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SUCCESSEUL MARRIAGE

they desperately need re-emphasis right now if
we are to reduce our appalling divorce rate.

Key No. 2:
Form a true partnership

Second only to the importance of thinking
in terms of success, experience has convinced
me, is that every couple should decide right at
the start to make marriage a true partnership.
That has been said thousands of times, yet I have
discovered that failure to accept the partnership
concept breaks or mars as many marriages as
any other problem.

" Not long ago, a pair of young married peo-
ple who were both employed came to see me
after quarreling bitterly because they considered
their earnings as “my” money and “your” mon-
ey instead of ‘“our” money.

More recently, I was consulted by a couple
who were on the verge of separation because
they had failed to stand united against pressures
exerted by in-laws.

Another young bride once visited me in
tears and announced her marriage was a failure.
She had wanted a baby, she said, and so had her
husband. But he had become cold toward her,
and she in turn had frozen toward him. A di-
vorce, she felt, was the only solution.

A little investigation soon revealed the root
of the trouble. The young husband had always
been dominated by his father, a prominent busi-
nessman, and after his marriage continued to be
controlled by him. He worked in his father’s
office, took his bride to live under his father’s

roof, and hardly made a move without the fa-
ther’s approval. The wife resented this domina-
tion and insisted that her husband become more
independent of his father. When he resisted her
suggestions, they engaged in a series of almost
nightly quarrels during which they became high-
ly distasteful to each other.

Once | understood the problem, I tackled
it on three fronts. First, I advised the young
lady to be more tolerant of her husband’s de-
votion to his father. Second, I invited the young
man to my ofhce and explained to him that his
first loyalty was to his wife, even if it meant, in
the words of the marriage ritual, “forsaking all
others”—including his father. Third, I had a
talk with the father and told him as tactfully as
I could that his selfish, domineering love of his
son was stifling the young man’s development
and ruining his marriage. The old man flushed
angrily, but agreed eventually that it would be
good for the boy if he stood on his own feet.

Finally, I counseled the young couple to
pray together. “Instead of quarreling tonight,”
I said, “try talking with God before you go to
bed. Just tell God in simple, natural language
how much you appreciate all He has done for
you, and ask Him to help you love each other.
You’ll be surprised how different your voices
sourid in prayer than when you’re quarreling.”

When I next saw that couple, about a year
later, they were both so radiant that I hardly
recognized them. They had become true marital
partners in every way, and were happier than

they had ever been. (Continued on page 78)
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to her in her room. “Kay,” she said.
“Tony Ferris is back in town, isn’t he?”

The color rose in Kay’s face. “Yes,
Mom,” she said. She hesitated, and then
cleared her throat. “And I'm seeing
him.” She took a step toward her mother,
feeling a little cold and sick. “I never
wanted it to be this way, but you and
Pop_YY

“I know.” Her mother stood mo-
tionless, looking at her. Now she turned
away. “Maybe we were wrong—maybe
we judged Tony too quickly.” She
turned to Kay again and managed a
wavering smile. “If you're sure that you
care for him, Kay, don’t meet him se-
cretly any more. Bring him here, to your
home.”

Kay felt a swelling inside her; for
a moment she could not breathe. Then
she went over and put her arms around
her mother, pressing her cheek against
hers. “Oh, Mom,” she whispered.
“Thank you. You won’t be sorry.”

The next night, sitting opposite
Tony on the sofa, she could not believe
her luck. Her parents had been—not
warm toward him, exactly, but certainly
polite, and they had gracefully with-
drawn to the den upstairs.

“Let’s not go anywhere tonight,” she
said to Tony. “For the first time since
we've met, we can spend the whole eve-
ning alone.” Happiness spread like heat
in her chest. No waiters, no cab drivers,
no strangers eyeing them covertly or try-
ing to eavesdrop on their conversation.
Oh, how wonderful it was! And he was
in New York for good now; there was no
California branch threatening momen-
tarily to snatch him away.

She leaned toward him eagerly.
“Let’s talk and talk and talk.”

He smiled. “About what?” His thin,
dark face looked very handsome in the
glow of the lamplight.

“Anything. We've got hours.” And
nights and nights, she thought, and
months, maybe years.

They began to talk, or rather, he
talked. She had never heard him talk
so much before. He talked about his trip
West and about a slight illness he had
contracted there; he talked about his
job and an idea he had for luring a new
account into the firm; he talked about
his successful maneuvering on the train
to dine with a very wealthy and well-
known business tycoon; he talked—

As she looked into his face, Kay
swallowed a yawn. It made faint tears
come to her eyes; they glazed slightly.
“Isn’t that wonderful,” she murmured
as he paused momentarily. Then, realiz-
ing what had happened, she looked down
suddenly at her lap, her body stiff with
shock.

I didn’t yawn, she thought; or if I
did, it’s just because the room is warm.
Dimly, she heard Tony’s voice flowing
on, and she looked up slowly at him
again. He seemed happy and relaxed.
She leaned back against the cushions.
She was a fool to attach any significance
to a little yawn. It was, after all, very
comfortable and peaceful, their talking
like this. Very comforting and relaxing
and peaceful—

His voice flowed on like an aimless
stream, winding, stopping, flowing on

again. As she looked at him, her eyelids
drooped just a little.

It was early autumn again, and peo-
ple were home once more from the coun-
try and the sea shore; a round of parties
caught the young crowd before they
scattered to distant colleges or new jobs.
Kay, getting out of the apartment-house
elevator, heard the sound of the Russells’
cocktail party long before she reached
their door. It made her think of the last
time she had come exactly like this, and
she smiled a little sadly. So much had
happened since; so much had changed.
She felt a hundred years older.

She pressed the bell. Would Mark
be somewhere on the other side of this
door? Her head lifted, and a tightness
came into her throat. It would be so
good, so wonderful, to see him again.

The door opened, and it was as it had
been before, with the groups of people,
the spiraling smoke, the waves of chat-
ter and laughter, and Isobel darting out
from nowhere to greet her. Kay’s eyes
roamed the big room quickly. She
swallowed. He wasn’t there. She was
astonished at the sharpness of her dis-
appointment.

She exchanged a few words with a
few people, picked up a glass of sherry
from a tray, and turned. Far back in
the corner, she saw the sandy-colored
head, the straight line of shoulder and
back in navy blue. She stood suddenly
motionless, feeling a high, running ex-
citement. He was talking to his uncle,
and now Mr. Russell moved away—

She walked quickly through the
knots of people until she reached him.
He hadn’t seen her. “Mark,” she said.

He turned. His face changed.
“Why, hello,” he said.

“Hello.” She couldn’t say anything
else for a moment, and then she blurted
out, “It’s wonderful to see you again.”

“It’s wonderful to see you. How's
your family?”

“Fine. How’s your job?”

“Fine.”

“Did you have a good summer?”

“Good enough. Not much vacation
—I worked like a stevedore. How was
yours?”

“Just—fair.”

Suddenly he sighed; his shoulders
slumped. “All right,” he said. “Let’s

have it. You want to tell me something, -

don’t you?”

Unaccountably, faint tears came to
her eyes. He had always been able to
see right through her. She looked down
quickly at her glass, her voice low in the
surrounding bursts of talk and laughter.
“Oh, Mark,” she said. “I've been such a
fool. About Tony, I mean.”

“Tony?"

She looked up and nodded mutely.
“I thought I was crazy about him. But I
was only fooling myself.” She swallowed.
“It was the excitement of a secret love
affair that I was crazy about, not him.”
Her mouth twisted a little. “I guess I
have a highly developed sense of drama,
and the whole thing—” She met his
eyes as she groped for the right words.
How could you explain about the frantic
kisses snatched from nowhere, the bitter-
sweet urgency of each meeting because

it might be the last, the thrill of the
secret and the forbidden?

She finished lamely: “I guess I
wanted to live dangerously, and Tony
seemed to be the answer.” She shook her
head. “But once he was back in New
York for good, and my family said I
could see him openly—I don’t know;
I—" She met his eyes again. “I really
saw him for the first time.”

Mark’s face was expressionless.
“And what did you see?”

“Someone who wasn’t—for me,” she
said. “No, not for me at all. Why, we
hardly had a thing in common; would
you believe it?” She shook her head
again. “Thank heavens he came back
from California. If he hadn’t, I would
have gone to my grave thinking I'd
missed out on the great love of my life.”
Something stung at her throat. “Oh,
Mark. How could I have blinded myself
like that?”

His face was gentle. “It’s done all
the time. I guess it’s sort of an emotional
astigmatism.”

She thought of something, looked down
at her glass, making her voice casual.
“How’s Gerry, by the way?”

“Fine,” he said. “We’re together
again; I was finally able to send for her.”

Her head jerked up, and something
plunged sickeningly inside her. “Why,
that’s wonderful,” she said. She tried to
make her eyes bright as she looked at
him, but everything around her seemed
to have grown faintly dim and bleak.
“Simply wonderful.”

“As a matter of fact,” he said,
“We’re going for a walk in a little while.
Would you like to meet her?”

“I— Not today, thank you.” There
was a pinched look around her mouth.
“But I'm awfully glad for you.”

“I'll show you her picture, then.”
His hand went to his inside pocket and
took out a snapshot, which he handed to
her. “That one was taken last year.”

She stared down at the picture. It
was the picture of a cocker spaniel pant-
ing in the grass. It had very soulful eyes
and huge, flopping ears.

“I told you,” Mark was saying,
“about her magnificent eyes. Maybe I
should have mentioned the ears.” He
cleared his throat. “But I did say, I
think, that . . . marriage was impossible.”

She looked up at him. He was gazing
at her with a straight face. Very clearly,
she heard her own voice saying, “I could
kill you.” But something inside her was
blossoming like a flower, sending out
little shoots and tendrils of warmth, and
she thought she had never been so happy.

As they waited in the hall for the
elevator a half-hour later, their eyes met
and held and could not look away again.
He took her hand and held it. “Maybe,”
he said, “we ought to put an ad in the
Lost and Found column.”

“For what?” she said.

“You mean to say you don’t know?
You don’t miss anything?”

The look in his eyes made her feel a
little giddy. “Miss what? What’s been
lost?” .

The elevator came; the doors hissed
open. They walked into it together.

Mark cleared his throat. “One pla-
tonic friendship,” he said. ... THE Enp
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weeded for 300 years grows in the form
of a perfect cross.

f you stop over in Tepic, stroll over
to the plaza in the evening to hear the
town band’s noisy versions of Sousa and
Strauss and to see the young people who
come out in full force for the promenade,
a traditional Mexican courting custom.
The boys walk around the plaza in one
direction. the girls in the other. If a
young man sees a maid who strikes his
fancy, he smiles. If she returns the
smile, he joins her in the girls’ line and
they promenade together.

North of Guadalajara you can visit
a tequila factory in the town of the same
name. The guide will offer you a small
glass of Mexico’s potent national drink.
and as soon as you take one sip, he’ll
have another waiting. Unless you plan
to spend the night there, refuse the sec-
ond glass politely. You may offend the
guide. but you'll stand a much better
chance of getting to Guadalajara.

Guadalajara used to be more Span-
ish than Mexican. but a few years ago a
progressive governor gave the downtown
area a face lifting, and today the old
colonial city is more like the Mid-
west U. S.

In the villages that surround Guada-
lajara, almost everyone is a master crafts-
man. In Tlaquepaque the least expensive
pottery designs will make everything
you've ever admired seem like cheap
imitations, Handmade wood-and-leather
furniture is also a Tlaquepaque specialty.
You can buy four chairs and a low table
for $6.50. In Ajijic you can buy attrac-
tive materials in pre-Hispanic colors and
patterns, woven by hand as you watch,
for as little as 50 cents a yard.

While you’re in the vicinity of Gua-
dalajara, visit Juanacatlan Falls, where
the second largest waterfall on the
American continent crashes over jagged
clifis. And at one of the lake-front hotel
dining rooms in Chapala, try charales, a
small white fish, and also try a glass of
“devil’s blood,” an exotic combination of
tequila, chili and orange juice.

At Carapan, take the side road to
Paracho, the home of Mexico’s finest
guitars, Paricutin, the world’s youngest
volcano, and Uruapan, where you can
buy delicately-formed lacquer trays and
boxes for as little as 40 cents each.

Turn right at Quiroga for the Lake
Patzcuaro region, the last stronghold of
the Tarascans. one of Mexico’s oldest
tribes, who still fish with the famed but-
terfly nets of their ancestors. At Patzcu-
aro you can see the Cornstalk Virgin, a
bizarre statue of cornhusks and orchid
glue, and in the public market you can
buy a 22-piece set of pottery dinnerware
in primitive designs for $2.75.

The graceful twin spires of Mexico’s
most impressive cathedral tower over the
city of Morelia, where you can sample
delicious fruit candies called ates, enjoy
a leisurely meal at one of a dozen pleas-
ant sidewalk cafés, or spend a few hours
wandering through the State Historical
Museum or the Conservatory, the oldest
music school in North America.

You can find anything from a bent
nail to a refrigerator in Toluca’s public
market, the largest in Mexico. Nearby
towns specialize in woven shawls, palm

mats and dolls, clay figurines and masks.
serapes and embroidery work. If you
have a strong constitution, the winding
dirt road that climbs to the crater of the
volcano Navado de Toluca is an experi-
ence you'll never forget. One hour be-
yond Toluca you pass through the Lomas,
Mexico City’s most fashionable suburb,
and just inside the city limits Highway 15
joins the Paseo de la Reforma, a mag-
nificently-landscaped boulevard, designed
in the time of Emperor Maximilian.
Your first glimpse of Mexico City’s
impressive skyline, backed by two tre-

MORE ABOUT
MEXICO

® For detailed information about
your trip to Mexico, contact your
travel agent, your automobile
club, or transportation lines serv-
ing Mexico. The Mexican Govern-
ment Tourist Bureaus issue tourist
cards at the following addresses:

27 East Monroe St., Chicago, lll.

815 Walker St., Houston, Texas

511 West 6th St., Los Angeles, Calif.
40 Columbus Arcade, Miami, Fla.
203 St. Charles St., New Orleans, La.
8 West 51st St., New York, N.Y.
518 West Houston St., San Antonio,

Texas
330 Broadway, San Diego, Calif.

Your trip through Mexico
will be more fun if you know
something of the country’s cus-
toms, history and points of in-
terest. The following books can
be obtained at your local book-
store or library:

’Tourist Guide to Mexico’’ by G. M.
Bashford (McGraw-Hill)—the
newest of the tourist guides.

“Many Mexicos’’ by Lesley Byrd
Simpson (G. P. Putnam’s Sons)—
a modern history of Mexico.

‘’A Treasury of Mexican Folkways’
by Frances Toors (Crown)—a com-
plete guide to Mexican customs,
fiestas, superstitions and legends.

mendous snow-capped mountains. may
come as a mild shock, for here on this
great plateau is one of the world’s most
modern cities (population 3.353.000).
And here you'll realize that one of
Mexico’s most intriguing aspects is its
variety. Each city and area has its own
individual character. No two are alike.
Each has its own traditions, its own
mode of dress, its own fiestas, its own
tempo of living, even its own style of
sombrero.

Clustered around Mexico City’s main
square, the Zocalo, are the largest cathe-
dral on the North American continent, the
National Palace, and the world’s biggest
pawnshop. A marvelous exhibition of
2000 years of Mexican art (admission
free) is on permanent display in the
Palace of Fine Arts. For four cents you

can visit the National Museum, with its
thousands of pre-Hispanic relics. or roam
through the balls of Emperor Maximil-
ian’s 18th-century castle in Chapultepec
Forest. You'll find boxing and wrestling
at Televicentro, jai alai at Fronton
Mexico, rodeos at Rancho de Charros.
horse racing at the Hippodrome, golf at
Churubusco Country Club, and bull-
fighting at Plaza Mexico. You can en-
joy any kind of night life you prefer.
And after midnight, take a cab to Gari-
baldi Plaza, where mariachis will sere-
nade you for eight cents U.S. per mu-
sician per song.

Just outside the city are located
Mexico’s national shrine, the Basilica of
the Virgin of Guadalupe; the pyramids
of Teotihuacan, built as a religious mecca
by the Toltecs in 400 A. D.; the lovely
floating gardens of Xochimilco, and Uni-
versity City, where skyscraper classrooms
and a 105,000-seat stadium spring up
from lava beds.

Wilhin easy traveling distance of
Mexico City are a score of cities and
towns rich in history and folklore. Two-
day trips will take you to the Gulf of
Mexico and the international seaport of
Vera Cruz, or to the Pacific Coast and
Mexico’s tropical paradise, Acapulco.
Despite its reputation as a resort for mil-
lionaires, Acapulco offers pleasant rooms
with private bath for as little as $3 a
day, including three meals.

If you have time, you can head south
to explore Oaxaca, Tehuantepec, and the
state of Chiapas, areas seldom visited by
vacationers. Or you can fly to the remote
peninsula of Yucatan, the seat of the
ancient Mayan civilization. One thing is
certain: You won’t be bored in Mexico.
The problem is never what to do next—
but what not to do.

When you’re ready to come back
home, you can bring $200 worth of gifts
and souvenirs through U. S. Customs if
you’ve been in Mexico less than 12 days.
$500 worth if you've stayed longer. But
your most treasured acquisition will have
cost you nothing. And you won’t have
any trouble getting it through Customs.
You’ll be carrying it in your heart.

A Mexican friend explained it to
me this way: “We Mexicans like tequila
and holidays and love and jokes and bull-
fights, but above everything else, we like
people. I'm interested in everyone |
meet, and I expect him to be interested
in me. We're all tied up together, you
know—you and me and that farmer over
there driving his flock of turkeys through
the automobile traffic.

“It’s like this: An old man comes
from a distant village to see the great
new University. While he stares in won-
der, he spies a tiny piece of volcanic
glass no bigger than a centavo. That
tiny piece of stone came from the old
man’s village in the state of Jalisco, 350
miles away. Suddenly, this university is
his university. When a student drives
past in a shiny new car, the old man
smiles and waves. The student smiles.
too, and waves back. That's how we
Mexicans are, senor. We know that
everything in God’s plan has beauty and
dignity and importance—whether it’s a
tiny stone or a great university. Or a
man.” ... THE Enp
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him manager of the Eastern plant. When
they moved to Highcroft, Father became
a rich man. And since he had become
rich he’d talked longer and laughed
louder and drunk more and struggled
harder with golf. Mother, too. They’d
certainly come a long way since the good
old days back in Carlsdale. Theyd
come so far that they thought they were
lonely; they were afraid to be by them-
selves any more, and so they'd joined a
Gang.

It was George by her. of course, if
that was what they wanted. But the
trouble was that they wanted her to join
a Gang. too. It was even George by her
to join a Gang—if it were like the Gang
she’d belonged to back in Carlsdale. Be-
cause that seemed to be what the world
was made of—a big collection of Gangs
—and if you didn't get into one some-
where you were as bad as one of those
people with the horrible handicaps the
advertisements mentioned.

All she wanted was time to pick her
own crowd. The folks didn’t seem to
understand how hard it was to crash a
crowd when you entered a new high
school in the middle of your junior year.
They'd forgotten that a thousand kids
really were a combination of maybe
twenty Gangs and a good many assorted
lonely squares. They resented the fact
she’d chosen to be a lonely square for a
while until she found what she liked.
They wanted her to join the Gang to
which some of the children of their
“Gang” belonged. She’d tried to tell
them it was the wrong Gang. but she
couldn’t explain it. She couldn’t come
right out and tell them all she knew; the
shock would be too great, at their age.

Or would it? Watching Bill drive
away in his jaloppy, she felt that there
was going to be a change in her life. The
folks considered Bill a lonely square—
and maybe he was. He came from Glen-
wood. which was not a swank place like
Highcroft, and his father was a high-
school teacher. That was a point with
them. That was economics again. She’d
found him on the beach, a lonely square,
and now he’d drifted off on the tide, all
because of a summer job at the local
garage. Economics again. So—

Bracing her shoulders, she
marched toward the house. Mina came
out the front door, dressed to kill and
smelling like a wedding.

“Where you going?” Debbie asked
her.

“I’m going to town, honey.” Mina
flashed a smile. “I'm going to a church
picnic. You make those kids behave.”

Her last hope faded. So the folks
not only were going away themselves on
their own party; they’d given Mina the
afternoon off, too. They were leaving
her alone to face this awful ordeal.

Numbly she wandered into the old
parlor as Peter, her Father, thundered
down the stairs. She snatched up a
conch shell and held it to an ear, but
she heard no mysterious echo of the sea.
She only heard Father tunelessly chant-
ing. “Yo ho! Yo ho! It’s off to play we
go!” It was corny, because she did not
believe he was really was joyful.

He grinned at her from the doorway.
He was big and wind-burned and prob-

ably handsome in a rough way; at least
she used to think he was handsome. Peter
Stuyvesant. Oh. Father, remember when
you used to laugh about being the last
Dutch Governor of New Netherlands?
And now you rather hope they’ll take
you for an old Manhattan aristocrat in-
stead of the son of a railroad brakeman.

“What?” she asked him, putting
down the conch shell.

He looked at her oddly. *I said
there’s beer on ice if—uh—some of the
older boys want it instead of Cokes.”

“Beer?” She placed a hand on a
hip and looked along her nose at him.
“Where’s the whisky? Where’s the gin
and vermouth and lemon peel?”

He started to laugh, and stopped.
She didn’t know why she played this

Answers to

Accessory Quiz
(PAGE 63)
1-Howard Miller wall clock de-
signed by George Nelson (B)
2—Wine—bottle holder (A)
3—Ceramic decanters (B)

4—~Wrought-iron fire basket de-
signed by George Nelson (A)

S5—Bubble-lamp droplight de-
signed by George Nelson (B)

way when her heart was an empty as the
conch shell. But he didn’t understand
the empty, desolate heart. He said, “No
liquor, Debbie. You know that.”

“How do I know?” Let him suffer
a little, too, if he still were capable.
“Have we all stopped drinking around
here? Don’t 1 get my nightcap and my
three Manhattans before dinner?”

He stared at her in amazement and
took a step toward her. “Listen, Deb-
bie—"

From the river came the beep-beep
of a motor-boat horn. Mother was com-
ing down the stairs, calling, “They’re
here.”

“Listen, Debbie—" Father swung to
the door. “Louise! I—"

“Get that thermos of Martinis,”
Mother said.

“And don’t forget the small bottle of
onions,” Debbie said.

“Debbie!” Suddenly Father knew
she was playing. At least he thought
she was, though a small question lin-
gered. He came to her and kissed her
nose and squeezed her shoulder. His
lingering question was in the squeeze.

She wanted to hug him to her and
burst into tears, but she couldn’t. She'd
be seventeen next month. This was the
loneliness of growing up. She pivoted
from him, smiling, and took Mother’s
peck on the cheek.

She followed them outside and
across the road to the dock where the
Krenriches’ big boat had paused. There
were a half-dozen people on board, the
Krenriches and the Graysons and the
Dorans and that blonde divorcée named
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Helen. but they made such a racket that
the boat seemed to be swarming. The
men in their splattered bright polo shirts
and the women in too-tight shorts, partic-
ularly that blonde named Helen, yelled
and hooted.

The blonde cried, “Pete, doll . . .”
Father capered with the thermos of
Martinis, and Mother looked at him.
Debbie halted. Then, grimly, she went
on.

In the confusion little Mary Kren-
rich hopped off the boat like a rather
frightened mouse and stood there for-
lornly looking back at her parents. Mary
didn’t run with the Gang; she was a
sophomore and terribly shy, probably be-
cause they ought to take that brace off
her teeth. Debbie never had found much
satisfaction in being with her, but now,
knowing that Mary dreaded the party as
much as she did, her heart went out to
her.

“Hi, Mary,” she said warmly, and
touched her arm.

The boat put off. Everybody
yelled, except Father and Mother. They
stood together in the stern, silently star-
ing at Debbie, and suddenly they began
to call. They were trying to tell her
something, but she could not hear them
above the drone of the motor and across
the widening expanse of yellow water.

“They’'ll be back from that party by
nine,” Mary said.

“Sure,” Debbie said as they went
toward the house. “I thought we'd go
for a swim, and then we’ll grill some
hot dogs on the beach and I'll bring out
my portable. I've got some new records
— Watch it!”

They leaped off the road as an old
convertible whined toward them. Gary
Grayson jammed the brakes and cut onto
the Stuyvesant lot in a shower of sands.
He and Polly Doran grinned.

“Get in,” he said. His small, sharp
eyes undressed Debbie casually. When
he opened the door, his muscles rippled.
His tanned body seemed poured into tight
blue jeans. He was on the second squad
of the football team, but he looked so
much like a first-string man that every-
body said it was a coach’s error.

“I thought you were coming to my
house,” Debbie said.

“We are,” he said. “Get in.”

They climbed into the Lack seat.

Polly reclined lazily in front, pick-
ing raisins out of a Danish pastry and
dropping them in her mouth, so that she
looked like one of those luxuriant Greek
women in the ancient-history book, eating
grapes in Attica. She was a big blonde
girl with a closed expression who some-
day would be fat and seal-shaped. but at
the moment—this year and maybe next—
she looked okay.

Gary backed onto the narrow road
and stared down its southern stretch.
where a car was approaching. They
lunged forward, the speedometer needle
swinging to forty, fifty, sixty.

“That’s them,” Polly called above
the wind. “That’s Jerry.”

As the cars raced toward each other,
Debbie clutched the seat with straining
hands. She wanted to close her eyes, but
she was determined to keep them open.
to see her own death, to get it over with
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now and find out what it really was.
Mary screamed in anguish. Now there
was no hope. They would go down in
blind, agonizing death. She closed her
eyes.

There was a soft jolt, and they
slowed. “We won,” Polly cried. “We've
got the Guts.” She imitated Mary’s
scream and laughed. They called the
vame Guts. The driver who failed to
swerve won the game. It was the first
time Debbie had played it—and the last.
She sank back shakily.

Mary began to sob uncontrollably as
Gary stopped the car.

“What a baby!” Polly cried de-
risively and laughed again.

Debbie knew, then, how much she
hated Polly. She tried to grasp Mary’s
hand, but Mary shook free and climbed
over the side of the car. Debbie started
after her, but Gary gripped her arm and
called, “Come on, Mary, we’ll go back
slow. Come on.”

But Mary did not look at them as
she walked up the road.

“She’ll squeal,” Polly said.

“She won’t squeal,” Debbie snapped,
and then she wanted to bite her tongue.
She had forfeited her one weapon: the
threat that she, herself, might squeal.
She had disclosed that she knew the one
basic rule of “the Gang.” You never
squealed ; you never revealed to any adult
a path into the heart of your particular
jungle.

Gary stared hard at Debbie and
swung the car around. He slowed be-
side Mary as she trudged up the road.
“Get in, Mary.” His tone was soft and
persuasive, a tone Debbie knew she'd
find hard to resist herself. It was as if
everything he’d said or done before was
only kidding, but this was the gentle
truth. She did not trust him, but she
knew that if he spoke like that to her she
might think she could.

Apparently he had the same effect
on Mary, for, slowly and hesitantly, she
crawled into the car. Gary sped back
to the Stuyvesants’, where Jerry Bruns-
wick and Janet Mason and a couple
Debbie neither had seen before nor in-
vited to the party were sitting in Jerry’s
car.

Polly gave a Bronx cheer and called,
*No Guts.”

Jerry said, “Veep, veep, ka-wack, ka-
roo.”

He was a card. Short and slight, he
played a trumpet in the school band and
really was hot in the dramatic club. But
they were taking all that from him be-
cause he’d flunked junior year. His folks
were bleating about sending him away to
prep school and he didn’t want to go, so
it was a pretty bad summer for him,
wondering just where the ax would fall
next.

Janet, his steady, was a small, dark,
intense girl who always looked worried
and actually never worried about a thing,
so that she had her family thoroughly
confused.

“Well,” Jerry said, “let’s have a
drink.”

“There’s Cokes in the refrigerator,”
Debbie said. “Who are your friends?”
They were local kids, she knew.

Jerry imitated a great belch; he
could belch the loudest of anyone in
Highcroft High School. The tall, thin

youth with sideburns down to here stood
up on the back seat, said, “Charmed I'm
sure,” and fell onto the sand. His girl,
a plump blonde, nickered with laughter.

Gary put an arm across Debbie’s
shoulders as they wandered toward the
house. Polly watched them intently.
Everybody knew that Polly was Gary's
steady.

In the kitchen, Debbie said, “Any-
body want to go for a swim?”

No one answered her. Jerry took
beer cans from the refrigerator and
tossed them to Gary and the other boy,
whose name turned out to be Jack.

“Where’s the liquor?” Jack asked.

“It's locked up,” Debbie said.

“Where's it locked up?”

“In the cabinet. Touch it and you'll
be kicked out.”

“Oh.” He turned. “Oh, ho, ho!
Who'll kick me?”

“I will.”

As Jack came toward her, waving
his arms, Gary dashed beer in his face.

“All reet,” Jack said. “All reet, all
reet.” He danced away.

As Debbie went into the hall, Jerry
came down the stairs, carrying her port-
able phonograph and a stack of record-
ings. He gave her the hip when she tried
to snatch the precious recordings. For
an instant she wanted to scream, thinking
that might ease her tension. If only Bill
were here. Still, he couldn’t help her,
she thought. He wasn’t strong enough
to throw them out. They'd throw him
out. The Gang had taken over, as she
had known they would. She was alone.

Jerry set the phonograph in the
middle of the parlor floor and put on a
stack of jazz records. After a while Jack
and his girl, Meg, began heating it up,
then cutting and swirling to the beat of
the bass.

At first the music didn’t do anything
to Debbie, but gradually her right foot
began to tap. Gary’s eyes did a foreign
travel tour of her as he drained his can
of beer. It hurt. But when he clapped
his hands, she met him halfway, and they
cut and met again. She wondered why
she did it, for she had meant to remain
aloof, but when she saw Polly watching
them sharply, she knew why she was
dancing with him. She told herself she
was glad.

As Jack swung back from Meg, his
hand struck a lamp. With horror Debbie
saw it plunge and smash. Whooping
with laughter, Jerry flung himself into a
frail antique chair. Slowly, so slowly,
the chair toppled backward and snapped.
There was a breathless instant under the
bleat of the saxophones, and then they
screamed with laughter at Jerry’s stunned
expression. This, Debbie knew, was one
of those crucial moments. In her old
gang it would have been the signal to
calm down, but with a gang like this—

Polly picked up a phonograph record
and tossed it in the air. It smashed on
the floor.

“Stop it!” Debbie screamed. *“Stop
it, stop it!”

Polly shoved her hard, throwing her
back, then rushed her through the door.
The door slammed, the lock clicked, and
suddenly it was quiet in the parlor ex-
cept for the throom-throom-throom of the

recorded band. Then the door was
opened, and. Gary stood there. Putting
an arm around her, he drew her into the
room. Everyone seemed transfixed, as in
a photograph.

“We'll clean it up, Debbie,” Gary
said.

Polly said, “Ah, let the baby—"

“Shut up!” he snapped.

Debbie noticed, then, that Meg was
holding up a short, brown cigarette,
drawing their attention without speaking.
She sat down on the floor and lighted it
with a fastidious gesture. It had a
strange odor, unlike any cigarette Deb-
bie ever had smelled.

“Marijuana!” Jerry sounded awed.

Debbie thought of all the stories
she’d read in the newspapers. She'd
heard of gangs that smoked the weed,
and she remembered Father saying once.
“I think that stuff is confined to slums.”
Now, here it was, in the parlor, and she
was not filled with righteous loathing.
She merely was fascinated.

Jack lighted one of Meg’s cigarettes.
The phonograph needle was stuck, ba-
loo-roo, ba-loo-roo, ba-loo-roo, but no one
turned it off.

“Let’s see that.” Gary took the
cigarette from Jack, dragged on it, and
shrugged.

Jerry took a drag on the cigarette
and pretended to go mad. But no one
paid much attention to him. They
watched Polly take Meg’s cigarette and
inhale deeply. Stretching out on the
floor, she dragged on it again. Then she
offered it to Debbie challengingly.

“No,” Debbie said and turned off
the phonograph.

“Scared?” Jack asked her.

“She’s scared,” Polly said. “Yaa-aa
—scared!”

“Scared?” Jerry said. “You can’t
be in our club and be scared—of any-
thing.” He emphasized his last word,
leering as he did.

And that was the truth about their
Gang, Debbie thought. It was the truth
she dared not tell her folks. If you ever
told, you were a traitor, and suspect
yourself. If you told, you might smear
someone innocent.

Jack swung toward Mary. “I think,”
he cried, “we got a new member to in-
itiate into the club.”

Mary’s eyes widened in terror. Then
she wheeled and ran. Through the win-
dow they saw her running up the beach,
legs churning frantically. Their shouts
of laughter echoed through the house.
Debbie was laughing, herself. She
couldn’t help it. Mary’s fear looked so
ridiculous.

Suddenly Jack seized Debbie, yell-
ing, “Here’s one!”

She struck hard with both hands as
he laughed and grappled with her. Gary
moved quickly, slapping a hand against
Jack’s face and shoving him backward.

“Scram,” he said.

“Aw, listen,” Jack whined.

“Take that dame and scram.”

Debbie took a deep breath. It was
something new to be rescued. Bill never
would have done it so well. Maybe Gary
really was okay. Maybe he just needed
to be taken away from Polly and
straightened out. Maybe—

Jack said, “Listen, Gary—"

(Continued on page 92)



























he listened to the arguments around
the conference table, Conrad Selby had an impulse to call
these people fools. A few, he thought, were worse than fools.
They were deserters.

He could not say such things, however, while presiding
over a meeting of the board of directors. He rapped on the
long walnut table. “If you please,” he said. “If you please!”

Looking around at the twelve directors of the Selby De-
partment Store—nine men and three women—he tried to un-
derstand what mischief lay in their minds. It was hard. Most
of them avoided his eyes. He ran a stiff hand through thick
gray hair. “Let me point out,” he said, “that the proposal
before the board calls for a drastic change in our whole mer-
chandising policy.”

He paused. giving them a chance to justify what he felt

was unjustifiable. But no one spoke.
Conrad Selby drew in his lips. He turned to his secre-
“Maud, let’s hear the motion again.”

The dark-haired woman adjusted her glasses and read,
“Mr. Mark Reickert moved that the board of directors em-
ploy Mr. Paul Blaze of Philadelphia to become general man-
ager of the Selby Department Store, on terms to be agreed
upon between a committee of the board and Mr. Blaze.”

“Thank you.” Conrad Selby sent his glance around the
table. “A motion, in other words, to allow the management
of Selby’s to pass out of Selby hands.”

His sister-in-law, at the far end of the table, called for
the floor. Her eyes met Selby’s boldly. “I second this mo-
tion. And I don’t think the chair ought to make its own un-
fair interpretations.”

It stung to hear Martha turn against him. Again he
realized that the members of his own family were the real
rin;leaders of this insurrection. But he kept his deep voice
quiet.

“Seconded by Mrs. Martha Selby,” he said.

While the secretary made her notation, the conference
room was silent—a big, walnut-paneled room across which
the life-size portraits of the store’s founders, Gordon and James

tary.
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Selby, faced each other from opposite walls. When the store
had been remodeled a few years before, Conrad Selby himself
had supervised the decoration of this room. He was proud of
it. Like his ofice—and his manner of living—it symbolized
the dignity he liked to associate with Selby’s.

From where he sat he could look at a picture of the store
on the wall opposite him. It had been painted by his daughter
Patrice four months before as a gift for his sixty-second birth-
day. Using the misty technique that was characteristic of all
her work, Patrice had managed to create an aura of twilight
beauty around the big gray building. It reminded Selby of a
Childe Hassam canvas. You saw the store as through a fog—
six floors high, filling a square block in the heart of Williston.
Only Patrice, he had often thought, could have painted such a
subject with affection. Now, as he spoke, it seemed inconceiv-
able to him that he should be fighting for his own survival in
the store. He kept his eyes raised to the picture,

“As I understand it,” he said, “this motion assumes I will
remain president of Selby’s, but in name only. The real di-
recting head will be Paul Blaze.”

Halfway down the table his brother-in-law, Mark Reickert,
said, “Now hold on, Con! I never put it that way! The idea
is to have Blaze work with you.”

“I don’t need anyone to work with me.”

Mark Reickert started to reply, but changed his mind.
He was a heavy, bald man with a ponderous face. His pri-
mary interest was a chain of restaurants in Pittsburgh and
Harrisburg, but he owned enough Selby stock, by inheritance
from his wife, to sit on the board. Today he had been Con-
rad Selby’s most outspoken critic. Now, however, he seemed
unable to find adequate words.

At the far end of the table, Martha came to Mark’s rescue.
“Con,” she said, “we’ve been doing a volume of approximately
$5,000,000 a year for four years. Isn’t that true?”

Selby nodded.

“I don’t believe a store can stand still forever,” she said.
“You either go ahead or you slide back. We certainly haven’t
been ,going ahead. That’s why I'm for taking this decisive
step.’

ep.

Conrad Selby looked at her thoughtfully. Martha was
more forceful now, nearing fifty, than she had ever been. His
own wife, before her death, used to say, “Sometimes I think
Martha’s only god is dividends.”
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“Ed, any deal that doesn’t include a chance of ownership
doesn’t interest me. I’'m sick of working for some other guy’s
future. I've got to think of myself.”

“That sounds—""

“Mercenary? Okay. so I'm mercenary. When you get
into your thirties, and you've worked your head off. with not
much to show for it except in other people’s bank accounts,
you get to be mercenary in a big way.”

Christie’ pushed his plate aside. “Seems to me you're
building up a gripe which isn’t justified,” he said. *“Apart
from the fact that you've been earning $25,000 a year with us,
you've got plenty to show for your work. I mean in satisfac-
tion, in accomplishment. in reputation. As to the money
itself—"

“Money isn’t everything, huh?” A trace of sarcasm
came into Paul’s tone. “Drop it, Ed. Only two types give
you this money-isn't-everything routine. The kind that’s got
so much it can afford contempt for money; I can’t. And
there’s the other kind—the failures. They go noble, try to
make you overlook their failure by saying they’re shooting for
something bigger than money. Well, I'm not. 1 want money.
I want the kind you've got—invested, paying dividends, repre-
senting something 1 own.” ]

Christie’s laugh was faintly sardonic. ‘*What makes you
think you’ll get it at Selby’s?”

“My contract.”

“It’s a family-owned store. They may give you a small
stock bonus, but if it’s a real slice of the business you want,
you’ll never get it.” He leaned back, and again his laugh
was cynical. “Only way to get into a family business is to
marry into it.”

Paul grinned.
a man have for marrying?

Though the words came lightly, Chrissie caught the sting
in them. It occurred to him that even after an association of
three years he knew little about Paul Blaze’s upfortunate
marriage and divorce; these were things Paul never discussed.
All Christie knew was that it ‘had been a wartime marriage
which had collapsed shortly after Paul had got out of uniform.

A waiter removed the dishes. While they ordered coffee
and dessert, Christie lit a cigar.

*“This contract with Selby’s,” he said. “l suppose the
stock bonus is adjusted to a sliding scale? The higher.you
push Selby’s volume, the more stock you get?”

“That’s right.” .

“In that case, Paul, take my advice and watch yourself.”
Christie seemed to find satisfaction in uttering the warning.
“Once you start rolling too fast, they’ll get scared. Slap you
down. I know Conrad Selby. He doesn’t give his store away.”
Paul Blaze lit a cigarette. ‘“‘Nobody’s going to slap me
down.” ~

*Okay, boy. Dream on.” Edmond Christie contemplated
the ashes of his cigar. *Just remember Conrad SelBy is as
smart an operator as you are. / think you're in for one hell
of a jolt.”

“It’s an idea. What better reason could

”»

Later, alone in his small suite, Paul tried to concentrate
on statistics drawn up for the Controllers’ Congress of the
National Retail Dry Goods Association. He sat in a deep
chair, slippered feet propped up on a coffee table.

Usually he had no difficulty in analyzing such records.
Mark-ons, mark-downs, number of transactions, number of
stock turns, newspaper costs, salespeople’s salaries, delivery
expense—these and others like them were problems with
which he lived twenty-four hours a day. He found them
absorbing, a constant challenge to ingenuity. To cope with
them gave him a sense of fulfillment, and when people said
he worked too hard, he could only smile. Where was the
self-punishment in doing something you enjoyed?

Tonight, however, he found it impossible to absorb the
figures.

He felt uneasy, and he couldn’t understand why. Surely
it wasn’t because he had decided to leave Christie’s. There
was no reason to be nervous about that. A good business
opportunity. A step upward. The only emotion it war-
ranted was satisfaction.

With his hand lying on the page of figures, Paul gazed
unseeing at the picture of a windmill on the hotel wall. He
had lived with that print for almost three years; and like
most of the hotel art he had known, it had registered on his
mind no more sharply than the wallpaper. Had he shut his
eyes, he could have described it only in the vaguest terms.

Presently he realized that the thing which was making
him nervous had, like the picture, been with him for years,
unnoticed, unobtrusive, yet ever a part of him. He was
nervous because he was at last taking a giant step toward
something he had promised himself since boyhood.

“Paul.” his father had told him in a moment of bitterness,
“don’t make the mistake of spending all your life working
for somebody else. If you want to amount to something. the
trick is to get other people to work for you!”

Normally Paul Blaze avoided thinking about such inci-
dents in his childhood. Too many of those memories were
dispiriting. Not that there weren’t also pleasant moments to
recall; no boyhood could fail to leave its wistful souvenirs.
and his own, he supposed, were as good as most. It was easy
to exaggerate difficulties. Yet there must have been many
families in Malden, Massachusetts, worse off than the Blazes.

As a matter of fact, the Blaze family had been respecta-
bly middle-class. During the eighteen years they had lived in
the rented apartment on the upper floor of the Lock Street
house. Elmer Blaze had probably earned as much as most of
his neighbors. The family had never known poverty—only an
endless striving for something that had never materialized: a
mysterious state known as “financial security” which, like Nir-
vana. Paul had long ago learned few families ever achieved.

It wasn’t his father’s fault. He remembered his father as
a quiet, friendly man, lanky, sandy-haired, almost shy. He
should have been a pastor or a worker for some welfare or-
ganization, for he had a deep and instinctive sympathy for the
underdog. Instead, he traveled for a firm of Boston shoe
manufacturers, selling through a territory that covered half a
dozen states from. New Jersey down through the Carolinas.

If he considered himself a failure, it was because he had
all his life talked about going into business for himself. And
he had never been able to do it. With three children to rear
and with his wife hospitalized for years before her death. he
had never managed to accumulate enough capital for the
venture. As a result, the Blaze home was filled with an at-
mosphere of frustration—an awful sense of being thwarted
by life.

Yet, considered in proper perspective, his father could

-scarcely be called a failure; certainly not in the kind of fam-

tly he had raised. Paul’s youpger brother, Greg, was practic-
ing medicine in Poughkeepsie. His sister, Anne, now the wife
of a prosperous sawmill operator, had a lovely old house near
Bangor, Maine, and two lively, healthy boys. Seo, by and
large, you might say the children of Elmer Blaze were doing
well. Had he lived, Elmer Blaze would have been pleased.

But Paul wasn’t pleased. Not, at any rate, with himself.

From the beginning he had been frightened by his fa-
ther’s frustration. He certainly didn’t want it repeated in his
own life. And the only way he knéw of avoiding it was to
have money.

He started his campaign for it early by seeking after-
school jobs—the kind of jobs many of his friends also sought:
delivering orders for grocers, butchers; selling ice cream at a
baseball park; washing cars. Years later, when he won a
Harvard scholarship, he devoted his vacations to selling in
Filene's department store.

But he remembered his father’s warning that you couldn’t
win security by working for others. The trick was to make
others work for you . . ..

Moreover, the whole wretched affair with Janet Carver
served to emphasize the point. If he'd had some sort of in-
come at the time—even enough to carry him comfortably
through a year or two—he might still have been married.

Hé'd met Janet while he was in the Army. She’d been a
slim, red-haired Wac whose uniform could not hide a single
curve of her beauty. At the beginning he’d had to take his
turn with a dozen others in getting dates, but gradually he’d
won more and more of her time for himself. And when he’d
got orders to go overseas there had seemed but one thing to
do. He'd put the question to Janet bluntly. She hesitated
only a moment, then came into his arms. Within four days
they were married.

In England, and later in France, Paul kept telling him-
self you couldn’t expect a girl as spirited as Janet to spend
every evening and every weekend reading magazines in Wac
barracks. Besides, she wrote him honestly about everything
she did, everybody she met. It was all aboveboard.

That Brooklyn fellow who was making a fortune out of
his nickel-plating plant, for instance. Bruce Gilette. She had
met him at a party while she had a weekend pass. He'd come
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with a girl named Bernardine Sorel, but within two days he
sent Janet a telegram. Could he take her to dinner?

After that, she mentioned Gilette in one or two letters.
then stopped writing about him. In fact, Paul heard no more
about the man till after the war, when he came home with
nothing worse than the mark of a shrapnel slash in his thigh.

That was when he told Janet he planned to use his GI
rights te take a course at the Harvard School of Business Ad-
ministration.

She stared. “But Paul, it takes a year! What about me?
What am I supposed to do for a whole year? Get a job?
Support myself?”

“Well—"

“I thought when you came back I'd finally be able to live
like a married woman. Have a home. Get away from a
desk—"

She would have said none of this, he knew, if there had
been any kind of income. . . .

Paul did his best to ease Janet’s dismay. He thought he
had succeeded; and for a while, after he went back to Harvard.
they lived in a couple of rented rooms on the edge of Cam-
bridge, and Janet actually started looking for a job.

And then she stunned him with the announcement that
she was going to Las Vegas for a divorce; that their hurried
marriage had been a mistake; that she intended to marry
Bruce Gilette. . . .

Paul wrenched the memory out of his mind. He got up,
tossed aside the booklet of statistics. He lit a cigarette and
walked restlessly about the room.

Janet, like his father, had taught him an irrefutable
lesson: in this hard, practical world only one kind of man
could really seize happiness—the man with an income that
insured happiness. People like Edmond Christie had it.
People like Conrad Selby had it. People smart enough to
get their hands on property that paid dividends. Damn it,
Paul thought. he'd have it, too!

Paul Blaze signed his contract with the Selby Depart-
ment Store in March. A week later, on Sunday, April 1st.
he drove his black convertible into Williston and checked
into the Williston Hotel. Another home, another hotel, he
reflected wryly as bellhops carried his seven grips into the
elevator. He had been living in hotels for years, ever since
his divorce from Janet.

While the elevator rose, he realized that this was an un-
satisfactory way to live—a thought which had troubled him
hundreds of times. He ought to have firmer roots, a home, a
more substantial, more gracious existence. There was no
reason to continue this unanchored hotel life. Sooner or
later, here in Williston, he ought to have an apartment of
his own.

He knew, however, that such a change would have to
wait. To find and furnish an apartment, to convert it to a.
home with the help of an able housekeeper—all this must
take time which he would not be able to afford immediately.

“The whole store’s on edge,” Everett Selby had warned
him. “They visualize you as a sort of human dynamo, and
they expect plenty of quick action.”

Paul smiled over this as he followed a bellhop into the
two-room suite. If the personnel of Selby’s was anticipating
an explosion, he would disappoint them. In fact, his very
personality might disappoint them, for he knew he violated
many popular concepts associated with high-pressure sales
promotion. For one thing, he had no nervous stomach ail-
ment, no wild-eyed zeal. He generally managed to look calm.
A week ago, when he had come to Williston to sign the con-
tract and meet the board of directors, he had told them,
“Don’t expect me to be one of those ulcerated monkeys you
see in TV dramas. My job here is to produce business, not
convulsions.”

The fact that he was outwardly calm, however, could not
deny inner tension. One of Paul’s principal commodities was
energy, and this he burned up at a prodigious rate. Its con-
stant expenditure kept his body lean—too lean. He was just
under six feet tall, yet he weighed less than 160. This often
worried him. so that in spurts of concern he forced himself
to eat more than he would normally consume. It did no good.
Pgul Blaze, tall, brown-haired, intense, would always be too

. When he had unpacked, he went to the window to stare
down at Main Street. On Sunday nights its lights were
dimmed; it had an empty, abandoned look. Two blocks away

he could see the great gray mass of the Selby store. He sur-
veyed it with the dubious appraisal a man might give to a
mountain he planned to climb.

He had no illusions about this job. After signing his
contract he had spent a weekend with Everett Selby; and he
had gathered, from both Everett and his mother. Martha, that
the president and the controller of the store resented his
coming.

“But you needn’t worry,” Martha Selby had said. “The
majority of the board stands ready to back you.”

Paul was uneasy about the situation. He'd have prob-
lems enough in sales promotion without having to overcome
resistance from top executives.

But now, as he looked at the huge building two blocks
away, he remembered that he was principally concerned with
his own future. If I've got to fight them, I'll fight them, he
thought. And he turned away, feeling ready for whatever
might happen. . . .

At nine the next morning he stood before the bedroom
mirror, knotting a maroon tie, when the telephone rang. He
picked it up, to hear Everett Selby’s voice.

“Morning!” Everett was always cheerful. As far back
as Harvard, Paul recalled, nothing had ever been able to
quell his good humor. He said, “I'm down in the lobby, Paul.
Committee of one to show you your new office.”

“Be right with you.”

Paul stepped around the remnants of breakfast on a
table. put on the jacket of a blue, pin-striped suit. The hand-
kerchief that went into the breast pocket received a final pat.
Then he got his hat and coat and went down.

Everett, who had engineered his connection with Selby's.
greeted him with a grin and a hearty handclasp. “Well, boy,
this is it. Der Tag!”

Outside, they had to bend against a blustery wind as they
walked the two blocks to the store. The gusts were bringing
the first spatterings of rain, and Everett glanced unhappily
at the sky.

“Couldn’t have picked a lousier day to start.,” he said.
“A wet Monday. _The store’ll be a graveyard.” Then he
asked.N“Did my uncle call you last night?”

““ o",

“Chances are you're in for a clear-the-decks conference
this morning.”

“Good. I'd like a few things cleared.”

“You'll find he’s a great guy, my uncle. Quiet. dignified.
restrained. But when he’s quietest—look out. That’s when
he’s apt to cut loose with a haymaker.”

Paul tried to appear casual. “I'll keep my guard up.”

They were outside the Selby store now. passing the show
windows. He sent a glance at each one. most of them featur-
ing women’s spring apparel. They left him unimpressed.
Display without inspiration, he thought.

They entered the store by way of the employees’ en-
trance. Though Selby’s would not open for business until
9:30, salespeople were already removing the long coverings
of cheesecloth that protected counters overnight. During this
process the main floor had a ghostly look. but it was a fa-
miliar sight to Paul. It made him feel at home. As they
walked past the cosmetic counters, with their profusion of
scents, he couldn’t help noting that employees—called “co-
workers” at Selby’s—all paused for a curious look at him.

Everett whispered with a chuckle. “Every single one of
them is wondering what happens from here on in.”

Paul thought, So am 1.

He wished others would be as easy to get along with as
this amiable young Viking with the blond crew cut. He
liked Everett. He liked Everett’s wife. Betty, and their two
children, whom he had met on his weekend visit. But he
knew he’d be confronted with difficulties in the case of Con-
rad Selby and Ben Lork. and he could hardly anticipate this
kind of easy friendship from them.

Though the escalators were already in operation. they
took an elevator to the sixth floor. Everett said. “Later I'll
show you some newspaper clips. We sent out releases about
your coming. Locally you got quite a press.”

Apparently they were the first to reach the sixth-floor
executive offices. Going along a gray-walled corridor, they
passed one empty room after another. When they came to
the last two doors Everett said. “The one on the right is my
uncle’s. The one on the left is yours.”

Paul stood on the threshold, his hands in his coat pockets.
His was not a big office. but it was attractively appointed: a
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“Cluss & Hein.™ he <aid with impatience. “Scared about
new management.  Afraid Blaze may cross them off our list.”

Bernardine noted his damp forehead. but she said nothing.

“Damn fools!” Green snapped out his handkerchief. “Do
they think we're gojng to turn our backs on every source that
ever sold us? Just hecause Paul Blaze is in?”

She watched him maop his forehead. She watched him
take a white pill from a bottle in his drawer. swallow it. A
wry quirk came to her lips. “let’s get on with this.” she
said. . ..

Everett Selby was by all odds the busiest desk man in the
store. From 9:30 to 5:30 he saw buyer after buyer. merchan-
dise manager after merchandise manager. They crowded his
office, clamoring for newspaper space to advertise their de-
partments. They brought along samples and layouts and mats.
They wanted to co-ordinate their advertising allotments with
window displays. with special buys. with the weather, with the
day of the week. And Everett. as the final court of appeals.
settled their claims and demands while answering calls on
three telephones.

He throve on confusion. The greater the excitement. the
happier he felt. There was a sense of power in deciding the
advertising destinies of Selby’s various departments.

This morning he found additional zest in his job. The
rcleases he had sent to the press concerning Selby’s new gen-
eral manager were bringing results. In Williston the Re-
porter and the News had each run Paul Blaze’s picture and a
sizable storv. New York and Philadelphia papers had, of
course, been less responsive. although there were short items
in most business pages under “New Appointiments.”  The best
New York story had run in the department-store section of
W omen’s ¥ ear—three full paragraphs.

As a result, telegrams of good wizhes to the new general
manager were coming from manufacturers evcrywhere. Everett
experienced elation in seeing the pile grow on his desk, as if
he were personally responsible for this. By noon he had
more than forty telegrams, and he took them in to Paul’s office.

“Have a look.” he said.

With his initial conference behind him. Paul was thought-
ful. He glanced at the telegrams. at Everett, and then he
said in a flat voice, *Sit down, Ev. Shut the door.”

His tone puzzled Everett.

He put the telegrams on the desk, sat on the arm of a
leather chair. “Yes?”

“Something I'd like to understand.” Paul said. “I can
see why vour uncle would be less than happy about my being
here. But why Ben Lork?”

“Oh, nuts, Paul. Now you'rc getting into office politics.”

“What's the low-down?™

“On Ben? Anything I'd say would be a guess.”

“I’ll buy your guess.”

Everett hesitated. glanced at the closed door. Then he
said. “Well—of course, Ben hopes to be president some day.”

“That’s understandable. Who wouldn't?”

“Direct line of succession. As long as things go on as
they are, Ben's got a damned good chance. 1f and when my
uncle retires or becomes chairman of the board. Ben could
easily step from the controller’s job into the presidency.
And my uncle would probably back his son-in-law.”

Paul nodded.

“But with new management taking over.” FEverett said.
“my uncle could lose some degree of—authority. Once the
hoard gets used to the idea that it doesn’t have to follow his
leadership. it may not pay too much attention to the present
line of succession. That could leave Ben out. . ..”

“I understand.  And with Ben out of the picture,” Paul
asked, “who would be the board’s likely choice?”

“Hell. I'm not going to guess about that. too.”

“l am.” Paul raid. leaning back. “You.”

Everett shrugged. “Could bhe.”

“Among the other hig stockholders. vour mother would
back you. Mark Reickert. oo, I imagine.”

*It’s possible.”

“That wouldn’t be why you wanted new management in.
would it?” Paul asked dryly.

Everett said with emphasis, “Listen. pal—I wanted you
because I think you can do a job around here!”

Paul looked at the desk lamp. Same old story, he
thought. Evervbody with his own ax to grind. A sardonic
smile flickered about his lips. Including me. He slapped
both hands down on the arms of his chair and rose. *Let’s

go get some lunch.” he said. I want to have a look at this

co-workers’ cafeteria.”

Back in her studio. on the top floor of the Selby house.
Patrice found it hard to concentrate on work. She stood be-
fore the easel. in dungarees and a pull-over sweater. holding
a palette and brushes. She added a highlight to a canvas
that was virtually finished. but at the moment neither her
mind nor her heart was in the painting. She was thinking of
the way in which her father had been hurt. And she was
thinking of the man whose coming had caused the wound.

By instinct and intuition. by sheer perversity perhaps, she
had been determined to dislike Paul Blaze. In fairness.
however. she had to admit that her dislike was not built on
anything he had already done, on anything he had already
said. It was built completely on the fact that his presence
was a reproach to her father. And that reproach had come
from the hoard. not from him. Patrice was sensible enough
to see that all this was a feeble basis for prejudice against
the man. Yet she could not quell it.

When the telephone rang, she welcomed the interruption.

“Hi. Pat,”” a man’s voice said. “Warren. How busy are
you?”

“Not very. Why?”
Warren Graham said. “The boss is dragging me to that
newspaper convention in Washington.  Insists I've got to

‘spend the week with him. starting tomorrow. So how about a

farewell lunch today? Can vou cork up the turpentine?”

Warren Graham was one of the few men in Williston
whose friendship she really enjoyed. A big, lumbering fel-
low, he wrote editorials for the Reporter.

“Glad to,” she said. “Where and when?”

“One o'clock at Lotti’s?”

“Right.”

She was grateful to Warren for calling. She wanted to
get away irom the canvas. from the house, from her thoughts.
But escaping thoughts, she quickly discovered, was not easy.
Over lunch Warren Graham, too, became aware of her pre-
occupation.

He looked at her questioningly.
Par?”

She started; realized she had been silent and absorbed.
“Sorry.” She quickly resumed eating.

“Trouble?”

“Not really. Just this—change at the store.”

“Oh. that. We gave Paul Blaze quite a play on Page 3.
He sounds like quite a guy.”

*1 wouldn’t know.”

“Haven't you met him?”

“Briefly. This morning.”

Warren smiled. *“You don't sound very enthusiastic.
But then, you never do—about men.”

She looked up sharply. “*Why do you say that?”

“lsn't it true?”

“About men in general?
with you.”

“As long as 1 keep everything platonic, sure.” He spoke
with amuscment. not with resentment. *“But | notice that the
insiant 1 try to crack through the romantic barrier, you freeze
up. Mot very flattering.”

She studied him with a feeling of dismay. Was he sug-
gesting that she was frigid? Abnormal in her reactions? The
truth was that she had a genuine fondness for Warren
Graham. This big. awkward man with his necktie always
askew was someone c<he regarded as a friend. Although he
looked more like the foreman of a construction gang than a
Ph.D.- -he'd got his doctorate at Columbia a couple of vears
before—she liked his very awkwardness. That didn’t mean she
loved Warren. . . . Or did it? Patrice was no longer sure
about love. Her vears of art study in Paris, the miserable
affair with Victor de Lange. had left her confused. When
and how could you be certain about love?

Patrice looked down at her plate. Nobody had ever be-
fore suggested that she was frigid.  Throughout her teens she
had been as gay. as healthily man-conscious, as any other girl.
She'd had her share of crushes, and she’d enjoyed the excite-
ment of them. Moreover, like other girls, she’d been positive,
time after time before her eighteenth birthday, that she was
deeply in love—only to have the certainty fade as swiftly as
it rose.

Her parents had been wise enough, despite the Selby
wealth, to send her to Williston’s public schools, so that she

“What's eating you,

Nonsense! 1 get along well
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“On the question of direct sales promotion,” he said. “I
want to get going on that, too.”

Selby took off his glasses. “What do you have in mind?”

“To begin with, special daily sales. In at least two or
three departments every day of the week. Make every day a
big sale day at Selby’s. We'll need two additional pages of
advertising every morning to put the campaign over.”

Now he could see Selby stiffen. “That would turn us
into a six-floor bargain basement.”

“Not at all. Two or three specials a day—out of all our
departments—won’t turn us into a bargain basement.”

Selby drew a long breath., then pressed the button on
his desk. “I'd like Ben in on this,” he said. His face had
become grave. When Maud Heller appeared, he asked her
to call Mr. Lork, and presently the controller joined them.

“Paul has a plan,” Selby said. He seemed to be forcing
himself to sound impartial. His voice never left its low pitch.
“It calls for daily sales. He wants to spot them around the
store. And give them two full-page ads every morning—in
addition to our present advertising schedule.”

The controller seemed puzzled when he turned to Paul.
“You mean daily loss leaders? The old come-on game?”

“No,” Paul said. “Legitimate sales at legitimate mark-
downs. On specials we'll buy at discount especially for these
sales. If you want to call them come-ons in the sense that
they'll bring people to the store, okay. That’s the object—to
attract crowds every day of the week.”

Selby was shaking his head. He had made up his mind.
“Sorry, Paul. I can’t go for that.”

uwhy?n

“Bound to destroy quality standards.”

“I don’t see—"

“To buy at discounts every day of the week, to find
enough low-priced merchandise to keep us going on such a
campaign, we'd have to hunt for manufacturers’ canceled
orders, leftovers, distress goods, damaged goods, seconds,
irregulars—"

“Hold it,” Paul said. “Canceled orders, yes. Overstock,
yes. But not seconds; nothing damaged. We don’t have to
let down on quality.” He was too restless now to sit still.
He walked about the office, and the lines of his jaws were
sharp. “Plenty of manufacturers have good canceled mer-
chandise on their hands. Only a question of finding them.
Once they know we're in the market, they’ll come running to
us. Damned glad to turn cancellations into quick cash.”

Selby looked more opposed to this with every passing
minute. But, as though determined to be fair, he turned to
his son-in-law. “Ben, what do you think?”

“It could wreck us,” the controller said.

Paul stared.

“It’s a spending program,” Ben argued. “Forget the
cost of the extra buyers we’d have to hire to cover the market
properly. Just consider those two extra pages of ads every
day. They'll double our present newspaper budget.”

Selby added, “Plus the space Paul wants for institutional
ads.”

This, being news, surprised Ben. 1t had to be explained.
As he listened, he became more and more uneasy, fidgeting
in his chair.

“What the hell, Paul,” he finally protested. *“We can’t
do all this now! Just can't afford it! We’re already spend-
ing 2Y% per cent of gross on promotion!”

“That’s not out of line.”

“No, but it’s just about our limit. Your plan would boost
promotion costs from 215 per cent to 5 per cent. You'd be
wiping out Selby’s profit margin. We netted only 2 per cent
last year!”

“It could wipe out the profit margin,” Paul said. “if the
gross stayed fixed at the present $5,000,000. It won’t. This
is the beginning of a $7,000.000 year.”

Conrad Selby put in flatly, “That’s a guess, Paul. No
one can guarantee what we’ll actually do. And we can't
spend money out of hypothetical income. 1 couldn’t ask the
;tockl,l_olders to gamble their chance of dividends on a wild

ope.

“You'll never increase volume,” Paul said, “without in-
creasing promotional costs. And the promotional spending
has to come first.”

“Nevertheless, we couldn’t underwrite such a program.”

Paul Blaze looked speculatively at Selby and at Ben.
So here it was—the first major disagreement. Promotion
clashing with conservatism. A deadlock.

He couldn’t afford defeat in this. He needed victory not
only to launch the campaign—an initial sales program in
which he had faith—but he needed victory in order to estab-
lish a precedent. If he allowed himself to be blocked at the
outset, he would be blocked again and again. Whatever he
planned would always be contingent on Conrad Selby’s ap-
proval. And if that approval were withheld, Paul might as
well tear up his contract.

Selby looked immovable, and Ben Lork seemed dis-
tressed. The controller groped for a compromise.

“Paul—how about one extra page of advertising a day?
Hold down costs till we see how it works?”

“The whole point is to sock the public in the eye,” Paul
replied. “You’ll never do that with half measures. We've
got to explode in the papers—make it exciting—start people
looking for the daily specials, talking about them.”

Selby said again, “Paul, I'm sorry. This thing is out. If
you want to try daily specials, all right. But not at a promo-
tion price that’s reckless, extravagant, and altogether unre-
lated to our present gross.”

Paul saw the time had come to take a flat stand. “Why
don’t we put it to the board?” he asked.

At that Selby’s eyes, suddenly hardening. met his. Here
was a direct challenge, and they both knew it. Selby rose,

pushed his hands into his pockets, went to look out of the
window.

“Paul, I'm not in the habit of calling special board meet-
ings for every decision I have to make.”

“Isn’t this a decision the board has to make?”

“Not at all.”

“Now wait—let me get this straight. It's my impression
I'm here to get a full-fledged sales promotion program under
way. If I'm wrong, let’s find out.”

“There will be a regular meeting of the board in two
weeks.”

“Why waste two weeks?”

Suddenly Conrad Selby turned from the window. He
could no longer hide his anger. It flared in his eyes. *“What
are you trying to do, Paul? Insist on a showdown between
us?”

“I don’t like to put it that way. On the other hand—"

“On the other hand, maybe you're right! Maybe we
should have a showdown. If I'm no longer making decisions
at Selby’s, it might be a good thing to find out at once. . . .
Yes. I'll call a special meeting of the board for Monday
afternoon!”

Though he had won his point, Paul left Conrad Selby
with a sense of dissatisfaction. Somehow, he felt, he had
lost control of the situation; it was Selby who had made the
final positive decision. Worse, he had made it in anger.

This first discussion of plans should not have been al-
lowed to become a dispute. That had been a mistake involv-
ing poor judgment, poor psychology, bad business. Paul
knew he had pressed too hard. What he had won was a
Pyrrhic victory, and he was irritated with himself.

Throughout the day Paul reconsidered the situation. He
had no desire to see Conrad Selby humiliated by another ad-
verse vote. For one thing. it would not be easy to work with
a man who felt persecuted. repeatedly let down by those who
owed him loyalty. A man hurt like that would constantly be
t{lying to hit back. Perhaps there was a way to avoid all
this. . . .

Shortly after five. as the closing gong sounded, he went
into the president’s office. Only Maud Heller was there,
gathering papers.

“Mr. Selby just went home,” she said. “Sorry.”

Paul waited a half-hour to allow the president to reach
his house, then telephoned. It was Patrice who answered.
Her father, she said, had not yet arrived.

Paul told her, “I'd like to see him tonight. Think he
could spare an hour?”

“As far as I know, he’s staying in. Ben and my sister
Grace are coming for dinner. Why don’t you come over?”

“I’ll drop by about nine,” Paul said. “Thanks.”

When he drove to the white hilltop house that evening, he
found the family in the living room. They were having after-
dinner coffee, and a record player was halfway threugh the
Brahms Academic Festival Overture. While listening, Ben
Lork had been setting up the ivory pieces of a chess set,
and Paul wondered in surprise if the family habitually spent
evenings like this. He sat down, uncomfortably sensitive
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about being an out-ider; feeling. too. that the discussion he
had come for would be ill timed. Yet he could hardly back
away from it now.

Patrice. smiling. brought him coffee.
something stronger?™ <he a<ked.

“Thanks. no. Coffee’s fine”

She wore a casual pale-blue dress with a gav kerchief
and pin at the neck.  Paul liked the combination. There was
individuality in the way she bore herself. just as there was
individuality in the way =he painted. It seemed a pity. he
thought. that this girl. like her father. threatened to be dith-
cult 10 get along with. . . .

Her older sister seemed far more friendlv. A dark-
haired woman. almast as tall as her father. Grace Lork had
a cordial ~mile and. he =uspected. an instinctive liking for
people.  There was humor in her eyes, as though she took
few things =eriouxly.

If the family was curious about his reason for coming.
they gave no indication of it. Nor did Conrad Sélby allow
himself to show anv angry remembrance of the morning’s
dispute.

“Personally.” he said to Ben when the Overture ended.
“l prefer the Koussevitzhy version.” He went to the record
player. and Paul gathered there had heen some artistic dis-
agreement on this recording.  “It has more brilliance. more
lightness. more humor.”

“But in thix Walter record.” Ben argued. “vou get a
senze of depth. of power. that I miss in the Koussevitzky.”

“Matter of personal 1aste.”

Grace. laughing. =aid 10 Paul. “Hope vou dont mind our
musical =quabblez.  Ben and Dad have been at it for years.
They never get anywhere. but they must find it fun to dis-
agree.”

PPaul wasnt accustomed to evenings like this. What did
these people do. he wondered—drop all thoughts of the store
when they came home?  Start a new life? For himself, he
could seldom forget hisx job. It lived with him. Its tensions
kept his nerves twanging.

Maybe the answer was that when you'd had comfort and
security all vour life vou could afford to forget the struggle
for them. You could turn your mind in other directions.

Lighting his pipe. Ben said, *I'm sure Paal didnt come
to discuss our musical preferences.”

*No, of course not.” Selby looked at Paul questioningly.
“Something on your mind?”

*We-ll. about this board meeting.”

*0Oh?" Selby made no suggestion of going to another
room for a private discussion. Paul glanced around. They
were all watching him now, curious, expectant. He decided
to plunge. - .

“Seems to me such a meeting could establish a bad
precedent.” he said 10 Selby. *“Do we really have to run to
the hoard every time we don’t see eye to eye? Especially in
a matter we can settle?”

Selby ashed, “How do vou mean?”

“Why don’t we give the program a month’s try? That’s
not much of a gamble. 1f it doesn’t pay off in a month—fine;
we'll ditch it.  Hf it is paying by then, you probably won’t
want to stop it. We don't need a vote of the board for a
trial run.” -

He waited. watching Conrad Selby’s face. The gray-
haired man sipped his cognac. On the couch Patrice. with
her feet tuched under her skirt, glanced from Paul to her
father.

Ben Lork promptly said. “Good idea. Makes sense that
way.”

It seemed to Paul that he had found the only way to
salvage both his program and Selby's pride. and evervbody
knew it. There was ample time to cancel the hoard meeting.

“Sounds to me.” Grace put in, “like a sensible com-
promise.”

Selby put down his glass. His manner was firm.

“Paul.” he =~aid. “apparently I haven't made myself
clear. I don’t believe in spending money we haven’t yet
carned. That gues for spending it over a year or over a
month. The pringiple is wrong. 1 can’t compromise on what
I believe to be wrong.™

Paul said, “Look. Suppose Selby’s were a new store
about to start in business. Would you say we ought not to
spend a cent on promotion till we see how much is coming in?”

“There’s no analogy. In a case like that, promotion
funds would be part of a calculated investment. like the cost

“Or would vou like

of merchandise.
-—an out-and-out

What you’re proposing is entirely different

promotional gamble.”  Selby shook his
head. “Paul. I happen also to be a director of the Williston
Bank. I would never in goed conscience vote 1o let the Lank
spend funds it hadn't earned. Why should 1 be less careful
about my own business?”

“But in one short month-—"

“If it’s wrong. it’s wrong. Fven for a month.”

There was no swaying the man. At the beginning Paul
had some help from Ben. but Selbyv's son-in-law mus<t have
known the futility of arguing against the old man's principles,
and he soon gave up the attempt. Paul kept at it alone.

“What it comes down to.”” he said. “is this: You want to
let the <ize of last year’s volume dictate this vear's activities.”

“Not activities.” Selby corrected. “Expenditures.”

It amounts to the same thing. My point is. that if we're
going to get ahead. we can't allow last vear's business to keep
us constricted. like a strait jacket. We've got to be frec to
exploit this vear for all it’s worth.”

“I'm not sure 1 agree with vour use of the term strait
jacket.” Selby said. “On the other hand. | do agree that our
points of view—our fundamental philosophies in this matter—
are completely opposed. 1 can’t turn my back on myv con-
victions, Paul.”

“Neither can 1.”

Paul spoke tautly. Facing Conrad Selby’s inflesible
sense of rightness. he could appreciate and admire the man’s
integritv. But then. was hi= own integrity less solid?z He
was not attempting tricks: he was not even concerned. at the
moment. with the size of hix own bonus. He felt honestly
dedicated to the job of increa~ing the store’s business. and
intelligent.

Strangely. although he was irritated by Selby's opposition,
Paul had to respect it. In =ome inscrutable way. he even
liked the man for his refu=al 10 change his standards. But at
the moment this reflection was no help to the store.

“Please don’t misunderstand.” Selby said. "1 have deep
respect for vour energy and vour determination. And I'd be
a fool it 1 didn’t applaud vour hope of increasing the store’s
volume. But as for your methods—Paul. I'm sorry. [ cun’t
go along.”

“That gets us nowhere.”

“l wasn't planning to go anywhere—along this rcute.”

By ten-thirty Paul had to abandon the hope. " All right.”
he said bitterly. “Then we’ll have to let the board decide. . . .
Sorry I barged into your evening like this.”

When he left it was with a sense of defeat. You tried
to save a man from being hurti. and he brushed you off.
What could vou do?

Patrice saw him to the door. even walked out on the
wide porch with him. The night was warm. with a full moon

overhead. Paul looked out over the long valley in which
Williston lay. Its distant nean brightness glowed against
the sky.

The girl beside him =aid. “You needn’t be so annoved.
Dad can’t back something he doesn’t believe in.”

“All I'm trying to do.” Paul answered, “ix xave him from
another clash with the board.”

“Then why don’t you take the obvious way?”

“What way?”

“Withdraw the plan.”

He turned to her in growing exasperation. Patrice’s eves
were almost squinting. as though she were studying his face
as a subject of a painting. He said, “Look—I’ve told vou
before. I'm being paid to put ideas into action!”

“But do vou have to push this particular idea? You
must have a hundred others—the kind Dad could go along
with. Why not try the others first?”

“Temporize? Where will that get the store?”

“Once vou've shown an actual increase in business. Dad
will feel different about spending money. It's a matter of
timing.”

I can’t put off a program that’s bound to produce
business. There’s too much at stake.”

In the moonlight he saw a smile come to Patrice’s lips—
a cynical, almost weary smile. She looked toward the lights
of Williston. *I forgot how much was at stake.” she whis-
pered. A block of stock. Of course.”

It hit Paul like a slap. Anger flared in him. and he had
an impulse to seize this girl, to shake her. to hurt her as she
had hurt him. His lean face became taut.

*That’s a hell of a thing to say.”
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“Could be that highball.” She laughed. It occurred to
him it was the first time he had seen Patrice actually laugh.
And he liked it.

“If it’s the highball,” she said, “get me another, please.’

There was a small, smooth orchestra. The dance floor,
too, was small. Several couples were rising.

Paul nodded toward the music.

“Shall we give it a try?”

“Why not?”

He had only skepticism for his own dancing ability. But
there was something about dancing with Patrice that surprised
him. He was unexpectedly good at it. Very good. Whatever
he did. she became part of the movement. She felt small and
<light and airy in his arms. and her body flowed smoothly,
almost instinctively, with his own. Everything he did seemed
miraculously right.

Her blonde head came to his chin. He could smell the
gardenia perfume again. And when he glanced down he saw
that she, too, was apparently enjoying this.

They danced a good deal.

Once. while they rested between numbers, Patrice said,
“About this magic of getting away from home—you, too,
seem different here.” '

“Better?”

“Definitely.”

He grinned. “Brings up an interesting question.
wrong with me in Williston?”

She didn’t remind him of the fact that he was in many
ways her father’s opponent. Instead, she said, “In Williston
you're too tense.”

“How would you know?”

“I've watched. A one-track mind—the store.”

“They pay me to be like that.”

“But nobody expects you to cheat yourself of a little fun.
I'll bet in all the time you've been in Williston you've never
once thought of dancing.”

“Well, that’s true.”

“You ought to take it easier. You'd get a lot more kick
out of what you're doing.”

He drank a little, put the glass down. “One thing you
overlook is that I do get a kick out of what I do.”

She fixed a searching gaze on his face. He had the same
sensation he had known once before—that she was studying
him as a subject for a painting.

“The kind of fun and satisfaction.” he said. “you get out
of painting a picture.”

“Self-expression?”

He shrugged. “Probably sounds crazy—because you're
an artist. Artists, poets, musicians—they see life only in
terms of themselves. Long ago somebody told them that all
people are divided between the aesthetes and the Philistines.
It’s a delusion they've never been able to throw off.”

She said with mockery, “This begins to sound like the
Harvard School of Business Administration.”

“No. Just plain fact. You give what’s in you to give.
In business as in art. Maybe you claim you’re doing it for the
money.”—he gave her a quick, sidelong look—*or maybe for a
block of stock. And up to a point, that’s true. Nobody wants
to work without pay. You don't give a magazine a painting
unless they pay. But under it there's something else. A kind
of—" He faltered. “Well—"

“Compulsion?”

“Yes! That'’s it. A compulsion to give everything you've
got. In business as in everything else. You're not happy un-
less you're doing your damnedest. . .. In my own case there’s
even more to the compulsion.”

“In what way?”

“Well, I keep thinking about my father. When he died
he had nothing. He was as sweet a guy as ever lived. But for
two years after his death I had to pay off debts. It's one of
the reasons I’m interested in making money and in piling up
stock—"

He suddenly realized he had become too serious. The
orchestra was playing again. He got up abruptly, held out his
hand. “Oh, forget it. Let's dance!”

)

What'’s

It was after midnight when they left the Club Caracas.
The spring night was warm. Patrice looked up at a full moon
and said impulsively, “I want to walk.”

So they walked westward on Sixty-first Street till they
came to Fifth Avenue and the park. Here a warm breeze met
them. Patrice bent against it. holding his arm.

- the next man.”

He watched her. surprised and puzzled by the difference
in the way he felt toward her in Williston and here. This
evening there had been no friction at all.

Unexpectedly, she laughed. “Paul, did you ever feel like
—like doing something unreasonable? Just for the hell
of it?”

“Don’t tell me you want to ride one of those horse-and-
buggies around the park.”

“No, I'm thinking of the other one—the Staten Island
ferry.”

“You're kidding.”

“All my life”—merriment was a lilt in her voice—“I've
been reading about silly kids who take trips on the Staten
Island ferry. I've been up and down the Loire in France. I've
taken the boat to Capri. I've crossed the English Channel half
a dozen times. I've been loads of places. But never have |
been on the Staten Island ferry!”

“Well,” Paul said. looking around, “I can be as crazy as
He waved to a taxi. . ..

There were very few people on the ferry at this hour of
night. Churning across the bay. it followed the glittering
golden lane of the moon’s light. They stood on the open por-
tLon of the upper deck. where the warm wind blew against
them.

Patrice looked back at the towering black mass of New
York’s skyscrapers. With her hair blowing in the wind and
her skirt flapping about her knees, she reminded Paul of a
teen-ager.

When the ferry changed its course they walked back
slowly so that she could keep the Battery in sight. Seeing the
amusement with which Paul was watching her, she said:

“All right. laugh. I’mm having fun!”

“So am L.”

“At a time like this I almost hate to think of going back
to Williston.”

“Where we don’t have fun. At least. not together.” A
wry grin came to his lips. “In Williston you dislike me.”

She stopped. “That’s not true.”

“Then why do we keep clashing?”

“We don’t really—"

“No. we just keep rubbing each other the wrong way.”

They leaned against the rail. At the moment Paul found
it hard to see Patrice as a source of annoyance. She was a
beautiful. wind-blown figure with a small. exquisite face that
seemed to shine in the moonlight. He knew suddenly that
he wanted to kiss her. It was illogical. but there was a sense
of inevitability about it—the only possible climax for this
evening. He bent toward her.

Patrice withdrew. “No. Don't.”

He blinked. wrenched out of the spell. He looked at her
in bewilderment. Then he turned away. stung back to clarity
of mind. He might have known it. Beneath all the laughter,
beneath all the fun, she was still the stiff. unapproachable
Patrice Selby. Making a damned production of a Kiss.

“I'm sorry,” she whispered. “I’'m funny that way.”

“Forget it,” Paul said. “An impulse.”

For a long time then she was silent. They heard only the
swish of the waters of the bay against the ferry. The moon-
light glimmered on the waters. and now they were passing the
Statue of Liberty.

Patrice said in a low voice. “Beautiful. isn’t it?”

“Sure.” Of a sudden this whole ferry escapade seemed
silly and childish. He should have taken her back to the hotel,
and that would have been that,

Conrad Selby’s new attitude manifested itself in an un-
expected way. A week later he looked into Paul’s office to
ask. “Are you free Saturday night? Ben and my daughter
Grace are coming to dinner. So is Philip. Like to have you
join us.”

“Why—thanks,” Paul said.

“Seven or so will be fine.”

When Selby turned away, Paul was perplexed. Since
coming to Williston he had been invited to dinner at Everett’s
home. at Ben’s, at Martha's; all these invitations he had ac-
cepted because they gave him opportunities to know the family
more intimately. This was the first time, however, that Conrad
Selby had asked him. He wondered if Patrice could have
initiated the invitation.

He threw the whole thing out of his mind. This was the
day a men’s clothing sale was to start. and he went down to
see how big a crowd the event was attracting. . . .

“Glad to.”






Redbook’s Complete January 1955 Novel

Grace suddenly laughed. ‘“Audacious as hell!” She
“I love it!”

Philip inquired. “But what would a scheme like that

cost?” .

Paul looked at his cigarette. “Frankly, I'm not yet sure
the Times will accept our ads at department-store rates. We'll
probably have to spend about $4.000 a page. But if we can
draw customers from other towns. they'll write off the cost.”

He saw that Conrad Selby was not convinced.

“The whole idea.” he went on. “is to broaden our shop-
ping area. Also. there are 27 weekly newspapers within a
hundred miles of Williston. Their rates are low. If we ad-
vertise in them. there’s no reason we can’t triple the size of
our present buying area.”

To Paul’s surprise. Ben now came to his support. “It’s
just wild and impudent enough to catch attention.” he said.
and his eyes were full of humor. “I take it these ads would
not push specific items?”

“No. Institutional copy only. Simply tell what a great
store Selby’s is, and how easy and comfortable it is to shop
for high-quality merchandise by driving to Williston.”

The controller nodded. “Be fun to run one and see what
happens.” And on afterthought he added with a chuckle.
“I'd give a lot to see Brian Halliday’s face when he reads
that ad!”

But Conrad Selby rose. and in the stiffness of his bear-
ing Paul could see opposition. Conrad went toward the
record player. Evidently he had decided to end this discus-
sion. Just as clearly. however, he clung to the opinion that
New York advertising would be a waste of money. And Paul
—with a quick glance at Patrice—knew they were clashing
again. . . .

said.

Two days later. at the store. Paul met Patrice in the ex-
ecutive corridor. She carried two big boxes. He took them
off her hands, and she explained she was merely leaving them
with her father. “Some dresses I borrowed out of stock,”
she said.

He looked at her in wonder.

“For my model.” she said. “I had to do six pictures of a
bride in various costumes.”

Strangely. Paul found himself thinking about that at odd
moments throughout the day. It ignited .an unexpected idea.
... He knew. of course, that Patrice resented being used for
promotional purposes—she had made that unmistakably clear.
On the other hand. this series of a bride in various costumes—

Late in the afternoon he telephoned her. “Patrice. I'd
like very much to see those bridal pictures you mentioned.”

“Nice of you, Paul. Being polite?”

“When am 1 ever polite?”

She laughed. “All right. Come over tonight.”

He went immediately after dinner. and Patrice led him
up to her studio. Following her on the stairs. he was struck
again by the slim grace and airiness of her figure. He had a
fleeting recollection of the pleasure it had been to dance with
her in New York. But also, he remembered the letdown he
had felt when she had instinctively drawn back from his kiss.
His mouth twisted with cynicism. . You had to be careful. he
recalled, about what you said or did or even thought with this
girl.  She took things too damned seriously. . . .

There were Huorescent lights in the studio. Scores of
canvases were stacked against the walls. She took the bridal
series up one at a time, set them on the easel. Paul stood a
few feet away, eyes narrowed as he studied one after another.

The first was the misty figure of a girl in white bridal
lace. The face was soft and glowing. The eyes were filled
with joy—as if Patrice had caught her at the instant she saw
the groom waiting at the altar.

“These six carry the bride through her first summer.”
Patrice explained. *‘For the center pages of Fashion Forld.”

The second canvas presented the girl in a trim traveling
suit. waving good-by from the door of a plane. The third
showed her. sylphlike in a yellow swim suit. rushing into a
tropical sea. There was one in a white summer dance frock;
another in a swirling evening gown: and finally. caught be-
fore her vanity mirror, the bride wore flowing pastel-blue
lingerie.

“Doggone good.” Paul mumbled. .

“Thanks. It's the biggest commission I've ever had

“Model a local girl?”

“Yes. A high-school senior.” Paul's eyes were still
narrowed. He puffed a couple of times at his cigarette.

”»

“The things full of local interest,” he said. “Local artist,
local fashions, local model. How’d you like it if we showed
one painting in each Main Street window. together with the
Selby dress the model used? We'd pose the mannequin ex-
actly the way you've got the figure on the canvas. It'll be a
knockout display.”

She stared in amazement.

*“What’s wrong?” he asked.

“Don’t you ever think of anything that isn’t—promotion?”

“This one is a natural. We'd have to get the magazine’s
permission. of course. But it’s good promotion for them. too.”

“Paul.” Patrice declared. “I've never met a man like you!
If you’re not trying to use me as a sales gimmick, it’s my
work!”

He asked bluntly. “Think the idea is roo commercial?”

“I don’t know. Iaven't had a chance to think about it
one way or the other.”

“Any more commercial to show pictures in store windows
than in a magazine?”

“No-o, I suppose not.”

“We'd use them at the same time the magazine comes
out. Probably get newspaper publicity out of it, too.”

To his astonishment. Patrice began to laugh. Her hand
went to her throat. She sat down on the square hassock. She
tilted back her blonde head. and the laughter continued.

“Paul. you’re incorrigible!”

He watched in perplexity. not understanding. It could
be. he supposed. that she found his promotional pressures
ridiculous. Would he ever understand how these people
thought? . . .

The full-page institutional advertisement of the Selby
Department Store appeared in the New York Times in June:

SELBY'S

—IN WILLISTON, PENNSYLVANIA—
O~NE OF AMERICA'S GREAT STORES

invites you to take a pleasant drive to a city where there are
no trafic or parking problems, where you are never rushed,
where you can find the highest quality in fashions, housewares,
furniture, toys, garden implements or anything else at prices
that make a visit worth your while.

SEE SELBY'S!
Everyriine For EVERYONE

The eflects of the advertisement were prompt. Monday
morning. Conrad, seated at his desk. had dozens of telephone
calls. Most of them were from New York. congratulating the
store on its enterprise. A raincoat manufacturer said. “If
you're out to make Selby’s a national institution, you've cer-
tainly picked a good way to begin!” The general reaction was
one of good-humored surprise. The ad was apparently con-
ceded to be a startling and provocative gesture. Even Brian
Halliday. of all people, telephoned his congratulations, though
there was a cutting laugh in his words. Conrad became
thoughtful. . . .

And Wednesday afterncon. when Paul came back from
lunch. Maud Heller entered his oftice. There was an odd
light in her eyes. She kept her voice low.

“Mr. Blaze, Dr. Gordon Bailey is waiting to see you.”

“Who's he?”

“Dean of the business school at Borden College.”

“Oh? All right. send him in.”

Dr. Gordon Bailey was surprisingly voung for the posi-
tion he held. He could hardly have been more than thirty-
five—a brisk, light-haired man with a staccato manner of
speech.

“I’ve come with an invitation.” he said.

The following Tuesday, he explained. would be Com-
mencement Day at Borden. Sixty of the graduates would
represent the School of Business Administration, and they
would have a class luncheon of their own before graduation.

“I hate to make this request so late.” Dean Bailey apolo-
gized. “But I'm hoping. Mr. Blaze. you'll be able to be our
luncheon speaker. This morning we got word that Senator
Wickendon. who was to have come. is sick.”

Paul scratched his jaw. Then he toyed with a pencil on
the desk. For some reason this struck him as amusing—be-
ing asked to address a commencement luncheon.

“Very kind of you.” he said. *‘Seems to me. though. you
ought to ask Mr. Selby.”

“We've had Mr. Selby in the past.” The dean’s smile
broadened. “What we’d like you to do is talk about your own
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under trees. Patrice stretched her slight figure in the shade
of an elm. She clasped her hands under her blonde head.

Paul lay besids her, propped up on an elbow. His eyes
went over her figure. In the yellow bathing suit. she looked
unbelievably slim and lovely.

“Paul—" She continued to gaze up into the branches.
“While you were talking at that luncheon I—I got the feeling
that I owe vou an apology.”

“For what?”

“For never really seeing vou as you are.”

*What would that mean?”

“Well—a man with a—sermrse of vision about his work. . ..
Maybe that doesn't express it.”

“Up to now I was just a guy whose vision was a block of
Selby’s stock. Is that it?”

*Something like that.”

*“You don’t have to apologize.

..NO.‘,

“I'm working for myself. Pat. Strictly business. Don’t
get any illusions.” As he spoke. he snapped up blades of
grass. “Only, that isn’t the kind of thing you sav to a grad-
uating class.”

“The things you said. Paul, were the things you meant.
I could hear it in the way you spoke. You're like Dad.
You've got a deep rexpect for the job you're doing.”

*So what?”

*So I--wanted to tell you I'm sorry I—"

*--had a grubby opinion of me?”

*A wrong opinion.”

He looked down at her face. It was faintly drawn. as
though even now Patrice was not certain she had said exactly
what she had intended to tell him. He still leaned on his
clbow, considering her troubled eyes, the straight. sharp line
of her nose, the lips that were slightly parted.

What she was trying to tell him, he supposed. was that
she had acquired a new respect for him. He stopped tugging
at the grass. He let a full minute go by in silence. His eyes
never left her face. It began to pull at him again. as it had
one night on a ferry. . . . There was a limit. he learned, to
which you could put off a compulsion. He reached that limit
now. Bending over deliberately, Paul kissed the parted lips.

This time Patrice did not recoil. Her eyes met his
frankly. Maybe she. tou. was aware of the inevitability of
this Kiss.

“That was to sav all previous opinions are forgiven,”
he said.

She gazed up at him. almost expressionless. as if trying
to understand what lay in his mind. Then she slowly sat up,
shaking back her blonde hair. What amazed him was her
calmness. He himself was a bit shaken. He straightened,
tov, wondering why he felt as if someone had punched him
in the stomach.

Patrice said quietly, “So we start on a new basis?”

It alarmed him. What did she mean by a new basis?
Did she think that because he had kissed her—

“Don’t get me wrong.” she said with a smile. “I'm not
being romantic. 1 mean a basis of—better understanding.”

*Oh. sure, sure.” Paul's voice was short. *Definitely.”

“Don’t look so scared. You haven't committed yourself
to anything by kissing me.”

He blinked at her. taken aback by the candor.

“So help me,” she said. rising. “never in my life have 1
seen a man so worried about a Kiss.”

Paradoxically. it was she who was trying to reduce the
incident to something trivial, he who was lending it impor-
tance.

Patrice held her hand out to him. *Let's swim back.”

She all but pulled him into the lake. Again they swam
side by ~ide. When they came out of the water at the hath-
houses, she looked up at a clock. It was almost six.

*“You weren't planning anything for tonight, were you?”
she asked.

“Matter of fact. yes.

It’s exactly what 1 am.”

The boys from the TV department

are coming to the hotel. To talk over a TV promotion plan.”

*Oh—?"

“Sorry. Arranged this yesterday.”

“[t—doesn’t matter.” But Patrice’s tones were disap-
pointed.

In the morning, when he came to his office, Paul was
vaguely exasperated with himself. In kissing Patrice he had
let down bars which he had never intended to Jower—bars in-

tended to keep his job at the store unaffected by entangle-
ments. Inexplicably, he regarded the kiss as a triumph for
her. a defeat for himself. He had in some way surrendered.
It put him in bad humor which he found hard to shake off.

He buzzed for Maud Heller. *“Ask Bernardine Screl to
come in.” he said. He hadn't slept well. A thousand thoughts
had been milling through his mind. In an effort to escape he
had concentrated on the store. and at least one constructive
notion had come out of the ordeal.

Bernardine. in a sweater and skirt. looked ready to model
for the cover picture of a fashion magazine. Yet he saw that
some of its customary glow was missing this morning.

*Sit down, Berry. Got an idea.”

“At the lake?”

He shot her a surprised glance.
mean?”

“News spreads fast.”

*So what?”

“Nothing.”

“Then drop the sarcasm. This is about Paris.”

She waited, saying nothing.

*If we hired a designer,” Paul said, “could you get her
te make up dresses, coats, and so on, according to Paris
specifications?”

*Certainly.”

“We’ll open Selby’s Paris Shop. A corner in the fushion
floor.” :

Her eyes narrowed.

*Qur own exclusive numbers.
You'd head the thing.”

*Who'd make up the dresses?”

“I’ll take that up with Randolph Green.”

Her interest increased. “So Selby’s will go into manu-
facturing?”

“We’'ll go into anything that boosts volume,” Paul said.
“The point is: can you handle your end of it? Running the

" “What would thiat

The latest in Paris styles,

shop?”
*Of course!”
“Okay. That settles that.”

He turned back to the papers on his desk. Bernardine
rose, clearly excited. Yet something was troubling her. con-
flicting with the eagerness. She couldn’t wrench it vut of
herself. From the door she looked back at him.

*What—what gives. Paul?”

*“What do you mean?”

“You and Patrice.”

“Nothing gives!”

She forced a smile.
Jealous. Jealous as hell.”

This annoyed him.

“Don’t be silly, Berry.”

“Funny,” she said. “For the first time I almost regret
having to go off to Paris.”

He turned to her in anger. “Will you cut it out?”

She finished in a half-taunting way. “Of course, Paul.”

“Know what I'm getting to be?

The day Randolph Green returned from his weekly buy-
ing trip in New York, Paul summoned him to a conference.

The buyer was nervous. He sat tense, his fingers patter-
ing on the leather arm of the chair. It was hard to under-
stand this perpetual unease in Randolph Green. And vet
Paul had found dozens of reasons to admire the man’s ability.
He was still sending in special buys that were unquestivnably
a large factor in the steady increase of Selby's volume.

Lighting a cigarette, Paul explained the plan to cpen a
Paris Shop, with exclusive styles. at the rear of the second
floor. Whether this pleased Green, it was impossible to tell.
He stared impassively at the floor.

“The point is,” Paul said, “whatever numbers we run in
the Paris Shop will be obtainable at Selby’s only. We'll have
them especially made up.”

"By whom?”

“Find a manufacturer who'll work with us.
problem.”

Green glanced up with sharpened interest.

*“Let the work out on a cost-plus basis,” Paul said. *We'll
do our own designing. All we ask is workmanship. But
:iamned good workmanship. Can you find a shop that’ll

o it?”

A new light seemed to shine in Green’s eyes. “Of course!”

“Here’s a chance,” Paul said, “to throw something to the
old sources you didn’t want to drop. Cluss & Hein. for ex-

That’s your
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ample. Nothing wrong with their workmanship. It’s their
designs that smell. Think they'd go along on this?”

Green almost rose, but lowered himself again. “They—
they'lt go-aleng.” he said. “And if you're thinking of coats—"

“Shantz. 1 know.” Paul smiled. “The only stipulation
I make is that they quote us a fair price.”

“Leave that to me!”

“Think we can get moving hy the time Bernardine gets
back?”

“You bet!” This time Green did rise.
do you estimate there’ll be? They'll all want to know.

Paul shrugged. “All depends on how well you and
Bernardine push the Paris Shop. Don’t make any big prom-
ises. Get ’em to come along on a trial basis.”

The buyer nodded. When he left. it seemed to Paul that
he had suddenly become a man with a purpose.

“How much work
”

During August. while Conrad and Patrice were away on
their annual vacation in Canada. Paul discovered that he
could get along surprisingly well with Ben Lork. Though the
controller kept a close check on everything that occurred. he
offered few objections to Paul’s methods.

Toward the middle of the month. however, he received a
letter that quoted prices for the use of a helicopter. It began:
“Referring to your inquiry of August 10thb—" Because it had
to do with costs. the note came to Ben’s desk. Puzzled by it.
he went along the corridor to consult the general manager.

“Say, Paul, what's this about a helicopter?” he asked.

“Oh, that. Christmas promotion.”

“A helicopter?”

Paul smiled. “The idea,” he said. “is to have Santa Claus
flown in, circling all over town. Then we'll have him leave
the helicopter by a rope ladder and come down on Selby’s
roof.” :

“You're kidding.”

“Not at all. We'll dress a stunt man in a Santa Claus
suit. Give the event plenty of advance publicity. I'll bet the
streets around Selby’s will be jammed with kids and their
parents. It’ll be the talk of the town.”

Ben's face became grave. He stared at the letter. then
shook his head. “No dice. Paul. I can’t go along with that.”

“Why not?”

“Sounds like something better suited to an amusement
park.”

“Santa Claus is for the kids.” Paul argued.
kids will go for it in a big way.”

Ben became solemn. His voice sank. aul. I've been
trying to go along lately with every notion you've had. But
this one—it’s exactly the kind of circus stunt | fought against
from the beginning. Lacks the dignity we want for the Selby
store.”

“Will you still say that if we double our Christmas toy
sales?”

“I’1l still say that no matter what happens. Flying Santa
Claus in by helicopter strikes me as—hell. like making a joke
and a spectacle of the whole Christmas season. People in
Williston are sensitive about things like that.”

“Well, look,” Paul said. “This is only August. We
don’t have to argue over it now. Why don’t you leave it
to me?”

“I'm just saying—"

“I know, Ben. You don't like it.
worrying over this one.”

It was the only time they discussed it during Conrad’s
absence. Possibly Ben felt the idea had been dropped after
his objection, because his normal spirits were soon restored—
perhaps by the fact that summer business retained a high
level.

Paul, however, did not forget the conversation.
him foresee a serious Christmas struggle. . . .

“I think the

“p

Let me do the

Okay.

It made

Conrad and Patrice returned from their vacation soon
after Labor Day. and the following morning the tall. gray-
haired president of Selby’s accompanied his general manager
on a tour of the store. It proved to be an unsettting experi-
ence.

For Conrad saw too much that was unfamiliar. The in-
terior displays had undergone changes in practically every
department. As he went from floor to floor with Paul, he felt
like a stranger who had been away for years.

There was. for example, the new Paris Shop. He halted.
stared—seeing a corner of the fashion floor which had been

completely rebuilt. Its walls had murals depicting the Place
de la Concorde, with the Champs Elvsées ruaning off to the
distant Arc de Triomphe, barely visible a mile or so away.

Bernardine, beautifully sun-tanned. came to greet him
with a bright smile and a warm handclasp. “Welcome back,
Mr. Selby!” She waved to the shop. “How do you like it?”

“Very impressive,” he had to admit. As he blinked at
the smartly dressed mannequins, he saw Paul and Bernardine
exchange the glance of two people who had accomplished
something spectacular. “How's it doing?” he asked.

“Better than I'd dared hope.” Bernardine answered. “We
may hit $200,000 this first year.”

“That so? But production costs must be pretty high on
those exclusive models—"

“Oh. we've licked that.”

“Ben started to tell me last night. but we were inter-
rupted.” Conrad turned questioningly 1o his general man-
ager. In a light gray suit, Paul. too. looked as if he had spent
a good deal of August in the sun—though, actually, he had
allowed himself only Sundays.

“Matter of fact,” Paul explained. “all we did was pick
three other department stores around the country—one in
Texas, one in California, one in Boston. It took a few weeks
of negotiation, but we put it over. They've all installed Paris
Shops like ours. The four of us now use the same exclusive
numbers. So quantity production has cut costs considerably.”

Selby was thoughtful as he walked on. The daily spe-
cials, too, he saw, were still attracting crowds. As a matter
of truth, things seemed to be flourishing in every department.

On the main floor he looked in surprise at a small counter,
rolled along on wheels, on its way toward a Main Street exit.
It was laden with plastic raincoats and umbrellas, and he re-
membered it had begun 1o rain when he'd arrived.

“One of our new movable displays.” Paul said. “Some
thing we've been trying out the past few weeks. In bac
weather. for instance, we roll raincoats and umbrellas to the
front. so they'll be the last thing people see before going out
into the rain. Did good business last time.”

Selby watched the display set up near the door.
using portable counters for—anything el:e?™ he asked.

“Oh, yes. Several things. For example, we ran a special
men’s shirt sale last week. And among the shirt counters we
rolled one of these portables piled high with women's hosiery,
another loaded with women's gloves. A sign on each said ‘Be
nice to yourself. but remember her. too.” ™ [Paul smiled at the
recollection. “l guess when a man spends fifteen or twenty
dollars on himself, he feels a bit guilty. Thinks maybe he
ought to spend a couple of bucks on his wife, too. So when
he sees a feminine display handy right next to the shirts he's
just bought . . . Well, the two portable counters. hosiery and
gloves, ran up an $800 day. ... Next time we'll try the re-
verse: men’s sochs, ties, handkerchiefs and so on iu the wom-
en’s department during fashion sales,

All this was so foreign to the things Selby's used to do
that its president found himself accompany g r’aui in an in-
creasing daze. After the tour, as he went wward s own
office, Lverett stopped him in the executive corrivor. And
Everett wa» enthusiastic.

“Hope you like the way things are humming,” he suaid.

“They—they’re humming. all right,” Conrad granted.

“It’ll be a year that builds up to a promotional climax at
Christmas. Paul tell you about the helicopter idea?”

Conrad's eyes widened. “Helicopter idea?”

So, laughing with the contemplation of the Santa Claus
spectacle, Everett outlined it. Obviously he felt it would be
effective. But Conrad, though he concealed it. was appalled.
He recoiled from the plan. . ..

Alone in his office, he sat down to think. With his elbows
on the arms of his chair, Selby made an arch of his fingertips.
He stared intently at the wall.

Though he was somewhat pale now, he looked well. The
month in Canada had left him rested and clear-minded, and
he could view things with new perspective.

A helicopter. But he pushed that aside. It was only one
part of a pattern. Only a fool. he told himself. would deny
that Paul Blaze was having remarkable success. Dollars were
the proof. Yet Conrad could find no satisfaction in what he
had found. All this reminded him too keenly of the tHum-
phrey Lascot incident.

Humphrey Lascot was a middle-aged novelist who owned
a summer cabin on the same Canadian lake to which Conrad
went. Through the years. they had become fairly close friends.

“Becn
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The meeting began at four. By the time it ended. after
five, he found that Selby had gone home. He felt harried
when he went into his own office. Bernardine was waiting.
and she gave him a searching scrutiny. “You look beat.” she
said. “What's the matter?”

He sat down, ran stiff fingers through his hair. reached
for a cigarette. “Nothing. What's on your mind. Berry?”

“Mostly you. You walkéd into that meeting like a ghost.
And you don't look much better now. ... Anything [ can do?”

“No.” His fingertips drummed impatiently on the desk.
Selby had asked him not to mention the sale. and he could
see the wisdom of silence. “No, Berry. nothing at all.”

“Couple of things I should talk to you about. Only. you
don’t look in the mood. Maybe tonight—" She paused.
“I’'m fixing a cool supper. That’s an invitation.”

He gave her a forced smile. He was about to refuse—
and then he knew he didn’t want to be alone; didn’t want to
brood over having the ground cut from under him. He <aid
abruptly, “Sounds fine, Berry. Thanks. I'll be there. . . .”

Her apartment was warm. While she worked in the
kitchen he threw off his jacket, opened his collar. lay down
on the long, modern couch. With his hands clasped under
his head, he stared at the ceiling.

There was no use fooling himself. He had no desire to
pour out his heart and his energy for the Wolcott Corporation.
If they bought Selby’s, he might as well quit.

As general manager of an independent store you could
follow your own judgment. You were boss. You used your
initiative; you enjoyed flexibility of decision; you shaped
your own future. But once you became a puppet in a chain
like Wolcott Stores, you did what you were told by a manage-
ment board in New York. They bought for you, they set
your prices, they established your policies, they even deco-
rated your windows. . . .

While Selby’s remained independent, it was easy to dream
of some day owning a substantial share of the store, but he
could hardly have that kind of dream about the Wolcott Cor-
poration. At best he'd be another of 10.000 stockholders. . . .

Funny, he thought, looking at the ceiling. Funny as hell.
By his very success in sales promotion he was shattering the
goal he most wanted. The bigger Selby’s volume now grew,
the more determined Wolcott’s would be to acquire the store.
Could it be that this was why Conrad Selby’s attitude had
changed in recent months? No doubt Selby had long known
about the offer.

That was how Bernardine found him when she came in
to set the table—smiling at the ceiling in bitter understanding.

She made no comment. When the food was down, she
waved to it with a casual gesture. “Come and get it.”

It was a pleasant meal for a hot September night. It
helped to restore Paul’s spirits. He finally leaned back from
the table.

“Sorry, Berry. Didn’t mean to go sour. . ..
it you wanted to talk about?”

“It can wait.”

“No. Let’s have it.”

“Well—" She was stirring sugar in her iced coffee.
“Paul—there’s something I picked up in New York. I don’t
like to speak about it. On the other hand, you ought to
know.”

This was a tone he rarely heard in Bernardine—hesitant.
He studied her curiously. Ever since the opening of the Paris
Shop she had spent at least one day a week in New York.
She had to keep in constant touch with the American branches
of French couturiéres.

She said, “In spite of the way we’ve lowered costs on the
French numbers we're having made up for the Paris Shop,
we're overpaying almost a dollar a garment. So are the other
stores that rely on us.”

“Impossible,” Paul said. “Ben checks every bill.”

“The bills are all right. We take our loss on what Cluss
& Hein charge to make up a dress; on what Shantz charges
to make up a coat. I've checked with half a dozen other
manufacturers, Paul. I tell you I can have the Paris line
made up at a dollar a garment under the price Randolph
Green is paying.”

Paul’s eyes narrowed. “Green’s a good man,” he said.
“He wouldn’t let himself be played for a sucker.”

“You figure it out.”

Paul raised his coffee, sipped it. His eyes remained fixed
on Bernardine.

“Think Green’s getting kickbacks, do you?”

What was

“All I know.” she repeated. “is that / can get the same
work done at a better price.”

An amused flicker came into Paul's eyes.
you by any chance gunning for Green’s job?”

To this she did not reply.

“Things begin to add up,” Paul said.
showed me the order he placed with Cluss & Hein—

“Paul.”” she broke in, “I'm on the board of directors. I
don't want to see the store gypped!”

“Am I wrong about Green's job?”

Bernardine deliberately put down the glass.
so I want to get ahead.”

“It would take an awful lot to make me shove a man
like Green aside, Berry. He knows his business. And so far
you haven’t proved a thing against him.”

“Ask him why he’s overpaying.”

“What do you expect him to answer?”

“Ask him why he doesn’t go to other manufacturers!”

“Okay.” Paul agreed. “I will. 1f you’re sure of your
figures.”

“I'll have them on your desk in the morning.” Bernar-
dine rose. Her thumbs hiked up the belt of her skirt as she
went to the window. He had the impression that her whole
body was tense. As he contemplated her through the smoke
of his cigarette, he recognized her driving ambition more
clearly than ever before.

Not that he blamed her. Who wanted to stand still?
And in the Selby organization the next step upward from
fashion co-ordinator would be head buyer. It was a job to
which she could not aspire, however, as long as Randolph
Green held it. . . .

Rubbing out the cigarette. he rose from the table and
went to stretch himself on the couch. “Why don’t you quit
sniping? You can leave Green to me.”

Bernardine drew a deep breath, then began taking dishes
into the kitchen. And Paul lay thinking. The possibility of
the store being sold still darkened his mood. so that nothing
else seemed very important—not even Bernardine’s complaints.

When she joined him again, she had regained some of her
normal good humor. She switched on the television. Half
an hour later, when the program was over. she glanced down
f,t his face. A slow smile came to her lips. “You look a lot

etter.”

“Let’s say you're the restful kind,” he answered with a

“Berry. are

“The time you

”

“All right,

grin.
“I am good for you.”

“Wouldn’t be surprised.”

“I ought to make you marry me. For your health.”

He said nothing to that; he didn’t even think Bernardine
was serious.

¢ She added, “Before somebody else gets you.”

“Baby,” he said, “I plan to go on being single a long.
long time. I'm a lost cause.”

She got up, crossed the room to seek another program on
the TV screen. When she found something she wanted, she
swung around.

“I’ll be damned,” she said. “if I know why I let you kick
my pride around. I practically propose, and you turn me
down. I wouldn't take it from any other man!”

Paul kept thinking about the possible sale of the store.
realizing this was the one act which could bring his efforts 1
defeat. Whatever he might hereafter accomplish would he
done for the Wolcott chain. not for himself. and he had no
interest in Wolcott’s. He certainly did not intend to spend
his life as the manager of a Wolcott outlet.

The sense of frustration was still with him the week the
Main Street windows featured Patrice’s paintings.

For a time he had forgotten about them; but on thix
Monday morning, as he passed window after window. what he
saw should have pleased him. In the left corner of each dix-
play a painting by Patrice stood on a small easel. The pose
and costume of the mannequin beside it were accurate repro-
ductions of the painted figure. and copies of the magazine lay
open to Patrice’s illustrations. It was all extremely effective.

Near the main entrance. Paul met Patrice herself. She
hadkobvious]y come to see how Ripley’s staff had treated her
work.

“It's wonderful!” she said. “They did a beautiful job!”

“Glad you like it.”

“I'm supposed to meet a Reporter photographer here at
ten. Wants a picture of me in front of one of the windows.”
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“Everett must have dreamed that up.”

She looked very well this morning. he saw. Her eves
were extraordinarily bright. It was good to have somebody
happy about all this. He was aware that Patrice was suddenly
sober. inspecting him with the intensity that always made him
feel he was being photographed in her mind.

She said abruptly. “Paul. you need a vacation.
tired. In fact. vou've looked fagged for days.”

His laugh was dry. “I'm all right.”

“What's bothering you? The Wolcott thing?”

“Of course.”

After that, she accompanied him into the store. She
came all the way up to his office. her expression serious. When
they were inside. she shut the door.

“You're taking it the wrong way.” she declared.

“Am I?”

“The store hasn’t heen =old vet.
smart operator.”

“Overplayed my hand. 1 should have figured that when
1 started building volume some of the chains would become
interested. Only. I saw Selby’s as a sort of Gibraltar—some-
thing the family would never give up.”

“They won’t give it up! Not if you make them realize
how valuable it can be—that the Selby boom has just begun—"

He looked at Patrice keenly. She could be right. he sup-
posed. Perhaps his answer to the threat ought not 1o be
surrender or even acquiescence. but redoubled promotion. H
the future promised greater profits than Wolcott could possibly
offer, why should anybody, even Conrad himself, dream of
selling?”

Paul sat down hehind the desk. -

*I don't want to xee the place sold. either.” Patrice =aid.

You look

I thought vou were a

“And I've talked against it. But the final argument lies in your .

hands. It's got to be an argument in terms of dollars and
cents.” She looked at her watch. “I've got to go down ta
meet that photographer—bhut think it over!™

When she had left. a glaze came over Paul’s eyes. He
leaned back, staring at the wall.

Promotion—more and bigger promotion. Bevond doubt
there was logic in Patrice’s advice. If he could make the
Selby boom so big that no Wolcott price would seem atirac-
tive enough. . . .

Restlessness was back in him.
stomach. He got up and paced the office.
through his hair.

Build up volume to a point at which no Selby stockholder
will want to sell. . . . Patrice was right. That was the only
answer.

He could feel it in his
He ran a hand

‘There were other things. too. to settle today. When Ran-
dolph Green came back from New York, Paul summoned him
to a conference.

“Green.” he said bluntly. “I'm told wt’re overpaying on
gouds for the Paris Shop.”

Though he had begun to sit down. the buyer arrested the
movement. He stiffened. Then he lowered himself more
slowly. '

“Where did vou get that?” he asked. *“There are four
stores handling the line. This is the first I hear of overpaying.”

Paul handed him a sheet of paper. It listed the hali-
dozen firms Bernardine had queried. together with the prices
each had quoted. Randolph Green stared at it.

“*Are—are these bona fide offers?”

“Absolutely.”

Green raised suspicious eyes. “Bernardine?”

“She felt it was part of her job.”

The buyer tossed the paper back to Paul's desk: *I see.”

“Think you can get Cluss & Hein and Shantz to meet
competition?”

“l—don’t know. Mr. Blaze.”

Paul studied the man’s face. pale now. He could detect
a nervous twitch of muscle. In a moment, he suspected. Green
would have to eat one of his pills.

Paul went to the water cooler. As he filled a cup he ~aid.
“You puzzle me. Green.”

“Do 1?7 Why?"

“You're a damned good buyer. Best in the store. Yet
every now and then you go ofl the handle on one of these
cockeyed deals.” Paul drank some of the water. fixed his eyes
on the cup. “Which is generally the situation when a buyer
goes in for kickbacks. He's got to earn what manufacturers
give him.”

Green's face was suddenly colorless. He rose. The flesh
at his jowls appeared to be trembling.

“Mr. Blaze, I—"

“Take it easy, take it easy.” Paul sat down. made him-
self comfortable. “Ranny.” he said. and it was the first time
he had called Randolph Green by his first name. “I've been
in this racket a long time. So have you. I don’t have to kid
you. You don’t have to kid me. either. All I want is to keep
vou working for us. So I'm just suggesting that Cluss & Hein
ought to meet these prices—or else let’s transfer our business.”

This time Green was silent.

“Another thing.” Paul went on. “You in debt?”

The direct question must have been a blow. Green drew
a long breath. He said. “I-—1 owe some money. Who
doesn’t?”

“*Much?” )

“Couple of thousand. Why?”

“You’ll make it up in bonuses this vear. If it'll help,
though. Selby’s can advance it now. Just say the word.”

Green started to answer. but the reply seemed to catch
in his throat. He finally said. “That's—that’s very decent
of vou.”

“Only. let’'s not allew anvbody like Cluss & Hein or
Shantz to play Selby’s for a sucker. Everything else can be
straightened out.”  Paul got up. Do we understand each
other?”

Green looked at him a long time. His face was still white.
At last he said in a constricted voice, *1 guess 1 do. Mr. Blaze.”

“The name’s Paul. . . . Think you can get these prices
adjusted?”

“1—I'm sure I can, Paul. Thanks. . ..”

With his resurgence of spirit. Paul threw himsell into
work as he had never worked before. He was no longer ~triv-
ing only 10 increase Selby's volume; he was fighting to achieve
the kind of success which would put the store beyond a selling
price.

He pressed with every idea that came to him, including
the controversial plan to bring Santa Claus to Williston in a
helicopter.

And his fervor was contagious. He could see his own
rising excitement reflected in every co-worker. It was evident
even in the way the Co-Workers Association prepared for the
annual anniversary banquet, as though it were a special cele-
bration this year. They had half a dozen committees devoted
to the affair.

The 56th anniversary sale in early October—a full week’s
event embracing every department—was. as always, preceded
by the Saturday-night banquet. It took place in the Pavillion.
a huge dance hall outside Williston. The Pavillion was a
barnlike structure that had once been a skating rink; but for
all its lack of architectural beauty, it was the only place big
enough to accommodate Selby's co-workers. The store now
employed Y20 people.

The executives and their families had two long tables of
their own. At one of these, Paul was seated between Patrice
and Grace. Almost directly in front of him. at the next table.
sat Bernardine; and it seemed to him her eyes and his were
constantly meeting.

It was a noisy aflair. The seven-piece band Dblared
throughout dinner, playing from the stage. Part of the Hoor
had been left clear for dancing. and many couples rose be-
tween courses. But the small Hoor space was overcrowded:
those at the executives’ tables seemed content to wait until
later. when the hall would be cleared and the dancing space
made twice as large.

A group of co-workers entertained with skits, Since these
concerned the tribulations ol working in a department store.
they proved intimate and hilarious; they lampooned evervone
in Selby's with irreverent glee. In one sketch Paul saw him-
self impersonated by a man who rushed from department to de-
partment, his left hand waving a dollar sign. his right cracking
a whip.

And when the show was over. George Weaver, the chubby
master of ceremonies. stood in front of the microphone. He
looked around. sweating and beaming. until there was silence.
Then he spoke in the oracular voice so familiar to those who
were accustomed to the Selby public-address system.

He introduced a group of six co-workers who had been
with the store more than 40 years. When the applause for
them ended. he called on those who had served Selby’s for 25
years. This time more than eighty responded. He called on
























