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The Secrets of a Successful Invalid
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I am always impressed by the incredible courage of doctors and
their brave laughter in the face of pain. I have never yet seen one

”

wince when he cut into me....” These are the words of a man
with one of the rarest—and most dangerous—conditions in medical
history . . . and some of the rarest courage and good humor that you

will ever find between the covers of a magazine
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astonishment, she proved to be pregnant. During
her long married life she had never been able lo
conceive, though she had ardently desired to.

Each marital partner may be either of low,
medium or high fertility, and these levels may
fluctuate from time to time. Sometimes, ideal con-
ditions for conception among partners of low fertility
may suddenly occur for unknown reasons. Perhaps
some 10 per cent of childless couples could eventually
conceive without medical aid. Generally, though,
couples are likely to waste the best reproductive years
of their lives if they fail to apply for skilled help.

How often is the husband wholly
or parily responsible for infertility?

In about 40 per cent of our cases we have found
the husband to be wholly or partially responsible.
In all instances of childlessness, though, we look upon
the ‘situation as a problem of the couple, and both
husband and wife should be examined to determine
their respective degrees of fertility.

If a husband is virile, does it
signify that ke ix also fertile?

No, not necessarily. A man’s ability to perform
the sexual act does not prove that he is fertile. A
man may lack virility and yet be highly fertile, or he
may be infertile and yet be sexually highly potent.

How can a physician find out
whether a man is flertile or not?

It is comparatively simple. In addition to a
full medical history and a general physical examina-
tion, the most important step is the examination of
a sample of the man’s semen under the microscope.
Normal semen should contain an adequate number of
sperms (male germ cells) —somewhere between 50
and 100 million per cubic centimeter—and most of
them should be vigorously active. If the number of
sperms is less than 30 million per cubic centimeter,
or their motility is poor, a dehciency in fertility is
indicated. Sometimes the seminal fluid contains no
sperms. In our series of sterile couples we found
that nearly 10 per cent of all husbands had what we
call azoospermia—i.e., complete absence of sperm
cells from the seminal fluid. Such a condition may
be due either to a lack of formation of sperms in
the testicles or to some obstructions in the channels
which prevents their passing through.

Can anything be done for a man who has few
sperms or whose sperms are not very active?

In treating an infertile male we rely mainly
on improving his general condition through proper
diet (including certain vitamins), removing any
sources of possible infection in the body, and stimu-
lating his glandular system if it is underactive. In
some cases these measures produce very good resulls.
It should be admitted. however, that our methods of
treating the infertile male are not yet very satisfac-
tory, and that much research is still needed.

Houw does a physician determine
whether a woman is fertile?

In examining a woman for fertility, the doctor
tries to determine whether her organs are normal,
whether she is producing egg cells or ova, and
whether the channels through which the sperms must
travel to meet and fertilize the egg are open and un-

obstructed. A brief description of the female re-
productive organs will clarify the purposes of these
tests.

Normally, the husband’s sperms are deposited
near the cervix, the neck of the womb which projects
into the upper part of the vagina. The cervix is
easily inspected, and the physician can readily tell
whether it is normal or whether it is inflamed, ob-
structed or in a displaced position. Any of these
conditions may prevent sperms from traveling
through the cervix into the womb.

After passing into the womb, some of the sperms
pass through its cavity into a narrow canal on either
side, the Fallopian tubes. The farther ends of the
tubes branch in frilled, fingerhke processes which
receive the egg when it has been released from one
of the ovaries. Normally, the sperm meets the egg
in one of the tubes, where fertilization takes place.

If a barrier anywhere along the line prevents
the egg and sperm from meeting, pregnancy cannot
occur. ‘The first question, then, is whether the sperms
actually pass through the cervix on the first stage of
their journey. A rather simple test gives the answer.
The wife is examined a few hours after sexual rela-
tions with her husband, and a little of the secretion
from the cervix is obtained and put under the micro-
scope. |f the spermatozoa have actually entered the
cervix, a large number of active cells are seen in the
sccretion.  1f very few are found, it is necessary to
determine the cause.

If we find that the sperms have passed through
the cervix, the next step is to determine whether the
tubes are open.  The so-called Rubin or insufflation
test gives the answer. A gas, usually carbon dioxide,
is passed into the womb under controlled pressure.
The gas makes its way into the tubes, and if one or
both of them are open, escapes into the abdomen.
This is indicated by a drop in the pressure and by
a special bubbling sound which can be heard over
the abdomen with a stethoscope.  When the patient
sits up, she may feel a brief twinge of pain in one
or both shoulders, caused by the free gas working its
way upward and irritating the diaphragm. These
symploms and signs show that one or both tubes are
open.

If the tubes are closed, the gas does not pass
through, and these signs and symptoms are not ob-
served. Instead of gas, an oily liquid substance may
be injected, after which X-rays are taken. If there
is an obstruction, the X-rays will usually show its
exact location. (Continucd on page 91)

What Do the Medical Terms Mean?

In discussing the problems of childless cou-
ples, doctors use a number of words that most
laymen do not fully understand. Following are
Dr. Stone’s definitions of these words:

Fertility: the capacity to have children;
infertility: an impairment of the capacity to
have children (which may be-only temporary) ;
sterility: complete inability to have children;
virility: man’s sexual vigor or power; impo-
tence: a weakening or lack of sexual power.
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PERFECT
UNDERSTANDING

BY ROBERT ZACKS

ILLUSTRATED BY FREDRIC VARADY

A SHORT SHORT

low of twenty-six. understood his sweetheart, Laura.

as thoroughly as a memorized, lovely poem. A
quiver at the left corner of her luscious red mouth re-
vealed to him that she was secretly full of mirth; a faint
shadow between her unplucked brows told him she was
wistful—and invariably Phil knew what was bothering
her; and if she'd lift her eyes from a being-read maga-
zine and steal a glance at him, he’d keep looking down at
his book and murmur, “I love you, too!”

“Oh, darn it,” she'd say, exasperated, and dive at
him for a lovely, laughing tussle.

Just about perfect, eh? That's what you think!

The crisis came, as it inevitably had to, after they
were married. It started when Phil was driving down a
winding road toward home and supper, one evening. He
began to feel hungry, and he wondered what Laura would
cook. Not pork chops. he mused idly; they’d had that
yesterday. Today was Tuesday. On Tuesday Laura went
to the library. And there was a new chromium-trimmed
fish store just opened on the street leading to the library.
So of course they would have fish. Now, what kind of
fish? thought Phil idly. Probably salmon steak, what
with the new infra-red-ray broiler they'd just bought.
Laura hated [rying fish, so it would be . ..

“Broiled salmon for supper tonight, eh?” he said to
Laura, who had run out to the curb and was fervently
kissing him as he got out of the car.

Laura looked surprised, and perhaps a little dis-
appointed. “That's a good guess, all right,” she said, and
then added, “l wanted to surprise you.”

“Oh, you did, you did.” said Phil, pleased with him-
sell.  “l love salmon. When I figured out what you'd
have, | was very happy.”

Laura looked at him. puzzled.  She started to say
something, bit her lip, and thought better of it, merely
stating that perhaps he’d better come in and have the
salmon while it was still tasty. As they walked toward the
door Phil grinned to himself, because it was obvious that
lL.aura had made a mental note to surprise him with what
she would have for supper the next evening.

The next day, as she met him at the car, smiling,
Phil waited with vast anticipation.

“Guess what's for supper!” said Laura, gloating.

Phil Cunningham, a good-looking, dark-haired fel-

STORY COMPLETE

ON THESE TWO PAGES

“Smorgasbord,” said Phil, promptly.

Laura’s mouth formed in a round O of astonishment.
and a stricken look came into her face. She struggled
with her sorrow and won, quickly, beginning to grin in
defeat. It was a rather hurt grin. if only Phil had noticed.

“Well, I'll be darned,” said Laura weakly. “Did you
see me shopping or something?”

“Oh, no, honey!” Phil protested. “It’s just that I
know you so well.””  As Laura glared at him, he explained
happily, “It really was obvious. After yesterday you
made up your mind to have the one meal I'd never guess.
That ruled out all the ordinary dinners. On the other
hand. you'd be very careful not to risk something I might
not like, just to be sure of the surprise. So, I searched
my memory to see what I'd told you I was crazy about,
and I remembered—smorgasbord.”

“It must get pretty dull for you,” said Laura, her
mouth quivering. “I'm no novelty at all. It’s as if we’d
lived together twenty years. No more freshness. No...”

Alarmed, Phil gathered her into his arms. “Are you
crazy?” His voice squeaked. “Why, you’re something
new to me every day! You...”

She pulled away, and he hurried after her into the
house. She refused to be soothed, even though Phil raved
about the smorgasbord which she'd set up, including
everything from cubes of spicy Cheddar to strips of
smoked lake sturgeon, from sweet olives to cocktail
sausages, from . . .

“0-boy,” gulped Phil, his eyes bulging. “This is
terrific. . ..”

“Never mind!” cried Laura, her eyes [urious. She
slammed an empty saucer before him. “Go stuff your-
self. .. .7

The dish split in two: The first broken dish in their
new, expensive set.  Laura stared at it, horrified. Then
she said accusingly, “It’s your fault. You and your
darned mind-reading act. I suppose you think you're
smart.  Well, let me tell you, you'll find out I can be as
full of surprises as any woman! TI'll have a supper you
won't guess tomorrow. . ..”

Immediately, even though he was upset at what was
happening, the answer flashed into Phil's mind. How?
Well, he simply knew how Laura’s mind worked, that’s
all. So the words popped out of his mouth with utterly
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move. He suggested that Buster ask for
a lie-detector test. “But if you're guilty,
don’t take it.”” Buster thought it was
a fine idea.

Bill's lawyer friends tried to talk him
out of it. “It can close things up tight.
Why take a chance?”

“Because I don’t want any doubts
left.”

The county attorney agreed to it
(both sides have to agree before such a
test can be admitted as evidence). The
outstanding lie-detector expert in the
area was Captain Phil Hoyt of the Kan-
sas City police. He had been giving the
test for some 16 years and had never
been proved wrong in 6,052 tests. So
Bill Howe and Buster and the county at-
torney and some deputy sheriffs drove
243 miles for the test. Nobody was told
the result. By agreement, Captain Hoyt
would be the final witness at the trial.

The night before the trial, Bill Howe
was afraid.

“Maybe I had taken too much of
Buster’s life in my hands. I had con-
vinced his family I would get him free,
and they were sleeping nights. I wasn't.”

But Howe's parade ol witnesses kept
crumbling the county case. The bar
waitresses backed up Buster's alibi. To
establish Buster’s whereabouts for the
rest of that night, Howe had several wit-
nesses who reported seeing him fast
asleep soon after his bar companions
dropped him off near his home—long
after Phyllis had disappeared.

Then came a couple of bomb-
shells:

A local reporter admitted that he
had interviewed Buster about 20 minutes
after his confession, and Buster had said
then, “I signed it, but 1 didn’t kill her.”
That never got into the published con-
fession story.

Howe cross-examined the sheriff who
admitted putting pressure on Youngwolfe
during the five-uay interrogation.

The case seemed to be going in fa-
vor of Buster when the prosecuting
county attorney suddenly seemed to ex-
plode the whole defense. Howe had put
strong weight on Buster's father’s pay-
ment ci a tralic fine as a foundation for
Buster’s alibi date. But there was the
county attorney, triumphantly waving a
police record book in front of the jury,
telling them that the record showed the
fine had been paid a day later.

For Howe, it was a disaster. But
when the record book was passed around
the jury for inspection. one juror jumped
up to say, “This date has been changed;
it originally read March 12, but it has
been changed to March 13.”

The police explained that dates are
sometimes changed “if it's after mid-
night.” But the bombshell had back-
fired.

The high point of the drama was
still to come—Captain Hoyt's report on
Buster’s lie-detector test.

To a hushed, crowded courtroom
Hoyt announced firmly, “Buster Young-
wolfe has been telling the truth when
he said he did not kill Phyllis Warren.”

After that the county attorney told
the jury, “I cannot conscientiously ask
you to convict this defendant.”

When the “not guilty” verdict came

in, Tulsa became a cheering squad for
Bill Howe. Everybody stopped to shake
his hand, slap him on the back, give him
a big smile, tell him they had known he
would do it all the time. And local poli-
ticians started discussing Howe’s politi-
cal potential.

Bill took it all quietly.

“I’m no hero, and don’t you forget it.
I had an innocent man, and that’s the
most any attorney can ask.”

Later, though, he had something to
add:
“Sure it’s wonderful that the town
got all excited about this case. But do
you know how many Buster Youngwolfes
we have in Tulsa every year? Do you
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know how many thousands of Buster
Youngwolfes go to jail all over the coun-
try for crimes they didn’t commit?

“What the folks here don’t realize
is that Buster was just one of my cases
that month—I had 50. Sure a lot of
them are guilty, but they still deserve a
properly prepared case and a fair trial.
And if they don’t get it, then we're
making a mockery of the Constitution.”

In all of the United States, there are
only 84 public defenders—and only 64
of them are full-time. Besides, the dis-
tribution is lopsided: Los Angeles has
16; many cities have none. Most top
Tulsa lawyers agree that their city should
at least have one full-time public de-
fender with an office and staff and in.
vestigators on the same level as the
county attorney’s office. And this should
be the minimum setup for every decent-
sized county.

“I couldn’t do a job like this for too
long,” Howe explains. “It isn’t just the
dough—sure I've got a wife and kid to
support, and this job only pays peanuts
—but it’s something else. I just can’t
walk out of a courtroom every day and
say, oh, well, it’s too bad I didn’t have
the time, help or money to prepare this
case properly, but there are a lot of other
guys, and tomorrow is another dav. |
can’t think that way. It eats me up.
And this shouldn’t bother just my con-
science; it should bother everybody.”

It isn’t just a case of feeling sorry
for ex-convicts and paupers, says Howe,
because a public defender is everybody's
defender. Any American might some-
time find himself in a similar situation—
suddenly accused of a crime he didn't
commit and without enough money to
pay for his defense.

“Part of a public defender’'s job is
to understand the circumstances of any
crime, to appreciate how easy it is for
any kid to take the wrong turn. And [
appreciate, because I know,” says Howe.

Bill’s parents died and left eight
children in the small farming town of
Eufala, Oklahoma. Eleven-year-old Bill
was sent to Chilocco Indian School in
Kansas. The school was open only to
those who were at least one-quarter In-
dian, and needy.

“The first night there, 1 had three
fights,” said Bill. “A new boy had a
choice: Fight back or get whipped.

“Of course it’s changed now, but we
used to get up every morning at four,
no matter what the weather, and drill
for two hours with old World War [
rifles.

“And if you were just one minute
late for a meal, you didn't eat. I missed
one Christmas dinner that way. [ re-
member digging up some frozen turnips,
cooking them over an open fire, all alone
in the cold dark, chewing on those half-
cooked turnips and crying my heart out.
After that, when I missed a meal, I broke
into the commissary or the bakery and
stole food.

“Remember, that’s why they sent
Buster Youngwolfe to jail—for breaking
into a grocery.

“They had different ways of punish-
ing you. They made you stand at atten-
tion until you almost fell asleep standing
up. Then they gave out demerits. Each
demerit was worth an hour on the rock
pile, or you had the choice of running a
gantlet of boys whipping you with belt
buckles. 1 got a lot of belt buckles; I
cracked a lot of rocks. I was bitter, re-
bellious; I lost all respect for authority.

“The man in charge of that Indian
school once told me, ‘Howe, you’ll be iin
the penitentiary before you’re 21.” But
do you know what straightened me out?
A wonderful Baptist missionary woman
with the heart of a saint. She was so
full of love that some of it touched me
and steered me straight.”

Howe looked up, and his words came
slowly, as if he had been thinking about
it for a long time: “Maybe that’s why
I feel so deeply about this publicde-
fender job—because / might have been
a Buster Youngwolfe.”

He hesitated. then added, “But then,
I guess anybody could.” ... THE Enp
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that she hadn’t planned to spend the eve-
ning with him.

“I'm sorry. too.” she said, getting up.
“Will you give me a ring in the morn-
ing?”

“I'll call vou before lunch,” he
promised. “I'm sorry. honey. You
know what it’s always like when I get
back from one of these trips.” He took
her arm as she walked to the door. and
pressed it lightly against him. Confused,
she didn’t return the pressure. She said
good-by, smiling. and went swiftly down
the hall.

She didn't give herself a chance to
think until she was halfway home. and
then her first thought was defensive: she
wouldn’t go home tonight; she’d be busy.
too! She turned into a phone booth and
hegan phoning friends, but after the ring-
ing had gone unanswered in three empty
apartments she gave up and continued
up Third Avenue.

It was only her ego that was bruised,
she reasoned with herself. She was glad,
really, that Marc had understood her let-
ter and fallen in with her plan at once.
Naturally, part of the time, they would
hoth be busy with other things.

She walked home slowly. feeling
cheated. but not knowing of what.

Marc called the next morning and
axked her to have dinner with him. She
had a hard time keeping her mind on
business until five o'clock. and when he
came to the apartment to pick her up she
was as excited as a schoolgirl on her first
date. They went to a new restaurant on
Fifty-third Street. and for the first hour
he talked about his trip. She was glad
to listen. because this was a strange Marc
whom she hadn’t met in almost five years.
Even his features seemed diflerent. or
perhaps they were unfamiliar because
she hadn’t really looked at them in such
a long time. She even felt a little shy
with him—he seemed so self-assured.

Finally, over the brandy, he said,
“Do you think we ought to have a long
talk about this, or shall we just omit dis-
cussion? Talking doesn't usually lead
anywhere in a case like this.”

*“There’s nothing to talk about unless
you want to ask questions,” she said, non-
plused. *“Though you talk about a ‘case
like this’ as if it happened every day!”

*“No, it doesn’t happen every day,”
he smiled. “But perhaps it should.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, all wives must feel the way
you do. after a time . . . and husbands,
too. I guess. If they don’t make the
break that you did, in order to find out
how important the relationship really is,
then they feel imprisoned; they get bit-
ter, bored, restless. 1 think you were
very wise, my sweet.” He smiled and
ran a finger teasingly over her cheek.

She flushed, and felt very young and
inept. How had he managed to get com-
mand of the situation! Perhaps because
lie had been wanting this to happen. too!
Well. then, it was just as well that she’d
acted as she had. She felt a little angry,
but cooler. The rest of the evening was
fun: they were very impersonal; and
when he left her at her door he promised
to call soon, just as any date would do.
Only. unlike most other dates, he didn’t
try to kiss her good night. He just
grinned. shook hands, and strode off
down the street.

Developing
better citizens

is the job which has been accepted
and is being accomplished by the
directors of summer camps for boys
and girls. Summers spent in a well
directed camp are truly summers
spent in learning the skills of living.
To sleep rolled up in a blanket under
the stars, to cook breakfast over an
open fire and sniff woods smoke, to
pursue one’s own interests with others
with like interests are experiences
which develop a healthy outlook and
sharpen one’s appreciation of fellow
man.

The number of people who are
unable to cope with the ordinary
problems of adult life is positive proof
of the necessity of supplementing the
home and the school experience with
a group experience which will equip
our children with the vision and
skills necessary for living in this com-
plicated world.

There is no hetter place to give
a child this opportunity than in the
good summer camp. Sun? Yes!
Adventure? Yes! The dividends
are in learning the useful application
of leisure time, appreciation and
thoughtfulness of others and of this
country's natural resources and the
acceptance of responsibility.

Members of Rebpsook’s camp ad-
visory staff have spent the summer
months of July and August, for more
than a quarter of a century, visiting
camps for boys and girls in the North,
South, East and West (including
Ontario), and are happy to give you
the benefit of this vast experience in
camping. If you wish suggestions
about suitable camps, write fully
about the boy or girl for whom you
are choosing a camp, giving age,
desired location, amount you will
spend for a two months’ camp season,
the interests and skills you wish
developed, etc. If you live in a
near-hy area, call for an appointment.
Telephone number: MUrray Hill
6-4600,

Ethel F. Bebb, Camp Director
Redbook Magazine

230 Park Avenue

New York 17, N. Y.

For the past two or three months.
Karen's schedule had been very busy.
She loved her job and often worked late.
She saw people almost every evening—
sometimes nice voung men who took her
dancing or to the theater, sometimes girl
friends for whom there hadn’t been much

time in the old housewife days. Occa-
sionally she entertained at home. Now,
life went on just as it had before. The

ninth of May hadn’t been an important
turning point. after all. The only differ-
ence was that now there was one more
young man who called her at the office
to see when she would be free for dinner.
She saw Marc three times the first week,
twice the second, once the third—that
was a nerve-racking week when the ofhice
became arduous and friends irksome—
and twice the fourth week. . . .

She found herself checking the
dresses she had worn when she’d gone
out with him, so she wouldn’t repeat;
she listened eagerly for a compliment,
a hint that he liked this hairdo rather

than that. She drew on all her knowl-
edge of his taste in food. people, books,
music, and told herself that she was do-
ing no more than she would for any
young man in whom she was mildly in-
terested. But she knew she was delud-
ing herself. Marc was the only one in
whom she was really interested: vet his
interest in her seemed pretty casual. It
didn’t wane, but it didn't deepen. either.

Abruptly, in the second month of
Marc’s return, Karen began refusing
dates with people who had begun to irri-
tate her, and stayed home fussing with
the apartment. She made new draperies
for the bedroom. and then, liking them,
made a bedspread to match. It was a
pretty room, but empty and meaningless
now, like the rest of the apartment—the
kitchen where she breakfasted alone,
the living room where she sat alone
reading or listening to the radio. Funny
things happened at work, but they
weren’t so amusing when she couldn’t
rush home and share them with someone
else right away.

Marc’s smooth good humor. how-
ever, never wavered. He seemed to en-
joy the time he spent with her, but he
seemed equally contented about the life
he led apart from her. He was sharing
an apartment with a friend now. and
twice she had run into him in restaurants
with other people. They were very pret-
ty girls indeed, she grudgingly admitted!
A man could always get along. Even in
the little ways a wife likes to think her-
self indispensable—taking care of his
clothes and his diet. and reminding him
of appointments—here, too. he scemed
quite able to take care of himself.
Karen came tragically to the conclusion
that there was nothing at all for which
a man needed a wife!

Her vacation time approached. She
had only a week this year, and she’d been
making vague allusions to it. hoping that
Marc might go away with her—although,
under the circumstances, it seemed rather
immoral.

“I’'ve been thinking about Sea
Island,” she might say, and he would
launch into an enthusiastic account of
a week-end he had spent there while he
was in college. Or she might mention
Bermuda, and his only comment would
be that it was pretty hot there in mid-
summer. Grimly. she decided that she
would go away alone—it didn’t matter
where—and face the full consequences
of her folly.

The day before her vacation started,
she went down to the station and hought
a ticket for the first place whose name
struck her eye—which turned out to be
Provincetown. She pocketed the ticket
and walked home feeling less like a
holiday than she ever had in her life.

She was having dinner with Marc.
and she forced herself to seem happy
about her vacation by the time he ar-
rived and found her surrounded by suit-
cases and other evidences of joyful prep-
aration. They dined quietly near by, and
she kept up the act, inventing amusing
people in Provincetown, although all
the while she had a heavy feeling that it
was a sort of final farewell dinner. She
knew that when she came back. they
couldn’t continue this silly “dating.” the
silly chatter and pretending. At least
she couldnt.
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of them.” Janet said. “Now, if you'll ex-
cuse me—"'

She went to the other side of the
theater and pretended to study her script
while the girls in the cast gravitated to-
ward Brent. He was between marriages,
and Janet could see bright hopes in more
than one pair of shining young eyes.
Brent was at the moment using expres-
sion A, which was expansive charm. He
had several expressions, and Janet had
put them into categories, using the alpha.
bet, in case any new ones turned up. Be-
sides A, there was B—serious and mis-.
sion-ridden. He used B when he dis-
cussed the True Meaning of Theater. C
was gay and suggestive. X was hard to
define, but came over something like
you're-the-most-fascinating-little-person-
I’ve-ever-met-tell-me-more-about-yourself.
X was what had made Myrtle Corry curl
her bangs.

Dr. Larson clapped his hands for
silence. and the rehearsal began. Janet's
part was at the end of the first act. She
was playing a girl of easy virtue who
tried to comfort Brent in a moment of
distress.

“How about buying me a drink?”
she was supposed to say. And when he
hesitated, she was to take his arm and
say, “Come along, then—I'll buy you
one.”

The first time through. Brent gave
her a peculiar look. She was doing her
lines in a loud, clear voice, which was all
that could be expected of an English
major. After the second time through,
he took her aside.

“Honey.” he said. with honest con-
cern, “you’re terrible.”

“I'm sorry,” she said. “I don’t pre-
tend to be an actress.”

“Maybe not, but you're in a play, so
y~u'd better try.”

“l am trying.”

He frowned. “Stay after rehearsal,
will you. and we’ll work this over a
couple of times.”

“I can't,” she said. “It’s all I can do
now to keep up with my studying.”

“Look.” he said. *“This play may
seem unimportant to you, but it happens
to be very big-deal. It's a world pre-
mieére, and a lot of people are coming
out to see how it goes. You have a re-
sponsibility to the cast and the play-
wright. and if you didn’t intend to do
this right, you shouldn’t have taken it in
the first place.”

“But it's only two lines.”

“Listen—] work up through the
whole act for this moment. It should be
tawdry. and cheap. and hearthreaking.
And then you come out sounding like the
president of a bird-watching society.
Maybe you dont mind being laughed off
the stage, but 1 do.”

“All right.” she snapped, “T'll stay.
But only for fifteen minutes.”

She was too angry with Brent to be
frightened. But after the rehearsal, when
the cast began to file out. panic struck.
She sat in the front of the theater, scowl-
ing defensively.

“I'll get the lights.” Brent said to
Dr. Larson. *“Janet and I are going to
go over that last bit.”

Janet caught Myrtle Corry’s envious
parting glance. Then they were alone.
she and Brent Carrigan, and she won-
dered frantically what she should say.

It turned out to be no problem.
Brent was very businesslike. They went
through the part three or four times. and
he shook his head.

“Let’s talk about it a little.” he said.
They sat in the theater and lighted
cigarettes.

“Now,” he said, “this girl voure
playing is a tramp. But she’s in love
with the hero. And in this scene he's
down; he’s had it. She wants to help
him. She’d walk under a train if it'd do
any good. So when she offers to huy
him a drink, it isn’t just a drink che’s
offering him. Get it?”

“I read a book about it once.”

“Well. that’s better than nothing.
Now try the lines right here. Don’t pro-
ject. Don't act. Just say them.”

She tried it. and he sighed. “Honey.”
he said. “if you couldn’t do anv hetter
than that. you'd starve.” He looked at
her thoughtfully. “I tell yvou what.
There's a carnival in town. Tomorrow’s
Saturday night—no rehearsal. What do
you say we go in and see if we can soak
up some atmosphere?”

“l can't.”

“Why not? Have you got a date?’

)

The question came too fast for her
to lie. “No. but it’s the only night to
catch up on my studying.”

“Don’t be silly. Nobody studies on
Saturday night. T'll pick you up at
seven. Where do you live?”

“At the dorm. But I cant—"

“For heaven's sake.” he said. *'1 think
you're scared of me!” He looked at her
with new interest. “Nobody’s been scared
of me since I dressed up in a skull and
jumped out at the girls on Halloween.
and that was about twenty-five vears
ago.” He kissed her lightly. *There.
That wasn’t so bad. was it?”

She drew back her hand and gave
him a resounding slap. He blinked.
“Incredible.” he said. *“I feel as if I've
been shuffled around in a time machine.
It's 1890; in a minute your father will
appear, shaking his whiskers. and order
me to marry you.”

“I'd rather go into a convent.” she
snapped, and he laughed.

“Come along. doll.” he said. “T'll
buy you a Coke and walk you home.”

She did not move.

“Good grief.” he said. “you’re not
really mad, are you? Believe me. I'm
not worth it. Now come along. I'm
going to turn off the lights, and you can’t
sit here in the dark. The Yama-Yama
Man’ll get you. and that'd be worse than
me.”

Janet found herself returning his
smile. After that there was nothing to de
but follow him out of the theater. They
had a Coke. and Brent talked as though
nothing had happened. He discussed the
play, its faults and its merits. what the
author was trying to say. what he. Brent.
wanted to do with his part. Janet hegan
to catch his enthusiasm. For the first
time the play seemed important. and ex-
citing. She trizd to remind herself that
he was merely using expression B (mis-
sion-ridden), but it did not seem true.
Suddenly the waitress appeared and told
them that the place was closing. and
Janet realized that they had been there
for over an hour.

They walked quickly across the
campus. At the steps of the dorm. Brent
said. “I'll see you tomorrow, then.”

The fear began to come over her. “I
don’t think—"

He held up his hand. “Now. now.
none of that. I'll be here at seven. And
honey, don't let my dialogue throw vou.
I mean well. And I promise 1 won't
grab you again without special permis-
sion. Okay?”

She hesitated. and then she bhegan
to smile. *Okay,” she said.

Most of the girls who were lucky
enough to have dates that night spent
half of Saturday afternoon doing their
nails and fussing with their hair. Janet
waited until six-thirty before she started
to get ready. She told herself it was be.
cause she wanted to study, but the real
reason was more complex—something
along the lines of I'll be darned if I'll
spend three hours getting ready for him.
If he doesn’t like me the way I am. the
heck with him. Beyond that was pride—
I refuse to let him think I'm interested.
And Dbeneath it all—he won't like me
anvway, ~o why try?

She took a shower. put on a fre-h
cotton dress. combed her hair. and ap-
plied her lipstick. Lipstick was as far
ax she went with make-up, and she wore
that only because convention demanded
it.

Brent arrived promptly at seven.
and Janet experienced. for the first time.
the heady sensation of walking out the
door with a man whom most of the girls
would have given seventeen credits to
date.

When they got in the car. he said.
“You look nice. honey.”

She was suddenly ashamed. and
wished that she had borrowed Helen's
mascara.  Next time, if there is one. =he
thougot. I'll do better.

it was a warm evening. The air
was heavy. and there were flashes of heat
lightning on the horizon. The carnival
was just south of town. They parked the
car and walked across the dusty grouni-.
into the noise and the lights,

“Watch everything.” Brent said.
“Listen to it. Smell it. You'll get what
1 mean.”

They wandered around between the
stands.

“As long as we're here,” Brent said.
“we may as well have some fun.”

So they tried the rifle range, and the
archery. and the penny games. Then
they rode the Ferris wheel, and the whip.
and shrieked and laughed, and ate pop-
corn and hot dogs. and went to the side
show. At last they dragged off toward
the car. carrying three or four atrocious
plaster dolls and a cane with a feather
top.

“I haven't gone to a carnival for
twentv vears.” Brent said. “What I've
been missing!”

“Me too,” said Janet. “When we
got on the whip I thought I'd have a
heart attack. When I was little. I used
to ride it half a dozen times without
batting an eyelash.”

“That must have been a long time
ago.” said Brent. He looked at her. and
there was a moment of silence. “Well.”
he <aid. a little awkwardly, “we didn’t
get much material. I'm afraid.”
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