


AGAINS’I‘ the moon, a mist-shrouded
phantom is flicking across the Irish sea.

Faster and blacker than the hounds of
hell it goes . . . higher, more ominous than
the Flying Dutchman of yore—it’s a
nightmare, a Nazi nightmare coming true.

For these wings—stretching across the
sky—ure tipped with the stars of the
L. S. Navy. And that big Dlack belly is
fat with freight. Cargo picked up in Can-
ada a few hours ago for delivery tomorrow
n Gibraltar...or Cairo...or Murmansk,

This is Convoy 1913—a never-ending
bridge of torpedo-proof ships across the
ceiling of the world.

The building of Vought-Sikorsky
cargo-carrying boats is one of the many
Nash-Kelvinator war jobs. Along with
2.000 L1.P., supercharged, high-altitude

engines to give our naval aviators their
highest-flying, fastest fighter—the Corsair.

« . . Along with Hamilton Standard
propellers for United Nations bombers
—1to turn those Axis nightmares into
nights of fearful reality.

Let this be an example, Hitler, of how
all America is back of its fighting forces
—men who yesterday made refrigerators
and automobiles are now working on

more deadly, precise instruments of de-
struction than a Nazi mind ever con-
ceived of. And we are all in this fight to
win—buying War Bonds . . . bringing
in the scrap for victory.

So sleep while you can in Berchtes-
gaden . .. or Berlin. .. take your rest
in Tokio. The aicakening is coming! The
might of America is on wing.
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Mrs. Barclay’s face cleared. ““Blue,”
she said ; ““ the bluest eyes you ever saw.”

*“Then this is the sweater for him,”” the
girl said, and added, *‘I always did like
a blue-eyed man.”

“So did I,” Mrs. Barclay said. *“His
father had blue eyes, too.”

Of course, she was very busy getting
the package off. There were no such
things as Christmas seals and wrappings
in the stores yet, but she had found a box
of things left over from last year. The
things really looked lovely when she had
them all tied up. And she had bought
candies and nuts in tins, guaranteed to
keep in the hottest climates—if Ranny
was in a hot climate! There was a fruit-
cake, too. The size of the package finally

your Christmas present. Nothing
seemed good enough for you”

had worried her a good deal. Suppose
they said it was too big—no, they would
not even tell her; they would, perhaps,
just not send it. The idea terrified her,
and hastily she divided all the things and
made three packages.

By this time she had everyone in the
house helping her—old Henry, the but-
ler, and Anne, his wife, and Dicken, the
chauffeur. Dicken was young enough for
the draft and would be gone before
Christmas.

*“I shall send you a box, too, Dicken,”
she had told him.

He had touched his cap. *“Thank you,
madame.”

When he went away she put up the
cars until Ranny came home. It was the

least an old lady could do these days, to
save gasoline and rubber.

When the chauffeur went, two weeks
before Christmas, she had said to him,
“Mind you remember your job is here
waiting for you, Dicken.”

He touched his cap again and said,
“Thank you, madame.”

Her heart ached a little. He looked
young and simple. It had occurred to her
then that she did not know anything
at all about him. “Are you married,
Dicken?” she inquired.

*“No, madame,™ he said, flushing sud-
denly and deeply.

*“Have you parents?’’ she asked gently.

“Yes, madame,” he said again.

Silence had (Continued on page 128)
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At seventeen, Barbara Tallant was desperately in love with an
older man, twice divorced and infinitely experienced,
so the town watched and waited fearfully while the affair moved

toward its curious, twisted climax

FULL-COLOR ILLUSTRATION BY TOM LOVELL

James liked to talk to her about
his work, and that delighted her









the easiest thing, and it'll keep Barbara
happy, and that’s all I'm trying to do, 1
guess.”

So the dates went on and they got
more numerous, and, one by one, prac-
tically every woman George knew made
some excuse to speak to him about it. In
five years, though, he had grown fairly
adept in parrying women’s advice.

One night the Maitlands, who were
among his very favorite people, dropped
by for a drink. He wasn’t expecting any
preachments from Jean Maitland, but
when she rather ostentatiously asked
Henry to run out to the car for her ciga-
rette case, and then turned to George
with the by-now familiar worried expres-
sion on her face, he smiled wryly and
said, *“ Et tu, Brute?”

*‘Me, t00,” she said. ““And you know
I'm no great hand for brooding. But,
George, don’t you think maybe it’s go-
ing a little too far?”

“What do you mean? Don’t tell me
you think James is a villain, too.”

Jean Maitland frowned at him impa-
tiently. *“Of course not, George. I know
you can trust him that way. But, George,
you don’t realize there are plenty of other
ways a man can hurt a young girl, and
without meaning to, either. It’s a terrific
emotional experience for her, the first
time she falls in love. And then to have it
somebody so—so unsuitable, where you
know it can’t possibly turn out well at
the end. Oh, George, 1 honestly think
you should do something about it.””

GEORGE said unhappily, *“ Well, I think
you’re wrong about the whole thing.
Butjustsupposing foraminute thatyou’re
right, what can I do? I can’t forbid James
the house, or anything like that. The
minute I went melodramatic, Barbara
would really begin to take it seriously.
Why, it would be the one sure way to
have her thinking this was the great love
of all time.”

Jean nodded. “Yes, it isn’t easy—"

*‘But that’s where you’re wrong,” said
George. “It’s very easy. Look at it this
way. This is Barbara’s first real beau,
and she’s excited about it; that’s only
natural. But in the fall she’ll be off to col-
lege. There’ll be all sorts of other new
things and people for her to get excited
about. And James will find somebody
else then, too. They'll have had a lot of
fun this summer, and nobody hurt.
What’s the harm in that?”

“I hadn’t really thought of it that
way,” Jean Maitland said. ““I got scared
because Barbara seems so different. But
maybe you’re right, George.”

“Of course I am,” said George.

But the funny thing was that while
he’d been talking so convincingly the
first faint doubt had been born in his own
mind.

Barbara was different ; she knew it her-
self. ““1t’s incredible,” she thought, “but
I’'m not frightened of anything any more.
I know how to do things. I know how to
dress and how to make up my face, and
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AN AMERICAN VIGNETTE

GREAT HONOR

THE General came close to beaming as
he looked over his pince-nez at the
straight, slim officer who wore a major’s
oak leaves on his tunic.

The other high officers of the Planning
Board listened as the General continued :

“Your promotion is richly deserved.
Allow me to congratulate you, Major
—Colonel, we will now say. Before
continuing with Mission 308X —the
General always did most of the talk-
ing—" permit me to say that the military
tradition of your family, Colonel, is of
the most sterling character. Your fore-
bears were distinguished officers of the
Army, and you have carried on this
great tradition.”

Applause was in order and it came
spontaneously.

The new colonel stood, straight as an
arrow; his lean face, framed by short-cut,
steel-gray hair, was austere, while in his
eyes shone a fierce pride in the Army, in
his family’s part in it. The General gave
the applause thirty secondsand then said :

“And next we have Mission 308X.
You are all aware of its intricacies. There
is little personal danger involved for the
leader of the Mission, but on his cool,
unerring judgment will depend the lives
of a full three divisions. The officer chosen
for this task must have a clear, trained
brain, and cannot show the slightest in-
decision or flaw in thinking.

*“ltis a great honor, and the first choice
of the leader of Mission 308X is Captain
Dorel.”

The General actually smiled, sniffed,
and nodded as he placed his papers at
exact right angles to the green blotter
on the desk. ‘“And that will be all for—""

The newly promoted colonel rose, say-
ing, *“Sir! I have something vital to say
concerning Mission 308X.”

*“Yes, of course, Colonel, of course.
Go ahead.”

*“It is my duty to inform you, sir, and
the Board, that since his wife left him
last year, Captain Dorel has, in secret,
indulged in extremely heavy drinking.
My opinion is that at this time he would
be incompetent for the fulfililment of
Mission 308X.” He sat down quickly
and rather heavily for such a slim person.

Obviously disturbed, the General
jerked his head, as he did when surprised.
“Very good. Uh—thank you, Maj—
Colonel. Our second choice is—let me
see—Captain Ordway. Mission 308X
shall be his. . . . That is all, gentlemen.”

The new colonel stood, stiff as a ram-
rod, as the General and his staff left the
room; they avoided his eyes.

For a time he was alone, staring at the
wall. Then a staff sergeant appeared in
the doorway, and said respectfully,
*““Colonel Dorel, your son, the captain,
is on the phone.” TOM CURRY
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the way I should walk and when to laugh.
And I know it all because I’m in love—
it’s as simple as that, Nothing is a prob-
lem any more, the way it used to be. All I
have to do is ask myself what will please
James most, and then that’s the best
thing and the right thing. I watch his
eyes, and there’s a special way he looks
at me when I’m the way he wants me to
be. For instance, 1 know he loves me in
blue, that funny in-between shade that
my suit is, and the moiré evening dress.
And when 1 have that blue on, it doesn’t
matter if we’re in a room full of fashion
models, because I know he’ll never take
his eyes off me.”

SHE dressed with special care today, for
James was taking her to the races. It
was the first time she’d ever been to a
track, and she was awfully excited about
it. George had protested at first, but
Barbara managed to reassure him. “I
won’t bet anything, darling. 1 don’t care
about gambling. It’ll just be fun to see
the crowds and all.”

Belmont fascinated her, the bright,
crazy contrasts: the sleek women carry-
ing expensive furs; the shabby men in
unpressed suits who all seemed to have
emotionless faces and wallets bursting
with $20 bills. *“They never spend any
money on themselves, those boys,” James
told her. ““Even when they make a kill-
ing, it all goes into the betting roll.
That’s all they live for!”

The day was burning hot and dry ; men
kept watering down the track between
races, tosettle the dust which rose in little
clouds as from a shaken powder puff.
James pored over *“Racing Form” and a
green card he said was a tipster’s sheet,
but in the end he left most of the choices
up to her. He was betting $10 a race.
“All bets on the nose, and half of it for
you if we win,” he said.

“Do you go to the races a lot?” she
asked him.

“Not any more. I used to. Marta was
crazy about the bangtails. I den’t think
she was really happy anywhere except at
a track.”

Barbara remembered dimly hearing
tales of the glamorous Marta—sultry,
beautiful, reckless, incredibly gay. How
she’d spent every cent of James’s income
one year on a magnificent, idiotic house,
and then mortgaged the house to the hilt
to play her race-track hunches, and lost
the money, and lived for a whole sum-
mer long with James on cheese and
bread and beans.

**She was your first wife, wasn’t she?”

“Yes.” He glanced away, perhaps
really to watch the shifting odds on the
tote board, perhaps just to avoid meeting
her eyes. It was hard to tell how James
felt about anything, but especially about
that strange, crowded past of his. She
looked at him, in profile now—the
strong, clean jaw line, the aristocratic
flare of nostril, the smudge of black eye-
lash shadowing his high cheekbone. A
great surge of (Continued on page 92)
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WHAT HAS HAPPENED SO FAR :

THE PLAY in which Carroll Anders
made her debut as an actress opened and
closed on the same night. It was that bad.
Carroll had been a show girl and had es-
sayed her first dramatic role upon the
urging of her fiance, the enormously
wealthy Tony Whitman. It was Tony’s

money which had backed the play. And
even though it failed, Carroll had had a
chance to show that she definitely had tal-
ent. This was especially evident to Morty
Ketterman, famous for the plays he wrote
about the common people.

Morty had fought his way up from ex-
treme poverty and was exceedingly sus-
picious of inherited wealth. He was as fond

ILLUSTRATED BY EARL.  CORDREY

of Carroll as he could be of anyone and
was sorry to see her engaged to Tony,
whom he considered a stuffed shirt.

After the play, Carroll, Tony, Morty,
and Chip Rose (who was Carroll’s room-
mate) went to a party at Tony's home.
Morty was prepared to hate the entire
Whitman family on sight, but found that
Mrs. Whitman was a grand old lady who















chubby face aglow. “You know what?”
he demanded happily. “I got a throat
just like Henry Fonda! Sure! Ask him!”
He gestured at the doctor, who looked
thoroughly baffled. Lou sighed in asth-
matic ecstasy, rolling his eyes. *‘Imagine
that,”” he husked rapturously. *“ Me with
a Fonda throat!”

The funny part was, he wasn’t kidding.
He is a devout movie fan. He spends
hours reading about his favorites. It
never seems to occur to him that he, too,
iS a movie star.

The glamour boys and girls of Holly-
wood don’t understand seasoned, down-
to-earth troupers like Abbott and
Costello, so the boys don’t mingle much
in screen society. That worries them not
a bit. Costello is strictly a homebody,
anyhow, content to live in middle-class
splendor with his statuesque wife, nee

Between movie shots, Abbott
(left) and Costello play an inter-
minable gin-rummy tournament.
I¢’s lasted four years now, and, as
you can see, anything goes

Ann Battler, a former show girl, and
their two daughters, Patricia, 5, and
Carole Lou, 3.

He is an air-raid warden, knows all the
people in his block, likes to surprise Mrs.
Costello by buying her lingerie and
dresses which seldom fit, and does much
of the family marketing. The grocer says
he is hard to please. He is a good rough
carpenter, likes to tinker, but balks at
cutting the grass. He designed a family
flag which he proudly raises each morning
to the top of a pole in the back yard. The
flag is a blue field with the white figures,

4-C—for the Four Costellos, of course.

He clowns constantly when he has an
audience, on-stage or off. Once, in a
restaurant, I saw him grab a waitress and
waltz her dizzily down the aisle to the
kitchen door, ending by bowing low and
kissing her hand. This wasn’t show-off
stuff; it was just a spontaneous outburst.

His intimates say he has another side.
In moods of depression he worries about
his work, fearing his good luck isn’t go-
ing to last. His favorite outlet for black
moods is fighting viciously with his
skinny partner, Abbott. Both become
furious. These fights lead to periodic
rumors that they are separating. But
after they're over the boys sit amiably
together and make jokes about them.
The jokes eventually find their way into
scripts for their pictures or broadcasts.

Bud Abbott, (Continued on page 115)
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Christmas is a light.

... a candle burning in a window.
... the vleam of a star on a tree.
... the light in the eyes of a child on Christmas morning.

But Christmas is more than these. Christmas is a light
within.

This light shines brightest in the face of a child —but
it glows deepest in the hearts of a father and a mother
who watch the child at play.

For the light that we know in our hearts at Christmas
time does not belong to Christmas alone, or to chil-
dren alone.

The Light no war will ever dim !

Tt glows in the heart of each man who, in the armed
forces of the United States today, stands ready to give
the greatest of all gifts—himself.

It shines in the heart of the worker who—through the
long dav, the holidav pleasures given up—gives his
skill. with industrv’s strength, for freedom’s sake.

And, in the hearts of those who gather scrap, use less
sugar and coffee and tea and meat, walk to save gaso-

line and tires, and keep on buying one more U. S.
\War Bond.

The things we give, and give up. todav as Americans,
are gifts of freedom and liberty and opportunity to all
the world tomorrow.



Although we have seen the lights oo out, one bv one,
in many of the cities of the world, this light still burns,
inextinguishably, in the heart of every American.

And while it burns, in true devotion to a cause, a faith,
a loyalty, we may be sure that one day we shall see
the lights come on again, one by one, over all the world.

In past years General Electric has manufactured many
gifts for Santa’s pack—gifts that kept on giving in terms
of the comforts and conveniences that modern electrical
servants bring into a home. This year we are manu-
facturing the tools that America is using to oring liberty
and freedom to men of hope and good-will everywhere,

GENERAL @3 ELECTRIC

GED 9552-355
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he said ; “it’ll tone up their liver or something.
You’'ll give just the touch of zip this party
needs.”

Oh, you're so swell, Tony. So understanding.

Everything went well until midnight, when
there was sudden excitement caused by a tele-
phone call for Jerry Coles. He rushed back
from the telephone, breathless, wild-eyed,
shouting to Tony, *“It’s two-ten! On fire! One
of those damn’ workmen must have dropped
a cigarette. The fire department is on the way
but the fire has a good start. Hurry up, Tony!
Let’s get over there.”

Tony said, grimly, **My house.”” And Chris-
tine knew it was the one he had designed, the
one that incorporated most of his best ideas,
the one he had hoped some day to buy for
Christine and himself. And she thought, sud-
denly shaken, *“It’s an omen. A bad omen.”

Tony said, **Want to come along, Chris?”

She couldn’t bear to look at him; she
wouldn’t be able to endure seeing that sweet
house go up in flames. She said bluntly, **No,
thanks. I'd rather not.”

She heard the door slam after them, and she
was left in the midst of a solemn little group.
She started to move away, when Cora An-
drews stopped her with a hand on her arm.
She said, *'If you marry Tony you'll have to
take a little more interest in his work.”

HRISTINE shook the older woman’s hand
from her arm angrily. She cried, “If! If!
If! Always if I marry Tony. Never when. Why
don’t you come right out with it and say
you're going to see to it that Tony doesn’t
marry me? Dbn't think I haven’t realized how
you feel. Oh, I know what a sweet martyr
you'd be. Youd go back to work—"
She broke off then and fled past the stricken,
silent group, and up the stairs to her room.

It was Betty who came to her in a little
while, Betty who sat beside her, cool and a lit-
tle stern. She said in her clear voice, * You
don’t understand Cora, Chris. She’s thinking
only of Tony’s happiness. She’s lived her
whole life for him, worked hard for him, and
she's overfearful that he might make a mis-
take. It’s sort of an obsession with her. And as
for working—why. she’s crazy to get back to
work. She really gave up the agency because
she thought Tony didn’t like her working.”

Christine said, ** You're certainly the model
daughter-in-law. I don’t blame Cora Andrews
for wanting Toay to marry you.”

Betty got up and smoothed the organdy
skirt with a careful hand. **But Tony loves
you,” she said, not looking at Christine. And
went quietly out of the little room. . . .

... “I blew up and spoiled your evening
for you, I guess, and I pretended to be asleep
when Tony came in. And then this morning
there was the letter from the attorneys saying
my mother had left me her jewels, and I real-
ized that would solve my problems. When |
sell them I'll be able to pay my debts and go
far enough away so there won’t be a chance of
my running into Tony unexpectedly.

“1t’s a funny thing—I said back there that
you know how I love Tony. But maybe you
don’t. Maybe that’s why you’ve been the way
you have with me. Because you were afraid I
didn’t love him enough to make him happy.
I keep remembering what Betty said to me
last night. I thought she was just being polite
and sympathetic, but maybe it was true, what
she said. I started this letter in anger and
hatred, and as I've been putting it down on
paper, and remembering and remembering,
1 begin to see your side of it more clearly. I
thought you were the one who had been wrong.
But now . . .”
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Now. She put the pén down carefully and
stared blankly at a tiny spot of ink on her
finger, stared until she couldn’t see how her
hand trembled.

She thought, Why, I haven’t been consider-
ing Tony at all. I've been too busy hating his
mother, picking on every little word she said.
And now, because 1 can’t face that situation,
I'm ready to give Tony up, to make him un-
happy, as well as myself. Maybe I've been
wrong all along. I've had the wrong attitude
right from the beginning. It wouldn’t have hurt
me to try tv see Cora Andrews’s side of it. 1
should have made her see how 1 love Tony and
would do anything for him.

She felt breathless and excited all at once,
as if she were on the verge of some great dis-
covery. She thought, Suppose I went to her and
said, “*Cora, 1 haven't played fair with you. 1
don’t blame you for thinking me not good
enough for Tony.”

And then she shook her head slowly, the
old hopelessness back upon her, sick with the
anticipation of another defeat.

There was a tap on her door, and she looked
up, startled, to see Cora Andrews standing
there, her face looking grim, but somehow
beaten and helpless.

She said hesitantly, “Christine, I've been
doing a lot of thinking since last night. I'm
afraid I haven’t played fair with you. I've been
too willing to believe the worst of you, too
ready to think you weren’t good enough for
Tony. I haven't tried to understand you—"

Christine said, “*Oh—" And her breath
drew in sharply and something hurt in her
chest. She said, almost whispering it, “I've
just been thinking almost the same thing about
myself. We were both too ready to think the
worst of each other. We each believed we were
thinking of Tony’s happiness, but if we had
been, we would have seen that Tony’s happi-
ness depended on our liking each other.”

1t all seemed so beautifully clear. She felt a
wonderful sense of release. All the dark things
locked tight within her were crowding to come
out into the light. She had always before been
afraid to talk with anyone. But now she
wanted to tell Tony’s mother everything that
was in her heart.

Cora Andrews smiled. ** That’s right, Chris-
tine. I've been thinking that, too. There's
enough hatred in the world—our affairs seem
so puny in comparison. We're two healthy, in-
telligent women. We can work this out. We
can’t be selfish. We both love Tony. We have
that much in common, to begin with. And the
things Tony loves in both of us we can cer-
tainly learn to love in each other.”

THERE was a tightness in Christine’s throat.
She said huskily, *You are smart, aren’t
you? I've been afraid to let you see how stupid
I am about most things. I should have told you
everything in the beginning. I see now that
that’s what Tony wanted me to do. He’s smart,
like you. He knew that once we understood
each other everything would be all right.”

A door slammed below, and Tony’s voice
bellowed, “Chris! Mother! Where are you
two?”

The eyes of the two women met, some new
secret understanding passing between them,
and Cora Andrews gave a little smile and
Christine’s heart thumped painfully.

Tony called, “ Hey! Is anything the mat-
ter?"

Christine said, with a catch in her voice,
“We’ll be right down, darling. There’s noth-
ing whatever the matter. Everything is—won-
derful.”

THE END X %
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then began turning cartwheels and performing
other inexplicable maneuvers. Yet, although
two feet of his right wing were gone and the
right aileron did not work, his plane kept fly-
ing. Dodging in and out of clouds, House
evaded a dozen Jap fighters, and reached his
home airfield. But when he came in to land,
his plane suddenly rolled over. He pulled up
to try again. The second time, the same thing
happened—but he came in the third time and
landed safely.

This flier was one of those young Americans
Hitler once called “‘soft!”

Lieut. House's success, of course, was due
in part to the fact that he was well equipped.
Into his plane went the labor of thousands of
men and women workers. Into it went the
accumulated skill of American aviation en-
gineers, who have given the world such
inventions as the turbosupercharger, equip-
meat for stratosphere flying, dive-bombing,
parachute troops—and we have only just
begun.

Lieut. House was also superbly trained. So
are our bombardiers, navigators, and gunners.

But Lieut. House was just one member of a
team, which includes all of us. To keep one
man in the sky requires at least ten technicians
on the ground. To supply one plane with guns,
gasoline, food. and other supplies, requires
hundreds of military men, and thousands of
workers at home. This is truly a people’s war
—a war to survive or perish. And the people
want to know how the war—on the ground,
on the sea, and in the air—is progressing.

How far are we on the road to aerial su-
periority, the first step to victory?

American strategy is geared to ATTACK, and
we are attacking now. Today, 1 am glad to re-
port that in the Far East and Europe, every 24
hours, thousands of tons of bombs are being
dropped, in daylight raids, on Axis factories,
arsenals, and war installations. Our bombers
are shooting enemy fighters down. We are ac-
complishing precision bombing that no other
nation can approach in accuracy or destructive-
ness. We have real precision teamwork in our
combat crews.

Our air war problem, at the start, differed
from Great Britain’s. Our major foe was a long
way off. Our planes had to fight from the
tropics to the poles. We had to have different
types of planes to do different types of jobs.
They had to be tough and versatile. And their
ground crews had to be able to make their
repairs on the spot.

That’s exactly what they're doing today.

Not long ago, a British squadron leader
told me about one of his planes which had
been forced down in Africa. The trouble was a
faulty gadget on the starter coil. An American
in the area named McKinney scratched his
head, rolled up his sleeves, and made a brand-
new one—out of sardine cans! The plane flew
away, escaping the seasonal rains which would
have bogged it down for months, and possibly
made it Nazi prey.

Our engineers designed the Curtiss P-40
fighter (the latest improved model is the P-40F,
or Warhawk) to take off from improvised air-
fields, in arctic cold, desert dust, or tropic
heat. It had to be tough enough to “take it” as
well as *“*dish it out.” This is precisely what it
has proved able to do in Australia and the
North African desert. The Flying Tigers used
P-40’s with historic success in China.

In contrast, Britain developed such inter-
ceptors as the fast-climbing, highly maneuver-
able Spitfire for the defense of their metropolis,
London. It uses well-developed airfields, and
carries a light gasoline load, because its flights
are of shorter range. The Spitfire is excellent

for intercepting Nazis, just as the British find
our A-20’s, or “Bostons,” excellent for chan-
nel fighting. It’s true American pilots fly some
Spitfires in England, but that’s because Eng-
land has plenty of them at home, and our
planes are busy in Australia, India, New
Guinea, China, Alaska, Egypt, Iceland, and
elsewhere.

For some months we have been bombing
Germany. The vital task of protecting our
bombers on their trip is another specialized
job. Such fighters must have very heavy fire
power and extra range. We have such ships, in
quantity, in the P-40F, the P-38, and the P-39.
Our Russian allies regard our P-39, or Aira-
cobra, with its heavy fire power (one 37-mm.
cannon and six machine guns) as the best
plane yet for the war being fought on the Rus;
sian front.

High-altitude fighters do their specific job
well, but alone they cannot control the skies.
We have a good high-altitude fighter in the
Lockheed Lightning, or P-38, with its dis-
tinguishing twin fuselage. I am told that a
woman airplane spotter once described it to
her superior as looking like “‘two airplanes
with their arms around each other.”” Seriously
speaking, the P-38 has great fire power, climbs
as fast or faster, flies as high or higher, and
maneuvers as well as the Spitfire. This deadly
fighter is now operating in the Aleutians, in
England, and on other fronts.

Our new P-47, or Republic Thunderbolt,
with 2,000 horsepower, has more fire power
than Germany’s latest and best fighter, the
Focke-Wulf 190. We believe it will surpass
anything the Germans are developing today
for substratosphere war. It is the fastest plane
ever developed by any nation.

So much for our fighters; what about our
bombers?

We developed the A-20, a light, low-level at-
tack bomber, early in the game, because we
got more destruction with it than we did with
the dive-bomber. The British, who call the
A-20 the “‘Boston,” use it as a night fighter as
well as light bomber. When they blast an
enemy objective, they say they have ““Boston-
ized it.”

Our B-25 medium bombers made the first
of many future raids on Tokyo. Our fliers
often refer to it as “Doolittle-ville.”” Our B-26
has served as both a medium bomber and a
torpedo bomber.

The heavy bomber B-17, or Flying Fortress,
has proved its destructiveness in the European
and Australian areas. So has the B-24, or
Liberator. Converted, these planes make ex-
cellent transports. 1n October I flew in a B-24
from Brisbane, Australia, to Washington,
D. C., via a most circuitous route, in 63 hours
and 10 minutes—very fast time.

Let us judge our air success by the whole
record. What is the box score?

From February 1 to October 3, 1942, the
Army Air Forces destroyed 315 enemy planes
in aerial combat. We have probably destroyed
146 others. In the same period, we have lost
116 of our planes.

We are destroying them, t/ree to one.

Our fliers are the best in the world, on the
basis of what they have already accomplished.
Often, they are still outnumbered, and they
have to fight in our enemy’s own “*back yard.”
They will do even better, as more planes are
available. But let us not make the fatal mis-
take of underestimating the ability of our
enemies! They will make us pay in blood all
the way.

1 wish readers of THE AMERICAN MAGAZINE
could see our improved and totally new planes
in our best laboratories and in actual flight.
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They are for tomorrow’s warfare, for 1943 and
1944. These planes surpass those now flying.
in speed, climbing speed, range, bomb load,
and fire power. We cannot talk about them in
detail, but here are some new developments.

1. The Army Air Forces has a huge glider
program in operation. Modern armies must
use glider-borne troops, parachutists, and air-
borne infantry by the tens of thousands.

2. Many of our newest planes and gliders
are made of plastics or plywood, to save
strategic materials.

3. The co-axial propeller provides in-
creased speeds at high altitude. A gear system
permits two propellers to rotate in opposite
directions on a single shaft. You will hear
more of it.

4. Improved superchargers cnable existing
planes to fly several thousand feet higher than
previously expected.

5. Advances in aerial photography will
make our bombing even better.

6. We are building larger and longer-range
transports. We are now operating an inter-
continental transportation system of flying box-
cars dwarfing anything heretofore in existence.
We are flying men, guns, supplies all over the
world.

7. In the pursuit class, we already have the
P-51, or Mustang, in Europe, a medium-alti-
tude fighter which is heavier-gunned and
faster up to 20,000 feet than any other plane
now in existence. 1 cannot discuss other super-
fighters which will be built in 1943 and 1944.
But we will have them, in quantity.

8. New developments are increasing ac-
curacy in aerial gunnery as well as increasing
fire power.

9. Today’s bombers, effective as they are,
are but forerunners of new superbombers
with unprecedented fire power, range, and
bomb loadings. Many will be for high-altitude
or stratosphere flying.

10. The precision bombing of the AAF is
accurate, not only from high altitudes, but
from all altitudes. With an increase in bomb
loadings and heavier bombs of the block-
buster types, we can expect to pulverize enemy
factories, arsenals, railyards, and power
plants. Each of our new warships of the sky
will carry enough destruction to demolish up
to five solid blocks of Berlin or Tokyo. But,
again, let us not underestimate the endurance
and fighting ability of our enemijes!

During coming months these developments
will appear on the war fronts. So will many
others, still secret. Those of us who had confi-
dence in American inventive and engineering
skilt today are seeing that confidence fulfilled.
We are using our resources. The skill and la-
bor of free Americans will enable us to con-
tinue to outfly and outfight any plane that
Hitler and his slaves can put into the air.

We are on the road to aerial supremacy.

It is a road filled with costly successes and
bitter defeats. But it is the road that leads to
undisputed control of the air—and the ulti-
mate defeat of our enemies.

Y FLEET—By Admiral Ernest J. King

Commander in Chief, U. S. Fleet, and
Chief of Naval Operations

AS 1 remarked not long ago, the tremendous
importance of sea power to the United States
has never been so thoroughly comprehended
by so many people as it is today. The answer
is not far to seek. The current war has been an
object lesson. Situated as we are, our maritime
defenses have been under continuous discus-
sion and revision for many years, but it was
not until the summer of 1940 that it became
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apparent that we needed a navy of sufficient
size to carry on a global war.

Everyone realizes, 1 think, that our npaval
strength projected two years ago is not yet
anywhere near its peak, and that the tre-
mendous effort which has been made to
construct planes and ships and train men to
fight them has not yet been translated, in any
great degree, to our fighting fronts. Naturally,
we are all impatient to bring this additional
power to bear on the enemy.

At the moment, in addition to the activities
on our fighting fronts, we are dealing with the
problems incident to our rapid expansion.
Our basic training programs, which are
comprehensive, are well in hand and we are
experiencing no recruiting difficulties. Our
building program has been regulated to fit our
most pressing needs, and has, in general, been
accelerated. Our repair yards have done well,
and bid fair to do even better by virtue of the
experience they have already had.

It remains to co-ordinate these efforts into
an overwhelming winning combination. The
statement is not original with me, but the best
way to learn to fight a war is to fight one, and
it follows that we must make the most of the
experience of those men who are now trained
veterans. Obviously, we are not at top fighting
efficiency unless our men have that all-impor-
tant “know-how.”

With specific reference to the fighting fronts,
the results speak for themselves. In my judg-
ment—which 1 hope is concurred in—our
naval forces have given an excellent account
of themselves. Those who have seen action
have measured up to our expectations, and
those who have not seen action have ex-
hibited a devotion to duty that bespeaks their
caliber. 1 am not worried about the quality of
our personnel, commissioned or enlisted. The
former, I am sure, are free from stereotyped
conceptions of warfare, and I consider them
resourceful and competent. They will not hesi-
tate to take a well-calculated risk. The latter
are highly intelligent American men who have
never been found wanting as fighters. This is
another kind of winning combination.

We could not, of course, do our part in this
war without the support of the country as a
whole. It is not my province to discuss the
ways and means of providing that support,
but [ will say this:

If we are given the sea power—and that in-
cludes air power—which the nation is capable
of producing, you can count on the Navy to
apply it to our enemies where and when it will
hurt them most.

We will win this war!

% MANPOWER—BYy Paul V. McNutt
Chairman, War Manpower Commission

ONE notion still too prevalent in America on
this first anniversary of Pearl Harbor is a smug
assumption that our enemies will LOSE the war.
On the contrary, we have to WIN it.

To win it we must speed up the conversion
of our factories and our lives. This means
every single one of us, down to the last man
and the last woman. And it means teamwork.

The task of the War Manpower Commis-
sion is to implement teamwork by seeing to it
that every man and woman is placed in the
job he or she can do best. Before the end of
1943, the fortunes of 65,000,000 of us will be
caught up in this tremendous effort.

Last December 6,900,000 people were,
directly or indirectly, in war work.

This December, 17,500,000 people are,
directly or indirectly, in war work.

And next December, 20,000,000 people—

and probably more—must be, directly or in-
directly, in war work.

Those are the figures, although they do not
tell the whole story. In addition, several mil-
lion men will be called to the armed services
and thousands of others will drop out from
natural causes. No less than 3,500,000, and
quite likely as many as 5,000,000, new workers
must be found during the coming year.

And today we are scraping the bottom of
our manpower barrel.

There are no more expert tool- and die-
makers.

There are no more first-class machinists.

There are no more lens grinders.

And in dozens of other vital crafts the sup-
ply is almost exhausted.

That is America’s problem at home. It is
your challenge.

We are solving the problem of skilled
craftsmanship by a process called job simpli-
fication. Expert lens grinders, for example,
are masters of 10 difterent mechanical arts.
We have divided their work into 10 simplified
operations which can be performed by par-
tially skilled hands, using the lens grinders as
supervisors. This works well. But it increases
the need for new hands.

In 195 local labor markets, shortages of
male workers now exist or are anticipated
before the end of 1943. In 134 local labor
markets, the number of male workers appears
to be adequate. Why not, you ask, move the
surplus manpower into the acute areas? That
must be done. But this migration must be
controlled, else hardships will certainly result.
Voluntary, spontaneous in-migrations to
some congested localities have already taxed
housing and sanitation facilities far beyond
their utmost limits. 1f you are asked to change
your residence in 1943, you have a right to
know that you and your family will find
proper accommodations awaiting you.

But there are other types of manpower
crises presenting more complex problems.

One of these is the labor pirate, the em-
ployer who raids other factories, offering
higher wages and more overtime. Usually he
neglects to mention that housing is unavail-
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Our great untapped reservoir of power in
America is womanpower. And we have learned
that they are eager to answer the call.

Detroit is one of the 195 industrial centers
suffering from a shortage of hands. At least
100,000 new workers are needed there as this
is written. But Detroit cannot accommodate
another 100,000 people; it has no place to put
them. Obviously, then, these new workers had
to be found right at home. There was an un-
spoken prejudice in many Detroit factories
against employing women. Nevertheless, we
recently made a post-card canvass of Detroit
women, asking whether they would be willing
to work in war plants. The affirmative re-
sponse was overwhelming. Today, the United
States Employment Service is infiltrating the
fuctories with women, and employers are
finding them intelligent and capable.

All prejudices must be broken down, not
only against women but against trivial handi-
caps, youth, age. In Baltimore we had a
prejudice against hiring Negroes. Baltimore
had imported 70,000 workers from other
areas, cramming its housing accommodations,
but it needed 56,000 more. We sat down with
Baltimore’s leaders of management and labor
and pointed out that the situation could be
materially relieved by hiring Negroes. It was
tried, and it worked. Baltimore has become a
demonstration center for the nation.

These random examples are not exact pat-
terns, but they are guides.

The points are these:

if you are an employer, utilize your man-
power and your reserves as you would if you
were a military leader directing a battle.

If you are a worker, insist upon the privilege
of giving your best ability at your top skill.

If you are a white-collar man in a nonessen-
tial or less essential business, begin NOW to fit
yourself for war work.

If you are not employed, but consider your-
self employable, go immediately to the United
States Employment Service nearest your home
and ask what you can do to help.

Nothing less is going to win this war.

It is up to you.

able in his district and that living costs areye SELECTIVE SERVICE—

higher. Many workers, dazzled by his bright
promises, have found themselves sadly duped.
The antithesis of the labor pirate is the labor
hoarder, the employer who pays his skilled
men to work at secondary tasks, or even to
remain idle against the day he may need then.
Both the labor pirate and the labor hoarder
are being dealt with.

Agriculture presents a tremendous prob-
lem. During 1943, at least 1,000,000 able-
bodied men may leave the farms for military
service or for war industry. While all of these
workers may not have to be replaced on a
year-round basis, all of them, and more, will
have to be replaced at the seasonal peak.
This is an opportunity for tens of thousands
of independent farmers on marginal lands to
leave their subsistence acres for the duration
and work on commercial farms, producing
foodstuffs for general consumption. Older
folk and youngsters, particularly in small
towns, must join the farm army. Women must
help.

Women must help not only on the farms,
but in the factories.

This first year of war has proved that women
can perform more than four fifths of all war

jobs.

This December, 4,000,000 women are in
war industry.

Next December, 6,000,000 women must be
in war industry.

By Brigadier General Lewis B. Hershey
Director of Selective Service

TODAY, one year into the war, it is high time
we did some straight thinking concerning our
obligations and privileges under the Selective
Service Act.

We are fucing a crucial year, a year in which
all the restrictions of our lives are going to be
tightened. It is high time each American rooted
out selfish interests and personal considera-
tions.

We are building the most powerful army
the world has ever seen. Let me assure you it
will be large enough and strong enough to
win this war.

[t must be a force with a wide variety of
skills, experiences, and capabilities, encom-
passing a broad range of ages, educations, and
talents.

For that good reason, every man of military
age who is physically, mentally, and morally
acceptable must consider himself a potential
soldier, liable for induction into the armed
services.

Standards of deferment have changed since
the first day of the war, and they will doubtless
change again as necessity arises.

It should be clearly understood that defer-
ment under Selective Service means a tempo-
rary respite from military service. It does not
mean exemption from military service. Any



68

registrant in a deferred classification may be
called for service at any time.

Every eligible man, regardless of the nature
of his work or the nature or number of his de-
pendents, will be called if and when the Nation
needs him to bear arms.

No man is expected, meanwhile, to abdicate
responsibility to his dependents nor to shirk
his civilian duties. Each man will be called as
he is needed: neither before nor after. The
regulations are specific. They represent careful
thought. They are fair.

But neither can any man—nor uny indi-
vidual—expect to evade his responsibility to
the Nation.

As an American, then, your course is clear
and definite.

This is not a war between armies alone. Lt
is a war between whole populations. It is
aptly called a people’s war. That means it is
everybody's war. It is your war.

Whether you are old or young, man or
woman, you have definite obligations to your
fellow Americans and definite privileges as a
citizen.

Fulfill them wisely. for this is the test of
true democracy.

It is at once your challenge, your duty, and
your opportunity.

FOOD—By Claude R. Wickard
Secretary of Agriculture

DURING our first, ycar of war, American
farmers turned loose a flood of production
never approached before. Still they did not
produce as much food as we could have used.
In 1943, farmers will have to perform a still
greater production miracle if we are to meet
growing wartime requirements.

1 do not mean that there is much likelihood
of anything approaching famine in this coun-
try. I do mean that our army and navy need
so much food, and our allies need so much,
and civilian families here at home need so
much, that there is a real question whether
farmers and the food industry will be able to
fill all of those needs completely.

If we employ all of our production resources
to the limit, and use existing supplies wisely,
we have a chance to keep our own troops the
best fed in the world, send our allies enough
to keep up their strength, and provide nourish-
ing meals for families here at home.

But I sec no prospect that American civil-
ians can continue to buy as much of certain
foods as they are willing and able to purchase.

The war not only is increasing the total de-
mand for our farm products. it is bringing
huge increases in the demand for concentrated
products that our overscas troops and our
allies need most—tinned and cured meats,
dried milk, dried eggs. and the like. This
creates  a special drain on several kinds of
food which arc staples here at home.

Farming can’t be speeded beyond the slow
turn of the seasons and the life cycle of domes-
tic animals. So conversion to a war basis
takes time. Since farmers usually plan a year
or more in advance, the 1942 farm production
record would not have been possible if farm-
ers had started from scratch when the Japa-
nese made their sneak attack on Pearl Harbor.

Fortunately, long before December 7. 1941,
the work of gearing agriculture to war had
already begun, at the same time that we were
increasing the strength of our army and step-
ping up industrial war production.

So, when the Japs made their treacherous
attack, American farmers were well on the
way to a war footing. They moved ahead
from there. We considered additional war-

time requirements, and then consulted with
farmers and officials to find out the greatest
production farmers could possibly achicve.
Then we set new production gouls, calling
for sharp increases in many key products.

The greatest increases were in the vegetable
oil crops, for Japan's conquests in the Far
East suddenly cut off our imports of about a
billion pounds of oils a year. To make up for
this loss of coconut, palm, and tung oils from
halfway around the world, we turned to
domestic products, aiming at increases of over
150 per cent in peanuts, over 50 per cent in
soybeans, and over 30 per cent in flaxseed.

The new production goals called for .other
increuases in milk, eggs, and hogs, to name
only three examples.

As farmers settled down to work last spring
they were aiming at much the greatest produc-
tion in all our agricultural history, and facing
a formidable set of obstacles. Much new farm
machinery was hard to get: the steel and other
critical materials were needed for munitions.
It was practically impossible to obtain new
trucks, cars, or tires. Many fertilizers, insecti-
cides, and other essenual materials were
harder to get. Most important, farm labor
grew scarcer as the season progressed.

But by October it was clear that farmers
had come through. They not only turned out
a record total production, but they made the
greatest increases in the products which were
needed most. Thev fell somewhat short of a
tew individual goals, but for other products
they surpassed the goals.

Production of all crops was more than 12
per cent ahead of the previous all-time record
of 1937. Slaughterings of hogs and cattle set
new records. Peanut production was about
double 1941°s production. Production of
another oil crop, soybeans, also was prac-
tically doubled. Farmers met their goal for
flaxseed.

Three factors were behind this almost unbe-
lievable accomplishment. One was careful
planning and co-operation with the Govern-
ment and with one another to reach wartime
goals. The second was sheer hard work.
Farmers worked from dawn till after sun-
down, seven days a week, and often thcir
wives and daughters worked in the fields with
them. The third factor was\the weather, which
was favorable in nearly every county. Crop
yields were the greatest in our history.

Through the crop season the wartime
requirements for American food steadily
increased. Our army passed the 4,000,000
mark and kept growing. The other armed
services kept growing. too. This created great
new demands for food. Not only does a U. S.
fighting man eat about a quarter again as
much as he does in civilian life, but large
reserves of food must be built up. Also, food
requirements of our allies increased beyond
all expectations.

By the ist of October about 7,000.000.000
pounds of lend-lease farm products had been
laid down at the dockside here for use by the
United Nations. The trend in those shipments
is steadily upward, and when more shipping is
available the advance will be accelerated still
further.

Domestic demands for food also increased
greatly during 1942. As the nation got into its
wartime stride more people found jobs, and
nearly everyone worked harder and longer.
Millions of people needed more food. At the
same time, with more money in their pockets,
families were in a position to buy much more.
The 1942 production provided the food that
domestic consumers needed, but, in some par-
ticular lines, not all they wanted.
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Altogether, food production during the first
year of the war was enough to supply our
armed forces and help feed our allies without
causing more than minor inconveniences to
most American housewives. In 1943, the ef-
fects of the world-wide Battle of Food will be
felt more keenly.

The greatest uncertainty is farm produc-
tion, and shortage of manpower is the chief
concern.

_ Farm operators and their sons, as well as
hired workers. have left in large numbers for
the Army, Navy, or war industries. Many
skilled managers will not be on the land in 1943.

In 1943 we must make the best possible use
of manpower available for farming. I know of
no panacea. We must act vigorously, in every
way practicable, to keep enough skilled man-
agers on essential farms, to transport migrant
farm workers, to train boys and girls, women,
and city people to do farm work.

We must help some of the 2,000,000 farm
families now on crowded, unproductive land
to work good furmland which otherwise might
lie idle. Last October the War Manpower
Commission acted to relieve the most critical
phasc of the problem by stabilizing employ-
ment on dairy, livestock, and poultry farms.
The program included instruction by Selective
Service to its local boards to grant occupa-
tional deferment to men doing necessary work
on these farms.

By using all of these methods we may be
able to partially squeeze through the farm
labor bottleneck. If we can do this, I believe
we can also gat around most of the obstacles
of scarcer machinery, materials, and transpor-
tation. However, 1 do not want to sound too
optimistic. Requirements for food will be
even greater in 1943, and the growing handi-
caps may prevent farmers from bettering, or
even equaling, the 1942 record. Also, the
weather is unpredictable.

All that farmers can do is put all of their
land and effort into products which are abso-
lutely essentiul, and work them hardest.

Luxury food products, with little real diet
value. are out for the duration.

As for the necessary foods, we must use our
supplies most carefully.

Unless we civilians conserve the food supplies
we have now, we may come to a time when we
shall have to choose between mighty short ra-
tions for ourselves or allowing our allies or even
our own troops to go without food they need.

Getting the conservation job done calls for
the best efforts of American houscwives, as
well as of the people who produce, process,
and distribute food. Careful family buying and
planning of meals will make our available
supplies go a lot farther.

The whole food outlook for 1943 can be
summed up in one sentence : Barring any great
disaster of weather, we have a chance of meet-
ing all essential requirements for American
food only if we concentrate on the products
which are needed vitally and if we make only
the wisest usc of present food supplies.

HOME DEFENSE—By James M. Landis
Director, Office of Civilian Defense

EACH day, sacks of letters are delivered to
our offices at Washington. Many are from
school-age youngsters, many are from persons
not fitted for any sort of military service, and
many more are from men and women past
what used to be considered the age of useful-
ness. The tenor of these letters never varies:
“What can I do to help win the war?”
There is an answer to that question appli-
cable to each individual American; for in


















74

sive. He and Chuck had been compelled to
shake hands and apologize, and Chuck would
have been glad to lct it stop there. Not Buzz.
He pinned up more than fifty advertiscments
and magazine covers, of Penelope, and he
made Chuck come over to his room and
knuckle down to all he had to say about the
cclebrated model. Chuck did. It was the only
way left open to him. And Buzz, being an up-
perclassman, could make him knuckle—good.

It didn’t end, even with that.

Onc night, half undressed, Chuck stopped
to watch the slow movement of the hot-dog
man’s gas-lighted cart across the fragrant
school grounds. Buzz came into his room and
mightily smacked his naked back. Chuck spun
around and looked unhappily at Buzz.

“If you want trouble,” Chuck said, ““you
came to the right place. We'll bust up my
room, tonight. And we’ll both get kicked out
of Hillcliff. Okay?”

BUZZ threw himself into Chuck’s own easy
chair. “Trouble? Hell, no! I just came over
to tell you I'm going to prove how crazy you
were when you started that first fracas. I
thought you'd like to know ahead of time.
I got a friend—guy in Princeton—knows a lot
of babes in New York. One of those dishes
knows Penelope Davis. And, belicve it or not,
this egg has fixed it for me to have a date with
Penny in town next week end!™

Chuck disbelieved it so plainly that Buzz
threw the letter on his desk. **Go on. Read it.
Monday, when I get back, I'll tell you exactly
what sort of a dame Penny is, firsthand.”

Chuck read the letter. What it said sub-
stantiated Buzz’s claim. Why his mother
would agree to go out dancing with another
model, a college guy, and a school kid was
more than he could see. Doubt collected in-
side him. Maybe some of the stories were
true. Maybe his mother had dececived him.
Maybe, as some of thc boys said, she did
practically live in hot spots, and go out with
celebritics, and even school Kids, just because
she couldn’t resist men. Maybc it was true.
Chuck didn’t know, after all. He and his
mother weren’t together, much.

That scalding fear dissolved. His mother
had agreed to this absurd ** date™ becausc she
knew that Buzz would be one of the escorts.
Buzz would talk about Hillcliff, and maybe,
even, about him. She would be wanting to
hear about him. Chuck was partially con-
soled. He handed back the letter. “If 1 didn't
read it I wouldn’t believe it,” he said.

Buzz pushed him, made a few suggestions
as to the nature of the party he and his Prince-
ton friend would throw for the two girls, and
went out of the room, crowing.

When he had gone, Chuck reflected that, in
his tux, Buzz could easily pass for twenty.
And Chuck's mother, when she wanted to,
could do the same. Easily. He worried about
that. Through the warm, quiet, barren week
end, he worried.

On Monday he saw Buzz going to class.
Buzz saluted him with inordinate gusto;
but they had no chance to talk. That night
Chuck went down to Buzz’s room three times,
but Buzz was not there. He did not come
back, in fact, until the last bell was ringing.
Then he merely said, “Wow!”* to Chuck, and
banged into his room.

He was well aware of the younger boy’s
burning curiosity. So he made Chuck wait,
by one stratagem or another, until Wednes-
day. Then, between classes, on the Graduates’
Bench, he told the story.

Afterward Chuck tried forlornly to piece it
together and find out just where Buzz had

commenced to lie. Because part of it was
surely true. Buzz had taken his mother, and
the other couple, to one of the smartest res-
taurants in the city, for dinner. It had been
Chuck’s mother, and no mistake. Buzz de-
scribed her too perfectly, physically, and from
the standpoint of her way of moving her head
and her hands, the timbre of her voice, and
how she laughed. Sure, they’d talked about
Hillcliff. She’d been mightily intcrested in
Hillcliff. She'd asked more darn’ questions!
But he’d moved the subject on to more adult
topics.

They had gone to a show. Danced. All four.
Then to a hot spot. She had drunk quite a
lot of liquor. He, too. Keceping his head, of
course. She had. been everything he had ex-
pected and more. Of course—and there Buzz
had frowned unhappily—she looked like a
kid in her pictures and she was actually a good
dcal older.

They had gone to another spot. And there,
Chuck insisted to himself, was where Buzz
had begun to lie. He had described Chuck’s
mother dancing in a more intimate manner
and telling him how much she liked school
kids. They went to more places. She became
very gay. Buzz reached the climax of his story
with telling skill: **Sunday morning, Chuck,
I woke up—gucss where? In Penny's apart-
ment! I'd spent the night there. Maybe you
won’t believe it. Come over to my room!™

In a misery that he would not have believed
a human being could contain, Chuck went
over to Buzz’s room. And Buzz produced the
evidence. It was dainty and perfumed, like the
delicate, fractional garments his mother wore
in so many of the photographs. Sewn into it
was a tidy label. It said, “"Penelope Davis.”

And anyway the perfume was special, made_

for Penny. Chuck knew it very well.

For a couple of days he didn’t do anything
—or say anything.

Then he decided to try becoming a cynic.
He practiced a deliberate brutality of outlook
and thought, among his schoolmates. It
startled them. When, presently, he was sum-
moned to Scoops’s office to be cross-ques-
tioned on a minor matter, he awaited the more
personal angle calmly, knowing that it was
inevitable. Scoops put it bluntly: **What the
devil has got into you that’s making you act
like the village idiot, and talk like a cheap
Rasputin?®

 Change of viewpoint,” Chuck said glassily.
*Stoicism.”

THE headmaster tried hard but he didn’t get
anywhere. It wasa very exasperating inter-
view, considering the sort of person Chuck
had always appeared to be. When the boy had
left his office, stiff with some sort of juvenile
morbidity, sercne and asking to be socked,

Scoops dictated a letter. Quite a long one..

Chuck didn't know about the letter, of
course.

He was thinking of other things, making
plans, and walking alone a good deal. those
days. There was no use trying to get through
school, and then college, and then trying to
become the sort of man Scoops had been
before he had taken the headmaster’s post.
No carthly use. His mother did not need or
deserve that sort of maintenance. He would
pack up what he required. in a few days, and
leave. They would take him as a naval cadet,
under another name. That would be the end
of him. . . .

It was his habit of walking alone in the
cvening that brought him past Scoops’s gar-
den. That and an ineffable forlornness. Old
Scoops was talking to somebody. You could
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hear his carnest, resonant voice. The some-
body was a woman, and the place was terrific
with lilacs. Having nothing to do, and being
little interested in the consequences of any act
he might elect to perform, Chuck pushed
into the bushes and drew close to the scene.

The woman was his mother. She wasn’t
wearing her hair tucked up. Or glasses. She
:‘vas crying hard. And Scoops was kissing
er.

Chuck crept into the gloom with a javelin
through his breast: Scoops, roo.

HE WENT down a country road. If he had
troubled to think of it he would have real-
ized that he knew perfectly well where the road
led, where he was, and how to get back to his
rooms. But his attitude was different. The
night was soft and sweet, the road white and
winding, the bordering trees tall and mur-
murous. He felt as if he were—not walking,
but floating—and not in a placc he knew, but
one he had ncver heard of. A ghost, sluicing
through the night, in purgatory.

A mile. Two miles. And then all the insides
of Chuck Davis rebelled. The things he knew,
the things he had scen, the things his own cyes
were witnesses of. simply could not be. He
didn’t know how they could not be. Perhaps
he had really gone insane, as Scoops had in-
timated. But what had happened had not hap-
pened. It had not to be!

1t would be necessary, he soon realized, to
make onc and a more passionate attempt (o
find out the truth. Then, crazy or not, if the
truth was still an obscene tapestry he could
at least start killing people. He sat down on
a rock and wept.

He wept bleakly, silently. A car approached,
and slowed as its headlights revealed the bent,
racked figure on the stone. 1t went on. A
buggy passed, and the farmer in it clucked to
his horse. Degree by degrec the stars swung
up; after a while Chuck started back. He tot-
tered along, and then straightened, and walkgd
with firm purpose. Presently he began to run,
in the dusk, with frogs and insects accompany-
ing shrilly the soft drum-sounds of his fect.

They weren’t in Scoops’s garden any more.

But there was a light in the kitchen. Chuck
went up on the back porch quictly. He could
see them. Scoops getting things out of his ice-
box. He seemed to be laughing. Chuck’s
mother was cooking something.

He stood, looking through the glass door.
The insistent feeling that he, and not they,
were wrong, the feeling that had come over
him before he sat on the rock, made him more
peaceful than he had been for a long time.
Forever, maybe. That was the right feeling,
whatever the rest of the mess meant. He kept
looking. She didn’t have her glasses on. Her
hair spilled gold and curly above the apron
knot at the nape of her neck. Her hands were
shaking a little. Scoops brought something
from the refrigerator and kissed her neck. It
was a nice kiss.

Chuck went in.

They didn't notice he was dusty or that the
dust was mucky on his cheeks. He was a kid,
and kids did ¢razy things like running around
at night in the dust and the mist, and it dirtied
them. They were too busy, talking both to-
gether and then waiting together, explaining
how it had happencd. How she had fallen in
love with him the first day she’d seen him, and
how she didn’t have the courage to tell him
about herself. How he had beencrazyabout her
the first time she’d appeared, a pupil’s mother,
in glasses, with her hair skinned back, but the
right kind of lips, and a lift to her chin. And
when she’d finally told about being a model—
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well, what was wrong with that? Then they
staggered him by asking if it was all right
with him. It was extremely silly, in a way.
Later, Chuck’s mother mentioned that
““silly boy™ who had gotten so drunk she’d
had to take him to her apartment and leave
him there, with the janitor as a warden, all
night, while she went to a friend’s apartment.
And he’d stolen one of her bras! She had
thought it would be interesting to see him
because he was a schoolmate of Chuck’s. She
thoughtshecould hear about Chuck from him.
The boy listened, and stuffed himself with
omelet and toast and blackberry jam and milk.

They were going to get married after the
term. Penny wouldn’t model any more. But,
as Scoops said, there sure would be a new at-
traction at the headmaster’s house, wouldn’t
there?

Eventually, Chuck bethought himself to go
back to the dorm and leave them alone. . . .

IN EARLY June, on Temple Day, it was the
headmaster who tapped Chuck. Three light
touches that might mean fame and a career,
that had made even Cabinet members, in their
time.

Chuck had been just standing around, con-

THE AMERICAN MAGAZINE

tented, looking at a few birds in a tree. He
turned slowly and said, *You must of made
a mistake, Scoops—Mr. Howard. I'm not
much of a guy. I mean—I sort of botched
keeping mother’s secret, for instance.”

Scoops—Mr. Howard—answered first, with
the Latin formula. Then he handed Chuck a
paper with directions for getting to the secret
meeting place. After that he said, “Temple
won’t ever demand more of you than you’ve
done already. Six o’clock, Davis.”

And Davis said, “ Yes, sir.”

THE END X% %

The Pope and
the War

[ J
(Continued from page 13)

College of Cardinals was a purely ecclesi-
astical matter, but I soon found how wrong
I was. The election of the new Pope became
part of the world-wide diplomatic struggle be-
tween the democracies and the dictatorships,
with the dictators—as usual—taking the of-
fensive.

Hitler wanted a Pope favorable to Natjonal
Socialism; first, to remove internal opposition
to his regime by German Catholics, and, sec-
ond, to strengthen his hand in international
affairs. During his 1938 visit to Rome he had
been stung by the fact that Pius XI had left
town and gone to his country estate at Caste}
Gandolfo, remarking that he would not stay
in Rome, “because a cross now waves there
which is not the cross of Christ.”

Hitler had no hope of dominating the elec-
tion singlehanded, however, because even if he
were able to control the German Cardinals,
there were only three of them out of a total of
sixty-two. There is reason to believe that he
therefore induced Mussolini to try to in-
fluence the Italian Cardinals, who dominated
the election, to name someone pro-totali-
tarian.

While Cardinals from the more distant parts
of the world were journeying to Rome to take
part in the Conclave, the Italian Cardinals,
who were already on the spot, were under
constant bullying from the Fascist political
machine. I heard on all sides in Rome that the
Duce was pulling every wire he had to swing
the election. The Conclave therefore opened
in an atmosphere of great tension.

ON THAT sunny day of March 2, 1939, when
the Conclave opened, I and several score
other newspaper correspondents were in the
huge Piazza San Pietro, with our eyes glued to
the tiny chimney from which would issue the
smoke of the burned ballots—black smoke
when the balloting did not result in an election ;
white smoke when the Pope was chosen. A
great crowd of the faithful restlessly roamed
the great square in front of St. Peter’s Basilica
in a state of suppressed excitement.

Around noon there was a puff of black
smoke. No election.

The excitement of the crowd increased.
Although there were a half-dozen *‘popables™

who seemed to have the best chance of elec-
tion, there was an old Roman saying that he
who went into the Conclave a Pope came out
a Cardinal—in other words, to use racing
parlance, the “favorite seldom won. Most of
the crowd, too, had heard the rumor that
Mussolini was trying to engineer the election
and were hoping he wouldn’t succeed.

INALLY, in the late afternoon came an-

other wisp of smoke, so faint its color
could hardly be distinguished in the slanting
rays of the setting sun. The crowd roared,
*“Sfumata bianca,” for which I was profoundly
grateful, as the smoke puff had been so slight
that I was scarcely sure whether it was white
or not.

Within fifteen minutes the number of the
faithful in St. Peter’s Square had quadrupled,
so that the place was jammed. When the
Camerlingo finally appeared on the balcony
of St. Peter’s and announced that Eugenio
Cardinal Pacelli had been chosen Pope, the
crowd roared with delight and cries of ** Viva
PacelliI”* mingled with shouts of “Viva il
Papa!” Whether or not Mussolini was
pleased, the Romans were: Cardinal Pacelli
was a home-town boy and the first Roman to
be elected Pope in several centuries.

Then Pacelli, wearing a white silken robe
and jeweled miter, came out on the balcony of
St. Peter’s, and I saw him for the first time.
Focusing my binoculars on him, I could see
that he had a thin, ascetic, intellectual face
with rather stern dark eyes. It was a militant
face which gave one the impression its owner
had achieved that patience with erring hu-
manity which is acquired only as a result of a
lifetime of constant self-discipline. As tens of
thousands knelt on the rough pavements to
receive the Pope’s blessing, even a non-Catho-
lic like myself could not help feeling awed at
the tremendous responsibilities this man must
shoulder as spiritual father to more than
330,000,000 followers during such troubled
times.

The politicians of both the Axis and demo-
cratic countries were in some doubt as to
who had scored a success in the selection of
the new Pontiff.

Because Pacelli had shown tact and under-
standing during his many years as Papal
Nuncio to Germany, the Axis countries hoped
he might favor their cause. On the other hand,
during his ten years as Vatican Secretary of
State, Pacelli had maintained the most cordial
relations between the Vatican and the democ-
racies. In reality, Cardinal Pacelli, who
mounted the throne of St. Peter under the
name of Pius XII, was not only the ablest but
also the most internationally-minded diplo-
mat and statesman the Church could produce.
Besides speaking eight languages—Italian,
English, French, German, Spanish, Hungar-
ian, Polish, and Latin—he had also traveled

extensively throughout the world, including
trips to the United States and South America,
as wellPas to most of the countries of Europe.
Never before had there been a Pope with such
a background of world affairs.

In the eyes of the Church the Pope is
spiritual father not merely to Catholics but to
all humanity—Protestant and Pagan, Jew and
Mohammedan—as well. According to this
doctrine, non-Catholics are children who have
not seen the light, but they are his children,
nevertheless. Although Pius XII had been
born an Italian, Italy henceforth had no more
claim on his love and consideration than did
the most savage tribe of witch-doctor-wor-
shiping blacks in central Africa.

It was this doctrinal theory which gov-
erned the war policy of the new Pontiff.

Hardly had the triple tiara of the Papacy
been placed on his head, however, before the
Axis started bringing pressure upon him to
gain political advantage. Mussolini was the
go-between, and he undertook to exert this
pressure not only for Fascist Italy but also for
Nazi Germany and later even for Japan.

Non-Catholic Americans and Britons who
thoughtlessly criticize the Vatican for not
taking a political stand in the war should hear
the Nazis and Fascists—as | have frequently
heard them—bitterly complaining about the
Pope’s unco-operativeness with them.

SHORT time after the war started I had a

personal experience of how even many
Catholics misunderstood that, according to
Vatican tradition, their enemies had just as
much right to the Pope’s regard as they had
themselves. During one of his frequent public
audiences Pius XII received a large number of
Catholics from all parts of Europe. Fifty of
them were German soldiers in uniform. An
account of this audience was cabled all over
the world. Within twenty-four hours there was
a flood of angry response from all parts of the
British Empire. Most angry were the Aus-
tralian Catholics, who could not believe that
their spiritual father, the Pope, would receive
their hated enemies, the Germans.

1 had a strong hunch that Vatican directives
would shortly be issued to the Australian
clergy exhorting them to point out to their
congregations that the Pope was above na-
tionalistic ties and was always disposed to
receive all people of all nations whenever he
had the time to do so.

Actually, at that time, Italy being still at
peace, Pius X11 could and would have received
Australian soldiers in uniform had they come
to Rome and asked for an audience.

In a modern version of Jesus’ teaching,
“Render unto Caesar that which is Caesar’s,”
the Pope in a letter of instruction to the
Catholic clergy early in the war, defined the
Holy See’s attitude toward military service. It
was the duty of the lay Catholics to fight for
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their country, he told them, and the fulfillment
of this duty did not conflict with their religious
duties toward the Church. At the same time he
instructed the military chaplains that they
should support their countries in wartime and
comfort the soldiers on the battlefield.

From the day of his election until the day
almost six months later when the war started,
the Pope strove desperately to avert the con-
flict which he could see was in the making. In
all, he made seven public appeals for the
preservation of peace, of which the last was
made on August 31, the day before the war
started, when he sent messages to the Polish
and German governments beseeching them to
avoid any incident.

It was a great blow to the Popc when war
broke out despite all his efforts. However, he
immediately concentrated on two objectives:
on keeping the conduct of the war as humani-
tarian as possible, and on preventing its spread
beyond Germany, England, France, and
Poland, which were immediately involved.
That he was frustrated in both objectives was
mainly the fault of the Nazis, and for these
and other reasons the Pope has often sternly
rebuked Nazi Germany.

When the new Lithuanian minister to the
Holy See presented his credentials to the Pope
shortly after the war started, Pius XII seized
the opportunity to make plain before the
world the position of the Vatican regarding
the war. In substance, he said that the Church
would actively defend Christian institutions
but would hold aloof from the struggle for
political power.

In this speech was a reference to ‘“‘the ene-
mies of God,” directed toward the Nazis and
also the Bolsheviks, who were at that time
helping the Nazis to partition Poland. And
here it is possible to demonstrate how the
Vatican’s separation of spiritual and political
affairs works. The Pope has nothing against
either the German or the Russian people, but
opposes the Nazi and Soviet governmental
systems because they circumscribe the religious
liberty of their citizens. It is a fine nuance, but
one which must be understood to comprehend
the Pope’s position in this war. Nazi neo-
paganism and Communistic atheism are both
anathema to the Holy See.

THE spread of Nazi and Soviet power as a
result of the partition of Poland was all the
more bitter to the Pope because Poland had
been a stronghold of Catholicism. About a
month after the war started, I was present
when the Pope received the Polish colony who
had come to him for consolation over the
annihilation of their country. I was surprised
to find him already much changed ; his face
was thinner and more lined. Regardless of his
resolve not to interfere in political matters, he
could not conceal his sorrow over the fate of
Poland, and as he spoke the tears frequently
coursed down his cheeks. There was much
weeping in the audience also as he addressed
it as his *“children of Catholic Poland”’ and ex-
pressed the hope that “despite the many rea-
sons to fear the only too-well-known plans of
the enemies of God, Catholic life should con-
tinue profound and truthful among you.”

It was a terribly moving scene and I went
away with the conviction that, much as he
hated war, Pius XII would never welcome a
peace that did not envisage the reconstitution
of some kind of Poland. Later events rein-
forced this conviction.

A couple of weeks later I went to the Vati-
can to get a copy of the first encyclical of
Pius XII's Pontificate. Because of the diffi-
culties of the Vatican’s position as a result of

the war, there was considerable excitement in
the Catholic world over what statements of
policy the encyclical would contain.

The little press bureau oftice maintained by
the Church for tiansacting its business with
the newspaper world was crowded with corre-
spondents from all the large and more than
half the small countries of Europe, plus a
sprinkling of Americans.

After some delay, six or eight black-cas-
socked priestly messengers trooped through
the back door, carrying great bundles of
encyclicals in a dozen languages.

Though couched in verbose ecclesiastical
language, there could be no doubt that the
encyclical contained a sweeping denunciation
of the “total state,” and since no specific coun-
tries were named, it was to be presumed that
Catholic Italy was included in the denuncia-
tion, as well as non-Catholic Germany. Racial-
ism and treaty-breaking were also condemned
(this was obviously directed against Germany),
although the Pope added that it should be
possible to modify treaties when they become
outmoded.

HE encyclical made clear that the Euro-

pean dictators could expect no support
from the Vatican either in their suppression of
their own peoples or in their war of conquest.
During the ensuing months, relations between
the Holy See and the German government
grew more and more strained.

Nevertheless. Hitler. before invading Nor-
way, endeavored to get Pius XII's support for
a bid for peace. He sent Ribbentrop to see the
Pope. The Vatican accorded the Nazi envoy a
cold reception. Standing in the Cortile di San
Damaso, I saw the official Vatican “greeter,”
Monsignor Aborio Nella, refuse to be photo-
graphed with Ribbentrop, although it was
Vatican custom for him to have his picture
taken with all distinguished Vatican visitors.
Ribbentrop passed this off with a shrug. Al-
though the Vatican never made any official
pronouncement concerning Ribbentrop’s pri-
vate audience with the Pope, the news leaked
out that Hitler’s peace plan envisaged restora-
tion of only a small part of the original inde-
pendent Poland, and that Pius XII refused to
lend his support to such an unjust peace.

Later, when the Nazis invaded Belgium and
Holland, Pius XII showed his disapproval of
this extension of Nazi neopaganism by mes-
sages to King Leopold and Queen Wilhelmina
in which he expressed the hope that liberty
and independence would be re-established in
their countries.

Meanwhile, if relations with Germany and
the Vatican were rapidly worsening, relations
between the Fascist government and the Vati-
can were also far from good. Day after day,
Fascist newspaper editors were being embar-
rassed by the objective reporting of world
news in the Osservatore Romano. The distor-
tions and suppressions of news in the Fascist
press were being exposed by the Osservatore,
and the Duce’s propaganda plans were conse-
quently being upset. The circulation figure of
the Osservatore leaped to a new high almost
daily, as the people of Italy tried to learn the
truth about what was going on.

When the Duce’s protests to the Vatican
over this did not result in any change of edi-
torial policy, the Duce turned to more direct
action. Suddenly reports that buyers of the
Osservarare were being beaten up on the
streets by gangs of young Fascist thugs reached
our office, so I and a U. P. colleague made a
round of the newsstands in the center of town
to see if we could see anything. The Vatican
newspaper was nowhere on display, which was
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unusual. Finally, at one newsstand where I was
known and where there seemed to be only two
or 'three commonplace loiterers, unequipped
with blackjacks, I decided to risk asking for an
Osservaiore, myself. Fortunately, 1 made my
request in a low voice.

The news vender answered loudly, “No,
the Marc’ Aurelio [a comic weekly] will not be
in till tomorrow. Will you take /I Travasso?”

As 1 paid for the Travasso he muttered, “1
have the Osservatore under the counter. Come
back when these scum havc gone.”

The very next day, while walking through
the Piazza Trevi, 1 saw a dignified-looking,
middle-aged Italian who was carrying the
Osservatore Romano, seized by a gang of
young Fascists and hurled into the Trevi
fountain, where obscene epithets were shouted
after him. Sometimes, instead of beating up
the buyers of the newspaper, the Fascist vigi-
lantes beat up the news venders and made
street bonfires of their copies of the Osser-
vatore.

The situation soon became so critical that
the Pope, not to subject faithful Catholics to
further abuse, reluctantly consented to change
the character of the Osservatore. So what had
been one of the best newspapers in Europe
was transformed into a purely religious sheet
containing no political or war news.

The antagonism of the Duce toward the
Pope increased tenfold after Italy entered
the war. Pius XII had used all his influence to
keep Italy nonbelligerent, but the Duce was
stubbornly determined to jump into what he
thought would prove a short war yielding a
rich profit. The Duce therefore chose to con-
sider the Vatican a center of opposition to his
policies—Vatican citizens were treated as
enemy aliens and many of them were shad-
owed day and night by agents of the OVRA
(Fascist Secret Police). Italian citizens who
had business relations with the Vatican were
lengthily questioned by the police ; it was even
whispered that the hitherto sacrosanct Vatican
mail was being opened by Italian censors.

Although it would have been a simple mat-
ter for the Holy See to import as much food as
it needed—since the British were willing to
allow Vatican supplies to pass through their
blockade—Mussolini insisted the Vatican fol-
low Italian rationing laws. Since the Pope con-
sidered this a small and rather “worldly”
matter, he acceded to the request without
argument ; but, actually, had he refused, the
Duce could have prevented the transit across
Italian territory of all Vatican goods.

The Pope's only defense against such Fascist
coercion is in the fact that even Mussolini does
not dare flout Catholic opinion inside and
outside Italy too openly.

PROBABLY the most courageous stand the
Pope made against the combined and unre-
lenting pressure of Rome and Berlin was when
he refused the Axis request that he label their
war on the Soviets a “holy crusade against
atheism.” The Nazi-Fascist request was made
in connection with a world-wide radio broad-
cast scheduled for July 29, 1941, on which the
Pope was to speak. Mussolini and Hitler were
most anxious that the Pope might make some
statement which might be construed as favor-
able to the German invasion of Russia. It was
all the more difficult for the Pope to refuse be-
cause, from the Vatican viewpoint, a con-
demnation of Russia could have been based
on purely religious grounds.

Yet Pius XII did refuse. He confined his
broadcast to speaking on the “Ways of
Providence,” thereby making it plain both to
the Axis and the rest of the world that he was
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(Continued from page 78) relations with Ger-
many have not improved as the war has pro-
gressed. Besides the Pope’s personal utterances,
the Holy See has shown its disapproval of the
Nazis on several other occasions. One was the
publication under Vatican auspices inJanuary,
1940, of a report on German maltreatment of
Polish laymen and clergy drawn up by the Pri-
mate of Poland, Auguste Cardinal Hlond.
Another was a condemnation of the Nazi
government’s “mercy killings” of weak and
subnormal persons, issued by the Sacred Con-
gregation of the Holy Office, a Vatican institu-
tion aimed at protecting faith and morals.

A third occasion was when the German
Bishops themselves, in their annual meeting at
Fulda in July, 1941, framed a pastoral letter
of protest against the Nazi government’s
treatment of the Church. The letter was subse-
quently read from the pulpits of nearly every
Catholic church in Germany. Besides listing a
number of persecutions the Church has suf-
fered at the hands of the Nazi government, the
letter exhorted German Catholics to stand fast
in their faith at a time “when the existence or
nonexistence of Christianity in Germany is at
stake.”

THE Church has undergone no such sys-
tematic repression in ltaly as in Germany.
Even the most violent Fascists are at least os-
tensibly Catholics. The Italian parish priestand
the Fascist secret police agent may theoretically
be on opposite sides of the fence, but in actual
practice they are still personal friends and go
to each other's houses for dinner. The Pope
recognizes the devotion of the great mass of
Italians for the Church, and often expresses
his affection for his Italian followers by re-
ferring publicly to “our beloved ltaly.”
Despite constant Nazi opposition, however,
the Church has gone ahead with its humani-

tarian work as well as it can, both in Ger-
many and in German-occupied countries.
Vatican prelates believe they have done a good
deal to mitigate the sufferings in occupied
countries, and also think the Pope’s inter-
vention has several times saved French hos-
tages from being shot. Since the outbreak of
the Italo-American war put an end to my
labors in Rome, the Pope appears to have also
used his influence to ameliorate the persecu-
tions of the Jews both by the Nazis and by the
French Vichy government.

The war has greatly increased the humani-
tarian work of the Church. Besides looking
after the spiritual and physical comfort of
war prisoners, the Vatican reports the fact
that they are alive and safe back to their
families by broadcasting lists of identified
prisoners over the Vatican radio. It also main-
tains an international post office through
which relatives on opposite sides of the war
can write to each other. Such letters are, of
course, subject to censorship.

The last time I saw Pius X11 was a little over
a year ago, when the war was already more
than two years old. He was driving in his car
to the Basilica of St. John Lateran and was
being eagerly cheered by the Romans who
lined the streets as he passed by. The sorrows
the war had brought him had obviously taken
great toll of him. His face was much more
deeply lined and his eyes saddened, though his
mouth retained its militant firmness.

One thing that has caused confusion in
America is why the Pope should send such
messages as the one congratulating Hitler on
his escape from the bomb in the Munich beer
hall and to the Emperor of Japan on the occa-
sion of the celebration of the 2,600th anni-
versary of the founding of the Japanese
Empire. That is because the Pope, besides
being head of the Church, is also the temporal
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ruler of a state—the smallest state in the world
—but still a state that has the position of a
neutral country in the present conflict. As
ruler of this state he must observe the same
protocol as kings and presidents.

Establishment of diplomatic relations be-
tween the Vatican and Japan which Pius XII
agreed to on March 28, 1942, also did not
mean that the Pope in any way approved of
Japanese political or military policy. It was a
necessary step to permit the Vatican to keep
contact with the 18,000,000 Catholics in
Japanese-occupied territory. In the occupied
portions of the Philippines alone there are
11,000,000 Catholics, and the only way for
these people to enjoy such services as the Vati-
can may be able to give them is for the
Holy See to have a Papal Nuncio to the Japa-
nese government.

N a modern state the Vatican lacks only its
own airfield. It has its own radio trans-
mitter, railroad station, post office with special
Vatican stamps, its own money, its own news-
paper and printing press.

It also has its own air-raid shelters, though
it has not yet had occasion to use them. The
City of Rome has never yet been bombed.
The Cardinals ordered a special shelter built
for the Pope, though he says he will never use
it. It is electrically heated and has a private
elevator connecting it directly with the Pope’s
private apartments. Up till the present, how-
ever, every time an air-raid alarm has sounded,
Pius XII has gone into the cha pel adjoining his
usual bedroom and remained there in prayer,
refusing to go to his shelter. .

He prays that the hearts of the peoples of
the warring countries may be purged of bitter-
ness and hatred, so that peace may return to
the world.

THE END kX %

Convoy to Malta

[ ]
(Continued from page 19) -
[ ]

of hours later, two more enemy planes show
up. They're flying low, on the horizon, away
out of range.

At 1:30 p. M., I'm walking aft on the well
deck. The skipper is pointing aft, a funny ex-
pression on his face, and I run to a railing.
First, I can see only a cloud of yellow-brown
smoke ; then a gust of wind clears it away, and
my heart drops to my boots. Five hundred
yards astern, mortally wounded, is the
H. M. S. Eagle, aircraft carrier, her plane deck
almost perpendicular to the water. Tor-
pedoed.

As I watch, an R. A. F. pilot tries to
take off. He roars down the crazy runway, his
wings lift him pathetically, then he dives into
the water. There’s a sickening explosion as his
plane bursts into flames.

He must have known he didn’t have one
chance in a thousand.

Later, I learn he was the last to try to take
off. Half a dozen others made it after the tor-
pedo struck. Now men are swarming over the
sides and diving into the oily water, where
most of them are picked up by destroyers. But
the Eagle goes down fighting. All around her,
volcanoes of water are erupting. The boys are

still dropping ash cans at the sub that killed
her.

As the Eagle takes its final plunge, my
stomach is all tied up in knots. A young sea-
man beside me has his mouth wide open, and
tears are pouring down his cheeks. He wipes
them away without embarrassment. *“Don’t
laugh at me,” he says, between his teeth.
“You’re bawling, too.”

I put my hand up to my eyes. He’s right.

First blood goes to a sub, but within an
hour the planes start to go to work on us.
Between 8 and 12 in the first wave. I recognize
Stukas, Heinkel 111’s, Italian high-altitude
bombers, torpedo planes. Our convoy sends
up one hell of a barrage, the white puffs from
the antiaircraft guns mingling with the jet
black of the 4-inchers. On our ship, seamen
are working like dogs passing ammunition to
the men at our guns.

CIRCLING maybe 5,000 feet above us, the
dive bombers look casual, almost contemp-
tuous. Then, two or three of them peel off and
dive, usually toward thecarriers and other war-
ships. They figure they can wait around like
vultures and pick off the cargo ships at leisure.
As they roar down, you can make out the
swastikas on their wings, and you can see the
sticks of bombs drop out. At first, they look as
if they’re floating down; distant, impersonal,
harmless. Then they start zooming right at
you, and you realize they’re 500-pounders,
each capable of sinking a ship. Then you hold
your breath and pray that you see a water
spout, because that means a miss.

I can’t decide whether it’s worse on deck or

down in the engine-room. Below, every near
miss sends tools crashing to the floor as the
ship lurches. And you keep your ears cocked
for the telephone order from the bridge to
abandon ship, because you don’t want to be
caught like a rat in a sewer. But up above you
see ships sinking and men dying, and you’re
powerless to do a damned thing about it.

Each attack lasts about 10 minutes, with
anywhere from 10 to 30 planes taking part.
Then there’s a 40- to 60-minute lull before the
next one. The din is unholy. Our own guns
fire steadily in our ears, and from the distance
come the boom of the navy guns and the
bombs. And over it all, the rhythmic, com-
forting beat of the antiaircraft pom-poms—
“Chicago pianos,” the British call them.

I see two enemy planes downed about
4 p. M. One spirals into the sea off our port;
the other bursts into flames high overhead.
Some of the men grumble because they don’t
see any Spitfires or Hurricanes. But we realize
later that they can’t enter our barrage. They
wait outside and pick off the Nazis or Italians
as they go into battle or come out. Later, we
hear the British bagged between 140 and 160
enemy planes as we crawled toward Malta.

The Ohio, with her precious oil, gets hers at
5 p. M. Her guns knock out a Stuka, but the
cursed thing crashes right on her forward
deck. She’s only a few hundred yards away,
and I can see the flames shooting up 300 feet
or more. | mutter a prayer for the men aboard
her, and another for the people of Malta. I
know how much they need that oil. The Ohio
drops back, and we plow ahead. In a convoy,
you:can’t afford to wait for stragglers.
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(Continued from page 81) instant, there's a
sickening lurch, and I crash against the wall.
What’s happened is this: That first E-boat
turns out to be a damned decoy. While we’re
blasting her, another slips up on the other
side and sends a torpedo into us.

A British sailor named Jimmy is right on
my heels. “We're hit,” he shouts. I open a
metal door at the end of the companionway.
But I close it quick. There’s a solid, roaring
sheet of flame beyond. That torpedo did its
devilish work speedily.

Jimmy and I take another route to deck.
Already, flames have cut off the forecastle,
and we're listing about 40 degrees. I seem to
hear a thunderous rumble, but I'm not sure
whether it comes from the fire or whether it’s
just in my own head.

About 20 men are jammed around my boat
station. We try to launch a raft, but some fool
has tied the pelican hook with a knot. After a
couple of centuries, we get a landing net over
and a boat, and we climb down. We're to
windward, and we have to row like hell to get
away from the ship. Suddenly, we hear a
shout : **Help! Sharks are after me!™ We row
over to the voice and haul aboard a seaman
who’s been slashing at the water around him
with a murderous pocketknife. His “shark,”
however, turns out to be a piece of wreckage.
Even in our plight, the boys find time to give
him a ribbing.

The other boats get off from the other side
of the ship. They pick up about 15 men, in-
cluding 5 who have been up forward and are
badly burned. But the only casualty is one
of the British soldiers stationed at the Bofors
gun. A bullet from one of those treacherous
E-boats killed him on the spot.

Every man ifi our boat is wondering whether
some pal got off safely. When the others draw
alongside, I hear Lawrence sing out, *“There
you are, Chief. Mighty nice to see you.” It’s
mighty nice to see Lawrence, too. We know
we're in no danger like climbing into lifeboats
in the middie of the Atlantic or Pacific. Our
chief worry is the enemy. Will they come out
and take us prisoner? Or will Jerry swoop
down out of the sky and spray our lifeboats
with machine-gun bullets? That has hap-
pened.

We row around aimlessly for an hour and a
half. Then somebody shouts, *“Here comes a
boat.” We watch her come over the horizon,
fascinated and fearful, until we recognize her
as one of the destroyers from our own con-
voy. She heaves to about 50 yards away, and
we all swarm up the short ladder.

We're hardly aboard when Jerry appears
from nowhere and scores two hits on the
flaming ship we’ve abandoned just two hours
before. She literally disintegrates before our
eyes. As she goes down, I curse roundly be-
cause I've just remembered that I left behind
that zipper bag I packed so carefully.

It’'s a madhouse aboard the destroyer. She
has already picked up the crews of two other
cargo ships, and now there are 350 of us sur-
vivors. Every inch of the messrooms, cabins,
and decks is occupied by sleeping or resting
seamen. The ship had been on another as-
signment when she was ordered to join our
convoy, so for a week the crew-has been living
on short rations of hardtack and bully beef.
But the British sailors give us a cheery “Hi,
Yank,” and gladly share their food with us.

We plow ahead, firing intermittently at
Jerry overhead. At 10:30 A. M. we meet an-
other British destroyer, standing motionless
beside several hundred square yards of burn-
ing oil.

In the center of it is one of our cargo ships.

We go on, becaiise one destroyer is enough to
pick up everybody who lives through that in-
ferno. That destroyer is still on the horizon
behind us when, suddenly, I have to rub my
eyes. Ahead, off the port bow, stands the in-
destructible Ohio, still alive but not kicking.
What that ship has gone through!

For three monotonous hours we circle the
helpless tanker. I figure we're frightening away
subs that might be waiting to close in for the
kill. Or perhaps we're just waiting for rein-
forcements to come up. Two waves of planes
take a crack at the Ohio, but they can’t do
better than near misses.

At 3 p. M., we throw her a line and start
towing her. Twice we cut the line with axes
when Jerry comes over, and it snaps itself five
times more. Something is wrong with the
Ohio’s steering gear, and we keep cutting from
side to side to keep her heading straight. It’s
back-breaking work. When I finally bunk in
on a table in the officers’ mess, | don’t believe
we’ve made more than 10 miles.

FRIDAY—Malta is only 60 miles away. But
before the day is over I doubt whether we'll
ever get there.

At dawn, we're still towing the Ohio, at 3
knots. We pull alongside her at 10 a. M., and
take her crew aboard. An hour later, her cap-
tain asks the crew to reboard the Ohio, and
they return, to a man. Soon afterward, Jerry
comes over and scores a lucky hit. A 500-
pounder strikes the Ohio amidships. Why she
doesn’t blow sky-high, I'll never know. The
bomb explodes all right, but it doesn’t even
start a fire. We pull up pronto and take the
crew off again, most of them covered with

-asbestos blown off the pipes. The captain says

he won’t ask. the men to go back aboard, re-
gardless.

The destroyer that was standing beside the
flaming ship we passed yesterday overhauls us
at noon.

Now we try a new trick on the Ohio. Both
destroyers run up alongside and make them-
selves fast to the tanker. Then we put on steam
and drag her along between us. Harry Law-
rence grins at me over a cup of tea: “‘Like
being shackled to a drowning man, isn’t it?"
That’s exactly it, and we don’t feel any too
comfortable. Here we are, 800 men or more,
inching along and making a perfect target for
the German planes. But the commanders of
these two destroyers have plenty of nerve.
They are going to get the Ohio in, or go down
trying. :

During the afternoon I begin to lose my af-
fection for the Ohio. It looks as if she is going
to cost us all our lives. Wave after wave of
German and Italian planes dive at us. But I
guess they figure we’re such a setup that they
don’t sight accurately. Bombs straddle the
three of us, scoring near misses but no direct
hits. We send up a continuous barrage from
both destroyers, and volunteers, including
three men from our ship, go aboard the Ohio
to man her guns. :

The strangest sight I ever hope to see occurs
while these attacks are at their height. Most of
the survivors figure they're going to get the
Ohio sooner or later. So we climb aboard her
and start a systematic campaign of looting.
My pants have split in the rear, and I'm over-
joyed to find a brand-new pair of officer’s
pants in somebody’s locker. I also grab a piece
of that Stuka, as a souvenir. If and when, it’ll
help me throw a line to my grandchildren.
Other men return to our destroyer, staggering
under loads of clothes, cigarettes, and canned
goods. A couple of them have armfuls of
frozen chickens, and another lugs a bucketful
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of eggs. One seaman has acquired & chief
engineer’s four-stripe jacket, and his pals
merrily salute him. Half a dozen men, who've

. got hold of cans of pimiento and coffee, are

staging a regular picnic, complete with sand-
wiches.

All this gaiety—a kind of fiesta—while
overhead the Nazis are busy dropping bombs
that may send us all to Kingdom Come any
second!

We're still celebrating when, at dusk, we get
a real reason to celebrate. The first British
planes, out from Malta, start circling pro-
tectively over us. What a cheer goes up from
hundreds of throats! Harry pounds me on the
back, shouting, “By God, maybe we'll make
it, after all!™”

Soon, British MPB boats are cutting circles
around us, eyes and guns ready for any sub
that tries to take a last crack at us.

SATURDAY—We've circled the island all
night under escort. Now, at 8 A. M., we're
heading for Malta’s Grar‘d Harbor. We learn
that we’re the tail end of the convoy. Some of
our ships are at the bottom of the Mediterra-
nean. Others reached Malta late Thursday.
And now we are heading in—guardians of the
Ohio, which the Nazis would rather have sunk
than all the others put together. And she’s
lost only one tenth of her precious oil.

P'm on deck, watching. First, I see the old
Moorish bastions and sea walls. As we get
closer, I see they are black with people—the
indomitable people of Malta. Across the
water comes the rumble of a band. Soon, I
hear people singing. Now, it's God Save the
King—and now, incredibly, The Star-Spangled
Banner.

I turn away, my eyes misty.

After we dock, the town authorities lead us
into a subterranean air-raid shelter, where
they hand us each a slug of rum and sit us
down to the most sumptuous mulligan stew
mortal ever tasted. Just then, Jerry comes over
for one more pot shot at the Ohio. But the
land batteries throw up a barrage that sends
him hell-bent for Sicily before we can even
unload. Our oil for the lamps of Malta is safe.

It’s only during the next few days that I
realize what we've done. At sea, in the face of
bombs and torpedoes and death, you just do
your job, minute by minute, hour by hour.
You don’t think of glory, or heroism, or even
why you’re there at all.

But here, in Malta, the faces of the ordinary
people on the street tell the story. When they
see our uniforms, shopkeepers refuse our
money for the few trinkets they still have to
sell. Barbers won't take a penny for our hair-
cuts. Women run up and kiss the hands of our
boys. The people spcak Maltese instead of
English. But wherever we go, children tag
along after us, shouting, “Convoy . . . con-
voy!”

They make me feel proud and humble,
these Maltese. Proud, because we’ve brought
these courageous people the means to hang on
longer and defy the Axis. Humble, because
their homes and schools and churches have
been bombed to rubble and yet they are grate-
ful to us.

Now. for the first time, I see the meaning
of what we've undergone in this Convoy to
Malta.

(EDITOR’S NOTE: After a week in Malta, the
author, with other seamen, was transported to
Gibraltar, thence to Great Britain. Immediately
upon his return to the United States, he signed up
again. As we go to press, he is back at sea.)

THE END % %
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a factory is impractical, ’less you have more
time and a larger order.™

A larger order!" Giuseppe breathed. A
factory!™

“Yeah,” Ben said disgustedly. 1 thought
that was the answer. But it’s no soap.” He
sighed. “Joseph, the only thing we can do is
send them government fellows a wire and tell
‘em you can’t handle the job.”

Tears came to Giuseppe’s eyes. ‘I wanted
to do that job for those government people,”
he said softly.

*“It’s impossible!” Ben exclaimed.

And so Giuseppe accompanied Ben to the
telegraph office. After the wire was sent they
shook hands and parted ways, two forlorn
figures moving in opposite directions. . . .

FOR the first time in twenty-nine years Giu-
seppe didn't get up the next morning. Curi-
ous townspeople, having heard about the 2,000
pairs of shoes, gathered in front of the shop
about noon, chattering and worrying. Several
of them decided, after much discussion, that
Giuseppe might have been miserable enough
to have committed some harm to his person
and that the sheriff should be called.

Sheriff Lowery had almost reached the shop,
when the huge Army truck rolled up the main
street and came to a stop before the crowd on
the pavement. Several soldiers jumped off the
back of the truck and one of them began
pounding on the door. To the crowd’s great
relief, Giuseppe's frightened face appeared in
the window. Then he opened the door.

“Gusselli?” the soldier asked authorita-
tively. Giuseppe nodded. “Got an order here
for you—two thousand pairs of shoes. Where
do you want ‘em?”

**But—I—"" Giuseppe began feebly.

**Well,” the soldier boomed, ‘‘where do we
put ‘em?”

Giuseppe waved his arms and fled back to
his bed. The soldier scratched his head.

“Guess he wants you to put ‘em in his
shop,™ a citizen suggested.

The soldier peered inside. **In there?"" he
asked. “‘Well,” he said doubtfullv, “*we can
try.”

yWhen Maria finally persuaded Giuseppe to
get out of bed and take a look at his shop, all
his equipment, his buffer, his stitching ma-
chine, his shoe-jacks, and his skiver were com-
pletely out of sight. There was only a narrow
path from the living-room door to the street
door. Like a sleepwalker, Giuseppe stepped

unseeingly into that path, and. the next mo-
ment, was almost smothered in an avalanche
of shoes, which slithered and bumped and
leaped at him from hastily stacked piles that
reached to the ceiling. Maria, wisely, stayed
within the confines of their living quarters.

Frantically, his every movement bringing
more shoes down upon him until he felt as
though he had been caught in quicksand,
Giuseppe fought his way to the street door. In
all the crowd gathered there he saw only one
face, Ben Smith’s, and staggered toward his
friend.

Ben caught him and held him up by the
shoulder of his coat and stuck a telegram into
his hand. *It just came,” Ben said. ‘““Don’t
worry, Joseph. Guess they’ll take these off
your hands, now.”

Giuseppe fumbled at the telegram, but his
hands were shaking so badly that Ben had to
open it. He read it aloud, his voice booming at
the start and then trailing off with incredulity:

**Cannot cancel order. Shoes arrive noon.
Four thousand more pairs on way.”

At first there was a hush over the crowd.
Theneveryone began talking at once. Giuseppe
just stood there, looking first at one face, then
another, but not really seeing any of them.
Finally a youngster in the crowd giggled and
shouted, **Hey, Ge-Ge! You’d better get busy,
if you're gonna get those shoes done!™

“Attaboy, Giuseppe!” a skinny youth in a
pork-pie hat yelled. *“Keep '‘em marching!”

A few people tittered.

Giuseppe looked at them. He swallowed
several times. ‘‘Yes,” he said in a small,
birdlike voice, *‘I'd better get busy.”

Some of the crowd broke into loud laugh-
ter. Then people began drifting away, most of
them smiling and shaking their heads. Ben
Smith followed Giuseppe inside and watched
the little shoemaker as he began clearing shoes
away from his machines.

“What are you doing, Joseph?’* Ben asked.

“1 have to get them out of the way,”
Giuseppe said, *'so I can go to work.”

‘““Listen!” Ben cried. **You can't finish all
them shoes in two weeks. Not a chance!™

Giuseppe nodded. **1 know,” he said softly.
*“But I must try.”

**But there's four thousand more coming!™
Ben said.

1 know.” Giuseppe shuddered slightly, but
he didn’t stop working.

“You just can’t do it, Joseph,” Ben said a
little wildly.

“They don’t know it, but my real name is Oscar!”’
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*“I must try,” Giuseppe said, and there was
a hint of stubbornness in his voice. “It is for
our defense.”

By the time Ben left the shop, after hours of
hopeless argument, Giuseppe had cleared a
little space around his equipment and, holding
his small, bent shoulders as firm and square as
he could get them, had set to work on the
first pair of army shoes. He had only 1,999
pairs to go.

At first, the citizens of Barsten thought
Giuseppe Gusselli’s labor a huge joke. They
gathered in front of his shop and watched him
in amazement, chuckling and laughing and
ridiculing him with such encouragement as,
*“Hey, Giuseppe! Think you'll get 'em done
before the war’s over?"" But Giuseppe worked
on doggedly and, when the last person in
Barsten had retired for the night, the light in
Giuseppe’s tiny shop was still burning.

When three days had gone by and Giuseppe
was still at his work, the temper of the on-
lookers changed. They stood in almost rev-
erent silence, now and then whispering in
wonder at the little shoemaker’s unrelenting
toil. Some of them were uneasy, muttering,
“He’ll kil himself, that little fool.” But the
tone of their comments had changed from
scorn to respect.

Late on the fourth night, at the instigation
of several prominent citizens, Sheriff Lowery
tried to persuade Giuseppe to give up his back-
breaking and impossible struggle against the
shoes. The sheriff argued and pleaded. But
the little shoemaker’s thin, gnarled hands never
faltered at their work.

After the sheriff’s failure, Carter and War-
ren were drafted, almost forcibly, into visiting
their diminutive rival. But these two, in spite
of pleas, bribes, and threats, interrupted
Giuseppe's work only long enough for him,
silently, to hand them the shoes they had re-
spectively promised to repair.

ON THE seventh day of Giuseppe's labor,
with the people of Barsten almost literally
holding their collective breath in awe, a Town
Meeting was called to decide what should be
done to save the little shoemaker from work-
ing himself to death. For, on the morning of
that day, two more Army trucks had appeared
with the promised 4,000 pairs of shoes, which,
had they been deposited in Giuseppe's shop,
would have buried him or burst the walls.
They had been stored in Ben Smith’s garage,
until, as Giuseppe had said weakly but
bravely, “‘until I am ready for them.”

The Barsten Meeting Hall was packed, the
overflow gathering in the streets outside. Ben
Smith was there and Mayor Burke and the
banker, Williams, and Grocer Baxter and
Homer T. Thrupp, who owned the town can-
ning factory. From the platform they looked
down into the anxious faces of good people
who were thinking, even while Mayor Burke
talked so eloquently, that Giuseppe might be
keeling over in his shop at that very moment.

Ben Smith was the last to speak. He began
with Giuseppe's first visit to his garage. When
he got to the part about the boycott, he in-
dulged in some deliberate and pointed cussing.
And, for the first time since its erection in
1771, cussing was not only allowed but
meekly accepted within the walls of this his-
toric meeting place. Then, Ben's voice became
a little softer.

““We’re supposed to be Americans,’.’ he
said. “We got names that sound American,
and some of us have ancestors that roamed
around these parts in 1776. These ancestors
weren’t natural-born Americans like us. Be-
fore they were Americans, they were just men
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close by the Liberty Tree on the Commons,
under the watchful eyes of Barsten men, busy
shoemakers cut and hammered and stitched
and shaped and polished on regulation, Gov-
ernment Issue, United States Army shoes.

As it has been shown, some worked not en-
tirely of their own free will, even at Concord
and Lexington, somewhat resenting being
routed out of their beds in the middle of the
night. Some worked good-naturedly, when
those presenting the shoes took time to tell
them the tale of Giuseppe Gusselli. A few
worked because business was slack and they
were glad to have even such impatient and
demanding customers.

The first Barsten car returned thirty-six
hours after the departure of Banker Williams,
and its owner checked in the first batch of re-
paired shoes with Ben Smith. Banker Wil-
liams, having been the last to leave on the
longest trip, was the last to return. He arrived
just four hours before an Army truck rattled
to a stop before Giuseppe’s shop.

The sergeant in charge swung off the truck
and pounded on Giuseppe’s door. Finally,
swaying a little and frightened, Giuseppe
opened the door and stared at the soldier.

“I got orders to pick up two thousand pairs
of kicks,” the sergeant barked.

" Kicks?” Giuseppe asked blankly.

*Shoes,” the sergeant said. “Where are
they?™

1 have only these,”” Giuseppe whispered,
stepping aside and pointing to a pile of 200
pairs or so.

“Quit  kiddin',” the sergeant
“Where’s the rest of them?”

“Idon’t know,” Giuseppe said.

roared.

THE sergeant opened his mouth, shut it
again, pulled off his fatigue cap, and
scratched his head, glaring at Giuseppe.
Giuseppe waited, resigned to his fate.

Ben Smith appeared, suddenly. **Right this
way, Sergeant,” he said. **They're all up in my
garage—six thousand pairs, less these two
hundred—as good as new.”

The sergeant’s mouth came open again. He
squinted suspiciously at Giuseppe, whose
mouth was also open. *You mean to tell me
that little squirt fixed up all them shoes in two
weeks?™ he demanded.

Ben grinned. “*Ain’t it surprisin’ what one
little guy can do, when he puts his mind to it?*’
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The sergeant shook his head. *‘I don’t get
it,” he scowled. "Anyway, I only got orders to
pick up two thousand pair. The others’ll have
to wait.”

Ben’s scowl matched the sergeant’s. ““You’'d
better get a couple more trucks up here, fast,”
he snapped, “or them guys in Washington are
gonna hear from the people in this town about
holdin’ up National Defense orders.” . . .

Giuseppe now has a new shop, employing
eight men steadily on the flow of shoes which
the Government keeps sending him.

And that is all there is to the story of Giu-
seppe Gusselli, except to add that when the
check from the Government arrived, he im-
plored Ben Smith to give him the names of all
those who robbed his place that night. Ben
hasn’t been able to remember a single name.
But Giuseppe hasn’t given up. He still stops
people on the street and says in his high, small
voice, “‘1 am Giuseppe Gusselli and I'm sure I
owe you some money.” Then, not being able
to get anyone to accept so much as a penny,
he continues along the street, walking with
dignity, as befits an honored citizen of a his-
toric American town.

THE END X %

Love is an Ideal

®
(Continued from page 33)
®

happiness came over her. He was so hand-
some. So smooth, James darling.

*You're wonderful,” she said.

He smiled down at her. **Am 12"’

She was a little piqued. He should have
said, **No, you're the one that’s wonderful.”
But maybe men never said the things you
wanted them to. Not even James. She man-
aged to smile back. ‘*Indeed, you are.”

THEY did moderately well until the last
race. James had three or four horses he
liked equally well in that one. “'I can’t make
up my mind, chick. I tell you what—you buy
the ticket this time, and don’t even tell me
which one we’ve got until the race is over.”

She felt very worldly, standing in line at the
five-dollar *'straight’’ window, the money
nonchalantly in her hand. “Two tickets on
Number Eight, please,” she said. It was a
horse called **New Day,” and the more she
thought about it the more like a real hunch it
began to seem. New Day. New day indeed for
her, since James had come into her life.

James had stood with her in the line for a
little while, but now he was off having a drink
at the bar. She glanced hurriedly into her
purse. There was a $5 bill there. Why not bet
that, too?

And New Day won ; he came pounding up
from far back in the stretch and won going
away! Barbara stood on her chair and
screamed till she was hoarse, and at the end
she was so choked and bursting with excite-
ment that it took her moments to tell James
about the extra ticket. He shouted with
laughter and hugged her to him. **My little
handicapper,” he said jubilantly.

They collected $110 on the race. James let
Barbara get it all, but she insisted on keeping
only one third of the money.

“All right,”” he said, “‘but we’re going out
and celebrate with the rest.”

They had dinner at an amazing restaurant,
all decorated in pale chartreuse and gray and
silver and the loudest pink Barbara had ever
seen. They drank champagne with their dinner
and, afterward, a funny, sweet liqueur that
James said was made from prunes. She caught
a glimpse of the check and was horrified, but
James laughed at her.

“We're rich, darling. We're big spenders
now, remember?”’

They went on to a musical comedy and
then to a night club. Barbara had told him
that she’d never been to a night club before,
and she told him now she was disappointed.
*“The people all look so grim,” she said. ““And
they’re all a million years old.”

He looked at her quizzically. ““Everyone
over twenty-one looks a million years old to
you, don’t they?”

She could have kicked herself. ““‘Oh, James,
you know I didn’t mean rhar. But these people
are really old—forty or fifty. You're not any-
thing like that.” She saw that this was
scarcely making things better.

James was laughing now at her confusion.
“I know, I know. Don’t be so earnest.”

* But I am earnest, because I'm in love with
you.”

James stopped laughing. “Don’t talk like
that.”

“But I am, you know I am. Aren’t you in
love with—?"

He interrupted her quickly: “Now, chick,
that’ll be enough of that.”

She saw that he meant it and she stopped.
But if he only would say it sometimes—

There was a floor show beginning and it was
pretty vulgar. James set his lips. “Come on;
let’s go somewhere else.”

*“Because of me?”

* Because of both of us.”

They tax.2d to another night club, a much
smarter one. This one was all done in deep,
bright blue and crystal, and crimson flowers—
real ones—were latticed upon its walls. The
headwaiter seemed to know James and led
them to a table right off the dance floor. The
women were all magnificently dressed and
coiffed and Barbara felt young and shiny-
faced and uncombed.

*“Don’t be silly,” he told her. “You're the
prettiest girl here.”

She glowed again with happiness. He could
make her feel so awful when he wanted to.
And he could make her feel so wonderful—
when he wanted to.

She saw a famous movie star and a famous
Communist, and James pointed out a well-
known politician and a great dressmaker and
some Broadway names. And she saw, sur-
prisingly, some people she knew.

“Oh, look,” she said excitedly, ‘“‘there’s
Steve Johnson and Paul Denby.”

James looked up at the two couples thread-
ing their way from the bar to the dance floor.
*“Friends of yours? Oh, yes, I remember them
from the Club. Funny to run into kids like
that here.”

*Kids?” she repeated with some annoy-
ance. Steve Johnson had always seemed pretty
remote and glamorous to her.

*Well, how old are they?”

“I don’t know exactly. About twenty-one
or so.”

James continued to look amused, and some-
thing made her add, ““That’s four years older
than I am, you know.” o

But she got no rise out of him. ““Is it now?
It’s so hard to tell about a woman’s age these
days.”

STEVE JOHNSON had to go right by their
table, and he saw her. “*Why, hello! Im-
agine seeing you here.”

“Imagine seeing you,” she said, a little
nettled. Or hadn’t he meant it that way? My,
men were difficult. *“You know James, don’t

ou?”

*Sure.” They shook hands, and Steve intro-
duced Paul and the girls. Steve’s girl was tall
and thin and sleek-looking. She gave James
quite a look, Barbara noticed with pride.

“How about having a drink with us later?”
Steve asked. Barbara started to say yes, but
James said, ““Sorry, but we’re leaving soon.
We've had a long, hard day and I've got to get
this child home before her old man starts
gunning for me.”

For a moment she almost hated him. . . .

It was the end of summer before James
started on her portrait. By then, Barbara had
about abandoned hope for it. At the begin-
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ning, when she saw that he liked her and
wanted to spend so much time with her, she
assumed he would want to paint her picture.
When he said nothing about it she even re-
sorted to hints. But James, she was to learn,
was thoroughly hint-proof.

And then one day as they were ﬁmshmg a
round of golf, James said, ** Would you like to
sit for me, chick?”

*Oh, yes, I'd like it very much.”

He grinned. * Don’t be too sure. I may not
make you look the way you think I ought to.”

“1 don’t expect you to flatter me,” she said
stiffly.

“Of course you do. Women always do.”

“I'm not a woman. At least, that’s what
you’re always saying.”

“Am I?” He leaned over and tousled her
hair. ** Well, if that’s what I say, it must be the
truth.”

The picture went slowly, and Barbara found
it dull work to sit still so long. She amused
herself mostly by studying, out of the corner
of her eye, the two big portraits that dominated
the room, James’s portraits of his two wives.

““Is the one in the riding habit Marta?”” she
asked him.

“Yes.”

*She’s beautiful. But I think the blonde is
even more beautiful. What was her name?”

“Lois.”

“Oh.” Barbara thought she looked a little
like Madeleine Carroll, only much more gay
and glamorous. *Why did you paint her
holding a champagne glass?”

James hesitated, and she thought he wasn’t
going to answer. It didn’t matter; she had just
been making conversation.

But James said, finally, ““It was a sort of
joke.”” He smiled at her, as though inviting her
to share the humor of it, and she smiled back
because she adored him so, but she didn’t see
anything particularly funny about it.

T FIRST, he had trouble with Barbara’s

picture, and she could tell from the way

he looked that he wasn’t happy. And then,

suddenly he was. Sitting there before him, so

still and obedient, she watched his shining

eyes, listened to his involuntary humming,
and hugged herself for secret joy.

And finally he was finished, and he showed
it to her.

She stood and stared at the picture for a
long time. She was confused and disappointed
and she didn’t know what to say to him. At
length, “*It’s very good, James.”

He roared with laughter. *“Why don’t you
say what you really think? You think it's per-
fectly rotten, don’t you?”

**No, of course not,” she retorted. *“Only—
it isn’t very pretty—"

It wasn’t meant to be. It’s a person, not a
candy-box cover.” He said it gently, and his
hand reached out for hers in a little half-
pleading gesture.

She pulled away petulantly. *“1 guess you
think that’s a comfort to a girl for not being
pretty! And you’ve made me look so much
older than I am.”

His voice was curious. ‘“Maybe that’s the
way I sec you, Barbara.”

A fine way to see her—old and not pretty!
Was he making fun of her again? ** Well, any-
way,” she said, suddenly wanting to hurt him
back, “I don't think it really looks like me.”

*“It’s not supposed to.” He sounded angry
now. “Let’s say it looks the way you could
look.”

She began to cry. *“Oh, James, what a cruel
thing to say!”

“What are you crying for?” he asked im-

patiently. “ You haven’t the faintest idea what
I'm talking about.”

And he was right. She wasn’t crying about
the painting or her unprettiness or because of
anything he had said. She was crying, sud-
denly, for the end of summer, for the end of
the best thing she had ever had in life. In a few
weeks, she was going away to school. She was
going away, without James once having said
he loved her. And while she was away from
him, James would forget her. Margaretta
Manning and Jenny Flagge would see to that,
or, if they didn’t, some girl in New York,
someone he would meet somewhere, would
have James all to herself.

“It’s all over,” she told herself, “and it’ll
never be the same again. He won’t want to
pick it up next summer ; he’s tired of me now.
Look how he’s painted me.”

THE night before she was to leave for col-
lege, Barbara and James had their final
date. They drove to an enormous sea-food
restaurant, nearly deserted now that all the
summer people had gone. James was very gay,
but Barbara, as she had been ever since the
day in his studio, was sad-eyed and solemn.

“James, there’s something I've got to say.”

He didn’t look directly at her. **1s there?”

“Yes. I'm in love with you, darling.”

“No,” he said gently. ““You’re not, chick.”

The tears, nearly always just below the sur-
face these last days, were close to flowing now.
She said, **If you don’t love me, you don’t—
but that doesn’t stop me from loving you.
Oh, darling, if you do love me at all, won’t
you say it to me just once before I go away?”
He sat in awful silence. ** Please, darling, just
once—I'm not trying to pin you down to any-
thing. I won’t even mention it again if you
don’t want me to, I'll go right on and talk
about something else, I won’t be a pest—but,
oh, James, if you’d only say it, just this once.”

He crushed out his cigarette with a sort of
desperation, and then he looked at her, and it
was all there in his eyes, everything she’d
dreamed about that whole long, lovely sum-
mer. He said, “I love you, Barbara.”

All the way home, she sat close to him, si-
lent and deliriously happy. She hugged it to
her, repeated the words soundlessly ; she shut
her eyes and saw him again as he had said it.
““He loves me,” she thought over and over;
*“he loves me. He said the words.”

And then she thought, appalled, *“But how
can I go away, how can I possibly leave him
now?” And suddenly she knew. She was not
going to college! She was not going away at
all! She would do anything—leave home if
necessary, get a job somewhere—anything,
just so she could be near James. And, then,
when he saw how much he really meant to
her—

She glanced up at him shyly, a little afraid
to tell him of her great resolve. He was look-
ing straight ahead at the road and his face was
grim and unhappy. *Unhappy because of
me!”” she thought, thrilled.

They pulled up before her house and James
turned off the ignition. He took her in his arms
and held her to him. Then he said, “You’re
very dear to me, Barbara. I’ll miss you.”

She said, *“Oh, James,” and she touched his
cheek and prayed for him to go on.

“About us, Barbara—I want to say so much
to you but I don’t have all the words, and 1
want to be sure they’re the right words. The
next time I see you, darling, I'll have the
words. When is your first vacation?”

*“Thanksgiving.” Her heart was pounding
now. What did he mean? Was he going to talk
to her father, get his affairs in order, all those
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funny, formal things men used to do in the
old-fashioned novels and maybe still did be-
fore they got married?

She couldn’t bear to spoil this maglc mo-
ment. How surprised he would be tomorrow
when she called and told him she wasn’t going
off to school, after all! It tickled her now to
keep up the fiction. ** Do you want to make a
Thanksgiving date?” she asked.

*“Every night you’re home.”

“Oh, James, yes /™

He smiled at her and there was no mistak-
ing the tenderness in his eyes. They kissed and
she said, “I'll be seeing you, darling,” and
giggled at her own joke.

But once inside the house, facing her father,
she somehow forgot the calm, adult little
speech she had planned, and she found herself
going all to pieces, crying hysterically, and
making large, wild threats about how George
could beat her or starve her or turn her out
into the cold—she didn’t care what happened
to her, just so she didn’t have to go away.

Her father was angry at first, and then he
became unaccountably gentle. She didn’t have
much experience in opposing him and, though
she seemed to be winning all of the arguments,
somehow in the end, without her understand-
ing just how it came about, her tears and
hysteria petered out, and she went headach-
ingly to sleep. And in the morning, feeling
faintly martyred, but not knowing what else
to do, she rose and dressed and suffered her-
self to be put on the train for Northampton.

At first, Barbara wrote James every day.
Then she got engulfed in campus matters and
the letters began to thin out a little. Then she
seemed to get up fresh steam, and they began
to arrive two and three a day.

James’s letters—well, they were like James
himself—never really saying what she wanted
him to say, but always with a hint of it between
the lines. In one of her letters, a long one, she
complained about not having a picture of him.
James wrote back saying that he was sorry but
he didn’t have one and that he took terrible
pictures, anyway.

She answered stiffly, ““Of course, if it’s too
much trouble for you to have a picture taken,
you have only to say so. I'm sorry 1 suggested
that you put yourself to all that inconvenience.”

So James called up a photographer and
made an appointment, and a week later sent
her a picture. **Here it is,” he wrote. * Some-
thing to frighten little girls with. I'm afraid I
look like something out of a police line-up.”

It was quite true. He looked tired and almost
ugly, and old. She was appalled. . . .

IT WAS three weeks before Thanksgiving
when her father got Barbara’s letter about
not coming home. It would be her first Thanks-
giving away from home, and he would miss
her; but she was going to Princeton for the
week end, and he knew what that week end
meant to her. Smiling, he reread her letter:
“This is my first real bid to house parties
and a big football game, and I'mso thrilled ! !/
And just imagine Steve Johnson asking me,
after all these years. I've always thought he
was darling, but I never dreamed he’d pay any
attention to me! ! ! 1 certainly hope I make
some real time with him—pray for me now!"”
There was a scribbled postscript: **If you
happen to see James, would you explain to
him about my not coming home, and tell him
I’'m horribly sorry—I1 know he’ll understand.”
George was terrifically amused by it, by the
wild, girlish enthusiasm and the underlinings
and blottings and hysterical punctuation, and
he knew James would be, too.
So he drove over to James’s house—to the
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side-splittingly funny, extravagant house
Marta had built and mortgaged—and he sat
with James in the enormous, Marta-decorated
living-room and watched him read Barbara’s
letter.

It seemed so foolish and remote now, all the
worryings about James and Barbara. It was
odd that James, the sophisticate, the sought-
after, the spoiled, had gone out of his way so
long to squire an adolescent girl who, when
you got right down to it, must have seemed
pretty unexciting to him after women like
Marta and Lois. George supposed he would
never quite understand, but the really re-
markable thing was Barbara keeping her head
so well in the face of such flattering admira-
tion, and coming out of it so healthily now.

JA MES seemed to be taking a long time to
read the letter, and George got up and be-
gan wandering around the room, looking at the
portraits on the walls. On the left wall, Marta,
her hot, tempestuous, beautiful face looking,
laughing, down at you, a riding whip in her
long white fingers. Ironic reminder, that, of all
the race tracks and dopesheets and horses that
had composed their brief, gay time together.

On the right wall, Lois, so blond, so even-
more-beautiful, offering you a cool and merry
toast.

And over the fireplace, the portrait of
Barbara, looking almost plain amidst all this
beauty, looking earnest and honest and
earthy and achingly you-can-trust-me. Look-
ing, George realized, very little like Barbara.

He was so startled that he turned quickly to
James, in time to see James put down the
letter and square his shoulders and arrange a
smile on his face.

And, all at once, George knew.

He knew James’s gay marriages had not
been gay. That it wasn’t gay to have a wife who
lived only to gamble, and it wasn’t gay to have
a wife who lived only to drink, and if the
whole world thought it was and thought you
were having a wonderful time, it was only be-
cause you were the kind of man who would
keep his secrets and his loyalties intact.

And he knew, at last, as the gossiping, baf-
fled town would never know, what James had
seen in Barbara. Innocence and simplicity,
and love that was love for him, not for some
outside, material thing he could provide.

This was what James had always wanted,
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and this was what he never got from the
glamorous, predatory women who had always
been his for the asking. This was what he had
thought he had, and hoped to have, from
Barbara. And this was where she, too, had
failed him.

WHY, he had never needed to worry about
Barbara. The town had never needed to
worry. It isn’t the young who get hurt. They’re
resilient ; they glow and enthuse and laugh
and weep and dramatize themselves—and
then lose interest and move on. No, Barbara
had always been safe. It was James, the ex-
perienced, the worldly, who got hurt. He was
the one they should have worried about all
along.

Neither of the men had spoken a word, and
the silence was quick with their understanding
and defeat. Then George forced himself to
smile and speak.

What he would have liked to say—George,
the gentle, the tolerant—was, * Damn women,
anyway.”

What he did say, of course, was, ‘“Let’s
have a drink.”

THE END X %

Black
Brain Trust

[ J
(Continued from page 37)

not lie. Itisa lie to pretend that we are happy
about receiving the same sort of treatment we
are asked to spare the anti-Axis world.”

Axis propagandists are working frantically
to cash in on the Negroes’ dissatisfaction. But
Negroes don’t bite. Recently four Negroes
and one white man were indicted for trying to
launch a pro-Axis organization among Har-
lem Negroes called the Ethiopian Pacific
Movement. After declaring that the cam-
paign had been notably unsuccessful, the
Federal District Attorney said:

** The colored people have been as quick as
any others to repudiate all efforts to win them
over to the Axis line by propaganda. Re-
sponsible leaders have expressed the indigna-
tion of all loyal Negroes at this attempt to
identify Jap propaganda with the legitimate
campaign against racial discrimination.”

ON THE other hand, American Negroes to-
day are virtually 100 per cent behind the
Black Brain Trust in prosecuting this “legiti-
mate campaign.” A couple of days after the
victory over poll-tax congressmen, I talked
with Walter White, secretary of the aggressive
National Association for the Advancement of
the Colored People. When I asked him how he
felt about the outcome, he shrugged, ““It’s a
straw in the wind, but such a little straw. What
we desperately need today is forthright action
by President Roosevelt in collaboration with
the leaders of the darker races—Chiang Kai-
shek, Gandhi, Nehru, and Azad of India,
Manuel Quezon of the Philippines, and Haile
Sellassie of Ethiopia. They should draft a Pa-
cific Charter to implement the Atlantic Char-
ter. Nothing less will convince the brown,
yellow, and black peoples of the world that the

four freedoms really apply to them. Nothing
less will give them a real cause to fight for and
die for.”

A towering figure in the Black Brain Trust,
Walter White is so pale-skinned—one an-
thropologist figures he has only 1 /., Negro
blood in his veins—that he could easily pass
for white. But, as a child, he saw Atlanta, Ga.,
race riots in which *‘seven men died because
their skins were black.” A little later, White
tells you, his father, gravely ill, was taken by
mistake to the white ward of an Atlanta hos-
pital. While indignant attendants were truck-
ing him across the street to the black ward, he
died in agony. After that, young White never
thought of passing himself off as a white man,
except, as he putsit, “where it would serve my
race.” In 1918, after being graduated from
Atlanta University, he joined the staff of the
NAACP as an investigator who looked white
enough to circulate among lynching mobs.

In the Black Brain Trust, White performs
the double function of front man and lobbyist.
Former Senator James F. Byrnes of South
Carolina, now Director of Economic Stabili-
zation, paid tribute to his power during a
debate on an anti-lynching bill a few years
ago. “If Walter White should consent to have
this bill laid aside,” he declared, “its advo-
cates would desert it as quickly as football
players unscramble when they hear the ref-
eree’s whistle.”

Congressmen listen to him because his
organization now lists a total of 600 branches,
many of them in states where Negroes have
an unimpeded vote. Ninety-one new branches
were opened last year.

Probably the most telling action of the
Black Brain Trust led to the second presi-
dential executive order dealing with Negroes
in American history, 78 years after the first,
President Lincoln’s Emancipation Proclama-
tion.

Early in 1941, Negroes throughout the
country were grumbling about their exclusion
from defense jobs. The Brain Trusters
decided to take direct action. A. Philip Ran-
dolph, president of the International Brother-
hood of Sleeping Car Porters, an A. F. of L.
union with about 11,000 Negro members,
proposed a mass march on Washington. Soon
there were reports that an army of 50,000

Negroes would march on the capital and
picket the White House on July 1.

As the deadline approached, politicos put
the screws on Randolph. *“Don’t do it,” they
argued. ‘““You’ll just inflame Southern sena-
tors and you’ll be worse off than ever.” A few
years back, that argument probably would
have prevailed, but Randolph was adamant.

“The march must go on,” he said. “I am
sure it will do some good.” Finally Presi-
dent Roosevelt himself summoned Randolph,
White, and several other Negro leaders to the
White House. Besides the President, Secre-
tary of War Stimson, Secretary of the Navy
Knox, and key officials of the then existing
Office of Production Management attended
the conference.

RANDOLPH told his story bluntly. He re-
ported that doors of defense plants were
being closed to Negro workers, and feelings
were running high. He wanted a presidential
antidiscrimination order “with teeth in it.” A
few days later, Randolph was called in again
and shown the draft of an order committing
defense industries only. **Not enough,™ said
Randolph, in effect. Unless the order included
government agencies as well as defense indus-
tries, he was sorry but the march would take
place as planned. The Negroes stood pat, and
the administration gave ground. Executive
Order 8802 was issued:

.. . that it is the policy of the United
States to encourage full participation in the
national defense program by all citizens in the
United States, regardless of race, creed, color,
or national origin . . . that all departments
and agencies of the Government concerned
with vocational and training programs for
defense production shall take special measures
appropriate to assure that such programs are
administered without discrimination . . . and
that all contracting agencies of the Govern-
ment shall include in all defense contracts
hereafter negotiated by them a provision obli-
gating the contractor not to discriminate. . . .”

*“It was purely a knock-down-drag-out af-
fair,”” Randolph told me when [ talked with
him in his union office above a drugstore in a
Harlem loft. *“I don’t want anyone to think [
called off that march on Washington perma-
nently. That’s still our ace in the hole. We
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could rally thousands of Negroes to stage it
next week.”

As head of an all-Negro union, Randolph
has waged a campaign to persuade the Ameri-
can Federation of Labor to force every local
to remove clauses and ritualistic practices
excluding Negroes from membership. *‘So
far we have failed,” he said, ‘‘but we haven't
given up.

“The threat of the march on Washington
proved one thing: The Negro gets only what
he has the power to take. Sure, we’re a pres-
sure group. In the march-on-Washington
movement, we have the support of the two big
Negro organizations, the NAACP and the
National Urban League. But more impor-
tant, we have the masses on the street behind
us. And that gives us the power to make
conferences produce something.”

TO THE thousands of Negroes now in the
Army, the No. 1 Black Brain Truster is
undoubtedly Judge William H. Hastie, soft-
spoken, diplomatic civilian aide to the Secre-
tary of War. He occupies a spacious office,
staffed entirely by Negroes, in the huge Muni-
tions Building in Washington. Like other
members of the Washington branch, Judge
Hastie is a race-relations adviser. As such, he
suggests, recommends, petitions.

White officers in the War Department told
me that Judge Hastie has won the respect of
everybody from Secretary Stimson down.
One white colonel said, *“He never makes a
suggestion before he has gathered all the facts
and figures. Usually his proposals are so
darned reasonable you can’t do anything but
accept them.”

When I interviewed Judge Hastie, he mini-
mized his own accomplishments, but other
Black Brain Trusters credit him with playing
an important role in liberalizing the attitude
of the Army toward Negroes. The chief ad-
vance today, they say, is the acceptance of
Negro officer candidates at the same schools
with whites. Both black and white officers
report little or no friction at the mixed schools.

Negroes are now being trained for the Air
Force, but the Black Brain Trusters are disap-
pointed that they are segregated at the all-
black school at Tuskegee, Ala., where only a
few pilots can be trained. They hope that
facilities will be expanded if these pioneers
make good.

Less spectacular, but no less important to
Negro soldiers, is the recent regulation estab-
lishing Negro Military Police in areas heavily
populated with Negro soldiers. For this or-
der, Negroes unanimously give Judge Hastie
credit, and heartfelt thanks.

Tall and slender, with tapering fingers and a
black earphone button in his left ear, Judge
Hastie is typical of the new generation of
Negro leaders. His education and experience
have carried him to a position far beyond the
dreams of most Negroes, but he uses his op-
portunities more for his race than for himself.
At Amherst College, in Massachusetts, he won
high honors and starred on the track team.
Amberst later awarded him an honorary de-
gree, but meanwhile he had picked up a law
degree from Harvard in 1930 and a doctorate
in law two years later.

In 1937, President Roosevelt appointed him
Federal Judge in the Virgin Islands—the first
Negro to reach the federal bench, and prob-
ably the youngest federal judge in American
history. He resigned after almost two years
to become dean of the Howard University
Law School, which granted him an indefinite
leave of absence when he was appointed civil-
ian aide in November, 1940.

Today, in his official capacity in the War
Department, Judge Hastie holds aloof from
political activities, but he maintains close rela-
tions with many other Black Brain Trusters.
So far, none of them has persuaded the Army
to adopt the project closest to their hearts—the
establishment of a volunteer mixed unit of
white and Negro soldiers. Negro leaders in-
sist that one such unit would do more than
any other step to make Negroes genuinely
enthusiastic about the war.

Nowhere have the Negroes been more ac-
tive than in their effort to obtain war jobs.
The federal War Manpower Commission
recently showed me figures listing increases in
Negro employment in selected war industries
between May 1, 1941, and September 1, 1942,
Here are a few typical cases: At an Ohio
powder company, Negro employment jumped
from 0 to 625; at a Maryland shipyard, from
50 to 1,600; at a California aircraft plant,
from 0 to 300; at a Missouri cartridge com-
pany, from O to 800; and at an Ohio aircraft
plant, from 0 to 1,100.

Obviously, all employment has advanced
tremendously in the last 16 months, and there
is a genuine demand for any kind of labor,
black or white. But that the position of the
Negro worker has changed is due, in no small
measure, to the Black Brain Truster next in
importance to Judge Hastie in Washington—
Dr. Robert C. Weaver. He was director of
Negro Manpower Service for Paul McNutt’s
over-all War Manpower Commission, when 1
went to his office to interview him. 1 found him
talking long-distance with a WMC West
Coast representative.

*Listen,” he said; "I hear that the Blank
Co. is hiring white skilled workers as far east
as Ohio. Don’t they know they’re supposed
to hire all the available workers in the locality,
black or white, before going outside? Find
out whether the company or the unions are
turning thumbs down on Negroes, and, if so,
we'll go after "em.”

Dr. Weaver, 34 years old, holds the only
Ph.D. in economics ever awarded to a Negro
by Harvard. In 1934, soon after he was ap-
pointed to a post in the Department of the In-
terior, he and Judge Hastie, then an assistant
solicitor, struck a preliminary blow for Ne-
groes in Washington. Together, one noon,
they entered the Department’s cafeteria,
from which tradition had always excluded
Negroes.

Flabbergasted, the girl at the door finally
admitted them after taking their names. Some
officials were shocked, but when word of the
incident reached Secretary Ickes, he supported
the two Negroes. After that, Weaver and
Hastie continued to eat in the cafeteria.

TODAY, these two men are the pioneers of
the Washington branch of the Black Brain
Trust. Often they invite the other members to
their homes for evenings of poker and informal
discussion. Both are sons of minor govern-
ment officials, and both had their eyes on gov-
ernment posts from the time they went to high
school together in Washington. Like Judge
Hastie, Weaver obtains his ends diplomati-
cally. When one Southern city, running short
of workers for war contracts, started import-
ing them, Dr. Weaver approached the city
fathers through WMC field representatives.

*“Look,” they said, in effect; “if you bring
in all these men, you’ll have to build houses
for their families, and schools, and sewers, and
hospitals. That’ll cost your taxpayers a lot of
money, to say nothing of using up strategic
materials, if you can get "em. After the war,
you'll have a lot of idle workers asking for re-
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lief. Now, lots of Negroes are already right
there within a few blocks of your factories.
They already have homes, and schools. Don't
you think it might be a good idea to give them
a chance?”

This approach didn’t work a miracle, Dr.
Weaver said, but it cracked the wall of anti-
Negro prejudice. A year ago, one plant in that
city employed only 37 Negroes in menial jobs.
Today, it employs more than 300 Negroes,
many of them skilled workers.

“If we’d gone in there and talked about
abstract justice, we'd probably have got a po-
lite brush-off,”” Dr. Weaver smiled. *‘But they
start scratching their heads when we give them
sound economic proof that the Negro is en-
titled to a real post in industry.”

I FOUND Black Brain Trusters working with
equal determination in other departments
across Washington. Six-foot-three William J.
Trent, Jr., son of the president of a Negro col-
lege, is race-relations adviser to the Federal
Works Agency. Recently, FWA advanced
$67,000 toward a $75,000 project in a Deep
South town. *The mayor wrote us he
wouldn’t hire any Negroes as skilled workers,”
Trent told me. **Said we were trying to force
social and economic equality on the South. 1
reported to my superior that the terms of the
offer, under the President’s anti-discrimina-
tion order, required that at least 12 per cent of
the skilled workers be Negroes, if they were
available—which they certainly were. He
backed me up, and we held up the money.”

In Elmer Davis’s Office of War Informa-
tion, Ted Poston, ex-reporter for Negro pa-
pers in Pittsburgh and New York, supervises
the news stories that go out to the Negro press.
He helped spread the Negroes’ nationwide
Double V for Victory campaign—victory
abroad and victory at home. Dr. Frank S.
Horne, originally trained as an optician and
now race-relations adviser to the Federal
Public Housing Agency, looks out for Ne-
groes’ interests in war housing projects and
fights *‘segregation of whites and blacks in
areas where they previously lived peacefully
together.”

One Black Brain Truster occupies a unique
position—Mrs. Mary M. Bethune, mother
confessor to the whole group. At 67, Mrs.
Bethune is director of Negro Affairs in the
National Youth Administration. Although
decades separate her in age from the other
members of the Black Brain Trust, she appar-
ently agrees with their thesis that new times
call for new techniques. When she was young,
the Negro who wanted to advance his people
looked around for benevolent and generous
white people. *Seek ye first some kind white
folk,”” went the old Southern adage, “and the
Kingdom of Heaven will be yours.” But to-
day she gives her blessings—and shrewd ad-
vice—to the younger men who stand on their
own feet, and work for, instead of begging for,
their future.

These—and other Black Brain Trusters—
insist that they are wholeheartedly for the vic-
tory of the United Nations. They readily
admit that the lot of the Negro in the United
States has improved tremendously in the last
ten years, particularly since Pearl Harbor.
They argue that their campaign is to carry out
to the letter President Roosevelt’s ban on
prejudice and discrimination. But their critics,
in the South and elsewhere, reply that they
may be jeopardizing not only the future of the
Negro but the future of the war itself, by de-
manding *‘too much, too quickly.”

THE END % %
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THE BOYS in the Messerschmitts and Focke-Wulfs
are seeing double trouble swirling about them in air
battles these days. Marvin and Melvin McNickle,
hard-flying twins from Dolan, S. Dak., are causing the
confusion. They’re the only twins fighting over Europe
for Uncle Sam. Below, Melvin is at left, Marvin at
right. In their fighters, they tangle with Jerry over the
Channel, escort bombing squadrons to occupied Eu-
rope. At 28, both are majors and both are bachelors.
(It’s a family tradition that McNickles never marry
before they’re 30.) They're so alike that they swap
uniforms from boots to helmets, comb their hair identi-
cally to hide identical bald spots. Their widowed

mother says she never could tell ’em apart over the
telephone. Favorite pastime is befuddling commanders
by pretending one is the other. After being graduated
from the University of South Dakota together, flew in
a fighter squadron together, then commanded twin
squadrons. Separated for the first time last year,
when Melvin went to England, they were recently re-
united there. Both have had to bail out after mid-
air collisions—but on different occasions. They have
two other brothers, Miles (older) and Marshall
(younger). Mrs. McNickle explains that she gave
them all first names starting with M so there could
never be any quarreling over the family silver.
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IRNA PHILLIPS, of Chicago, makes $250,000 a
year writing radio stories that 10,000,000 house-
wives listen to while they mind their babies, cook
the dinner, and wash dishes. She dictates annually
2,000,000 words—enough to fill 27 books—and has
4 radio serials running at once (The Guiding Light,
Road of Life, Lonely Woman, Right to Happi-
ness). Twelve years ago Irna, then a school-
teacher, went on a tour of a broadcasting studio.
By mistake she fell in line with some actresses,
landed a job. Decided the radio dramas she acted
in weren't like life, and wrote a serial describing
how her widowed mother had reared 10 children.

PHOTOGRAPH BY LANGE-SARRA FOR THE AMERICAN MAGAZINE

It was a success, and she's based her “soap operas”
on actual people and events ever since. Most
popular of her 50-odd characters is Dr. John Ruth-
ledge, a small-town minister who for five years
has been preaching the Golden Rule, Irna’s own
philosophy of living. Another favorite is Dr. Brent,
who mends broken legs and broken hearts with
equal skill. Unmarried, Irna keeps house for her-
self, has adopted a year-old boy. Right now she’s
building a new serial around the problems of a
lone woman with a child. In the picture, Miss
Phillips is dreaming up a plot while her secretary,
Rose Cooperman, takes notes.
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A FEW YEARS AGO Henry Dionne was a

florist. Today he is a home-front hero of the

war—the world’s champion riveter. Took the ti-
tle by driving 3,701 rivets into a ship’s hull at the Todd-
Bath Iron Shipbuilding Corporation plant near Portland,
Maine, in one 7 I;-hour workday. That meant averaging
814 a minute! Most riveters go home dog-tired from the
jarring, deafening ordeal of driving about 1 a minute, or
about 450 a day. Henry knew his feat would help sink
the Axis, so he felt prouder than if he had kayoed Joe
Louis. A mere 145-pounder, he wrested the title from a
203-pound ex-heavyweight boxer in Brooklyn who had
driven 3,464 in a workday. Now, every day, America’s
top-flight riveters are shooting at Henry'’s title.

Because he works on a piecework basis, he earned
$142.06 the day he won the championship. But nobody
—not even Henry—could take such a physical beating
every day. Usually he contents himself with about 650
rivets a day. His hands, once delicate from handling
gardenias, are now covered with calluses, but Henry in-
sists riveting is as much of an art as handling flowers.
“You just have to have rhythm to work that rivet gun,”
he says. Henry’s attractive wife can’t stand the din of
riveting, wonders how long it'll be before the rivet gun
shakes him to pieces. Henry winks at this, says he is in
perfect health. He isn’t related to the Dionne quintu-
plets, but of their papa he says, modestly, “His record
will probably stand a lot longer than mine.”









sters are about a year ahead of the average
child in school, thanks to the memories they've
developed from studying scripts. The kids
aren’t taught acting and dancing in the classes;
they get a straight dose of academic studies.
Well paid professionally, they prefer putting on
school shows, for nothing, to any other after-
class activity. Among the students are a girl
who rides a unicycle as she juggles dishes in the

air, 16 redheaded boys who’ve had roles as sons
in the Broadway hit, Life with Father, and a
pair of twin bareback riders who travel with a
circus. The twins, along with 44 other tiny
troupers, study lessons sent them by mail each
week. Director of the school is Mrs. Harriet
Nesbitt, wife of an engineer. Old grads, like
Ida Lupino and Gene Raymond, often send her
passes to their performances.

PHOTOGRAPHS BY INTERNATIONAL NEWS PHOTOS FOR THE AMERICAN MAGAZINE

Phyllis de Bus, who has a leading part in the stage play, Lady in the Dark, gives an impromptu floor show for
her third-grade classmates. Another third-grader who performs for classmates is Ice-Skater Twinkle Watts

The redheaded boys on the right in this spelling bee have all appeared in Life with Father. From the front, they’re Ted Donald-
son, John Grinnell, Jackie Ayers, Billy Saunders, Jack Irwin. Girls are Claire Foley, star of Broadway show, Janie; her un-
derstudy, Anne He:man; Carolyn Alman, a dancer; Nedra Crowell, of the San Carlo Opera troupe; Radio Actress Maureen Moore
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Was I
Like That?

(Continued from page 49)
[ J

put the twins to bed,” the girl said, with her
jolly laugh.

“Whose twins?”’ Eddie said.

““Mine.”

“Th-that’s silly!” Eddie protested gal-
lantly. Then, though Kirke wasn’t looking
around to see, Eddie must have leaned over
and picked up the end of the long, bulky scarf
the other girl was knitting. *“Kind of hot for
Australia, 1sn’t it?”’ he asked.

“It could be Iceland, couldn’t it?”’ the other
girl said, and Kirke heard her voice for the
first time, cool and yet alive and beautiful.

He turned back to the long lounge, and set
his cup down, murmuring, *‘Thank you.”
Then he said to Eddie, *‘Better be moving,
hadn’t we?”

“‘Here’s your passes for the show, and this
is the address where they’re having the dance,”
the golden-haired girl said.

Eddie walked over to the bulletin board,
where a bulletin mentioned the names of two-
dollar hotels. Another said there were a few
free beds available at such and such an ad-
dress.

“Hey, Kirke—if we had a free bed, we'd
have a little left over for the dance,” he called
back, as if he’d made an exciting discovery,
quite as if he hadn’t had a free bed the last
time he’d been in town.

Kirke, though he tried his best not to do
so, looked at the girl with the red hair. She
did not look at him, but seemed absorbed in
her knitting.

“Look, sister,” Eddie said ; ““fix it up for us
down at this place, will you? You know how
it is with us—and payday isn’t for another
couple of weeks!” His round face was most
appealing.

She reached for the phone. *“It’s all right,”
she said, and made out a couple of tickets for
that.

Then Eddie thought they’d ought to be
ambling along. *“See you girls at the dance,”
he said, in parting. “‘Save a rumba for me and
a waltz for Kirke—he’s the Waltz King of
Pine Camp. . . . Oh, you left your cigarettes,
Buddy! Don’t leave gold lying around like
that!”

HE PICKED up the package and they went
out and down the winding back stairs,
across the station floor toward the restaurant.
At the restaurant door Kirke looked back.
The tall girl with the red hair stood on the
balcony. The light came through the door
directly on her dark red hair.

They went in and sat down at the counter.
“There’s always the thought that we might
get stood up for lunch and have to subsist on
apples and coffee,” Eddie said. He ordered
two eggs and toast and waffles and sausage
and doughnuts and a piece of pie. Kirke or-
dered coffee and toast. Eddie pulled at his ear
and said again, *“What s this? What’s eating
you?”

*““Nothing. I've lost my appetite, that’s all.”

““She’s got twins. No use losing your appe-
tite over her. Not a bad trick, though, was

she? Kind of a picklepuss with her.” He
pulled out a worn little black book and
shuffled through its pages. ‘“ Helen—Myrtle—
Genevieve—Genevieve'’s the one. Home girl ;
home cooking. Want to be careful about pick-
ing up office girls—they expect you to take
them out to lunch. . . . Hell, I forgot to use
the phone up there! It’s kind of hard to use
your personality on a public phone booth!”

When they came out of the restaurant
Kirke did not look toward the balcony. They
thumbed their way part way downtown. Then
Eddie said, “This looks possible. Just hang
around five minutes, will you?”” And, without
more ado, Eddie went briskly up the steps
of a private house and rang the doorbell.
Kirke walked on past the house but he knew
Eddie’s approach. He had used it himself on
occasion. *‘Sorry to trouble you, madam, but
would you mind letting a soldier boy that’s
broke use your phone?”

Kirke walked up and down the street. He
liked Eddie and they’d been on some times to-
gether, but the fun had gone out of the day for
him. Eddie came running down the steps,
looking pleased.

“Everything’s jake. Genevieve's going to
come right down and pick us up. We can save
the downtown joint till tomorrow,” he an-
nounced.

IN FIVE minutes Genevieve’s red car pulled
up beside them, and in five minutes more
they were at Genevieve’s house. She had sent
out a call, it seemed, and the house, comfort-
able and hot, was full of young people, all
wanting to serve Uncle Sam somehow. They
ate a hearty lunch and danced. Kirke kept his
eye on the clock. At a quarter to three, he got
up, went over to Genevieve, said, “ Take care
of Eddie for me till I get back, will you? I’ve
got an errand to do.”

“ Hey, where you off to?”’ Eddie demanded.

“I’'ll be back,” Kirke said evasively.

Eddie followed him to the door. They had
always done things in a team and Eddie’s
brown eyes looked a little hurt. He fumbled in
his pocket and pulled out the little black book.
“Need this?” he asked. Who could do more
for a friend than that?

Kirke grinned. * No, thanks. I've got a pri-
vate line of my own to pursue,” he said.

He went off, faintly ashamed, but, after all,
Eddie was well provided for.

He had to thumb his way again. But there
was never any trouble in getting a ride. He had
figured ten minutes would get him to the sta-
tion, but it was five minutes past three when
he pushed the heavy door open. He could see
figures moving beyond the thick, opaque glass
of the U S O lounge, but they were indistin-
guishable. Then when he had just decided that
he was too late, the two young women came
through the door.

He stepped up to the tall girl and said di-
rectly, “Could I talk with you for a few min-
utes?”’

She smiled briefly but not with friendliness.
The eyes of the golden-haired girl twinkled a
little and she said, *“I've got to run; I must
pick up the boys at school! See you later,
Jennie!” And Kirke watched the bright head
for a minute and its smart little blue hat be-
fore he turned to the girl waiting patiently but
somewhat indifferently beside him.

“Where could we talk?” he said then.
“Will you walk a little way with me?”

She walked in silence toward the door with
him and they went out of the station into the
spring sunshine. It was not exactly the place
for a talk or a walk. All around was the bustle
that surrounds a big station.
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“Well,” the girl called Jennie said, “what
is it?” ,

*“It would be pleasanter in the park or some-
where,” he said with difficulty, “‘but I haven’t
taxi fare—nor even bus fare.”

*“I gathered that,” she answered.

*“Yes, I know you did.” Then he couldn’t
seem to go on. !

Surprisingly, she said suddenly and more
gently, “My car’s right here beside us. Sup-
pose we drive up to the park and perhaps you
can think of what you want to say.”

They said nothing at all as she drove ex-
pertly toward the parkway, along it toward
the park. It was some distance, but they did
not talk at all. They crossed Main Street,
drove into the park, around it some little dis-
tance. Then she stopped the car, opened the
door. They got out and walked along the path
near the old quarry, which was just beginning
to put up its early green in the rock garden
that had been made of its steep sides. The
green benches had just been put out and when
they came to one, Kirke said, *“Let’s sit down
here.” They sat down.

*“It’s really spring,” he said at last. *“They’ll
be doing the spring plowing.”

*““Farm boy?”’ she asked.

“Yes.”

“You don’t look it.”

‘“Well, that’s what I am.”

“What did you want to talk with me about?”

“I wanted to ask you what made you look
at me the way you did up in the US O.”

“You don’t need to ask me, do you?”

“Yes, [ do.”

“Well, I was suddenly so tired of your kind
that I hated you, if you want it stated.”

“Of my kind?”

*“You don’t get much pay, I grant you, but
does that give you a right to cadge off the rest
of us for the duration?”

“I don't know. Doesn’t it?”* His voice was
sometimes hard, like his face, and it was hard
now. “You girls that sit in U S O offices and
hand out good will aren’t exactly fighting this
war, are you?”

‘“Even so0.”

“It doesn’t seem to me that a few cigarettes
are much to give for a life,” he said in that
same hard voice.

“You’ve still got your life,” she said.

A BLUEBIRD perched on a red dogwood
shrub near by. Though Kirke didn’t look
at her he was aware of the red of her hair curl-
ing smoothly against her shoulder and of the
bluebird that seemed to make a picture that
went with the red hair.

‘“Have 17 It doesn’t seem so to me,”” he an-
swered.

“Feel sorry for yourself, don’t you?”

“Why not? I just got myself through college
and—well, my father’s getting old and he
can’t make the farm pay any more. I had to
take hold or it would be gone in a year or two.
It isn’t easy to make a Vermont farm pay. ...
The chance is gone now and it won’t come
back. I just don’t think cigarettes are very im-
portant in the present scheme of things.”

She stood up somewhat abruptly. He looked
up at her directly, and she did not avoid his
glance. She had taken off her glasses, and he
saw that her suit was very good, and smart, to
boot.

“I don’t think we're getting anywhere by
this conversation,” she said. “‘Anywhere at all.
You see, I do think cigarettes are important—
not the cigarettes, of course, but your taking
them, more than you needed. How can you
believe in your country or in people when
there are so many men like you? Suppose you
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was used to walking. He asked for no free
rides.

It was warm this morning and the robins
were thick. Crocuses were showing here and
there in the yards. He came at last to the park,
walked around till he came to the quarry, took
off his coat, and threw it over the back of the
green bench. He sat down, watched a squirrel
for a long time. He tried to think but didn’t.
He wanted to think of words to say to a choosy
girl who had presumed to make him feel small.
A girl who lived in luxury such as he had never
known, a girl who begrudged cigarettes to a
fellow who had given up all the hopes he had
ever had for fifty dollars a month. But the
sentences wouldn’t seem to come.

HE SAW the car draw up beside the road,
but he wouldn’t look that way. He sat
there, leaning forward staring at the squirrel,
when she said, “Good morning.”

He jumped up. “Good morning,” he said.

“I have only an hour,” she said quietly.
She had on lipstick and no glasses, but he
thought she seemed still pale. The anger died
out of him and he had nothing to say to her.
She sat down beside him on the bench.

*“Ishouldn’t have asked you to come. You'd
had bad news,” he said miserably.

“My brother has died in Egypt,” she said.

He couldn’t believe he had heard the words.
“What did you say?” he asked.

“My brother has died in Egypt,” she re-
peated in the same fiat voice.

“Oh, I— That’s terrible,” he said. “I—I
wouldn’t have asked you to come . . .”

“It has nothing to do with you.”

He could think of nothing to say, nothing to
ease the shock of her words. A robin sang
cheerily close by them. The little plants of the
rock garden seemed to have popped up inches
since yesterday. It was all new green about
them, and peaceful in the Sabbath stillness.
But Kirke, though he looked at the rock gar-
den, seemed to be seeing the tall man sitting
there pretending to drink coffee, courteously
asking him questions about camp.

It has, though,” he said at last. “It’s got a
lot to do with me.”

“I don’t think so. .
to see me about?”

‘ Listen—we haven’t much time. I shouldn’t
be taking any of your time, I realize that. You
will want to be with your father and mother.”

. . What did you want

“My mother is dead.”

Then she turned toward him, even smiled a
little. She had seemed so poised before this,
but she looked suddenly younger, not so sure
of herself. “I'm sorry about yesterday,” she
said gently. “The cigarettes didn’t matter—
they didn’t matter at all.”

“I’m afraid they did.”

“They don’t seem to now. Yesterday they
mattered more. I came to tell you I knew,
really, how you felt.”

“I don’t feel quite the same as I did then.
. . . You were quite right, you see. I was
cadging. I did feel the country owed me any-
thing I could get. I was bitter about what I was
giving up. I suppose I still am bitter at the
necessity—but I'm not quite so sure about
anything as I was yesterday.”

“Yes, it’s hard to be sure of anything,” she
agreed.

And then they were silent again. Every-
thing was so full of life. The squirrel—was it
the same one as yesterday’s?—scampered up a
big oak.

“I’ve always been honest enough,” he said
at last, groping in his hard Vermont voice.
“I came up the hard way. . . . But, all of a
sudden, something happened to me.”

“I know,” she said. “I do know. It hap-
pened to all of us.”

“But, you see, I didn’t know that. That’s
what I didn’t know. It was just my little war—
It was my farm gone, my future ruined. Oh, I
knew others were going through it, too,
but . . .”

“I know.”

“Now it all begins to come back—the hard
way, I mean. You don’t take what you don’t
earn. You can’t raise potatoes without a little
fertilizer and a good deal of sweat and back-
ache. Nor countries, either.”

Again the quiet and the birds’ songs.

“Let’s walk, shall we?” he said abruptly.
She rose without a word and walked with him
across the new green grass. “Tell me about
your brother. Was he like you?”

“Yes, we were just alike,” she said. “The
same red hair and all. We were twins. Only he
—well, he had more courage.”

“I don’t think he could have had.”

“But he did. He did. He always sailed the
boat in—he always took the steepest hills to
ski on—he had to learn to fly. . . . But he
was sweet—he pretended 1 dared. I only
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copied, that was all, to make him love me
more. I—I haven’t any courage at all today.
And I'm sorry—so sorry I was so cruel yes-
terday. I'm so sorry.”

“There’s no reason to be. I'm glad.”

“I'm afraid I have to go back now. My
father had an errand but I want to be there
when he gets home.”

She held out her hand quickly. “Good luck
to you!” she said again, as she had last night.
“You’'ll have your farm yet—you see!” But
her eyes were suddenly full of tears.

“Will you come to see it when I get it?”

“Yes, I'll come,” she said gravely.

“Will you write me?”’

“If you want me to.”

“I want it more than I want anything I'can
think of.” He let her hand go, took a paper
out of his pocket, wrote his name and outfit on
it. *“Now write your address for me,” he said.

She wrote it, holding the paper against her
handbag.

“You’re wonderful,” he said then.

“I?” Her voice mocked him a little, but
only a little. “Good-by,” she said quickly.

And she was gone, walking away from him
toward her car. He heard the engine, saw the
car go swiftly away from him, around the
curve of the parkway. He stood there a long
time, then he began to walk toward his meet-
ing place with Eddie at the city line.

EDDIE was waiting for him. Not alone. A
girl with dark curls was laughing with him.
“We’re going to get a lift halfway to Water-
town,” Eddie said shamelessly. *‘Bessie’s go-
ing to take us; and she knows a girl up the line
who’ll take us another leg on the way.”

3 So? "

“Pile in. We can all sit in the front!”

*““Oh, you sit in the front,” Kirke said. “I
want to get a little shut-eye.”

Eddie raised his brows at him, but climbed
in beside Bessie. Their laughter drifted back
to him and now and then one of Eddie’s
audacious remarks, but he watched the fields
flying past and scarcely heard the others.

“Oh, don’t mind Kirke,” Eddie said sud-
denly. “But don’t think you can stir the cockles
of his heart, either ; he just doesn’t like women.
They're all alike, he says.”

Did I ever say that? Kirke asked himself
wonderingly.

THE END % %

Don’t Catch Me

®
(Continued from page 17)
®

buy it? Do you want me to lie awake all night?”

I tilted an eyebrow.

*“Well, I will! And by morning I'll be so con-
sumed by curiosity that there won’t be any-
thing left but a question mark, and then who
will you get to burn your toast and throw out
your socks when they get holes in them?”

“You really want me to buy the chair?”

*“Certainly I do! Haven’t you any curiosity
except about things that happened before
1800? Andy, this is a chance for you to stop
acting middle-aged.”

I took a strong stand and said it was ridicu-
lous and wasteful and out of the question, and
then bought the chair. Hazel was pleased.

I put the chair in with the spoils of my trip,
hoping that it wouldn’t infect the other pieces,
and we drove home. Arab and I spent the next
few hours going over every ugly inch of the
chair. It contained no compartments hiding
the family jewels. There was no carved map
showing buried treasure. And yet I couldn’t
get away from a feeling that this chair meant
something.

We were only half through dinner when the
old cowbell at our door rattled. The visitor
was a mild, elderly man who identified himself
as J. M. Banks, a C. P. A. with an office in
town, who collected antiques as a hobby.

“A friend recommended you as a reliable
dealer, Mr. Blake,” he said. *“I've been trying
to pick up a slat-back rocking chair for my
collection. One of the early ones, with the
rockers as long in front as in back.”

“I think I could find one for you,” I said.

“The trouble is,” he said, ‘I want one with
the original varnish or oil finish.”

I told him that would be a lot harder to
find, but that I'd look around. We chatted a
while, and he admired a Hepplewhite chair,

commenting on the three feathers carved on
the back. Most people don’t know that those
feathers are a reminder of a bitter political
fight in eighteenth-century England. The
feathers were the symbol of the Prince of
Wales. They show that Hepplewhite belonged
to the prince’s party in the days when English-
men were trying to force mad old George the
Third to abdicate. Banks knew all about that,
and I decided that here was one amateur who
knew antiques.

THEN he proceeded to ruin his reputation.
“I've been admiring your Chippendale,”
he said, nodding at the nightmare I'd bought.

I didn’t want to hurt his feelings, so I merely
said, “Yes, it’s rather unusual.”

“I’ve never seen one outside of a museum
with such intricate carving.”

*““This isn’t quite a museum piece.”

*“Perhaps not. But I've taken a fancy to this
chair. Would you consider selling?”

I shuddered. “I don’t know . . .” I began.

“I might go two hundred dollars.”

Two hundred! That’s the sort of profit
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“We better not,” I said.

“We can't take anybody there!” Hazel
gasped. “What would happen if the boss—"

“He won’t be out tonight,” Duke said,
covering the pinball game. *‘Let’s go.”

That left Hazel and me outvoted. I tried to
drag Arab away, but she whispered to me,
“You played detective today without me. This
time I’m going to be in on things. Come on!”

So we went. I didn’t have a chance to give
her a much needed lecture during the short
trip, because Al stuck right with us.

We swung into the driveway of the farm-
house following the taillight of Duke’s car,
and I parked carefully so I wouldn’t be boxed
in if we had to leave without saying good-by.

“I hope nobody will mind,” Arab said.

““Nah,” Duke assured her. “The boss is
away. There’s an older guy who lives out here
too, but he’s asleep. He don’t count. He’s just
sort of a high-class carpenter. He—"

Al said, “They ain’t interested. Let’s go in.”

1 had a hunch that Duke’s ‘“‘sort of a car-
penter” was probably a skilled cabinetmaker.
Maybe he was the J. M. Banks who had tried
to buy the chair from me.

As we walked up to the porch 1 caught a
glimpse of a big, well-built barn in the rear. If
I hadn’t been a guy who minds his own busi-
ness I'd have given plenty to poke around in
there. It was the logical place for a cabinet-
maker’s workshop and storerooms. And, the
first time I'd met Hazel, she’d said there was
some more stuff locked up in the barn.

We entered the house. Duke tuned the radio
to a swing band, and went to make setups. Al
sat on a couch and pulled Arab down beside
him. His eyes had a hot, black glitter. “We
got a lot to talk about, baby,” he said.

I went over to the fireplace and hefted a
poker. Just this once I was going to forget the
intercollegiate rules. Suddenly 1 realized it
wasn’t going to be necessary—anyway, not
right now. Arab had decided to take Al’s re-
mark literally. She began to talk. She aimed a
breathless stream of chatter at him, turned the
faucet on full, and threw away the handle.
Probably there isn’t any more efiective defense
against a guy with ideas. You could see Al
wilting. His eyes lost the hot glitter and took
on the burned-out look of dead cigar stubs.
He picked up a newspaper and hid behind it.

I PUT down the poker and asked Hazel for a
dance. We did a few unsatisfactory turns
around the room. It was like dancing with
something you had to wind up with a key.

She missed a step completely, gave me a
wan smile, and said, *‘ How do you like mov-
ing pianos?”’

“Swell,” I grinned. “If I didn’t have Arab,
I'd even want to learn how to play the scales.”

“Can’t you take her home? 1 don’t want
anything to happen.”

“I’ll try. Fix things so I can be alone with
her.”

“I wish I could get Duke out of this, too.
He doesn’t know what’s cooking here.”

“Do you?”

“No. Except that it’s something Duke and
I shouldn’t be in. Duke really doesn’t have a
record. But he’s going to, if he keeps sitting in
this game. He—"

She froze suddenly. Her smoky brown eyes
were wide, staring at Al. He had just tumed
another page of the newspaper, and he was
spelling out stories to himself. There was a
nice, big, two-column cut of Arab on the back
sheet of the newspaper. The caption was big
enough to read from where we stood:
FIGHTS OFF INTRUDER.

Al rattled the paper and started to turn it. I

stepped forward and snatched the paper out
of his hands. “Come on, Al,” I said. *‘This is
some party, with you reading papers. Can’t
you hurry up those drinks?”

He got up. “All right,” he said. “And see if
you can get this dame of yours talked out.”

Arab complained, “‘1 was just trying to keep
you interested and—""

““Hell,” he said. “ You don’t have to talk to
keep a guy interested.” He went toward the
kitchen, an injured man.

Hazel said, ** Maybe Duke couldn’t find the
glasses.” She looked meaningly at us, and fol-
lowed Al

I grabbed Arab’s arm. ““This is where we
came in,” I said.

She held back. “You mean we ought to
sneak away?”

I WONDERED how to start foaming at the
mouth. “Look!” I hissed, slapping the
newspaper photo. *“You were just about to
make an entrance, in person!”

Arab peered at it. “Not a good likeness,”
she objected.

“Good enough. He was just turning to it.
See what just missed happening?”

“But it didn’t. I knew you could be quick-
witted, darling. You’re getting rid of some of
your rust.”

“The next time,”” 1 moaned, “my wits may
be so quick they’ll leave before I do. Come
on!”

“I'm not going. Why, Andy, we owe it to
ourselves to—""

“Not responsible,” I said quickly, “for
debts of wife.”

“I don’t care. We're going to stay. We
haven’t prowled around even a little bit yet.”

I said foolishly, “The place to prowl would
be in that barn out back. And they’d never let
us alone long enough to take a look in there.”

“They might let one of us. I can keep Al
occupied.”

*“No sale.”

“All right, then. I’//sneak away and look in
there.”

“You’ll do no such thing!”

She smiled sweetly. “T’ll give you half an
hour to work up an excuse to sneak away,”
she said. *‘After that, I'll do it. Nobody’s go-
ing to wave a mystery under my nose and get
away with it.”

“Listen,” I said; “‘I'm getting tired of these
half-hour time limits. Couldn’t you make it
twenty-nine minutes, or—"’

Duke came in with glasses on a tray. “Ice
cubes aren’t ready,” he said. *“ You two got to
have ice?”

“Only on my head,” I sighed.

Hazel walked in, ready to be astonished by
our absence, and got a shock. I snatched two
glasses from the tray and bolted over to her. I
whispered, “Arab wouldn’t leave. It’s an ad-
venture to her.”

“It’s a headache to me. I'm the girl who
knows who you are all along, so where do I
stand if you’re found out?”

“In the middle, I guess.”

“Correct. And I like my flowers in corsages,
not memorial wreaths.”

Duke was coming over to us, and I said in a
natural tone, “‘I can’t take this whisky warm.
How are chances on even a little ice, Duke?”

“I'll see,” he said. ““ Maybe the bottom tray
is done.”

As soon as he went out I whispered to Hazel,
“I thought up a story for you to use.”

*“It better be good.”

“You figured I couldn’t snoop much, with
you knowing me and watching me. You didn’t
know what my game was, but I might be

127

thrown off the track if you acted innocent.
You didn’t want to tell Al for fear he might do
something hasty and bring on a real jam. How
does that fit?™

“It bulges at the seams. Is that the best you
can do?”

“The best?” I said plaintively. *Listen,
lady ; that’s berter than I can do! 1didn’t know
I had it in me.”

She sighed. ““All right.”

We went into the kitchen and hurried up the
ice and came back. I gave myself a few minutes
to relax. I was a little dizzy. There were too
many things going on here, too many angles to
watch. I felt like a kid learning juggling on his
mother’s best stemware, and finding he has
one more glass in the air than the lesson calls
for.

1 downed my highball, and shuddered. It
was pretty strong. Al kept filling my glass
every time he got a chance and urging me to
drink up. I got the idea. Good old Al thought
the party would balance better if I passed out.
I did some fast work switching glasses, and
encouraged him to keep on playing.

With five minutes of my half-hour remain-
ing, I got up unsteadily. “I feel rotten,” I
mumbled. ““‘Gotta take a walk. Fresh air.”

“You ought to lie down,” Al said. *“‘Just go
upstairs and park in the first room to the
right. Take a good sleep.”

“Fresh air,” I said stubbornly. “I'll be in
the car outside. Gotta get fresh air.”

Once outside, I got in our car and pretended
to slump down in the front seat. Al was watch-
ing from the living-room window. 1 stayed
there until his silhouette vanished. Then I
grabbed a flashlight from the glove compart-
ment, slipped out the far side of the auto, and
sneaked back around the house to the barn.

The barn was locked. A window at one end,
cut into the original toolroom, was also
locked. I smashed a pane with the butt of the
flashlight, unlocked the window, and got in. I
masked the flashlight with my fingers and let a
thin blade of light slide through. Shavings and
sawdust from oak, walnut, and mahogany lay
in drifts on the floor. Two nice reproductions
of Sheraton chairs and a copy of a Duncan
Phyfe tier table stood against one wall. Their
joints were nipped together with padded
wooden clamps. I could smell the fishy odor of
fresh glue. In one corner was an authentic
block-front Chippendale bureau. The original
maker had been economical with his carving,
but somebody had recently been more gener-
ous. In another corner was the torso of a
Chippendale side table, which had been
stripped of cabriole legs to make a beautifully
faked pair of chairs.

1 moved quietly into the main part of the
barn, flicking the light around the walls, and
immediately fell over something. I'm a direct
sort of guy when it comes to detective work. If
1 were trying to recover a rare jewel, I'd proba-
bly crack a molar on it in a hunk of cherry pie.
What I fell over, of course, was the chair. The
badly faked Chippendale. The one that had
already cost me a tap from a blackjack.

THE flashlight beam picked out a dozen
more pieces of furniture : bow-front desks,
lowboys, highboys, tables, and chairs of Eng-
lish Chippendale and Chinese Chippendale
types. 1 whistled softly. Every one had been
faked in exactly the same unconvincing way as
the chair I had bought. The proportions were
perfect, but the wood was new, the carving
rough, and there had been no attempt to pro-
duce a patina.

1 kept on looking at them, and didn’t have
any spare breath for another whistle. Now I
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knew what had stirred in my memory when
I first saw that chair.

One chair had merely jogged a sleeping
memory. These dozen pieces kicked it out of
bed and threw it under a cold shower. I knew
the originals of these twelve pieces of furniture.
They formed part of the famous Meredith Col-
lection of Early American Furniture. Mr.
C. Emerson Platt, Antiques, was having copies
made of the Meredith Collection. And you
could bet he wasn’t doing it for fun.

The fake Chippendale was a copy of one of
the most famous pieces in the collection;
Meredith had paid something like twenty
grand for the original. No wonder Platt hadn’t
wanted me to study the fake. I might have
tumbled to the idea that he was copying the
Meredith Collection. Platt knew I was fa-
miliar with the collection; hell, I had sold
Meredith a half-dozen pieces seven or eight
years ago, before he stopped collecting.

I pried around the barn some more and
found one side completely filled with scores of
empty furniture crates. The ordinary furniture
crate is knocked together with nails. These
were more elaborate. They were held together
with screws, and a side of each crate was fitted

with hinges and a hasp for a padlock. The in-
side of each crate was carefully padded. They
looked tailormade for individual pieces of
furniture. The crates also were copies, and I
knew where the originals could be found: In
one of the storerooms of Philadelphia’s huge
Parkside Museum, awaiting the time when a
new wing might be completed. The stencil
lettering on each crate provided information I
didn’t really need. It read: H. P. MEREDITH
COLLECTION.

HERE was nothing more to be learned

here. I started back toward the workroom.
My shielded light groped ahead of me into the
black doorway. I had a sudden, unpleasant
thought. The doorway was just the size of an
upended coffin, and here I was sauntering into
it. Maybe it wasn’t a good idea. I had bought
chips in a fast game and it might be worth
while to take it easy going through black door-
ways.

I paused, feeling silly, and pretended to ex-
amine a chair. ] let the light flick through the
doorway a few times as if by chance. It picked
out nothing remarkable. Nothing, that is, ex-
cept dust motes filtering down in the air of the
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workroom. That was easy to explain. Some of
the sawdust in that room was probably as fine
as flour, and could be stirred by a draft com-
ing through the broken windowpane. There
had not, however, been much of a breeze when
I was outside. Hardly enough to stir up so
much powder when the only opening into the
room was a ten-by-sixteen-inch pane. But of
course the wind might have freshened.

That was the easy way to account for it.
There was a hard way. If I wanted to be un-
pleasant, I could say that somebody had un-
locked and opened the workshop door. But it
was ridiculous to think that anyone had be-
come suspicious in the short time I had been
away. I marched toward the doorway. Half-
way through, I switched off the light, and
froze motionless, just in case.

There was a faint whisk in the air. Your
hand makes a similar noise in brushing a
mosquito away from your ear. The noise had
been very close to mine, but unfortunately I
hadn’t done the brushing.

A flat voice said, “You're in the doorway.
Out of six slugs, a couple will nail you if you
move. So don’t do nothing nervous.”

(To be Conrinued)

Gift of Laughter

®
(Continued from page 21)

fallen between them like a wall, and since they
were both shy, neither could surmount it.
“Good-by, Dicken.” She put out her hand.
“I shall think of you and wish you luck.”
“Thank you, madame,” he said, and took
his hand hastily away. . . .

ON THIS Christmas morning there were
actually only old Henry and old Anne in
the house. “And old me,” she added, with a
melancholy sort of humor.

It was now that she really acknowledged
that she actually was afraid of this Christmas
Day. For she was always aware in her secret
sensitive soul that there might come one day a
moment when, looking about on her life, she
would decide it was not worth while. Had she
inherited the light hold on life that had always
been hers? Or had it been since Ranald’s death
only? Her father, just before he was sixty and
for no reason that anyone could discern, had
suddenly ended his life. It had seemed in-
comprehensible when she was young, but she
understood increasingly as time went on why
he had done it. It did not need a catastrophe
to make life not worth the effort. The simple
accumulation of disappointments might be-
come too heavy. There simply was a point of
time when the balance went over to the other
side. It was only Ranny who had made life
worth while. All her life had been jn Ranny
since the day he was born, and now he had
been taken from her.

She thought of her friends, and shrank from
each of them. There were three or four like
herself. *“If I were really kind,” she thought,
“I would invite poor old Marnie Lewis and
the others here for Christmas Day.” But she
knew she would not do it. She would go to
church, and then come home and write to
Ranny and tell him how lonely she was.

Now her fear narrowed down to one point :
What would she do when she had come home
from church, had eaten her dinner, and had
written her letter to Ranny? What, posi-
tively, would she do then? She felt tears come
smarting up under her eyelids and she quiv-
ered. Then she got up slowly and put on her
quilted robe and her slippers and went to the
bathroom and brushed her hair. On her way
back to bed she stopped at the window and
looked out. The day was clear and cold. There
was no snow. Ranny, when he was little, had
always prayed for snow at Christmas. Even
when he had grown up he had always com-
plained when there was no snow to look at on
Christmas morning. She smiled, and old Anne,
bringing in the breakfast tray a moment later,
caught the faint trace of her remembering
smile and smiled back.

“Merry Christmas, madame,” she said. She
had put a bit of holly on the tray. The two
great hollies by the front door were very fine
this year. They had been planted the year
Ranny was born, twenty-seven years ago.

“I was thinking how angry Ranny would
be with no snow this morning,” Mrs. Barclay
said gently.

“Wouldn’t he just?” old Anne agreed.

She spread the pale yellow satin cover over
the great bed, and put the tray down.

Old Anne went away then, and Mrs. Bar-
clay began eating her breakfast. It was, of
course, barely possible that Ranny might send
her a message today. But he had told her in
his last letter that she must not be worried
if she did not hear from him for a long time.
Since she had had a card two weeks ago, she
must not, of course, expect anything today.

She lay thinking, over the half-empty tray,
of how Ranny always filled the house with his
friends on Christmas Day. Why had he never
married? But of course she was glad he had
not. “Nobody’s good enough after you,” he
always said. She assumed from his tone that
he was not quite serious but, after all, perhaps
it was a little true. They had always been so
close, and he knew that after his father was
killed in France there had been nobody else
but himself. She had indignantly refused an
offer of marriage when Ranny was thirteen,
made her by Topham Stokes, who had been
Ranald’s friend and business partner. She had

told Ranny all about it. To her astonishment
and secret hurt he had been rather sorry.

I like old Toppy,” Ranny had said.

** But I couldn’t do it, Ranny,” she had said
coldly. “You don’t understand. Besides, if I
should put someone in your father’s place it
seems to me it would be an insult to you.”

“It wouldn’t be in Dad’s place, exactly,”
Ranny had said. “*Toppy’s only Toppy.”

‘“We won’t talk about it,” she had said.

Certainly she could not reproach herself
that Ranny had not married. She had always
told herself that of course a young man ought
to marry and when the time came she would

be brave. And she would be unselfish, too,

and not expect all of Ranny’s time and devo-
tion. She had tried delicately to make it clear
to him that at any time, especially after he was
twenty-five, she would have understood.

*“Really, I would welcome a pretty daugh-
ter-in-law,” she had said, smiling. *Someone,
say, like Alicia?” Alicia was the daughter of
an old friend, a pale, fair, exquisite creature.

He had shaken his blond head and laughed.
“‘Sorry 1 can’t seem to fall in love with Alicia,
Mother,” he had said.

ANNY was doing so well in the business by
then, that Topham Stokes told her that he
had all of Ranald’s brilliance at law. He was
enormously popular besides. But it seemed
true that he simply did not fall in love. . . .
She glanced at the clock. If she got up now
and dressed slowly she would be just about in
time for church. So she got up, taking the bit
of holly from the tray and putting it under
Ranny’s picture on her dressing table. He
looked back at her, his handsome face good-
natured and gay under the soldier’s cap. He
was such a good boy, she thought, the sort one
could trust, wherever he was. But goodness
never saved anybody. And who would take
care of her if Ranny never came back? Simply
having money wasn’t enough. She had always
been a very feminine sort of woman ; Ranald
had said he loved her dependence on him.
And Ranny had somehow come to take his
father’s place. How could she manage without
him if he, too, never came back?
She leaned for a moment on the table, all
her soul in her eyes as she gazed at her son’s
face, and then she pulled herself together. No,
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she had no feeling that Ranny was dead.
When—that is, if—he were killed she would
know it instantly—or would she?

*“But I feel you are alive, Ranny,” she whis-
pered. She imagined—of course it was only
imagination—that his eyes grew bright with
life. **Help me,” she whispered. *‘Help me—
when I come home alone today!”

The moment she entered the house after
church she knew that something had hap-
pened. Old Henry had let her in the door,
looking upset.

*“What'’s the matter, Henry?” she asked.

*“There’s a young woman in the library,
madame,” he said.

‘A young woman?” she repeated.

“You’'ll see, madame,” he said.

“But why did you let her in?”” she demanded.

HE HELD out a bit of paper that had been
crumpled in his hand. She saw Ranny’s
handwriting: ““Henry—Admit this one, for
Tigger’s sake.”

“Tigger!" she repeated. *“ Tigger” had been
the name Ranny had called himself when he
was small. It was a mispronunciation of
*“tiger,” learned when he was beginning to
read. He had pounced upon Henry one day
from the upper balustrade.

“I'm a tigger!” he had screamed, and had
felled Henry to the floor. After that it had
been a game for Henry to pretend that he was
desperately afraid of the “tigger.” But no one
outside the house had known of the game.

“Yes, madame,” he now said gravely. He
met her clear gray eyes. “Shall I stand by,
madame? While you see her, I mean.”

“No,” she said. “No, [ am quite able to—
Henry, what is she like?”

*‘She’s sort of like a—like almost anybody,
if you know what I mean, madame. One sees
a lot like her—young girls, I mean. She might
be—anything.”

“I see,” she said slowly. She gave him her
furs and her coat, but she did not take off her
hat. It was a pale blue toque, very becoming
to her white hair, but it made her look stern.

She opened the door to the library and saw
the girl sitting there in one of the high-backed
oaken chairs. She was looking with apprecia-
tion at the shining Christmas tree old Henry
had trimmed.

“Yes?” Mrs. Barclay said in her clear,
clipped voice. “ Did you want to speak to me?”

The young girl rose quickly and clutched
her little bag. “*‘Are you Tigger’s mother?” she
asked faintly.

*“Tigger?” Mrs. Barclay repeated.

“Are you Mrs. Barclay?” the girl asked.

“Iam,” she replied, and did not sit down.
She was a good deal taller than the girl, who,
she perceived, was sinfully young, surely not
twenty, very small and soft and dark, and now
obviously trembling. She was not noticeably
pretty, but her eyes, large and black were
compellingly beautiful.

*“Tigger—that is, Ranny—sent me.”

“My son?” Mrs. Barclay said. She felt sud-
denly cold. “Sit down. Why do you say my
son sent you? He is far away.”

The girl’s pale face flushed. Then she gath-
ered her courage. “Ranny told me exactly
what 1 was to do before he went away. He said
I was to come to you on Christmas Day.”

Mrs. Barclay listened without bending.
*“Why should I believe you?" she asked coldly.

For answer the girl put her hand in her
pocket and drew out an envelope. *‘ This is
his last letter,” she said, and tore off a first
sheet and handed it to Mrs. Barclay.

“Little Tiggress,”sthe letter began, “I am
writing this with my feet in a bucket of hot

water. The splashes you see aren’t tears—
though I could shed them, my sweet, when I
read your—"’

Mrs. Barclay handed the sheet back to the
girl. Ranny— What had Ranny to do with
this girl? Ranny had told her nothing. All
the time she thought she had Ranny she didn’t
have him at all. Pride rose up and sealed her
lips. She would ask nothing of this girl that her
son had not wanted to tell her. Let them keep
their secrets! She felt a pain that was deep and
deadly. Now she really was alone.

The girl put the letter back in the pocket of
her suit.

“Aren’t you going to ask me—who I am?”
she said.

“No,” Mrs. Barclay said. “No, I shan’t
ask.”

“But—but he told me to come today—
Christmas,” thegirl faltered. *He told me to—"

“Why?” Mrs. Barclay asked swiftly. “ Why
on Christmas, of all days?” She paused and
then said what she meant : * Christmas is hard
enough anyway.”

The girl leaned forward and clasped her
small, childish hands. Her black eyes filled
with large tears, clear like those of a child.
“Isn’t it simply terrible?”” she whispered.

Mrs. Barclay did not answer. Nothing could
be as terrible for this girl as it was now for her.
The girl moved quickly and fell on her knees
by Mrs. Barclay’s chair.

Mrs. Barclay shrank back. ““No,” she said,
“I don’t want to know anything about you.”

The girl rose slowly. “You mean—you
really want me—just to go away?”

“Please,” Mrs. Barclay begged, *‘please—
just go away.”

“But Tigger said—"

“Please,” Mrs. Barclay cried, *‘please,
please!” She buried her face in her hands and
began to weep aloud, her whole body shaking.

Beside her, the girl stood quite still. Then
Mrs. Barclay felt a touch on her shoulder.

“Don’t cry,” the girl said. ** You don’t have
to cry. I'm going away. I wouldn’t have come
in the first place if he had not told me I must.
*You get there,” he told me, ‘at twelve o’clock.
She’ll be home from church about then’
‘They won't let me in,” I told him. So he tore
a leaf out of his little notebook and gave it to
me. I was to give it to the old man at the door.
Then I was to wait for you, and I was to tell
you, and when we’d both got acquainted I was
to give you his Christmas present for you.”

MRS. BARCLAY took her hands away
from her face. *“His Christmas present
for me?”’ she exclaimed.

“I’ve kept it ever since he went away,” the
girl explained. *‘He bought it the Saturday
afternoon before he went. I was with him. It
took a long time—nothing seemed good

enough for him to give to you. ‘It’s got to be

just right, Tiggress,” he said. *That’s what he
calls me.”

“You aren’t married to him?”

“Certainly not,” the girl said quickly.

“Then,” Mrs. Barclay said, gathering her
dignity, “‘why are you here?”

“I told you. Tigger told me to come and
give you his present,” the girl said calmly.
“Here it is. And I'll give it to you and go
away.” She opened her little brown bag and
took out a small package. “‘Open it, please. I
want to tell him how you like it.”

Mrs. Barclay hesitated and then opened it.
Inside a small, satin-covered box was an old-
fashioned locket of filigreed gold set with
pearls. Inside the locket on ivory was a
miniature painting of Ranny’s face when he
had been a year old.
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“So that’s where that picture went!” Mrs,
Barclay exclaimed. * He must have used it as
the model for this.”

The girl took an envelope from her bag.
“Here it is,” she said. ‘“ He told me to be sure
to give it back to you.”

Mrs. Barclay took it without seeing it. She
was gazing at the baby face in the locket. ‘It
—it brings home to me again—my baby—"

“That’s what he said it would,” the girl
said coolly. Her eyes meeting Mrs. Barclay’s
were so large and cool, indeed, that Mrs. Bar-
clay felt vaguely angry with their look.

‘*He was sweet, wasn’t he?” she said, hold-
ing out the ivory painting.

“Yes,” the girl said dispassionately.

“‘Maybe you don’t care for babies.”

“Don’t I'” the girl said succinctly. “I've
always said I wanted ten.”

“I had only the one. Ranny’s father was
killed in the first World War.”

“Tigger told me all that,” the girl said.
“It’s a pity you didn’t marry again and have
some brothers and sisters for him.”

“I wouldn’t have thought of it,”” Mrs. Bar-
clay said hotly.

“Tigger told me about that, too,” the girl
said quietly. ““But it would have been better
for him, all the same.” The dimples in her
cheeks straightened. *“ Maybe I'd have married
him then. Maybe he'd have been free.”

Mrs. Barclay snapped the locket shut.
“What do you mean?” she demanded.
“Ranny has always been free.”

THE girl shook her dark curls. *Oh, no, he
is not free,” she said, with a sort of childish
wisdom. *“He’s bound to you, Mrs. Barclay.
Everything he does he thinks first of how you
would like it. Then mostly he doesn’t do it.”

“That’s absurd,” Mrs. Barclay said. “Why,
you said just now he—he proposed to you.”

“Yes, but I could see he did it in spite of
you and if you didn’t like me he might be—
sorry.”

“Is that why you wouldn’t marry him?”

“I don’t want to marry a man who belongs
to—anybody else,” the girl said calmly.
There was no reproach in her voice.

Mrs. Barclay sat up straighter in her chair.
“If [ have had an influence on my son—""

“Oh, I wouldn’t mind influence,” the girl
said, ‘“‘but you’re—you see, you're selfish.
You’ve made him think he owes it to you to
keep you from being lonely and all that.”

Mrs. Barclay felt the blood rise slowly up
her cheeks from her neck. * Has he talked to
you about me?” she asked with anger.

“Oh, no,” the girl said. * Well, I mean, just
enough to explain things to me. When I didn’t
want to come here today he said you'd be—
you might even kill yourself if you thought he
wasn’t comyng back. He said you'd told him
you were afraid because your father had done
it. He said it kept him worried.”

“My son seems to have confided to you all
my private affairs,” Mrs. Barclay said.

*“No, only because you’ve made them his,”
the girl said. ““Of course, I told him the truth,”
she added.

“The truth?” Mrs. Barclay repeated.

*I told him that it wasn’t so much that you
loved him that made you the way you are. It's
your being afraid of yourself without him.”
The young voice was matter-of-fact.

Mrs. Barclay rose. Suddenly she began to
tremble. *You had better go away, I think,”
she said. *“After all, who are you? A common
girl my son picked up, the way all men seem
to do with girls like you.”

But the girl went on gravely, *“I wasn’t
picked up. T was sent to him on my job, you
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on with my job, Mrs. Barclay—until he comes
back.”

*“You shall keep on with it,” Mrs. Barclay
said.

Jenny straightened herself. *“1'd want to pay
board and room.”

“Of course,” Mrs. Barclay said respect-
fully.

Then Jenny took an uncertain step back-
ward and leaned against the great carved
table, *“Mrs. Barclay, am I—would you say I
was engaged to Tigger now?”

“I should certainly say so,” Mrs. Barclay
said gently.

The atmosphere in the room changed. The
older woman felt it first, because it came, of
course, from the younger one. There was a
sort of glory in it. There was a light, and it
came from Jenny’s eyes. There was music,
and though it was only the sound of the
chimes next door, playing a Christmas carol
instead of striking the hour, still it was an
unearthly music.

**We must send a cable to Ranny,” Mrs.
Barclay said softly. **We'll have to send it to
the War Department, of course, but maybe
they'll let it through when they see what it is.
What shall we say, Jenny?”
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*Tell him,” Jenny said faintly. *“* Tellhim—"

Mrs. Barclay smiled. ‘I shall say, ‘Your
Christmas present received.” And then I shall
say, ‘And approved.’ ”

Jenny nodded.

**What else?”” Mrs. Barclay asked.

Jenny thought hard. **Just tell him he’s en-
gaged,” she said. **Sign it with your name—
and Tiggress. He’ll understand.”

Mrs. Barclay laughed again. She had a feel-
ing that somehow from now on her life was
going to be full of laughter.

THE END % %
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conviction and he knew it. When he had come
into the apartment, all the elemental things
that had started rising in him earlier in the
evening were churning inside him. He had
been a hundred per cent animal instinct. If
Ketterman was defenseless, so much the bet-
ter. But it was different now. He knew that for
some reason this man he hated had stopped
being afraid of him, and he had paused to
wonder why. As soon as he began to think,
the animal instincts began to quiet down.
Then he had made the bitter mistake of listen-
ing while Ketterman talked, and he had been
stung by the truth of what he had said. He
knew Ketterman was telling the truth, and he
saw that he was wrong. It even came into his
mind to wonder whether Carroll would for-
give him for the rotten thing he had said.

Tony wanted now quite desperately to get
out, to get out with dignity. **I guess you
know,” he said, ‘I can’t strike a defenseless
man.”

*“That’s what I'm hoping,” said Ketterman.

For a second the sheer crust of this made
Tony Whitman's blood hot again. But Ketter-
man had him beaten and he knew it. If he hit
him now there wasn’t a chance in the world
of Carroll forgiving him.

“Ah, the hell with the whole thing!” he
said. Then he turned, and with quite a con-
siderable dignity strode out of the apart-
ment. . . .

CARROLL ANDERS wakened to the ring-
ing of the telephone bell. To actresses out
of jobs that sound has magic. She pulled the
comforter up about her shoulders and groped
for the phone. She did this without thinking,
from long habit. Then she began to think, and
she withdrew her hand. It wouldn’t be a job;
it would be either Tony Whitman or Morty
Ketterman, and she wasn't ready to talk to
either of them. If it was Tony he’d want to
talk about love, and on this gray morning
Carroll did not want to talk about love.

Some time, in the early beginnings of that
morning, she had come to her senses, had de-
cided that all men thought only of themselves,
that Tony Whitman had insulted her and that
Morty Ketterman had compromised her and
that she wanted no part of either of them. She
had come home and had gone to bed.

She looked over her shoulder to see if
Chip was there. She could get up and answer

the darned thing. But Chip was not there.

When the phone stopped ringing, she
heaved a deep sigh and got out of bed, and,
shivering, closed the window. Then she took
a long, luxurious shower and tried to pretend
the night before hadn’t happened, that she
was still on the verge of becoming a leading
lady, that the show was still to open, that it
had not closed after one performance. It
didn’t work, because just as she would get her-
self feeling happy again she would remember
how miserable she really felt.

Presently she shut oft the water, dried her-
self hard, and then slowly and carefully
dressed, and even more slowly, as though it
were a ritual, made up her face. This done,
she whipped herself up a good, solid break-
fast and started the familiar journey to Broad-
way to look for a job.

That day, even though it didn’t begin for
Carroll until it was half over, was long. It was
long with endless waiting and disappointment.
There were no musical shows in the offing, and
the show girls and chorus girls in all of the
ones running seemed unusually healthy and
well-behaved and free of impending matri-
mony. There was, as Carroll put it to herself,
no soap all along the line. At five-thirty she
knocked off and went home.

Chip was still out, but in the middle of the
living-room was a huge florist’s box; one of
the long ones that meant the flowers inside it
were terrifically expensive. That meant Tony.
Carroll's heart beat faster. She ripped the
cover off, gave a gasp of ecstasy at the sight
of so many beautiful flowers, and opened the
envelope that should hold a note. The smile-
wrinkles flattened into a frown.

The flowers were from Tony. The note said,
*I tried all day to get you on the phone to say
good-by. All my love and please forgive me.
Tony.”

She held the card, staring at the writing for
a long time. Then she said, ** Please forgive me
good-by. No, that doesn’t make sense. If you
want somebody to forgive you, you don’t just
say good-by and mooch off. Good-by is when
you’ve had a fight with people and yowr don’t
intend to forgive them !>

She dropped the card back into the box,
took off her hat, and scaled it onto the sofa.
“*Anders,” she said, “don’t be a dope. Call
him up. . . . Okay; ] will.”

She went into the bedroom and rang the
Whitmans’ number, and when Samuels, the
butler, answered, asked for Tony. The butler
said he was not at home, and Carroll thought
his voice sounded a little funny. Then he told
her that Mrs. Whitman had tried to get in
touch with her and wanted her to come to din-
ner that night.

*Oh,” said Carroll. Then, *Yes, of course
I'll come, Samuels.”

*The car will call for you,” said Samuels.
*Seven?”

“Yes. I'll be ready.”

Carroll hung up. She was filling vases with
water when Chip came in.

Chip took a look at the flowers, whistled,
and called to Carroll. *“Well!” she said. **So
we’re friendly with the white folks again.”

““Read the card,” said Carroll over her
shoulder. *“It doesn’t make sense. I bet he
really is going away. I mean physically. Not
just technically.”

* You don’t riake sense,” said Chip, picking
up the card. She read it and nodded, shaking
her curls up and down. *“Sure, it makes sense.
Morty told him he was acting like a heel and
Tony didn’t seem to think so, but I guess when
he got home and got his college education to
work he saw Morty was right—for once.”

Carroll came back with the filled vases.
*“What do you mean, Morty told him? Morty
wouldn’t dare tell him anything like that. He’s
not big enough.”

Chip grinned. *You should’ve stuck
around,” she said. *“The boy-friend came back
to beat up the other boy-friend.”” She sighed.
**But nothing much came of it, except I was
scared stiff for about five minutes.”” She shiv-
ered, with pleasure. ““Gosh, Tony’s handsome
when he’s mad!”’

CARROLL ignored this, set the vases down
on the floor. **See here, Chip,” she said.
*“This is about me. Suppose you let me in on
what happened. And, by the way, Morty
Ketterman is not a boy-friend of mine.”

Chip laughed. “No?” she said.

*“No,” said Carroll. She spoke a little
sharply. Chip was being annoying on purpose.
Pretending she had secrets. **No. You ought
to know how Morty feels about me.”

I do,” said Chip. She squinted her eyes at
Carroll. **Yah—I know because he told me.
Yah—he's in love with you. That’s how he
feels about you!™

Carroll was so surprised her head made a
little startled jerk. Morty Ketterman in love
with her. But that was silly.

*Quit blushing,” said Chip. *‘Lots of guys
have been in love with you.”

“I'm not blushing,” said Carroll. She was
blushing. “And if I was I’d be blushing with
shame for you for making up a thing like
that.”

*Ketterman’s quite a man,” said Chip. *If
it was me I'd be thrilled pink. But then I thrill
kind of easy.”

Carroll sat down on the sofa. She suddenly
found the idea of Morty being in love with her
upsetting. She decided she wouldn’t believe
it. **Look, Chip,” she said. **I'm too easy to
kid today. It isn’t fair.”

Her face wrinkled—with down wrinkles
now—made that way by disappointment and
weariness and worry.

Chip saw them and dropped onto the sofa
beside her, put an arm around her shoulders.
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“Honey!™ she cried. 1 could cut my throat!
Chip’s sorry as hell. Listen while | give out
with the dirt. Then we can do guessing about
what his note means and wherc he’s gone to
and who’s winning.”

Carroll grinned at her. She was very fond of
Chip Rose. For a long time now Chip had
been the only family she had. She had been a
nice family, a wavering, pretty, elastic tower
of strength in times of trouble—like now. Chip
worked always, as she was doing now, on the
theory that since both of them were very
pretty and very female and had people in love
with them, everything was bound to be all
right for them. By the time they had talked for
half an hour while Carroll showered and put
on a dinner dress and was ready to leave for
the Whitmans’, her perspective on life as a
whole was almost normally cheerful.

M RS. WHITMAN was waiting for Carroll
in the small library. 1t was a nice room,
warmly comfortable, and it had on it the marks
of age. Tonight as Carroll entered it she felt a
surge of homesickness. Mrs. Whitman looked
up from the sofa nearest the fire and set down
the knitting she had been struggling with.

“Carroll!” she said. “I'm so glad you
weren't doing anything tonight. I'm all alone.
Jim’s off being a warden.” A shadow crossed
her face. *‘1 wish he wouldn't. He gets so very
cold being a warden, but I can’t ask him not
to. He feels he amounts to something now."

Carroll grinned. It was cute, she thought,
that walking around the still, cold streets of
the city at night with what looked like a yacht
club flag on a handkerchief tied around his
arm made the president of the Hanoverian
Bank and Trust Company feel he at last
amounted to something. Still grinning, she
kissed Mrs. Whitman on the cheek, then she
sat down and said, “*What's about Tony?"

Mrs. Whitman turned her head and stared
at the fire. She did it, not because of any wish
to dramatize, but simply because she didn't
want to have to look at Carroll's eyes. ““Tony
isn’t going sailing in his sailor suit at a desk,
after all,” she said. **He's gone—to Newport.™

Carroll frowned. * Newport’Thdt'sa funny
place to go in the winter, isn’t it?*

Mrs. Whitman reached out and put her
hand over Carroll's. " Baby," she said, “you
don’t understand.”

Suddenly Carroll did understand, and a
shiver ran across her shoulders.

“You mean he's getting ready to go to
sea?" she said. It wasn't a question. She knew.

*He wasn’t able to tell me very much about
it,” Mrs. Whitman said. " He said he'd been
made a warrant officer and was going to be
trained about torpedoes, and then would go
on a PT boat. He left on an hour’s notice. He
tried to telephone you, but you didn't answer.”

Carroll gave a little gasp. That had been
Tony, calling to say good-by. If only she had
answered.

Mrs. Whitman went on: *I told him he
ought to go to your apartment to say good-by.
But he didn’t think so. He said you'd be in
bed. Tony is so stuffy about some things.” She
sighed. “Oh, dear,” she said. "It was nice
thinking he’d be safe at a desk. But of course
it couldn’t last, could it?*

“No." said Carroll. *'It couldn’t last.”

Of course it couldn’t last. Nothing nice ever
lasted. Having Tony happen to her had been
nice, the nicest thing that had ever happened
to her. Meeting him and then being engaged
to him and going places with him and never
having to think about how much things cost
had been like the summer holidays when she
was a kid. All of it had been such fun—such

carcfree fun that she had never stopped to
analyzc how she felt about him. She loved
him, she wanted to marry him becausc they
did have fun together and becausc he was
handsome and gentle and sweet and kind to
her. Then last night he had been so different.
She hadn’t loved him last night. He had been
stupid, and being stupid had hurt her at a time
when even a small hurt made a big wound.
And now he had gone away to the wars.

Carroll closed her eyes, held them tight shut
to dam the tears she felt were rising in them.
There was something horrible about having
somebody you were fond of go out to face
death while you were still technically mad at
him. She felt desperately unhappy and guilty.
Presently she turned to Mrs. Whitman, opened
her eyes, and the tears flowed out of them.

*"Oh, Mrs. Whitman,”" she said, **I'm sorry
about being unbrave and crying and things,
but—but you just can’t understand what this
is doing to me. You see, last night . . .”

She stopped because she saw that Mrs.
Whitman was smiling, and it seemed odd to
her that anybody would smile at a time like
that. Mrs. Whitman patted her hand.

**It’s because of last night that 1 wanted to
tell you myself about Tony's going away,"" she
said. ** You see, Carroll, I went through all this
with Tony's father—all the troubles about
being an actress and his hating my friends and
not understanding about, well, things, and
I knew Tony's going off would hit you hard. |
knew it the minute the kindly hangman told
me about your fight. The very minute . . .”

Carroll's eyes opened wide. " Who?” she
asked.

Mrs. Whitman laughed.

**Oh,” she said, “of course you wouldn’t

know who I mean. I call him that because he’s
so very severe on the outside and such a softy
on the inside.” She broke off, because quite
suddenly Carroll’s face had gone white and
her eyes were snapping anger.

*“Do you mean Morty Ketterman had the
nerve to—when?”

At tea this afternoon,” said Mrs. Whit-
man. ** He came up to talk about his play.”

Carroll jumped to her feet, paced up and
down on the hearth, tears forgotten in her
anger. Morty Ketterman and his play! Morty
Ketterman having the supreme crust to tell
her own fiancé’s own mother all about her
own personal, private fight with her own per-
sonal, private fiancé!

*Nosy old woman!" she said.

Mrs. Whitman blinked and shook her head.
“Carroll!™ she said, her gentle voice like a
delicately curved knife with a sharp blade.

CARROLL stopped pacing, dropped to her
knees at Mrs. Whitman's side, held out her
arms. “‘Oh, not you " she cried. ** Please, Mrs.
Whitman, don’t think 1 meant you! 1 meant
that—that owl-faced rat!” She looked as if
she was going to cry again. *'I—1 hate him.”

Mrs. Whitman reached out an arm and
drew Carroll close to her, so that the girl
buried her face in a lap that was used to giving
haven and comfort to all manner of troubled
people. She looked down at the sleek golden
head, and she sighed. She was wishing in an
odd, roundabout sort of way that for her son’s
sake this pretty girl didn’t hate the kindly
hangman quite so passionately. The kindly
hangman had been almost naively frank that
afternoon at tea.

She sighed again and when, a second later,
Samuels came to the doorway of the room
carrying cocktail things, she motioned him to
set them down and made violent faces to tell
him dinner would be late. Then she turned
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back to the task of mothering, strangely grate-
ful in an hour when shc was lonely and bitterly
unhappy herself, that she had someone who
nccded mothering. . . .

Morty Ketterman sat alone in his study.
Although it was midmorning, except for a
bright pool of light directly over the type-
writer the room was as dark as though it were
midnight. Morty Ketterman liked to work in
the dark. In a lighted room, every time he
glanced around him he would know exactly
where he was, and reality would intrude on his
imaginings. In the darkness he could imagine
himself anywhere. Seeing the typewriter and
the pages of white manuscript paper didn't
count. He considered them as much a part of
himself as his hands, which were lying 1dly on
top of the typewriter now.

Presently he got up from the desk and, going
to a tray that stood in a corner of the room,
poured himself a cup of black coffee from a
vacuum jug. Then he crossed to an old leather
office chair that stood alongside the desk, sank
into it, drank, and, taking out his key ring,
began to chew it slowly, contemplatively.

MORTY KETTERMAN was very tired.
He knew without being told that his ca-
reer hinged on that ever-growing pile of white
manuscript paper on the desk—that if this
play failed, he was, for a long while anyway,
washed up. Any playwright can be forgiven a
flop, but even an ace playwright would not be
forgiven two flops in one season. He was, he
knew, writing well, but he was worried.

He was worried because, entirely without
his intending it to be so, the young girl charac-
ter in the play that he had originally meant to
be merely a strong supporting character was
gradually becoming the central figure. Worse
than that, it was gradually becoming Carroll
Anders. And yet again, worse, Carroll Anders
had refused to speak to him since that night
two weeks ago when Tony Whitman had
walked in on them in her bedroom.

It was, he thought, the hell of a note—he,
the great Ketterman, writing a play for a girl
who wouldn’t speak to him, writing a play for
her in spite of the fact that he didn't want to.

**That this should happen to me!" he said.

He drank deep of his black coffee, ran a
hand through his hair. **It shouldn't happen
to my worst enemy.”

He chewed savagely for a few seconds, the
keys on the ring clanking against one another.

*Maybe if | could see her and she was nasty
to me I could get over being haunted by her.”

He finished the cofiee.

“I'll call her up,” he said, “‘and she won't
talk to me and I'll get sore at her, then | won't
give a damn and can get on with my work.”

He got up, went to the telephone, and called
Carroll Anders’s number. When it answered
he said, ** This is the New York Towel, Coat,
and Linen Supply Company. I'd like to speak
to Miss Carroll Anders.”

He heard Chip Rose say, “Just a minute.”
Perhaps half a minute later Chip's voice came
again. It said, ** Hello, New York Towel, Coat,
and Linen Supply Company?”

*Yeah,™ said Ketterman.

*No soap.” said Chip, and hung up.

* Why, you corn-fed, overcooked dumpling,
what do you mean by .

He broke off, Iooked at the telephone,
slammed it down onto its cradle.

**She can’t do this to me!™ he said.
not buying it.”

He stalked out of the room then. He would
go over to that Anders’s apartment and settle
things.

1 can be haunted just so far,” he said. *“If

“I'm
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slipped into a normal, easy pace. Carroll was
grateful to Mrs. Whitman. She knew, now
that she had a chance to think about it, that
she had no right at all to get annoyed at Chip
for sending Tony a pair of socks. She couldn’t
be jealous—there couldn’t be anything to be
jealous about. She thought maybe the reason
it had annoyed her was because it made her
feel vaguely guilty that she, herself, had not
run up a pair for him. She supposed she
should have. She, too, sighed. She was won-
dering why it was that she always seemed to
end up feeling guilty about Tony. She won-
dered, too, about the time that would come
later in the day when, with heavy strategy,
they would be left alone together. . . .

The strategy that eventually left Carroll and
Tony alone together was heavy only in its
simplicity. It came when Carroll, knowing
Mrs. Whitman wanted Tony by himself for
dinner, got up to go home, and Mrs. Whitman
said, **Tony, walk home with Carroll.”

It was as simple as that, and it left them
walking together down Fifth Avenue a few
minutes later, feeling strangely self-conscious.
It was too bad that they had to feel so, be-
cause their whole love or friendship had been
built on a careless naturalness of relationship.
Now, they walked along side by side, sadly
and unsmiling, each of them trying to find
words that would sweep away the strangeness
which had grown up between them. It was
Tony who, just as they came in sight of Car-
roll’s building, found them. He reached out
and caught her hand.

**Gosh, Carroll, wouldn’t it be swell if there
wasn’t any war or anything and I didn’t have
to go back tonight, and we could go out on the
town and raise hell the way we used to?”

She pressed his hand, her face bright, eyes
shining, turned to him. **I'd love it!” she said.

THEN they both laughed. They walked on
hand in hand.

*“I'm sorry about a lot of stuff I've been in-
dulging in a lot of self-torture about,” said
Tony.

*“I'm sorry things happened that made you
do it,” said Carroll. She lowered her eyes.
“Tony.”

“Huh?” |

*“I haven’t seen Morty since. I—I thought
you might like to know that.”

*1 could kick myself,” said Tony. *You
know, angel puss, I think I've been the dumb-
est warrant officer in the Navy. No kidding. I
mean . . ."”

“It’s nice,” said Carroll, “being like we
used to.”

*Boy!" said Tony. ‘“It's heaven.” He
laughed. *‘1 hope it lasts this time.”

*“1t's got to,” said Carroll. **It’s too awful
the other way. Just hurting each other.”

“Yes,” said Tony. “It's awful the other
way. Especially in the Navy.”

He meant it was awful to be torn and to
have small voices whispering at you when
you were not free to do anything about it.
Carroll guessed this. When they reached the
little lobby of her building she said, **Tony,
you don’t have to go home right away. Come
on up and—and have a drink.”

He put his arm through hers and on the way
up in the automatic elevator he kissed her. He
held her tight this time when he kissed her,
but with gentleness: the harshness she had
felt in his arms at the airport was all gone. She
thought, as the car reached her floor and the
door rattled open, 1 guess this is our high
point. [ guess things are all right between us
now. I guess if he wants—he’s going back to-
night, going to sea in that awful boat thing—

The Glory of Democracy

THE sacrifices that are needed in order to
win the war are apparent to us all.

The Treasury’s appeals to buy war bonds,
the Government’s pleas to conserve gas and rub-
ber, the economies required to avoid inflation, the
necessity of rationing many essential commodities
—all these have become vital in the minds of
our people.

Necessity has awakened us, not only to the
size of the task before us, but to the fact that our
future as a nation is at stake; and in characteristic
fashion we-a// are responding.

Our hearts speak, our purses are open wide;
and regardless of creed or color or political con-
victions, our honest differences of opinion are
being dissipated before the issue that confronts us.

This is the glory of democracy; that a man
may think as he will, speak as he will, vote as he
will, and worship God in his own way: yet in
the hour of peril to the State, that which is for
the greatest good of all is not only his most com-
pelling thought but the strongest prompting of
his heart.

In that hour his thought is no longer of
himself but of his country; and it is as though
his soul were crying out those memorable words
of Plato: “Man was not born for himself alone
but for his country.”

President, International
Business Machines Corporation

Let all who can, buy more war bonds
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Maybe then things would stay alt right.”

Her hand trembled when she reached in her
bag and took out her latchkey. Tony noticed
it and put his arm around her shoulders. It
didn’t make the trembling any less, but she
jabbed with the key and it went into the lock.
Then she swung the door open. As it opened,
she felt Tony's arm drop from her, glanced
quickly up at him, and saw that his face was
as black as thunder. Then she looked into the
living-room.

If Carroll Anders had had a gun at that mo-
ment, she would probably have shot Morty
Ketterman. She would have loved shooting
him. As she had no gun, she simply stared at
his sleeping figure in shocked horror.

Tony Whitman, however, needed no weapon
other than his two strong hands to do what he
felt must be done. He stepped over to the
chair, grabbed Ketterman by the slack of the
shoulders, and before he was even fully awake,
slung him out into the hall, where he skidded
along the shiny floor and brought up in a
heap head first against the far wall.

Tony slammed the door shut and faced
Carroll. *“Now talk,” he said quietly. I
know I'm not supposed to be loaded with
brains, but I've got sense enough not to be
made a fool of twice. Talk.”

SHE was surprised at how calm his voice
was and more frightened by it than if he
had lost his temper. Actually, he was past los-
ing his temper. This thing that had happened
was so bad that, even though he had seen it, he
couldn’t really believe it.

“You talk,” said Tony again, “and then
when I leave here about ten seconds from now
I’'m going to search him. If 1 find a key to this
apartment on him I'm going to kill him.”

Carroll gasped. She only half heard Tony
say, “And he’ll be there to be searched, too.
He’s out cold.”

*‘He hasn’t any key,” said Carroll. **Tony,
Itold you . ..”

*You told me once before, too.”

“I told you the truth, too,” said Carroll.

Tony’s face (wisted in agony. “*You!" he
said contemptuously. “*Asking.me to come up
here and have a drink! Acting like you meant
a lot more than have a drink! You didn’t think
I'd come. You couldn’t have acted like that
about it if you’d thought I'd take you up on it.
You couldn’t have.”

*Tony.” Carroll grabbed his lapels. ** Tony,
I have not seen Morty Ketterman since you
went away. | swear it on my word of honor. |
swear it, 1 tell you. And you can ask Chip.”
She pointed to the bedroom. ** Call her up now
and ask her. She's at her agent’s—the Wayne
office. Call her up.”

Tony looked down at her for a long mo-
ment. Then he said, **All right, [ will.”

He walked into the bedroom and Carroll
felt that he took some of her heart with him.
She went slowly to the sofa and dropped down
onto it. She heard Tony dial the number.
Then he closed the bedroom door. It was only
then, when she was alone, that she realized
what he had said about Morty Ketterman
being out cold. She put her hand to her heart.
Morty hadn’t been drunk or he wouldn’t have
hung up his overcoat so neatly. That meant he
had been hurt when he fell. She forgot Tony,
rushed across the room and out into the hall.
Ketterman was gone, but on the floor where
he had been lying there was a tiny smear of
blood. Carroll closed her eyes and felt sick.
She didn’t blame Tony for what he had done,
but the idea of Morty Ketterman hurt and
bleeding hurt her. She was surprised that it
did, since she had been so furious at him.

She opened her eyes and started back to the
apartment. Then she saw a piece of paper
stuck under the little brass knocker. She tore
it loose and looked at it. On it, in scrawling
pencil, was written, “‘I guess I can take a hint,
Anders, but I never knew you packed so much
muscle. Nuts to you, you're passing up a big
chance. Love and kisses, M.”

Carroll bit her lip, crumpled the note into a
wad and dropped it inside the front of her
dress. Then she hurried back into the apart-
ment and closed the door and went back to
the sofa. She was still fighting back tears when
the door to the bedroom opened and Tony
came slowly into the room. He crossed to the
sofa, dropped onto his knees and, reaching
out his arms to her, lowered his head.

*Oh, Carroll,” he said, *'I don’t even know
how to begin asking you to forgive me. Chip
says . . .” )

yCarroll found she was suddenly very tired.
Much, much too tired to argue. She lifted a
hand to his bent head, stroked it.

“Oh, that’s all right, Tony,” she said in a
faraway voice. **1 don’t blame you. It looked
pretty bad, didn’t it?*
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Itlooked awful,” said Tony. ** But, gosh, a
guy ought to trust his girl even if—he ought
to trust her through anything.™

“Yes,” said Carroll. “If he loves her he
ought to trust her. There isn’t much point
otherwise.”

*1 do trust you,” he said.

“I'm glad you trust me, Tony,” she said.

She just said it. She didn’t mean it. How
could she be glad he trusted her when she
knew he didn’t trust her. But she had to say
the right thing now whether she meant it or
not. Suddenly he got to his feet.

*“My God!™ he said. **That guy out in the
hall. I’d better . . .”

*Sit down,” said Carroll. “He’s gone. I
went out to see how he was.”

She saw him start getting tense again, and
added, ““After all, Tony, it wouldn’t look very
well to have Morty Ketterman found dying on
my doorstep. I know you wouldn’t want that.”

*No,” he said. * You were quite right.”

*Yes,” said Carroll.

*And you do forgive me?”

“I forgive you.”

)

HERE was an awkward silence, more awk-

ward because now there was no quarrel be-
tween them and because their time together
was up and they should say good-by, and
neither of them wanted to say good-by in the
way it should be said, with warmth and tears
and kisses and fragments of phrases that in
themselves meant nothing, but that could be
thought about later and heard again like
tenderly sentimental phonograph records.
Both of them knew that was how the good-by
should be. Both of them knew it was impossi-
ble. Both of them knew that those things
would have to wait until they met again. Both
of them were bitterly sorry about it. Both of
them knew that now there might never be a
next time.

It was while Tony was standing in the door
with his hat in his hand that Carroll found she
couldn’t let him go that way. It was a cruelty
she was incapable of, and she was, after all, an
actress, or told herself she was. She closed her
eyes and opened her arms.

*“Kiss me good-by, Tony,” she said.

For a second his eyes lighted, byt he didn’t
smile. When he kissed her it was without heart.
Tony didn’t even pretend to be an actor.

(To be Concluded)

Waste Goes On

®
(Continued from page 23)

very people who are receiving government
bounty now want to oust those who distrib-
ute it.

I doubt that anybody knows just how many
civilians are on U. S. Government payrolls.
Employees are being added so fast and in such
quantities that even when the Civil Service
figures are issued they are six weeks old and
cover only the Executive Branch of the Gov-
ernment.

The last Civil Service report shows 2,551,802
employees, with a monthly payroll of $405,-
330,418. Several hundred thousand of these
are postal employees and laborers engaged in
producing and transporting munitions of war.

Nobody wants to cut them off the payroll.
There are thousands of additional government
employees, not recorded by Civil Service. In
Civil Service alone, 880,880 have been added
since Pearl Harbor and about 5,000 new ones
are added each month. About 60 per cent of
them are women typists, stenographers, and
filing clerks.

The waste isn’t in manpower and money
alone. Desks, typewriters, and other office
equipment are used in nonessential work.
Unneeded employees crowd the restaurants,
apartments, and rooming houses in Washing-
ton. Transportation systems are not adequate
to carry them. The waslte in office space runs
into millions of square feet—at a time when
the Government, al great cost, is moving
departments out of Washington and building
new office buildings in a desperate attempt to
get good accommodations for all and sundry.

Full credit must be given those thousands
of men and women in government service who
are in the war effort with every ounce of their
brain and brawn. They are just as valuable to
their country as the men on the firing line.

The top men and women in war activities are
doing no loafing. In many a department every
person is in there fighting.

But this minority group is pulling the load.

I WAS told recently of an office in which at
least 10 out of the 25 stenographers were
idle. Down the hall a few minutes later my in-
formant found 4 stenographers working furi-
ously on a job their supervisor told me would
keep them until midnight.

*Why not bring in girls from another sec-
tion?" my informant asked.

“*Their boss wouldn't lend them,” the su-
pervisor said. ** He wouldn't admit that he has
more stenographers than he needs. The more
people he has working under him, the higher
he’s rated by Civil Service.”

In business and industry, the men who
operale their departments the most efficiently
and economically are the ones who get the
promotions. Since the government policy ap-
pears to be to spend instead of save, through-
out the service, generally, the men and women
who have the most employees are the ones
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shop is just what the doctor ordered to keep

a Jap submarine crew from getting homesick.
Incidentally, if you can stand my politics, the
name is Bill.”

“Mine’s Chris,” I said. “And your politics
concern me much less than whether you
snore.”

He snubbed out his cigarette on the floor.
* Do you really expect to do much sleeping on
this trip, Chris?” The bantering note had gone
out of his voice.

Five minutes later a seaman knocked and
told us we were wanted in the captain’s cabin.
We took our life preservers and went on deck.

The cabin was crowded when we stumbled
in. Bradley and Quartermayne were the only
ones I had met, but I was to get to know the
rest. If I close my eyes I can see all their faces:
Captain Jorgensen, the ship’s skipper, a grim,
weatherbeaten Norwegian; Captain Richard
Cleave, a gray-haired, hawk-faced naval
officer in charge of our expedition; Dr. Alec
Walker, medical officer on our team; and the
leadermen of the various groups of work-
ers . . . Tubby Garms, Ed Winthrop, Joe
Adams, Lew Lewis, Scotty Cameron, Ernest
McCoy. These were men with firm hand-
shakes and steady, unafraid eyes.

Captain Cleave took over. “*Owing to the
methods used in coming aboard,” he said,
“we’ve had no opportunity for a ship’s drill.
Because of the blackout we can do nothing
about it till morning. We’re being convoyed
at the moment, and I think we can assume our
chances of getting through the night are
pretty good. You’ve made certain your men
are properly quartered?”

They had.

“Anything to report?”

Dr. Walker saluted. He was a shy, studious,
sensitive-looking guy in his middle thirties.
“We have five men in the sick bay, sir,” he
said. “Food poisoning.”

*“You think it’s something they've eaten on
the ship, Doctor?”

“Yes, sir. These five men all came aboard
last night. After lunch today they were almost
immediately taken ill.”

“Take all the necessary precautions,”
Cleave said. “I leave that responsibility en-
tirely to you.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“That’s all, gentlemen,” Cleave said. “Good
night and good luck.”

We began shuffling out.

“Lieutenant Wells!”

I WAITED till the others except Bradley and
Quartermayne had gone.

**Glad to have you with us,” Captain Cleave
said. “‘Lieutenant Bradley’s explained you’ve
had no time to learn what your duties are.”

“Twelve hours ago I was struggling to find
the happy ending for a love story,” I said.

He smiled, but not with his eyes. “We’re
interested in happy endings, too, Lieutenant.
There’re some three hundred of us, all types
and kinds of men, who've got to live together
and work together. We can’t have discontent
or ill feeling or panic.”

“The men volunteered,” Quartermayne
said. “ There shouldn’t be friction.”

“But it’s high-tension stuff,”” the captain
said. **Rumors can start. Uneasiness. Suspi-
cion that someone in a responsible position is
incompetent. The ordinary friction of clashing
personalities. You, Lieutenant, must be ready
to listen, to soothe, to mediate. These men are
civilians. We can’t clamp down on them with
the same kind of discipline we'd use with en-
listed personnel. You're to be their spokes-
man, their contact with me.”

“That’ll be fine,” I said, *if they like me.”

“You've got to make them like you.”

“You used to be a customers’ man,” Brad-
ley said. “That’s really a matter of selling
yourself, isn’t it, Chris?”

I admitted that it was.

“There’s one other point,” Cleave said.
“These men have been checked. We know
their records. But the most careful checking
sometimes fails. One disloyal man might de-
stroy the usefulness of this entire expedition.
Any suspicion along that line must be re-
ported at once to Lieutenant Bradley.”

*“You’re not expected to listen at keyholes
or play detective,” Bradley said, with a faint
smile. *“That, worse luck, is my job. Create
confidence, so that the men will come to you.
It will give us a double check.”

“Everything clear, Lieutenant?” Cleave
asked.

“Yes, sir.”

“Then good night and good luck.”

I LEFT. A seaman was waiting in the black-
ness outside the door. “Guide you back to
your cabin, sir?”

“Is there any law against staying up on
deck for a while?” I asked.

*“No, sir. But no smoking, no matches, no
flashlights.”

“I'll be good,” 1 said.

I felt my way along the rail. The Pacific was
making good on its name. It seemed to be as
calm as a millpond, and oily-black. I finally
stopped and leaned my elbows on the rail, and
stared out at the darkness. I was thinking—
well, about what lay behind me and what
might lie ahead. It must have been about a
half-hour later that a voice spoke behind me:
“Just in case—could you show me how this
darned life preserver works?”

What floored me was that it was the very
pleasant, husky voice of a girl.

The whole effect was extraordinary, because
when I turned around I couldn’t see anyone.

“I'll never touch another drop of Quarter-
mayne’s whisky as long as I live,” I said.

The girl laughed. “I'm real, though,” she
said. Then her hands touched me in the dark-
ness. 1 took hold of one of them.

“I'm Chris Wells," I said. ‘‘ Liaison officer.
What gives here? I thought I’d seen my last
white woman for the duration.”

“Isn’t ‘white’ a little optimistic?” she said.
“I've got myself twisted up in one of these
spare tires and I don’t know how to make it
work.”

It was weird. I located the shoulder straps,
and, incidentally, her shoulders. She was
somewhere in the neighborhood of five feet
two. I started trying to adjust the life belt.

She laughed again. *“This is getting a little
personal,” she said.

1 found the valve in the front of the pre-
server and got her to take hold of it. **You
blow into this if you fall overboard.”

“I'm very grateful,” she said. **There was
no one around to show me.”

“What are you—a stowaway?” I asked.

*“Much more prosaic,” she said. *“I'm a
nurse.”

““Name? I mean, nurses do have names.”

1 could hear her sigh. My name," she said,
*“is Jessica James, and, please, no cracks about
the girl bandit!”’

“That’s awful,” I said. “How did it hap-
pen?”

“It was an honest-to-Pete accident,” she
said. ** My mother’s favorite sister’s name was
Jessica. They didn’t realize what they'd done
to me till too late. My aunt would have been
terribly hurt.”
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“How come you’re on this excursion? It's
not healthy!™

“There’s a war on, Mr. Wells. Hadn’t you
heard?”

“Chris.”

“All right, Chris.”

“What is it safe to call you?" I asked.

*“Jess,” she said. “Arsenic in your soup if
you let slip with one Jessie.”

“1 promise. What do you look like, Jess?”

“Very ordinary,” she said.

“Not from the feel of you,” I said.

*“ Mister Wells!™

*Dark, shiny black hair,” I suggested.

*“Mine is bright yellow,” she said, laughing.

“A Grecian nose.”

* Definitely snub.”

‘“Blue eyes. What we Hollywood writers
call ‘cornflower blue.””

*“So you're a writer. Have 1 read anything

yours?™

I told her some of the pictures I'd worked
on.

“You're not bad at all,” she said. “I've
seen most of them.” ’

“Was I right about the eyes?” I asked.

*“They’re blue,” she said.

“Couldn’t we go inside so I could look at
you?” | asked.

“You’re going to see me until you're quite
thoroughly fed up,” she said. “‘I've got to stay
put, right here. My cabin’s just behind us, and
there’s a buzzer there from the sick bay. I'm
supposed to be on duty, but Dr. Walker was
nice enough to let me come out for some air.
We've had a rather trying eight hours.”

“The gang stomach-ache?”

“It's no joke,” she said. “Dr. Walker’s
afraid the food supplies have been tampered
with.”

“It’s a cheerful idea, at that,” I said, laugh-
ing. *“Marooned on a coral reef in the Pacific
with a shipload of bad food.”

“You know something, Chris?”’

“What?”

“If I were you I wouldn’t say that, even in
fun. Everybody in this outfit is jumpy.”

Behind us the buzzerin Jess’s cabin sounded.

“Oh-oh,” Jess said. “‘Business. Be seeing
you, Chris.”

She hurried away. I heard her bang against
something and deliver herself of a nice, round
oath. I felt better about things. Of course,
she’d been perfectly right about my wisecrack.
I'd have to watch myself.

ONE thing was certain. When Dr. Walker
wanted someone he wanted him. The
buzzer kept ringing steadily. Finally it stopped.
Then, what seemed seconds later, I heard Jess’s
voice : *“Chris! Chris, are you still there?”

“Right here,” [ said.

Her voice was crisp, professional: “I need
help. Will you come, please?”

1 got across the deck to the companionway.
With the door closed, 1 got my first look at
her. I felt rocked back on my heels. All the best
psychologists will tell you that it doesn’t hap-
pen. But it happened to me. I looked at this
girl and I knew. I had the crazy impulse to tell
her, but instead I said, * What's up?”

She didn't answer. She opened the door of
the sick bay. The outer room was Dr. Walk-
er’s office. A green-shaded desk lamp threw
light downward and onto Alec Walker, who
was on the floor, writhing and twisting.

*“Help me get him to a cot,” Jess said.

1 bent over Walker. His face was the color
of the painted woodwork. His eyes were open
and he was dripping with sweat. His lips were
drawn from his teeth.

*“Tomato juice,” he said, in a gasping voice.
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1 told you there were no doubts, Bradley!”
Joe Adams was standing at my elbow. ** You
gave him the chance to take one more crack
at us, and he did. If you don't find him and
get him away from here there won't be any of
us able to sleep or eat, or think to do our
jobs!™

The marines were detailed. I was taking
down the statements of the witnesses to Den-
nis’s death for Bradley. There wasn’t one of
them had any evidence. There was nothing to
show how Dennis got the poison.

*Jack never thought Regan was guilty,”
one of the men said. *‘ He was burned up over
the leadermen suspectin’ him. If Regan offered
him somethin’, he’d of took it without
thinkin’! He trusted him!”

“There's nothing to prove Regan did give
him something,” Bradley said sharply.

“It doesn’t seem possible Bill could do a
thing like this,” I heard The McCoy say. **He
and Jack were buddies.”

*“So were he and Jed,” Joe Adams said.
“How much convincing do you guys need?
We got to find him and ship him and the girl
out of here. Nobody’s going to get any work
done till we do.”

No marines turned up with Bill in tow. You
could see a kind of hysteria in every face
around you. Cleave realized, I guess, that it
wasn’t any use trying to keep things moving.
He finally issued an order for every man on
The Island to join the search.

Everybody set out to search—everybody
but me, and Alec and Bradley. We were left in
Bill’s office.

“It looks pretty conclusive,” Alec said.

“Does it?” said Bradley absently. *‘By the
way, Doctor, have you had a chance to look
at the cosmetics Mrs. O’Rourk collected from
the two nurses?”

*“Oh, Lord!” Alec said. I forgot to tell
you in the excitement. Nothing there. The
stuff’s all right.”

That gave me an idea. *“Has it occurred to
you Bill might be in the infirmary, talking to
Jess?”

Bradley gave me a weary smile. ““All right,”
he said. “Run along.”

FOUND her, standing outside the infir-

mary. I thought she reached out her hands
toward me as I came up the path.

**Oh, Chris!” she said.

“You darned idiot,"” I said. I took her hands
in mine and she made no move to pull away.
**Bill told me what you two were talking about
on the ship.”

** Chris, where is Bill?” she asked. *Where
is he?”

“They’ll find him,” I said.

She looked at me, startled. * But, Chris, he
isn’t guilty! Don’t you see?— He and Dennis
were together! He may have gotten the same
thing. He may be dying somewhere now.™

That was a possibility which had never en-
tered my head. But | couldn’t drag myself
away. “Chris, we can’t think about us now,”
Jess said.

Us! The way she used the word, so matter-
of-factly, as if it was a word she had used
before. Us!

*“Help them find him, Chris!”" she said.

“I'll be back,” I said. “I’'ll be back for
keeps.” . . .

That was the damn’dest day of my life. I
climbed over what seemed like miles of coun-
try, over rocks, hacking my way through
jungle growth. I was scratched and bitten
and hot, and my knees were skinned from a
tumble. A kind of exhilaration kept me going.
I remember saying once out loud, *“Us! Us!™

and a sweating marine turned to look at me,
evidently convinced I'd gone nuts.

No Bill! No report of him. No trail picked
up. He had simply disappeared into thin air.

About six o’clock in the evening | wound up
back at the base. | found Bradley at the mess
hall. He puzzled me. Somehow 1 hadn’t
thought of him as an armchair detective.

**Looks like he got clean away,” I said.

Bradley tamped the tobacco down in his
pipe and grunted.

I had visions of tumbling into bed soon
after supper and catching up on my sleep—
after I'd seen Jess. That didn’t happen. The
search for Bill was called off for the time
being because, half an hour after dark, the
ship put in at The Island again. We pitched in
to help get the last of her cargo ashore. I found
myself slinging things about like a punch-
drunk stevedore. When it was over I staggered
up from the beach toward my shack.

ON THE way Bradley caught up with me.
*“Did I dream it or do I remember your
packing a couple of bottles of brandy in your
duffel, Chris?™ he asked.

*“I did,” I said. **There are. You want a
drink?”

“Badly,” he said. *Mind if [ stop off with
you for a minute?”

In the shack I fumbled for a match and lit
the kerosene lamp. I got a couple of china
mugs from the bathroom and one of the bot-
tles from my kit. “Got another glass?” Brad-
ley asked.

*“No. What do you want three glasses for?”

‘““Maybe Bill won't mind drinking out of
the bottle,” Bradley said.

He lifted his eyes to a trap door in the ceil-
ing which opened into the small air space be-
tween it and the roof. *“You might as well come
down, Regan,” he said. ““The ship’s gone.”

Then I heard a scraping sound, and the trap
door was lifted from above. A pair of legs ap-
peared, and Bill dropped, catlike, down onto
the floor. He looked pretty tired himself.
“You're a smart guy, Bradley,” he said. *‘Boy,
I could go for a slug of that hootch.”

I know the neck of the brandy bottlerattled
against the rim of the china mug as I poured
myself a whale of a drink. I needed that drink.
I left the others to help themselves. I sat down
on the edge of Bill's cot because my legs
wouldn’t have held me up much longer. Had
Bradley known all day and night where Bill
was hiding? And if he had, wasn’t it a flagrant
case of insubordination?

Bill poured a drink for Bradley and then
raised the bottle with a flourish. *‘Here’s to
crime,” he said.

“If you don’t mind,” Bradley said, “I'll
drink to speedy repairs on the submarine.”

“Amen,” said Bill, and raised the bottle to
his lips.

“I just want to say one thing,” I said sourly.
“My legs and arms are scratched and cut, my
knees are skinned, I have just about enough
strength left to crawl from here into my own
bed. I've been obeying orders with all the en-
thusiasm of a raw recruit. And you two have
been laughing at me. | hope that brandy burns
your guts out.”

Bradley looked at me soberly. *“1 wanted
you here, Chris,” he said, “‘as a witness.”

He took his pipe and pouch from his pocket
and began the ritual of loading up. *‘Regan,
I’ve done a lot of inquiring about you. You're
supposed to be a Communist, a labor agitator,
a general crackpot. But Quartermayne picked
you as a foundryman. You have that extra
something that goes beyond figures and speci-
fications. You're needed here.”
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“So if I want to murder a few people and
eventually get word to the Japs where we're
located, it’s okay, huh?”

*“Nope,” Bradley said. He held a match to
his pipe, his eyes on Bill. “I’'m staking my
reputation as a cop, my honor as a navy off-
cer, on your innocence. If I"'d come here look-
ing for you earlier, I'd have had to turn you in,
and you'd be on the ship now, headed for
home. You’re needed here. So I sat tight.”

“And if you're wrong about me?”

“In that case,” said Bradley, *‘since I'd be
court-martialed anyway, 1'd take the one last
earthly pleasure of putting a bullet right be-
tween your eyes.”

“I'll try to deprive you of that pleasure,”
Bill said.

“Will you please,” I said, getting angrier,
“cut out this ‘man’s talk” and tell me how you
knew Bill was here, Bradley?™

*“The lieutenant has a logical mind, Chris,”
Bill grinned. *“But he’d have looked damn’
silly if I hadn’t been there, after he’d invited
me down for a drink.”

*“You had to be,” said Bradley. “ Hundred-
to-one shot you could have gotten past the
patrol in broad daylight. If you had, you'd
have left a trail our Filipino scouts could have
followed like tracks in the snow. Besides, 1
looked this room over. There was a chair
standing directly under the trap door.”

Bill shook his head. *“ Damn! I was nervous
when 1 heard you snooping around but |
thought you'd missed the boat.”

*“I was trying to make sure that you missed
it.” Bradley stopped smiling. *‘ Now we’ve got
to do some quick figuring, Regan. “hat was
it that Dennis ate or drank?™

Bill looked surprised. *“Why, the <. Jee, of
course.”

*What coffee?”

“Why, in the thermos. Don’t tell me you
haven't had it analyzed?”

*“There wasn’t any thermos or any coffee.”

A nerve twitched in the corner of Bill's
mouth. *You wouldn’t kid me, would you,
mister? That bottle was on the desk when |
left . . . hurriedly!”

*“Take it from the beginning,” said Bradley.

BILL'S story was straightforward and be-
lievable. He’d waked up early. He wanted
to see the foundry setup. He said that foundry
work was different from other jobs.

“Youcan't be a bolt 63 man in a foundry,”
he said, “‘pulling the same lever, turning the
same switch. You've got to work with your
hands and your head, and you’ve got to have
an instinct for it. Jack is a . . . was a first-
rate mechanical founderer. I thought maybe 1
could start him off on the right foot in case
the job fell in his lap.”

He’d gone into the master founderer’s office
and started to figure some of the complica-
tions when Dennis arrived. Dennis put his
cards on the table. He had no doubts about
Bill; there weren’t half a dozen men in the
foundry crew who had. They were impatient
to go to work.

“Jack was a good guy,” Bill said. ““A hell of
a good guy.”

While they were talking, Jack picked up a
thermos bottle that had been standing on
Bill's desk. Bill had noticed it briefly and
thought one of the workmen had left it there
by mistake. Dennis had poured himself some
coffee in the metal cap.

*“So help me,” Bill said, I never thought
anything of it. He said something about its
being lousy coffee and he supposed that was
one thing we’d have to expect.”

Bill had finished his list and given it to
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Dennis, who went out into the foundry. The
bottle was still on the desk, with the cap, half
full of coffee, sitting beside it. A few minutes
later Bill heard a yell. Through the glass panel
he saw Dennis on the floor.

‘“Maybe I should have had the guts to face
it out then and there,” Bill said. **But from
where | sat, it looked like 1'd be on that boat
when it left this morning. And 1 wanted to
stay here. So I scrammed the hell out of there.”

“And the thermos of coffee?”

1 left it for you to find. It might be a clue
that would help you.”

** It might indeed,” Bradley said. ** The mur-
derer evidently thought so, too. You must
have certain suspicions of your own, Regan.”

*1 have,” Bill said. His face seemed to
freeze.

“Who?”

*“No dice,” Bill said. *“In my position . . .
well, it will look as if I'm trying to pass the
buck.”

“You’re putting us all on the spot by hold-
ing out,” Bradley said.

“Not unless you lock me up,” Bill said.
“As long as I'm loose I'll guarantee that my
suspect doesn’t pull any more jobs.” . . .

I CRAWLED into my room and was asleep
almost before my head hit the pillow. The
Island taught us that. To take our sleep when
we could get it. It seemed to me that I'd only
just closed my eyes when that bugler was
blasting reveille right in my ear.

Fifteen minutes later we walked into the
mess hall, Bill between Bradley and me, and
created a sensation to delight any Hollywood
ham. It was the entrance of all time.

Bradley walked up to Cleave and saluted
smartly. “As you see, we have Regan, sir. He
gave himself up voluntarily.”

** Bring him to my office in twenty minutes,”
Cleave said, and left his own breakfast un-
finished.

I headed for the table where Jess and Ellen
Lucas were. The look Jess gave me as 1 came
toward her was all I needed in the world.

“Where was he?” Jess asked as I pulled up
a chair and sat down.

*“In our shack,” I said. *Meant to stay till
the ship was gone.”

Ellen Lucas snorted and gave me a sus-
picious look. *“I don’t suppose that ever oc-
curred to you during the hunt,” she said.

*“It didn’t, sweetheart,” 1 said truthfully.

She humphed again and finished her coffee.
*“I have to get to work,” she said, pointedly.

*“I'll be right there, Ellen,” Jess said. Then
when we were alone she touched my hand.
*“*What happens next, Chris?”

*“I could stand up on this table and tell the
world about us,”” I said. Her fingers tightened
around mine and | almost carried out the
threat.

“They’ll try to railroad him,” she said.
‘““Hasn’t Bradley got any kind of lead, Chris?”

1 told her about the missing thermos bottle.

* But that helps,” she said eagerly. ** Because
—don’t you see, Chris?—it was meant for
Bill, not Dennis.”

*“Unless Bill took it there himself,” 1 said.

“Then why tell Bradley about it?”

“Look,” I said; **Bradley believes in Bill,
and so do I. But the thermos bottle works
against him as well as for him. There is some-
thing. The coffee must have been made here.
Somebody filled that bottle.”

“I'll talk to Mamma O’Rourk,” Jess said,
and hurried out into the kitchen. She came
back looking glum. Men had been trooping in
and out all night to get sandwiches and coffee.
A couple of dozen thermos bottles had been
left on the counter to be filled. Mamma
O’Rourk had no idea to whom they belonged.

Bradley signaled to me from across the
room. Time was up. Bill’s inquisition was
about to begin again.

“Watch your step, angel,” I said to Jess.
*If Bill manages to convince them, the finger
may start pointing at you again. Stick to
Ellen and Alec so you're alibied.”

“1'll be careful, Chris,” she said. . . .

The leadermen and Lieutenant Commander
Wasdell were in Cleave's office when we got
there with Bill. The submarine commander
was pacing up and down the plank floor like a
lion in the zoo.

1 suppose you've got to go through with
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this hearing now,” he said to Cleave, *‘but do
you realize, sir, that we’re lying here, helpless,
waiting.” He swung around on Bill. ** Maybe
this man’s a murderer, but he’s also a found-
erer. I'll stand over him every second if you'll
say the word. But we’ve got to get to work. If
your intelligence officer has no clues, we can’t
wait for one to turn up.”

“You want your torpedo tubes to stay to-
gether, don’t you, Commander?” Joe Adams
said. “I wouldn’t trust this man to make a
rattle for my baby.”

*“How can they go wrong?” Wasdell de-
manded. “You've got a radium-ray camera
that’ll show up any flaws in the casting.”

Ed Winthrop backed him up. “That’s true,
Commander. 1 suggest we give Regan a
chance, under constant watch. If he muffs it,
we’re no worse off than if we wait for a court-
martial investigation.”

“Caution is one thing; delay another,”
Wasdell urged.

Cleave hesitated. ““What’s your opinion,
Lieutenant Bradley?”

*“Mercy,” said Bradley, ““‘I've already indi-
cated where I stand. I say put him to work.”

“*Well, Regan?”

**1 came here to work, sir,” said Bill quietly.

“I'm dead against it,” Adams said. ** You
haven’t the right to run the risk, Commander.”

EW LEWIS and Scotty Cameron nodded
agreement.

It was a standoff. Ed, Tubby, and The Mc-
Coy were for Bill.

Wasdell clinched it: *“We have to man the
ship, Adams. We run the risks, not you. The
quicker you get this man on the job the better
pleased we'll be.”

“Well, what are we waiting for?” Bill said.

I turned, and saw him looking at me. He
still had his smile, but it was strained, 1
thought.

*“Keep pitching for me, will you, pal?” he
said. “‘I haven’t got eyes in the back of my
head.”

So he did recognize the danger to him. . . .

Bill was a changed man in that foundry.
Two of Wasdell’s ensigns and 1 were assigned

How Thin-Skinned

Are You?

HERE are the character analyses based on
the questions that appear on page 145. Just
add up all your *““yes” answers and pick your
rating from the following:

4 or less “Yes” Answers

Pretty hard, aren’t you? Possibly a bit too
frank at times. Apparently you lack a sensi-
tivity to help you understand other people
and make you a bit more sympathetic toward
their feelings.

Could it be that all this is just an outer shell
built up to absorb any shocks that might come
your way? If so, your protective armor may
be hurting you, especially in your relations
with others.

You may be too coldly logical. If you ever
feel that you are missing something in life,
try to forget some of your logic occasionally
and give way to your feelings. You'll see what

we mean when you taste of thc experience.

5 to 10 *“Yes” Answers

This is a good score, indicating a practical
adjustment to life.

There is no room in your day for foolish
emotionalism, and you do not waste time in
passing regrets. Your sympathetic attitude
toward your associates makes you a nice per-
son to have around. There's nothing gushy
about you, and your feelings are never hurt
so easily that you do anything foolish and
lose friends.

You manage to conceal hurts admirably
well.

You’'re the type of person we rely upon to
see us through the wars of nations.

11 to 15 “Yes> Answers

You are betwixt and between. You’re often
bewildered by your own sensitivity and emo-
tional unbalance, and your head has a tough
job keeping you on an even keel so you won’t
give yourself away to others.

Outwardly you try to maintain a calm that
you do not feel, but inwardly you’re a roaring
eddy of doubt about how to react to your
daily experiences.

We cannot say how it will all turn out.

Either your common sense will assert itself
and place you in the preceding group, or you
will capitulate to your feelings and land in the
following group. Read them both and see
which way you’d rather jump.

You can decide. Forget how the other fel-
low is going to react to you for a while. Do
what you believe is right. Make up your
mind, and don’t change it.

16 or more “Yes> Answers

Aren’t you a cry baby! Of course, it may
not be your fault. You may have been
brought up that way. Or are you over 21 and
able to think for yourself? If so, it’s about
time you began to act like an adult. You’re
living in a cavern of fear, envy, and jealousy.
How can you possibly enjoy all that life holds
for us?

If you'll forget your own feelings for a
while—then forget the other fellow’s, too—
you can develop some initiative and daring.
You'll be amazed at the difference in your
outlook.

People play you for a sucker, and you do
the same thing to yourself. You distrust peo-
ple for a look, and love them for a smile. Do
you really like being that way? Somehow, it
Just doesn’t seem possible.
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