” asked
Janie, sliding over close to me. “You're
awfully glum.”

“It’s nothing.” I said bitterly. “I've
just been up since six o'clock. run
ragged. tagged by a cop . . . trifles.”

“All right.” said Janie in a soothing
syrup voice, “all the bad things are over.”
She kissed me on the tip of my ear.
“We'll go home and have a nice lunch,
and you can seduce me.”

“You think all this is pretty funny,
don’t you?”

“I think it’s pretty wonderful,” she
said seriously. “I mean, that you could
be so romantic after we’ve been married
eight years. I love you for it. I really
do. You're the only man in our entire
crowd who would have thought it up.
Honestly.”

“Well,” I said modestly, “it was just
a notion.”

“It’s not a notion,” cooed J anie, “it’s
a beautiful concept.”

I drove the rest of the way home
with my arm around her.

The mercury was crowding ninety
when we got home and Janie thought we
ought to have lunch in the dining room.

“Leave it to me,” I said. “You go
climb into something pastoral.”

“You mean you’re going to fix
lunch?” She looked doubtful.

“In the manner of the Cordon Bleu,”
I said grandly. “Beat it.”

I set up a card table under the avo-
cado tree (we don’t happen to have a fig
tree) in the back yard. The flies got a
little troublesome when they spotted the
goat cheese but a liberal spraying of
DDT fixed that. It just so happened that
the liverwurst was downwind of the spray
but I wiped most of it off with a paper
napkin. I packed some ice cubes around
the wine and put the olives in a dish. It
looked a little skimpy. I decided on
some cream of tomato soup as a starter
and headed for the kitchen. It took me
a little while to get going. A few pans
got burned and some stuff boiled over.
but the end resuit was terrific. I was
thinking about stopping for a beer when
I saw Janie outside. She was wearing
a blue sundress and she had a ribbon in
her hair.

“Hey.” she called, “I'm starving.”

“Don’t hustle me,” I said, “this is
gourmet cooking.” At this point I
burned myself on a pot handle.

“Something smells funny,” she said,
edging toward the door.

“Keep your seat. madam.” I said,
pouring the soup into cereal bowls, “you
are about to be served.”

I kicked open the screen door and
emerged with the sieaming plates. I set
them down and pulled Janie’s chair with
a flourish.

She stared at the table.
it?” she asked in a small voice.
“Simple but succulent,” I said.

“What's that?” She pointed to the
goat’s cheese.

“What does it look like?” I asked.

“I don’t think I'd better say.”

“It happens to be a very superior
bit of cheese. Allow me to pour the
wine.” It was a little tepid. Janie

“Is this

sipped it tentatively. “What’s the mat-
ter?” I demanded.

“Nothing.”

“Why is your face all screwed up?”

“Is it?”

“You don’t like the wine.”

“It’s really too hot to eat,” said
Janie with a friendly smile.

She was one hundred per cent right,
but I wasn’t going to admit it. I shrugged
and dug in.

“ T think I'll just get myself a nice
cold glass of milk,” said Janie, after
watching me with a slight shiver of dis-
taste,

I looked up from my lumpy soup.
“No milk,” I announced.

BY JOHN D. MACDONALD
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“But I told you....”

“I blew the milk money on these
goodies.” I replied tightly.

“Ice water will be all right.” she
answered calmly. That's what I love
about Janie. She’s a switch hitter. You
expect a storm: you get sunshine,

She disappeared into the kitchen.
There was a moment of silence and then
a cry of anguish. When she reappeared
in the doorway she was pale. “What
happened to the kitchen?” she asked
hoarsely. “There’s soup on the ceiling.”

“A lucky shot.” I said modestly.

“. .. It’s on the floor. too. And the
stove is covered with it and burned to a
crisp!”

“I had a little trouble getting my
bearings.” I said. “but I'll clean it up.”

“Just stay out of here,” said Janie
grimly. “Just sit there and drink your
May wine and leave me alone.”

She closed the door and I heard the
clank of a pail and the sound of a scrub-
bing brush. By this time the flies had
got their range and the sun had shifted
so I got it full in the face. I wanted to
go inside but I could hear Janie mutter-
ing to herself. I decided to let the Jies
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have me. Two hours and fifteen minutes
later Janie staggered outside. Her hair
hung in sticky tendrils around her face.
Her arms were red to the elbow and she
smelled of ammonia and naphtha soap.
She groaned and sank into a chair, her
eves closed. Right about then I discov-
ered I was sunburned to the navel but I
sensed it was no time to complain.

“Look, baby,” I said in a concilia-
tory way, “you just relax and I'll fix us
a nice cold drink. Then I'll take you out
to dinner. We’ll drive up the coast and
have a fish dinner. Maybe we’ll have a
stroll on the beach. Maybe we’ll take a
blanket. Janie? Are you listening?”

“There was even soup in the oven,”
she said in a dull voice.

“I know, baby. and I'm sorry. How
about this dinner thing?”

She opened her eyes.
out . .. by all means.”

I got up. The skin down my back
cracked like a roasted turkey. I stifled
a groan and kissed her.

“I think I'll have a long bath full
of bubbles,” she mused reflectively. “And
then I'll spray myself with perfume and
then I'll drift downstairs and drink your
drinks. Make them strong.”

“Yes, dinner

I was happily engaged in squeezing
limes when the phone rang. In all the
hugger-mugger we had forgotten to take
it off the hook.

“Al boy,” boomed a familiar voice,
‘“you mean you're in town?”

It was Bill Williams, a golf and
bridge crony.

“Yeah,” I said cautiously.

“Well. whadaya know. My frau and
the kids are up at Big Bear. I was sup-
posed to get up there but my boss called
an agency meeting. Boy, this is a ghost
town. I've been on the phone an hour
trying to hear a human voice.”

"Yeah.” I said.

“So you're in town.

“Yeah.” I said.

“Great. You folks staying right at
home. huh?"

I didn’t say anything.

“Man. old solitude got me.
folks doing anything tonight?”

“Well...” I said.

“I'll bring my own bottle,” he said
wistfully. He sounded like he was on
the ropes. After all we’d been in the
Navy together. We'd played poker to-
gether.

“Listen, Bill,” I said, “come on over
for dinner.”

“Now"?” he asked, his voice crack-
ing emotionally.

I thought about Janie in the bubble
bath. “Make it forty-five minutes,” I
said.

I hung up.
Janie singing “April in Paris.”
sweat broke out on my brow.

“Hey.” she called suddenly,
that the phone?”

“Mmmm.”

“I can’t hear you. Come on up.”

I climbed the stairs as if they were
Annapurna. Janie was in her slip, brush-
ing her hair. “Who was that?”

I sat down on the bed. “Old Bill
Williams.” I said cheerfully.

“How did ne know we were in
town ?"" she asked.

Janie, too?”

You

Upstairs I could hear
A faint

“was
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“Just took a chance.
kids are up in Big Bear.
losing his marbles.
for a week.”

*Mmm.” said Janie. putting on her
tipstick. “Shall I break out my new
white pique for this occasion? Are you
really going to do me proud?”

“Janie.” I said softly.

“Why shouldn’t I wear a new dress
for you?” she said suddenly. “Who am
I trying to impress if it isn't you?”

“Janie.” I said plunging. “I asked
him over here for dinner.”

The hairbrush she was holding
halted in mid-air. I took the offensive.
“Maybe we can just open a can. The
guy doesn’t care what he eats. He just
wants a little company. I wouldn't have
done it fer anybody but old Bill Wil-
liams ...”

“What makes old Bill Williams so
special?” Janie turned to face me. Her
eves were as frosty as a deep freeze.

“We fought together.” I announced
in a ringing martial tone.

“That was vears ago.” said Janie.
“And you never got out of San Diego.”

“Listen.” I countered with dignity.
“Bill Williams has been a good solid
friend. There've been a lot of times
when I couldn’t have got up a foursome
without him.”

“I dont know how he is on four-
somes.” replied Janie icily. “but he is
certainly queering this twosome.”

“I'll make it up to vou honey.” I
said. “Starting tomorrow we’re in the
clear; we’re alone at last.”

“I've heard those lyrics.” sniffed
Janie, “and we're having canned tuna for
supper.” With that she rose and snatched
down an old green cotton she wears for
gardening. I made a strategic retreat.

Trudy and the
The poor guy’s
He’s been all alone

E\'erylhing might have worked
out if Bill hadn’t acted as though he were
permanently based in our living room.
At midnight he was giving our naval ex-
periences the full “Caine Mutiny™ treat-
ment. Janie looked as if she were about
to abandon ship any moment. I decided
to put in an oar.

“Well, Billy Budd.” I said.
the road?”

He looked at us dreamily. “You
know. this has been great. You guys
have it made. You hole in here like two
love-birds and let the world go by.”

Janie smiled wanly. “Oh. we're foxy.
When I think of poor Trudy stuck up, in
those gorgeous green mountains . . .

“Well.” said Bill depreciatinguly.

“she really needed the change She's
pretty much of a softie”” he admitted.

“I'm not exactly old ironsides my-
self,” said Janie, staring at me.

“Speaking of old ironsides,”
Bill happily, *
Commander .

“That's a long story,” I countered
nervously. “We’ve had a pretty full day.
Got the kids off. You know.”

“Yeah. It’s time I was upping
anchor. anyway. Well, as I said, this has
been great. Everybody’s out of town.
You’ re the last of the Mohicans. you
two.” He beamed at us happily. “We'll
stay in touch. We’ll do this again.”

“Sure,” I said weakly. “we’ll do
that” I moved over to Janie and

“one for

said
“remember that Lieutenant
»

draped my arm around her. Bill shook
his head in admiring approval and went
out into the night.

Janie turned back into the living
room. It smelled of beer and full ash-
trays. Bill had rearranged the furniture
during a naval maneuver. She closed
her eves against he sight. “I'll think
about that tomorrow.” she said a trifle
grimly.

“You go on up to bed. doll.” I said.
“I'll give the joint a clean sweepdown
fore and aft. Strictly shipshape.”

She looked at me gratefully. “Just
dump the ash trays.” she said, yawning.
and went up the stairs.

By the time I got the beerstain out
of the rug and all it was close to two-
thirty. My sunburn was killing me and
my mouth felt like the inside of a pair
of tennis shoes. I staggered upstairs.
Janie was already asleep. I paused to
kiss her on the forehead; then I hit the
sack. My last thoughts were “no kids.
no office, Roman Holiday.” I died.

.

hen the horn began to blow at
seven-thirty I thought my car had short.
circuited. but then the doorbell rang.
Janie sat up in bed and groped wildly
for her bathrobe. “Somebody at door,”
she muttered.

She crawled out of bed and went to
the window and lifted the blind. “It’s
Harry Short.” she whispered. “and his
wife and his children—and it's seven-
thirty.”

“Impossible.” 1
under the pillow.

The bell-ringing continued.

I got up and pulled on my pants.
“Must be an emergency.” I said. “Harry's
supposed to be in Carmel.” I stumbled
down the stairs and threw open the front
door.

“We just took a chance.” said Harry.
beaming on me. “I told Ethel they won't
be in town and she said just stop by and
see. It won’t hurt to stop and see. We're
on our way to Carmel. Only Judy here
got carsick and Jerry needs attention.
and I said why not see if we can get a
drink and so forth from Al Stewart.” He
grinned widely. “Thought for sure yvou
people would be out of town. Lucky for
us you aren’t.”

“Come in.” I said. I mean. Harry
Short just happens to do twenty-five
thousand dollars’ worth of business a
vear with my company. “I'll go call
Janie.”

But Janie emerged at the top of the
stairs. She was dressed. Her hair was
combed. She was even smiling. “Hi.”
she said.

“Hello, sweetie,” Ethel said. “Aren’t
we terrible barging in on you like this.
but my kids . .. Have you got the teeniest
bit of baking soda in the house?”

“I think so. Were you on your way
out of town?”

“Three beautiful weeks in Carnel . . .
if we can get there.”

“Lovely,” murmured Janie.
you had breakfast?”

Harry and Ethel exchanged delighted
looks. “No, dear,” said Ethel. “as a mat-
ter of fact. we haven't.”

“Have it with us then,” she said. I
could have kissed her on both cheeks.
That was my Janie. A real sport. A real

said. burrowing

~Have

helpmeet. A man could get on in the
world with a woman like that.

“Just make vourselves comfortable.”
she said and disapppeared into the kitch-
en. She had breakfast on the table in
nothing flat. Harry’s kids wouldn’t eat
anything. They just wanted to throw
toast at each other. Ethel sighed.

“If you knew how I needed this vaca-
tion.” she said. “My cook quit last week
and the nursemaid won't stay where
there’s no cook, so I've had this crew on
my hands for a whole week.’

“More coffee?” asked Janie brightly.
Somehow T couldn’t bring myself tv look
at her.

“Not another bite. Jerry. we do not

put our butter on the tablecloth. She
glanced at her diamond wristwatch. “We
should help vou with this mess.” she said

listlessly.

“I'm here.” I said, forcing a smile.
“I'll knock these off in no time.”

“Aren’t you people getting away this
season?” asked Eihel. putting on her lip-
stick.

“No.” said Janie quietly, “we’re fight-
ing it out on the home front.”

“You look as if vou could do with a
change.” Ethel said. appraising Janie
with a critical ey2.

~I always look this way,”
“i’s occupational.”

Ethel looked puzzled.

“We have a bad night.” 1 explained.

“Harry.” said Ethel firmly. “let’s run
and leave these darling people to their
plans.” And then she suddenly gave a
little cry and wagged her finger at us.
“I've just figured it out.” she said. “You
two are playing dead dog. You're pre-
tending to be out of town and all the
time yvou're right here.”

“Right here.” echoed Janie bitterly.

“Isn’t that cute? Harry. isn’t that
the cutest thing you ever heard of?”

Harry smiled paternally. “It sure is.
We'll have to try that dodge sometime.
It looks like fun.”

“Doesn’t it?"’ cooed Ethel. “Isn't it
an adorable idea?” She patted her hair
into place. “Well. we have to be moving
along. Bring on that sunshine,” she said
exultantly and followed her brood out.

I turned to Janie but she had already
gone into the kitchen and closed the door.
I followed her and found her scrubbing
the eggy frying pan with a kind of silent
despair.

~Janie .
less gesture.

“AL” she said in a quiet voice, “I
think vou'd just better leave me alone
with my thoughts for a while. Go dig
arou’r’l’d the geraniums or something, will
you

said Janie,

..” I began, making a help-

I know this mood of Janie’s. I'd
seen it once when I drepped fifty-five
bucks of our grocery money in a poker
game and once when I recited some Naval
limericks at a cocktail party. I made for
the geranium bed. I gave her aboutan hour
to work it off and then I went back into the
house carrying a few geraniums in my
hands as a peace offering. The kitchen
was clean and empty. I figured she might
be flung across the bed staring at the
ceiling or something. (This I have seen
in the movies.) I took the stairs two at a
time and burst into the bedroom. It was



empty, but I saw the note pasted up on
the mirror with scotch tape. It was brief
but telling:

Dear Al,

I am not doing this in anger. I
merelv want to be where the beds
are made for me. meals are served
and the bathtub is totally unfamiliar.
I want to put my clothes in empty
closets and use new cakes of soap.
I want to hang “do not disturb”
signs on the doors. I know I'm going

to have a wonderful time. Glad you
aren’t here.
I love you,
Janie

For one moment I felt as if 1 had
swallowed prussic acid. I envisioned
Janie alone in some swank resort. She
would wear that white pique number.
She would take off her wedding ring.

Men would buy her martinis. tan men.
muscular men. The crumby beach bums
—who did they think they were. moving
in on my wife! I had to find her. We
were married. weren't we? Okay. If
anyone was going to wine. woo and dine
her. it was going 1o be me. old dog Tray.

I ran through the possibilities and
then it hit me. There was a hotel just
north of Malibu where we had gone after
Sandra was born. We'd left the kids with
her mother and lost a weekend. I smiled
over the memory as I dumped a tooth-
brush and some pajamas in an overnight
kit. She'd be there all right. She had to
be there.

I found her by the swimming pool.
She was wearing a bright pink bathing
suit with lipstick o match. There was a
glass of lemonade with a cherry in it by
her side. I noted with a faint sense of
shock that she had legs. Her eyes were
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closed but she was smiling.
and knelt down beside her.

“Don’t I know you?” I murmured
fervently. “In fact. aren’t you the mother
of my two children?”

She opened her eyes and sat up with
a gasp. "AL" she said.

I didn’t know you had a pink bath.
ing suit.” I said. kissing her on the ear.

“AL"™ she breathed. “are you furi-
ous?”

“Do I act furious?™ I said.

“The cabana faces the ocean.” she
said. taking my hand. *It's got fluores.
cent lights in the bathroom and ice water
in the tap. It’s got sterilized drinking
glasses . . . and a double bed.”

I pulled her to her feet and we start-
ed around the kidney-shaped swimming
pool. “Who says.” I demanded. putting
my arm around her, “‘that there’s no
place like home?” ... THE Exp

I came up

Your Family
Car

(Continued from page 45)
conditioning will be a long time reaching
this level. They point to heaters as an
example. Even today and in cold climate
areas of America the heater is not ac-
cepted by all customers as standard.

Interior safety devices will be promi-
nent on every car sold five years from
now. Passenger-side dashboards will be
completely covered with a thick layer of
shock-absorbent material: virtually all
<harp metal and plastic interior forms
will have disappeared; the steering wheel
universally used will be an adaptation
and improvement on the one Ford has in
its 1956 models.

Some form of seat belt which can
provide restraint at the chest and shoul-
der level of driver and passengers will be
offered. The lap-belt now coming into
use does not give complete protection.
It does, however. do these tbings: (1)
it prevents the rider’s whole body from
being hurled forward; (2) it keeps him
in the car, should the doors be forced
open; (3) it holds the driver at the
wheel, helping him to maintain control of
the car. But it does little to prevent the
terribly dangerous “jackknifing” of the
rider forward from his hips and conse-
quent severe injuries to his head.

Jackknifing can be controlled only
by a belt or harness around the chest or
shoulders. Wearing such harness, driv-
ers have come unhurt out of cars that had
almost literally been rolled into balls of
sheet metal. The alternative is back-
ward-facing seats for passengers. Most
experts cannot believe that turned-around
seats will ever be acceptable. because
many people become nervous if they trav-
el backward, particularly at high speeds.
Nevertheless. a 1956 Chrysler station
wagon has a backward-facing rear seat.

SIZE

Automobile manufacturers believe
that the American customer does not want

a small car and won’t buy one. Oddly.
it costs almost as much to make a “small”
car by Detroit standards—say one the
size of the Nash Rambler—as it does to
make a bigger one. The manufacture of
cars smaller than the Rambler has been
attempted and has not been very success-
ful. The answer to the bruising problems
of city traffic and highway congestion lies
not in smaller automobiles. Detroit au-
thorities maintain. but in better parking
facilities and more highways. (At the
moment we have one car for every 700
feet of roadway in the United States.)

Supporters of the no-small-car argu-
ment say that American automobiles are
built the way the customer wants them.
This is not entirely the case because the
American car buyer until recently has
had no standard of comparison. The in-
dependent rear suspension and fuel in-
jection features mentioned above are
examples. The average American does
not know what these devices are. It is.
therefore, hard to see how he could be
asking for them. It may he argued that
the customer wants what these new fea-
tures will provide—a better ride and more
power—but even this is doubtful. Most
of us can’t use the power we have avail-
able today, and most of us are convinced
that our automobiles furnish a near-
perfect ride now.

The fact of the matter is that the
automobile manfacturers first create the
demand and then satisfy it.

The customers’ choice among Ameri-
can automobiles is small compared with
the variety elsewhere in the world market.
We make no V-4 or V-6 or V-12 engines.
We make no air-cooled engines. We
make no Diesels. Until recently we made
no hemispherical-combustion-chamber en-
gines. We have no front-wheel drive
cars. no rear-engine cars. We have no
independent-rear-suspension automobiles
as yet and no hydraulically-suspended
cars. And we make no really small car.

The first really good small automo-
bile most Americans ever saw was the
Volkswagen. and although it has had al-
most no advertising save word-of-mouth.
it is today much sought-after. particularly
as a second car. and this despite its out-
put of only 36 horsepower. Sales rose
500 ver cent last year. The Nash Metro-

politan. made in England for American
Motors. is still the biggest seller of all
imported automobiles.

ENGINES

Before our automobiles become
smaller, there are going to be some nota-
hle changes in the power plants. Fuel
injection will be the first innovation, and
it will be standard on medium- and high-
priced cars within five yvears. Fuel in-
jection eliminates the carburetor. a
rather clumsy device that has always
been a source of trouble. A fuel injection
system delivers the raw gasoline directly
into the firing chamber. instead of mixing
it with air some distance from the cham-
ber and then piping it in, as the carbure-
tor does.

Fuel injection will increase the
power of the average engine by 25 per
cent and sometimes by more. It produces
incredible acceleration because, when the
driver opens the throttle, the car jumps—
instantly. In even the best carburetor-
fed engines there is a lag while the air-
stream through the pipes builds up
momentum. [n fuelinjection systems the
gasoline is delivered by tiny pumps and
there is no delay whatever in answering
throttle demand. A fuel injection engine
starts instantly in cold weather since, in
effect. it is on full choke.

A dozen variants of the fuel injec-
tion principle are under test in Detroit
now. including the American Hilborn
continuous-flow system used in our racing
cars. Detroit engineers will certainly do
with fuel injection what they have done
with so many other imported ideas:
they’ll make it cheaper and they’ll make
it more reliable.

Obviously. as soon as fuel injection
appears. we are going to see the horse-
power race take another really big jump
—to 400, much more than Grand Prix
racing cars use to produce 200-plus miles
per hour. Because taking the carbure-
tor and its big air-cleaner off the top of
the engine will permit lowering the hood
at least six inches. fuel injection will
make the whole car lower. and to stay in
proportion. it must get smaller at the
same time.

Fuel injection will probably take the
standard reciprocating engine to its ulti-
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mate point of efficiency. After that the
piston engine will join the paddle-wheel
steamer and the hydraulic elevator in the
limbo of obsolescence. It will be point-
‘less to develop it further because the gas
turbine will power our automobiles until
that distant point in the steamy future
when atomic energy takes over—if it ever
does.

The gas turbine will supersede the
gasoline engine, which is one of the worst
imaginable sources of power for small
vehicles.

The gas turbine delivers a smooth,
steady flow of power. It does not deliver
power, as the gasoline engine does, in a
series of violent explosions which must
be harnessed by a fly-wheel, clutch, and
gears. (The automatic transmission is
anattemptto produce, at the cost of great
complexity, the smooth power-flow of a
turbine.)

No jet, the gas turbine is simply a
kind of water wheel turned by the expan-
sive force of burning fuel, any kind of
fuel, but usually kerosene. It derives in
a straight line from the jet engine invent-
ed by the English flier Whittle before
World War II. Every major automotive
company has a gas turbine in the works
today.

The turbine engine is small and,
compared with an internal-combustion en-
gine. simple. In its original form it suf-
fered three major faults: (1) it produced
such terrific amounts of waste heat that
its exhaust blast was dangerous; (2) it
used too much fuel; (3) its turbine wheel
turned at such high speeds (30.000 to
50,000 revolutions per minute) that it
was liable to structural failure.

The first two have been partially
eliminated. Both General Motors and
Chrysler have produced turbines with
exhausts no hotter than the bare hand
can tolerate. This has been done, in
effect, by piping off exhaust heat and
using it to warm up the incoming air.
This cools the exhaust and at the same
time increases fuel efficiency but not. as
yet, enough to get mileage comparable
to a gasoline engine’s.

Before the gas turbine appears in
automobiles there must be a successful
end to the search for a strong enough

turbine wheel—for a reasonably cheap
metal that will be as tough when it’s at
cherry-red heat as the best steel known
today is at room temperature. Maybe
it won’t be a metal at all. The wheel
blades may finally be made of ceramic
material.

When the gas turbine engine is
ready it will be mounted in the rear of
the car where some designers contend the
engine should always have been. Rear-
engined cars put the noise, heat and
exhaust fumes behind the passengers,
where they belong.

Another possibility is the free-piston
engine. General Motors recently showed
a car powered by a version of this engine,
first run by the Spanish designer Pescara
in 1938. The pistons do not transmit
rotary motion to a crankshaft. There are
two pistons in each cylinder. and the
fuel is exploded between them. As they
rush apart, they compress air at the ends
of the cylinders. This aircushion bangs
the pistons back to the center of the
cylinder. and they send the exhaust
gasses rushing into a turbine. which
conveys the power to the road-wheels.
A free-piston engine can burn almost any
fuel.

In five years, then. you'll be driving
a smaller, much lower car. more restrain-
ed in color than today’s, running a fuel
injection engine and having independent
rear suspension. Unless Congress en-
acts a national speed limit, this car may
have 400 horsepower and a top speed of
about 150 miles an hour. You'll be able
to buy four-passenger models of todav’s
U. S. sports cars—cousins to the Old
Packard and Duesenberg double-cowl
phaetons—within two or three years.
Today’s fabric-lined brakes. which are
difficult to cool in passenger-car service,
will have been replaced. perhaps by
disk-brakes operating in the full blast
of the airstream.

The new smaller wheels tomorrow’s
cars are sure to have may complicate the
braking problem. Fourteen-inch wheels
will be offered very soon, and 13-inchers
will come along ultimately. It’s one way
of lowering the cars. Of course. small
wheels are hard on tires. since a 13-
inch circle will revolve more times in a
mile than a 16-inch circle. but the manu-
facturers will take care of this by putting

an equivalent amount of extra life into
the tires.

Eventually the absurdity of the pres-
ent headlight system will force a change
in it. Night driving is partially blind
driving now. since for 20 feet or more.
every time he passes an oncoming
car, a driver is almost totally sightless—
unless he uses the European trick of an
extra single light pointing to the road
shoulder. The answer lies in Polaroid
headlights, which can be 10 times as
brilliant as the present best and at the
same time completely non-offensive to on-
coming drivers. Polaroid headlights ap-
pear only as dim purple disks. But the
change will have to be made simultane-
ously in all cars because only drivers be-
hind Polaroid windshields could tolerate
the brilliance of Polaroid headlights.

In 10 or 15 years the first of the gas-
turbine automobiles will have appeared
in this country. (European authorities
suspect that Mercedes-Benz may be sell-
irg one sooner.) The engine will be in
the rear and the car will be smaller still.
Glass as strong as steel may form the
roof. giving protection from the sun by
changing from clear to colored by molec-
ular activation. Electronic sound-de-
stroyers may make the car utterly silent.
Television will be commonplace. The
interior of the car will be so completely
padded and the passengers so securely
seated that they will have a good chance
of survival in a 50-mile-per-hour collision.

And after 1966? A good long time
after 1966 you may indeed expect the
radar-braked. automatically-controlled ve-
hicle. feeling its way at some incredible
speed over a metallic strip buried in the
concrete of a superhighway. The thing
probably won't even have wheels. Every-
body in Detroit has heard of Dr. Alexan-
der Lippisch’s “Aerodyne.” an aircraft
that supports itself by blasting air down-
ward through louvers set in its floor. At
least one Detroit firm has a working
model. the theory being that it would
operate about three feet off the ground.
Wonderful. No friction. no blowouts, no
tire replacement. no skidding on ice—and
also. no automobile. Because you won't
be driving this contraption—you’ll be
flying it! ... THE Enp

Innocent
Men’s

Reputations

(Continued from page 53)

ber as his defense attorney. Only a few
of the suspended workers had no possible
defense. No one has ever been turned
away for lack of funds. If a person is
reinstated, he can pay his attorney a mod-
est fee, or as in many cases. nothing
at all.”

The Security Risk Committee tackles
any case where there has been a possible
error in the Government’s facts or judg-

ment. no matter how incriminating the
charges may appear to be. In one recent
case, the Bar Association panel success-
fully defended a Government employee
accused of conduct akin to espionage.

On the morning of November 18,
1954, Lawrence B.. a Government em-
ployee for five years. walked into his
office in a Washington federal building
to start another day at his §5500-a-ycar
job as a master electrician.

Only a few seconds after Mr. B. had
taken off his coat. a fellow employee
called: “Larry. the supervisor wants to
see you.” Larry walked to the super-
visor’s office, knocked and entered.

The supervisor had company. the
agency’s personnel officer. Their faces
seemed solemn. The three men ex-
changed “hellos.” then without asking
Larry to sit down. the supervisor handed
him a typewritten sheet of paper.

Larry read it on his feet. His eyes

took in a sentence at a time, then unbe-
lievingly returned and traced each word
again. Incredible phrases flashed up:

“Information which reflects upon
your suitability as a Government em-
ployee from a security viewpoint has
come to the attention of this office. In-
vestigative reports indicate that you have
maintained a close. sympathetic and con-
tinuous association with individuals
whose iuterests are inimical to those of
the United States.

“This has resulted in a determina-
tion that your continued employment is
not clearly consistent with the best in-
terests of the United States Government.
and pursuant to Public Law 733. Execu-
tive Order 10450, vou are hereby advised
that it is proposed to effect your removal
from duty.

“You have the right to answer these
charges in writing within 30 days from
date and have the right to a hearing at



which you may appear personally. Mean-
while you are hereby suspended from
employment in this agency without pay
as of 8:30 a.M., November 18. 1954.”

Larry looked up for some sign that
the men didn’t believe what was on the
paper. But the personnel officer told him
curtly: “Turn in your badge. You can
answer the charges if you want.”

During the next few days Larry and
his wife isolated themselves in their sub-
urban Washington home and tried to
make sense of the madness that had
forced its way into their lives.

The two specific Government charges
grew more ominous each time Larry read
them aloud to himself:

1. You and your wife have attended
social functions at the Soviet Embassy in
Washington.

2. In 1951 you proposed to another
person that he arrange to have certain
services performed for the Soviet Em-
bassy. for which he would be paid a fee.

“That second charge is an outright
lie.” Larry told his wife. “And that first
one is something the Government should
know all about. We went to that party
as part of a business deal suggested by
the Government.”

After the initial shock wore off,
Lawrence B. moved to defend his good
name. lis American Legion commander
made a direct appeal to the agency,
staunchly defending Lawrence’s patriot-
ism and loyalty. An attorney friend point-
ed out that in a sense he was “guilty” un-
less he could prove himself “innocent.”
instead of the other way around. Accord-
ing to the Guvernment's interpretation of
President Eisenhower's Executive Order
10450, the burden of proof rests with the
employee rather than with the Govern-
ment agency making the charge.

Larry managed to get a number of
postponements. but he still had no idea
of how to fight the charges. Days, weeks
passed, until on the morning of January
12, 1955, he noticed a newspaper story
that was to alter his life. It told of the
formation of the Bar Association’s Se-
curity Risk Committee. He called Jim
Mclnerney immediately.

Within a few days Lawrence B. had
been thoroughly interviewed by Mclner-
ney and members of his staff and. without
any discussion about fees. had been as-
signed to one of the 35 attorneys on the
panel. The attorney was 40-year-old
Grant Stetter (one of the oldest panel
members). Like most of his colleagues
on the Security Risk Committee. Stetter
has had much experience in investigative
work. While a student he had worked
as an FBI clerk and had been named a
special agent on his admission to the bar.
Stetter later served as an FBI supervisor
handling internal security investigations
during World War II. In 1952, he left
the Bureau for private law practice.

“When Lawrence B. first came to
me.” Grant Stetter said. “his story was
surprisingly simple. After his discharge
from service in 1946. he had gone to work
for a respectable Washington firm that
did various construction and service jobs
for the Soviet Embassy. The firm had
agreed to the contract in 1944, at the re-
quest of the War Labor Board. as a
courtesy to our “ally.” Before long,

Lawrence had been promoted to foreman.
In 1946, his company’s department heads
and their wives were invited to the annual
celebration of the October Revolution. a
formal affair at the Soviet Embassy.
Larry and his wife attended, as did a
large member of prominent government
officials.

But the second allegation stymied
Stetter. “Larry had left the firm in 1950,
before the date of the second charge,”
he explained. “All I could think of was
that someone was trying to use the se-
curity program to settle a grievance with
my client and had invented a story. I
petitioned the agency for the name of the
informant. The agency refused.”

Steuer drew heavily on his FBI
training. He questioned Larry, hammer-
ing away at every year of his life. hoping
Larry could find a lead to the informer.
After two 12-hour sessions. Larry told
Stetter he was confident that the informer
was a former neighbor who had once
worked in the Government agency in
which Larry was employed. He had
helped Larry get his job and seemed to
expect perpetual hospitality in return.
He would drop in at Larry’s home at any
hour. unannounced, and help himself to
the family liquor stock. When Larry
finally resisted his “sociability.” the
neighbor became enraged and the two
men had an open break.

“Our suspected informant had moved
to a Virginia suburb.” Stetter explained.
“I found the new address. but he wasn’t
there. His relatives were strangely si-
lent about his whereabouts. A few days
later we found out why. He was in the
mental ward of a Virginia hospital.”

From what Larry and Stetter could
reconstruct, the informant had taken in-
formation to an acquaintance in a sena-
tor’s office. When the FBI investigated,
they apparently interviewed the inform-
ant and. not knowing that he was the
original source. considered his testimony
as corroboration of the report.
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Stetter dialed the agency’s security
officer and asked him whether the inform-
ant in the Lawrence B. case wasn’t in the
mental ward of a Virginia hospital.

There was no direct answer. But a
month later, the security officer tele-
phoned Stetter’s office: “Mr. Stetter, I
believe we can settle this case without
a hearing.”

On April 3, 1955, Lawrence B. was
completely cleared of all charges, rein-
stated in his job and presented with a
$2,400 government check for back pay.

Lawrence B. is but one of the bene-
ficiaries of this unusual organization of
attorneys. Thusfar 21 persons have been
cleared after hearings, and three have
been reinstated after informal consulta-
tions between the defense attorneys and
the Government agencies.

Chairman Mclnerney is proud of the
committee. “We’d like to have helped
even more people,” he says. “but it was
too late for some. Many men and women
who would otherwise have been cleared
tried to defend themselves without coun-
sel and lost. Some forfeited their rights
by not answering in 30 days. others re-
signed because they thought it would be
the best way to save embarrassment.
Now these cases are permanently closed.

“I'm afraid.” Mclnerney continued.
“that early in the program people didn't
realize the gravity of the situation. Now
most of them can never again get jobs in
reputable firms. The flimsiest check of
their background—possibly even a credit
check—will now reveal the security
charges. We're doing what we can to see
that this doesn’t happen to other innocent
Americans.”

Surprisingly, the bar association’s
committee was first suggested by a Gov-
ernment administrator involved in ad-
ministering the security program. Dur-
ing the week of September 1, 1954, the
case of Abraham Chasanow, the Navy
Hydrographic Office employee who had
been unjustly accused of being a security
risk, came to the attention of F. Trow-
bridge vom Baur, the General Counsel
of the U. S. Navy.

Vom Baur had been mulling over
some basic inequities in the security pro-
gram. and the Chasanow case crystallized
them in his mind. Vom Baur recalled
the events that led to the formation of the
Security Risk Committee.

“On a trip to the west coast to ob-
serve our industrial security program. |
noticed that 40 per cent of the workers
accused of being security risks were not
represented by lawyers.” says vom Baur.
“Either they couldn’t afford it, or they
couldn’t find reputable men.

“Security cases today are complex.
Public opinion regarding them is strong.
I came to the conclusion that competent
legal representation was essential if we
were to avoid miscarriages of justice. I
contacted James H. Smith. Jr.. Assistant
Secretary of the Navy, and told him that
I thought the organized bar would volun-
teer its services. Mr. Smith gave his
personal approval. I also contacted
Loyd Wright. then President of the
American Bar Association. and Charles
Murray. then President of the District of
Columbia Bar. Each pledged the sup-
port of his organization.
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My friends wondered what sized
baby I was expecting when they
saw me knitting these tiny “boot-

ees” The mystery was solved

when Jeffrey was born and they
received these announcements.

MRs. RoxaLp H. ALLEN

New York, N. Y.

@ REDBOOK will pay $50 for each baby

used. A must
be original and must have been actually
used to announce the birth of a child of

the contributor. Announcements must be
submitted within six months after the
date of birth, and cannot be returned or
acknowledged.

Entries should be sent o Department A,
Redbook Magazine, 230 Park Avenue,
New York 17, N. Y. All published entries
become the property of the McCall Corpo-
ration, the publishers of REDBOOK.

“Several meetings were held in
Washington. Out of them came a plan
for a committee of attorneys who would
aid ‘security risks,’ the first committee of
its kind. On December 31st. Secretary
Smith informed me that the White House
had given its approval of the plan.”

A few weeks later the District of
Columbia Bar Association set up its Se-
curity Risk Committee and the American
Bar Association approved the plan in
principle for all its member bar associa-
tions. Immediately, 35 Washington at-
torneys (average age, 35; six men under
30) —mostly former FBI agents and De-
partment of Justice prosecutors (Repub-
licans. Democrats, and Independents)—
volunteered their time, talent and out-of-
pocket expenses to serve on the panel.

Frank J. Delany, former Solicitor of
the Post Office, donated the use of his
office and staff at 1317 F. Street, N.W.,
to serve as committee headquarters. The
committee has given some 3.000 hours of
legal time and defended cases not only
in Washington, but also before the East-
ern Industrial Personnel Security Board
in New York, which oversees defense
workers’ security.

One of the most active members of
the bar association panel is 34-year-old
Martin J. McNamara Jr., who has worked
on some of the committee’s toughest
cases. A World War II veteran with an
attractive wife and five children, Mec-
Namara attended the Georgetown For-
eign Service School and Georgetown Uni-

| versity Law School on the GI Bill of

Rights. He got a job as an attorney in
the Justice Department after graduation,

| and in 1948, at the age of 28, was ap-

pointed an Assistant U. S. Attorney for
the Washington area. In 1953, he opened
his private law practice.

Tall, soft-spoken McNamara has suc-
cessfully defended three accused Gov-
ernment employees. Many government
cases seem to be based on hearsay evi-
dence, but in one recent case, McNamara
had to combat evidence which seemed to
include a Communist Party card.

“A suspended employee of a legisla-
tive agency was sent to me by Mr. Mec-
Inerney’s office,” McNamara recalled.
“He had been a waiter and bus boy in a
Washington cafeteria and then a shop
steward in his cafeteria union. In 1942
he had left for a Government job. and
after serving in World War II, had re-
turned to Government wark in 1945.”

The charges against McNamara’s
client, John R., included: 1. Your name
has appeared on a list of the Cafeteria
Branch of the Communist Party. 2. In
1941, the Citizens Committee Against Po-
lice Brutality had a parade preceding a
demonstration at which known Commu-
nists spoke. The license number of your
car was noted in that parade. 3.In 1948
your name was on a list of contacts in
the possession of known Communists.
4. In 1941 your name was on a list be-
lieved to be a mailing list of the Daily
Forker.

“I suggest you resign now,” the se-
curity officer told John. “If you’re not a
security risk, then your wife surely is.”

The charges against Mrs. R., who
wasn’t a Government worker, related to
alleged Communist activities including

attendance at a picnic sponsored by a
Red-front group and the ultimate proof
of disloyalty — her Communist Party
membership card for 1944-45. A photo-
static copy was sent to McNamara.

“I called in John R. and his wife,”
McNamara explained, “and we went over
his life history.

“John denied membership or even
known participation of any kind with
Reds. He denied subscribing to or re-
ceiving the Daily Worker. He admitted
knowing some of the people he was ac-
cused of associating with, but he knew
them from union activities—not as Reds.
Others he didn’t know at all. He swore
he had never belonged to any subversive
group.”

The charge that his license plate
number had been noted in a “Commu-
nist” demonstration surprised John. “I
remember reading about the shooting of
two boys by Washington Police,” he told
McNamara, “and that there was to be a
big funeral at a local church. But it
was some time ago, and I don’t remember
if I was there. I don’t know anything
about a Communist demonstration.”

Mrs. R. also denied all the charges
against her. When confronted by Mc-
Namara with the photostat of her alleged
Communist Party card, she denied that
it was hers. In fact, she asserted that
what supposedly was her signature on
the card wasn't even in her handwriting.
Mrs. R. remembered attending the picnic
some 12 years ago. An acquaintance
had given her two free tickets, but she
hadn’t known any one there.

“I pointed out to both of them that
there was a severe jail penalty for per-
jury.” McNamara continued. “At the
hearing they would be risking perjury,
while the people who supplied the infor-
mation wouldn’t even have to appear.

“I contacted Charles A. Appel, a
former FBI agent with 25 years experi-
ence as one of the top document and
handwriting experts in America. He had
testified for the Government in the Lind-
bergh kidnapping case. He examined
known specimens of Mrs. R’s handwrit-
ing and compared it with ‘her signature’
on the Communist Party card. He de-
termined that the signature wasn’t hers.”

“Regarding the false Communist
membership card.” McNamara continued,
“I theorized that Mrs. R. was the victim
of an incidental acquaintance who, un-
known to her was an overzealous Com-
munist recruiter who had signed her up
without her permission, knowledge, or
signature. John's appearance on alleged
lists, if true, was probably similarly the
result of inadvertent contact with a few
pro-Communists in the cafeteria move-
ment years ago.”

John R.’s security hearing was held
in March 1955. McNamara submitted
his affidavits, Mr. Appel’s testimony about
the handwriting on the Communist mem-
bership card and a number of witnesses
on behalf of the Rs. including the pastors
of both their churches.

The government had notified Mec-
Namara that there would be a witness
against his client (quite unusual in secu-
rity bearings). They produced an agent
who had secretly worked for our Govern-
ment in the Communist movement. She



testified that she had seen Mrs. R. at the
picnic 12 years ago, and although she
could not specifically identify her as a
Communist, she had heard her name
mentioned by another woman.

“I immediately checked the city di-
rectory and found this woman,” McNa-
mara said. “She stated that never before
had she met or heard of my client’s wife,
Mrs. R

Shorlly after the hearing ended,
the board returned with its decision: “The
continued employment of John R. is clear-
ly consistent with the best interests of
national security.” He was reinstated
and given all his back pay.

Counsel McNamara points out that
relations between the Government agen-
cies and the defense panel have been
exceptionally cordial. “I suppose that,
because we are former FBI men and
Government prosecutors working on an
official bar association project, the Gov-
ernment feels it can trust us.”

Many of the panel members who
have spent the past year in intimate con-
tact with security cases have developed
strong opinions about the conduct of the
program. Frederick T. M. Crowley, 35-
year-old former FBI agent and cofounder
of the “Ike and Dick Clubs of America”
during the 1952 presidential campaign, is
among the most vocal.

“I don’t believe a person should be
dismissed from Government service un-
less the Government has specific allega-
tions which it can prove with specific
facts,” says Crowley. “The Government
contends a hearing is not a court; never-
theless, a man loses his career and repu-
tation if he is not cleared.”

The Security Risk Committee has
no intention of becoming embroiled in the
political controversy over the security
program. “Just recently we turned down
an invitation to appear before the Sen-
ate’s Johnston Committee, which is look-
ing into the program,” says Mclnerney.
“We have, however, spoken to Govern-
ment officials informally and have sug-
gested changes in procedure that will add
safeguards for accused Government em-
ployees. I believe it has helped.”

The judiciary, bar and Government
administrators have been unanimous in
their praise of the committee’s work. The
Navy Department now includes in all
suspension notices a statement that de-
fense is available from the Security Risk
Committee. But no one, perhaps, has
heralded committee members more elo-
quently than a Department of Interior
employee who owes his good name to
their skill and hard work. On May 5,
1955, he wrote to Charles Murray, then
president of the District of Columbia Bar
Association:

“I am writing to express my everlast-
ing gratitude to your association for com-
ing to the aid of persons such as myself,
who suddenly find themselves in circum-
stances entirely beyond individual con-
trol.

“It is certain that the activities of
your committee will bring great credit to
the legal profession for it surely repre-
sents the highest ethics of human rela-
tions.” ... THE E~p

wonderfully soothing lanolin.

Redbook Magazine August 1956 81

The difference

between this...
and this...

ig often this...

S
Chafo-Guard your baby...

with the only powder containing a
special ingredient that neutralizes
the irritants in body moisture.

Safs-Guard your baby...

with the finest, purest baby oil
there is, specially blended with




82
REDBOOK
RECOMMENDS

-ﬁnMAMMﬂM

Frozen Sandwiches
for last-minute
freshness with
no last-minute fuss

To save time: When vou've mixed a
bowl of filling or sliced the leftover
roast, line up the slices of bread and
assemble the sandwiches with the neat
efficiency of a skilled counterman. Wrap
them in foil, freezer cellophane, poly-
ethylene bags or saran. Don't forget to
use a drugstore fold and make them
airtight. Label the sandwiches with the
kind and date: then tuck them in the
freezer, where they’ll keep their freshly-
made flavor for three to four weeks.

For best results: Butter the bread
well, so fillings won't soak in. Meat,
fish, poultry, peanut butter, hard
cheeses and egg yolks make excellent
fillings. Chop egg whites very fine. You
can use mayonnaise if you mix it into
the filling. Avoid soft cheeses and jellies
for sandwiches that are to be frozen.

To thaw: The frozen sandwiches will
thaw at room temperature in about an
hour. They'll be fine if you pack a
lunch in the morning to be eaten at
noon. Let them thaw in their wrappings.

For extra zip: Add lettuce, onion
rings, green pepper, sliced tomato or
extra mayonnaise just before serving.

Hilustrated by Demny Hompeon

. Ingrid
Bergman

(Continued from page 39)
but not two. I must do a picture with
this man!” And I sat down and wrote to
him that, if he ever had a part for an
actress who couldn’t say anything in
Italian except ‘Io ti amo,” I'd be happy to
work for him.”

She met Rosselliniin 1948. She had
gone to London to make “Under Capri-
corn” for Alfred Hitchcock, and her hus-
band was with her. Together they flew to
Paris, and Rossellini came up from Rome
to confer with them. He was ready to do
a movie in which Ingrid Bergman would
star.

Since he spoke Italian and she spoke
English, they conversed through an in-
terpreter. In a few sentences. Rossellini
outlined the plot he had in mind. He had
no script. All he ever needed, he explain-
ed, was an idea for a picture. Then he
made it as a spider does a web, spinning
the thread as he went—casting on the
spot, writing scenes a few days before
they were to be filmed, improvising all the

“I’ll have to fit the picture into my
other commitments,” she told him. “Can
you give me some idea of how long the
shooting will take? Ten weeks? Fif-
teen?”

“I’ll try to do it in ten weeks,” he
said reluctantly, “if that’s what you want.
But what can I possibly do with all that
time?”

Next the actress wanted to know
whether Rossellini expected to make many
retakes. He asked, “What are retakes?”

Astonished, Ingrid Bergman explain-
ed that she was referring to those scenes
that have to be filmed a second time, after
the director had seen the first version in
the projecting room and has found them
unsatisfactory.

Rossellini shrugged. “Before I do a
scene,” he said, “I know what I want, and
that’s what I get. Why should I have to
do it a second time?”

The boldness of his approach ap-
pealed to her enormously. She was ac-
customed to the conventional Hollywood
technique, which requires a script, com-
plete with camera angles, and a shooting
schedule that is planned as precisely as a
military operation. Rossellini’s methods
promised the opportunity to participate in
shaping the picture, to work more freely
with the emotions of the story. Although
her friends thought she was. to quote her,
“off my nut” she was determined to make
a picture with Rossellini. RKO eventu-
ally negotiated to finance the film.

Early in 1949, Rossellini flew to New
York to accept the Film Critics’ award
| for “Paisan” and then continued out to

California. where he was the Lindstroms’
| guest. Final arrangements were made
for the filming of “Stromboli” to begin in
March.

Even among Hollywood gossips there

wasn’t any talk at this time of difficulties
between the Lindstroms. Yet there was
evidence of impending trouble. Both in
their careers and their outside interests,
Ingrid Bergman and Peter Lindstrom had
steadily been moving in opposite direc-
tions.

Both were temperamentally well suit-
ed to their professions. Lindstrom was
cool, clinical and self-contained—excel-
lent traits for a surgeon. They also
served him well as his wife’s business
manager. She, on the other hand, was
impetuous, emotional and anything but
self-contained. Without warmth and com-
panionship, Ingrid Bergman, like most
women, was bound to grow increasingly
unhappy, without necessarily being aware
of why she was unhappy.

For a while, her career filled the gap.
Once that failed to satisfy her emotional
needs, however, the problem grew critical.
Her husband, deeply involved in his own
proYession, had little in common with her.
When occasionally she went east, seeking
relaxation, he didn’t join her because he
was too busy.

The marriage bond, as psychologists
point out, is the bond of shared experi-
ences that hold a family together. For
Peter and Ingrid Lindstrom, the bond had
already been stretched to the breaking
point. As for their daughter, Pia, the Lind-
stroms had made a well-intentioned effort
to keep her life orderly and unaffected
by her mother’s fame. What Ingrid Berg-
man had not foreseen. however, was that
in so doing she would be cut off from her
daughter. They, too. had shared too few
experiences.

When Ingrid Bergman left the United
States by plane that day in March, 1949,
her husband and her daughter were re-
moved from her by more than miles.
None of them knew it yet.

In three months, the whole world
would know.

At the airport in Rome, Rossellini
was waiting. Until that moment nei-
ther had been conscious of any stronger
attraction than would naturally exist be-
tween a beautiful woman, who was mar-
ried and a mother, and an appreciative
man. And when they faced one another
for the third time in their lives. it would
be an exaggeration to say that they knew
they were in love. She was 31; he was 40,
and both were far too mature for an idea
so superficially romantic. Yet their very
maturity warned them that they were
much too intensely aware of each other’s
presence.

“It’s hard to untangle what you think
now from what you thought in the past,”
said Ingrid Bergman with quiet earnest-
ness, “but it’s true that for a long time,
longer perhaps than I've ever admitted
to myself, something had been dead inside
me. I never knew what it was exactly.
Something was missing from my work,
my life at home—from my life. Yet what-
ever was wrong, it wasn't wrong enough
to force a change. Until Roberto.”

The words came more quickly. “I
probably loved him from the time that I
first saw his pictures. Oh, it wasn’t the
kind of thing that comes on you suddenly.
I never thought. ‘God, I'm inlove!” Noth-
ing like that. I just felt as though I had
known Roberto for years. He was easy



to talk to and interesting to listen to.
Most of all. he was alive. and he made me
feel alive!”

To make their picture, they went to
Stromboli. the grim black island 30 miles
off the north coast of Sicily. On the
slopes of this dving volcano. Ingrid Berg-
man and Roberto Rossellini were almost
immediately engulfed by their own emo-
tions. Throughout the month of April they
were inseparable. and the love between
them became the single. most profound
thing in their lives. Respecting it. cher-
ishing it. they refused to turn it into a
furtive affair. They walked everywhere
on the island, hand in hand.

“But a decision had to be made at
that time,” Ingrid Bergman said, “and I
alone had to make it. I knew then that
I was in love with Roberto. Should I
have given him up and given up my life
for my daughter’s sake? Because that’s
what it came down to. What would my
sacrifice have meant to her? In my heart
I knew that, even if I struggled not to. I'd
still always think of it that way—as the
sacrifice I'd made for Pia.

“I'don’t want to avoid the main point,
though. My decision was a selfish one.
I made it for my own sake. I put my hap-
piness first. But I never dreamed it
would end up as itdid—never! I thought
sensible people could get divorced and be
reasonable about everything. It never en-
tered my head that I'd encounter such
bitterness and that I'd lose Pia. I thought
she’d be with me some of the time and
her father the rest of the time. I thought
he and I could remain friends.

“Was I wrong to believe it would be
that way? Aren't lots of people divorced,
and don’t they behave decently to one
another?” In that spirit, Ingrid Bergman
wrote a painful letter to her husband,
asking for a divorce.

At first, Peter Lindstrom refused
to discuss the subject or grant a divorce.

When she made clear that she would
not accept his answer. he flew to Sicily.
It was by then the first week in May. In
the city of Messina’s Hotel Reale, Peter
Lindstrom, Ingrid Bergman and Roberto
Rossellini talked through the night. trying
to resolve their conflict. But Dr. Lind-
strom would not yield.

At his departure, 24 hours later,
nothing was decided. Dr. Lindstrom still
insisted that his wife “come to her senses,”
finish the picture and return home.

For both Ingrid Bergman and Ros-
sellini. this was by now an emotional im-
possibilitv. No matter what else happened
from then on. one thing they knew for
certain—they could not be separated.

She herself might not be able to ex-
plain her subsequent actions. She knew
only how she felt. But how she acted was
completely consistent with her character.

As her friend. Jean Renoir, the fa-
mous film director. has observed. “In-
grid is the most completely honest woman
I have ever met. Her thinking is abso-
lutely straight. She won’t hedge or pre-
tend or lie. She won’t even make things
more pleasant than they are. If I come
on the set and she thinks I look like the
wrath of God and that I need a bath. she
says so. Just like that.

“Now, it’s certainly no secret that
many girls in Hollywood have lovers.

But it's kept hushed up. and that’s con-
sidered all right. This kind of hypocrisy
simply doesn’t exist for Ingrid. If she
loves someone, she would no more try to
hide it than she would try to keep the sun
from coming up.

“All that counts for Ingrid.” conclud-
ed Renoir. “is her feeling that something
is right. If she feels that it’s right. then
even before she knows it to be right. she
acts.” Although many people would ques-
tion the wisdom and the morality of such
behavior. it is difficult not to admire In-
grid Bergman's courage in facing the con-
sequences of her actions. By the end of
May. the “Bergman-Rossellini romance.”
as the newspapers phrased it. was being
served up. piping hot. to the public.
Movie columnists happily fed it to their
readers, and reporters. seeking new quotes
as added spice, plagued her persistently
but futilely.

A more enterprising pair of newsmen
used all their cleverness and guile to
worm a comment from another member
of the Lindstrom family. Dressed as
broom sellers. they went to a Minnesota
farm and tried to coax a statement from
bewildered young Pia.

When Ingrid Bergman learned of
this. she was furious. “That was inhu-
man,” she protested and then. comment-
ing on her lack of privacy. she said. “A
movie star is a ridiculous commercial
product; the public tells you what to do.
One women’s group wrote to me that I
had once been a perfect example for
mothers and now I was .a horrible ex-
ample. They saw me in ‘Joan of Arc’
and thought I was a saint. I'm not. I'm
just a human being.”

She had uttered those words in Au-
gust. 1949, In 1956, sitting in her ho-
tel suite and remembering the painful
past. she spoke again of people who had
thought she was a saint. and again she
remarked that she wasn’t, that she was
just a human being. Then she added one
sentence.

“And human beings,” she said quiet-
ly, “make mistakes.”

On December 12. 1949, columnist
Louella Parsons reported the rumor that
Ingrid Bergman was expecting a baby in
three months.

Discussing this. the actress’s face
darkened. It was the only moment, dur-
ing many hours of conversation that con-
stantly touched on sensitive subjects. in
which she revealed any resentment. And
it wasn’t directed at the columnist.

“I don’t know how she found out.”
she said in a low. emotionally charged
voice. “I don’t know who would have
told her. And I don’t erer want to know.”

The published rumor of Ingrid Berg-
man’s pregnancy destroyed the last hope
of privacy that she and Rossellini had
had. In the months that followed. the
couple found themselves locked in the
public pillory of the press. subjected to
incrediblevilification. The day the rumor
was printed. photographers converged on
the house on Via Bruno Buozzi. where she
was living in Rossellini’s apartment. They
patrolled the front of the house, day and
night.

They might just as well have pad-
locked Ingrid Bergman inside the apart-
ment. For two solid months. she remained
their prisoner. She dared not leave.
Once she tried it. on a mild sunny day in
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January. when no photographers were in
sight. Rossellini went to get the car to
drive her to the country, and she came
downstairs to wait.

A cameraman. concealed behind a
wall. snapped a few pictures and then
rushed at her for close-ups. She fled. and
he pursued her to the corner where he
managed to take another picture. He left
her. then. sobbing with humiliation and
helplessness.

This important contribution to photo-
journalism was sent around the world.
In one American tabloid, the picture was
printed under a five-word question: “Is
she or isn’t she?”

As unpleasant as the photographers’
apartment-house vigil had been, it was
nothing compared to the degrading spec-
tacle that followed in February. A fac-
tual account of the attempted exploitation
of the birth of Ingrid Bergman’s child
sounds not quite sane.

On February 2. 1950, the actress was
driven by her physician to the Villa
Margherita Clinic. and there she had a
son. Renato Roberto Justus Giuseppe—
afterward called Robertino. By some
odd chance the photographers had not
been in front of the house when she left
and. when they learned where she was.
they launched a full-scale attack upon the
hospital. By midnight. they were massed
at the gate, shouting to be admitted. A
few tried to scale the stone wall. Rome’s
riot squad raced over in jeeps to restore
law and order.

Ingri(l Bergman is a strong. healthy
woman. She had to be. Just a few hours
after giving birth. she heard the clamor at
the front gate as the hospital’s nuns kept
the photographers at bay. The next day
she heard noise and angry voices within
the hospital itself. Later she learned that
the Villa Margherita’s director had ad-
mitted the cameramen in the mistaken
hope that they might be satisfied with a
few photos of the hospital’s facilities. In-
stead they had dashed off through the cor-
ridors. chased by indignant nuns and
attendants. One man had been collared
right at the door to the Rossellini suite.
After that. the recuperating mother had
her rooms guarded by armed carabinieri.

During the next 12 days, she lived in
gloom. Electric lights burned constantly.
She could not open the blinds because,
mounted in windows across the street,
cameras with telescopic lenses were train-
ed like artillery on the Villa Margherita.

Nuns told her of being offered bribes
of a million lire to let pictures be taken
of the newborn child. And from report-
ers and photographers, she received let-
ters begging for pictures and statements.

She never had her radio on. but if
she had, she might have heard the pro-
gram on which her obstetrician discussed
her childbirth in considerable detail.

“I thought it might be over when I
left the hospital,” she recalled ruefully,
“but I was wrong. So wrong! No sooner
was | back in our apartment than those
men parked outside the door again. A
month went by, two, three—and still they
hounded us. I couldn’t even take my
baby out for a walk!

“I didn’t know how much more of it
I could take. If they had been delib-
erately trying to drive me crazy, they
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An Accurate Measure
of a tested recipe
for perfect results

The only way to copy a recipe in
vour own kitchen is to use the same
standard measures that were used in
the test kitchen that developed it.

For flour: Use standard dry measures
that come in one-cup. half-, third-, and
quarter-cup sizes. Sift flour first: spoon
it lightly into the right-sized cup. Do
NOT shake or tap it. Level it off with
a spatula or the back of a case knife.

For liquids: Use a lipped glass cup
with standard measures marked on it
for ounces and parts of a cup. Place it
on a firm surface at eye level to gauge
the amount of liquid you poured. The
pint-sized cup is useful for many recipes.

TN

For shortening: Either pack the
shortening into the right-sized dry-
measure cup and level it off; or use the
water displacement method. For ex-
ample, to measure ¥s cup shortening,
put ¥s cup water in a glass measuring
cup, and add shortening until the water
level reaches the 1 cup mark. Drain
all of the water from the shortening.

“Teaspoon’ and *‘tablespoon” in
a recipe mean standard measuring
spoons, not the ones used on the
table. A small difference in the
amounts of certain ingredients
makes a big difference in a tested
recipe. Alicays lovel the measure.

Illustrated by Denny Hampson

couldn’t have done a better job. And
Roberto—poor Roberto! They left him
with a souvenir of this ugly period in our
lives—ulcers.”

During the terrible months from De-
cember, 1949, through June. 1950, both
the actress and the director had been ex-
coriated in the American press. Reli-
gious, political and civic leaders were
freely quoted in condemnation of the
couple’s conduct. A U. S. Senator in the
halls of Congress, raked Rossellini and—
after magnanimously conceding that In-
grid Bergman was “one of my favorite
actresses”-—denounced her as well.

“‘Out of Ingrid Bergman’s ashes,
perhaps a better Hollywood will come,” ”
she quoted him, her voice calm and
slightly amused. “Well, I hope so. What
he said about me doesn’t matter. I
haven't been to Hollywood in a long time
now, but it would be nice to think that
it’s a better place today than it was then.”

Her voice grew more urgent. “I've
never been able to understand all the fuss.
All right, I had a baby before I was mar-
ried. It’s not the first time that ever hap-
pened to a woman, and it's not the last.
You hear about it every week. It's too
bad, but there itis. And if the two people
love one another and marry, and if they
have a happy family, isn’t that what
counts? Anyone can make a mistake.
It's how they act after the mistake that
should be judged, if you ask me.”

Reflecting over her long ordeal, In-
grid Bergman didn’t find it difficult to
single out the most painful experience of
all. Whathurt most wasnot what others
had done to her. It was what she had
had to do to someone else.

“The worst part,” she revealed, “was
in having to hurt my daughter. To do
that to her, knowing it wasn’t her fault—
I was sick over it. Nothing that has ever
happened in my whole life has made me
feel half so rotten.”

She made no mention of the unsuc-
cessful court battle with her former hus-
band to keep partial custody of her
daughter. And she did not speak of the
heartbreaking arguments that had been
used against her.

In talking about her daughter, Ingrid
Bergman’'s voice remained firm, but she
spoke more slowly. “She doesn’t call her-
self Pia any more. We made up that
name, my husband and I. We didn’t
know there was any such Italian name.
We just took the initials of his first two
names, P and A, and I for Ingrid, and
made Pia.

“She never liked it. Her friends
made fun of the name—you know how
kids are. So she’s Jenny Ann now. Her
best friend was called Jenny Ann. so she
picked that to be her name, too!”

She shook her head and frowned.
“I've written and promised her that I
won'’t discuss her for papers or anything.
I must stop.”

Ingrid Bergman and Roberto Rossel-
lini were married on May 30, 1950, in
Juarez, Mexico. They weren’t there for
the ceremony. They were in Rome,
where they had first gone to church and
then returned to their apartment to await
word that they had been legally wedded
by proxy. A long-distance telephone call
notified them of the fact.

It was, as the actress herself con-
ceded. “a strange sort of marriage,” but

the couple had had no alternative. When
Dr. Lindstrom persisted in refusing the
divorce she requested, she had obtained a
Mexican decree. Italy would not author-
ize a wedding. however, unless Sweden
certified that Ingrid Bergman was free to
marry. Since Sweden doesn’t recognize
Mexican divorces and hadn't acted on her
application for a Swedish divorce, she was
still considered her first husband’s wife.
The only recourse had been a marriage by
proxy in Mexico.

Few people in love have had to over-
come more obstacles in their struggle for
the right to live together and rear a
family.

This year, Ingrid and Roberto Ros-
sellin: celebrated their sixth wedding an-
niversary, together with their children,
six-year-old Robertino and the four-year-
old twins, Isotta Ingrid Frieda Giuliana
and Isabella Fiorella Electra Giovanna.

Robertino is a graceful, extremely
handsome boy. His sisters are cute and
cheerful. two little sunbeams who look
nothing like each other. One of the twins
is the image of her mother.

The Rossellinis are a closely-knit
family. Their unity springs from two
sources—Ingrid’s determination not to let
her profession separate her from those
she loves. as had happened in America,
and Roberto’s strong sense of family

solidarity.
“We've taken the children with us
everywhere,” their mother explained.

During the past 18 months, we've had to
travel all over Europe, and the kids have
loved it. You should see them when they
get into a new hotel, pushing the buttons,
opening doors, exploring the place from
top to bottom!

“I remember once, after we'd been on
the road for almost a year, when we re-
turned to our home in Rome for a rest.
The children went into their room and
found the toys they hadn’t seen in so long,
and they were as happy as if they’d been
turned loose in a toy shop. I wondered.
then, whether we were being unfair in
taking them along with us, and I was glad
they would be settled for a while.

“That night I mentioned to them at
supper that I had a short engagement in
Naples and would be away for a few days.
That was all I said. Later, when I went
into their room, I found them stuffing
things into their suitcases. I asked what
they were doing.

“‘We're packing.” Robertino explain-
ed. ‘We're going to Naples, too!’

“People told us not to take the chil-
dren on tour. They said we shouldn’t
make the kids suffer because of our pro-
fession. Well, I'd heard that before. I
never took Pia anywhere with me. This
time I wanted my children with n.e—and
it’s the right way.

“Moving from place to place doesn’t
give kids a feeling of insecurity, because
security isn't a place—it’s a person. If
you love your kids and keep them under
your wing, you can travel anywhere. The
truth is, children adjust faster, better and
more happily to new surroundings than
grownups do.”

In the Rossellini suite in Paris, there
was evidence that the children were on
hand. The sitting room, ornately fur-
nished by the hotel. had childish pencil



drawings plastered with Scotch tape to a
huge wall mirror.

“Robertino put those up there,” his
mother said, and she laughed. “They are
his works of art. The other day Marc
Chagall visited us and gave us one of
his recent sketches—you know how fanci-
ful he is! Robertino decided he could
do as well, and he’s been hard at work
ever since. He calls himself Robertino
Chagall!”

One reason why the Rossellini chil-
dren are perfectly content to roam the
Continent with their parents is that they
are three in number and thus form their
own play group. They also share in their
parents’ careers. They have seen a few
of their mother’s movies and have been
taken several times to watch her perform
as Joan of Arc, a non- smgmg role, in the
opera thelr father directed, Joan at the
Stake.”

“Let someone at home light a ciga-
rette lighter,” Ingrid Bergman com-
mented, “and one of the children will
begin reciting my part at the point where
Joan is about to be burned at the stake!
I think Robertino, though, is more im-
pressed by the conductor. We keep find-
ing'him off in a corner, leading an orches-
tra!

“Seriously, though, I think it’s a good
idea for them to see me on the stage.
I've shown them people in front of the
box office, and I've explained that Mommy
is paid with the money these people use
to buy tickets, and that’s how she’s able
to get them new shoes. I think the chil-
dren should understand what it means to
work for a living.”

Ingrid and Roberto Rossellini have
been working hard and earnestly for a
living—and for the sake of the theatrical
arts to which they are devoted. Since
their marriage, they have teamed up to
produce four films: “Europe ’51” (re-
leased in the U.S. as “The Greatest
Love”), “A Trip to Italy,” “Joan at the
Stake” (filmed exactly as it is performed
on the stage), and “Fear” (based on a
story by Stefan Zweig).

They do not plan to make any movies
together for a while. The fusion of their
careers had posed problems. “When
people who love each other work together
in pictures,” Roberto Rossellini said re-
cently, “it can kill the love. I'd rather
have my love.”

His wife, in her characteristic self-
critical way, said it differently. “Per-
haps I’'m not right for his pictures. Per-
haps there’s something about me that
doesn’t fit into Roberto’s films. And if
he has to try to fit me into his movies,
that’s no good for him.”

There were no such problems in their
production of “Joan at the Stake.”
Theatre-goers in Naples, Rome, Milan,
Barcelona, Paris and London cheered it
enthusiastically.

At the request of the management
of the Swedish Opera House. they decided
to perform the opera in Stockholm as
well. It had been 16 vears since Ingrid
Bergman had been in her native country,
and she welcomed the opportunity to re-
turn.

She arrived in Sweden the last week
in February, 1955, with her husband and
three children. Friends who met her
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described her as being “radiantly excited”
and “happy beyond words” about her
return.

One week later, shortly after the
opening of the opera. Ingrid Bergman
wept as she told her friend. Edvin
Adolphson. a Swedish actor. that never
again would she set foot in Sweden. An
Associated Press dispatch reported that
the actress had not slept for several
nights and was in a state of “complete
breakdown.”

The experience for Ingrid Bergman
was like a nightmare. What made it
even more terrible was that she felt as
though she were enduring it a second
time. After five years of marriage, she
had returned “home” only to discover
her fellow countrymen raking up the past.

“It started with the newspapers,” she
recalled. “Even before the opera opened,
they were criticizing me for everything—
my low-heeled shoes. my Rolls Royce. my
divorce, my remarriage. They said my
husband and I were nothing but gvpsies
and that the only reason we had our
children along was to get free publicity!

“I have no objections to critics’ say-
ing anvthing they want about me if I've
performed on stage. They can say I'm
terrible. couldn’t be worse—whatever they
want. But to say the mean. rotten things

they did about me personally, that
wasn’t fair!

“Then a woman photographer broke
into the house where we were staying.
She had orders to get a picture of me in
bed. How low can vou get? But she
made a mistake and went into the chil-
dren’s room. and the nurse grabbed her.
Roberto and I were furious, and the next
day we filed a suit against the newspaper.
Then the papers really exploded. calling
us everything under the sun! It wasn’t
just the press, either. On the radio they
were singing nasty songs. too.

‘After the opera was performed. the
critics naturally ripped me to shreds.
But I guess a lot of people don’t read the
critics. We were supposed to give ten
performances—we gave 22.”

“In that sense,” she concluded, “our
trip was a success. If only the papers
had left us alone!”

Ironically. one of the city’s leading
dailies approached her to ask a favor.
There was to be a Sunday benefit at
which celebrities would appear to help
raise polio funds for Sweden. Would
Miss Bergman attend?

She willingly agreed. Sunday morn-
ing. however., while having breakfast.
Ingrid Bergman read still another scath-
ingly personal attack upon herself. It
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was printed in the very newspaper that
had requested her to appear at the
benefit!

That night she went to the concert
hall, as she had promised. She spoke to
the master of ceremonies, an old friend.
and asked him. when introducing her. to
help her get started by inquiring what it
felt like to return home after 16 years.

“I felt sorry for him,” she said
sympathetically. “He had no idea of
what I was about to say, and there he
was, standing at my side. smiling pleas-
antly as I started to speak. And then!
He was so shocked. He stuck it out as
long as he could, but when he couldn’t
hold back the tears, he walked off the
stage.”

Ingrid Bergman, standing alone be-
fore her countrymen, for the first time
was unburdening her heart in public.
The reporters who were present, no less
than the audience, were stunned.

“Nothing I say or do,” she told the
hushed audience, “can be right. I bring
my children with me; they say I'm doing
it to get publicity. If I'd left them at
home, I’d have been accused of ignoring
them. If I encaurage newspaper photog-
raphers to take pictures, that’s proof that
I'm publicity mad. If I try to protect
our privacy, I'm accused of being unco-
operative,

“They tell lies, and I can’t answer

them. Why do they do that? Why do
they hate me? Maybe Hans Christian
Andersen was telling the truth in his
fairy tale where everybody whose head is
a bit above the others must be cut down
to size.

“This is my only chance to talk
straight to you people. who have been
such wonderful audiences at our opera.
and I wanted you to know how I feel. how
much I appreciate all you have done.
And no matter what you read about me. I
beg you to believe what I tell you now.

“For the past six years, other people
have constantly been slandering me, con-
demning me. passing judgment without
knowing anything of my life. They’ve
hurt me. hurt me badly. But they can’t
get me down! Some day I’ll be judged
by Somebody who knows better.

,"‘It is the only judgment that mat-

Although newspapers, the next day.
cheered her courage and rallied to her
side, and although the personal attacks
ceased completely. for Ingrid Bergman
something had withered away and. when
she left Sweden, she knew she would
never return. She still feels that way.

But in some inexplicable fashion. the
fact that she has psychologically severed
herself from the land of her birth has
liberated her from the last bond of the
unpleasant past.

“That chapter is over.” she said hap-
pily, “and a new one has begun.”

The new chapter has opened hopeful-
ly and promisingly. Her career is boom-
ing again. She has completed a film for
Jean Renoir. “Red Carnation.” which was
written by the director with her in mind.
Darryl Zanuck of 20th Century-Fox
signed her for the leading role in “Anas-
tasia.”

And in October she will star in
the French adaptation of the Broadway
hit, “Tea and Sympathy.”

Despile all these demands on her
time and attention, her family remains
her first concern. Her greatest problem.
at present, has nothing to do with scripts
or shooting schedules. It has to do with
school.

“In the fall.” she explained. “Rob-
ertino must start school. Where should I
enroll him” My husband thinks that
private tutors would teach him what he
has to know. but I dont agree. They
could teach him his lessons, of course.
hlow to read and write and things like
that.

“But I think it’s important for chil-
dren to learn in school something they
don’t get from the teacher. They get it
from one another. They learn how to live
with other people.”

Ingrid Bergman spoke gravely.
the most important lesson of all.”
said. “and it’s the hardest.
know.”

“I's
she
This much I
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Encounter

On the
Beach

(Continued from page 41)

“Please come*down.”

Joe scanned the water momentarily.
half nodded as if conceding that all went
well and came down. They sat together
on the sand.

“I would have come before, but the
doctor just let me up,” she said. I
didn’t thank you.”

“That’s okay.”

She shook her head.
thanked you.”

“You were in no shape to thank any-
body.” His eyes continued to search the
water. 1t was a cool, cloudy day; there
were few swimners,

She began to make patterns in the
sand with her tlsumb. Her voice sounded
wistful, almost shy. “It was an awfully
dumb thing for me to do.”

He said calmly, “Yes, it was. You
should have come in when I whistled.”

She said, “I know. But I didn’t
think you mesnt me. I'm always doing
silly things because I don’t think.” Her
smile invited him to join her in appre-
ciating what a delightful trait that was.

Instead he frowned. “Three other
people went out after you, trying to help.
They might have been drowned.”

She said softly, “I'm glad
weren’t. You were awfully brave.”

“I should have

they

He said, sounding neither pompous
nor too modest. “I only did my job.”

Dorrie said earnestly. “None of the
boys I know could have done what you
did.”

“They could if they were trained for
it.” He stood up. “I'd better get back.
Mr. Dillon’s out too far.” He blew his
whistle and waved his arm. and the far-
thest bobbing head turned obediently and
started toward shore.

Joe climbed back to the chair and
picked up his binoculars, but Dorrie did
not go away. She sat on the platform,
swinging her legs, and said. “You know
everybody here, don’t you?”

“The people that come every year I
do.” It was all right; Mr. Dillon was
coming in without trouble.

“The reason we came,”
as if he had asked her,
school said it was so nice.
nier.

”

Dorrie said.

“this girl at
Lisette Pan-
Do you know Lisette?”

“Yes, I know her.”

“So we made the reservations and

everything, and then she couldn’t come

because she got the measles.”

He said absently, “Tough.”

Dorrie confided. “So now 1 don’t
know anybody, except you. We're only
here for a week anyway, but I thought
I'd have some fun in a week.”

He asked idly, “Why only a week?”

She said with pride, “We’re going to
Europe. Only I wanted to see Lisette
first. Lisette’s my best friend. And in-
stead I nearly drowned and got dumped
in bed.” She added. “The maid was tell-
ing me, the maid at the hotel, they have
dances every Friday and Saturday.”

“That's right.”

She gave him the slanting look again,
but it was lost on him; he was watching
Mr. Dillon. “Do you go?”

“Sometimes.”

“Are you going tonight?”

“I might.”

“I'll be there.” She paused, but he
did not answer or look at her. Petulantly
she swung down from the platform.
“Well. good-by.”

His voice was absent. “Good-by.”

She walked off. swinging her hips a
little. If she had intended to go swim-
ming. she appeared to have forgotten it.

‘hen Joe came off duty at six
o'clock, his mother had dinner ready and
a letter beside his plate. She said un-
necessarily, “From Mary,” and smiled at
him. She was a dark, good-looking
woman of forty, neat and quick.

Joe opened the letter before he
touched his dinner. Lucy Ferris watched
his face unguarded; it looked softer and
younger, and yet it was still a man’s face
and not a boy’s. When he came to the
end of the letter and started over, she
laughed and ruffled his hair. “Your din-
ner’ll be cold.”

He said, “Okay.” but he finished the
second reading before he put the letter
away. Lucy asked gravely, “Mary’s all
right?”

“Fine. She likes camp.”

“That’s good.” Lucy’s eyes began
to twinkle. *“l don’t suppose there was
room for a message for me?”

He said. “She sends her love,” and
unexpectedly twinkled back. *“To botl:

s.

“I'll bet. Eat your dinner now.”

Over dessert she said, “You going t..
the dance, Joey?”

“I might. I don’t care.”

“Well, if you go. your tan jacket's
back from the cleaner’s.”

“Okay.” He decided suddenly. -1
might as weil.”



Dorrie sought him out. eluding three
boys to do it. For a girl who knew no-
body. she was doing well. She wore a
blue dress. not an ingenue’s dress. and
it became her. She looked exactly as she
wanted to, five years older than her age.
She came and stood before him during
the first intermission, gave him the smile
and the slanting look and said. “You
even look nice with clothes on.”

He might have said the obvious. “So
do you,” or, if had fancied himself a wit.
“So would you,” or he might have
blushed. He merely smiled and said
nothing.

She glanced at the chairs along the
wall and laughed. “You're lucky my
mother and father only stayed a minute.
If they saw you, they’d simply eat you
up.”

He said, “You gave them a scare.”

Her mouth drooped becomingly. and
she lowered her eyes. “I know. I prom-
ised them I'd never do such a silly thing
agaj,n. Don’t scold me, Joe; dance with
me.

As they danced, she pressed closer
to him than necessary and returned to
the subject of clothes almost at once.
“Did you ever notice how some boys look
perfectly marvelous on the beach, and
then you put them in a suit and they’re
simply nothing? Or the other way
around?”

tle drew slightly away from her.
*No.

“Of course, girls, too.” She giggled
and closed the distance between them.
“Only with girls there’s not so much dif-
ference between a bathing suit and a
dress; is there?”

Joe said calmly, “Stop that.”

She widened her eyes at him. “Stop
what?”

“Talking like a kid. And get away
from me; I can’t lead you like that.”

She said furiously, “You can't lead
at all; you can’t even dance! I ought to
simply walk off the floor.”

He said, “I'll dance you over. It’s
less conspicuous.” His eyes twinkled,
and for a moment he looked very like his
mother.

Dorrie smiled unwillingly. “Well—"
Suddenly she laughed. “Don’t dance me
over; I'll give you room to lead. You're
the funniest boy!”

Just then someone cut in, and Joe
did not cut back. He had a pleasant
time for a while dancing with girls he
knew. Around the middle of the evening
the dancers bored him, and he went out,
down to the beach.

The weather had cleared toward sun-
down and grown much warmer. The sky
now was cloudless, the moon almost full,
too bright for many stars. Joe walked
along the beach, away from the hotel, till
the sound of the music faded and the surf
sounded clearer. He liked to hear it.

Il was calm that night; the tide was
running in softly, the waves hissing on
the wet sand. each a little farther up, the
shells and pebbles tumbling and drag-
ging up and back. He walked to the Aid
Station, changed into the spare trunks he
kept there, took a towel and left it on the
sand and went into the water.

He swam strongly out past the break-
ers and floated for a while. letting the
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“‘Ready — Get
Set for Fall”

The fashions shown on pages 62, 63,
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tide take him toward shore. The water
was cold. but he did not mind it. He lay
quiet, sometimes looking up at the sky
and sometimes sidewise at a curl of phos-
phorescence in the water. He did not
look at the lights of the beach hotel.

He often came out at night; he liked
the feeling it gave him. He thought no
profound thoughts. though sometimes,
lookmg giddily up when there were many
stars, it seemed to him that he could feel
the earth turning.

‘hen he went in, Dorrie was stand-
ing on the beach waiting for him. She
wore the blue bathing suit; in the moon-
light it looked silver, and her hair looked
almost white, and her eyes glittered. She
said, “I thought you’d never come in.
was ready to call the lifeguard to rescue
the lifeguard.” The slight tremor of her
voice betrayed her nervousness.

Joe began to rub himself dry with
the towel. “Why’d you come down here?”

“I followed you. I saw you go, and
I went out on the porch and watched.
So then I changed my clothes and came
down.”

He said again, “Why?”

“I want to swim, too.
at night.”

“You can’t. It’s not safe.”

“You did. Joe, are you mad at me
because I came down?”

He said, rubbing his hair hard, “It’s
a public beach.”

She watched him. “You are mad;
I can tell by the way you're scrubbing
yourself. Don’t be mad! Joe, will you
take me swimming?”

He said immediately, “No.

She yielded at once. “All right.”
She seemed less nervous, as if making
him angry had satisfied her. “If you
won’t swim with me, will you talk to me?
We could sit on the sand and just talk.”

He flung the towel around his shoul-
ders. “You know what’s the matter with
you? You're a spoiled, reckless kid.
You haven’t got the sense you were born
with. Go on home and go to bed.”

She said willfully, “If you won’t talk
to me, I’ll go swimming by myself.”

“You will not.”

“Yes, I will. You said it was a pub-
lic beach. The minute you walk away
from me I'll go swimming.”

They stood glaring at each other a
moment, and then Joe laughed. “Sit
down. I'll talk to you.”

She sat down meekly.
mad at me any more?”

“No.” He sat down beside her, and
they were quiet a little while, looking at
the water. Then he said, “Do your par-
ents know you’re out here?”

She laughed. “They wouldn't care.
not if it’s with you. And don’t be such
an old man, Joe!”

He said agreeably. “Okay. What do
you want to talk about?”

She said, flinging her head back.
hugging her knees, “You. I think it’s so
funny you don’t have a girl.”

He smiled with one corner of his
mouth. “What makes you think I don't?”

“Well, on Wednesday—" she gave
him the slanting look—*I noticed you on
Wednesday. I mean before.”

“You did. I didn’t notice you.”

She let that pass. “I noticed there
was no special girl around you. They'd
say hello and smile, and that would be it.

I never did

“You’re not

And tonight you came to the dance alone,
andg’ou didn’t dance with any particular
girl.

He was amused. “You kept tabs.”

“Of course I did. I watched you a
lot when you didn’t know I was looking.
And then you came out here—all by your-
self on a night like this! So I know you
don’t have a girl ”

He said, “My girl’s away,’
Dorrie said in a small voice, “Oh ke

Joe lifted his arm and pointed.
“Look at the light out- there. She’s a
tanker; they pass close.”

Dorrie looked without interest.
asked. “Where is she? Your girl.”

“At camp. [ bet that’s the Dela-
ware Queen.”

Dorrie said. “Is she a counselor?”

“That’s right.”

“That sounds so useful.
pretty ?”

“Stop that.”

She asked innocently, “What?”

“You know what.”

She complained, “You're always
stopping me from things. You're such
an old man, Joe!”

He said tranquilly, “Sure. Ill give
you a tip. Men don’t like catty girls.”

She opened her eyes wide. “But I
wasn’t being catty; I really wanted to
know. Is she pretty?”

“Yes.”

and

She

Is she

She moved closer and put her hand
lightly on his arm. “Prettier than me?”

He moved away six inches and tool
her hand down. “Stop it again. Now
call me an old man. She isn’t anything
like you: she’s dark.”

Dorrie ran her fingers through her
pale hair. fluffing it over her shoulders.
“And you're so dark, too. I always like
dark men. for contrast.” She giggled de-
murely. “Now stay, ‘Stop it.””

Joe laughed. “You're a funny kid.”

She said. “I wish you'd stop calling
me that. I'm nearly as old as you. Dad-
dy told me how old you are.” She
hunched forward. resting her elbows on
her knees and her chin on her hands.
“Daddy told me a lot of things. Joe,
why wouldn’t you let him—"

“Pay me? I do get paid. By the
town.”

“That’s what he said you said.
Hauser’s Golden Brew—" She added
quaintly, “Daddy has plenty of money,
you know. He’s what they call a beer
baron.”

Joe said gravely, “I know.”

“All that money, and you wouldn't
even take any.” She seemed amazed.

Joe said, “I don’t need it.”

She said wisely, “Everybody needs
money. But if you wouldn’t take that,
you could have any job you wanted with
my father.”

He said, “In the fall I'll have a job.”

“What kind of a job?”

“I’'m going on the boats.”

“You mean youre going in the
navy?”

He shook his head.
The tankers.”

“Doing what?”

“Able-bodied seaman.”

“Do you think you’ll like it?”

“I know I will. My father took me
on a cruise once, when I was fourteen.

“On the boats.
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the year before he died. I liked it.” He
stared out at the water. as if searching
for the vanished lights of the Delaware
Queen. “My father was a master.”

Dorrie began to sift sand through
her fingers. “But every body goes to col-
lege, Joe. Even I'm gomg You could
go; Daddy’d help you.

He smiled. “He wouldn’t have to.
I've got enough saved to start, and
could work my way.”

“Then why don’t you?”

He hesitated. “It would be a waste
of time,” he said finally. “I know what
I want to do.”

She put her hand on his arm again.
“Joe, you’re so—" She stopped and be-
gan over. “When I called you ‘old man.’
1 guess 1 just meant grown-up. You're
not anything like the boys I know.”

“I bet I'm not!”

She was serious. “I’'m paying you a
compliment. They're as old as you, or
even older, but they're all like you said
I am. Kids.”

He said reasonably.
have to grow up so fast.
time.”

She said, “Well, whatever it is.” She
seemed to study him. “You even look
older than they do. You've got a beauti-
ful body, Joe.”

He laughed at her.
clothes on.”

“Yes. but better without.
think I'm better without?”” She did not
wait to hear what he thought. *l wish
1 were your girl. I could be your girl
for a week—half a week.”

Joe said firmly, “No, you couldn’t.”

She moved closer. “Why couldn’t1?
I think it would be fun.”

*1 don't.”

She moved closer still.
Most boys think I'm pretty.
think I'm pretty?”

“They don’t
They've got

“Even with

Don’t you

“Why not?
Don’t you

Her long pale hair brushed his
shoulder, her fingers moved on his arm
and her heavy lashes drooped over her
eyes. She was breathing a little fast. the
sensual lips parted. He put his arms
around her and brought his mouth down
hard on hers. She gasped and shivered
and clung to him. He drew back and
said brutally, “That’s all.”

She leaned passively against him.
“Joe—"

He said, “That’s as far as we go.
End of the line.”

Dorrie began to tremble. “Joe—"

He said savagely, “That ‘From Here
to Eternity’ pitch—who do you think
vou're kidding?” He pushed her away
from him, and she sat up by herself.
drooping forward. He said. “You want
to watch out who you go out with. Who
you talk about clothes to. Who you press
your body against. You're out of your
league, Dorrie; you're only a kid.”

She said on a short, sobbing breath,
“You called me Dorrie. You never
called me anything before.”

He said with fury, “I said you want
to watch out. You hear me?”

She began to cry softly, bent far
over as if in pain. “Yes.”

He asked more quietly, “Do you
throw yourself at everybody like that?”

She said with brief spirit, “I don’t
have to! And besides I can handle men.”
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He said. angry again, “You don't
know what you're talking about.
don’t know any men.

The crying was gettmg louder.
do so. I know l-lots of—"

“No. you don't. You said it your-
Kids.”

She turned on him furiously. “You

know so much! You know so d-damn |

much! Get away from me, I hate you!”

Joe moved over a little and sat quiet-
ly until she had stopped crying. Grad-
ually his anger left him, and he began to
feel deeply sorry for her. When she sat
up straight, sniffling miserably, he hand-
ed her his towel silently. and she wiped
her eves. blew her nose and set the towel
on the s@nd. She looked wretched. and. |

You |

“1

self.

even in the moonlight. paler than he had |

yet seen her. She spoke with a tired sort
of dignity. “I didn’t want what you
thought. I just wanted you to kiss me
because you liked me.”

Whatever her body had wanted a
while ago, he knew that she now believed |
what she said. A kid. He said, “Dor-i
rie—"

She stood up. “I'm sorry for the
whole thing. TI'll go in.”

Joe stood up quickly and took her
wrist. “Wait. Dorrie. Don’t go while
you feel like that.”

She said. “How should I feel? You
were right; I do throw myself at every-
body. and it's not that I can handle
m— boys; it’s just that so far I've been
lucky.”

“All right, Dorrie.” It was good that
she should know that. but painful to hear
her say it.

She said. “The first man I ever met
I couldn’t handle at all.” Her attempted
smile was pitiful. “I was lucky again.
You didn’t even like me. I wanted to
make you like me. but I didn’t know
how.”

She turned away from him. but he
kept hold of her wrist. “That wasn’t
how. Dorrie.” He spoke slowly. out of
the natural chivalry he did not know he |
had. searching for the words that wou]d
be riglt, even if not all of them were true.
“l do like you. I tlunk you're pretty.
I'm sorry I hurt you.

Her eyes searched his. wanting to
believeit. “You do like me? You mean
it?” He nodded.

She said sorrowfully, “But I try to
do things and say things, and they come
out wrong.’

He was silent a minute, seeking to
blend honesty with kindness. “But when
you don’t try—" he grinned at her and
swung her hand a little—*you’re kind of
cute.”

“l am?”

“Sure you are.”

She was reviving a little; he could
see the look coming back, almost the
slanting look. “Maybe if you didn’t have
a girl—"

He had been wrong; it was not the
slanting look. There was fear in it, a
sick dread of humiliation. He said, “Yes,
if I didn’t have a girl.”

Her smile was almost natural.
“You're going to marry her, aren’t you?”

“In the fall.”

There was wonder in her face. “A
job and a wife.” Suddenly she winced.
“Joe—"

“What?”
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“I have to tell you about Wednes-
day.”

“I know about Wednesday.”

“No.” She bowed her head. “I
went out too far on purpose. I wanted
you to come after me, so you would have
to notice me.” She smd hopelessly,
“You won’t like me now.

“Yes, I will.” She had told him
what she need never have told. He had
never liked her better. He said roughly,
“You might have drowned yourself.”

“I didn’t think of that. Then when
I got the cramp, I was so scared.”

“Don’t think about it. And don’t
pull it again anywhere!”

“You think I would?” She shivered
and began to walk toward the hotel. He
walked beside her. holding her hand.
She spoke softly. as if to herself. “I'll
remember. ['ll watch myself. and I won’t
try.”

They walked the rest of the way in
silence. She appeared to have forgotten
that his clothes were at the Aid Station,
and he did not remind her. At the door
of the hotel bathhouse she said, “Will I
see you tomorrow, Joe. on the beach?”

“Yes, I'll be there.”

A gleam in her eye suggested that,
though chastened, she was resilient. She
said, “Sunday, too, and Monday and

Tuesday. You can always say. ‘Stop that.”
Or you can say, ‘That isn’t how." Good
night. Joe.”

“Wait a minute.” He bent over and
kissed her gently, to make up for some-
thing.

Walking back to the Station he
seemed to hear the echo of her voice and
his own: “You do like me?” . . . “l do
like you.” . “Maybe if you didn’t
have a girl—". ..“Yes, if | didn’t—". ..

He shivered. wondering briefly how
much of what he had said was a lie.
Then, looking up at the night sky and
out at the moving water, he thought only
of Mary. ... THE Exn

Seed of

Suspicion

(Continued from page 46)
carried it to the kitchen. Then for a min-
ute she did not move. Had she caught the
faintest flicker of warning in his voice?
Could he actually imagine that she might
be drawn to this unknown person, no more
than a symbol for good fortune?

No, it was absurd. But she sighed at
the inconsistency of an attractive man
who could not be sure of a wife who loved
him, and sighed for her own failure to
make him sure. But he can’t help it, she
told herself quickly. And he tries so hard
to hideit. Then she thought of his jealousy
that ran like a shadowy underside of love.
breaking now and then to the surface in
quick, white-lipped quarrels. Why can’t
I cure it? What is it that I do wrong?

In a year of marriage she had found
no answer. But as she watched the water
stream across a plate, a memory broke in
her mind. It was the night before their
wedding. Roger had waived the protests
of her family and taken her for a long
drive up the Hudson. For a while they had
talked lightly but he had fallen into ab-
sent-minded silences that made her un-
easy, till at last she had said, “What is it?
Tell me, darling.”

“I’'m not sure I can. Yes, I've got to
be sure.” He parked the car and turned
toward her. She saw a flash of unhappi-
ness on his mouth and the lips slowly
tighten. He said. “This thing . . . if it
troubles you or frightens vou, it's not too
late. You can still draw back, you know.”

Then he had begun to tell her of his
jealousy, which had started during the
first weeks of their engagement. Hating it
in himself. he had managed to hide it.
But it rose whenever he saw her talking
too long or dancing with another man—
once when she had held an unknown letter
in her hand.

It was so strange. He had never im-
agined he could feel it. Perhaps it was in
him because. until they had met. he had
not truly believed in love. Now he was
afraid it might deepen with marriage . . .
hurt her, tear at her. She had to be
warned.

But she would not be warned, not at

so slight, so human a fault. She had put
her arms about him. searching for words
to ease him, thinking that as the only child
of a bitter, wrangling couple he had never
learned to trust. Then she said with an
anger for the buried griefs in his child-
hood, “I'll teach you to be sure of me. I'll
persuade you . . . over and over.”

The light altered in his eyes. “Can
you?”

“Watchme.” she whispered.

It was a promise. Through this year,
little by little, she had removed every
cause for suspicion. She had spread out
her letters casually for him to read and
never lingered too long with one person
at a party. Even across the room. with
eves. lips. thoughts, she was somehow re-
assuring him.

But the jealousy came. now and then
exploding into brief. bitter scenes that left
after them a trail of guilt. Somewhere she
had failed ; Roger had failed.

In the kitchen she deliberately willed
the thought from her. She smiled at him
through the doorway. How young. how
happy he looked. freed from the weeks of
pressure. She felt a tiny quiver of super-
stitious doubt. She asked. “How sure is
this job?”

“Practically certain. There’s a board
meeting in a month. But I understand it’s
a technicality. My chances were depend-
ent on this Brandon Miller.”

“Oh, I won’t have that!” She came
up close. “It was dependent on you, on
what you are.”

They invited Miller for the following
Wednesday. Meanwhile the days passed
in a luxury of daydreaming.

On Wednesday she felt the excite-
ment that precedes an important event.
She dressed carefully, choosing a dark
cotton. a dress she somehow imagined
would please the sort of man Roger had
described.

By five she was ready. waiting. eager
for the evening to begin. But she gave a
start as the bell rang. It was unlike Roger
to leave work so early, and surely it could
not be their guest. Then she was opening
the door to a tall man with a streak of
white in his hair, a voice saying quickly,
“I’'m Brandon Miller and I’'m outrageous-
ly early. I just noticed in the elevator. Is
it inconvenient?”

It was not. and ushering him in. she
felt a burst of gratitude for her own un-
accustomed punctuality.

“This is a charming apartment.”

“Thank you.” She followed his
glance, which seemed to miss nothing.

“We found it in a hurry. I'd always lived
on Long Island.”

There was the discovery then that
they came from nearby towns, with here
and there a common friend. Listening, she
began to understand why Roger supposed
Miller was attractive to women. It was not
so much his looks. although the strong set
of his features was pleasing; it was an air
about him of perception—of seeing into
you. she thought, and being alert and in-
terested in what he saw.

From time to time she glanced at the
Iclock above his head. “I’'m afraid Roger’s
ate.”

Brandon smiled. “He works hard at
that job. even though he’s going to leave
it. Stability . . .” his eves fastened on her
for a minute. “I think I admire it more
than any quality. Do you?”

She nodded lightly. But her marriage.
with its joys and brief hidden strains.
slipped across her mind. Not a marriage
that this man would consider balanced.
But it’s mine and I love it, she thought.
And wished suddenly that Roger were at
home.

Time moved swiftly. The smoke rose
in the room and the ash tray by Mr. Mil-
ler’s chair became filled. She felt a quiver
of restlessness. If Roger came in at this
minute. he would see the ash tray and
know that Miller had been here for an
hour. alone with her. He would say noth-
ing; it was too foolish. but his pleaure in
the evening would be subtly dimmed.

She tried to forget it, but the restless-
ness deepened. and her voice lifted sud-
denly over Miller's. “Here, let me take
care of that for vou.”

She made a motion toward the empty
fireplace and checked it. She carried the
ash tray to the kitchen and emptied it into
a receptacle. For a second she hesitated.
then she bent and folded a paper across
the stubs to hide them.

She glanced up to meet Miller's eyes
through the open doorway. She felt a
flicker of that obscure annoyance that
comes from being watched and called out.
“Let’s have a drink and not wait for our
recalcitrant host.”

“Fine.”

A little later Brandon Miller lifted
his glass. “Here’s to you and Roger—I ap-
prove your choice in husbands.”

“Thank you. I approve it myself.”
She smiled. but the small discomfort grew.
He watches too much. 1 don’t know ...I'm
not sure I'm goingto like this man.

This faded when Roger came home.
and a little instinct told her how the two
men liked each other. A third drink was
fixed. and Roger carried it to the fireplace.



*Sorry as the devil to be late. Hope Ellen’s
been entertaining you.”

ery well indeed.” Brandon smiled
at her. “We’ve even discovered some com-
mon friends.”

“Good.” Roger’s glance moved
around the room. He took a sip of his
drink.‘‘Beenhere long?”

Brandon laughed. “Well, as a matter
of fact...”

Then she heard her own voice rising
over his and heard in it a tiny thread of
anxiety and haste. “Oh. no. He’s just been
here a little while.”

There was a small pause. From the
corner of her eye she caught Brandon's
flash of surprise and a measuring look in
her direction. She felt a maddening flush
spread across her cheeks. How could she
have told the little stupid. senseless lie
that seemed to haveslipped out unbidden?

She sat silently while the conversa-
tion rolled on past her. Would he add
the incident of the cigarettes to this . . .
and find some meaning in the two? He
had made no effort to contradict. and sud-
denly that in itself had significance.

No. surely she was overly sensitive.
In the future. though. she must watch
these things. lest the shadow in her mar-
riage be revealed. She knew very well
what had happened. The words had
sprung without thought, a habit formed
out of the warnings of a year; Roger must
not be hurt.

But the evening passed with such
good will that she forgot it. Only as they
said good-by did the memory flicker back.
Brandon had invited them for the week-
end to meet a few members of the firm.
Shaking her hand he said, “It’s more than
a business relationship. I like really to
know the people I work with.”

It was so innocent. so pleasant a re-
mark. Why, then, did he seem to be meas-
uring her?

But Roger was delighted. Alone. he
caught her in his arms. “You made it a
good evening. You liked him. didn’t you?"”

“Oh. yes, Iliked him. Only . ..”

“Only .. .?"” He held her ofl. looking
at her curiously.

“It’s foolish.” She gave a small.
troubled laugh. “But I'm a little afraid of
him, I think.”

She was told she was indeed foolish,
and as the days passed. she began to be-
lieve it. By Friday she was actually look-
ing forward to the weekend. She packed
their still elegant wedding-present bags.
and Roger stowed them in the rickety car.
Leaving the city. they drove through towns
folded softly into little hills, with summer
beckoning around each curve in the road.

They were met by Brandon. looking
handsome in his brown tweeds and young-
er, as though the country became him.
Tea was served. and afterwards he showed
them about his small, almost perfect farm.
All of it was a delight—the distant flash of
lake, the farm kittens rolling on a path. a
colt in the field, immobile yet ardent with
life.

“I love it,” she whispered, and the
two men turned to smile at her.

“I had a hunch you would.” Brandon
took her arm. “Now let me tell you about
the weekend.”

There was to be a dinner party that
night. A Peter Stine was coming. who was

vice-president of the firm. and several
lesser members. She listened. thinking
that she liked him better as a host. and
believing now that all would go well.

How. then. did disaster begin?

Did it start—later she would wonder

from her very excess of good spirits?
There were so many pleasures that eve-
ning—the knowledge of the men’s interest
in Roger. the release from her own faint
tension. even her gray taffeta dress flowing
into points of light.

Perhaps it was that very pleasure
that made Peter Stine. a shy man. say
without shyness. “I've been watching you.
You seem just to have heard a happy
secret.” while down the table Roger turned
his head and glanced at him briefly.

Perhaps disaster rose from a coin-
cidence in the party’'s grouping. When
dinner was over. the group broke apart
with three of the women gathered on the
sofa and Brandon sitting by Roger. There
was a second when she was alone. and
Peter Stine left the men to join her.

He stood. smiling down at her, a re-
served man who needed to be drawn out,
with an air of confidence that she could do
it.

“I'll tell you that happy secret.” she
said. “It’s being on a farm for the first
time in years.”

“Really?
too.”

He began talking of his place. which
was next to Brandon’s. She leaned back.
murmuring responses. indulging now and
then in little absent-minded daydreams.
Then. conscious that she was negligent to
her partner. she seized the conversation
and ran off with it till she had provoked
and stimulated him into interested laugh-
ter.

Well. they're my hobby

“You're a marvelous girl. I must see
you some more. You're doing me good.”
It was one of those remarks said with
innocent loudness and dropped into a pool
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of sudden silence. From the sofa his wife
turned and smiled at Ellen. “That’s fine.”
she said. *Keep up the good work.”

Ellen imagined she heard the intake
of Roger’s breath. She watched his head
go back and that deepening in his eyes
that only she in all the world could see
and interpret. She glanced away. resent-
ing his mood and telling herself not o
give in to it. But she could feel his un-
happiness twisting inside of her as her
own. A second passed. Then the habit of
easing him drew her to her feet and, mur-
muring some excuse, she crossed the room.

She had been too abrupt to Mr.
Stine. Standing alone and drawing a
cigarette from a glass box. she knew it,
disliking her rudeness. And the trouble
was that now all the groups seemed fixed
in happy conversation. There was no
one she could join.

Still hesitating. she heard Brandon
come up behind her. “Here. Let me
light that for you. How do you like my
party?”

“Very much.”

“That's good.” His glance came
down into her eves. “For a minute I had
the impression something was troubling
yvou.”

“Why. no. Why should there be?”

*No reason. But I usually trust my
impressions.” His voice was even, polite.
The words could mean nothing. But,
fooking into those measuring eyes, she
kad that sudden communication of
thought vivid as a spoken word. He
heard Stine’s remark and saw me leave
him. He is guessing of Roger’s jealousy,
and from now on he will be watching me.

For a second she could not move.
There was the outrageous sense of being
trapped. Then a healthy anger filled
her. The position was humiliating. She
would not be watched. Nor would she
be forced even by Roger into a rudeness
that was unlike her.

“Just as I thought! It's the mainspring!”
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She said softly. “Nothing bothers
me. I'm enjoying it all. as you can see.”

With the anger still tapping in her
veins, she crossed back to Mr. Stine.
His admiration was so innocent. But
Roger. who saw only in black and white
where she was concerned. would not be-
lieve it.

Carefully avoiding her husband's
eyes. she went on talking softly and
steadily to the man beside her. But her
hands were a little tense. and she foresaw
with dread a scene forced into low-voiced
whi-per< in the guest room of another
person’s home.

Al eleven the party broke up. Bran-
don escorted them upstairs and left them
to the chilly neatness of a guest room.
Very conscious of Roger’s silence, she
stepped past him to the window. She
stood still, watching moon shadows flow-
ing like tide across lawn and trees. She
felt a thrust of anger at the situation—
then an obscure softening. Surely, in so
gentle and tender a place, only love could
exist!  She whispered. "Come and see.
I'm pretending it's ours.”

There was no answer. She turned
and caught the guarded look which was
the beginning of his anger. “What's the
matter?”

“Never mind. Skip it. Ellen.” He
turned his head, and she knew with a
little pang of pity that he was forcing
down the jealousy, trying to hide it from
her. Undressing, turning back the bed,
she could feel the unnatural silence going
on between them. But it was not so bad.
she thought gratefully. They would not
have to have their scene after all.

Then in the darkness it came—a
long pause and Roger's whisper sharp
through the mask of control. ™I suppose
Stine told you he was coming over here
tomorrow morning.

She stiffened. knowing she was in for
it now. She said coolly. “No. he did not.”

“That’s odd, when ~ure1\ you must
be tl\e reason for his commg

f I'm the reason. it’s not my fault.”

“Isn’t it?”  His voice was clear and
flat. “I had the general impression you
were doing your best to attract hini.”

“I was being polite.”

He laughed. “Your politeness seem-
ed a little excessive.”

“And so is your rudeness to me
now.” Anger swung her up. Oh. damn
this quarrel fought in whispers and dark-
ness—futile. hateful. absurd.

She snapped on the light. She saw
his eyes dark in anger and under the
darkness, brushing her senses. the im-
prisoned, shining love. His hand thrust
suddenly across the space between them.
and she looked down wondering if it
were a plea for peace. She said thickly.
*Oh. don’t let’s do this! Don’t, dont!™

He started to answer and stopped.
Then she leaned toward him as if to
the true center of his nature. whispering.
“There’s a part of you that doesn't be-
lieve it. Even when yvou're angry. some-
where inside you believe the best.”

It was true. With a kind of triumph
she knew it. But she held her breath.
feeling him on a hairline edge between
faith and jealousy. between anger at him-
self or at her.

“You’'re right,” he whispered at last.

“There’s a part of me that trusts you for-
ever.”

“Then why . ..”

*I don't know.” His voice was slow
and uncertain. ““But tonight . . . you see.
you hardly ever talk so long to one man
... and vou seemed so terribly interested.
Then I heard he was coming over. and
my temper got away from me.” He
swung away. ‘‘Oh. I know how I hurt
vou: I'm sorry. Ellen.” Then he took
Ler hand. holding it as though it were a
talisman to protect them both against the
quality within him.

In the darkness she breathed out her
relief. But she lay awake a long time
after Roger slept. She had won. Once
again he had conquered it. But nothing
more must happen. And she sighed.
wishing the weekend with its strains
were over. She wished they were safely
home. alone.

Then she slept till the bright dazle
of morning stung her eves. An odor of
coffee came to her and Roger's voice from
the window. “Come and look at

saying.
this day. Do yvou know. I wish it were
our farm. too!”
They breakfasted in the garden.

Roger was in a fine mood. Brandon.
reading the Sunday papers. glanced up
cnce or twice. she thought. to note it.

At eleven the Stines joined them
irom their nearby farm. Swimming was
suggested. and the party made their way
through the woods to the lake. Walking.
she clung a little self-consciouxly to Mrs.
Stine’s side—though it was unnecessary.
for if Roger felt the faintest annoyance
in the husband’s presence. he did not
betray it.

There was a string of bathhouses at
the edge of the lake. Inside theirs. Roger
pointed with a smile at the careful fitting=
—padded hangers. a dressing table with
comb. mirror. brush. “That guy thinks
of everything. doesnt he?”

“He certainly does.”

He looked at her with amusement.
“Whatever made you think vou were
afraid of him?”’

“I don’t know.” But there flashed into
her mind that moment in the evening when
she had known Brandon was watching.

“You phoned for a
tree surgeon? . ..

)
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Outside the others were gathered on
the warm boards of the dock. Fifteen
minutes passed. and in the soft insistent
heat Ellen tiptoed to the edge. She dived.
enjoving the flash of cold. Swimming.
her head rose and dipped. Just ahead
was a huge. pale rock. and she swam
toward it and clambered up.

Slle lay back. Through her eye-
lashes she could see the others on the
dock. and now and then a voice reached
across. Lazily she watched Brandon dive
and his clean. neat strokes directed toward
her.

"I came to warn you not to dive from
the other end. It's a bit dangerous.” He
climbed up beside her. shaking his head
at his own panting. “Tomorrow I'll put
up a sign.”

She smiled as Roger’s words came
back to her. “You think of everything.
don’t you?”

“No....” He glanced at her briefly.
“Only thase things that could cause trou-
ble.”

Then they fell into a comfortable si-
lence. The heat of the sun was a de-
licious pressure which lured her half to
sleep. She dreamed. awoke. glanced at
the man beside her while her antipathy
for him faded and rose again to touch her.

She turned her head to the dock
where the frieze of bodies was motionless
as her own. She saw one sit up and
caught from a motion of the shoulders
that it was Roger. Then he shielded his
eves. and she knew he was staring toward
them.

She closed her own from the sight.
But in her mind ran the faint thread of
anxiety—the little knowledge pushing up
that he did not like her to talk too long
to another man.

Cautiously she rolled toward the edge
of the rock.

“What's the matter?” Brandon had
risen to an elbow and was looking at her.

“I'm going back.”

“I see.” Hix glance followed her
across the water. and she imagined his
eves had hardened. Fumbling for some
light excuse. she stiffened her body for
the dive.

But Brandon was saying slowly. “Do
vou remember what ] told vou about ad-
iniring balance above all other qualities?™

“Yes.” For no reason her heart had
begun to beat uncomfortably.

“I dislike an emotion that seems to
indicate instability.”

She longed then for the dive. but the
voice behind her had an odd compulsion.
“Do you mind very much if I ask you why
you must go at this minute?”

“I'mcold.” The foolish excuse broke
out without thought. He was too polite
to deny it, too polite to smile. But he

drew one hand across the hurning surface
of the rock. “And even if you were not
cold. you would still leave. wouldn't you?™"

It was out. He knew of Roger's
jealousy. Last night he had implied it.
Today hix words were sweeping away
even the barrier of reserve. But she said.
frowning. "I don’t know what you mean.”

“Let me put it this way. Suppose I
told yvou that it was quite important that
you linger a while. Would vou still
Jeave?”

His glance came up. a little cruel in



its knowledge. It was a trap. He was
testing her. She had only to linger—twen.
ty minutes, a half hour—and she would
prove him wrong. Only to linger . . . and
to watch Roger’s restlessness.

A few hours ago he had conquered
it. She could not bear him to be uncer-
tain so soon again.

She felt a ripple of outrage for the
man beside her. Hard and secure. what
did he know of the struggles within love?
How dared he judge them?

She stood stone still while her whole
body tensed and tightened. She believed
she would wait. But she saw the quiver
of his smile, and in a flash she dived. half
from love, half in escape from this man
who knew them too well.

But it was not escape for she could
hear his last words echoing in her ears,
“You’re making a mistake. my dear.”

Then she was swimming with a kind
of passionate haste toward the dock. to-
ward Roger’s arms which drew her pant-
ing and shivering beside him. She could
lec] nis protection flowing over her. But
she could not look at him. What had she
done? She had a sense of treachery as
tnough she had dragged out his secret for
liis enemy to see.

In a few minutes she rose and went
o the bathhouse. For the first time in
hier marriage she needed to be away from
Roger. When she came out, she saw
them all together. But she only waved and
started for the house.

An hour passed before she saw
Brandon and Roger on the garden path.
The Stines must have left. for they were
alone and she had the sense of something
oppressive between them. The feeling
continued during lunch, as if they had
ceased to talk easily and were making
conversation for her sake. Afterward in
the living room she saw her husband
glance at the clock. “It’s a shame to leave
so0 soon. but there’s quite a drive ahead.”

She rose. murmuring something about
looking forward to seeing Brandon soon.
and unaccountably saw him faintly red-
den.

There was a pause. The two men’s
eves flashed together. and Roger reached
for a cigarette. “Afraid there's some bad
news, darling. Brandon’s discovered
there won't be a position open in his firm
after all.”

Her heart gave a quick lurch—then
a pang. an ache to ease the disappoint-
ment. But how quietly. how charmingly
he took it. He could stand there smiling.
though surely he did not believe the thin
excuse. And through her pain. despite
it, she could feel a sharp lift of pride.

Unwillingly her eyes rose to the oth-

er man’s. The words. “You're making a
mistake,” echoed in her mind. In that
second . . . in so many seconds . . . he

had warned her. Then all the incidents
began streaming through her mind. Lit-
tle by little she had betrayed the secret
of Roger’s jealousy . .. given it to this
man who admired stability above all oth-
er qualities.

It is | who threw away the joo.

She heard Brandon say with cold
formality. “I’'m sorry it had to turn out
this way.”

Was he sorry, or was he congratulat-
ing himself that the weekend had been
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a wise precaution? She put her arm]|
through Roger’s with a flicker of bitter re-
lief that at least they need not be watched
by this man.

Roger said lightly. “Don’t look so
concerned. Brandon. We're all right, you
know.” |

But they were not all right. The\
could pretend it, saying good-by and
thanking him for the weekend. They
could pretend for each other’s sake on the
way home. But Roger’s driving was fast.
and from time to time he fell into silences
in which she could feel his bitterness like
a physical presence.

“Do slow down. darling.”

“Oh. I'll be careful.” He gave her
a brief smile. “I guess after this week-
end I'll always be a little careful.”

“Isitsobad?”

He shook his head.
er jobs. No,itisn’t that.”

Just ahead was a curve in the road,
and he slid the car into it. He said slow-
ly, “It’'s the mystery that’s frightening.
That job was sewed up. Those men ap-
proved of me; even Brandon was my
friend. Then somewhere in the weekend |
I lost his trust. But how, Ellen . . . over
a swim, a friendly dinner? It’s the feel-
ing that, if I don’t know, I could do it
again.”

In the light from the dashboard she
saw a little line by his mouth that had
not been there before. She looked away.
“Sometimes it hurts to know.”

“Let it. The only thing worth hav- |
ing is the truth.”

He said it with all the force and
tension of his nature. He wanted it; he
must have it. Then, quickly, before he
could break in. she blurted out the pain-
ful. futile story, beginning with the lie
and ending with the moment on the rock.

What was there on his face . . . an-
ger, bewilderment, disbelief? She caught
his shoulders. *“You asked for it. You've
got to accept it. Oh, don’t you see that
my giving in to your jealousy is as dan-
gerous, as weakening to us as Jea]0u5\
atself?”

“There’ll be oth-

A..d in a flash she knew it was so.
The ,iciding to him had been the flaw
in fhier character. Somehow in their love
each had deepened the other’s failing.

In the silence and darkness they
seemed alone as never before. She had
a sense of a gamble too bleak and ter-
rible to take. Then she gathered up her |
courage to face it. “You must have me |
as I am, Roger, as a natural, open, truth- |
ful person . . . or I'm afraid not have me |
at all.”

He did not answer, and she waited
for his anger, for an end of love that might
be close. But he said slowly. "Why are
you giving me this chuvice now?”

“Because it was you who said it first

. that nothing but the truth is worth
having.”

He stared at her. She held her
breath, lest word or motion stir the dan-
gerous minute. Then. as he drew her to
him, she saw the light in his eyes alter.
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Corn,Callous Bumon
Pam Stops' -

No waiting for relief when
you use Dr. Scholl’s Zino-pads.
They stop pain at its source . . .
ease new or tightshoes. . . remove
corns, callouses one of the quickest
ways known to medical science.
New skin-matching color; worn
invisibly. Try them! At Drug,
Shoe, Department, 5-10¢ Stores.

Dr Scholls

Zino-pads
FEET HURT, BURN?

Dr. Scholl's Foot Balm quldd)' relieves oot
fort caused by

Very soothing and refresh-

ing. Costs but a trifle. Try it!

) Dr Scholls 522
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CALLOUSES

Shrinks Ilemorrhid

New Way Without Surgery

Science Finds Healing Substance That
Relieves Pain—Shrinke Hemorrhoids

For the first time science has found a
new healing substance with the astonishing
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve
pain — thhout surgery.

In case after case, while gently relieving
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took
place.

Most amazing of all — results were so
thorough that sufferers made astonishing
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a
problem!”

The secret is a new healing substance
(Bio-Dyne*) —discovery of a world-famous
research institute,

This substance is now available in sup-
pository or ointment form under the name
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count-

k. SOMETHING NEW AND SENSATIONAL L
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“I believed it. I still believe it.”
Somehow she had reached down into
the furthest place of his integrity. He
would change. It would take strength.
But they would change together.
. Tue Exp

COULD YOU USE
AN EXTRA $507?

If your baby is the most beautiful,
the most clever, the most outstanding
child in the whole world (and whose
child isn’t), take his or her picture in
one of those priceless poses they strike
a dozen times a day, and send it into

Redbook’s FAMILY SCRAPBOOK.

This picture, with an accompanying
100 word letter. can win vou £30. See
Page 4, and this month’s winner, for
further details.

Here’s hoping vour child is the next
%50 winner!
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How Safe Is
Poultry?

(Continued from page 33)
properly processed chickens are the so-
called “New-York-dressed” chickens. a
type of poultry which most public health
officials agree should long ago have been
banned. To “New-York-dress” a bird,
you simply slit its throat and pluck the
feathers. There is no way of telling
whether the internal organs of the bird
are healthy or not. since the carcass re-
mains unopened. In this unsanitary con-
dition the birds may be stored for con-
siderable periods. or shipped from place
to place. at varying temperatures, until
they reach your meat market.

It's true that New-York-dressed
chickens are often chilled or frozen be-
fore transportation, but cooling proce-
dures may actually add to the hazard.

Perhaps the most objecuonable of
these procedures,” says Dr. Joe W. At-
kinson of the U. S. Public Health Service.
“is that of cooling a large number of
uneviscerated carcasses together in a tank
or vat of water or ice-water slush. So
far no satisfactory means have been de-
vised for preventing leakage of fecal
matter [bowel contents] from the vents
of the carcasses during cooling. which
usually requires from two to six hours.
The water thus becomes contaminated by
any diseased birds which are in the tank.”

Don‘l assume you can avoid this
hazard merely by refusing to buy poultry
which is obviously New-York-dressed
when vou see it at your butcher’s. Some
butchers buy New-York-dressed birds,
process them in the back room and then
dixplay them as “ready to cook.” Worse
vet. many chickens are New-York-dressed
initially and are then shipped to another
processing plant where they are thawed.
eviscerated, inspected. awarded the “IN-
spECTED FOR WHOLESOMENEss—U.S.” la-
bel and sent on to vour butcher.

Several reputable poultry firms re-
fuse to handle New-York-dressed birds.
The top-level Conference of State and
Territorial Health Officers recommended
last November that the interstate ship-
ment of New-York-dressed poultry be
banned.

Would such a law be practical? The
answer is clearly ves. Some 70 per cent
of our chickens are eviscerated imme-
diately after slaughter today; there is no
good reason why the remaining 30 per
cent should not be similarly processed.

What are the diseases most likely to
be transmitted from infected poultry to
man?

A form of intestinal infection called
salmonellosis is by far the most common.
The American Public Health Association
describes salmonellosis as “an acute diar-
rheal disorder with abdominal cramps a
familiar symptom. Fever. nausea and
vomiting are frequently present. . . .
Epidemics are usually traced to improp-
erly prepured joodstuffs, particularly
roast fouwl. .

Food pmwning caused by two kinds

of germs known as staphvlococci and
streptococci comes next in frequency.
Food poisoning often occurs even though
no germs enter the human body alive. for
these germs can produce a highly potent
toxin which remains in the food. When
vou eat the food. you suffer symptoms
which the American Public Health Asso-
ciation describes as “sometimes violent.
with severe nausea. vomiting and prostra-
tion: severe diarrhea in some casex.”
Even cooking the food thoroughly: does
not always prevent this tvpe of food
poisoning. for unlike the germs them-
selves. the toxins produced by the germs
are very resistant to heat.

In addition to salmonellosis and food
poisoning. some two dozen other diseases
are shared in common by man and poul-
try. Several of these constitute a con-
siderable risk for the workers who
slaughter. process and handle poultry.
Fortunately, however. these diseases are
not ordinarily carried to the consumer
who buys eviscerated poultry.

’EIe U. S. Department of Agricul-
ture has two programs designed to im-
prove the poultry situation—a sanitation
program and an inspection program. Both
are “voluntary.” which means that only
companies wanting the services and will-
ing to pay for them are covered. The
sanitation program involves the place-
ment in a processing plant of a so-called
“sanitarian,” who is in theory a repre-
sentative of the Government.

The sanitation program was not es-
tablished. however. under laws designed
to protect the consumer. Rather. this ix
a service to aid the marketing of farm
products.  Public health official- cite
many reasons why the presence of a =ani-
tarian in a plant is no substitute for
actual poultry inspection.

In the first place. the sanitarian is
concerned only with the cleanliness of
the plant in which the birds are slaugh-
tered. The birds themselves mayv have
been dying of any one of a number of
diseases at the time of slaughter: that is
no business of his.

Moreover. although the :anitarians
are in theory representatives of the United
States Government. many of them are not

“Don’t tell me I'm
the first one here!”
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Government officials at all. but rather
emplovees of the company they are sup-
posed to regulate. Weorse vet. the “Gov-
ernment sanitarian” responsible for po-
licing a plant may actually be one of
the owners of that plant!

The shortcomings of the Depart-
ment of Agriculture sanitation program
are well illustrated by. the case of a large
New Jersey poultry company we’ll call X
Company. which is equipped to slaughter
as many as 13.000 chickens daily.

On May 2. 1955. X Company and the
two brothers who owned it pleaded guilty
to a charge of shipping unfit poultry from
New Jersey to Pennsylvania. Before the
court passed sentence on them. a Gov-
ernment official informed the judge of the
company’s past record.

Back in June. 1952. three crates of
poultry shipped by the company into
New \ork City had been seized. “That
shipment,” the Government official de-
clared. “contained a considerable number
of birds decomposed and diseased.
much so that the shipment was classed
as garbage.”

Three months later. there was “an-
other instance of unfit puultr\ having left
the defendants’ plant. .

On September 29 19)3. moreover,
two inspectors visited the X Company
plant. “and there again they found poul-
try in the defendants’ plant that was unfit
for use. for human consumption.”

Yet another 866 pounds of X Com-
pany poultry was seized in .lune. 1951
and on June 10 the company plant was
once again inspected. At the time of
that inspection.” the official testified. both
brothers “were present and were warned
again. and evidence of sick and diseased
lnrd~ wa= {ound on the premises.

At that time it was suggested that
they not accept into their plant birds
obviously sick and unfit . . . but they
indicated their desire to secure a greater
amount of poundage in their killing opera-
tion through allowing many such birds
to go through.”

Yet throughout this period X Com-
pany was supposedly operating under the
U.S. Department of Agriculture sanita-
tion program. with a government sani-
tarian on duty. Who was he? None
other than the vice-president of the com-
pany—one of the brothers who pleaded
guilty on May 2. 1955 to the charge of
shipping unfit poultry!

The X Company case was initiated
by the U.S. Food and Drug Administra-
tion. which might be called our last line
of defense against unfit poultry. The
FDA hax a general responsibility for po-
licing food. drug and cosmetic products
in interstate commerce. and its field staff
checks poultry along with thousands of
other items. This agency is seriously un-
dermanned; the total time it can devote
to poultry policing from coast to coast is
approximately the equivalent of six full-
time inspectors. Just to visit each poultry
plant in the country once. the FDA esti-
mates. would take the available staff
three or four years.

The understafing of the Food and
Drug Administration makes another poul-
try hazard more prevalent. Many farm-
ers in recent years havebeen “caponizing”™
their male chickens. turkeys and ducks by



implanting a pellet of a sex hormone
called stilbestrol in the necks of the
birds while they are still young. This
hormone temporarily converts the male
birds into eunuchs, so that they put on
weight more rapidly and reach the mar-
ket in a plumper condition.

The hazards of this process were first
publicized when the owners of a mink
farm reported that their mink had stopped
producing young mink as expected. In-
vestigation showed that the male mink on
the farm had become sterile after eating
poultry heads and necks in which stil-
bestrol tablets had been implanted. Stil-
bestrol is a highly potent hormone which
causes sex changes in humans as well as
animals and birds.

The Food and Drug Administration,
after studying the problem, concluded
that poultry caponized by stilbestrol
pellets is safe for human consumption if
the pellet is placed high up on the bird’s
neck so that it will be cut off with the
head. Unfortunately, however. farmers
are not veterinarians. It’s easy to slip the
pellet into some other part of the bird.

To minimize the danger of stilbes-
trol in the poultry we eat, FDA inspec-
tors examined poultry shipments and
seized birds that were improperly capon-
ized. These seizures were publicized in
an effort to warn farmers of the risks. No
human illness traceable to stilbestrol in
poultry has yet been reported. Even so,
it is unfortunate, to say the least, that the
Government agency responsible for safe-
guarding the public from this hazard is so
seriously handicapped.

Your most reliable guide to safe
poultry today, unquestionably, is the “IN-
SPECTED FOR WHOLESOMENEss—U. S.”
label on each bird you buy. Much of the
poultry bearing this label is as clean and
safe as any housewife could expect. Even
0, the standards used in inspecting this
poultry fall considerably short of what
public health officials recommend.

In the first place, under current
standards the U. S. Department of Agri-
culture inspector seldom gets to see the
birds until after they have been slaugh-
tered, scalded and plucked. By then any
infection brought in by sick birds may
have contaminated the processing line.
Moreover, there are some sick birds that
can be easily spotted while they are still
alive, but whose carcasses may look nor-
mal after slaughtering. A reliable in-
spection system must provide for exami-
nation of the birds before as well as after
death.

Next, the present standards do not
take sufficient account of possible cross-
contamination of healthy birds by infect-
ed birds. Companies that fail to take
adequate precautions may still get the
“INspeEcTED FOR WHoLESOMENEss—U.S.”
label.

Equally dangerous is the willingness
of the Department of Agriculture to per-
mit a plant to operate under inspection
on some days or during certain hours. but
to operate without inspection at other
times. Thus unfit poultry can be killed,
processed and shipped during the hours
when the inspector is not on duty.

In the past, Government inspectors
have been expected to check as many as
1.200 birds per hour, or one every three

The General Federation of Women's
Clubs has been concerned with pure
food and drug legislation since 1906
and is currently supporting legisla-
tion to provide a system of compul-
sory Federal poultry inspection. Rep.
BOOK is to be congratulated on its
courage and public spirit in bringing
the startling facts concerning unsani-
tary poultry to the attention of the
public at this time.
—Mrs. Stephen Nicholas
Executive Director
General Federation of Women'’s Clubs

seconds. That seems like a rapid enough
rate for inspecting a bird and its internal
organs. Yet, within the past few years,
Department of Agriculture procedures
have been changed to permit an even
more rapid flow of birds past the inspector.

Despite such glaring faults. there is
no doubt that the present inspection sys-
tem does some good and that you're wise
to insist on poultry bearing the “INsrECT-
ED FOR WHOLESOMENEss—U.S.” stamp.
During a recent year for example, Federal
inspectors condemned almost 2.000.000
birds weighing almost 7.000.000 pounds.

Eliminating these birds was obvi-
ously a worth-while effort. But. remem-
ber. less than one-quarter of the poultry
actually marketed is inspected at all.
The unfit chickens processed each year
by uninspected plants may well add up to
tens of millions of pounds.

What must be done to clean up this
poultry mess?

Four major reforms are currently
under consideration.

First of all, it is proposed that all
poultry shipped in interstate commerce
must be inspected. In other words, poul-
try should be raised to the status of other
meat products.

Compulsory inspection is supported
by representatives of the reputable poul-
try processors themselves. such as the
Institute of American Poultry Industries.
It is also supported by such consumer-
minded organizations as the General Fed-
eration of Women’s Clubs and the Ameri-
can Association of University Women.
The principle of compulsory inspection
has recently been accepted also by such
farmer groups as the American Farm
Bureau Federation and the Farmer’s
Union. Indeed. during Senate committee
hearings held in May 1956. compulsory
inspection was even approved by the U. S.
Department of Agriculture. Compulsory
poultry inspection may be described as
the minimum reform on which almost
everybody is agreed except the less repu-
table poultry processors.

The Amalgamated Meat Cutters un-
ion and many public health officials be-
lieve, however. that compulsory inspection
alone is not enough. These groups are
urging three additional changes:

(1) Transferring the inspection serv-
ice from the Department of Agriculture
to the U.S. Food and Drug Administra-
tion. The Department of Agriculture is
—and should be—the farmer’s and
marketer’s friend. not the consumer’s
watchdog. The FDA, in contrast, is there
to safeguard the public’s health.
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(2) Regquiring ante-mortem as well
as post-mortem inspection of all poultry.

(3) Charging the cost of inspection
to the Government rather than to the in-
dividual processing plants. This is sim-
ple justice as well as good sense. When
the company pays for the inspector, it
may well expect a voice in the way his
services are performed. Many of the cur-
rent flaws can be traced to the fact that
if an inspector really “gets tough,” the
company can discontinue the service.

Several bills designed to make in-
spection compulsory. both ante-mortem
and post-mortem, and to place poultry
inspection under the Food and Drug Ad-
ministration, have come up recently be-
fore Congress. These bills are supported
by the AFL-CIO. the Association of State
and Territorial Health Officers, the Asso-
ciation of Food and Drug Officials and the
General Federation of Women’s Clubs.
If you agree that these changes are essen-
tial to safeguard the public health, write
your senators and congressman in support
of this legislation.

The Federal Government, of course,
can regulate only poultry that crosses
state lines. and approximately half of all
poultry is eaten within the state in which
it is raised and slaughtered. Yet com-
pulsory Federal inspection. most authori-
ties agree. is the most important step in
solving the problem, for two reasons.

In the first place, Federal inspection
can be made applicable to all poultry
processed in a plant that ships any of its
poultry from state to state. Thus, much
intrastate poultry would benefit from com-
pulsory Federal inspection.

Second. regulation of the purely in-
trastate plants by state action would be
relatively simple once the big problem of
interstate poultry plants was solved.
Today. a state health department is great-
ly handicapped in efforts to clean up its
small intrastate plants because plants in
neighboring states continue to ship un-
inspected poultry into the state in compe-
tition with local poultry.

A few states and cities have already
established inspection services. To help
others, the U. S. Public Health Service
has recently published a “model ordi-
nance” describing poultry sanitation
standards that can be enforced by any
state or city, and it is currently working
on a similar model poultry inspection
ordinance. If you want this kind of pro-
tection for your community. urge your
state and city officials to adopt these two
ordinances.

Rultry is a nutritious food that de-
serves a frequent place on your family
menu. For that very reason. it is espe-
cially important that all poultry reaching
the market be processed under sanitary
conditions and competently inspected for
wholesomeness and safety.

Although the poultry situation is
shockingly bad today. there are ways of
protecting vourself and your family
from the conditions we have described.
You can press for better inspection and
control of poultry on the national. state
and local levels. And. by following the
rules outlined on page 33. you can play
safe in your kitchen even while unsafe
poultry is being sold in the stores.

... THE E~p
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(Continued from page 51)

The chimes which mark the hours
at Orange College began to ring. The
group about the water dome broke up.
Miss Howell went out of sight, and I
turned slowly from the window. Later I
heard Karen said, “What’s wrong with
you, Eddie?” but I did not answer. In
a period of trauma a man’s mind works
slowly, if at all.

I met Miss Howell that day at lunch
at the Faculty Club. She was somewhat
more decorously dressed than in the
morning, but just as beautiful. With her
was Bob Fletcher, the head of our Physi-
cal Education Department and a man I
have never liked. He was too large and
too handsome. In such quantities the
combination is repulsive. He introduced
us. “Helen,” he said, “is probably the
greatest fisherwoman in the country.
How many records is it you hold, dar-
ling?”

“Twelve, for women. I have only
three world records.” She lowered her
eyes modestly, then raised them to look
at me. “Do you fish, Mr. Stevens?”

Fletcher gave a kind of donkey bray.
“l asked Eddie to go with me once.
You’d have thought I’d asked him to burn
the local orphanage.”

“Really?” Her eyes were very wide
and very blue. “I would have thought
you were an excellent fisherman.” She
looked at Fletcher then. “You know, I
have a theory about fishing. I have al-
ways believed I could judge a man by the
way he fishes—the skill, the patience he
shows, the ability to learn—"

“‘The occupation of idiots,” Eddie
calls it,” Fletcher said, smirking.

“Only in some cases,” [ said.
Fletcher and Miss Howell were going
fishing that afternoon, and there was a
tackle box and two casting rods on the
floor beside the table. Before I could
stop myself I bent and picked up one of
the rods. I flippped the plug under-
handed. It went thirty feet down the
aisle, between the feet of a student, and
hooked a table leg.

Fletcher’s jaw fell open. Miss
Howell’s eyes opened wide. “Oh!™ she
said. “You'll have to come with us this

afternoon.”

I looked into her eyes.
away. “I can’t,” I said.
some papers to grade.”

And looked
“I—I have

So they went fishing, and I went
back across the campus, alone and palely
loitering. The curse under which I had
lived for years had played its last and
meanest joke upon me. I went to my
office and sat down and put my head in
my hands.

“Tell teacher,” Karen said. I hadn't
heard her come in, but now she was sit-

ting on the edge of my desk. “After the
complaints I hear from freshmen I can
stand anything.”

“Not this.” It was something I had
never told anyone. But now it seemed
more than I could bear. And though
Karen did not look particularly sympa-
thetic at the moment, I knew her to be
kind and understanding. Her eyes.
slightly myopic back of the horn-rimmed
glasses, were the large dark kind that in-
vite confidences.

So I told her how I felt about Helen
Howell. “K. W.,” I said, “this may seem
impossible, but it was like that from the
moment I saw ..e. out there at the water
dome.”

“Those shorts,” Karen said. “should
be barred from the campus, even of a
progressive school. Any red-blooded
American boy mght have been im-
pressed.”

I told her I was in no mood for
joking.

I told her that Helen Howell was
the country’s most ardent fisherwoman
and that she had a theory she could judge
nien by the way they fished. *She said
she could never really care for a man
who was not a fisherman,” I said.

“Very well,” Karen said. “Buy her
a corsage of worms and get going.”

“I can’t fish.”

“So what?
after anyway.”

“You don’t understand,” I said. *“I
don’t understand myself. I just know it’s
true. When 1 was a kid, 1 liked to fish
like anybody else. I caught as many as
other people. And then all at once I
couldn’t catch any more. 1 couldnt get
a strike. Worse than that—" I turned
away from her in my shame—"no one
anywhere near me could get a strike. It
took me a long time to admit it, for other
people to realize it. Then I began to
lose friends.”

It’s not fish you are

I told her of my youth on the South
Carolina coast where people took their
fishing seriously. “There were folks who
wouldn’t pass my house on the way fish.
ing,” I said. “People began to refer to
me as Evil Eye Edward.”

I told her of my efforts to thwart the
curse by science, of how I had studied
everything I could get my hands on about
fish and fishing. 1 read outdoor maga-
zines and government bulletins and scien-
tific papers. I became an expert at cast-
ing. plug and fly. I could do anything
with fishing, except catch fish.

“Finally,” I said, “I gave up. 1
moved away from South Carolina. I con-
sidered changing my name. I haven’t
touched a fishing rod in three years.”

“And now you go mush-brained over
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a creature who can be courted only in
the presence of a flounder.”

“You saw her,” I said.
blame me?”

“I can. But it would do no good.”
She moved her glasses up and down her
nose. thoughtfully. “Luck.” she said, “is
variable. You haven’t fished in three
years. You might go now and have noth-
ing but good luck.”

“It’s not luck.

“Bunk!”

“All right,” I said. “Folks are
catching crappie on Lake Parker by the
thousand. When they are biting anybody
can catch them, except me. [I'll show
you.”

“Can you

It’s a curse.”

W/e went out to Lake Parker.
While I rented poles and a boat and
got bait, Karen stood on the dock, watch-
ing other people fish. “Everybody’s
catching them!” she called. “Every-
where vou look!”

“I hate to do this to them,” I said.

“Don't be silly.”

I rowed a little piece down the lake
and dropped the anchor near some bon-
nets. We started to fish. “Well?” 1
said.

“We haven't had time,” Karen said.

“You see anybody else catching
them?”

She looked around. We could see
a half dozen boats but nobody was catch-
ing anything. “Wait,” Karen said.

We waited. It began to get late.
The other boats went in one by one, and
nobody had caught a fish after we got
on the water. “That’s strange,” Karen
said. “Just as soon as we started—"

“Keep your voice down,” I said.
“There are people who would be inclined
to lynch both of us if they knew what I
had done.”

I pass briefly over the next few
weeks. During this time I saw Miss
Helen Howell whenever it was possible
to do so. I took her to three movies and
a dance. Always she wanted me to take
her fishing and always I had to think of
an excuse. She began to look at me
strangely when she looked at me at all,
which was with decreasing frequency
since she spent more and more time with
Bob Fletcher. Fletcher, she told me. was
a skillful fisherman though somewhat
lacking in patience.

Then one morning I arrived at my
office to find Karen back of a desk piled
high with books. She adjusted her
glasses and regarded me coldly. “I have
a theory about you, Edward.”

“Please.” I said. “Life is already
more than I bear.”

She ignored me. “Let’s begin,” she
said, as though addressing one of her
freshman classes. “by forgetting this
nonsense about a curse. However, | have
been doing some research—” she indi-
cated the piled books—*“and I find there
are a number of well authenticated cases
of persons who have abnormally bad luck
in fishing. My theory is that in all such
cases, as in yours. it 1s the result of the
mental attitude. You are convinced you
can’t catch fish and therefore you do, un-
consciously, all the things that keep you
from catching them. Now when did you



grst become convinced you couldn’t catch
sh?

“About six months after the fish quit
biting.”

“When was that?”

“Years ago.”

“Your unconscious has built a wall
around the thing that happened to you.”
Karen said. “You need to talk it out,
to analyze vourself. to dig back to this
occurrence, whatever it was. and under-
stand it. Once you have done that. you
will understand your attitude and cor-
rect it.”

She made that gesture of moving her
glasses thoughtfully up and down her
nose. “I refuse to believe your attitude
can affect other persons fishing near you.
What happened yesterday was coinci-
dence. Nevertheless.” she said. “it might
be best for us to conduct our experiment
on some more private lake.”

“What experiment?”

“You and I.” Karen said, “are going
fishing. While we fish you are gomg to
talk about yourself. You are going to
dig back in your memory and find what
has fixed this idea of a curse in your un-
conscious.”

“That’s silly,” I said. But I was
looking out the window at the water dome
and thinking of Helen in her shorts and
sweater. I could imagine being in a boat
with her, under the cypress, drifting into
the sunset together, maybe a big string
of bass pulling along after us.

“What have I got to lose?” I said.

“That,” Karen said, “remains to be
seen.”

I called for her early that afternoon.
he came out carrying a tackle box in
one hand and a rod in the other. She
wore a man’s shirt open at the throat, a
wide bottomed skirt and no glasses. I
had never before seen her without the
glasses. “Well well,” I said. “K.W
without the spectacles you are not un-
attractive.”

“Thank you,” Karen said. “No, I
don’t need any help with the tackle
box.”

We drove out to Heron Lake, which
was reputed to have nothing in it but
mudfish and stinkshad, and nobody
fished there. But it was a pretty little
lake with an orange grove around it and
now, in mid-February, the trees were in
bloom. “Smell the orange blossoms,” I
said. “Oh, to be in Florida, now that
February’s here. And whoever wakes in
Florida—"

“I've read several more books on
fishing,” Karen said. “I find there is
nothing unusual about all the fish in one
area ceasing to feed at approximately the
same time. Some experts believe the time
for feeding can be determined by the
lunar calendar.”

“And the time they stop feeding can
be determined by the location of Ed
Stevens.,” I had rented a boat from a
farmer who lived nearby and we were
rowing out toward the reed beds. “On a
day like this it doesn’t seem to matter

too much any more. K. W.,” I said,
“the wind is blowing your hair.”
“Let it,” Karen said. “Apparently

the theory that the feeding time of wild
animals is connected with the stages of
the moon has scientific backing. So 1
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looked up the lunar tables. South moon
under today is at exactly three twenty-
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“Which is unimportant.” I said.
“since there are no game fish here any-
way.” She was casting toward the reed
beds. “K.W.” I said, “you have ﬁshed
before

“It was your fishing we came to dlS-
cuss.” Karen said. “Now tell me. when
was the last time vou caught one?”

“I'don’t remember.”

“About when?

“Fifteen or sixteen. I'm not sure.”

“Think about when you were fifteen.
Where did you live in the summer?
What were you doing?™

“We used to spend our vacations on
a little island in Hannock’s Bay. There
was a long dock and you could always
catch something off it.
nothing but catfish. And sometimes the
channel bass or the mackerel would come

How old were you?”|

even if it was|

in, and everybody on the island would |

rush down to fish.” I could almost vis-
ualize it—the way the sun beat down and
the feel of the hot boards under your
bare feet and a kid named Paul Duncan
I used to fish with. “We had some swell
times.” I said. “We—"

Whatever I was going to say, I
didn’t.

I was looking at Karen. She had
put down her rod and started to un-
button her shirt
button and went straight down to the
bottom one. Then she began to take
it off. “Go ahead.” she said. not looking
atme. “I’m listening.”

“K.W.,” I said. “What—?”

She took the shirt off. She stood up
and unbuttoned the skirt and took that
off. She was wearing a playsuit under-
neath. It was modest enough. though

like all playsuits, it was cut a little low |

here and a little high there. “Thought

I'd get some sunburn,” Karen said. “Go
on with your story.”
“K. W,” I said. “Karen....” My

heart felt like a frog; it felt cold and.
mstead of beating. it had taken to jump-
ing. “You look—different.” I said.

“It’s not the costume I teach school
in.” Karen said. “But it’s the same
teacher. Could this Paul Duncan catch
fish?”

“Who?”

“The boy vou were talking about—
the one you used to fish with.”

“I don’t know. I can’t remember.”

“Try.”

“You mean,” I said, “that for one
whole semester I have spent my time
looking at freshman composition papers

”

2

“If I bother you,” Karen said, “I can
put the shirt and skirt back on.”

PNSNES

“Then get back to your story. What

was the biggest fish you caught that sum-
mer?”

I tried to think. It was difficult.
But I tried. “I don't remember the big-
gest fish I caught. But I know the biggest
one I ever saw hooked. In fact—” and
all at once I could remember the whole
thing—"‘that was the last fish I ever saw
hooked.”

Karen leaned toward me.
You're sure?”

“The last

one?

She started at the top |
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“Mrs. Van Doren hooked it. Celia
Van Doren.”

“Who was she?”

“An actress. She and her husband
spent that summer on the island. T fell
in love with her.”

“Go on.” Karen said.

“I was madly in love with her—until
I made her lose the fish she'd hooked. It
was a shark: must have been seven feet
long. And I was afraid she might be
hurt. I wanted to help. I suppose I got
in her way—and she lost it.”

“Then what?™”

“She called me names. which at the
tender age of fifteen I had never heard.
It was quite a shock.”

“That’s it!” Karen said. In her ex-
citement she stood up. “That's what
gave you the complex, Eddie. That—"

The boat rocked. Karen waved her
arms. I grabbed at her. The boat
rocked the other way. She fell backward
into my arms.

“K. W..” I said. The way we were
now situated. her face was only a few
inches from mine. Her eves were large
and dark. Her mouth looked soft and
warm. “Karen.” I said. I kissed her.
“Well. well!” I said. I kissed her again.

“I must have been blind.” I said
somewhat later. “I sat in that oftice for
months and never really saw you.”

“Eddie.” Karen said. “there is some.
thing I've got to confess. I've cheated
vou. Eddie.”

“Already?” I said.

I mean. I never believed that stuff
about complexes and why you can't catch
fish. I dont care if yvou never catch a

fish. But I had to do something to make
vou look at me.”

*You mean the analysis won't help?
The curse is still on me?”

Over her shoulder I could see my
plug still floating near the reeds. I saw
it suddenly leap into the air with a bass
on it. The bass jumped again. It
thrashed at the water.

Karen started to move. but I held
“What's that noise, Eddie?”

=\ ba

“Where

“On my line.”

“Isit a big one?”

“It’ll go ten or twelve pounds,” [ said.
“I'll pull it in later and see.”
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Kids in
Europe

(Continued from page >5)

temptation to slide on the marble floors.

All over Paris are delightful small
playgrounds where children. whose feet
never seem to get tired. can race around
while parents rest. Although the boys
could not speak French. they picked up
many little friends in these stops. One of
their little playmates led us to an ad-
venture few tourists have. His parents
came over to talk with us and. on leaving.
asked us to dinner. and we saw the inside
of a French home. Kenny was scandal-
ized there when he was offered a glass of
watered wine.

“*Do children drink whiskey here?”
he whispered.

One of the unexpected rewards of
the trip was what happened to the chil-
dren’s manners. About the only words
they knew when we entered each new
country were those for “please.” ~hello.”
“thank vou” and “good-by.” They were
aching to use them. and that fearful
struggle, known to all parents. over cour-
teous answers became suddenly a thing of
the past. Kenny was apt to say “bon
jour. madame.” when he meant “adieu.”
Alan worked “messy” which was his ver-
sion of “merci” for all occasions. but got
full credit for a brave try at social
graces. This habit of easy good manners
has not worn off since our return. Not
vet, anyway.

In Paris, as in the other places we
visited. we had no difficulty in obtaining
zood baby sitters. Fred and I would take
off to the Opera, the Folies Bergere, din-
ner at Maxim’s or the night clubs of
Montmartre. quite as free as if the boys
were at home.

Food was no problem anywhere in
Europe after a few false starts. Kenny
i= a gourmet. He will try anything. He
loved snails. mussels and bouillabaisse in
France; gnocchi in Italy; Yorkshire pud-

ding in London; Indonesian rijstafel in
Ansterdam and almost anything else that
Fred and I ordered. There wax never any
trouble in getting simple broiled meats,
buttered noodles and plain vegetables for
Alan. The boys are accustomed to big
American hreakfasts, and the café au lait
and croissants. brought so luxuriously to
our rooms each morning. were not enough.
Dry cereals were available everyvwhere.
We bought a little Meta xtove for boiling
eggs. Fuel for these comes in compact
tablets and we often had hot soup when
we wanted to picnic along the road.

Standard equipment in FEuropean
hotel rooms is a small breakfast table.
This made it simple to eat “at home”
after a long day. Fred and I welcomed
this. too. We found it very pleasant not
to dress up and rush out every evening.
Many tourists wear themselves out be-
cau=e of an impulse to make every minute
count for sight-seeing. The boy= held us
down just enough so that we started each
new day with real zest instead of with
tourists’ fatigue.

/
We made a point of the children’s
participation; they were never idle and
bored with waiting. Alan came marching
back to the hotel with a yard-long loaf
over his shoulder like a ritle. Kenny was
making a knife collection. and hix French
waiter’s knife was his joy. Since it had a
corkscrew. he was the official wine

“All I said was ‘I’d like
something a little different’.
REDBOOK
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apener.  Each boy put away his own
clothes and spread out his special books
and collections at each stop. Once a
beloved Teddy bear and a large, useless
treasure of what they fondly hoped was
dinosaur bones were in place. they felt
they had their roots down again.

Fred and I felt about American Ex-
press much the way Alan felt about his
Teddy bear. Months before we boarded
the Elizabeth, Fred had haunted the
American Express Advisory Service for
information about passports. visas. reser-
vations. routes and car rentals and had
come home each night laden with their
brochures. travel folders and the rate
cards which had made us aware of the
family discounts available for those anx-
ious to take their children with them.
Now. it was our firm link with home. 1n
cach new town it was always our first
stop for mail. ticket= for special events
and one of their illustrated maps. We
taught the boys to give American Express
as their address. if lost. and stopped
worrying about their remembering names
of hotels.

If you are beginning to think all of
thix is too easy to be true. you are quite
right.  There were =etbacks. Once in a
while the boyvs cut up. just as they would
have at home. We remember with min-
gled pain and pleasure a 50-mile detour
for dinner at Alexandre Dumaine’s res-
taurant in Saulieu.

This was a great pilgrimage to what
we had heard was the best restaurant in
the whole world. We arrived in the very
late afternoon. were fortunate enough to
tind rooms under the same roof and went
down eagerly for early dinner. The din-
ing room is formal. awesomely quiet and
elegant, and you are served with a hushed
air of reverence for the food that is
chosen only after lengthy consultation
with Madame Dumaine, the waiter and
the wine steward.

They looked at us with shocked and
unbelieving eyes when we entered with
the children.

“Would it dislocate monsieur and
madame severely if les petits are served
in your rooms?” they asked in anguish.

This was all right with us. We fed
the boys. got them into their little sleep-
ing garments. made arrangements< with
the maid to look in on them every little
while and left Kenny reading a story to



Alan who was already nodding. Dressed
in some grandeur. we went down again
for the big culinary event.

We had finished a divine lobster
bisque, and three waiters were hovering
over the ritualistic serving of our poularde
@ la zapeur de pot-au-feu (a chicken
cooked in a sealed pot that is opened
only after it is brought to the table) when
two little figures in blazing red Dr. Den-
tons bounced down the stairs. Kenny. the
gourmet. had decided that he wanted to
sample this wondrous chicken. Alan had
a ringing announcement of a highly per-
sonal nature about the need for being un-
buttoned. The latter, fortunately, was
voiced in our family code, but the chicken
had to go back under its lid while we
went upstairs to establish a firmer under-
standing with the maid.

Holel accommodations and service
during this off-season time seemed to us
a great bargain. In Locarno. Switzer-
land. we had a whole house, complete
with two balconies, a flagged dining ter-
race overlooking I.ake Maggiore, a gar-
den spilling with flowers, grapes, figs and
chestnut trees for $5 a night. We made
this our base for swimming. sailing and
sight-seeing trips in the area.

All of us loved this country and the
Alps. blazing white against a deep blue
sky. We stopped at Alpine lodges and
went over towering passes into real Heidi
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country. When we stopped to buy milk.
we were entertained at a real Alpine
farm where the cows wandered right into
the living room.

In Locarno we had a baby sitter we
remember with mixed feelings. He was
a gay young newspaper man. brother of
some friends. We wanted to hear “The
Messiah” sung by the famous visiting
Freiburg choir. He kindly offered to
stay with the boys. Less kindly. he
amused himself by teaching them to yodel
with hideous carrying power. With this
unfortunate something added, we entered
romantic Italy.

Venice is a city of sheer enchant-
ment for a child. Having the boys with
us gave us double delight in the gon-
dolas, the spell-binding glass factories
and the pigeons in the great square in
front of St. Mark’s Cathedral. We did
not climb the leaning tower of Pisa. Alan
advised that it was “tootippy,” and I was
inclined to agree with him.

Once again, what was most memor-
able and impressive in Rome were the
sights we could share best with the boys
—the walk back into antiquity along the
Appian Way, the tumbled columns of the
Forum, and many parts of the great
museums. Every museum has certain
rooms that act like magic spells on chil-
dren. The hours whipped by in the
Vatican Museum as they hung over ex-

hibits of Egyptian mummies with one of
us while the other explored the Sistine
Chapel and the great galleries of famous
paintings. They were wide-eyed in the
Colosseum over tales of gladiators.

The boys played on catapults in an-
cient fortifications. saw stones that Caesar
had laid and became “Horatius at the
Bridge” over the Tiber. They were so-
bered every time they came on one of the
innumerable statues of Romulus and
Remus and the noble wolf who reared
them. “Poor kids—no mother and fath-
er,” they mourned.

Alan developed a real confusion on
this point. Between Florence and Rome
we saw people living in caves. “Do they
have wolves for mommies?” he asked and
was shocked when he grasped a complete-
ly new concept—poverty. “Poor people!
No roofs, or windows, or swings, or sand-
piles.”

Heidelberg was the most exciting
city in Germany for the children. They
had been reading about knights and went
wild over the fabulous old story-book cas-
tle. the medieval dining hall, the battle-
ments, drawbridge and slits for arrows.
German sausages won entire approval as
the nearest thing to the much-missed hot
dog. Eating venison was a moment of in-
tense drama. “Real Indian food!” Alan,
who is a Hiawatha fan. breathed in awe.

(Continued on page 104)
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WRITING

Why Can’t You Write?

At so0 Sells
60 Stories
—Thanks N.I.A.

“My eternal thanks to
N.LA. for helping me dlis-
cover a new way of life.
Though I work at a full
time job and help care for
an aged, invalid mother. T
have written approximate-
1y 60 stories. Three were
published by our State’s
Dally DI’aper. Our local
dally newspaper published
the remaining stories.”’-—
Mrs. Mae G. Renn. 327
Chavesse Ave., Hender-
son, N.C.

Sells First Article
to Look Magazine
Although Only Half-
way Through Course

“My first attempt at writ-
ing for a natlonal maZa-
zine was an article in an-
swer to one that appeared
in Look Magazine. My re-
sponse was chosen as the
best. The editor expressed
interest in the fact I was
studying your course, The
check 1 recelved more
than pays forthe course.’
--—Glenn Dunlap, Paines-
ville, Ohio.

I’s much simpler than you think!

So many people with the “germ” of writing in them
simply can’t get started. They suffer from inertia.
Or they set up imaginary barriers to taking the first
step.

Many are convinced the field is confined to persons
gifted with a genius for writing.

Few realize that the great bulk of commercial
writing is done by so-called “unknowns.” Not only
do these thousands of men and women produce most
of the fiction published, but countless articles on
homemaking, business, social matters, children, hob-
bies, fashions, sports, travel, local, club and church
activities, etc., as well.

Such material is in constant demand. Every week
thousands of checks for $25, $50 and $100 go out to
writers whose latent ability was perhaps no greater
than yours.

The Practical Method

Newspaper work demonstrates that the way to
learn to write is by writing! Newspaper copy desk
editors waste no time on theories or ancient
classics. The story is the thing, Every copy ‘“‘cub”
goes through the course of practical criticism—a
training that turns out more successful authors
than any other experience.

That is why Newspaper Institute of America
bases its writing instruction on the Copy Desk
Method. It starts and keeps you writing in your
own home on your own time. And upon the very
same kind of actwual assignments given daily to
metropolitan reporters. Thus you learn by doing,

not by studying the individual styles of model
authors.

Each week your work is analyzed constructively
by practical writers. Gradually they help to clarify
your own distinctive style. Writing soon becomes
easy, absorbing. Profitable, too, as you gain the
“professional” touch that gets your material ac-
cepted by editors. Above all, you can see constant
progress week by week as your faults are corrected
and your writing ability grows.

Have You Natural Ability?

Our FREE Writing Aptitude Test will reveal
whether or not you have natural talent for writing.
It will analyze your powers of observation, your
imagination and dramatic instinct. You'll enjoy
taking this test. There is no cost or obligation.
Simply mail the coupon below, today. Newspaper
Institute of America, One Park Ave., New York 16,
N. Y. (Founded 1925). (Licensed by State of N. Y.)
(Approved Memb vational Home Study Counci

- monssnmenane

Newspaper Institute of America
One Park Avenue, New York 16, N. Y.
Send me. without cost or obligation, your
. Writing Aptitude Test and further informa-
tion about writing for profit as promised in
Redbook, August.

Miss 3

Ad;lrme

City. Zone....... State.

(All correspondence confidential. N0 salesman will
call on you.) 11-M-596

EEEEEEeE——--
3
@
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Copyright 1955 Newspaper Institute of America

This school invites requests for catalogues and information.

In writing for catalogues. please mention REDBOOK.
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ETHEL F. BEBB,

DIRECTOR

SOUTHERN SCHOOLS

Boys

MILITARY
ACADEMY

FORK UNION

Qur OME SUBJECT PLAM of Study

Cutalog. write
Dr. J. C. Wicker. Box 408, Fork Unien. Va.

ole
Augusta Military Academy
‘The Friendly School" Dllllnzulshed ROTC school in
~henandoah Valley. & Sr. Disislons. Boys 8-20.
credited; graduates 1n “leadIng colleges. All s0Orts—poo)
2. 1400 acres. Family owned since 1742. Rate Sl.’oﬂ
Vatalug. Col. C. 8. Roller, Box R, Ft. Deflance, Va.

Fishburne Mllllury School 22 NJ'L:%;

wepuratory school wi shed record slnes 187H,
trates . Bmall iy hﬂgdh', homelike 1nllu¢grw
Hobbles, Gym,

il Socisl phosrem Wriks Iof Fatala
. oL, Ber R Waynesbore. Virginta

T l;l:ﬁie
linduar
Cal, E.

Millersburg Military Institute
In the Ky. Bl Junior Divish campus
rades 2-7, Senlor Division—grades 8-12, College pre-

uratory. Al Iutkll(l- Sumw Erudes
wil rating. édth ‘'Activities Record,'
Inhll. ln 346, Millersburg, Ky.

wrlte Col. Leslie ﬂ
9 ll'l.l‘b\‘ AND PLAY IN FLORIDA SUK
Separate Junior Depart-
men l\-‘ll-mi]itll'}‘. ;\ear GuJI
[l beaches. Guidance. So.
Boats. Band. Cal A

- Almlnll }'nrr:- \:t Academy
[ st Petersburg 5. Fiorida

Miami Military Academy it ser

Accredited
43 Acres on Blscayne Bay. College Drenunlon & High School.
Grades 1-8 separate bulldings. Avoid Winter lllnesses and
1055 uf school time. All Year Golf Tennls, Sulmm ng. Fishing.
Boasting. All Inclusive fee Catalog, write Col. F. R.
Williams, Box 38, 10601 Bllelym Bivd., Miami 38A, Fla.

Florida Military Academy

Located in the ‘Venice of America’. Healthy year around
climate. Outstanding Boys’ Academy. E.R.B. acc'd. Ages

STAUNTON

MILITARY ACADEMY
In Beautiful Shenandoah Valley.
Thorough college  preparation:;
fully accredited, Indisidual guid-
ance. Band. All gporis, I R.\ma
Pool. Hne health recard.

proof %emrule Junlor
School. u Luy

tite Su
S.M.A., Box R-8, Gtaunton. Va

BASIC COURSE R.0.7.C. BY
U.S.ARMY INSTRUCTORS.

re-

X X & & X

Founded 1860

Al

ta—Winter and summer
lghest government rating
colleges snd the natinnal
Srllnul first th

codets. T'ost-graduate
pulpped with elec-

8 miles from
.r]hnul HALT.

g Clinie, lehl:i:l!

i |I!. urh!rr supervision of a re lnl expert.
JOT ST equired atiendance at gym, classes, In-
poal, Eifers lhe in pmall groups with teachers
Write Col. W. B. Brewster, Collage Park, Ga.

erate FRies

Hargrave Military Academy

Full) _accredited. ollezn nremrllnn. generai  Courss

12, Ho tudy train rei medul resding; in
dlndull guidance. \\holesamo L nfuences. Sepa-
rate Junlor School. All sports. Summer SchooL Younded 1909,
Catalog: Col. Joseph H. Cosby, Pres., Box R, Chatham, Va.

Riverside Military Academy
Oumnmllnz record. ROTC. Winter at Hollywood, Fla. Ac-
Ters guaranteed. Reasonable all-inclusivo fee: %n-nxé

Prog
Junior_}igh. geades i-8. [llustrated Cutuloy,
Gen. Sandy Beaver, Pres., Box 408R, Gnlneullla 4. ‘G

Columbia Military Academy
Fully accr'd. Preparea for Colleges and Gos't, Aumemh:a
11 bulldlngs. ]

Supervised s!
aburis. Band. . 001

for Catalog and 47 Features.”” Depl. K. wolumura, -e.m.

Gordon Military College

Actredlted. Grades 8-12. Also two years college. ROTC
tralns for mllltary or civilian leadexshlo Supervised studs.
Stlmulating activitles program. 350 acr + all spor
ool $89.5 inclusive rate. Founded 18 ‘rite for catalv;
Col. C. R. Harns, President, Barnesville, Georgia

Tennessee Military Institute

Boys planning to attend englneering mmol. and lesdlng
Couenes need thorougn preparation. 1.4, provides that
Iounuman Over Y0% of graduates enter whexe» Grades
Bmall classes. 1“ -acre campus. 33rd year. LataloR.
U. R. Endsiey, Pres, Box 182, Sweeww:

U

o m o
Junior Military Academy I

Modiied mllitary sehwol; kindergarten lhrouxh 3th grade.
ramiy life und atfectlonate care. foud trom our 20u-
acre rarm. 12 months’ enrollment lmluue. sumiier_camp.
Enwr any time. Moderaie rate. 3.in yeur. Uatalog.
maj. koy vederry, box R, Bioomingwn Springs, lenn.

Carlisle Military School

-wevelops sianly Men'--cultlvates physicsl. mental, spir-
itual qualities. 7th-12th grades. I’re-avlatlon. Band. lild
ciimate. Rate §850, Uncludlnl un"nrnn School dalry end
1ruck 1arm. ror catalog and View book. adures::
Col. Jas. F. Risher, maumn\or. Box R, Bamoe!

Camden Acudemy afiiliars preoare
Sl clusses (uversge: 31, Free dlll\ wioriig
:u»ehlavd study sumumel lnaru!.uu Headlng belp,

How -
u-study (raining. ris. inciodlng golf, xlﬂeh. Iorse-
eanshin, Hate 8‘ 3 (uniforms included), Ca
May. P. W. Coll Supt., Box R, Gamdan, Sauin Carolin

Meaningiul Education

Education in the elementary and high school years

should be more than “just going to school.” the
proper school env: uonmem it can mean the develop—
ment of high sch of e-

sponsibility and learning how to live pleasanlly
with others.

Muny Redbouk readers depend on this department
for help in chousing a school or college. Many edu-
cators reter parents to this department for such help
for #ey know of the broad knowledge behind the
recommendations and the sincerity of the staff. Yes!
Members of the staff of this depunmem have been
visiting independent ing schools, junior col-
leges and colleges for many years and are glad to
give parents the benefit of their experience without
charge or obligation. They know through personal
visits to them the majority of schools listed in these
pages anu are glad to answer questions about these
and other schools.

More and more, with the overcrowded condition in
puuut. ;Lhools. thoughtful pan:nts are glvmg senou:

. m
Georgia Military College

Accredited Junior College, High School grades 8-12. i7th
year. Modern equipment. Personal guidance. Sports. Quar-
lerly registration. Designated Senior R.O.T.C. Houor
Hchool. Moderate mu Fall term hnml Sept. 10th, Write
for cataiog. Col. R. H. Therns, Box R. Milledgeviile, Ga.

both tor thldren of elemencary and high achuol
vears. it is unwise to delay consideration of a
‘change of school until failure appears, wise to pre-
vent. imlure wn m mompan)mx luk of self-

schools \\hen the ev ldence of dxfﬁcul!y [lrat appears.

5-18. Grades 1-12. Indis. attention. Ocean
Cadets aceepted anytime. Summer Camp. Illust't Catalogue.
Write Col.C. K. Bob Young. Pres., Fort Lauderdale, Florida.

SOUTHWESTERN SCHOOLS

Boys

.Iudson School, Arizona

nch sehoal for 100 M)l #-18 ln hullnlul

1-|Inmg Bamall classes; accredit,

rolleges: riding id

mlmnmm. fishing,
Wictk, D.

warm., dl‘}'
ed weslern
I.m.llnlnl in lullion Tennls,
J irips, ZHih year. Catalog,
Ashley, Dirs., smme Aflam

Texas Military Institute
Distingulshed Texas mllltary school. Traditions of manli-
ness. honer, eourage, devotlon to duty. College preparatory.
dy techniques mall

Girls

Girls. Fully accredited Jr.
Avere't co“ege Cotle: Transfer, terminai
coursea. Liberal Arts. Pre-professional. Merchandisini.
home ec.; secretarial, med. sec’l. I’iano, organ, voice. Art,
dnml, snee(h Indivldual attention. small classes. Snorts.
pooi. gym, Nocla) program. Endowed. 97th yr. Catalog.
Curtis Buhov. Pres., 408 W. llln St.. Danville, Va.

i For youna wome
Sullins College o st somer,
Llberal Arts & Career Courses. Muslc, Speech, Art, Sec'l.
Med. Sec’l., Mds'g., Home Ec., Phys. Ed.. Ballet, Equl-

ion. Qutstanding soclal program, All ;noru Lake. Pool.

llllnk Riding. Est. 1870. Cata

Martin. Pres., Box R.8. Bnunl, Virginia

FOII’fOX Hall An °id( Virglnia school for g(rls

amous Shenandoah Valley.
Accredited £ years high school College prep.. lenl courses.
muslc, art, dramatics, home

rts. Eplscopal Cata l
lvu..smAnMnlu'.Tlnt

A
A, 8. Crlw. Box 45 800 Colief

Coeducational

CMd school with mill-
Brownmoor School chool with mi)l-
Accredlted. Grndes 1-12. Colleln Drenl n & Rgeneral
course. Juslc. Art. Dance. Outdoor sp

ts year around.
Lurz‘: smble Engilsh n d Y exslern rldlnw. sw ming nnd
tennis

eatu Cat Herbert E.
Marjorie W. s.m. Hudmlnreu. Dept. R.

nix. Arlx.

Spacious grounds. &ports, gym, {ndoor pool I’rl\l
Catalog-~mentlon grsde and intei
. Box R-568, Park snhon. Waynuharn. Virs,

Coeducational

Baxter Seminary

Co-educetlonal. Trains for useful irades with college pre-
Dlulou or terminal courses. A-1 scholastic rating. Accred.
0. Assoc. Athletle, cultural, social actifitles. Farm.
\ludemla cost. Write for ‘‘Courses’ and Bulletin,
H. L. Upperman, President, Box R, Baxter, Tenn,

Following is 8 typical letter (actual) from a
parent: e 17, 1955
*“‘We are interested in a boarding school for our
15-year-old daughter Maxgaret who i3 a sophomare
in a day school here. We feel that Murgaret should
repeat her sophomore year. Although she is not fail-
"i‘lg' lshe is not doing as well as tests prove she
should.

“May we make an appointment in the near future

to come to New York and to t’ ur office and discuss

suitable schools with you? W e wxll make this ap-
at your conv

January 10, 1956
“We have thought of you so often this z‘ear and
blessed guu, for your help in choosing Margaret's
school. She is so happy, earning goo marks and
gammg self confidence. Thank you more than we
can say
Mrs, J. E. e
Harrisburg, Penmy lvania

Address: Ethel F. Bebb
Director of School Advisory Service
REDBOOK MAGAZINE
230 Park Ave., New York 17, N. Y.

These schools invite requests for catalogues and information. In writing for catalogues, please mention REDBOOK.
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MIDDLE ATLANTIC

SCHOOLS

NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY

Derelom teday’s Youth for tomorrow’s world by b‘ullldlnz
Member
\llllury Schools Div, R.0.T.C.. Dept.

of Arms. Gradu-
ates In ull colleges. All sports. Infantry. Casalry. Artillery:.
Band schoiarships.” Grades 1-

16 Academy Ave., Cor i Hudson, N. Y.
H Founded 1860. For hoys. Accredited.
Manlius Coier®s. 22 Vcompie woiiese prepara-

tion. ROTC. Highest U.S. Army rating for over 50 vears.
126-acre cuinpus. Remedial readlng. Sports. New gymna-
stum. Band. Summer Session. Tutorial assi Catalog.

EDUCATIONAL
TROUBLE SHOOTERS

Individualized Plan—
Each Student a Class

For boys with educatlonal prob-
lems—zntce sful college Dprepara-
and general educatlon. Qur
leln dlscover causes of difficulties
and we (1) dovise Individualized
|)rogram to overcome dlmcullles.

(2) make up lost time: 13) Instill confidence; (4) teach
rﬂemh el) the art of concentration nnd the science of study.

Faculty 12: Enreliment 30 ; 50 vears’ experience

\\rlle Kdward R. Knight, l’hD Headmaster

OXFORD ACADEMY .20 1.

Robert R. Weekes, The Manlius School, Manlius, N. Y.

Nyack Boys School

Grades 1 through 8. On beautiful estate overlooklnk
lludson River. 19 mlles from New York City. Atmosphere
of well-appointed home. Limited enrollment. Capable staff
assures sympathetic care. Summer School. Cat alog.

Box R, Nyack, N. Y. Tel NYIGK 7.2072.

Malcolm Gordon School

A small school for boys 8 to 14 In a 1ik

FARRAGUT

College Preparatory—Naval Training
Fully accredited. Preparation for all col-
leges, government academies. Testink. xuld-
unce for college and career. College Board
center. Separate .Junior School.
Sports. boats, bands. .\pproved
summer camp and school. Cataleg.
Admiral Farragut Audemy

i’repares for_leading Eastern semndlr\ schools.

vised study. Skiing. lce-hockey, team sports. New ZVin. 50

acres nverlmklnz West Point. 50 miles N. \' C. Founded 1927.
David R. Gordon, Garrison-on-Hudson, New York

SPECIAL SCHOOLS

Super-

Binghamton Training School
Speclalized programs for retarded children. $mall groups.
Excellent facilitles. Experlenced staft. Established 1881.
W. H. Boldt, Director

Binghamton, N. Y.

Bancroft School and Camp

\(I::r mumt lrulninl fnr the memlll.\ n-urd«l or emullul:-
m
Malne (

Dr.
106 Falrview Ave,

St. Bernard’s School

Eplscopal school for boys, grades 7- stresslug college
vreparation. Accredited. 330-acre campus. 46 mile: from
New York City. x~mnll classes. Work and farm program.
Supervlaed xlud Riding, riflery, team sports, clubs.
D. Williams, Headmaster, Gladstone 6. New Jersey

ALLEY FORGE

MILITARY ACADEMY

“‘Al the Nation's Shrine’’ Prepare your boy
to enter leading colleges and at the same tlme
be trained for a commission in the Armed 8
mall classes, highest academic ,landa rh
S-lhnol amd Jr, College, fulls accredite
Al 5 Arty., L ar, Inl’umr:. Hand, Hemm Divi-
#lon mb’l‘l. Catalog. Box
Boys Taugbt

Perkiomen How o ‘Study

Graduates attend lexdlnz mllenes unherellles Homelike
atmosphere. Grades ted for excellence in teaching
u.-rhnlquesl Spunsd. netlrltlea for all. \Iodem dorms.

ervices

Carson Long
Boys' Milltary 0ol. Educales the whole boy—physically.
mentally. morally. Llo“‘ to learn. how to labor, how to live,
Prepares for college. life or buslness. 120th year of Char-
acter Bulldlnk Overall charges £1150.00.

ox_I8. New Bloomfield. Pa.

me BULLIS } 22 SCHOOL

6 miles from the At Silver Spring,
B.

‘White House Md. Box

Wm. F. Bullis, Address:
U.S.N.A. ‘24, Pres. Registrar

ANNAPOLIS WEST POINT

COLLEGE PREPARATORY
Aeerodllul Outstanding suceess. Modern l\r-rml bulldin
Rat Fail orm—Sent. 10. 1o for eatal

Bordentown Military Institute

I-‘ully accredited, College preparatory. Business. general

8. AV Outstanding record of college entrunce.
NO n)'»‘ taught how to study; small classes: remediul
reading. All sports. Junfor School. 31 Summer sesslon.
Write for cutalog. Reglstrar, Box ‘288, Bordsntown, N. J.

Coedncational

Warren School

Where hoys over 13 with educational problemis cun learn
how 1o concentrute, guln contidence and make up lost time.
tollexe preparation. Indivldual programs. Auelenllnu

'medlal programs. Aceredited. Near \Vashingeon, D.C,
Phllln Lincoln_Garland, Dlr., Box 200, olm\y, Maryland

Girls

A (uaker couh.rsllwnil Hhml
Internation a ]

Oakwood

ETe campus hu! Blus Ridge Mis,

Penn Hall

Frep sichool & J
and medic | z\'lliuh. Mnﬂum El i Depl, T8rd ¥ u. Good counseling program. Fully ac Instrue. & [-rlll' ::rrn(ll ﬁ‘;
Jenzia C. Y, Prin., Box 35 Hlllelnlld N Ty COUTH. Mus e, clubs, shop Hmd rr\vr‘s progTAm_on olle T |_ lh,:»e tertuinal & transt b
: STUDY “"al.:wy:lrm:: Tate m!‘:'{:f] Ial;‘t-l Im'o '&.“T sk, s \futeal Hec') \| 1 ul;mlhl’vo‘lm“?r ml.nTm"
W i a .
HOME ST 7. Glark, Pris., Dakwood Ssheal, Poughxaspsis. N.Y. | Dr. & c::m H-.ni'- Pres. Boi R, Chambersburp, Pa.
Educate Your Child at Home i Seurmg Tutormg Schools Grler School
{Inile Earten—ih urade. Accredited, y-to-foliow: teach- Conl . the Allegh henes. Arvredited College Preparation
Mual; lessons, books. supplies. No experienice needer .,\m-? m::r“ 3 L%‘l‘i‘rfu h;:l::.mind L l‘:‘::{. oorts, r . Well-rounded schiool life for girls, grades
oo Iu[t‘nm-nl u—-rlm;‘ ur:n uted m rmlrn Ienmlnu t.. NYC Coed, day & rve, E nlal i IJ]HIun 'F! Ry mgkkﬁlm 1 Illx:
rograms of supetior tart ime. atalo o .+ busi edial i Al ages. orta. 1000 ai 3. Pool 1T, Catalog.
el e . Py b, ity fhiaen. | achecl. coliege, business, ‘Remedlal rE:n’tin Falls 73711 homas G. Grler. Co- Héads, Box 8. Tyrons. Pa.
MID-WESTERN SCHOOLS
Boys
Howe MI m:ry SChOOI Thorough ucndemlc For junior bovs
8D

(raining In
uslnen

Small
ts

lege
roxemhl Achlevement Ratlng zh es esch ba) a g
¢lasseés. Junlor school. Nenior Basi¢ RO 1
v New dorms, pool. Eplscopel L»l
Buru" B. Bouton, M., A.. 386 Academ:

lu .
ce, How

MILITARY ACADEMY

St. John's System Kl\es boys responsl-
bility,

ST. JOHN'S
2l

Western Military Academy

Dt\elopu a de:lre to succeed. Emnhasls on self-confidence,
self-directio how-to-study. all classes, guldance.
‘. Career uml)sls. Jr Sr ROT(‘ All ath-

a‘nh‘“ﬁ Jnkwn,s SunL !n R !. Allan 'lflll:ll:lllf
Morgan Park Military Academy

Superlor academic program under Inspiring faculty. Full)‘
accredited; 90% enter cnlleze Small classes. Grades 1

Honor Cavalry. . Art, music. drama. ﬂhon
Nports ; Ielml for all. S{lh he-r Write for catalog.
Cel. C. L. Jordan, Bo x 58S. an_Park, Chicago 43, 1)

Onarga Military School

Trains for character. Individual study program: healthful.
homelike living. Accredited. College preparatory, business

t-oursel SrlnnIL classes. |‘l;I;leceLoE“dlsLn‘| 12, hi e-m‘2
ind parts, activitles tuit l ciugo &5
miles: Catalog: Gol: Lo . Atams, Box ifitne

Roosevelt Military Academy
*‘Bullders of Men."”
Fully uccredited; Career Guidance Dept.; small cluses,

ersonal supervision; free l.umln ; all sports; band; rid-
ng. Moderate rate. Grades ol now. Catalog.
Colonel Glen R. Mlllllln Box R, Al 1.

«C nc'ducatluna'
l-ur children 7-14who

Ann Arbor School overls pensitive,

emotlonully immature, blocked ncademlca]L\. or withdraw-
ing from normal social life. Education with therapy. Coed.

-, ensures rapld
iy i xception

scademic prorT nal teac!
ing. small clusses. Grades 7-12. Fully
accredited. Reading Clinic. § TC

Catalog, DIF; of
. Wisc,

Northwestern Military & Naval
ACﬂdemV College prep. Est. 1883, Aceredlted, 75

!ni. lo Chirago. 53 to Milw e AVE.
clas II'I F! L
}.Irulr A|

3l1 ern h:l]ltle-
Write m cllllﬂu 38 8o,

ilin
ke Shore R, Lake Geneva, Wis,

.

Pillsbury Academy

Prepares boys for college or career. Fully accredited.
Grades 6-12. Small classes. individual attention. Excellent
faculty. All sports: swimming pool. Business courses. MIII-

Grand River Academy £or juticr bows

rade. This country boarding school oiYers the advautakes
nr small clagses. supervised study and play. work shons, In

homellke atmosphere. 50-acre campus or oods and telds.
\lodrnu: tuition. Phone: Crestview 300, Write to—
Carl R. Bauder. Headmaster, Aul(lnhurn. Ohio

Ohio’s only wili-
tary academy’

Ohio Military Institute

Est. 2. Brings out the best in your boy. Large faculty.
small aes Upper school certifies to collezes Lower school
for boy . High, healthful, wooded 5::-acre campus. All

8ports, blnd “orch., rifie clubs. Moderate tuition. ¢
write: 5559 Belmont Avu,. College Hill, clnclnnm u,

Missouri

1ou

Mllitary Academ)y
and Separate Junior School

68th year, Grades i-12. Fully accredited. Senior RUTC.
inspiring teachers. Small classes. Strong reme-

Friendly,
dial read!r
30 acre lake.

Col C. R. S(rlhllﬂﬂ 386 |

Wentworth Military Academy

Thousand; of business and Drofesslonall leaders started here.
t ol

tary training. 80th year. Mod, L Lloyd Sports
Holsinger, Héadmaster, Box 307-R. Owatonna, M| inesota. {;“.'.'" ls.ﬁ‘;'r“""‘cfasm\'v"g:h|’““';"e{,l';‘af ,f:,“'“’ et
o
Accredited
Shattuck School o a2 Kemper Military School

Balanced educational, religious, military program. Prepar-
atory, general courses. Small classes. Sr. Basic ROT
Sports for all. Gsm armory, pool, golf rourse Many activl-
ties, Episcopal. Est. 1858, Summer School-Camp. Catalog.

Director of dmlnlon-. 564 Shumway Hl" Farlbautt, Hlnn

Rounded educstional. military, recreational prokram. Cen-
tury-old tradition; modern methods. Accredited. Small
classes; personal guldance. §th Grade. H.S8. and Jr. Collexe.
Approved ROTC. All sports, n\lnz. horsemanship. 112(h vi
Catuloy. Dir. of Adm., 686 Third St., Boonville, Mlssouri,

St. Thomas Military Academy
Exceptlonal preparatory training in Catholle anvlronment
Fully accredited. Personal attention to each tOTC. All
sports. Golf, pool, gym. Band,

g choir, Chwel infirmar.
krades 1-8, Small classes. Individual tutoring; remedial ¥
: 1\5 acre campus in residential St. Paul d yr. Catalogus
reading. Arts, crafts, sports. Brochure Kambly,
M.D.. Director, (704 Broadway, Ann Arbor, 8or 1. Rev. Leo White, St. Thomas M.A., St. Paul, Minn.
SPECIAL SCHOOL College

Girls

. 4 Eplscopal.

Saint Mary’s Hall Eli e,

College preparatory, general courses. Grades 9-12. Music,

art, crafts. dramatics. Religious education. Secretarlal.

Physical educatlon; sports, riding. Spacious campus. Beau-

tiful niodern bulldlngs. 91st sear. Write for catalog.
Martha R. Robbins. M.S., Faribault. Minnesota

1 For unusual children, Experlenced
Trowbndg& teachers: Paychologlst. Braln in-
jured nccepted. Medleal and psychiatrie supervizton. Home
atmosphere and individual iraining. Ozark Summer Camn
Heasonuble rates, Pamphlet. John A. Mor MBS W

D Box F. 2827 Forest Avenue, K City, Missour],

These schools invite requests for catalogues and information.

National College of Educahon
Modern  preparation for nursery and elementary e
teachers. Liberal arts, technique Etudy. I'R(Ill‘? 1»-‘ [
Fully accredited. 4 and 5 vears: B. | i
Campis [ife on €
Ri rd_Johni

Iu? $ heauts rth
rer. 2918 Bheridan. Eusnste

Ferry Hall

llul-\luhil'ln hmr-llm: -.hml for glrls.
“hil i #afui A

preparin
)Iu— e, | Ilf.n ay

it I
iyl Box 2. Lake For

In writing for Lata]uguu please mention REDBOOK.
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NEW ENGLAND SCHOOLS
Boys Coeducational
Junlor 8chool for Boys.
ACADEMY Rumsey HG" 80 miles from N.Y.C.
Grades 1 thru 8. Small classes. Boys learn to study. Country
Junior Scheel entironment. Well coached team sports. Flshing, Skilng,
W Grades 6 1o 8 Skatlng. Riftery. Mentlon age & grade.Fer buvklet address:
(LLL Mr. David R. Barr, Headmaster, Washington 4, Conn.

Thorough grounding ln subjects an(lmnmnz advanced col-
lege preparatory study on same campus. Lmp! al}
rundamenuls Flexible program for each boy developlng

ood hahits of concentration. Separate classes, dormitorics,
:.rhoo! activities in xtimulating backeround. Remedial in-
structlon. Summer &esslon.

A. R. SHERIFF, Headmaster

g5

Cheshire, Conn,

HOME STUDY—ACCOUNTING

To those who want to
enjoy an

ACCOUNTING
IF 2o CAREER

person,
here’s something
that will interest you. Not a magic formula—
butsomething more substantial, more practical.
Of course, you've got to pay the price, study
earnestly. Sull, woulgn't it be worth while for
a brief period—provided the rewards were
good—a salary ot $4,000 to $10,000 or more?
An accountant’s duties are interesting, varied,
of real worth to his employer.
Why not, like so many before you, let
LaSalle’s Problem Method start yox climbing?

SEND FOR FREE BOOK
Supposeyou could work in an accounting firm
under the personal supervnslon of an expert
accountant—solving easy problems at first,
then more difficult ones. With his advice, soon
you'd master them all.

That's what LaSalle’s Problem Method gives
you. You cover Basic Accounting Principles,
Accounting Systems, Income Tax Procedure,
Auditing, Cost Accounting—on up through
CPA preparation. You progress as rapidly as
you care to—start cashinginwhile scill learning.

Wil! recognition come? You know success
doescometothemanreallytrained. Yes—trained
accountants are the executives of tomorrow.

For your own good, write for free book,
“Accountancy, the Profession that Pays”—
which will prove that you can master Account-
ing quickly, thoroly in spare time at home.

Over 4200 CPA’s among LaSalle alumni

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A Correspondence Institution
Dept. 866-H Chicago 5, lIl.

for boye.
since 1018,
\'en small
acceieration
12 montns.
Sept. 26th,
Gonnecvieut

Milford folleze Preparatory &chool

its teaching
Grades 8-12. Notable record achlevement.
classes develop
for mature
Spaclous camipus. Athletlcs. all term starts
William D. -earsen, Headmaster, Milford 3,

Worcester Academy E:; jss1; one of

dltlonal prep. schools, Grades 8 thru 12. National enroll-
Graduates enter leading colleges and universiiles.

Teams in all sports, Gym. pool. track. William

Jr.. Headmasier, 81 Providenee St., Worculer. Mnu

Hatch Preparatory School
Timesaving program since 1926, Classes of 1 to 4 hoys
enable the Individual to overcome the inertla of mass edu-
cstion. Progress geared to lndlrldudl abilities and ambi-
tlon. (ollege candidates save

Lloyd Harvey hatch, Hudmasur. Newport, R. I.

Tilton School T’""'“," coll

wiles T- Bullds cha
acter, responsibllity, leadershlp. Small chs s‘ understand-
Ing masters,

Extensive sports program for au. Ouiulng
Debatitig. Moderate tuition.
J. Rolland Cromp.on, D.®..

(,Iub Glee Club,
}Islabhahed 1815. Catalog.
Hdm.,, Box R, Tilton, N. H.

A New Hampshire School
for Bovs. Small classes. Ex-
perlenccd masters. Excellent college preparatory record.
Modern buildings. Well-regulated boarding school life.
Sports for every boy. 136th year begins September 21

Frederick R. Smith, A.M.. Box 50, New Hampton, N. H.

New Hampton

EI.WIN R. IWOMELY, Headmaster

1 Teparing boys and glirls for college
since 1&4' individual conslderation by
able facul Unlgue advantages of Ver-
.nonl me “Home Ec. usle. Art, Secre-

arlal. Team sports. Fine  eaulpment,
(‘ImDI.I! All-Incluslve fee $1130.

', S y. Vermont

H In a scenlc Venmont valley.
Lyndon Institute &2 55mis Coet Acrealte
college preparatory; business, home ec., agriculture. auio
mecnanles, butlding trades. Art, music. L'(cellenl facwty;
personul guiamice. All winter sports: football, baskethail.
lmk. nmunuln trlps. Est. 1367, kull rate only $100
Cats W. F. True, Box E, Lyndon Center, Vermo

Cherry Lawn School

d. Aurmhed. Gndes 3- 1‘ (’nllue nrep atory. Small
. Indivigual guldance. Study Aids. Dramatics, mu-

e
class
sle. art. Riding, sports.

Christina Staal, P Oir., Box 21, Darlan, Conn,
The Bement School P& 5t

Delightful country boarding n—mL Thorou, h adenilc

training, Preparaiion for second lle. :uc.
und’ music. Excellent su:»cmﬂon ersonul
r Uminp Kat F lhmm ‘and In H

€ n 3
Harriman Drexler, Birl:lnrl. an II. Dearfield, Mass.

Girls
Vermont Junior College 2 <

us bu
Vermont’s capltal city. Terminal, transfer courses. Llhevs.
arts. I°re-professional, nursery teaching, journalism, ar.. sve-
retarial, med. sec’i, med. technology, home e« .\Ausic 5 a.m
dramatics, Exullem soctal nnd sports o&

skating. teants, Cstalog. R. R. Noble, Pres.. ontntlcr. n.

Emerson School forBoys Gisdes oo

A country boarding school 30 miles from Boslon 8 bulld-
. Limited enroliment, Average class $. Men teachers.
Homellke family' group. Remedial reading. All sports.
(Gracuates In top secondary schools &colleges. Suniner Sessiun.
Ralph W. Turner, Headmaster, Box 911, Exeter, N. H.

Rogers Hall

64 yesrs of New England tradltlons. Near Boston, Thorough
coliege prep: n. One vear intensive roview for college.
(.enerul course; secretarlal training. Excellent music and
urt. Al sports including riding. NWimming pool. Catalog.
Mrs. Katharine W. MacGay, Box R. Lowell, Massachusetts

u.'e'

DPRAMA, RADIO & TV

American Academy r:xd yur thowus | Emerson College & o
2 speech lnd hu ring therspy with ini
\Of D:gnl?hc Aﬂs]] T:’E:‘[Igr}m Rﬁmﬂﬂm]‘: LI‘:‘:L: ik i : :1‘ u\lnIn‘:Jm):é%nld::‘elr up to-dat
ear public performances wn‘. 2 yr. COUrsts an- C =
proved for Korean Veterans, Pari-time evening courses tranle T\ 'roduhlau studio. Dormitories.
irday toen-ake groups. R, 177, 245 Weat 5200 St No ¥ Dean’ of Admisaions. 130 Beacon St Bosten

AIRLINE TRAINING

FINE & COMMERCIAL ART

TRAINING BRINGS
Pace coop POSITIONS AND
©wiis RAPID PROMOTIONS

MIJN llr‘llne uu\:kl!u rate Grace Downs
Anesi the country, Here,
R numu fay and

l MI‘I\
1 " efant Link Trainer,
drilne executives Ien I‘r‘lﬂl‘n"‘“\' emplare I
sl premises, J w 3. Grace Lowns Diaced iis
Ereduates; FRER pincemint. State Livensod: et book R,

“"d"hﬂn“

ross [SRACE DOWNS Air Carear School
Sonmironies e TEMBY dulloine’

X-RAY & LABORATORY

STUDY ART IN GALIFORNIA

Learn from
profit scnool. Accredlted. lnuxrumnn ln dvertising deshm.

Illumaunn painting. product deslgn, packaging, story liius-

lllrl”lo“‘ lettering, graphle deslgn industrial deslln. {ushl?’n
ustr: 3 s

jects. d-year courses lead lo “degree. Coed. 400 students.

New terms February, June, September. 25th year. Catalox.

ART CENTER SCHOOL
Edward E. Adams, Director
5353 West Third st. Los Angeles S, Calif.

Traphagen School of Fashion

Tralning Here pays Dividends for liltellmal Fashion Art,
o

Franklin School of Science & Arts

Natlonally (’amouu for excellence of training 1in Medical
nontl

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTION
417 S. Dearborn St., Dept. 866-H, Chicago §, IIl.

1 want to be an accouncant. Send me,
without obligation, the Free Ius.
trated book, ‘‘Accountancy, the
Profession that Pays,” and full infor.
mation about your Accounting
training program.

[J LaSalle Accounting

[ Other LaSalle Opportunities -

O Law: LL.B. Degree O Foremanship
O BusinessManagemeat O Industriai Management
O Saiesmanship O Traffic and Transporta-

O Stenographic-Secre- tion

tarial Training O Stenotype
0O CPA Training (Machine Shorthand)
Name............. Age.oa..ns
Gity,Zone, Sate. .. ...o.ovviunnnn.

X-Ray Technology-—6 months;
\Iedtul secreur\—l" months. Top paying Do<1llons walt-
ng. Llacements. _Approved. Founded 1913,
\\rllv for (alllW R. 281 8. 22"! 5(.. Phlll. 3, Pa.

JAdvaneed. n, Clothing Con-
structlon, lnterior Decor., Dl:pl \-ening, Free
Placement Bureau. \Write or phon 7 for Circular 15,
Traphagen School, 1680 Brond'ﬂ)’. (52-1 Sl) New York (9.

Ray-Vogue Schools

Northwest Institute of Medical
Laboratory Techmque F“““"*ﬂ,,“}‘,i_

ulty trains techniclans in 9 mos. X-ray, rice
placement gervice. (lasses start Jan., Apr., G.1
approved. Catalog. 3410 E. Lake 8t.. M nnuw ll 8. Mlnn.

. .
Davis Institute of Technology
Biudy In beautiful Miaml, Complete courses in Medieal
Technology, Medical Azlstant, X-ray and Medical Secre-
tarlal. Welte for freo brochure, artment H, Davis
o of Techmology, 2100 West Flagler Street, nlnul.

23 Carnegie institute

Med. Lab & X-ny Tuehnlclln Med. Sec’'ys &
Assistants (8 _or oed. ]nlerzsllnx
Careers. Great Demand (,ood Part-

time Work. nrms hee PllremenL
Appr. Four Schools, \nllnnlll)
‘Boston. Cle ehnd. Delr it, New York. A
Eastern Sch. Phys. Alds, Catalogue De RA
Carnegle Inst.. Euclid .ive. Cleveland. OhXo
Name....
Address. . o

Fashlon llh Modeling, Dress Deil:n
shlon lnlen Art,
uracx ve {or nlrl.s

}‘mer Sept_ 3 or Oct. 1. ‘Write Reglstrar.

3
Ray-Vogue Schools, 750 North Michigan Ave., chlnlo II.

Art Institute of Pittsburgh

18 month Dlploma Career eourses In Commerclal A
Fashlon Illustration; Interior Design; Dress Deslin. Un-
usually active employment help. Veterun approved. Co-ed.
34th year. For King Size FACTBOUK, write WIlls R.
Shook, DIr., 835 Smithfleld St.. Pittsburgh 22, Pa.

a ralit -
Ringling School of Art sty vain-
Commerclal Art, Fashion Arts. Interlor Deslgn. Faculiy
of outstanding artlsts. Students use RIngllng Museum aml
Clreus. Qutdoor cla: es Dormltorles. Low cost. Write for
catalog and folder “In Florida Sunshlne.
rge B. Kaiser, Jr.. Exec. Sec'y, Sarasota, Florida

American Academy of Art

Practical courses in Commerclal & Fine Art. Faculty of in-

ternatlonal reputation. Story. Advertising & Flshlon 1llus.

Letterlng. Layout. I"alnting. Plnremem ssrrl t
Coed. Fall term hcgln‘ Reptemher 3. H. .I

D 25 E. Jackson Bivd.. chlnlo 4, Illlno

These schools invite requests for catalogues and information. In writing for catalogues, please mention REDBOOK.
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HOME STUDY

PROFESSIONAL SCHOOL

TOP-PAY POSITIONS WITH

STENOTYPE 4 S

Stenotype is the easy
and fast way to top-pay
stenographic, secretarial,
and court reporting positions. Easner to write
—easier to transcribe, because you ‘‘take’
plain, easy-to-read typewritten letters.

Top flight opportunities unlimited—and
the field is wide open and highly inviting.

You can learn Stenotype in spare time at
home without interfering with your present
job. Low cost—easy terms. Machineincluded.
GET ALL THE FACTS—-send today for your
free copy of “Stenotypc, For Better Busi-
ness Careers” and learn how quickly you
can enter this highly profitable profession.
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

A Correspondence Institution
417 S. Dearborn St., Dept. 866SYT, Chicago 5, IIl.

Career
TRAINING
ACCOUNTANCY
AIR LINE TRAINING
ART
Commercial Art Industrial Design
Cartooning Interior Decoration
Costume Design Fine and Applied Art
AVIATION
BUSINESS ADMINISTRATION
DRAFTING

DRAMATIC ART
DRESS DESIGN (Correspondence)

ENGINEERING
Electrical Aeronautical
Automotive
Mechanical

HIGH SCHOOL (Correspondence)
HOME ECONOMICS & TEA ROOM TRAINING
HOTEL TRAINING
INTERIOR DEC. (Correspondence)
JUNIOR COLLEGE (2 yrs)
KINDERGARTEN TRAINING
LABORATORY TECHNIQUE
MERCHANDISING & RETAILING
MODELING
Music
PHOTOGRAPHY
PHYSICAL EDUCATION
RADIO ENGINEERING
REFRIGERATION
SECRETARIAL TRAINING .

Medical

Legal

Dental
SPEEDWRITING
STAGE, SCREEN, RADIO, TELEVISION
STENOTYPE
TEACHER TRAINING
WINDOW DISPLAY
WRITING (Correspondence)
X-RAY & ELECTROCARDIOGRAPHY

(Please check the type of school in which you are interested)
Please send catalogs and information to

Name.

Address,

Tuition Rate per year §...

Previous

Location desired (name states).

““How | Became a
Hotel Hostess”

Ruth Mather Succeeds
As Hostess Though
Without Hotel Experience

“My first position after gradu-
ation from the Lewis School
was with a fine hotel. After a
short time, I was offered my
present position as Hostess and
Social Director of an ‘Officers’
Candidate Club. want to
thank the Lewis School for making this possible.”

“Can |, At My Age
Become a
Hotel Executive?”

"Yes,” says Albert Lechner Who
Became Service Superintendent
As A Result of Lewis Training

“Upon graduation, the Lewis Place-
ment Bureau helped me obtain a
very responsible position and later
recommended me for the position of Service Su-
perintendent in a State School. My earning power
bas increased 68% in five short years. I feel that
my future is secure—thanks to Lewis!”

STEP INTO A WELL-PAID HOTEL POSITION

Important positions, increasing opportunities
await trained men and women in glamorous
hotel, motel, club, and institutional field. Lewis
graduates “making good™ as hostesses, mana-
gers, executive housekeepers and in 55 other
well-paid positions. Previous experience proved
unnecessary. 'Over 40" no obstacle. Lewis
training quickly qualifies you at home or
through resident classes in Washington. FREE
book describes this fascinating field. It tells
how you are registered FREE in Lewis Na-
tional Placement Service. Mail coupon today !

Approved for ALL Veteran Training

| Lewis WoTEL TRAINING SH00L 40n I
| Room BM- 185, Washington 7, D. C.

| Send me. without obligation, sour Free Book. I

to know how to qualify for a well-paid Doxltlan

O Home Study O Resident Training

"(Please print name and address)

Addres:

I
|
N, |
|
|

cit

Stat
B ek ere it elmnle Tor Feter an Training _:

ENGINEERING SCHOOLS

BUSINESS & SECRETARIAL

LLGLACETS MUY COMMERCE & ENGINEERING

BA L']:l

DEGREE IN 27 MONTHS in Mech.,
i uun‘h’sm Eace |

Civil,
TV llmmlru Fnumwmm
Il Bus Anlm iGen, Bus., Accig. Motor
Transpart Mgt ble students faster. Visit camons,
see well- rqulnned hb;_ eary demand for_graduates. Place-
ment gervice. Prep courses. ,\l:nmeu for Vets. Enter Sept.,
coid
Boak,

Chem,

. March, June.
Catalog and “Vour Corcer”

s o TRI-STATE COLLEGE 26,53

Write Jean MeCarthy for

fiana -

a head start! EARN YOUR
ELOR'S DEGREE IN 2
YEARS. Save tuue and money.
DPrepare yourself for a profitable
career, Study AD\(I\ISTR.\T[\E

SECRL ARIAL (adm..

COLLEGE ::critirisc

MINISTRATION (manlcement, accte. .
salesmanship, advertising). Also {-yr.
Bu.mess Teacher Training; 1-5T.

dmonul collexe life. Dorms. uildings. Fra-
. Sororfties. Self-help program, Fne tive place-
ment service. Enlisted Keserve unit on . A
Vets. Catalog. Rita Holt, 154 Hope St., I’rnvﬂlll

finance, retailing,
degree course in
seuel-rial diploma.

REE.  Acronautical,

S ENGINEERING

v't. approv Enter
n

DEGREE IN
27 MONTHS| {5 g, & Bl

INDIANA TECHNICAL COLLEGE

aun for LEADERSHI

Accountancy, Sales Mimt., Advertising,
Teade, W, Becretarial

Business Mgme.,

Merﬂmnmsinr Forelg

Sclence, Movie sncremllul (
. Interlor Decorath

Thrd year. CoEd. Highest standards.

positlons secured. Part-time work.

sl Exoritent
Intoresting eatalod.

WOODBURY COLLEGE

1026 WILSHIRE BLVD.,LOS ANGELES 17,CALIF

MilwaukeeSchoolofEngineering

Bachelor of Science and Assoe. in Applied Sci. derrees.
Many job openings for graduates, Courses in Electrical and
\[erhunicnl Enzineering, Radlo-TV, Electronics, Air Con-
onin S Refrig. Approved for vets, e career hooklets.
vrrite opt. R. m N Broadway, Milwaukee, Wis.

Katharine Gibbs

Outstanding secretarial training for high school, private
school graduates. Special course for college women. Resi-
dent rnumes Faursh 1 placement service. Catalog.
resident’s Secretary. 21 _Marfborough 8t., Boeton 0
Park Ave.. New Vorl\|7. Montzh Ir. 1. Pravldlnus R.I.

AERONAUTICAL TRAINING

iy SAWIATION ...

Aviation industry demand for qualified men assures une::eﬂed career onurlunlhes for

Embry-Riddle graduates. Fully approved flight,

courses for maximum lraining in minimum time, including Umv of Mmm BEA degree

Courses. 'llwmufh practical instruction, backed by three decades expenencelrammg
eaders. Enjoy Florida’s matchless year-round climate. Prepare for hi

paying role in America’s fastest growing industry. Write loday! G.1. auth IIJustratadcataﬁJl

today’s aviation

nm. 5

SCHOOL OF AVIATION

Address; DEAN, EMBRY- RIDDLE, DEPT. 96, MIAMI 30, FLA.

TRAIN MLA AIR CAPITAL OF

HOME

PLAY RIGHT AWAY!

Even If You Don’t Know
a Note of Music Now

THE WORLD

STUDY

Fascinating field for men and women,
Excellent starting point for career. Practi-
cal basic training. Approved supervised method.
ow tultlon, Easy payments. Send for FREE
24-page Ulustrated booklet, “Adventures In Interlor
Deslgn & Decoration.” No obligation,

CHICAGO SCHOOL OF INTERIOR DECORATION
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 188C, Chicago 14, 1l

ANYr
- Mo boring ex-

. Start pliving
o

zing progress.
ML Iemm E

e
Emlln nns Part wuhmm NY.

for
Musie,

T 58tk wear

Address : Ethel F. Bebb, Department of Ed

REDBOOK MAGAZINE
230 PARK AVENUE. NEW YORK 17, NEW YORK

. .
National School of Dress Design
Approved supervised home study tralning. Fine starting
paint for career. No classes. No wasted time, Text ar
work kit r||m1=| Diploma awarded Low tultion and
payments, Send for lot.

835 Diversey Plrh:g Dept. 1880, Chieags 14, 111

High School at Home ¥y Fluun

Go az muluh ns vour time snd abilities permit. Prepures
we A l' exams. Standand H 8. texts supnlied.

Diploms auur\] pd. Cresilt for H 8. subjects already

pleted. Ringle >u|1€.|l< If desiped. Free Bulletin

American Schoal, Dept. MCA. Draxsl at 5th. Chinlu ar

com-

These schocls invite requests for catalogues and information. In writing for catalogues, please mention REDBOOK.
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(Continued from page 99)

Holland was a joy. The boys had
read Peterkin’s “Dutch Twins.” and here
it was for real, complete with windmills
and canals. A boatman showed us what
he said was the very dike where the brave
boy thrust a finger to stop the flood. All
of us loved Spakenburg’s people in yellow
wooden shoes. wide skirts. starched head-
dresses and Hans Brinker pants.

The channel crossing from Ostend
was a big deal for both. Kenny knew the
song, “The White Cliffs of Dover.” and
Alan was ecstatic because at last we were
nearing the land of Peter Pan. It is
dreadful to have to report that. when he
finally did see the graceful bronze figure
in Kensington Gardens. he was so out-
raged and disappointed that he flew at it
and kicked it. “That’'s not my Peter
Pan!” he wept. We had failed to out-
guess him miserably. not knowing until
too late that he was dreaming of a com-
bination of Maryv Martin and Walt Dis-
ney—in color.

In London. Fred and I went to the
theater at night. but. again. the things we
remember with greatest pleasure were
sights we could share with the children—
Westminster Abbey. the incredible exhibit
of crown jewels in the Tower of London
and. of course. the changing of the guard
al Buckingham Palace. Both boys were
madly curious about little Prince Charles.

Redbook Magaszine August 1956

“Is he ever bad? Does he ever get
spanked? Can he order up all the candy
he wants?” After mature thought. Alan
decided that he was going to be a prince
when he grew up. This will give us high
connections sin:e Kenny, after seeing Ali
Khan's yacht at anchor. decided to marry
Yasmin so he could be captain of her
father’s boat.

We took the bovs with us because
they are the most interesting things in
our lives. and we did not want to be
separated from them for any great length
of time. We did not think that the trip
would have any special educational value
for them. but it is astonishing how much
they learned and how much they retain.
They now know that the world is much.
much bigger than their own neighbor-
hood. Geography is no longer a baffling,
dull list of meaningless terms and names.
They have seen mountains and glaciers
and dikes and canals. They have some
idea of how vast an ocean Columbus

crossed. History has come alive for them
in palaces and castles. on Caesar’s road,
under the Arc de Triomphe and in West-
minster Abbey.

When they hear the dateline, “Lon-
don.” on the radio. they are all ears,
“That’s where we drive on the left.” One
day. shortly after we left Paris. Kenny
put a new idea into words after a con-
siderable silence. “When I'm here. I'm
a foreigner,” he said. We were pleased.
At home we live near many United Na-
tions families. Kenny had been inclined
to some impatience with new playmates
whose English was halting. There has
been none of that since our return. In-
stead he came roaring in with big news.
“The new boy is lucky! He can speak
Italian!”

One of the greatest rewards was
what the trip did to us as a family. In-
stead of moving with their separate age
groups. the boys got to know and depend
on each other. Best of all, they had long
weeks with their father. They became
very much more attached to him. It was
a big blow to them when he spent several
entire days away from us on business in
Paris before we sailed for home.

“Do you have to work like in the
olden days?” they said. dismayed.

Fred came up with the perfect an-
swer for all of us.

“Sure—so we can all go to Japan.”
he said.

We can’t wait. . Tue Enp
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HURRICANE

BY JOHN D. MACDONALD

The exciting story of seven who were isolated

on an island of terror: one whose greed

stopped barely short of murder,

and six who, stifling panic and forgetting self,

rose to heights of courage and inner faith

n the morning of Sunday, October
fourth, the Caribbean Sea lay oily and still under a hot
white sun. The water temperature was unusually high.
The barometric pressure was low. There was an odd misti-
ness that merged sea and sky at the horizon line. This
flat hot sea was the womb of hurricane.

The sun climbed higher. The heated air rose as a
great column. Shortly after midday, in a fifty-square-mile
area about two hundred nautical miles north of Barran-
quilla, the ascending heated air began an ominous spiraling
movement, a counter-clockwise twisting. The sky in that
area began to darken, and the first winds began.

Ships closest to the area made the first radio reports.
Streamers of high cirrus clouds gave warning. Great. slow
swells began to radiate from the area, moving with a sur-
prising speed, traveling to the islands of the Greater and
Lesser Antilles, breaking on island shores in a cadence of
five or six a minute as against the tropic norm of eight.

The Miami WWeather Station collated the data from the
ships at sea and from commercial airline flights. By Sun-
day evening it was labeled a tropical disturbance. On
Monday morning it was termed an area of suspicion. A
search aircraft emerged from the immature cone at 5:20
on Monday evening and radioed a report to Miami. And
on the six o’clock news broadcasts the hemisphere was in-
formed that the eighth hurricane of the season was gain.ng
in strength and had been given the designation “Hilda.”

1;“5 novel, like all other novels printed in REDBOOK,
is purely fiction and intended as such. It does not refer to
real characters or to actual events. If the name of any person,
living or dead, is used. it is a coincidence.
© Copyright 1956 by John D. MacDonald
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The hurricane gained in force and momentum. As it
moved in the long curved path that would carry it in a
northwesterly direction, it pushed hot moist air ahead of it,
and the moisture of that air. cooled by great height, fell as
heavy. drenching rains.

By Monday night, the wind velocities near the center
were measured at eighty miles an hour. At fifteen to
eighteen miles an hour the hurricane moved north-northwest
toward the long island of Cuba. Miami began to prepare.
Large windows were boarded up, and extra guy-wires
were fastened to television aerials. Gasoline stoves were
taken out of storage. Drinking water was stored. Radio
batteries sold briskly. There was a flavor of excitement in
the city.

On Tuesday, the sixth of October. Hilda changed direc-
tion. moving further west than had been predicted. Bil-
lions of tons of warm rain fell on Cuba. but the gusts which
struck Havana reached a measured peak of only 55 miles
an hour. The winds were stronger in Valladolid in Yuca-
tan, as Hilda picked up her great gray skirts and edged
through the hundred and fifty mile gap of the Yucatan
Channel. Had she continued on that new line, she was
a.med at the Texas Gulf Coast, at Galveston and Corpus
Christi.  But the storm turned due north and then began to
curve slightly east. In Key West there was heavy rain and
not much wind. ~Precautions were relaxed in Miami. The
cities of the Florida West Coast began to prepare as Miami
had prepared.

By midnight the sky over Cuba was still and the stars
were clear and bright. It was then that the sky over Key
West began to clear. In Naples it was raining heavily, as
in Fort Myers. The rain had just begun in Boca Grande.
The rain did not begin in Clearwater until three in the
morning. . . .
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Jean Dorn had been awakened by the rain at three
o’clock. When the alarm awakened her again at seven, it
was still raining. She turned off the alarm before it could
awaken Hal. He should get as much sleep as possible; he
would be driving all day. She pushed the single sheet back
and got quietly out of bed, a tall blonde woman with a
sturdy body which was just beginning to show the heaviness
of pregnancy. Before she went into the bathroom she
looked in at the children. Five-year-old Stevie slept on his
back. arms outflung. Three-year-old Jan. still in a crib,
stirred as she looked in, but her eves were closed. In the
gray light of the drab morning both children looked very
brown from the long summer on the gulf beaches.

Yes, the children were brown and healthy and full of
a vast surplus of energy, and the three days of keeping
them cooped up in the car were going to be less than a joy.

In the morning stillness, while the others slept, she

walked in and looked at the living room. There was noth-
ing personal left in the room. They had shipped the few
things they couldn’t bear to part with. The rest of the
furniture would go with the house. Into the hands and the
lives of strangers.

Jean Dorn tried to look at the room with complete
impartiality, to see it as a stranger would see it. Yet she
could not. Hopes had been too high. This room had be-
come too much a part of her life, and a part of love. She
tried to tell herself that she was too much obsessed with
things, with possessions. A room and a house should not
be this important.

She wished—and sensed the childishness of the wish—
that even at this last bitter hour something would happen,
something would change, and they could keep it. But there
was no golden wand, no one to wield it. There had been
other losses, other changes, but this was the first one that
had about it the sour flavor of defeat.

She had not let Hal know how deep was her sense of
loss at leaving this place. Yet she knew that he sensed it.
No matter how she tried to conceal it. he would sense it
because theirs was a marriage that was good and close. It
had been close. And she thought of the effect this was
having on him and she was frightened.

She wished that there could have been some way they
could have known. Known way ahead, and with that
knowledge they could have been wiser. They would have
rented a smaller house rather than bought this one. They
would have saved in many little ways and perhaps thus
managed to hold on until the turning point came.

Yet neither of them, and particularly Hal, had antici-
pated defeat. They took for granted the permanence of
fortune’s warm bright smile. She remembered before they
had left the north the way Hal had grinned at Bob Darmon
when Bob had said. “You know it could be rough down
there. It might be tough to make a buck. You'’re giving
up a hell of a good job. boy. You might take a real drop in
your standard of living.”

Redbook’s Complete August 1956 Novel

Hal had grinned. “Don’t stress yourself, Robert. Dorn
lands on his feet. It’s a survival instinct. It’s a substitute
for the silver spoon I wasn’t born with.”

“If I were doing it,” Bob said gloomily, “I’d keep the
job up here and send Stevie on down somehow for a year
and see if the climate really helps him.”

“He’s too little to be away from home,” Jean had said
indignantly. “I’d never send him away. Bob, we know
Hal won’t make as much money. But we’re going to live
more simply than we have here.”

And Hal had put his arm around her and looked down
into her eyes and whispered, “We’ll make out, honey.
Don’t let him get you down.”

“I’'m not scared.”

Should have been scared, she thought. Should have
had enough sense to be scared. Not on account of me. I
can get over leaving the house. I can say good-by to this
room right now and good-by to that chair I brought home
that day in the station wagon and couldn’t wait for Hal to
come home and help me, and I lugged it in and put it
right there and stepped back, and it looked just the way I
knew it would look.

For sale, furnished house. With a few bits and pieces
of heart swept under the rug.

. Not afraid for me. Afraid because of what it has done
to mum.

She turned resolutely away from the threatened sting
of tears and left the room. They would have to put this
place behind them. She hoped Bob Darmon would never
learn how right he had been. Hal’s job in the north had
been a good job—an intermediate consultant with Jason
and Rawls, one of the larger industrial management firms
in New York. City. Though he had often complained that
his work was a rat-race, Jean knew he enjoyed responding
to the challenge of it. He objected to the prolonged out-of-
town trips that kept him away from his family, but he took
pride in the knowledge that the contracts they assigned him
to were the tough ones.

He was an intense man, dark, lean-faced, quick-moving
—with ready intelligence. He was impatient with ineffi-
ciency. and when he had a problem, he would work dogged-
ly at it until he had it licked. She was, she knew, a good
foil for that dark intensity. She was calm and blonde and
placid. with a sense of fun and a quick eye for the ridicu-
lous. Their marriage was seven years old and she knew
from observation of other couples that it was better than
most.

Had it not been for Stevie, the pattern of their life
would have been clear. Hal would have remained with
Jason and Rawls. In time he would have become a senior
consultant and perhaps later a junior partner. After Stevie
had been born, they had moved from the tiny uptown apart-
ment to a small house in Pleasantville. In time, there
would have been a bigger house with wider lawns.

But it had all changed in the office of Doctor Gaylin a
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little over two years before. They had rushed Stevie there.
It had been the worst asthma attack he had ever had.
Jean had been in panic as she listened to the boy fighting
for breath. The doctor had eased the struggle, with medi-
cation. They left Stevie with the nurse and went into
Doctor Gaylin’s private office.

Jean remembered how pale and upset Hal had been.
“Isn’t there anything you can do about this sort of thing,
Doctor?” he had demanded.

“I want to talk to both of vou. I don’t think we're
going to be able to do much with medication. He may
eventually grow out of it. Or it may get worse. I'd like to
recommenfa different climate, a warmer place. Florida.
Arizona. Southern California. These winters up here are
more than he can take. But 1 know how difficult it is to pull
up stakes. I was wondering if you have any relatives you
can send him to.”

They had talked it over later. Doctor Gaylin had
made it clear that the next few years were crucial.

Hal said, that night. “1 don't see why we even have to
talk it over very much. We've got to do it. There's no one
we can send him to even if we %lt we could. We've got to
go. Good Lord, Jean, this job I have is just that. A job. It
1sn't a dedication. ['m thirty-one. Stevie's health isn’t the
sort of thing you can take a chance on; a job is.”

They had planned as carefully as they could. Hal had

taken a quick exploratory trip. had seen the opportunities *

on the Florida west coast and had decided on Clearwater.
They had received less for the Pleasantville house than they
had hoped. The firm had been sorry to lose him, but Mr.
Rawls had been very understanding when Hal told him
about Stevie.

Once they had sold themselves on the idea of change
they began the new life with optimism and excitement. Hal
had been a specialist in accounting procedures, and so, in
downtown Clearwater, he had opened a small office.
Harold Dorn, Consultant. Jean had found the house, for a
little more than they had expected to pay. A nice home in
the Bellaire section where there were other small children.

It had all started out so perfectly. Hal was confident
and full of tireless energy. He acquired some small ac-
counts. Neighborhood stores, a gas station, a small boat
company, a few bars. He told Jean it wouldn't take too
long to get over the hump. His réputation would spread.
He was selling a service they could use. Sometimes he was
able to get to the beach with them. but not often. He spent
the days soliciting new accounts, and the evenings working
on the accounts he had acqmred

And then he told her that it was foolish to maintain an
office and a secretary. It was delaying the break-even
point. Better to rent desk space in an ofiice. The phone
would be answered. It would cut expenses. He’d found he
could make a deal on the ofiice lease. It was then that she
had first detected something uncertain, perhaps even a bit
frightened, behind his smile. Andshe began to worry.

Later he gave up the rented desk and used his home
phone as his business phone. He told her they nearly had it
made. Another month or two and income would be ahead
of their living expenses and his business expenses. She had
long since inaugurated stricter economy measures, studying
the papers for bargains in food. repairing children’s cloth-
ing she would previously have discarded.

She watched Hal more carefully and was shocked at
the change in him. He was leaner, and the lines bracketing
his mouth had deepened. and his eyes seemed to be set
more deeply in his head. The grin of confidence became a
grimace. She knew their meager reserve was dwindling.

“I’ve lined up a job.,” he told her. “It will start
Monday. Not much of a job. Warehouse work. I'm sort
of a stores clerk. The pay isn’t much, but it will help. And
I can work on the accounts at night.”

But she learned it was more—or less—than a clerk’s

job. He came home dulled by weariness. His hands be-
came calloused. That was the worst part, watching him tear
himself apart, watching him fight and use every reserve—
often falling asleep at his desk at night as he worked on his
clients’ accounts. He became thinner, more silent, and he
was irritable with the children. She tried to find a job, but
could find nothing that would leave her any surplus after
paying a sitter.

Two weeks before. they had come to the end of the
line. The children were in bed. Hal came out into the
living room.

“Finished with the books?” she asked.

He sat on the couch. hands clenched between his knees,
looking at the floor. “With our books.” he said in a dead
voice. “We're finished. baby. We're licked. We can’t
make it. We've got to go back while we can still afford to
go back or I don’t know what’s going to become of us.
We’ve got to get our money out of this house and go back.
And hope the two vears here have fixed Stevie up for good.
I...I'mso damn sorry, Jean, I ...”

" And he had looked up at her for a long lost moment
and then had looked down again and bewun to cry. She
knew thev were tears of exhaustion. of defeat.

Today was the day of departure. when defeat would be
certified by the act of leaving. She could see the loaded
station wagon in the carport. the same car they had driven
down. It was packed to the roof. The luggage carrier on
top was full. the tarp roped tightly. There was a small
nest for Stevie and Jan just behind the front seat. And
room for the crib and the bedding and the final suitcase.

With all my worldly goods . . .

She wondered why she had thought of that phrase.
There was no ceremony to this parting. Not like the parties
and silly parting gifts when they had left Pleasantville—
people saying. “Going to live in Florida? Wish / had it so
good!”

When vou're licked. you sneak out. The Dorns? Oh,
they couldn’t make it. Had to go back north. Too bad.
Nice folks. But vou know how it is. Too many people
down. here trying to scratch out a living. [If you got a
retirement income. or a hig wad of dough for a tourist trap,
you can make it.

So vou don’t say good-by. You write letters later, from
the north. Full of ersatz confidence. See vou again one of
these vears. The way Hal said we'd try again later. But
you can see in his eyes the knowledge that we won’t. Be-
cause it has taken something out of him. Some essential
spirit. He’ll never have that sure confidence again. And
others will sense that lack of certainty. and so the bright
and golden future is forever lost. It could not change her
love. But she felt sick when she thought of what it was
doing to him and to his pride in himself.

She woke Hal and then went in and got the kids up and
dressed. Stevie woke in a sour mood. He did not want to
leave. He could not understand why they had to leave. He
liked it here. Jan sang her placid little morning song and
ignored the querulousness of her brother.

When Jean went back to the bedroom, Hal was still
sitting on the side of the bed. staring out at the morning.
“Dandy day for a trip,” he said.

“It can't keep on raining this hard.”
and shine. mister.
sitting on.”

He stood up slowly. “Very efficient this morning,
aren’t you?” The way he said it made it sound unpleasant.

“I'm a demon packer,” she said lightly.

He looked at her and looked away.  He rarely looked
into her eyes of late. “At least the old bucket won’t over-
heat on us. It feels sticky though.”

“I guess it’s the tail end of the hurricane.”

“We'll be out of it soon enough.”

“And be back into autumn in the north. Leaves burn-

she said. “Rise
Fve got to fold those sheets you're



ing. Football weather. All that. I'm kind of looking for-
ward to it.”

“How extremely obliging of you.”

* Please, darling. Don’t.”

“Then -'-~~se stop being a Pollyanna and trying to
make everything come out nice and cozy and perfect. It
isn’t cozy and perfect, so why not admit it?”

She felt unexpected anger. “And go around wringing
my hands and moaning?”

“Like I do? Is that what you mean?”

“I didn’t mean that, and you know it. We ought to
try to be a little bit cheery. Even if it’s false.”

He clapped his hands and said sourly, “Oh, goody!
We’re going on a trip, on a trip, on a trip.” He looked at
her almost with contempt.

“Hal!”

His expression softened, changed. He took a half step
toward her. “Damnit. I’'m sorry. Iknow what it means
to you, Jeanie. I know what it’s costing us.”

They put their arms around each other and stood
quietly for a time. “I’m sorry,” he said softly.

“It’s all right. It isn’t your fault.”

He trudged to the bathroom, his shoulders listless, his
pajamas baggy on his body.

She hoped it would {:e different in New York. He
didn’t think Jason and Rawls would take him back. It
wouldn’t be good policy. But Brainerd might take him on.
Or Romason and Twill. Then maybe a measure of confi-
dence would return.

She put on her dacron skirt and a light-weight blouse,
folded the bedding and put it in the kitchen. She packed
the last bag. They left the house at eight o’clock, dropped
off the house keyes at the real estate agent’s office and
breakfasted at the diner. Jean kept remembering that,
when they had driven away from the house, she had not
looked back. Stevie had wept, but the hard sound of the
rain had muffled it.

They turned north on Route 19. The heavy rain re-
stricted visibility. All cars had their lights on. The wipers
swept solid water from the windshield. She touched Hal’s
arm lightly and was pleased when he gave her a quick
absent-minded smile.

A few miles from Clearwater he turned on the car
radio “. . . to give you the latest word on Hurricane Hilda.
Hilda is now reported to be in the Gulf about a hundred
miles west and a little north of the Tampa Bay area. The
central west coast is experiencing heavy rains as far north
as Cedar Keys. Though the experts predicted that Hilda
would begin to lose force during the night, it is reported
that wind velocities near the center have actually increased
and are now as high as a hundred and fifteen miles an
hour. After moving on a predictable course for many hours,
the northward movement has slowed and it is less easy to
predict the direction the storm will take. The Louisiana
and Texas coasts have been alerted. We now return you
to the program already in progress.” Hal clicked off the
radio after two bars of hillbilly anguish.

“Could it come back in toward the land ahead of us?”
Jean asked.

“Could what come?”’ Stevie demanded, leaning over
the front seat. “Could what come, huh?”

“The hurricane, dear,” Jean said, knowing it might
take his mind off the woes of leaving Clearwater.

“Wow!” Stevie said, awed.

“This rain, Stevie,” Hal said, “always comes ahead of
a hurricane, but we’re sort of on the edge of it. It’s going
up the Gulf and I don’t think it will cut back this way.”

“I hope it does,” Stevie said firmly.

“And I most fervently hope it doesn’t,” Jean said.

“It would be sort of improbable,” Hal said. Ahead of
the car, in the gloom, he saw the running lights of a truck.
He:eased up beim
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accelerated smoothly, dropped back into his lane ahead of
the truck.

Here's something I can do, he thought. [ can drive
just fine. I can boil right along in this old wagon without
endangering my three . . . my four hostages to fortune. And
I can shave neatly and tie my own shoes and make stand-
ard small talk. And I can, or at least I used to, make a
living in a very narrow and highly specialized profession.
A pleasant living in an area where my son could not exist,

We went down there with seven thousand dollars and
now we have sixteen hundred and the car and what is in
the car. Sothatis a fifty-four hundred dollar loss in twenty-
sixz months which averages out to . . . just about fifty dollars
a week.

It had taken him a long time to realize that he had
failed. Harold Dorn had failed in something he wanted
badly to accomplish. He had wanted it more than any
other thing in his life. And it was the first failure.

He hadn’t failed the other times. Not the first time in
that Pennsylvania coal-town which in all its history had
known so few years of prosperity. His father, as a company
clerk, had had none of the benefits the union had acquired
for the miners. The old car had skidded on a wintry hill,
a long skid into a post and it had rebounded from the post
and tipped over onto the company clerk who had been
thrown free at impact. And you saw how few of the kids
went on to college and got away from the town. You saw
there was only one way to do it, and two years left to do it
in. So there were two years of straight A’s and the scholar-
ship and that was the first victory.

The second victory happened on a hillside in a German
forest in the snow. In a deep hole you shared with a dead
man who had been your close friend for thirteen months.
The barrage was over, and you could not control your
trembling. You heard the lieutenant and the platoon ser-
geant, and you knew nothing could ever get you up out of
that hole into the naked air where whining things sought
your flesh. But you climbed out for the blundering run on
half-frozen feet, running crouched, seeking cover and con-
cealment, stiff hands clumsy on the trigger, running where
you were told to run and doing what you had to do.

Then there was the victory of the girl. The blonde girl
named Jean. Seeing her on campus, and knowing that she
had no time for a student who had to work long hours.

But you won the scholarship and the degree, and you
found your own courage, and you found the job you wanted
with Jason and Rawls, and you won the tall, calm, blonde
and lovely bride named Jean.

These were victories, and you were marked by victory.
Marked with confidence and a sort of arrogance. You
knew none of it had been luck. You went after things. And
got what you wanted.

And so this defeat became. a shocking thing. He won-
dered how and why he had failed. If only they’d been
more careful, at first. Then he wouldn’t have to be a jobless
man heading north with an old car, a pregnant wife, two
small kids. He wondered if he’d be able to get a job as
easily as he hoped. It might be a long time. The money
could run out. There wasn’t much of it. The trip would
make a hole in it. The wagon needed a new set of tires.
Maybe they would last.

He drove through the heavy rain and there was a
grayness inside of him as bleak as the color of the day. And
he felt ashamed.

A quick burst of rain and wind slapped hard against
the side of the station wagon. The wagon swayed and he
brought it back into the lane. Palm tops, dimmed by the
rain curtain, swayed in the wind.

“It’s getting a lot windier,” Jean said, and he detected
the slight tremor in her voice.

“Is it a real hurricane ?” Stevie asked. He had a small

d it, moved out to check the road ahead, .and geimly logical mind. He wanted no substitutes.



Redbook’s Complete August 1956 Novel

L "HEGHR

Bunny Hollis awoke before nine in a motel on Route
19 and lay there listening to the hard roar of the rain that
seemed to be increasing in force from minute to minute. He
wondered what morning it was. He counted back and de-
cided that it had to be Wednesday, October seventh. He
stretched until his shoulders creaked, knuckled his eyes
and sat up. There was a faint pulse of liquor behind his
eyes, a sleazy taste in his mouth. He sat naked on the
edge of the bed and took his pulse. Seventy-six. And no
suggestion of a premature beat. Lately when he smoked
too much and drank too much the premature beat would
start. He had been told by a very good man that it was
nothing to worry about. Just ease off when it started.

He turned and looked at his bride in the other bed.
She lay sprawled as if dropped from a height, a sheaf of
brown hair across her eyes. She had kicked off the single
sheet in her sleep. The narrow band of white across her
buttocks was ludicrous against the dark tan of her.

Betty did look better with a tan, he decided. And he
had chided her into losing ten pounds. But neither tan
nor weight loss was going to do very much for pale eyes
that were set a little too close together, for teeth too prom-
inent or a chin too indistinct.- She was young though, and
she could be amusing . . . and at twenty-one she was worth
close to three million dollars.

He went quietly into the bathroom, closed the door and
turned on the light. He examined his face in the mirror
with great care, as he did every morning. He thought the
face looked about twenty-six, nine years younger than its
actual age. And, as always, he wondered if he was kidding
himself. It was a face in the almost traditional mold of the
American athlete. Brown and blunt, with broad brow,
square jaw, nose slightly flat at the bridge, gray wide-set
eyes with weather wrinkles at the corner. A very short
brush cut helped mask the encroaching baldness. It was
a face made for grinning, for victory, for locker-room gags,
for Olvmpic posters.

He cupped cold water in his hands and drenched his
face and rubbed it vigorously, massaging it with strong
fingers, paying special attention to the area under the eyes,
at the corner us the mouth and under the chin. He mas-
saged his scalp and dried his face and head and then turned
and studied his body in the full-length mirror on the inside
of the-bathroom door. Athlete body to match the face.
Waist still reasonably lean, though not what it once had
been. Deep chest and slanting shoulders. Brown body
with the crisp body hair on the legs and arms burned white
by the sun. Long slim legs with the slant of power. Muscle
knots in the shoulders, square strong wrists.

At least the product she was getting was adequate, he
thought. Cared for. Somewhat used. but not enough to
show. Years of wear left in it; enough, at least. for him
to be able to fake adequately the various intensities of a
honeymoon.

Three zero zero zero zero zero zero.

And heah, ladies and gentlemen, we have a little girl
who represents thu-ree million dollars. Who will be the
lucky man?

Bunny Hollis, of course.

Bunny, who always ran out of luck every time but the
last time. Like the good old Limeys. Never win a battle
and never lose a war.

A long long way from the skinny, sullen kid out in
southern California who practically lived at the public
courts. The skinny kid had owned a second-hand racket
and an amazingly powerful forehand stroke for a twelve-
year-old.

Cutler, one of the great coaches, had spotted the skinny
kid, made him work at the game, made him learn the funda-
mentals. Cutler had talked to his family about Bunny’s
future in tennis. The family hadn’t cared much one way or
the other. There were six other kids. They were glad to
have somebody take the responsibility for Bunny. When he
was fifteen, Cutler got him a job and moved him into a room
at his own club, the Carranak Club. And Bunny started to
win tournaments. He learned how to hide the sullenness
behind a quick, artificial smile. He was skinny and brown,
tough and tireless as leather. He knocked the other kids
off, and the scrapbook grew. It was a good feeling, to be
treated as though you were important. Those were the best
years. Fifteen, sixteen and seventeen. That was when the
will to win had not been weakened—when it was stronger
than the will to live. ’

He learned how to handle himself off the court. And
he grew bigger and the smile grew more natural and the
sun-bleacheu crew cut was pale against his tan skin. He
went to the big tournaments and he began to climb higher
in the national ratings. Cutler went along. Then Cutler
was ill with that heart business and couldn’t go along. And
something happened to the will to win. It became diluted.
[t was diluted by too many parties and too many young
girls. And by the older women and their presents of bill
clips and cameras, sports jackets and theatre tickets and
plane rides. And once, just once, a convertible. A yellow
one.

Some of the other boys kept the will to win. And kept
climbing. And somewhere along the line the papers stopped
talking about Bunny Hollis as “promising.” They called
him an erratic contender, with flashes of brilliance. Cutler
died and there was no one to chew him out any more. On
his best days he could take some of the top ones. But long
sets were poison. Liquor had undermined the tireless
stamina.

During the war, he was in Special Services. He gave
tennis instruction to field-grade ofticers in a big camp in the
southwest. But there was the incident involving the wife
of a full colonel, and then he was sent to Assam, in north
India. There he went back into serious training at a small
planters’ club. He took the All-India tournament and was
sent on an exhibition tour, and then it all started all over
again and the regained edge was lost.

During the next two years after the war, his twenty-
sixth and twenty-seventh years, his game sagged badly, his
charm wore thin, and tournament invitations became more
rare. He hunted around for the right slot and found it,
through a friend of a female friend, and by handling him-
self properly during interviews, he became a pro, the
tennis professional at the Oswando Club in Westchester.
There were six fine indoor courts, so that it was a year-
round job. He found that he liked working with kids.

His personal problems were solved when Betty Oldbern
came to him to be “brushed up” on her tennis. She was
nineteen and he was then thirty-three. She was heavy, shy
and unattractive. She knew how to play tennis because
she had been given lessons ever since she was very small.
Lessons in tennis, swimming, golf, riding, dancing, fencing,
conversational French, painting, sculpture, creative writing.
She was the product of private schools in France and Swit-
zerland. and Philadelphia. There had been many tutors.
She did nearly everything competently, yet did nothing
with either grace or style, nor pleasure. She had few friends



and a great many relatives. most of them elderly. And the
name was Oldbern, as in Oldbern Shipping Lines and Old-
bern Chemicals and Oldbern Natural Gas.

She came to him shyly at nineteen for lessons. She
was living on a generous allowance, and in two more vears
she would be twenty-one and on that birthday she would
receive something like three millions. She had had the most
sophisticated education available, vet she was almost en-
tirely naive. She still wore her baby fat and blushed like a
sunset. Within a month she was deeply and helplessly in
love with him. It had not been hard to manage.

Four days after her twenty-first birthday, after two
vears of her devotion. Bunny made an appointment with
Harrison Oldbern. Betty’s father.
business. Harrison Oldbern was on the Board of Governors
of the Oswando Club—a thin, alert, tanned man—sports-
man. deep water sailor, shrewd businessman.

“Sit down, Bunny. What’s on your mind? Drink?
I'm afraid I can give vou only about ten minutes. This is
one of those days.”

“I'd like a scotch and water, thanks.”

As Oldbern mixed the drinks he said, “What’s on your
mind. Bunny? Contract for next year? I think I can per-
sonally reassure you that the membership wants you to stay.
You’re doing a marvelous job with the kids. In fact, we’re
going to raise the ante a little. We don’t want to lose you.”

He handed Bunny his drink. Bunny looked up and
smiled and said. “It isn’t anything like that. It’s just that
Betty: and I want to get married.”

Oldbern stared down at him incredulously.
Betty? She’s just a kid.”

“She’s over twenty-one, sir.”

“How old are you, Hollis?”

“Thirty-five, sir.”

Oldbern went behind his desk and sat down slowly.
“What kind of nonsense are you trying to pull? What the
hell is going on?"

“The usual thing. I guess. Love.”

“How long has this been going on?”

“Nearly two years. But we thought it was wiser to
wait until we were both sure.”

“You mean to wait until she was twenty-one.”

“It happened to come out that way.”

“Yes, it happened to come out that way. Hollis, you’re
a dirty. back-stabbing thief.”

Bunny looked down at his drink. “Sorry to have you
take this attitude, sir. Betty and I have been hoping there
wouldn’t be too much friction.”

“You’re a tennis bum. I knew your reputation back
when we hired you. I was dubious about you. I had a
hunch. I guess I should have blocked it. Well, I'll never
permit this marriage.”

Bunny took long calm swallows of his drink. He
shrugged. “Betty says we’re going to get married no mat-
ter what. Being twenty-one, 1 guess she’s her own boss on

“What!

He did not state his,
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that. You can certainly try to change her mind. But if
she doesn’t change it, I don’t know how you’d go about
stopping it. sir.”

Oldbern waited long moments. He leaned back in his
chair. “Betty is not a pretty girl. She isn’t even close to
being pretty. She happens to have three million dollars.”

“She knows I won’t marry her for her money. She
knows I have ideals.”

“You have as many ideals as a mink.”

“We hoped there wouldn’t be friction.”

“How do you like this? I’m going to put a firm of in-
vestigators on you. I'll get a report on you that’ll make
Betty’s eyes stand out on stalks.”

“I guess you can do that. But it won’t surprise her
any. I haven’t been near another woman in two years.
And I haven’t touched Betty. I’ve told her everything I can
remember. I guess you couldn’t shock her much. She
knows why I've changed. And she’s helped me work with
the kids out at the club.”

“You've had two years to work on her, haven’t you?”

“Love can change a man.”

“How much, Hollis? How big a check do I write?”

“That wouldn’t work. It wouldn’t be a gift. It would
be income. And itwould all fallin this year, no matter how
big a check. Then there wouldn’t be much left after taxes,
and I'd be out of a job. Anyway, I'm not interested in
money. I'm in love with your daughter. As they say, I’'m
asking for her hand. She knows I'm here. That’s putting
it pretty straight.” Bunny finished his drink and stood up.

Oldbern had begun to look older. “Sit down, Hollis.
I want to think.”

Bunny shrugged.
know me.”

“There isn’t anything anybody can do, is there?”

Bunny permitted himself his likable grin. “If there is,
sir, | haven’t been able to think of it, and neither has my
lawyer.”

“She should have done a lot better.”

“Maybe you could think about this. Maybe she’s doing
as well as she can do. We'd like a small quiet wedding.
Just the family.”

“When do you want it?”

“One month from tomorrow, sir.””

The capitulation was easier than Bunny had expected.
He stuck his hand across the desk. Oldbern looked at it.
“You did a neat job, Hollis. But I don’thave to shake your
hand. There’s nothing to make me do that.”

“Suit vourself, Mr. Oldbern.”

And it had been a quiet wedding, with even the gift of
the Mercedes from the bride’s father as a concession to the
normal courtesies. They had driven down to Miami, with
stops at Nags Head and Myrtle Beach. They had taken a
boat to Havana, had flown to Nassau and then back to
Miami where they had left the car. . . .

He walked back into the bedroom. She slept in the

“I'm not a bad guy. You got to
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same position as before. He looked at her with fondness.
He had expected to be bored by the honeymoon, by the con-
stant aura of adoration, by her emotional vulnerability.
And he had expected to feel somewhat apologetic about her
appearance when they walked into strange hotel lobbies
and restaurants.

But, ever since she had become assured of his love,
months before the marriage, she had made strenuous efforts
to reduce. Her skin was marvelously clear and unblemished
and fragrant. She was tidy as a cat. In a dark room, her
brown hair would crackle, and there would be faint bluish
sparks when he ran his fingers through it. During the last
week at odd moments he would happen to notice her with
half his mind when she moved. when she turned away from
him, when she walked toward him. when she pulled herself

onto a swimming float or dived into a breaking wave—and .

he would find her desirable. And he learned that under the
shyness was a perceptive sensitivity, intelligence and ardor.

He knew he did not love her. Yet he was becoming
surprisingly fond of her, of her own special quiet sense of
fun. She was sure in her conviction of being loved, and she
had begun to blossom for him. He knew how easily he
could change all that with an angry or contemptuous word.
He enjoyed the quiet feeling of power that gave him. This
\\'als a structure he had built, and one he could collapse at
will.

He sat on the bed and put his hand on her waist and
shook her gently. “Come on, fat lamb.”

She came blurred and drowsy from sleep and found
him with her eyes and smiled and said, *Not so daggone fat.
And good morning.”

“Good morning.”

Her eyes were a pale gray. He had talked her into
using dark pencil on her colorless brows, into touching up
the eyelashes that were like fine gold wire. Now her washed
face was defenseless and too vulnerable, yet after she used
make-up she would look confident and all-of-a-piece.

“In exactly two months,” she said, “according to my
master plan, I shall be down to one-fifteen and I shall be
wondering why I wasted all this unearthly beauty on such
a weary old type.”

“Not too weary,” he said. . . .

They got into the car and headed north in the dusky
gloom of the constant rain. The sports car was built like
a low, fleet, expensive boat. It squatted low on the road,
thrillingly responsive. The hard wind out of the west did
not make it sway. But Bunny saw the tilt and dip of the
pines and palms and wondered about the hurricane. They
had felt disappointed in Miami when it had veered away to
the west below Cuba.

When they stopped in a roadside restaurant for a late
breakfast, the few customers were all talking about the
storm. An old man with the long sallow knotted face and
pale narrow deep-set eyes of the cracker was saying, “They
say they know where it is. I aint fixin’ to listen too hard
to them, with their planes and charts and all. You get this
here rain, and it comes right at you like you had the bar’l
of a gun aimed down your gullet. Nobody knows where it
is. Where do you think all them birds went? I got me all
boarded up and ready, by gosh. Try to breathe thishyeer
air. There ain’t enough goodness to it. You got to keep
a-fillin’ your chest. That’s one sure sign.”

When they were back in the car, Betty said, “He sound-
ed awful certain, that old man in there.”

“So let’s add a few knots and get out of here. It would
have been fun in Miami, but I wouldn’t want to have to sit
it out in a car.”

The gray car, gray as the rain. sped through the moist

heavy air. It threw up a great spume of spray behind it.
It traveled fast on Route 19.  When the winds became strong
enough to make the car swerve, Bunny had to slow down.

Johnny Flagan siood shaving in the light of cold fluo-
rescence in his bathroom. He was a suety man in his
fifties. with gingery gray hair surrounding a bald spot the
size of a coaster. e had once been a strong man, but
the years had run through the putly body; the years of the
cigars and the bourbon and the hotel room parties. There
were brown blemishes on his lard-white shoulders and
back, a matronly cast to his hips. But all the drive was
still there, the hint of harshness.

He was an amiable looking man. Sun and whisk
kept his soft face red. He smiled easily and had the knac
of kidding people. He wore round glasses with steel rims,
and the glasses were always slipping a little way down his
blunt nose, and Johnny Flagan would look over his glasses
at you and grin wryly about his morning hangover. and you
would never notice that the grin did nothing to change the
eyes. The eves were small and btown and watchful.

If you walked down the street with him, you would
soon come to believe that he knew more than half the peo-
ple in Sarasota.

—But what does he do?

—You mean Johnny Flagan? What does he do?
Well, he’s got a lot of interests, you might say. He was in
on some pretty good land development stuff en the keys.
He’s got a fellow runs a ranch for him down near Venice.
Santa Gertrudis stock. it is. He’s got a piece of a juice plant
over near Winter Haven. Then he's director on this and
that. And he's got some kind of interest in savings and
loan stuff. Hell, Old Johnny keeps humping.

—Successful and honest, 1 suppose.

—Successful, sure. You understand, I'm not a fellow
to talk about anybody. Gossip. That kind of thing. But
you go throwing around that word honest, and there’s a lot
of people got ditferent ideas of what it means. Johnny's
a sharp one. 1 don't think he ever in his whole life done
anything he could get hisself jailed for, but you get on the
other end of a deal from him, and you got to play it close.
Like that lime, it was seven, eight years ago, there was this
old fellow down N\okomis way didn't want to let loose of
some land Johnny wanted to pick up. Both Johnny and the
old man were pretty sure the State Road Department was
going to put the new road right through his land. Well,
sir, one day these young fellows come to the old man's
house, and theyre hot, and they want a drink of water.
They got transits and so on, all that surveying stuf, and the
old man gives them the water, and they get to talking, and
it turns out they’re surveying for the road and it just doesn't
come nowheres near the old man’s land. Very next day the
old man unloads his land on Johnny, trying to keep a
straight face. Inside fourteen months the new road cuts
right across the land and Johnny has himself a bunch of
prime commercial lots. That old man just about drove them
nuts up there in Tallahassee, but he never could find out
just who those surveyors were. Sure, Johnny’s honest. but
he’s, well—sharp.

—He lives right here. does he?

—Near all his life. Married one of the Leafer girls.
They never had any kids. She stood him as long as she
could, I guess about eleven vears, and then they got di-



vorced. He’s one to, like they say, play the field. He talked
her into taking a settlement, and 1t wasn’t much of a one
they say. Johnny is almost a native. His daddy, Stitch
Flagan, come down here from €eorgia forty years ago and
went broke in celery and went into commercial fishing and
got drownded out in the Gulf with Johnny’s two brothers
way back thirty years ago. Johnny would have got the same
medicine but he didn’t go along night-netting the macks that
time on account of a girl down around Osprey he was chas-
ing. Now he lives alone out there on St. Armands Key, has
him a woman that comes in to clean up three, four times
a week. Couple of times a year he gives a hell of a big
party. Most nights you find him around town someplace.
The Plaza or the Colony or Holiday House or the Hofbrau.
Everybody knows him. And I guess he tips pretty good. . . .

Johnny Flagan blew the sandy stubble out of the razor,
coiled the cord, put the razor in the toilet-article case he
used on trips. He padded out to the phone and called the
airline oflice again to ask about flights. “Not a chance,
eh?” he said disgustedly. He hung up and cursed with con-
siderable feeling. He looked up Charlie Himbermark’s
“ome phone number and called him.

" ““Charlie? Johnny Flagan.”

“Yes, Mr. Flagan.”

“They’ve grounded the flights. We got to drive up
there. Pick you up in about forty-five minutes.”

“Isn’t it raining pretty hard to . . .”

“Charlie, I got to go up there. You be ready.”

“Yes, Mr. Flagan.”

He hung up. Charlie was going to be great company
on this kind of a trip. Cold little fish. All he knew was
accounting, but he certainly knew that.

Johnny wondered what Charlie would say and do if he-
knew the real reason for the trip. Charlie believed in fol-
lowing all the rules, cutting no corners. That was why he
made such a good assistant. The books were always in
apple-pie shape.

Johnny klagan dressed quickly and finished packing.
He went into the bedroom closet and opened the wall safe
and took out the thick manila envelope. He took it out
o the pale gray light and opened it and ran his thumb
across the thick pad of currency.

He stood there for a moment and thought of all the
things that could happen if for any reason he couldn’t get
this cash up to Danboro, Georgia, before tomorrow noon.
It made him feel weak and sick to think of the consequences.
He and Stevenson and Ricardo would all be in the soup for
sure.

It had been a calculated risk. Flagan knew he was
worth somewhere around a half-million. But it wasn’t cash.
It was tied up in land that was increasing in value day by
day. He and Stevenson and Ricardo owned the majority
shares in the little savings and loan company in Danboro,
and they had been in on speculative land ventures together
in the Sarasota area. Then a few weeks ago a new oppor-
tunity had opened up. Flagan couldn’t swing it alone. He
couldn’t handle any part of it without selling off land he
wanted to keep. So he’d flown up and explained the deal to
Stevenson and Ricardo. They were in the same spot he
was in. Temporarily overextended. So they had decided
to take the calculated risk of taking the cash out of the cash
rserves of the savings and loan company without making
any ledger entry. Flagan had used the cash to buy in.
Ricardo had a connection whereby he would learn in ad-
vance of any sneak audit. The deal didn’t move as fast as
Flagan had expected. Yesterday Stevenson had called up,
more upset than Flagan had ever heard him, and told him
about the audit due tomorrow. Johnny couldn’t get the
money back out of the new venture. Stevenson told him
how much they would need to cover. So Johnny Flagan
had spent a busy afternoon, and he had sold some choice
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land parcels he had meant to hold on to, and now had the
money in cash.

There was no point in thinking of what might happen
if the money didn’t get up there. It would get there, and it
would go in the vault, and it would be counted, and the
audit would give them a clean bill. There were some other
things that had to be done up there sooner or later, and so
it would kill two birds to take Charlie along this time.

But if Charlie learned what was going on, he would fall
over in a dead faint. Charlie was a dry, pallid, emotionless
little man in his early sixties. He was a wizard with figures.
He had been with the trust department of a big New York
City bank until his wife died, and Charlie’s health had
broken, and he had come to Florida with too small a pension.
He had worked for Johnny Flagan for twelve years. Johnny
didn’t pay him generously, but every once in a while he had
a chance to deal Charlie in on something, and it all added up.

Johnny drove cautiously across the rickety Ringling
Bridges through the heavy rain in the big, dark-blue Cadil-
lac. He had a quick breakfast in town and picked Charlie
up at his rooming house over behind the Post Office. The
envelope of money made a bulge in the inside pocket of
Johnny's rayon cord suit-jacket. It was comforting to feel
it there. Little Charlie Himbermark scampered out through
the rain and put his suitcase over in the back seat beside
Johnny’s. They got out of town at seven, and Johnny
Flagan pushed the big car hard as they headed north on
301 toward the Sunshine Skyway which would put them on
Route 19.

About eleven miles north of the town of Crystal River
on Route 19, on Florida’s West Coast, State Route 40 crosses
19 at a village called Inglis. Forty does not continue far
to the west after it crosses; just three miles, to a place called
Yankeetown on Withlacoochee Bay. The Gulf of Mexico is
that close to 19 at that point.

As Route 19 continues north, it swings inland through
Lebanon, Lebanon Station, Gulf Hammock. When it reach-
es Otter Creek, six miles north of Gulf Hammock, it is
twenty-two miles from the Gulf. Cedar Key, on the Gulf, is
twenty-two miles due west on Route 21 from Otter Creek.

In the relatively straight six miles of Route 19 between
Gulf Hammock and Otter Creek, the highway crosses the
Waccasassa River. Not much of a river. Not much of a
bridge across it.

Ten miles west of the bridge the Waccasassa River
empties into Waccasassa Bay, an almost triangular indenta-
tion of the Gulf of Mexico into the flank of the state. The
shores of this bay are dreary and uninhabited. Thick man-
grove grows down to the salt flats. Behind the mangrove
the land is sodden. marshy, flat. High tides overflow into
the flats, obscuring the slow curling course of the Wacca-
sassa River. In the Gulf Hammock area Route 19 is barely
six feet above the level of these tidal flats.

The bridge over the Waccasassa is a relatively modern
concrete highway bridge, two lanes wide, not over a hun-
dred feet long. It was built some years ago to replace a
rickety wooden lane-and-a-half structure with timbers that
flapped and rumbled under the wheels of the vehicles. At
the time the bridge was being replaced, through traffic was
detoured around it on an obscure road, four miles long,
that roughly paralleled the highway and ran to the west of
it. If headed north. you had to turn west off Route 19
about a mile before you came to the bridge. It was a nar-
row sand road, and it angled sharply away from Route 19
for over a mile. It turned north then and crossed a narrow
wooden bridge over a vagrant loop of the sleepy Waccasas-
sa, and about three hundred yards further, crossed a second
bridge over the main river. Two and a half miles further
on, after bearing almost immperceptibly east, the sand road
rejoined Route 19.
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When the new bridge was built, construction lasted
“well into the tourist season, despite State Road Department
assurances that it would be done by Christmas. As a con-
sequence, many southbound tourists went over the detour
down the narrow sand road that wound through sparse
stands of pine and then cut through the heavy brush near
the river. Many of the tourists had cameras and a few of
them, more aware of pictorial values than most, stopped on
the stretch between the two wooden bridges to take a picture
of a strange old deserted house quite near the sand road.
It was a ponderous and ugly old house built of cypress,
decorated with the crudest of scroll saw work. It was
weathered to a pale silvery gray. The shuttered windows
were like blinded eyes. The house sat solidly there and
you thought that once upon a time someone had taken pride
in it and had ornamented it with the scroll work.

Then the bridge was opened, and there was no one to
take pictures of the house; no one even to see it except for
the infrequent local fishermen who knew the times when
snook came up the Waccasassa from the Gulf and could be
caught from the larger of the two wooden bridges.

It was almost noon on Wednesday, the seventh of
October, when the concrete highway bridge became blocked.

Dix Marshall had picked up the load in New Orleans,
and it was consigned to Tampa. He knew from the way the
rig handled that they had loaded it as close to the limit as
they dared. The inside rubber on the two rear duals was
bald and it felt to him as though the whole frame of the
tractor was a little sprung. It had an uneasy sideways
motion on long curves to the left. But the diesel was a good
one; new and with a rough sound, but with a lot of heart.
That was a break. It was six hundred and sixty-five miles
from New Orleans to Tampa, and he hadn’t got a very good
start out of New Orleans. He’d felt so upset after the scrap
with Grace that he’d almost asked the dispatcher if he
could have a helper on the run. There was the usual bunk
behind the cab seat. But the company didn’t like to pay
double wages for a run this short if it could be helped.

He wanted this one to be a short trip because he wanted
to get back and work out some kind of a better understand-
ing with Grace.

Dix Marshall was a small man in his early thirties with
thick shoulders and husky tatooed arms. He had been driv-
ing a rig since 46 when he got out of the army, and he had
been married to Grace for the past seven years.

He drove toward the dawn thinking about Grace, feel-
ing sick about the whole mess and wondering what a guy
was supposed to do. He felt that, if he could talk to her
again, he could make her understand. .

She was still cute. Heavier than when he’d married
her, but dark and built real good. Everything had seemed
to be going along fine until this last year when she had.
started to work on him to get off the rigs and get a steady
job. She wanted him at home more. But she couldn’t get
it through her head that he had some seniority, and the pay
was good, and his record was good and, anyway, he liked
the work. They’d started to fight. And kept it up. If he
got off the trucks, what was there? An apprentice me-
chanic, maybe.

Then, just lately, he’d begun to hear things he didn’t
Lke. She was hitting the neighborhood bars while he was
on the road. Some of his friends gave him the word. They
were apologetic about it, but they thought he ought to know.
He’d seen it before. There was always somebody around to
offer to buy the drinks and sooner or later she’d take on
a reckless load and bring one of them home. He’d seen it
happen.

So this last fight had been rugged. She, screaming
about the life she had to live. “Why shouldn’t I go where
I can talk to people?” she said. “You want me to sit in the
house with the kids every night of my life?”” And he had
yelled back at her and they had hammered and jabbed
words at each other for hours. He seemed unable to make
her understand.

When he thought of how he hit her once, the first time
he had ever hit her, he wanted to cut his right hand off.
There was a tiny nick on his middle knuckle—she had tried
to cry out just as he had struck her, and her tooth had
nicked him. He wanted the trip to be over. He wanted to
hurry back, and this time they’d talk quietly, and he would
make her understand.

He ran into the rain south of Tallahassee. It was a
hard rain. He started the wipers, turned on his running
lights and cursed the rain. It would slow him down. But
not as much as it would slow down a less experienced driver,
or one with slower reflexes. He pushed the big rig along as
fast as he dared—thundering south through the rain, throw-
ing up spume from the big duals, staring ahead through
the murkiness and worrying about Grace.

South of Otter Creek he came up on the car, came up
on it too fast. It was a sedan of a gray color that blended
too well with the rain. It did not have lights on.

The big blue and yellow rig was traveling at fifty-five
miles an hour when Dix Marshall saw the faint bulk of the -
slow-moving sedan. Within a fractional part of a second, he
had known that he could not hope to slow down in time. He
had to make his choice instantaneously: Cut to the right and
take his chances on the sloppy shoulder; cut to the left and
risk a head-on with something coming the other way, or
put on all the brakes he had and hope to hit the sedan lightly
enough not to kill whoever was in it.

uring the three quarters of a second it took, Marshall
to make his decision, the big rig traveled nearly sixty feet.
He jammed his foot down on the gas and gave a blast with
the big air horns and swung left, risking the head-on. At
the speed he was traveling he would not be in the left lane
more than two long seconds.

He leaned forward and stared ahead, looking for the
twin glow of oncoming dim lights. He plunged past the
gray sedan. He saw something ahead of him and he
snapped the big rig back into the right lane, cutting dan-
gerously close to the sedan. As he cut back he saw that the



object he had seen was the thick concrete railing of a bridge.
It was the bridge over the Waccasassa. but he did not know
that. He felt the skid of the two sets of duals on the rear of
the trailer. He saw the thick rain-wet railing on the right
side, saw the rain bouncing from it, haloing it. The trailer
kept skidding, and he felt it slam against the concrete. It
did not seem tobe a hard impact. Eut in the next moment
the cab was angled toward the concrete on the left side and
he felt the dizzy sense of the whole rig tipping. As it went
over he suddenly seemed to get the words right in his mind,
the exact way he could tell Grace and make her understand.

The heavy cab smashed into the thick railing, burst
through it, and pieces of reinforced concrete as big as
bushel baskets fell into the river. By then cab and trailer lay
on their right side, sliding with a raw noise of ripping
metal, sliding, wedging the big trailer crosswise across the
bridge, jamming it solidly between the two bridge railings.
The tractor, having punched its hole through the east railing,
was nipped off by the continuing motion of the trailer and
fell into the shallow river. making one further quarter-turn
as it fell, landing with the four heavy wheels in the air, then
settling, sighing, suckling against the mud of the bottom, air
bubbles bursting against the rain-lashed surface.

A few minutes later a car of the Florida State Highway
Patrol, traveling north, braked sharply as the young driver
saw the curious obstruction across the road. The driver put
on the red flashing dome light and got out and inspected the

*barrier. It took him a moment to figure out that it was the
roof of a big cargo trailer. He climbed onto the bridge
railing and eased his way past, and he saw how forcibly
the trailer had wedged itself into that position. It would be
a long difficult job getting it free and out of the way.

%hree cars were piled up on the other side. The elderly
and indignant couple in the gray car that was the first in
line said it had just happenei The patrolman went down
onto the river bank, stripped down to his underwear and
went into the river. On the second try he got the door open
and brought the driver out of the cab and towed him ashore.
The left temple area and the whole left frontal lobe was
crushed, and the driver was dead.

He dressed, hurried back to his car and radioed in and
told of the situation. After a short delay, he was told that
he should check the old detour and see if it was still passa-
ble. Truck traffic would be rerouted at Otter Creek on the
north and Inglis on the south. Other cars would be dis-
patched at once and, if he reported the detour passable,

assenger cars should be routed over it. Wreckers were
Eeing sispatched to the scene.

The patrolman drove over the route and radioed in
that it was okay for one way traffic. By then cars were be-
ginning to pile up at both ends. The other trooper ar-
rived. They set up their routing system, sending tEe cars
through from each end in alternate batches, telling them not
to straggle, but take it slow on the sand road, and on the
wooden bridges.
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And so passenger traffic rolled cautiously over the old
detour. over the two wooden bridges, by the grim old house
between the bridges, back out onto the highway. They felt
their way through a half-world of gray driving rain. They
inched across the old timbers of the bridges. The big pines
swayed. The wind sound increased. The two patrolmen,
parked four miles apart, blocked the highway and the red
dome lights flashed in the murk. They were glad traffic was
thin.

Virginia Sherrel drove north through the Wednesday
rain in the blue-and-white Dodge convertible that she and
her husband, David, had picked out together for the vaca-
tion they were to take-—the vacation that David had finally
taken alone. She drove north alone, the way David had
driven south.

She had not liked the idea of an urn. The very word
had the sound of a funeral bell. Bell? Fragment of an old
pun: the New Hampshire farmhouse, on honeymoon. They
had walked too far, and it had begun to rain, and they had
run back. And David had knelt and taken the hem of her
tweed skirt and twisted the water out of it and, smiling up at
her, said. “Wring out wild belle.”

Not the sound of “urn.”” And the urn itself had made
a sound when the undertaker, with an almost grotesque cal-
lousness, had taken one down from a shelf and opened the
screw top with a shrill grating sound and then held it out to
her—and she, caught up in the wicked pantomime, had
leaned forward a bit and stared inanely down into it and
said, “No, I don’t think s0.” Not for David.

So it was a box. A flatbronze box, not quite as long or
as deep as a cigar box. With a discreet border design, a
small catch. The undertaker had snapped the catch three
times.

It was in the trunk compartment of the car, and she
knew how it was wrapped. Back in the hotel in Sarasota
she had closed the room door behind her and made cer-
tain it was locked, and then she had untied the cord, un-
wrapped the cardboard box.

Inside the cardboard box, the bronze box lay wrapped
in tissue, resting on a nest of tissue. As she unwrapped it
she thought of the presents they had given each other. David
had once said, “I think I really like to see you unwrap pres-
ents. Such intense absorption! And all the sensuous little
delays, such as untieing knots instead of cutting them.”

And this is your final present, David.

She lifted the bronze box and looked wonderingly at
the fine grayish ash. She touched it lightly with her finger.
It was soft and a few flakes adhered to the moisture of her
finger tip, and she brushed them off. Here is all of you, my
love. She closed the lid and it snapped as it had in the un-
dertaker’s showroom. She wrapped it in the tissue, closed
the cardboard box and wrapped it in the brown paper. She
went over and stretched out on the bed. Gift from David.
Gift of himself.
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Now, as she drove north through gray rain, the bronze
box was in the luggage compartment of the car. His death
was something she could not comprehend. She sensed that
she would never understand why it happened. But she knew
her grief was soiled by the manner of his death. As she
drove cautiously, automatically, her mind turned back to
that morning twenty days ago, that ten o’clock morning in
the small east-side apartment when she learned how it had
all ended. -

She had gone down after breakfast to get the mail. No
letter from David. Then she had gone back up to the apart-
ment and poured her second cup of coffee. She sat and
looked at the bills and the circulars and read one letter from
an old dear friend who now lived in Burlington and who
wrote, “I suppose it is a sort of modern wisdom to take a
vacation from each other, but damned if I like the sound of
it. To have you and David indulge in such a thing is to me
like the teeter and fall of great idols. Forgive me if I am
too blunt, Ginny, but I can’t help thinking David needs,
more than anything else, a sound spanking.”

She was annoyed as she read the letter. In her attempt
to be light when writing to Helen, she had given Helen a dis-
torted picture. It was not a “marital vacation.” It was a
sudden queerness in David, a hint of breakdown.

It was then that the phone rang.

“Mrs. David Sherrel, please.”

“This is she.”

“I have a long distance call for you from Sarasota,
Florida. Go ahead, please.”

Dim male voice blurred by miles, distorted by a jan-
glin§ hum. “David?” she said eagerly. “David, is that
you?” And asshe asked, she could remember the last few
lines of the letter she had written him. Lines she had worked
over very carefully: “Please know that I try to understand
to the extent that it is within my capacity to understand. I
know that you feel this is important to you. If it is impor-
tant to you, it is also important to me, darling. But please
write to me. [ think I deserve that much. I think you owe
me that much, David. You have always had imagination.
Think of what it would be like to be me and to be here and
not know.”

“David!” she cried to the blurred phone.
hear you!”

“Please hang up,” the operator said, “and I will try to
get a better connection.” °

She hung up and sat by the phone and waited. She
wanted to hear him say he was coming home, that this
frightening thing that had separated them was over.

When it rang again she snatched it quickly. “David?”

“No m’am. My name is . . . Police Department . . .
phone number in his wallet.”
~ “Police? What’s wrong? Is my husband in trouble?”

“Sorry to have to tell you this, Miz Sherrel, but your
husband is dead. We got to get a legal identification on
him, and I guess you ought to come down here. Hello.
\Hello?” Miz Sherrel? Operator! Operator! We’ve been

t

“I can’t

“I’'m still here,” Virginia said in a voice that sounded
not at all like her own. It sounded cool and formal and con-

trolled. “I’ll fly down. I'll be there as soon as I can.” The
man started to say something but she heard only the first few
words before she hung up.

In the first few moments there was the shock, and then
there was the sense of inevitability, so strong and sure that
she wondered that she had not known at once when the
phone had rung—she wondered that she had been so naive
as to expect to hear David’s voice.

She phoned the airline and made a reservation on a
flight leaving at five minutes of two. She rinsed the break-
fast things, packed, closed the apartment, cashed a check,
picked up her ticket and, after a short wait at Tampa Inter-
national, she was in Sarasota at a little after eight in the
evening. It was a still night, very hot. People walked
slowly in the heat.

e man she talked to was large, soft-voiced, gentle.
He had her sit down, and he told her what happened. “Your
husband had been staying at a place called the Taine Motor
Lodge, out on the North Trail. He hadn’t been making any
trouble or anything, but he was acting kind of peculiar and
Mrs. Strickie, she’s the manager out there, she was sort of
keeping an eye on him. She’s got efficiencies out there.
She noticed his car was in front of his place yesterday, and
he didn’t go out in the evening, and this morning she got
thinking about it and knocked on his door about eight and,
when she didn’t get any answer, she used her key and went
in and backed right out again, the gas was so thick, and
called us right away. We got it aired out and he was on the
kitchen floor, and this note here was on the table.”

She took the note and read it: “Ginny—It just wasn’t
any use. It just didn’t do any good. I'm sorry.” It wasn’t
signed.

“Is that his handwriting?” The questioning voice
came from far away, echoing through a long metal pipe.
She swayed on the chair, didn’t answer. The man went
away and came back with a paper cup. She took it, lifted
it, smelled the raw whiskey, drank it down.

She gave the cup back to him. “That’s his writing.”

“It checks out that he did it about midnight. Was his
health bad?”

“No. Hewasin §ood health.”

“Money trouble?’

“No. He had a good job. He was on a leave of ab-
sence.”

“What kind of work did he do?”

“He was in the radio and television department of a
large advertising agency.”

“Any children?”

“No. No children.”

“You know of any reason why he did it, Miz Sherrel?”

“Not . .. exactly. I think it was some kind of a break-
down. His work was very demanding. He felt that he had
to get away for a little while. He thought that would help.”

“If you feel up to it, we can go over and take a look at
him now and get that part over with. If you don’t feel like
it, it can wait until morning.”

“I’'m all right. We can do it now.”

And so it was done. David was gone. The body
seemed to be the body of a stranger. It was familiar to her
in contour, in the shape of each feature, but no longer
known to her. They went back, and the man gave her the
keys to the car. David’s things were packed in the car. She
found a place to stay. The next morning she made the ar-
rangements about cremation. Then she placed a call to Jim
Dillon in New York, their lawyer, a classmate of David.

“Jim? This is Ginny. I’m calling from Sarasota.”

“That’s what the operator said. What are you doing
down there, girl? How’s Dave?”

“David killed himself, Jim. They found the body yes-
terday morning. I flew down.”

;‘He what? Ginny! My God, why? Why did he do
that?”



“I don’t think we’ll ever know. Jim, I need your help.”

“Anything, Ginny. You know that. I think I could
even come down there if . ..”

“No. No, thanks, Jim. I just don’t feel like coming
right back and facing . . . everything. I suppose there are
legal things that have to be taken care of. There’s the de-
posit box and things like that. There’s a will in it.”

“How big will the estate be?”

“Mayhe thirty thousand. Somewhere around there.
Then there’s the insurance. The policies are in the box.”

“Have you got money now? If you had a joint check
ing account, you won'’t be able to write checks against it.”

“I have my own checking account. There’s enough in
it for now, Jim. I just want to stay down here for a while.
I don’t know how long.”

“How about the funeral ?”

“I...I don’t think there’ll be any. He wanted to be
cremated. I'm having that done. I'm going to phone his
sister in Seattle and phone my parents. Maybe when I come
back, I can arrange some sort of memorial service, but I
don’t know about that yet. Can you do everything that has
to be done ?” _ .

“Of course. Give me your address there.
stuff for your signature.”

She told him where she was staying. He told her how
shocked and sorry he was, questioned her as to whether it
was wise for her to be alone just at this time. He said he
would inform the agency and let their friends know. She
said she would write a note to some of the people. After
they finished talking, she made the other two phone calls.
They were both bad calls to make. When she talked to her
parents, she was barely able to dissuade her mother from
coming down.

“But what are you going to do, Virginia? Why are
you staying there ?”

“I have some thinking to do, Mother.”

“You can think anywhere. You can come here and
stay with us and think here. This seems so insane.”

But in the end she won out, won reluctant acceptance.
She drove around the city and decided she would rather
live at the beach. She found a tiny apartment in a blue and
white motel on SiestaKey. Her door opened onto the beach.
It was September, and it was hot, and there were few tour-
ists. In the mornings she would see the high white cloud
banks against the blue sky, and on many days the hard rain
would come down in the afternoon, dimpling and washing
the sand and ending with the same abruptness that it had
come.

She had wired Jim Dillon her new address. Legal
apers came, and she signed them and sent them back.
ympathy notes arrived. The most careful and intricate one

came from the advertising firm.

She spent her days in a quiet pattern. In the early
morning, she walked on the beach. Later she lay under the
sun, walking gingerly down to swim in the warm water when
the heat became too great. The sun blunted her energies,
softening the edges of her grief. She was a tall woman with
a strong, well-made, youthful body, with black crisp hair,
unplucked black brows, eyes of a clear light blue. The sun
tanned her deeply and the continual swimming tightened
the tissues of her body. She would come in from the dazzle
of the beach and take off her suit in the relative gloom of the
small apartment and, catching a glimpse of ‘\herself in a
mirror, be startled by the vivid contrast of deep tan and the
white protected bands of flesh.

The bronze box was in the back of her closet.

It was time to think, to wonder how she had failed.
And to wonder what would become of her.

The marriage had lasted seven years. They had met in
New York. She was from upstate New York, from Roch-
ester. She was working in the fiction department of a
fashion magazine when sie met him. David had done two

I'll send
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short pieces for them. Virginia had read them and thought
them quite strange. but she had liked them. A third story,
according to the judgment of -the fiction editor, needed re-
working. The fiction editor had made a luncheon date with
David Sherrel and had been unable to keep it. Virginia
was sent along to the midtown restaurant to meet him,
armed with the manuscript, the fiction editor’s notes, and
some money from the petty cash fund.

They had been awkward and earnest with each other
during lunch. David turned out to be tall, slim, blond and
—in spite of Madison Avenue manners and clothing—rather
shy. He had curious moments of intensity, after which he
would slip behind his facade.

She had been dating several men, but after lunch with
David the others all seemed very predictable and tasteless.
The second time she saw him, he was very drunk. The third
time she saw him it became evident to both of them that
they would be married.

It had seemed to be a good marriage. She felt needed
and wanted. She learned to accept his moods of black, hope-
less depression, accepting them as the evil to be balanced
against a gift of gaietv. of high wild fun. of laughter that
pinched your side and b)ou"ht you to helplessness. There
was the deep stripe of the erratic in him. He seemed to be
always on the verge of losing his job, only to regain favor by
some exercise of imagination that not only re-established
him as a valuable man. but usually brought a pay raise.
Though he sneered at his job and his work and could talk
at length about the artificial wonderland of the advertising
agencies. when he was in ill repute. he could not then keep
food on his stomach. nor could he sleep without sedatives.

He had a gift {for the savage phrase. He could use
words that hurt her. But out of her strength and her under-
standing, she forgave him. His apologies were abject. His
affection was as cyclical as his moods. There would be
weeks when he would be warm. loving. Then would con..
the coolness, and he would withdraw pghysically to the poin.
where, should she touch him inadvertently, she could feel
the contraction of his muscles. And that hurt as badly as
did the words. .

David always had very good friends. very dear and
close friends who would adore him for two months or three
before, out of some compulsion. he would drive them off.
No friend remained loyal very long.

In spite of their private difliculties. they maintained a
united front. He never spoke harshly to her when there was
anyone around to hear him. She was grateful for that, as
she knew her pride was very strong. She loved him with all
her heart. She wanted his life to be wonderful. She did
everything she could to make him happy.

It all began to go wrong right after the beginning of
the current year. He slipped, day by day, further into a
mood of depression. Yet this depression was not like the
others. The others had been like the black clouds of brief
violent storms. This was like a series of endless gray days,
unmarked by any threat of violence. It seemed to her to be
more apathy than depression. He went through his days
like an automatic device designed to simulate a man. There
seemed to be no restlessness in him—just a dulled accept-
ance. Although he had always been very fastidious, he
began to shave and dress carelessly, and to keep himself
not quite clean. She tried in all the ways she could think
of to stir him out of it. She changed scenes, set stages.
planned little plots, but none of them worked. When, in
unguarded moments. she would wonder if he was getting
tired of her, fright would pinch her heart.

One day, out of desperation, she set a scene so crude
that in prior years it would have been unthinkable. While
he was at the agency she went into the small study where he
had used to work during the evening. She found and laid
out the incomplete manuscript of the book. She laid out
fresh paper and carbon and second sheets in the way he had
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liked to have them before he had given up work on the
book.

That evening she had taken his wrist and smiled at him
and tugged and said, “Come on.”

He came along without protest. Sheturned on the desk
lamp and showed him what she had done. He stood and
looked abthe desk and then he turned and looked at her with
an absolute emptiness in his eyes. An emptiness that
shocked her. “God, Ginny!” he said tonelessly. “Good
God, what are you trying to do to me?”

“I thought that if you ...”

But he had walked out of the room. He walked out of
the apartment. By the time she got her coat on and got
down to the street. he was gone. He came back within an
hour, and he was back down in the gravness of apathy, un-
reachable, untouchable. She apologized for what she had
done. Heshrugged and said it didn’t matter.

In June there was one day of gaiety. One day when he
was like himself. Yet not like himself. There was an ersatz
quality to his gaiety, as though it were the result of enormous
effort—even as though this were a stranger, an actor, who
tried expertly to become David Sherrel. That was the day
they ordered the car and planned a vacation trip. By the
time the car was delivered he had no interest in it, and she
could not get him to talk about the trip again. She felt
wasted. The empty days and the empty nights went by and
she smothered her resentment and refused to admit to her-
self that she was thoroughly, miserably bored.

On an evening in late July he was quiet at dinner—it
had been months since they had been out together or had
anyone in—and finally, as though saying something he had
memorized, he said, “I know that I’ve been a mess lately,
Ginny. I don’t know exactly what’s wrong. 1 feel as if,
somewhere, I’ve lost all motivation. I want to try to get it
back.”

“I want to help you.”

“I don’t want help. I talked to Lusker this morning.
They’re giving me a six month’s leave of absence without
pay. Lusker suggested psychiatry. I don’t think that’s the
answer. I wantto get away for a while.”

“I think it’s a wonderful idea, darling. We could go
back up to...”

“I don’t think you understand. I have to get away by
myself. I don’t know why. But that’s what I have to do.”

She looked at him, and her face felt stiff, tight, as
though covered with a fine porcelain glaze. “You have to
do that?”

“Yes.7’

All the angry words were close to the surface. She
suppressed them. She stood up slowly and began to clear
the table.

“It’s all right, then?” he asked.

“It looks as though it will have to be, David.”

He left two days later. She packed for him.  She
kissed him and told him to write. She went down to the car
with him. He stood and looked at her, and he looked shy
and lost, and she thought it was like sending a child to camp,
or to war. He opene(gi his lips as though to say something,
then turned abruptly and got into the car. It was a Sun-
day morning in Manhattan. The streets were empty. She
stood and watched the blue and white car turn the corner.
She went back upstairs. She prepared carefully for tears.
She put.on a robe, stretched out on her bed with a big box
of tissues at hand. She lay and waited for the tears. They
did not come. She thought of the sweet little things and the
sad little things, and tried, through pathos, to force tears.
But they did not come. She realized she was trying to pump
up tears the way some women seek out sad movies. She got
up quickly, and on that day she gave the apartment the most
thorough deaning it had ever had.

He sent a card from Augusta and one from Jackson-
ville and a third and final card from Sarasota saying that he

would stay there for a time and let her know should he move
on. There was an address she could write to. She wrote
often, not knowing if he even bothered to read her letters.

Now the marriage was quite over. It had ended.

She lay on the still hot beach, plastic cups over her eyes,
feeling the sun grind into her body. And she tried to
understand.

There were two things that had happened to her, long
before David, that seemed to point out the direction of
understanding.

One had happened in high school, during the first week
of a course in Natural History. She could not remember the
name of the instructor. He had been a small, wide, balding
man with a sharp penetrating voice and a sarcastic manner.
He had pictures of prehistoric animals and lizards and
birds, cleverly faked.

In essence he said, “These creatures no longer exist.
They died out. Their own development brought them to a
dead end. They had some fatal flaw which finally made it
impossible for them to survive in a changing environment.
They could not adapt. It is an oversimplification to call
them nature’s mistakes. They were just dead ends in na-
ture’s endless experimentation.”

And so it could be possible to say that David had within
himself the flaw which made survival impossible. The flaw
did not have to be isolated and described. It could be
enough to know that it was there.

The second incident had happened when, in college,
she had had a date with a young instructor, a man named
Val Jerrenson. As he was not permitted to date students,
they had to be secretive about it. It had been a warm Satvr-
day in May and they had gone down to an amusement pa:.c
on the shore. They had been standing talking near a shoot-
ing gallery, and Virginia, looking over Val’s shoulder, saw
the head of Val's department walking toward them. frown-
ing slightly.

Virginia had put her hand out quickly, and Val had
taken it instinctively. Raising her voice a little, she had
said, “Well, I have to run along, Mr. Jerrenson. Nice to run
into you like this. I'll haveto catch up with the other girls.”
She then looked directly at the head of the department and
said, “Oh, Hello, Dr. Thall! I didn’t know Mr. Jerrenson
was with you. I really have to run.”

When Val finally came back to the car, she was sitting
there waiting for him, giggling.

After they had driven far enough to be safe, Val had
looked at her with an odd expression and said, “You know,
Virginia, you frighten me a little. You have such a perfect
instinct for survival. Such a gift for living. You are an
organism designed to function perfectly in its environment.
Such strength is a little disturbing.”

So add the two together. The flawed organism. And
the survival organism. Living together, making a life
together. She sensed that the marriage had made her
stronger. because it had called on her strength; it had de-
manded it. Yet she had not wished to be strong. She had
wanted a man who could dominate her. In the very be-
ginning she had thought David such a man.

Thus, if it had added to her strength, had it not also
added to his weakness? Would not David have been better
with a silly girl, a gay careless erratic clinging little thing?
Or was the flaw too deep?

There was one thing that she learned during the long
days on the beach. She learned that her love was not as
great as she had thought it. It made her ashamed to ‘e-
alize that. Yet in all honesty, it was an admission she had
to make. And it was the final act which had cut love down
to a manageable stature. It had been such a childish and
insulting death. It was as though, out of petulance, he had
flung something at her, had struck her in the face with
sticky unpleasantness. She had cared for herself, keeping
herself as handsome as she could, as fresh and alive and



sweet-smelling, ready and waiting for him. Through mar-
riage his need of her had been sporadic. His wit ithdrawn
periods seemed a denial of her. And now he had consum-
mated the final denial.

She could feel grief, a sense of loss. a sense of inade-
quacy—yet it was not a sharpness that pierced her heart. It
was more like thinking of a death that had happened long
ago. David had died long ago. and he moved through the
eternity of memory, blond. slim. tall, with soft sensitive
mouth, dulled eyes, alook of rejection. The ashes were soft
and gray in the bronze box. And ashes had no life, no
hlstory They were always old.

She knew at last when it was time to go back. When
she awakened on Tuesday morning, she knew that she had
spent enough time in this place. A healing process had
finished. She could go back and face friends and dispose of
his personal possessions and give up the apartment and find
something to do.

She looked at herself with utmost clarity and knew
that any job she could find would not be enough. She knew
that she would look for a man. A strong man. A man with
courage and integrity and a sure sense of his own place.
She knew that, at thirty, she had never been more attractive.
With this man she would find herself. He would not need
strength to lean on. He would exude strength, and that
strength would make her feel like a woman. rather than a
mother or a guardian. There would be children, as many
as she could have. And all this would not be a rebound
from David. It would, instead, be an acceptance of the years
lost, and a desire to do, with those that were left, what she
had been meant to do from the very beginning.

When she left in the rain on Wednesday morning, she
was more than a little amused at her careful planning, at
her incredible certainty that the future would be just as she
desired it.

Steve Malden drove steadily north on Route 19 in a
dark green Plymouth sedan. He was a big man, big in every
dimension, big in hand and wrist and shoulder--—slow-mov-
ing, with a look of competence and power. His hair was
black and thick and cropped short, and black brows nearly
met over the bridge of his nose. His cheekbones were high
and solid, his nose just enough hooked to give him an Indian
look.

It was the first time in five years that Malden had
driven anywhere without a specific mission, a clear idea of
where he would go and whom he wouldsee. This was sup-
posed to be a vacation. That was what they had called it.
But vacation was a word that was supposed to give you a lift,
a feeling of anticipation and excitement—not this dulled
restlessness. He had a vague idea of heading west, maybe
swinging down into Mexico.

There had been no vacation in five years. He had not
wanted a vacation, and he had not wanted this one. It had
been forced on him. Bellinger, chairman of the committee
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had said, “Take a break. Steve.

the way you are. You're like a mechanical man.
break now or the job will break you.”

But time off was time in which to think and remember.
And remembering was no good. It couldn’t bring her back.

In World War II. Malden had been a young sergeant
assigned to the Counter-Intelligence Corps. He had liked
the C.1.C. work and had done well at it. After his dis-
charge he took police courses at Northwestern University,
under the GI Bill. After he was graduated he spent a year
on a big-city police force, then obtained a job with a
national detective agency. Shortly after he went with
them he married Dorothy Blackson, a stenographer in the
home office. He did so well with the agency that, when the
Florida Protection Committee asked for a fulltime operative,
Malden was given an indefinite leave of absence to work
for the Committee.

The Florida Protection Committee, even though fi-
nanced and operated by private citizens, carried consider-
able weight in Tallahassee, and with the city governments of
large cities in the state. It was formed Ky hotel owners,
real estate operators and the owners and operators of
legitimate tourist attractions. These men knew that too
often the criminal element made deals with local enforce-
ment agencies. Should that situation get out of control,
Florida would be overrun by an element which could readily
destroy the reputation the state was trying to establish and
drive away the sound and respectable people who were con-
templating retirement in Florida. Gambling, prostitution,
dope peddling and the resultant theft and violence could
never be completely eliminated. But, with proper investi-
gative procedures and pressure applied at the right places,
it could be held to a reasonable minimum.

Steve Malden’s job was to establish sources of infor-
mation, pay for information, protect informants, shadow
suspects, observe illegal operations whenever possible and
turn over thoroughly documented reports to the Committee
for action on the state or municipal level.

The first year was a good year. Steve and Dorothy
took a small house in Winter Haven. It was a central loca-
tion for him. They were very much in love. She was a
thin, blonde, luminous girl who gave an entirely erroneous
impression of fragility. He knew she worried about him
during his trips. He took her along whenever he could.
The work was demanding and quite often exciting. The
pay was good, and he knew the Committee was well satis-
fied with him. When he could steal a day, they would
drive over to the beaches and swim and soak up the sun-
shine, then eat a dinner of the stone crabs she loved and
find a motel. It often seemed to him that it was a honey-
moon that would not end. They were suited to each other,
enjoying the same things, laughing at the same things.

During that first year, he managed to obtain informa-
tion on a new bolita ring operating in Tampa. Bolita is a
variant of the numbers racket. The information Malden
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supplied was accurate; the ring was broken up and the
court was unusually harsh with the offenders.

It was during his second year, five years before, that
Steve Malden decided he could safely steal another day with
Dorothy. They decided to drive over to Reddington Beach
near St. Petersburg. It was a hot July day with thunder-
heads in the east. The rain held off until three in the
afternoon. They stayed on the beach in the drenching
rain, enjoying the coolness of it. Dorothy had taken on a
lovely honey-tan in the hot months. After they ate, instead
of finding a place to stay, Steve decided to check with an
informant in Ybor City, a suburb of Tampa. He didn’t
want to combine business with pleasure, but it was a very
simple matter he wanted to check. The informant was a
clerk in a cigar store, an elderly man with the thumb of his
right hand missingl:l The man seemed very nervous. He
re%used to impart the information he had promised. Steve
had left Dorothy in the car a block and a half away. It
was a dark night, with thunder in the air and the threat of
rain.

He walked back, puzzled and disappointed. Just as he
reached the car he heard the scuff of a footstep close behind
him. He had opened the car door. He whirled just as
the shotgun blast tore a red hole in the night. The impact
knocked him down and half stunned him. The pain in his
arm was enormous. He tried to get up twice and fainted.

When he awakened in the hospital, he knew that he
had been heavily drugged. His thoughts were blurred, his
body heavy. When he thought of Dorothy there was a quick
shrillness of panic, like a flash of light in a darkened room.
But each time the light would fade because the drugged
mind could not hold to any thought consistently.

Later, after he had slept and awakened again, they told
him Dorothy had been hurt. They told him about his arm.
The biceps had been torn, the bone splintered. On the
operating table they had pinned the bone and sewn the
muscle tissues. He would eventually regain full use of it.

There were police interviews, and they told him
Dorothy had been seriously hurt, that she was on another
floor of the hospital. He told the police that he had not
seen the man behind the gun. He told them nothing else.
On the third day, he got out of bed and refused to get back
in until he had seen his wife. The doctor came and had him
sit down and told him that the portion of the charge which
had missed his arm had torn the throat of his wife, and she
had died before the ambulance had reached the scene.

It was as though his life had stopped. The mechanics
'of living went on, but the essential substance was gone. His
‘arm mended. The Committee offered him leave. He said
he preferred to work. He disposed of Dorothy’s things.
He moved heavily, stolidly, through the days that seemed
to stretch out endlessly in front of him. He lost the gift of
lightness, banter, casual conversation. For a time he drank
heavily when he was off duty. He drank without pleasure,
with a dogged desire to drug himself so that sleep without
dreams would become possible. Then he found that he had
somehow dulled his mind and his memories so that sleep
could come, a dark animal sleep. He was without friends.
For a time there were those who tried to bring him out of
‘it, but they soon tired of thankless effort.

He ate and slept and worked. And he was able to ac-
:complish a great deal. He moved through the state like a
nemesis, always growing more crafty in blending with the
background. His disguises were simple and effective.
Tourist, sailor, fisherman, salesman. His reports were de-
tailed, explicit, and the Committee translated them into
action.

But the work was without joy. He spent uncounted
hours in trying to find out who had fired the shot. The
body of the informant was found in Tampa Bay a month
after the shooting. And that was finally the end of the trail.

Five years had passed. Now you were thirty-two in-
stead of twenty-seven. You would become forty-two and
fifty-two, and she would stay back there in the past, still
twenty-four, forever slim, clean-limbed, fragrant. Forever
three months pregnant.

Malden knew that he would never have consented to
this vacation had not something been slowly changing with-
in him of late. It was as though some part of him was try-
inE to lift the dark burdens he had carried so long. Some
rebellious part that wanted to see the light again. This

" unexpressed yearning to come alive again was painful. It

was like blood returning to a numbed limb. He preferred
to move in the half-light of his chosen world. Her face was
not clear to him any more. Time had begun to blur it.
And it was less and less often that his heart gave its hard
and sorrowful thrust when he saw a girl on a city street
who moved like her, walked proudly as she had walked.

This then was the time of reassessment. This was va-
cation. He drove north on Route 19 through the hurricane
rains, so accustomed to driving that it required but the
slightest fraction of his attention. And because he was—or
had been—a sensitive and perceptive man, he fought with a
new demon on this day—one that he had at last faced
squarely. The demon stated its case in the form of a

uestion : Steven Malden, has this five years of darkness been
the result of a legitimate grief, or has it been a time of self-
indulgence? Have you been standing apart and admiring
the dark and monstrous picture of your own heartbreak—
indulging yourself in bathos and thinking it pathos? Have
you fallen in love with the dreary picture of your own with-
drawal from life, thinking it dramatic, a thing of splendor ?
Are you ready to raise your head a little and start to live
again in any emotional dimension? Or are you so pleased
with your own strength that for the rest of your life you
shall refuse to share it with anyone?

The green Plymouth moved steadily north and the big
silent man at the wheel remembered that he had not wept.
Not once. He had felt something akin to pride that his grief
had been beyond tears. But pride seemed to be turning to
shaxge. Had it been the other way about, she would have
cried.

And, by now, she could have mended herself and
could have been able to give of her own warmth to some
second love.

Hilda moved up, through the Gulf of Mexico, ever more
erratic, unpredictable. The rain soaked into the earth. It
softened the black earth around the shallow root structure
of tall Australian pines. Rain precedes the hurikan, and,
when the wind comes, the tall pines topple readily. The
runoff fattens the streams that run to the Gulf, raising the
level, stretching the stem structure of the ubiquitous water
hyacinth.

Hilda slowed and made a long gentle curve to the
northeast, moving closer to the coast. She moved to within
fifty miles of the mouth of the Suwanee River, and there all
forward motion ceased. She remained in place, the whirl-
ing winds churning the Gulf. Once she had covered vast
areas. Now the area was small. Even so she was large
enough to flay the coast with hard gusts of wind.

The tide had been rising in the Gulf throughout the
morning. High tide along the Cedar Key area was pre-
dicted for three in the afternoon. It was determined later
that it must have been at about one o’clock when the hurri-
cane, smaller and yet more violent than before, made &
totally unexpected change of direction and began to move
due east toward the Florida coast, moving at an estimated
eighteen miles an hour, with the winds nearest the eye
reaching a velocity that could not be measured. This was
the dread combination of hurricane and tide that had lon,
been anticipated by the pessimists of the low-lying coast mi
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Slow traffic bypassed the Waccasassa Bridge where tech-
nicians worked to free the jammed truck-trailer. Heavy
rain and traffic had made the detour more difficult. There
was a policeman at each end of the detour. The last car in
each small group that went through carried a sodden red
rag on a stick to be given to the officer at the far end. The
were able to pass alternate batches of passenger cars throug
at approximately twenty-minute intervals. It was dull, un-
pleasant duty.

The policeman on the south end of the detour was
named Stark. He was bored, yet apprehensive of the in-
creasing force of the wind. The rain was ceasing. But the
gusts of wind were so strong that he often had to fight for
balance. The radio in his car was turned high and the
car was parked where he could hear it. At one-thirty he
sent a batch of seven cars through and began to accumulate
another group. The group of seven was large. The
smallest group had been two. The storm was emptying the
highways.

He prepared himself for the same repetitious questions
when the first car pulled up, a dark-blue Cadillac, a new
one. He flagged it down and went over to it. The driver
rolled the window down. He was a balding, ginger-headed
man with a red-faced look of importance.

“What goes on?” he demanded, raising his voice to
carry over the wind sound. Stark recognized a local accent.

Stark repeated what he had said so many times. De-
tour. Bridge blocked by an accident. Shouldn’t be too
long a wait. The detour was four miles long, sand and
shell. Two wooden bridges. Have to take it slow.

The second car was a heavily loaded station wagon
with a youngish couple and two kids. They asked the ex-
pected questions, got the same answers. He noticed as he
stood next to the car on the righthand side, talking across
the blonde woman, talking to her tired-looking husband,
that the wind was making tie halted car sway.

The next car was a welcome break in the monotony.
Stark recognized it as a Mercedes-Benz, but he had never
had a chance to get close to one. There was a couple in it,
a good-looking athletic sort of guy and a girl who was not
so good-looking, but looked like money.

After Stark had explained the delay, they talked about
the car and then about the hurricane. Stark said, “They
keep telling me it’s headed for Texas, but it feels like it’s
coming here.” The gusts were beginning to seem solid
enough to lean on. Now that the rain had practically
stopped, the sky was a peculiar yellowish color.

The fourth car was a dark-green Plymouth with a’

husky hard-faced man traveling alone. He had fewer ques-
tions than the others. He did not seem to resent the delay.
But he looked as if he was the type who would. Stark was
wondering whether it would be smart to get a look at the
driver’s hcense when the fifth car came up, a blue-and-white
Dodge convertible with one woman in it. She was the best-
looking woman of the day. Stark had been keeping a men-
tal box score. She was pleasant to him, and it was almost a
pleasure to answer the same tired old questions.

The next time he glanced toward the detour he saw the
first of the group of southbound cars come lumbering and

Redbook’s Complete August 1956 Novel

laboring up out of it onto the highway, straighten out and
begin to pick up speed. There were six cars and the last
one had the flag. He could see nothing coming along the
windswept highway, so he gave the good-looking woman the
flag and told Eer to take it slow.

He watched the cars disappear cautiously down the de-
tour. A truly massive gust of wind came along. It
slammed against him and drove him back. He had to turn
and take several running steps to catch his balance. He
cursed, more in awe than anger. He heard the sound of his
radio over the wind noise and pushed through the wind
toward his car.

“Stark? The hurricane has changed direction. It’s
moving in on the coast and pushing one hell of a high tide in
front of it. Don’t send any more cars through. Head
south slowly and stop anything you find coming at you and
turn ’em back. Tell them to find shelter. This could be a
bad one. Block the road at Lebanon Station and keep in
touch. I think we’re all going to be kept busy.”

Stark headed slowly south, dome light flashing, wind
swaying the sedan. On impulse he pushed the siren and
kept it on. The sound seemed frail and lost in the new high
wail of the great wind.

The Australian pine was a huge one, very near the end
of its life span and beginning to die. It stood on the north
bank of the Waccasassa River, thirty feet west of the wooden
bridge over the main part of the river.

The same gust that had driven Stark across the road
struck the old tree moments before reaching Stark. There
was a faint ripl)in , crackling sound. and the flat root
structure was pulled slowly up on the west side of the tree.
The tree fell slowly at first and then more quickly. It
brought up square yards of black, soaked soil with it. It
fell thickly, heavily, onto the north end of the wooden
Lridge. The great weight of it in free fall smashed the
tough old timbers. The bridge folded and sagged, sup-

orted the weight for a few seconds, and then with small
Earsh noises as old spikes were pulled from weathered wood,
bridge and tree sank into the swollen Waccasassa.
he caravan of six cars came nosing cautiously down
the detour. The caravan crossed the first bridge, the blue
Cadillac leading. The cars jounced over limbs that had
fallen into the road. They passed the ugly deserted old
house. The road turned slightly. The lead car came to
the bridge and stopped.

“Damn!” Johnny Flagan said explosively.

“That tree came down right across the bridge.” Charlie
Himbermark said excitedly. .

“You can sure figure things out, Charlie.”

“Don’t take it out on me.”

“We got to get out of here.”” He pushed his door open
and got out and looked back. The cars were piled up be-
hind him. He looked at the soft deep ditches on either side
of the road. Johnny was thankful that nobody started lean-
ing on the horn. He made his decision quickly. He walked
back to the last car in line. A pretty woman was at the
wheel. She looked nervous.

“We got to get turned around,” he yelled. “The bridge
is out up there. Can you back this to that house back there
and get it turned around?”’

The woman nodded. Johnny went to each car in turn
and got them started backing cautiously. It might be all
right after all. Get out of here and go back south to the
fork and cut over to 41 and head north again. Not too
much delay. Not enough to be critical. He directed the
traffic, keeping his heavy body braced against the wind,
keeping the other cars from backing too close to the rudi-
mentary driveway at the house until, one by one, they got
turned around. He went back to his own car at a heavy-
footed panting run. He backed up with fast reckless pre-
cision, spun the big car and headed south for not over
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thirty feet before he came upon the station wagon halted
ahead of him.

“Now what?” he demanded and got out again. Some
of the others had got out. too. They stood by the con-
vertible and looked at the bridge they had just crossed.

Johnny Flagan saw the trouble and for the first time he
felt a light brush of panic. He calmed himself with an
effort. The lesser branch of the Waccasassa curved at the
point where the bridge was placed. The water was very
high and it was moving swiﬁly. Debris bumped against
the bridge. On the far side the water had dug into the
bank and the far end of the forty foot bridge had dropped
nearly a foot and a half. It must have been ready to drop
when they came over it. Flagan noted that, in spite of the
heavy rain, the water was coming upriver rather than
flowing toward the gulf. The tide must ﬁe coming in faster
than the runoff.

He opened the car door and said to the woman, “Think
you could make it? Get a little start and you maybe could
plow up that little bitty hump over there.”

The woman’s face was white, her lips pressed tightly
together. She shook her head.

Flagan made another decision. “Get out then and let
me trx. If it works you can come over in another car.”

gain she shook her head. He felt outraged. The fool
woman would keep him from that life and death appoint-
ment in Georgia. He took her roughly by the arm and
hauled her out of the car. He’d make the far side and
holler back that he was going for help. He’d send help
back and head for Georgia. It wasn’t like stealing. She
could have the Cadillac if he messed up her car. There
wasn’t time to explain that to her.

She pulled at him as he got into her car. He pushed
her back and the combination of the push and the force of
the wind knocked her down. A man was coming toward the
car, a big husky man with a look of anger. Johnny Flagan
pulled the door shut. The motor was running. He put the
automatic transmission into low and headed across the
bridge, picking up speed as he went. The far end was
under water. Water sprayed up from the tires and was
whipped away by the wind. He hit the far bank with an
impact that drove him forward against the wheel. The
front end bounced up high, came down with front wheels
above the edge. He gunned it and felt the back wheels spin.
He felt the bridge settle under the car. Now the hood was
pointed up at such an angle he could not see the road. Still
he raced the motor.

The bridge shuddered and dropped further. Water
got a broader grip on the side of the car. The back end
began to swing. Johnny Flagan yelled shrilly and got the
door open as the car toppled off the bridge, breaking
through the cracker-brittle railing. Something caught at
him and pulled him under. He fought and ripped free as
he sucked brackish water into his lungs. The great fear of
his whole life was filling him like an unending scream.
The other men of his family had drowned in the Gulf. He
would have drowned had he been along. In his secret heart
he knew that the fates had meant him to drown. He could
not swim. He had never been in a boat since that drowning
of long ago. He tried to scream under water. Then he
broke through the surface. The current had spun him. He
could not tell which bank he had tried to climb. He
flapped at the water, coughing and choking. Something
caught hold of him and he turned, reaching for it. There
was an explosion against his chin. From then on it was like
a gray dream. He was aware of being towed to the bank, of
being dragged up onto the shore like some exhausted fish.
but he could not move.

He was rolled over and hard hands pressed against his
thick waist. He coughed the brackish water from his lungs.
He twisted away from the punishing hands. After a time
they left him alone. He ﬁa}' with his cheek against the

soaked ground, breathing heavily. recovering his strength.

And then he remembered. His right hand. half
curled. was close to his eves—a thick white hand with the
curled reddish hair growing thickly on the back and be-
tween the knuckles of the fingers. He moved his hand
cautiously. He moved it down and turned slightly onto his
side so that he could reach into the left inside breast pocket
of his suit coat. The envelope was there. It was sodden.
bg_t it was there. The ultimate disaster could yet be staved
off.

He got laboriously to his feet. weaving under the im-
pact of the wind. They had moved the cars close to the
deserted house. The door was open: being in the front of
the house, it was shielded from the wind. They were carry-
ing things in from the cars, all of them working. A small
boy appeared in the doorway of the house. staring out at
the storm. He was quickly snatched back out of sight.

Flagan felt sick at his stomach. If he'd had any sense.
he thought. he would have crossed the bridge on foot. He
looked at the stream. Bridge and blue and white convertible
were utterly gone. He plodded toward the house. He saw
Charlie Himbermark come out and look toward him and
then start walking toward him. Better come look out for
me. W here has he been? He'd better remember who puts
the butter on his bread.

Flagan decided to stand and wait for him. They’d go
together. Go down the shoreline. Had to be a place to get
across somewhere. When Himbermark got beyond the
protection of the house, the wind caught at him, hastening
him along in a ridiculous trot. Flagan saw some of the
other people watching Himbermark. the couple from the
foreign car, the big, dark sullen looking guy, the thin man
from the station wagon.

And Flagan saw the tree that stood in the side yard of
the house. He saw it start to fall. He knew in that mo-
ment where and how it would fall, and knew he could do
nothing about it. He yelled, but the wind tore the words
and flung them behind him. He saw Charlie Himbermark,
warned in some unknown way, look back up over his shoul-
der and stare at the black wet trunk and try to turn and
scramble out of the way. But his feet slid on the wet
ground and the wind pushed against him and. in the slow-
est of motion, Flagan saw the black trunk touch the small
frail man and. continuing. crush him down against the wet
soil and then. shifting slightly, settle more inevitably, ir-
revocably against the earth.

Flagan turned and pressed his back against the wind
and was ill. When he turned back a whirring palm frond
struck his face, stem first, cutting him below the eye. He
looked at the blood on his fingers and plodded toward the
house. He had to clamber over the trunk of the tree. He
did not look toward the place where it rested on the crushed
body of Himbermark.

The highway patrolman at the north end of the detour
had received the same orders as Stark. He was heading
north, turning back traffic. The attempt to clear the bridge
was suspended. The coastal power and phone lines had
begun to go. Driven by hurricane winds, the tides began
to hammer the beach resorts. There were last-minute
evacuations of exposed keys. Radio stations switched to
private generators.

Yet the main force of the hurricane had not yet reached
the coast. The great property damage thus far was water
damage. The huge tides smashed sea walls, sucking filled
land out through the gaps in the shattered concrete, and the
shore houses collapsed as fill was sucked out from under
them.

Tidal water came up over beaches, across shore roads,
moving into houses set hundreds of feet back from the
normal high-tide mark. Thousands of sand bags were
being filled as people fought to save their homes.



—FEmergency Warning Service. All coastal facilities.
2:12 p.M. It now appears that the eye of the hurricane,
Hilda, will intersect the coast line in the vicinity of Cedar
Key and Waccasassa Bay. Unless there is a change in
speed or direction, this intersection should take place at ap-
proximately 4:30. Evacuation of all exposedpproperties
from Dead Man’s Bay to Tarpon Springs is recommended.

When Hal Dorn came back into the house. Jean
looked up at him, half-smiling, hoping to show him by her
expression that she could control her own fear. But when
she saw the odd sick expression on his face, her half-smile
faded and she got quickly to her feet and went to him.

“What is it, darling? What's the matter?” She was
afraid he was slipping back into resignation and defeat
after showing such decisiveness when faced by this emer-
gency.

Hal motioned for Mrs. Sherrel to join them. He sent
Stevie back to the corner, to the blankets, out of earshot.

“It was the old fellow. Now I can’t even remember his
name.”

“Himbermark,” Mrs. Sherrel said.
Himbermark.”

“He was going to help his friend. Flagan. The one
vho took your car. Tree just came down on ﬁim. That big
one at the side of the house. He didn’t have a chance.”

Jean gave a little cry of shock, and Virginia Sherrel
closed her eyes for a long moment. Hal took his wife by the
arm and said, “Stevie may ask about him. If he does, tell
him that the old man went after help or something. Under-
stand ?”’

“Yes, dear,” she said. She saw that the look of shock
was gone from his face, saw that once again he seemed to be
well in control of himself and the situation. It gave her a
curious attitude toward this emergency, this entrapment—a
feeling almost of gratitude.

When they had been driving north before it had hap-
pened, he had been so very different—remote, uncommuni-
cative—driving along with his thin strong hands on the
wheel, knuckles whitened by the strength of his grip. She
had seen the odd color of the sky, gray, luminous, faintly
yellowed. The look of the sky had made her sense how
small they were and how very vulnerable.

All her life she had been vulnerable to the moods of the
weather. A bright warm day meant holiday. Heavy winter
snows made her feel hushed and secretive. On days of rain
she wanted to weep. On this day she had been unable to
keep her mind from returning constantly, gingerly, to the
thought that they were moving swiftly toward some un-
imaginable catastrophe, some great disaster.

She remembered reading that, when the barometer was
low, it induced an atavistic nervousness and tension in
people. It seemed a primitive warning. And she told her-
self that, with a hurricane in the area, her sense of fore-
boding had its logical explanation—it was not strange she

“He told me it was
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should feel alarm without any real basis for it. Also, there
was another accountable factor. During the early months
of pregnancy with both Stevie and Jan she had been moody,
depressed. Only in the later months had she achieved a
warm, deep sense of waiting and growing and flourishing.

Yet despite all rationalization she could not avoid the
recurrent moments of something akin to panic. Once when
the car had swayed with a new violence she had gasped.
Then she had tried to tell Hal of her fears, but he had been
curt with her, so curt and unpleasant she had turned away
from him to look out the side window where the landscape
was blurred by the warm sting of the tears in her eyes.

Then he had said. after a time, “I'm sorry.”

“It’s all right.”

“Yes, I suppose it’s all right. The magic forgiveness.
The automatic forbearance. No, I don’t mean that either.
Don't pay any attention to me, Jeanie. I'm in foul mood.
And now, for God's sake. don't say ‘That’s all right’ again.”

It had been easier to say nothing. He was too full of
his own defeat. Too far into the blindness of self-pity.
She wondered how and why he had lost his resilience, the
core of his courage. Or had he been without it from the
beginning—and she had simply not known it because this
was the first time it had been tested? -

She had felt shocked and ashamed of her own dis-
loyalty. Hal had certainly not given up readily. He had
maintained his spirits for a long time, even after he had
undertaken the exhausting manual labor in the warehouse.
Yet when he had given up, when he had wept, he had given
up all the way, unlocking all the gates and surrendering all
the turrets. She sensed that the collapse was related to his
family, to his background. Defeat, to Hal, was the un-
thinkable thing—the thing that could not have happened.

As they had neared the blocked road, she had been
wondering how much better it would have been for him had
he not had the burden of wife, two children, and new child
to come. Perhaps in his curtness and igritability there was
a flavoring of resentment.

The policeman had explained about the detour when
they had stopped behind the blue Cadillac. Stevie and Jan
had begun to get a whining note in their voices during the
boring wait, and she knew they were getting hungry. She
had given them the box of fig newtons from the glove com-
partment with severe injunction to share fairly.

" At last they were permitted to go ahead in cautious con-
voy. It was a primitive road that moved in aimless curves
across scrub flats and then dipped toward heavier trees,
crossed a precarious wooden bridge, passed a house set in a
grove of big trees, a house that looked gloomy and brooding
in the strange light. Hal had stopped when the Cadillac
stopped, anf they had looked ahead and seen the big tree
down and the ruin of the second bridge.

During the next fifteen minutes, during the time they
had backed and turned around, and found the other bridge
impassable—during the episode of the car’s going into the
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river, the rescue, the moving of the remaining cars close to
the house—Jean Dorn had lost her own fears as she had
witnessed the transformation of Hal.

At first he had seemed annoyed, bleak, passive—as
though he considered this as just another black weight
added to the scales that had tilted so radically against him.
And then the change had come. She had seen it come, and
it had made her heart glad. She knew that he had for-
gotten himself and his own private problems. With for-

etfulness had returned the habit of decision and command.

is expression was changed. More alert, more intent. His
posture was different. He moved and walked with a brisk-
ness. During that time he was not a defeated man.

It was Hal who moved quickly to help get the half-
drowned man out of the river, beckoning to the husky blond
man to help him. It was Hal who calmly surveyed the
swollen river and turned and looked at the house and then,
over the wind sound, called to all of them to get the cars
close to the house. The others had accepted his decision
without question, willing in emergency to respond to orders
that made sense and were given in the proper tone by
someone who worked hard along with them. Hal had
organized the carrying-in of the luggage from the cars and
had requested that all blankets, robes, heavy coats be
brought into the house. And, somehow, while the work was
going on, while they were settling in, he had not only man-
aged to make them all known to each other, but he had
created among them the feeling of being a group working
wisely and well toward a common end.

It made Jean’s heart full to see this re-creation of the
man he had been before he had learned about defeat. His
was not an ersatz confidence, but rather the quiet control of
a man used to accepting authority and responsibility. The
group responded to him, and she was proud of him. Be-
cause of his efforts they had, in a short time, accepted the
old house as refuge. Hal and the blond man, Bunny Hollis,
had broken the lock of the old door. The inside floor was

- reasonably sound. All the windows were shuttered, but the
shutters fit poorly and had cracked and spread in the
weather so that pale light came into the rooms.

When Hal had introduced her to Virginia Sherrel, he
had said, “Mrs. Sherrel lost all her luggage in that car,
honey. Falling in the mud didn’t do her any good. Don’t
you have something that would fit her ?”

“This,” said Mrs. Sherrel, “seems to be dungaree
weather, if you have some.”

Jean reached for a suitcase. “I have some, and a blue
work shirt. They should fit, I think.”

Jean and Virginia and the kids were the only ones in
the house when Jean had looked up and seen Hal come back
in and had seen in the faint light the strange expression on
his face. For several bad moments she thought he had re-
verted to his previous mood of passive resignation. Then
he took the two of them aside from the kids and told them
what had happened. Jean saw, with both relief and grati-
tude, that he had not changed back. He was still in charge,
still able and alert. Virginia went back to find a place
where she could change.

Hal Dorn turned and watched Flagan come into the
room. Malden pulled the door shut. Flagan didn’t look at
any of them. He walked over and sat down with his back
against a wall. His wet clothes dripped water on the floor.
He lowered his face against upraised knees. Hal ended the
short, curious silence by saying to Malden, “Let’s take a
look around and see what we’ve got here.”

. Malden nodded. Hal realized how glad he felt about
the interruption to the trip. This was better than driving
and thinking the long bitter thoughts of discouragement.
He knew that later it would be the same again, but for now
it was good to have something to do, plans to make. With
intelligence, and some luck, they should come out of this all
right.

Hal Dorn and Malden inspected the house. The main
room, the room they were in, was a long room on the north-
east corner of the house. It had a low ceiling and was
paneled in a dark, rough wood. The room was completely
bare and there was a smell of wet rot. The wooden floor
had heaved and buckled, and, near one wall, there were
holes where the floorboards had rotted away. There was a
small brick fireplace set into the south wall and, to the right
of the fireplace a stairway to the second floor. The walls of
the stairway had been plastered, and the plaster had fallen
away from the lath and lay like dirty snow on the stairs.
There was a door to the left of the fireplace that led to
another room, and another doorway in the west wall that
led to what had been the kitchen.

The impression of.relative silence disappeared quickly.
Hal could hear all the tones of the wind. The wind pressed
against the rear of the house. It found small cracks where
it could enter. As it came in the small cracks and as it
twisted around the cornices, it made small wild sounds, full
of a supersonic shrillness. The shrill sounds ebbed and
pulsed with the changes of the wind. Hal thought that, if
he had to listen to that sound too long, he would begin to
howl like a dog.

Thin gray bands of light, diffused by dust, shafted into
the house through the cracks in the ancient shutters. He
could feel the stir of the bones of the old house when the
wind swerved and smote it. Over the wind-sound there
were other sounds from the wild world outside—remote and
inexplicable thuddings, rattlings, crashings. Heads lifted
when something cracked sharply against the back of the
house.

Hal and Malden went up the stairs. There was a
narrow central hallway, four small square bedrooms, no
bath. The wind sounded stronger up there. The two men
stood and listened to it. “What do you think ?”” Hal asked.

Malden merely shrugged. Hal looked at him closel
and had the strange impression that the man was boreti
“Got any ideas?” Malden asked.

Hal forced himself to consider the eventualities. “We
must be four or five feet lower than the level of the highway
here. My car radio conked out. I don’t know if it’s going
to get worse than this. That water was coming up fast.”

“The hurricane is headed this way. I heard that
much.”

“Then it’s going to blow a hell of a lot harder. I don’t
know if this place will take it.” He paused. “We ought to
do two things. Put somebody on a car radio and get what
dope we can. And have somebody go out and see if they
can find a good way back to the highway. I've got two
little kids to think about.”

“So you won’t go.”

“I didn’t mean that,” Hal said. “I meant it has to be
a way out of here where we can take thekids. But we have
to find out which is more important—higher ground or
shelter. I don’t remember much of anything along the
highway—a gas station way back, too far back.”

They went back down the stairs. Jean had made a
blanket nest in the corner for the children. She sat with
them. Virginia Sherrel, in one of Jean’s blue work shirts



and a pair of her dungarees, sat near her, and the two
women talked. Flagan sat alone, his head still resting on his
knees. Bunny and Betty Hollis stood close together looking
out a horizontal crack in one of the blinds. His arm was
around her.

Hal gave Jean what he hoped was a reassuring smile
and said, Joudly, “A snug house. Not exactly split level.”
As he said the last few words the wind-sound unaccountably
ceased, and his voice was too loud and strong in the room.
Flagan raised his head. They all listened to the momentary
silence, and then.the wind came down upon them again,
stronger than before. They felt the uneasy shift and creak
of the old house. Stevie began to cry. Jan, who had been
almost asleep, stared at him for a moment and then, as was
ber habit, joined in. Jean began to comfort Stevie, and
Virginia Sherrel picked up Jan and held her closely, rock-
ing her.

The couple at the window had turned around. Hal
beckoned to Bunny and nodded at Malden and went with
the two of them into the adjoining room. They stood close
together to make talking easier. Hal felt frail standing with
the two of them and thought that it was fine that there were
some muscles in this group. They could just as easily have
been stranded with three or four middle-aged couples.

Bunny said in a tense voice, “Man, you ought to see
that water coming up! It’s about halfway to the house right
now.”

“Then we shouldn’t wait too long,” Hal said. “Some-
body had better go find out if we can walk out of here.”

“Every once in a while those trees go over,” Bunny said
nervously.

“Two of us would be better than one,” Malden ‘said.
“Hollis, let’s us go take a look. If we find a good way to
higher ground, I can go on ahead and get help, and you can
come back here and lead them on out to the highway.”

“Doesn’t it make more sense to wait it out right here ?”
Hollis asked.

“The water is coming up,” Hal said. “Suppose it gets
to be six feet deep here, with a current from the Gulf. The
sills under this place are rotten. If it shifts off the founda-
tion it’s going to roll, and if it rolls, it's going to collapse
like a house of cards.”

“Okay, okay,” Hollis said without enthusiasm. “So we
duck the trees.”

“I’ll get on a car radio and see what I can find out,”
Hal said.

They went into the larger room and explained to the
three women what they were going to do. Betty Hollis was
alarmed. She objected to Bunny’s going. He quieted her.

When they went outside, Hal was awed by the new
ferocity of the wind. The Cadillac was closer than the
Plymouth. He saw it had a radio aerial. And he remem-
bered leaving the keys in ft. He caught the door handle as
the wind tried to push him away. He got in and shut the
door. The water was coming up the road from both direc-
tions. It was no longer possible to tell where the bridges
had been. He watched Malden and Hollis. They moved
slowly with the wind, heading due east toward where the
highway should be. They were soon out of sight in the
brush. Hal turned on the radio and waited for it to warm

up.

Betty Hollis stared at the closed door after Bunny had
left with the other two men. She hurried to the window,
but she could not see them. The direction was wrong.

She felt that somehow the magic was being taken away
from her. If only there had been more time, just the two
of them together. Then perhaps she could have learned all
the ways to bind him to her so he would never leave.

She knew that she could never have or keep the things
she most wanted. Even from the very beginning, when all
of childhood and young girlhood seemed to be compressed
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into one unending scene—where she walked alone down a
street while all the others watched from steps and porches,
scornfully amused by the soft awkward body, the rhythm-
less stride. There goes the Oldbern girl.

She had known from as early as she could remember
that she was not the sort of girl Daddy wanted. Not the
kind of girl he had hoped for. The brown, sunny, laughing
ones. The girls who could do things and talk to anyone in
the bright, pert way she had never been able to manage.
When she had tried to imitate those girls, people had looked
at her so peculiarly that she had wanted to run and hide
from all the world.

That was why Daddy had sent her away. of course. To
all those far-away schools. It was something you had to
accept. You weren’t what was wanted. what had been ex-
pected, and so you had to go away. And she had sent back
the very best marks she could—and the medals she earned
with those marks. It was a small gift, but the only one she
could give.

Eating was a part of it. too. Only lately had she begun
to understand how that was so much a part of it. Eating
had been the only fun. Pastries and chocolate and fudge
and starches, with the soft pounds adding higher and
higher, and then you knew you didn’t have to worry about
men or marriage because, in the intense pleasure of eating,
you had made yourself so gross. And the slim girl you svere
in your heart was hidden and safe, underneath the wabbling
pounds.

But you had never expected to fall in love. Certainly
nof in love with anyone as magical and unattainable as
Bunny. And you could never understand how you acquired
the courage to start taking the tennis lessons from him.

It had happened all of a sudden.

It was a still, hot day. and she was at the club under
an umbrella eating a sundae and watching Bunny teach two
brown boys of thirteen. She noticed absently that day that
he seemed like a nice man. So patient and anxious to have
the kids learn. She was aware of him. but not specifically
aware. Then he sent both boys to the far court and vol-
leyed with them. And she saw how he moved like a big
blond cat. saw the line of his back and the shape of his
shoulders and the way his head was set on the round strong
column of his neck.

She looked at him and felt the rising of a strange
warmth within her, a slow stirring that she had never felt
before. She had had crushes, but they were not like this.
And then she saw the absurdity of her position. Fat girl in
the umbrella shade going all sticky over the tennis in-
structor at the club. He was so old. He must be nearly
thirty.

Making the appointment for lessons later on was by far
the bravest and boldest thing she had ever done. He had
played a few games with her to find out how well she could
play. And then he had called her, panting, up to the net.
His smile took the sting out of his words. “I think I can
help your game, but I have to be rude to you. Miss Oldbern.
The first exercise I am going to give you is pushing yourself
away from the table before dessert. That will help your
game more than anything.”

He could have said anything to her without offending

She was in the first stage of worship.
She took many lessons. She worked on her weight.
Sometimes they talked. It was a long time before she over-
came her painful shyness of him. Then she could talk
almost naturally, telling him about herself and her nineteen
years. He seemed gentle and thoughtful. He told her how
he had lived for his thirty-three years. Fourteen years’
difference in age didn’t seem so much if you said it quickly.
When she was fifty he would be only sixty-four; they would
both be old, then.

When it turned cold, the lessons were given on the
indoor courts. Her days were filled by him. There was

her.
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nothing else worth thinking about. She adored him. She
could not tell him of her love. It was too ridiculous. He
would laugh. This was another of the things in life she
would never have. -But it was good to dream about for a
little time.

Oa one gray November day after alesson, he turned out
the court lights, and they walked toward the door. The
building was empty. She clumsily dropped her racket.
They bath bent to pick it up. They straightened up, close
together. She was without breath or will when he put his
hands on her shoulders and pulled her close and kissed her.
From far away she heard the racket fall to the floor again.

Within the next month they began to talk cautiously of
marriage. She was not afool. There had been all the usual
family warnings about fortune hunters. She knew the need
of caution. She would not have the right of decision until
she was twenty-one. She knew the world was full of men
who would pretend love in order to win that much money.
And she knew Bunny was one of those. But she did not
care. If that was the price, it was a price she would gladly

ay,

: She appraised herself dispassionately. Lumpy figure,
still too heavy after all the reducing. Nondescript face. A
quick, clear intelligence that was somehow always defeated
when it came to putting thoughts into words. Nothing there
for Bunny. Except the money. And all the money could
not buy a return of the love she felt for him. And even all
the mouey did not add up to a fair exchange. She felt
grateful to him for providing this oblique chance at life.
And, of course, it was the only way the money would ever be
of any use to her.

They waited until she had passed twenty-one. The
family bYunted all weapons against her passive determina-
tion. On her wedding day she was down to one hundred
and thirty-seven pounds. The softness was gone, but the
remaining excess was firm, durable, discouraging.

She had made her bargain and accepted a marriage
where the love was only on one side. But she had not
known about the magic. She had not known that the magic
could transform her until she could almost believe herself
worthy of love. And he seemed to be in love with her. She
flowered in that warm light and could almost come to be-
lieve herself beautiful. She pushed the cool skepticism back
into a remote corner of her mind. That skepticism which
said Bunny was earning a great deal of money and was at
least honorable enough to play the part of husband with as
much sincerity as he could muster. As she came to believe
that he could love her as a person, as the Betty he had
married, there came a new confidence. She knew the con-
fidence had an effect on her walk. her talk. the way she car-
ried hersetf. And for the first time the quick mind grasped
the awkward handles of speech, and she could be wry and
funny and make him laugh.

She was becoming Betty Hollis, and Betty Oldbern was
someone unpleasant who had existed in a faraway, unpleas-
ant world, someone dead and not worthy of grief. A fat,
stupid, awkward one, wolfing pastries, talking dully, winning
tiny gold medals for excellence in French composition.

And she had forgotten what she had originally known:
Bunny would stay with her for just so long and then there
would be some sort of “arrangement’”—some amicable sepa-
ration and an allowance for him which. out of gratitude, she
would make generous. And then she could settle back into
the lethargy of the soft thickening flesh.

There should have been more time to be alone with
him. More time to make him in some small way dependent
on her. Now the closeness was fading. Her claim was los-
ing its strength. He had no need of her. no real need. The
money, yes. But not her. Ever since it had become clear
to them that they were trapped here, he had been dis-
tracted from her, absent-minded with her. When they had
seen the dreadful fall of the tree that had smashed the little

man, she had cried out and drawn close to him and taken
his hand. But there had been no answering pressure in his
hand. And when he had looked at her, he had seemed a
stranger to her. Later when they had stood by the window,
she had drawn his arm around her waist, but it had merely
rested there, weight without closeness or emotion.

. She looked across the dim room at Virginia Sherrel.
As the woman talked to the child called Jan, her face was
tilted so that it caught the yellow-gray light, and her face
was luminous and lovely. Betty looked at the woman with-
out envy, with a feeling of hopelessness. Here was a woman
who in body. face and poise was a far better match for
Bunny. They were both of that alien race of the highly
endowed. The other women Bunny had known had been
like that, Betty imagined. And that was the sort of woman
he would go back to, one day. The day after she inevitably
lost him. And the long painful process of losing him
seemed to have started on this day. . ..

Flagan gathered himself and stood up slowly. He looked
around dully, as though awakening from sleep. The three
women and the children looked at him. He looked at the
three women in turn and chose Virginia Sherrel to address
himself to. “Where’d they go, honey?”

d‘;The other men? They went to find a way back to the
road.

He pursed his lips, nodded judiciously. “Good idea.
Sorry about your car, honey. What’s your name?”

“My name is Mrs. Sherrel. And being sorry isn’t go-
ing to be quite enough, Mr. Flagan.”

“Who told you my name ?”

:Virginia Sherrel stood up and took a step toward him.
“Mr. Himbermark told us your name.”

Flagan looked at her appraisingly, approvingly.
“Charlie zigged when he shoulda zagged. Don’t worry
about your car, honey.”

“What do you plan to do about it? I lost my clothes,
everything.”

He shrugged. “You got comprehensive, haven’t you?
Let the insurance take care of the car. [I'll pay for the
other stuff.”

Virginia Sherrel lifted her chin and spoke clearly
above the wind whine. “I don’t think you understand, Mr.
Flagan. You assaulted me physically in front of witnesses.
You dragged me out of my car, knocked me down and drove
my car into the river.”

He grinned at her. “And Johnny Flagan has to pay for
that, too? You got a lot of spirit. I like that. Honey, I
did what I had to do. And I got set back a little. Johnny
Flagan always gets these little setbacks, and he always comes
out of it. Now I'm going to be on my way because I've got
places to go and things to do.”

Betty Hollis watched the man curiously. There was
too much bluster. And his eyes didn’t match the smile and
the confident voice. His eyes were afraid.

Virginia Sherrel said, “I want your address. I’ll want
to give it to my lawyers.”

Johnny Flagan checked again on the money in his
pocket. “Lady, you just copy down the license number on
my Cad. Give that to your lawyers. They can trace me.
I’s my car. That way they earn their money.”

Betty Hollis watched Virginia’s face, and she saw that
the woman was furiously angry. It was as though emotions
had been constrained for a long time and were now breaking
free.

“How do I know that’s your car? Who do you think
you are?”

“Just simple old Johnny Flagan,” he said and turned
toward the door. Virginia gherrel took quick long strides
and caught at his arm. He wrenched free, his red face
almost purple. As the door opened behind him, he flicked
the back of his hand across her face. She staggered back,
her eyes wide with shock.



Hal Dorn came in just as Flagan struck the woman.
He grabbed the heavy man’s shoulder and wrenched him
around. “What’s going on here?” he yelled.

Flagan in his youth had been a brawler, a squat bull of
a man. The softened muscles were still heavy, and as quick
as they needed to be. Quick enough to club Dorn solidly
in the ribs and follow it up with a heavy fist against the side
of the neck. Dorn fell and both children began to scream
with fear. As Dorn struggled to get up, Flagan moved
quickly around him to get out the door, but met Malden
coming in, Bunny Hollis right behind him. Flagan tried
to shove by him. Malden saw Dorn trying to get up. He
thrust Flagan violently back into the room. Flagan made
the mistake of trying to hit him.

Dorn got to his feet just in time to see Flagan swing
a ponderous fist at Steve Malden. Hal Dorn felt dazed,
slightly ill and enormously angry. He couldn’t remember
a time when he had been as angry. His lean muscles had
been toughened by the warehouse labor. His hands were
hard, and he wanted to feel the impact of his fists against
the red face of Flagan.

It seemed to him the final indignity that he should be
knocked down so readily in front of Jean and the kids by a
man twenty years older, a man with a big belly. The inci-
dent seemed to underline and italicize the final months of
defeat. He stumbled forward, ignoring the great ache in
his left side, intent on helping Malden sudue the man.

But Malden needed no help. Malden didn’t fight the
man. It was not at all like a fight. Malden merely walked
Flagan back against the wall, punishing the man deftly,
coldly, mercilessly, as he moved him back, hurting him with
hands, elbows, knees, roughing him up in a quiet and highly
professional manner that ended when Flagan stood against
the wall whimpering with each exhalation, the thin sound
nearly lost in an increased roar of wind.

Malden looked at the others. “What's it about?” Mrs.
Dorn stood by her husband, talking to him in a low tone.
Bunny Hollis was standing by his bride, holding her hand.

Virginia Sherrel told him.

Malden turned back to Flagan, patted his pockets light-
ly, deftly lifted a thick manila envelope out of the inside
jacket pocket. Flagan made a wild grab for the envelope.
}Vlalden put a hand against his chest and pushed him forci-
bly back against the wall.

“Hold it!”

“That’s mine. You can’t take that.”

“Shut up, Flagan.” He opened the envelope, looked at
the thick pag of soaked bills. He-did not change expres-
sion. He folded the packet once, compressed it between
his hands, put it in his hip pocket.

“You got to give that back! I got to have it back.
I've got to go now, and I got to take that along.”

“You’re not going anyplace.”

Flagan gathered himself with an effort. His manner
changed. He was no longer frantic. There was something
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almost pleasant about his smile. He spoke loudly enough to
include all of them in the conversation. “Okay. I know
I’ve got some explanations to make. I’ve been a damn fool.
I guess this storm is getting me down. Here. Here’s my
wallet. Open it and take a look at some of the identifica-
tion, friend. Among other things, I’m a banker. I'm on my
way to Georgia. There’s a . . . a deadline in getting that
cash up there. It’s important to me and a lot of other peo-
ple. I got off on the wrong foot. I didn’t mean to be so
rough on the lady, but I thought I could get across before
that bridge sagged any more, and there just wasn’t time to
explain to her. You can see that, can’t you? When she
grabbed me, I lost my head, I guess. I've always had a bad
temper. It’s a terrible burden to me. I do things I'm
ashamed of. Now give it back like a good fella, and I’ll
be on my way. You can look at those cards. They’ll tell
you who I am.”

Malden handed the wallet back. “They tell who John
Flagan is. You're not going anywhere.”

“You can’t take it. That’s theft!”

“I’ll keep it until we can get this straightened out.
Listen, Flagan. We’re on an island. It’s getting smaller
by the minute. This house is on the highest point of land.
You can’t tell anymore where the old river channels were.
Unless you can swim like an otter and duck trees and
branches, you're staying right here.”

Flagan’s voice became more shrill. “But I got to get
out of here. I'm John Flagan.”

“A respectable banker.  You try to steal cars and knock
women down, and you carry all the bank’s funds in your
pocket.”

“But just ask Charl . ..”

Flagan stopped abruptly and closed his eyes and seemed
to dwindle. His mouth worked. He pushed himself away
from the wall and walked to the doorway that opened into
the next room. His face was set in an odd expression, the
corners of his mouth pulled down. Hal Dorn suddenly
realized he had seen the same expression on Stevie’s face
when Stevie was trying with all his might not to cry.

The children had quieted down. Jean said to him,
“Come on, darling. Come and sit down.”

“I’'m all right,” he said irritably. But he let her lead
him over to the corner. He sat on the blankets near the
children. Jean sat beside him. The children stared at him.

“I bet, after you got up, you could have hit him maybe
a hundred million times,” Stevie said. “I bet you were
going to beat him to a pulp.”

_Hal looked at the tear tracks on his son’s face and saw
the tremor of the underlip. “To a bloody pulp,” he agreed
wearily.

“Hush, honey,” Jean said to Stevie.

“I bet he was going to,” Stevie said loyally.

“That man hit your Daddy when your Daddy didn’t
expect it, that’s all. He’s a bad man.”

Hal moved his head gingerly. His neck was beginning
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to stiffen. The time of command was over. It had been
short. Now Malden was in charge. Hal was willing to
accept that. His own brief moments of decision had been
like the last touch of flame in a dying fire. Even Stevie had
sensed the defeat, the resignation. And was trying to fight
against it with loyalty and love. When the loss of faith
came to a man, sharp and unexpected and bitter, it per-
meated to every part of him. And Hal sat gray and sour
with self-loathing, knowing that he had deliberately taken
longer than necessary to get back onto his feet. It had
been self-doubt that had kept him down and a fear of the
pain those heavy fists could inflict. Yet pride had insisted
that he make the struggle to stand up.

Stevie said, “I bet you could have just hit thatold . . .”

“Shut up!” Hal yelled at him. He saw the tears come
and stand on the long lashes, and he looked away.

Malden and Virginia Sherrel came over. The Hollis
couple moved closer. Malden squatted on his heels and
said, “Get anything on the radio?”

Hal nodded. “It’s bad. Local stations are using
emergency power. Long lists of places that should be evac-
uated. The hurricane is pushing flood tides ahead of it.
It is going to hit this part of the coast about four o’clock
they think.”

“Hollis and I didn’t get very far,” Malden said. “It’s
rough out there. Water is spread all over the flats. No
telling how far it is to the highway. Wind knocked us down
I don’t know how many times. Big branches sailing by.
Hollis nearly got one on the head.” He paused as though
waiting for Hal to make a suggestion, then said, “I guess
we ought to cart the stuff upstairs. And get any flashlights
out of the cars. Put what food we got in a pool. Try to do
something about drinking water. There’s some kind of a
big tank out back.”

Hal nodded. Malden stood up.

Jean Dorn sat on the blankets with her husband and
her children and listened to the sound of the wind. It was
a rhythm that could not be predicted. There were moments
when it seemed to die, only to return stronger than before.
The hard gusts came more frequently, and now there were
times when it blew steadily for long seconds. The bolted
shutters on the rear of the house shuddered and banged.

She wanted to touch Hal, to give him some kind of
comfort. During the first hour they had been trapped in
this place he had come out of his apathy and had seemed
to her to be more alive than at any time during the past

ear. As in the days when his had been the strength she

ad leaned upon. Now the demand was upon her strength,
and yet she could not give of herself to him. She knew she
had to wait and hope and love him.

Far back in the misty simple beginnings of mankind,
man killed meat with lusty swing of stone axe. With club
and spear he fed himself and his family, and he built the
fire that filled the mouth of the cave and kept the night
creatures away. The weak ones and the fearful ones could
not and did not survive.

Jean sensed that Hal's defeat was as elemental as
though it had happened a million years ago. She traced
the analogy. He had been a good hunter in his own coun-
try. Then he had trekked to another land and found the
game more scarce. He had hunted tirelessly, with all possi-
ble concentration of cunning. They had brought food with
them, but, overconfident of success, they had eaten their
supplies too rapidly. So the new land had defeated him be-
fore he had had time to learn the game paths, the new
hunter’s tricks essential in this new place. So now they
must trek back to the land they knew.

But the hunter felt that hand and eye had lost their
cunning. He could resent these other mouths he must feed.
He would equate them with his own survival.

On the way back they ran into trouble. And the hunt-

er forgot for a time his uncertainty about himself, and re-
sponded instinctively with manliness and decision. Until
an older man felled him too easily. Then he related this
defeat to the defeat in the new land. He felt small and un-
worthy and inept.

Unless he couild regain his pride and his confidence,
the return home would do them little good, because the
animals in the familiar region were also dangerous.

She shook her head to clear it of the odd dream, half
amused at herself, and half depressed to tears. She looked
at Hal's thin, strong hands and slumped shoulders and
wanted to touch him, to impart some of her own useless
strength. These were not the years of club and fang, but
the basic desires and emotions were the same. He had been
unable to conceal his defeat from her. She had watched it.
So this, too, could be a part of his resentment, because he
felt shame.

He looked at her, his expression wooden. He patted
Stevie clumsily on the shoulder. “Sorry I yelled at you.”

“Okay,” Stevie said with rigid dignity.

Hal stood up. “I got to help with the stuff.”

She smiled at him and nodded. He went to help Mal-
den and Hollis carry the luggage upstairs.

VirginiaSherrel went over to the window while the three
men were carrying the luggage upstairs. She looked out
at the storm through a crack in the heavy old blind. She
could not see much—a tumult of waving branches, a scud
of low dark cloud. She looked out at the storm and thought
about Steve Malden. So intently was she thinking of him
that she was utterly unprepared for the sound of his voice
close behind her. The storm sounds had smothered his
footsteps.

“How does your face feel?”” he asked.

She turned, startled. “I . .. He didn’t hit me very
hard, really.”

“The corner of your mouth looks swollen.”

”“I think there’s a little cut inside. But just a little
one.

“If he’s what he claims to be .. .”” He glanced around
and then moved closer to her in order to be able to speak
more quietly. “...you’ll be paid for your car. I think he
may be what he says he is, but I also think there’s something
funny going on. Maybe he was taking off with bank money.
If he was, he got a bad break.”

She frowned. “But that little man—Mr. Himber-
mark—he didn’t look like a partner in crime.”

“Sometimes they don’t.”

She tilted her head to one side and looked up at him.
“You handled Mr. Flagan very easily. I suppose you're a
policeman.”

“I was once. I suppose I still am, in a way.”

“I didn’t guess that until I watched you with him.
Usually I'm good at guessing about people. I suppose
policemen have to have that knack too.

She was handling the conversation as carefully as she
could. She did not care to sound as inane as she had when
she had talked to him previously.

She had been aware of him since the moment when,
picking herself up from the mud of the road. she had seen



him go without hesitation into the swollen river to rescue
the man who had taken her car. At that time her aware-
ness had been overshadowed by the numbing sense of loss
she had felt when she had seen the convertible topple so
slowly into the water. She had never felt very strongly about
possessions. There was within her no need to have things
and tightly hold them. It was not that she was careless
with the things she owned. She merely felt that the atti-
tude which places a high value on possessions is in itself a
sort of trap.

And so she had not been prepared for her own reaction
to the shock of seeing the car go. It was—surprisingly—
like a second bereavement. After analyzing her own feel-
ings she knew that she was not as healed of the loss of David
as she had supposed. The car had been purchased on their
last happy day together, and that was important even
though David’s cheer had been forced, almost manic. He
had touched it, had driven it down here. In a curious way
it seemed an extension of him, more symbolically important
than even his ashes in the box in the trunk compartment.
By now the trunk would be filled with water, and the card-
board would be melted, the tissue paper sodden. Yet the
bronze box itself was tightly made, close fitting. It would
be dry inside the box.

After that shock came an anger stronger than any she
had ever felt before. She had stood braced against the wind
and had watched Malden—she had not known his name
then—bring the man ashore. Anger made her legs weak
and her hands tremble. She had clenched her teeth so
tightly her ears rang. She had wanted to scream and kick.
She knew that it was more than anger. . . . It was the release
from the withdrawn silence, the sick loneliness of the past
few weeks, and the heartbreak of the past year. Tensions
had built up a pressure that required all her strength of
will to restrain.

As she had watched the near-drowning, the artificial
respiration, she had become more aware of Malden. The
other two men seemed excited. There had been no excite-
ment on the still face of the big man who had performed the
actual rescue, and she had stared at him intently, almost
rudely, her anger fading as curiosity grew. She thought
it might be the childish pose of a self-styled stoic, but there
had been no revealing glint of excitement in the somber
eyes. He had acted as though the incident were of little im-
portance, yet in orisis he had been the one who had moved
quickly and correctly.

It was not the same look of deadness David had worn
before taking his lonely and inexplicable trip. David had
withdrawn. This expression had a certain dignity about it.
The body could comply while the mind was untouched, the
emotions sealed away.

In his stillness she felt a challenge to her which height-
ened her own awareness of him, her curiosity about him.
He was big and strong and dark and too self-composed.
Her awareness was unfamiliar to her. She told herself
wryly that this reaction was more suitable to a teen-ager.

Later, after she had changed, she had made a very
clumsy attempt to talk to him. Usually she was poised and
glib when she tried to talk to strangers. But his very som-
berness seemed to make her awkward.

They stood just inside the open door of the house. I
+ « « I guess you must have seen the tree fall on that man.”

“Yes. I saw it.” He took a ruined pack of cigarettes
out of the pocket of his soaked sport shirt and threw them
out the doorway.

“Have one of mine. They stayed dry for some reason.”

“Thanks.” He took a cigarette and her lighter, lit
both their cigarettes and hanged the lighter back. His
voice was deep and as mechanical as his expression, barely
audible above the wind.

“I'm Mrs. Sherrel. Virginia Sherrel.”

“Steve Malden.”
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“That must have been a horrible thing to see. And
you sa¥ you saw it.”
3 es."

She had not felt during the first conversation that he
was being deliberately difficult. He just didn’t seem to care
to make the effort to carry on a conversation with her. Few
men had ever reacted to her that way.

She kept trying. “I thought at first this could be . . .
well, sort of exciting. You know. Marooned here and
waiting out the storm. Then that man took my car, and
then that tree . . . It changes the whole thing. It makes it
more . . . grim.”

She realized that she was babbling . . . babbling in a
strained overanxious fashion and, what was worse, talking
inanely. She stopped abruptly.

“See what you mean,” he had said and nodded and
gone over to talk to Dorn, leaving her with heated cheeks
and a feeling of inadequacy. She had told herself then that
the man was not worth talking to. He probably had an
LQ. of seventy to go with those muscles. It would be better
to stop being so ridiculously girlish and go help Mrs. Dorn
with the kids.

Now, after the violent episode with Flagan, here was a
chance to talk to him again, and it was a conversation that
he had started. That, in itself, was a minor advantage,
and she intended to maintain it and definitely refrain from
babbling. She did not want him to think her a fool.

He considered her question about whether the police
had to be good at making correct guesses about people.

“It isn’t essential. But it’s a help. The best help is to
have a very good memory for faces and then spend a lot of
time with the mug shots.”

She looked at his shirt. It was still soaked. Nothing
would dry in this humid, ominous air. She said, “Aren’t
you going to change? You must be uncomfortable.”

“I'm %oing back out in a few minutes.”

“Why- ”

For the first time he looked slightly vulnerable, a very
little bit uncomfortable. “I’ve never seen one of these be-
fore. Itusedtobe...ahobby. That was along time ago.
Meteorology. Usual gadgets. Wind velocity, rainfall,
aneroid barometer.”

“Could I come with you?” she heard herself say. She
flushed. She thought, how can I be so ridiculous? Such
a forward, obnoxious female!

He shrugged again. “Come aléng.”

When he opened the door, so much wind was moving
through the house that it almost pulled the knob out of his
hand. Outside, the force of the wind was more violent than
before. When they passed the corner of the house, the wind
staggered her. He caught her strongly by the upper arm
and hurried her over to the protection of the Cadillac. They
stood beside it, looking west through a wide gap in the trees.
All the sky was a strange, dark, coppery color. Long cloud
banks moved swiftly toward them. Her eyelashes were
pushed back against her eyelids, and her black hair snapped
against the nape of her neck. When she parted her lips, the
wind blew into her mouth, puffing her cheeks. The very
violence of it was somehow exhilarating. She wanted to
laugh aloud.

He bent a trifle and put his mouth close to her ear and
half shouted: “See the highest clouds? Alto-stratus and
alto-cumulus, with clear spaces between. Moving east.
They radiate out from the eye. Now see the low stuff? It’s
moving northeast. That puts us in the bad quadrant, where
you get the worst turbulence. This is a small one. But
rough. The eye won’t be more than four or five miles
wide and it ought to be off about that direction.” He
g‘ointed slightly northwest. “And not too far off the coast.

hose cloud ridges will go up seven or eight miles. And
here comes another rain squall. Better get in the car.”

The first wind-driven drops stung her face. They got
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in, and she slid over under the wheel. The rain struck
so violently it sounded like hail against the side of the car.
The car rocked with the push of the wind. With the win-
dows rolled up, they did not have to shout so loudly.

“Is this the worst?” she asked.

He half smiled. It was the first smile she had seen.
It changed the rugged face and made him, for a moment,
look almost boyish.

“You'll know when the worst comes.”

“Don’t scare me. I didn’t know wind could blow this
hard.”

“These gusts are around sixty miles an hour. Some
of them go up to seventy. We can get them over a hundred.
And we probably will.”

“How about the house? Willit...”

“I don’t know. I don’t think so. I checked it a little.
The beams are big and they’re cypress. That stuff never
rots. The frame looks okay. I don’t know how well the
roof is tied down. We might lose part of it or all of it.”

It suddenly became much darker. A blue-white flash
startled her. The crack of thunder was loud.

She forced a smile. “Isit. . .supposed to do that too?”

“Sure. It has everything. Electrical disturbances,
tornadoes. I wish we were going to see the eye. In the
eye it’s flat calm with a blue sky overhead. There’ll prob-
ably be a lot of birds trapped in the eye. Terns, gulls,
ospreys—the good fliers.”

The windows began to steam and Malden opened a
rear window a crack on the windward side, turning the
key and using the control buttons. The wind whistled into
the car and the mistiness faded away. He took a fresh pack
of cigarettes from the pocket of the damp shirt, gave her one.

“Could you have got out of here when you went off
with Hollis?” she asked.

“I guess so. Maybe a little swimming.”

“Why didn’t you? And send help back.”

“No help is going to try to get in here until after this
thing is over.”

“But you could have got to higher ground.”

“I guess so. But I had to stay with Hollis.”

* Why?”

“He was all right for a while. Then a big limb nearly
got him. It threw water twenty feet in the air before the
wind blew the water away. He tried to move off to the side
and went into a hole. Then a tree went over, not anywhere
near as close as the limb was, and then a granddaddy rat-
tler came swimming along and . . . well, he blew up. You
can’t blame people for that. Some can take one kind of
thing, and some can take another. He's okay. It just
wasn’t his day. I had to slap him some, and he came out of
it and was so damned ashamed of himself he wouldn’t
even look at me. He was okay from then on, but I didn’t
want to send him back alone, just in case. To make up for
blowing up the way he did, he was starting to get crazy
reckless.”

“He looked odd when he came back.”

“It makes you stop and think about yourself.”

“Did you ever . . . blow up at anything?”

He stared at her. “Sure. Who hasn’t? When I was
a rookie cop. I had to check a warehouse. We were on
patrol, and we thought we saw a light. My partner took
one door. I went in the other. Black as pitch in there.
kept hearing things. No matter where I'd put the light I
kept hearing them behind me. I tightened up. When I
heard a sort of a click, I took off. Went back down the
stairs in the dark at a full run. Fell and got up running.
Lost my gun, banged my nose up. They rode me for a
month or so and then eased up. Everybody has a bad day.”

He turned on the car radio. The voices of the eager
professional newscasters were gone from the air; these were
different, the slow, strained tones of quiet men doing a civic
job, with faulty diction and plenty of mispronunciations:

" will ever be able to find out.

“. . . says for the cars not to go any farther than Citrus

Avenue. We got a report it’s deep down there below Citrus.
Anybody that’s willing, we want a house-to-house check
along Peru and Lychee. Get those folks out of there, any
that’s still left, and herd them on up to the cars at Davis
Square above Citrus. Anybody that’s hurt, we’re getting
a setup working at the hig¥l-school gym. Any doctors an
nurses and first-aid people not already busy, go on over
there, too. If you can, take along any drugs and bandages
and stuff you figure you’ll need. Now I got a report on
Shelter Key. . ..”

Malden turned from station to station. There was no
news, only the tired, quiet voices of men working to save
lives in their own communities. The small violent electrical
disturbances in the area blocked out the more distant sta-
tions.

Malden turned off the radio.

“It makesit . . .tooreal,” Virginia said.

“It’s real,” he said. “They’re catching hell along the
coast. This was the one they didn’t want.”

“My mother is going to be absolutely frantic,” she
said. “Is somebody going to be worrying about you?”

He shook his head and looked uncomfortable. She
wished the question hadn’t sounded so obvious. She hadn’t
meant it that way. It seemed to be impossible to talk to
this man without putting her foot in her mouth. To cover
up the error, she began to talk quickly, changing the sub-
ject, and realized to her chagrin that she was babbling
again. “I was so dull about guessing about you, being a
police officer and all, I wonder what you’d guess about me.
I mean just to sort of see how you go about adding people
up. Professionally.”

He looked directly at her. The animation with which
he had told her about the storm was gone. He looked at her
without friendliness and without interest.

“All right. You've got enough money. You don’t
work. You've been lying on a beach, working on your tan.
You introduced yourself as Mrs. Sherrel. You talked about
your mother worrying, not your husband. Your car had
New York plates. You don’t wear a wedding ring. So I
add it up. g’ou came down here to shuck a husband. Get a
nice tan and a divorce and some fun, all in one package.”

She looked down at her hands locked in her lap. “I
asked for that.”

“What? I didn’t hear you.”

“I asked for that.”

“l ... 1 guess I'm sorry I made it so blunt, Mrs.
Sherrel. I was rude.”

She looked at him and tried to smile. “You were rude.
And you were wrong. But I've been acting like the sort of
article that would fit your snappy little word-picture.”

“Wrong?”

“l have been working. On a marriage. It needed
work, but I guess 1 wasn’t skilled enough. I'm going back
and get a job. He came down here alone, in that car. Now
I can't say this without sounding too terribly dramatic, and
I don’t evenknow if I can say it without crying. He came
down here and killed himself, for no reason that anybody
I had him cremated. The
ashes are in that car. The rings are in that car, in my
purse. A very nice diamond engagement ring and a plain
platinum band. See how dramatic it sounds? Everything
I try to say to you comes out all wrong.”

He seemed to look at her, look at her directly and see
her for the first time. “I guess I was a damn’ fool, Mrs.
Sherrel. I see so many. ...”

“Of those women? I was giving a good imitation.
So I can’t blame you. I think I'll go back in the house.”

She turned and worked the latch and tried to open the
car door. She thought at first it was locked. Then she
realized it was held closed by the force of the wind. She
tried again and gave up and turned quickly back to him



and said, “I can’t even work up a good exit line. Darn it,
Steve, I'm not really this stupid. I'm not!”

He looked at her, and she looked so angry that it
amused him. He grinned and then he laughed. She joined
him. The stoxrm gave their laughter a thin edge of nervous-
ness, but it felt good to laugh. He could not remember the
last time he had laughed this way.

“I guess we’d both better go back in, Virginia.
Ginny?”

“It used to be Ginny, long ago. I used to despise the
name. Now it sounds sort of good. But probably too
young for me. Oh, there I go again. That sounds like I
was fishing. I wasn’t.”

He opened the car door and stepped out into water that
came over his shoe tops. He looked and saw that the water,
unnoticed, had crept to the bottom of the three steps to the
door of the house.

He leaned close and shouted, “Better take off your
sandals and roll up those dungarees. Water’s coming up
faster. I'd carry you, but I couldn’t be sure of my balance
in the wind.”

She slipped off her sandals and rolled up the dungar-
ees. He held her by the arm and hurried her to the shelter
of the house. She stepped heavily on a sharp stone and
winced. In the relative shelter of the house, he put his lips
close to her ear and said, “It’s going to get a lot rougher.
When it does, I'll be near. Stay close to those kids. I'm
going to stay out here a minute and see if I can measure
how fast this water is coming in.” He dipped some up and
tasted it, spat it out. “Brine. This is coming right up from
the Gulf.”

She turned to go in, and he caught her arm. “Can
you swim well?””  She hesitated, nodded. “Good. See that
stand of trees there? If . . . if the house should go, and
the water was six feet deep, think you could swim over to
there with one of the kids? The little girl? Those trees
won'’t go over and they look easy to climb.”

He watched her closely. She moistened her lips and
looked carefully at the distance. She didn’t panic. “I
could do that.”

“You probably won’t have to.”

“I can do it if I have to.”

She went in. The water had reached the piling at the
corner of the house. He estimated and made three marks
with a stone, about an inch apart. He leaned his back
against the house and waited. He could feel the trembling
of the house as the wind pawed it. He thought about the
Sherrel woman. Damned bad guess. Thought her as empty
as all the others. Good-looking woman. Strong shoulders
and good hips and legs. Carries herself well. Dorothy
used to walk with that look of proudness. Looks right at
you. So did Dorothy. Thought it was an affectation, but
maybe that’s the way she really is. It's a good look. It
closes out the rest of the world.

He waited and thought about her, and he knew it had
been a very long time since he had thought about a woman
in that way. He wondered how bad the storm would get
and wondered how she would react. He worried about her.
He hoped she’d come through it okay.

And then a slow expression of wonder spread itself
across his face. In some odd way in the last few minutes
they had talked, she had become important to him. He
wanted to see her after this was all over. He wanted to be
in some quiet place with her where they could talk of many
things and not have to shout over the wind—a quiet place
with a soft light on her face.

He applied the test he had used on others.
Dorothy have had her for a friend? This one—yes.

Virginia Sherrel passed that test quickly and easily.

The marks were obscured. He checked the time on his
waterproof watch and was shocked to see how quickly it had
happened. One and a half steps were under water.

Would
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A half hour later the water was two feet deep in the first
floor of the house and rising rapidly. They had all moved
upstairs. It was much darker. And noisier. Only three of
the four small bedrooms could be used. The wind had ripped
the shutters away from the single window in one bedroom.
An instant later, the dusty glass had been exploded into the
room. Malden had shut the door to the hall against the
thrust of the wind. It creaked and protested, and the latch
chattered.

The Dorns, Virginia and Malden were in one tiny room.
'Il‘.lhedHollis couple were in another. Flagan sat alone in the
third.

Jean Dorn listened to the wind. It had changed in
character. It was steadier, less intermittent and the sound
had moved up the scale another half-octave. Within the con-
stant screaming. she could hear various soft, lost sounds—
thumpings and crashings and flappings, as though there was
some great sad tethered animal outside which fought dully
for release. The tumult of the hurricane had quieted the
children. They stayed very close to her. Stevie’s eyes were
wide and round, and his body was tense within her encir-
cling arm. Conversation was impossible.

Jean watched Hal. He sat with lowered head, a sil-
houette against the faint light that came through the window.
He had not spoken since they had come upstairs. He waited
with a dull patience that was not at all like him. She
watched him and was sick at heart.

Malden got up and left the room. Jean guessed that he
was going down the stairway to check the water level. Hal
did not seem to notice his departure. Jean felt a twinge of
exasperation. In that moment Hal’s withdrawal seemed not
so much dramatic and understandable as childish. He
seemed to her to be sulking. And she found that she re-
sented the unfairness of it. She was left to comfort the chil-
dren alone. and his strange manner added to the children’s
fear and complicated her own task. She felt for the first
:iime that Hal was indulging himself in this passive mood of

efeat.

Bunny and Betty Hollis sat closely, side by side in the
small bedroom. It was becoming incredibly noisy. A
puff of wind inside the house had blown their door shut,
and it had not seemed necessary to open it again. The shut-
ters were a better fit in this room, and it was so dark that
Betty could barely make out the paler area of his face when
she turned inside his arm to look up at him.

Ever since Bunny had come back in from the explora-
tory hike with Malden, he had acted strangely. Betty could
not adjust to his new mood. She could not decide whether
she liked it or not. It did not make her more insecure, but
it puzzled her. There was a solemnity about him. He did
not want to talk. At first she thought her heart would break,
because it seemed this was the first step she had anticipated,
the first move toward his inevitable denial of her. But he
seemed to want to be close to her, to touch her, to hold her
hand. to have his arm around her.

The solemnity baffled her. He had never been like
this. He had been gay, bantering, never completely serious.
Sometimes she had resented his lightness of mood because it
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seemed to place a lower value on her love. But she had
learned to play their game on his terms, and when she
needed the indulgence of tears, she turned them away with
a joke in his pattern.
. The next prolonged push of the wind was so strong
that the house seemed to move, to shift slightly and to take
on a barely perceptible but ominous tilt. She felt his arm
tighten around her and then slowly, cautiously, relax.
He put his lips close to her ear.
. . . tell you something.”
“What?”
“, .. fair notto. And it’s hard to tell you. I don’t
know what will happen. Stay close to me. I want to help if
thmgs et bad. I...might not be able to0.”
hat’s wrong" she cried. “What's wrong, darling?”
His lips touched her ear when he spoke. “Never been
very good about storms. Scared when I was a kid. Ashamed
of it. Used to hide it. Figured I was over it. All over it.
Then when I went out with him ... Malden ... I went all to
\Qeces Scared out of my wits. He had to cuff me out of it.
No damn good to him or anybody. Glad it’s dark here, or
I couldn’t eventell you. I want you to think I'm the great-
est guy in the world. But I guess I'm not. You married a
stinker, honey.” In his last words there was a quavering
attempt to regain the tone of banter.
She turned her face uj and kissed the corner of his
mouth and did not answer
. have to tell you a lot of things.
cleaner. It was the money. You know “that.”
She nodded, knowing that if he could not see in the
gloom, he could feel the motion of her head. She could not
trust herself to speak.
“It was the money. Now it isn’t the money. That’s
why I’'m so scared. Nothing must happen to you.”
Again the breathless nod, trying to tell him that she
understood She felt tremulous, poised on the very edge of
ipme:s And the great fury of the storm had no meaning

Mavbe to start

She waited as long as she could and then, as he still
tried to talk, to explain, she turned her whole body into his
arms, her own arms lifting to hold him, hold him tightly,
and she heard the single broken word . . . love . . . as she did
so. She held him, and the tears ran unchecked, and she
knew that in some miraculous way she had been permitted
to find her place. At last she was important to one other
human being. Important and needed, for herself alone.
They were locked together in that embrace and in that
awareness when the storm wrenched the roof off.

Steve Malden turned and looked up the stairs as the
flashlight beam illuminated him, casting his shadow on the
dark water in front of him. He sat halfway up the staircase,
the water reaching the stair below where his feet rested, and
nearly five feet deep in the downstairs room.

When he saw that it was Virginia, he moved gver, and
she picked her way down and sat on the stair beside him.
In the narrow stairway they were partially sealed away from
the storm sound and conversation was easier than in the up-
stairs rooms.

“How is it now?” she asked.

“Not coming up as fast. It has more land to spread
over. But listen to something. Listen for a kind of deep
regular beat, like a pulse, under the other sounds.”

“I heard that. What is it?”

“It’s getting stronger. It’s beginning to shake the
house. It’s the waves. The wind builds them up in that
cl(:,,ar space behind the house, and they are breaking against
it,

“Can they get very big?”

“The wind keeps them flat. But if they get too big,
they’re going to nudge this place right off the foundations.”

“You’re such a cheerful man. What then?”

“I don’t know.” He reached over and took her hand.

She turned off the flashlight.
“What we want now is the heart of it.
we'll get a wind shift.”

he bar cloud? That sounds. . . scary.”

“That’s when we get peak wind velocity.”

“It feels good to have my hand held, Steve. I have had
my hand held in a hurricane, and I can assure everyone
that it was very comforting. Now I had better get back up
there.”

“I'll come up when either the house starts to shift or
the peak winds hit. We'll stick to the Dorn family. And
get the Hollis couple in there. We’ll do better if we stay
close, I think. How is Dorn acting?”

“As if he were doped. [I've tried to figure him out.
Before it got too noisy to talk up there, I found out a few
things from Jean Dorn. They moved to Florida because the
little boy had asthma. They couldn’t make out. So they
have to go back. I guess it took the spirit out of Mr. Dorn.
He had a pretty good job in the north.”

“He was okay in the beginning. He seemed like a
good one to have around.”

“He acts stunned.”

“Maybe Flagan tagged him harder than it looked.”

She touched him lightly on the shoulder as she went up
the stairs. Malden sat in the darkness. Every half minute
he turned on his own light and looked at the water level.
It seemed to be remaining almost constant. He thought of
the drowned cars outside. All would be under water, with
just the radio aerials showing, the dark water swirling
around them.

He tilted his head and listened. He thought he could
hear a distant screaming, hissing, rumbling that was draw-
ing closer. The implication of force froze him for a mo-
ment. He got up hurriedly and went up the stairs, to the
lesser gloom of the hallway. As he turned toward the room
where the Dorns and Virginia were, something exploded
against the back of his head, made a great white flash
behind his eyes, and plummeted him into darkness.

“I don’t know,” he repeated.
The bar cloud. Then

Johnny Flagan knew that something had gone wrong
inside his head. All his life, except during the bursts of
crazy rage, there had been a compact machine in there,
with oiled bearings. clever gears. He had once seen a pic-
ture of an electronic brain, and from that time on he had
liked to believe that he had a smaller and more acute version
hidden behind the bland fagade of his reddened face. It
was reliable and lightning-quick, weighing all of the factors
involved in any problem and translating them into action so
quickly that the decision in each case seemed to be the result
of instinct.

The marvelous little machine made him a great deal of
money, and he had grown to depend upon it. accepting in-
stinctive judgments as the result of an instantaneous but
judicious weighing of all factors.

Yet on this day something had happened to the clev~r
machine. Some cog or gear had slipped out of alignme.t,
and the machine had made bad decisions. He had acted on
those decisions and, unlike all the other times, his position
had been made worse rather than improved.

Take that business with the car. He ached to be able
to go back in time and change his action. Better to have
run across the sagging bridge, reached the far shore, plodded
back to the highway and found the cop—and then bought a
little co-operation from him. That was where the marvelous
machine had started to go wrong. That was its first failure.

Then, after his recovery, with the help of the bourbon,
from the shock of nearly drowning. and the lesser shock
of seeing Charlie crushed to death, the machine had told
him it was time to leave. Get out and find something to
cling to and float across that water and get to high land.

* Butthat time the decision had been blocked. It couldn’t
be blamed on the machine. It was his own temper that had



spoiled things, letting the woman get him mad, and then

itting that lean man who had spun him around. The big
one had really roughed him up. There were dull aches all
over his body where the muscles had been bruised. That
wasn’t important. It was important that the big one had
taken the money, and thus destroyed the importance of
getting out of this storm trap. The big man was going to
make a fuss about the money, if they could get out of here.
And he had held onto the money until the water became too
high to make escape possible.

Faced with this problem, the clever machine, after the
two bad decisions, became absolutely dead, inoperable.
Johnny Flagan had moved in dulled obedience when he was
told to go upstairs when the water began to come up through
the holes in the rotted floor and spread across the downstairs
rooms.

He could not face what would happen if the money was
not replaced in time. It would be something too big to
cover. He wouldn’t be able to buy his way out; this would
lead to investigation, disgrace and, almost certainly, a jail
term. He could not permit himself to think of a jail term.
That could not happen to Johnny Flagan.

The machine had died. It could give him no answers.
So he sat alone and tried not to be afraid of the storm sounds
and tried to use logic on the situation. He found it hard to
keep his mind on the problem. It kept wandering off into
faraway memories. He did not feel like himself. His con-
fidence had gone.

Logic led him to the only possible course of action. He
had to assume he would survive. And he also had to assume
that he would reach some place where he could get a plane
that would get him to the place where he had to be by noon
tomorrow. Thus any action had to be taken on the basis of
those two assumptions. The necessary action was to recover
the money and, in so doing, take the big man out of the
picture. And he did not quite see how the big man could be
stopped this side of death. Murder was a frightening word.
Yet if nobody survived, the murder would be meaningless.
Even if they all survived, murder might be difficult to prove
if murder could be made to look like the result of the storm.
And if any small percentage of the group survived, proof
would be increasingly more difficult.

He went over it again and again. The first step, the
only possible step, was to regain the money that had been
taken from him. Stolen from him, if you wanted to look at
it that way.

The nextproblem was a weapon. The big man was too
hard to handle without an effective weapon. Flagan began
a slow and thoughtful search, and in the end he found a
weapon far better than he had expected to find. There was a
very tiny closet in the room. It had a clothes bar made of
one-inch pipe. The pipe fitted into slots and lifted out eas-
ily. It was three feet long, too unwieldy if held at the end,
but by holding it near the middle he found he could swing
it quickly and powerfully.

After he had the weapon, he thought about the problem
of survival. The closet door was sturdy. It looked as if it
would float well. It would not, of course, support his weight,
but he decided that by clinging to it, he could keep his head
above water. His single window was on the south side of
the house. He broke the hinge pins loose with the length of
pipe and took the door off and put it near the window. He
poked the glass out of the window and pried the shutters
open just enough so that he could look down and see the
surface of the water. It was about a nine-foot drop to the
water. The current seemed to be moving very swiftly. He
shuddered as he looked at it. He knew that when the mo-

:ment came, if he hesitated, he would be unable to drop. It
would have to be done quickly. .

He opened the room door and went in search of Malden,
the length of pipe held behind him in concealment, moving
cautiously and on tiptoe like a fat greedy child playing an
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intricate game, oblivious to the storm sounds that would
have covered his footsteps even had he walked heavily.
The stairway was directly ahead of him. He stopped
as Malden came up out of the stairway, moving quickly.
Malden turned in the other direction, not noticing him.
Flagan took two quick steps and brought the pipe down on
the back of the man’s skull, striking heavily so that the pipe
seemed to ring in his hands. Malden took a heavy step for-
ward and pitched onto his face. Flagan knelt and dropped
the pipe and worked the folded envelope out of Malden’s hip
pocket. He put it back in his own pocket and stood up, pick-
ing up the pipe. This time he grasped it by the end. He
straddled the unconscious man. He raised the pipe.

Virginia Sherrel heard thé new sound far off, an in-
credible sound half masked by the tumult of the winds. She
had known that the air pressure had dropped. Now she felt
the physical change as it dropped even further. She could
not breathe deepﬁy enough. The far-off sound grew in
strength. It was a noise she could not have imagined. It
sounded like a hundred low-flying jet planes, coming toward
the house in formation. She could not believe that mere
wind could make that sound. She saw Hal Dorn slowly lift
his head and the glint of Jean Dorn’s wide eyes in the fadin
light. She knew that when that horrid noise struck, she has
to be with Steve Malden, close to the strength and bulk of
him. She hurried to the door and turned toward the stair-
way. And she saw in the bright beam of her flashlight Mal-
den stretched out on the floor, Flagan standing over him,
club lifting to strike again.

Virginia screamed, but in that moment the scream was
utterly lost as the violence of the winds of the bar cloud
struck the house. The roof was wrenched away as though
by an explosion, and in truth it had the characteristics of
an explosion. The air inside the house exerted sudden pres-
sure on the roof and the walls as the outside pressure
dropped almost to tornado level. The roof was wrenched
away, and the winds drove in upon them. Virginia and
Flagan were thrown against the hallway wall. Shutters on
the west side were blown inward as those on the east were ex-
ploded outward. She was forced agalnst the wall, half
kneeling, and the wind was a hand that held her there. She
felt the house turn and shift, move and tilt dangerously and
hold steady.

She slid down the wall until she lay near Steve. Then
she worked her way over to him and half lay across him as
if to shield him from the storm. She put her arm around
him, and her fingertips touched his throat. She felt, under
her fingertips, the slow, strong beat of his pulse.

She turned her head and saw Flagan moving down the
hallway on his hands and knees, moving slowly. A part of
the west wall was torn away as she watched, and the thick
timber slammed into the plaster wall directly above Flagan
and wedged there. He continued to crawl slowly, labori-
ously, back toward the room he had been in, across the hall
from the Hollises.

Hal Dorn was on his feet when the roof was torn away.
He was lifted by the wind and slammed against the wall two
feet from the shuttered window. It blew out, shutters and
all, in almost the same moment, and he knew that if he had
been standing in a slightly different spot, he would have
been carried through the window. He fell to the floor,
stunned both by the shock of hitting the wall and by the very
violence of the wind. The wind held his eyes shut, and
when he opened his mouth, it was as though the wind would
force his throat open. He sensed that he would have to
reach the shelter of the opposite wall and wormed his way
over to Jean. He knew that, no matter how loudly he yelled
at her, she could not hear him. He pushed at her, motion-
ing toward the far corner and catching Jan in the curve of
his arm. Her mouth was wide open, eyes squeezed shut.



Redbook’s Complete August 1956 Novel

She was screaming in terror, but he could not hear her.
Slowly, laboriously, in the odd saffron light, they worked
their way across the small room to the single sheltering wall,
and he tried not to think of what would happen if that wall,
now unbraced by the roof, should be blown over. One of
the blankets moved straight up, caught by a trick of the
wind, made a slow uncanny loop, and then was flung out of
sight over the east wall so quickly he could not follow it
with his eye.

He pushed at Jean until he saw that she and the two
children were in the safest part of the room. He crawled
then to the doorway and wormed his way out into the hall.
Malden was there, face down, the Sherrel woman shielding
him. He pushed at her shoulder, caught hold of Malden’s
thick wrist, motioned to her. With great difficulty they
rolled him onto his back. Virginia took one wrist and he
took the other and, bit by bit, they tugged him along the five
feet of hall to the doorway and through it, and placed
him along the wall, his head near Jean and the children.
Virginia crawled by Malden, sat near Jean, took Malden’s
head in her lap.

Hal looked at them and saw that he could do no more
for them. Nothing could be done while the insane scream-
ing of the peak winds lasted. He went back to the hallway.
He realized he was getting very tired. Each movement re-
quired great effort. When he rested and looked up, he saw
that the air over the house was not empty. Solid objects
whirled by, too rapidly for him to make out what they were.
At the far end of the hallway the west wall leaned inward,
almost touching the east wall, making a sort of crude tent of
the hallway. He crawled into the tent and felt the wind’s
strength lessen. The door of the Hollises’ room was blown
away. He worked his way through. And he saw that it
was no longer a room. The roof was gone and the entire
east wall of the room had been blown away. From the cen-
ter of the room the floor sagged toward the drop. He saw
the couple. They lay together, arms around each other, in
the northwest corner of the room, the same relative place
that, in the room Dorn had left, provided the greatest pro-
tection. They were huddled back in the corner and Hal
could see the grim set of Hollis’s jaw, the bloodless lips,
the tautness of his arm around the girl. When Hollis
turned his head slightly and saw Hal, his eyes widened. It
was impossible to make them hear in the fury of the wind.
Hal beckoned to them and pointed down the hall, trying to
convey the idea to them that the other room was safer.

Bunny Hollis’ young wife had turned so that Hal
could see her face too, her expression. She looked calm,
incongruously at peace, almost happy.

Hollis shook his head. The sagging floor looked
dangerous. Even as Hall looked at it, it sagged further.
The couple could not stay there. Yet Hal felt he did not
want the responsibility of trying to help them. He was so
wearied by the efforts he had already made that he wanted
to close his eyes. And he wanted to go back, to be with
Jean and the children.

In the very beginning, he had felt resolute, decisive.
The blows from the fists of Flagan had thrown him back
into an apathy greater than before. Now, stung into re-
luctant action by the appalling climax of the hurricane, he
had crawled about like some slow disabled insect, thinking
only of gathering all the others together so that each of
them might have a greater chance. It had not been a cal-
culated decision. It had been almost as instinctive as the
Lvaily the frenzied ants gather the eggs from the shattered

ill.

Yet now there was time to stop and time to think. He
moved cautiously, trusting his weight to the sagging floor.
He had no desire to move toward the trapped couple, yet he
knew he would. He would move toward them, help them,
get them out of this room.

Hollis made frantic motions for him to stay back, but

Dorn ignored him. And as he moved so carefully, he felt
within himself the rebirth of pride. Perhaps it was both
trite and egocentric to think of it as manhood. Yet now he
was doing a difficult and dangerous thing with no feeling of
gratification of self. And it pleased him. It showed him
that even defeat had its limitations. It could not destroy a
man utterly.

By stretching as far as he could, and keeping his left
hand on the door frame, he was able to reach the girl’s
ankle with his right hand. He tugged hard. Hollis re-
sisted for a moment, and then began to help him. The girl
}urned carefully. They stopped as the floor sagged another
oot.

She held his arm, and he worked his way back until
she could reach the relative safety of the hallway. Dorn
wormed his way back into the room to help Hollis. Still
holding the door frame, he reached his right hand out.
Hollis caught it. Just as Hal Dorn began to believe that
they had made it, the floor sagged suddenly. It sagged to
the level of the black moving water. Hollis slid down the
incline, still holding Hal’s hand and wrist in his two hands.
The full strain came on Hal and he felt the creak of shoul-
der muscles, felt the strain in his left hand. He could see
Hollis’ strained face, see the flavor of panic in the man’s
eyes, B}

Hollis would not let go. He would take both of them.
Then, as Hal’s fingers began to slip, he felt the girl take his
left wrist with surprising strength and he knew, without
looking back, that she had somehow braced herself in the
hallway. It gave Hollis enough time to get his toes against
the slant of the wet flooring., With some of the strain taken
off, and with Hollis helping as much as he could, they slowly
brought him up to the doorway.

The three of them crawled back down the hallway. In
the open space the wind buffeted them. The situation in the
first room was unchanged. The children were all right.
Malden was still unconscious. Virginia Sherrel seemed un-
aware of anyone else, unaware of the storm, aware only of
the unconscious man. The Hollis couple sat side by side
near Jean Dorn. Hal, sitting near Malden’s legs looked at
the small group and thought of how, under this direct and
almost unbelievable onslaught of the elements, mankind re-
acted with something of the patient passiveness of cattle in a
windswept field—finding what meager shelter there was and
enduring as best they could.

It was at that moment that Hal remembered Flagan.
He had not seemed to be a part of the group at any time.
Yet Hal could not underslancr how he could have gone down
that hallway after the Hollises and forgotten that Fslagan was
alone in the small room across from theirs.

Hal knew that, should he stay where he was and wait
out the peak winds, no one would blame him. He could not
be accused of anything. Yet there was a debt to be paid.
The debt had been incurred when he had not got up from
the floor as quickly as he was able, when he had felt the
fear of more punishment from Flagan’s heavy fists.

If this was to be rebirth, it could not be partial. If
this was to be a reaffirmation of self, there could be no half-
measures, no self-deceit. The responsibility could not be
passed on to Malden. He moved quickly while the urge was
fresh, and once again he fought against the dangerous
strength of the wind until he reached the place where the
half-collapsed wall gave partial protection. His progress
was slower than before because he was nearing the limit of
his physical endurance.

The door of Flagan’s room was in the slanted section of
hallway wall. He could not force it open until he lay on his
back and braced his feet against the door and pushed with
all the strength of his legs. The door broke free suddenly,
was caught by the wind, vibrated, and then was torn from
the hinges and whirled away, like a leaf torn from a tree.



He turned and looked into the ceilingless room, his eyes
squinted against the hammering of the big winds. He
looked and saw Flagan, just insise the door and slightly to
his left. He could have reached out and touched Flagan’s
hand. He looked until he was certain. and then he turned
away and began the laborious, torturous crawl back to the
others. When the house moved slightly, he paused, as
though listening. He tried not to think about Flagan. The
two-by-four could have come from this house, but more
probably it had come from afar, from some shack much
nearer the water, much nearer the unimpeded sweep of the
winds. It had been moving fast. It would have had to be
traveling at high speed to drive the splintered end entirely
through a man so heavy.

He crawled on. And as he crawled he tried to think of
the next thing to do. Should the house go over, it would
break up. If it broke up there would be pleces, maybe
whole walls. Those wourd float. With enough strength,
enough determination, he might make certain tiat his fam-
ily stayed together, that his family survived.

e knew he was near the end of his strength, yet he was
miraculously certain that, if more strength, if more endur-
ance should be required, he would find some reserve. He
would be able to do what had to be done.

His life in the past yéar had made him feel limited,
inadequate, unable to compete. His life in the past forty
minutes had taught him that there was more left than he had
ever believed. In a crisis he could survive. In a crisis he
could do more than survive. He hoped that there would be
some way he could tell Jean of this so-important thing he
had learned.

*This is Station WAK]J transmitting on stand-by power.
The time is now 6:18. Hurricane Hilda intersected the
West Coast of Florida at six o'clock at the mouth of the
Suwanee River, moving in an east-northeast direction at
approximately eight miles per hour . ..

“Up around Stephensville, Steinhatchee, Horseshoe,
Cedar Key and Yankeetown the water is coming far inland.
That is flat land up there. The water is many feet deep
over Route 19 in pﬂlces As soon as the wind dies in that
area, planes will bc 2oing in there to drop emergency sup-
plies and effect helicopter rescues. The Red Cross will be
standing by to go in there as soon as possible. .

“And here’s a new report. A navy plane has bucked
the heavy winds and followed the coastline all the way up.
Visibility is good in the wake of the storm. The pilot re-
ports that the water is so high and has come so far inland
that he can’t pick up the familiar landmarks. The whole
coastline looks altered to him. Soon the tide will drop and
we will start getting a runoff of all that water. . . .”

The great roaring, screaming winds faltered, changed.
The scream dropped one octave, another. A sudden driving
rain came. It came at first at a slant. but in the moments
of heaviest rain, the wind died, and the rain came solidly
down. It did not last long. Not over ten minutes. But it
seemed to be the final unspeakable indignity as it drenched
the occupants of the roofless bedroom. Then the rain left
them, hurrying eastward, northward.
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The silence was somehow as shocking to them as the
noise of the storm. They sat huddled, drenched, miserable,
exhausted by the buffeting of the winds, the great screaming
sounds, the nervous strain and the emotional tensions. In
the sudden incredible silence, they lifted their heads. The
evening was growing brighter. They looked up. The last
clouds scurried by and the sky changed to an evening blue.
The placidity of the sky was like a taunt. They could hear
nothing but the sound of the water that moved around the
house, bubbling as cozily as the bow wave of a placid boat.
Hal Dorn got to his feet as carefully, as tentativ elp as though
he were convalescent from a long illness. He felt that when
he spoke he should whisper. He looked at the children and
at his wife. In the sudden release of tension the children’s
eyes were quite suddenly heavy with sleep.

Jean spoke and her voice sounded rusty and strange.
“Maybe some of their things stayed dry in the bags. %
can find dry things, they can sleep.”

Hal nodded and looked down at Virginia Sherrel’s up-
turned face. “How is he?”

“He seems to be . . . stirring a little. But I think he’s
badly hurt. Flagan hit him with something. I saw him.”

“Flagan ?”

“I saw him do it. He should be arrested.”

Hal looked down at her and shook his head.
be. He’s dead. I saw him.”

Virginia closed her eyes, squeezed them tightly shut,
and then opened them. “I ... T tried to feel glad, but I
can’t. [ certainly have no reason to wish him well . . . but

.it’s a horrible t}ung no matter who it is, no matter what
they ve done. I .

“Who’s dead, Dad?” Stevie demanded.

“Never mind, son. Don’t think about it.”

“The thing to think about,” Bunny said, “is how soon
we can get out of here. I think we’re lucky.” He stood up
and looked squarely at Hal. “And I think Betty and I owe
you for some of the luck. That was somethmg, Mr. Dorn.
Getting us out of there. I wantto .

“He’s waking up!” Virginia said.

They looked at Malden. He opened unfocused eyes.
He tried to sit up, and Virginia trieg to restrain him. He
looked at her and gave her a self-conscious grin and sat up.
He fingered the back of his head and winced. He felt for
the thick pad of money and found it gone.

Malden looked up at Dorn and Hollis. “Flagan?”

“Yes. She saw him.”

“I came up the stairs when I heard the worst of it
coming. The lights went out. It was a good one. My
vision doesn’t track right.” He suddenly seemed to be
listening. “Where did it all go?”

“It went fast,” Hal said.

Malden got laboriously to his feet, put one hand
against the wall in a moment of apparent dizziness. “And [
miss the best part of it,” he said.

“The best part?” Jean Dorn said. She had found dry
clothing and was changing the almost-asleep Jan.

“Let me help,” Betty Hollis said.

“Where is Flagan ?”” Malden demanded.

Hal told him, taking him aside, lowering his voice so
that Stevie, who was still fighting sleep, could not hear.
Malden pursed his lips, nodded and said he’d better go and
try to get the money back anyway. Virginia remonstrated
with him. telling Malden he was too badly hurt to be walk-
ing around. Hal saw the smile Malden gave her. It was
an expression of affection, of reassurance.

Hal and Bunny Hollis walked into the hallway and
across to the opposite room. They looked out where the
window had been. Far to the west, througth the trees still
standing, they could see the deep evening blue of the Gulf.
The lazy sun. smug as a pumpkin, slid down the western sky.

“He won’t
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Hal looked down at the water. It moved placidly
toward the Gulf. Twigs were carried westward. Current
boiled behind the trees.

“Running off,” Bunny said. “It had better not run
too fast. This house is on quite a tilt—what’s left of it.”

“It should stay put now.”

“What do we do next?”’

Hal glanced at him and realized that Bunny was asking
for orders, asking for the reassurance of being put to work.
Hal waited for the familiar reluctance in his own mind. for
the desire to avoid responsibility. It did not come. He
felt both glad and humble.

“We don’t know how badly hurt Malden is. We'll have
to think of some way to signal to any search planes that may
come by. I don’t know how long the runoff will take to
bring it down to where we can walk out. With some timbers
from this house we may be able to ﬁgure a way to get us
across the smaller branch of the river.’

They talked together, and plans were devised. They
went back to talk to the others.

It was almost noon on the following day when the truck
dropped the weary, muddy and bedraggled group off at the
emergency Red Cross installation at the main corners at
Otter Creek. They had reached the highway at about
eleven. The blocked bridge had been cleared. Work crews
with chain saws had removed fallen trees from the high-
way. The group had walked out, with Hal carrying Jan,
and Bunny carrying Stevie despite the small boy’s indignant
protests.

They were drugged by weariness. Hal had watched
Jean in the truck that picked them up, had seen her eyes
close and her head nod time after time. Each time she
would awaken with a start and give him a tired apologetic
smile. Malden sat stonily during the short trip, his fore-
head furrowed with the marks of pain from his blinding
headache. And Hal saw that he held Virginia Sherrel’s
hand. They had not been far apart ever since the storm
had ended.

Bunny and Betty Hollis sat closely together, and when
the truck had stopped, and they had climbed down. and the
driver had pointed out the tent where they should go and
check in, H}:ﬂ saw that Bunny and Betty walked hand-in-
hand toward the tent.

The emergency area was crowded. There were people
who walked endlessly back and forth across the area, their
faces pale and strained as they searched endlessly, hope-
lessly for the lost ones. Hal detected the delicious scent of
fresh coffee. There were nurses in gleaming white and
doctors with a look of chronic exhaustion.

NEXT MONTH:

They were efticiently checked in. Hal spoke for the
group and explained where they had been, where the cars
were, and told of the two fatalities. Malden was taken away
for medical attention.

Later, after the children had been fed and had gone
willingly to sleep on army cots in the small tent assigned to
the Dorns, Hal and Jean sat side by side on one of the other
cots. The sun shining through the canvas filled the tent
with soft golden light.

**1'm almost too tired to sleep.” Jean said.

“You'll sleep. honey. You'll go off like falling down a
well.” They kept their voices low.

“We were so lucky. Hal. So terribly lucky. It...it
makes all the other things seem so small.”

He looked at her quickly, looked down again at his
hands. “Maybe I'm too tired to say this right. Jeanie. But
I think this is the time to say it. I ... 1 acted like a
whipped kid. And then I got myself into perspective. And
something mended. Something healed.”

She touched his hand almost shyly. “I know.”

*The wrong things had got too important to me. You
know. honey. it's a funny thing. I know right now, with
perfect confidence. that I can go back up there and handle
the job. whatever it may he. This shambles down here was
just the result of a bad guess and some bad planning.”

“Yes?” she said.

He looked at her and grinned. “You say that like a
question. You alwayvs know when there’s something else
coming, dont you?"

“Long practice.”

“Then here it is.” He turned toward her with a quick,
vibrant, boyish enthusiasm that touched her heart. “Let’s
dig in right here. in this area. There’s no reason why we
can't live in a trailer. is there. if it’s big enough? There’s
going to be a lot of work down here. I felt too important for
that warehouse deal. Now I don't feel that way any more.
There’s going to be a lot of rebuilding down here, a lot of
people starting from scratch, and we can start right with
them. I know it will work out. But I have to have you say
that you think it’s the right thing to do. If you think it
would be better for us to go on back up . ..”

“Hal! Please. darling. It will be a lovely trailer.
And all that . . . that other is over. As though you were
just sick for a little while.”

“And cured by a hurricane? There’s a tired old ex-
pression about an ill wind. . . .” He stopped as she sur-
rendered to a trulv massive yawn. Long after she was
asleep he stayed awake. thinking and planning. And
reveling in the feeling of .confidence that had been lost for
so long. ... THE Exp
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