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P.S. Lucky for mothers, families really love easy-to-fix 
hamburgers. And, lucky for Hunt, they love them even 
better with our spicy, tart-sweet catsup. Won’t you try it? The price 

is lucky, too—really low! Hunt—for the best!

Guaranteed by 
Good Housekeeping
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HIGH-FIDELITY MUSIC-APPRECIATION RECORDS
TO HELP YOU UNDERSTAND MUSIC BETTER AND ENJOY IT MORE

z-xn.1 mir rinr there is a full performance of a ON ONE SIDE great musical work< featuring 
orchestras and soloists of recognized distinction in this 
country and abroad. You listen to this performance first, 
or afterward, as you desire, and then . . .

A NEW IDEA OF THE BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB

All too frequently, most of us are 
aware, we do not listen to good music 

with due understanding and appreciation. 
There is no doubt about the reason: we 
are not properly primed about what to 
listen for. Music-Appreciation Records 
meet this need—for a fuller understanding 
of music—better than any means ever de­
vised. After hearing several of these rec­
ords, all the music you listen to is trans­
formed, because you learn in general what 
to listen for. This highly enjoyable form of 
self-education can be as thorough as the 
Music-Appreciation courses given in any 
university.

YOU SUBSCRIBE BUT TAKE ONLY THE 
RECORDS YOU WANT . . A new Music- 
Appreciation Record will be issued—for 
subscribers only—every month. Ultimately 

all the great masterpieces of music will be 
included. The announcement about each 
forthcoming record will be written by 
Deems Taylor. After reading this descrip­
tive essay (presented in a form that can be 
kept for long use) you may take the record 
or not, as you decide at the time. Tou are 
not obligated as a subscriber to take any 
specified number of records. And, of course, 
you may stop the subscription at your pleas­
ure—at any time!

TWO TYPES OF RECORDS AT A RELA­
TIVELY LOW COST ... All Music-Appre­
ciation Records will be high-fidelity, long- 
playing records of the highest quality— 
33J/3 R.P.M. on Vinylite. They will be of 
two kinds: first, a so-called Standard Rec­
ord—a twelve-inch disc—which will present 
the performance on one side, the analysis 

on the other. This will be sold at $3.60, 
to subscribers only. The other will be an 
Analysis-Only Record — a ten-inch disc- 
priced at $2.40. The latter will be made 
available each month for any subscriber 
who may already have a satisfactory long- 
playing record of the work being presented. 
(A small charge will be added to the prices 
above to cover postage and handling.)

TRY A ONE-MONTH SUBSCRIPTION - 
NO OBLIGATION TO CONTINUE . . . 
Why not make a simple trial, to see if 
these records are as pleasurable and as en­
lightening as you may anticipate? The first 
record, Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony, 
will be sent to you at once—at no charge. 
You may end the subscription immediately 
after hearing this record, or you may cancel 
any time thereafter.

/Ts a demonstration
WILL YOU ACCEPT 
WITHOUT CHARGE

Beethovens J-ijlh Symphony
A NEW HIGH-FIDELITY RECORDING BY THE LONDON SYMPHONY ORCHESTRA

Norman Del Mar, Conductor

Analysis by Thomas Scherman

You have heard this great work countless times-what 
have you heard in it? And what may you have failed 

to hear? This demonstration will show you what you 
may have been missing in listening to great music.

PLEASE RETURN ONLY IF YOU HAVE A RECORD PLAYER WHICH CAN 
___________ PLAY 331/3 R.P.M. LONG-PLAYING RECORDS  
MUSIC-APPRECIATION RECORDS R40-1
c/o Book-of-the-Month Club, Inc.
345 Hudson Street, New York 14, N. Y.

Please send me at once the first Music-Appreciation Record, 
'Beethoven's fifth Symphony, without charge, and enter my name in a 
Trial Subscription to Music-Appreciation Records, under the condi­
tions stated above. It is understood that, as a subscriber, I am not 
obligated to buy any specified number of records, but may take only 
those I want. Also, I may cancel this subscription after hearing the 
first record, or any time thereafter at my pleasure, but the introduc­
tory record is free in any case.
Mr. )
Mrs. > ..........................................................................................................................
MiSS I (Please Print)

Address .......................................................................................................................

City................................................................. Zone............ State........................
MAR 1



“Jupiter’s Darling”, the New Year’s musi­
cal pride and joy from M-G-M, just can’t 
help being everybody’s darling 1

It’s a bang-up job of movie-making, a 
giant and jubilant musical with Esther 
Williams, Howard Keel, Marge and Gower 
Champion, George Sanders, producer 
George Wells, director George Sidney and 
screenplay writer Dorothy Kingsley all 
having a hand in making it the spectacular 
fun it is.

JANUARY- 1955 THE MAGAZINE
VOL. 104 • NO. 3 lUjUlJUUll FOR YOUNG ADULTS

PHILLIPS WYMAN 
Publisher

JOHN B. DANBY, Executive Editor 
AA ILLIAM B. HART, Senior Editor 
ROBERT STEIN, Articles Editor 
RUTH F. POMEROY, Homemaking Editor 
ETHEL F. BEBB, Schools and Camps Editor

SHEPPARD BUTLER,

ASSOCIATES: BILL BLOCK ROBERT V. R. BROWN BETTY CALDWELL WALLACE CROATMAN 
ELEANOR MURRAY HERMAN SCHOPPE MAUREEN SUTHERLAND

ASSISTANTS: RUTH KUPFERER LYNN MINTON MARION TAYLOR 
JAMES DE VRIES DOROTHY WEICHEL

WADE H. NICHOLS 
Editor and Associate Publisher

JONEL JORGULESCO, Art Editor
LILIAN KASTENDIKE, Fiction Editor 
FLORENCE SOMERS, Features Editor
RUTH DRAKE, Fashion and Beauty Editor
PHYLLIS SCHWEITZER, Shopping Editor 

Production Consultant

The racy result—decked out in Color 
and spread out in Cinemascope with a 
fabulous parade of pastel-painted elephants 
thrown in for good measure—is a young­
in-heart, tongue-in-cheek take-off on the 
grandeur that was Rome, smartly done up 
with the musical “know-how” that is 
M-G-M.

The eye-filling Esther Williams, of course, 
is “Jupiter’s Darling”. The wonderfully 
giddy notion of the story (which bounces 
out of Robert E. Sherwood’s playful play, 
“Road to Rome”) is that Esther’s not only 
the reason why the Roman boys never left 
Rome—but the gorgeous reason why the 
conqueror Hannibal never got there.

Howard Keel, who was so riotously red­
headed in “Seven Brides”, is in great voice 
and high spirits again. He’s Hannibal, but 
only human. He can get an army on ele­
phant-back over the Alps. But he can’t get 
over Esther in her Hooray-array of filmy 
tunics and early bikinis.

Maybe Rome was never like this. Maybe 
the gleaming chariots weren’t built for woo. 
Maybe Rome couldn’t gasp, as we can, at 
Esther in her three underwater wonder­
sequences. Maybe the Appian Way wasn’t 
this way—teeming with sandals tapping to 
Harold Adamson-Burton Lane song hits 
like “Never Trust A Woman”, “I Had A 
Dream”, “Don’t Let This Night Get 
Away”. Maybe Esther didn’t even turn 
the Road to Rome into a lovers’ lane ...

So much the worse for Rome, say we! No 
wonder it declined and fell 1 By Jupiter 1 We 
prefer Rome’s hey-heyday as it leaps at us 
with “Jupiter’s Darling”. And so will you!

★ ★ ★
M-G-M presents in Cinemascope and 
COLOR “JUPITER’S DARLING” starring 
ESTHER WILLIAMS, HOWARD KEEL, 
MARGE and GOWER CHAMPION, 
GEORGE SANDERS with Richard 
Haydn, William Demarest. Screen Play by 
Dorothy Kingsley. Based on the Play “Road 
to Rome” by Robert E. Sherwood. Songs: 
Burton Lane and Harold Adamson. Choreog­
raphy by Hermes Pan. Photographed in East­
man Color. Directed by George Sidney. Pro­
duced by George Wells. An M-G-M Picture.
P.S. 1955 will be the year of “ The Prodigal!”
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Joan and David Landman

B E T W E E N
THE LINES

The Norman Vincent Peales on the farm

Paul C. Benard

II. Goldberg, as he appears from inside a TV tube

COMING NEXT MONTH;

"Everybody Does the Mambo!” 
—A famous dance teacher shows 
you step by step how to enjoy 
the newest national pastime

Dr. Norman Vincent Peale’s “Six Keys to Successful Marriage” (page 24) 
are based on conclusions reached by the famous clergyman from his service as 
spiritual adviser to thousands of people with marital troubles, and it is difficult to 
believe that anyone can ponder the “keys” without some benefit. Minister of 
Marble Collegiate Church in New York City, Dr. Peale is the author of “The 
Power of Positive Thinking,” which is one of the most widely read inspirational 
books ever published. In spite of a schedule of preaching, writing and lecturing 
heavy enough to tax ten men, he manages to find time for relaxation with his 
family on his farm in Pawling, N. Y. Dr. and Mrs. Peale have three children.

“The day the papers revealed how Jim McElvarr died, I knew I’d have to write 
this article,” David Landman told us. “The thought that bad drivers can go on 
driving until they kill somebody makes my blood boil.” We gave free lance Land- 
man a “go-ahead,” and his subsequent investigation provided the important story 
on page 34—“A New Way to Curb Dangerous Drivers.” Right now Mr. Landman, 
his wife, Joan, and their young son and daughter are on their way to Indonesia, 
where they will live for a year under the auspices of a Ford Foundation fellowship 
while the family head pursues his studies of economic geography.

“Mexican Holiday,” Paul C. Benard’s travel story on page 42. ought to lure 
some hundreds more of travelers to the sunny land below the border, and we hope 
one of the lucky ones in 1955 is you! Mr. Benard makes the trip sound like the 
experience of a lifetime, and for all the champagne joys the place offers, the cost 
is but that of beer, especially for Americans now that the peso has been devaluated. 
The author’s enthusiasm isn’t feigned; he himself went there for a two-week 
vacation which so far has stretched into going-on five years.

When Hyman Goldberg took on the assignment of profiling Garry Moore for 
Redbook (see page 40), he began watching TV to catch the famous comedian’s 
show. TV didn’t agree with him, he says, and he provided us with the portrait at 
left to prove it. Tiie author has been a reporter for various newspapers in New 
York City, where he was born. He claims he was 30 years old before he ventured 
outside the city limits, and he returned from that misadventure thoroughly 
frightened by the sights and sounds of the Connecticut countryside. His next 
out-of-town trip was to the South Pacific as a staff correspondent for Yank.

“That Others May Live,” a Redbook article of March, 1951. is included in 
“A Guide to Successful Magazine Writing,” recently published by Scribner’s. It 
contains outstanding articles with authors’ notes explaining the writing problems 
involved. Selection was made by the Society of Magazine Writers.



LETTERS TO THE EDITOR

Was age the problem that broke up the Sloan Simpson-Bill O’Dwyer marriage?

MAY-DECEMBER MARRIAGES

Your Sloan Simpson-Bill O’Dwyer story 
(October) imparts one message: There is no 
fool like an old fool when he meets a beautiful 
and self-centered woman.

Sloan may be an intelligent and successful 
woman in some respects, but she displayed a 
lack of intelligence in insisting that the older 
O’Dwyer wear shorts and take up water sports.

At a time in his life when he was beset 
with troubles, the ex-Mayor had no one to help 
him regain his peace of mind. He needed a 
mature woman.

Betty Duval 
Salinas, Cal.

The main problem of May-and-December 
marriages like that of Sloan Simpson and Bill 
O’Dwyer is that the elderly husband cannot 
believe his luck at winning a young bride. He 
feels within himself that he is not worthy of 
her and therefore cannot believe that she 
really loves him. Thus he is suspicious of 
every young man she meets, fearing that she 
has much more in common with the younger 
man.

Only when a man is completely secure in 
himself can he be happily married to a 
younger woman.

Emily Gorman 
Manhattan Beach, N. Y.

WHODUNITS

H/n our October Letters page we asked if 
you would like to see more mystery stories in 
Redbook. While some readers wrote that they 
did not like mysteries, most of them said that 
they would like us to continue our policy of 
varying the fiction we print, including a mys­
tery every once in a while. Here are some of 
your letters. ED.

Let’s have more of the Redbook type of 
mystery—suspense stories without mayhem, 
sadism and buckets of blood.

Berna Sidney 
Detroit, Mich.

I like to read Redbook after I’ve tucked 
the children in bed for the night, when I can 
lean back and take it easy. So I want stories 
which will relax me—not get me all excited 
and upset, as suspense stories do.

Marilyn Berner 
Los Angeles, Cal.

I like mystery stories, but there are things 
in a good many of them I do not like—red-hot 
sex and nasty talk. And I do not believe peo­
ple drink as much as many writers would have 
us think. I know I’d be pie-eyed all the time.

L. Lackie 
Pine Mount, Fla.

THE COLOR LINE

Despite your article “The Schools that 
Broke the Color Line” (October), I am firmly 
convinced that segregation is right for the 
South. Here you are dealing with millions of 
people who have been brought up with the 
idea that they should not mix. You can’t 
shove a Supreme Court decision at them and 
expect them to take it. Your article made it 
appear that racial integration was an accepted 
thing here. It’s not, and it won’t be.

A Southerner

Won’t people ever learn that we are all 
human beings? Why must there be a barrier 
between us simply because of different-colored 
skin?

Joyce M. Truman 
West Newton, Mass.

BARGAINS

In your article “The Worst Bargains You 
Can Buy” (September), you say, “Buy used 
cars from a franchised dealer only.” To make 
such an unqualified statement actually does a 
disservice to the public and a dishonor to the 
reputable merchandisers of used cars through­
out the United States.

Of all the complaints we have received 
from used-car buyers in the Philadelphia area, 
95 per cent refer to purchases made through 

new-car agencies, and of our own 5 per cent 
we have been able to promote harmony be­
tween the customer and dealer in every in­
stance.

Stanley W. Hoffman, Executive Secretary 
Philadelphia Used Car Dealers Assoc., Pa.

Independent used-car dealers provide a 
real public service, because in many cases 
they are in a position to furnish good trans­
portation to the auto-buying public at reduced 
prices. Used-car dealers can do this because 
they do not have the high overhead costs of 
showroom establishments, and in order to ob­
tain a fair share of the market they have to 
know all makes of automobiles—thus are 
noted for their keen insight and know-how in 
appraising, buying and selling used cars.

Margaret Corell, Executive Secretary 
National Used Car Dealers Assoc., Inc.

Detroit, Mich.

PEACE OF MIND

Your choice of stories is wonderful— 
especially the religious ones. There must be 
many people who wouldn’t go near a church 
who have been reached by them. This Sunday 
I was lying awake all night, principally be­
cause of a worry I had in the back of my mind. 
Along about 3 a.m. I got up and read “God’s 
Sergeant” (October). It seemed it was meant 
just for me. Like the young minister, I prayed 
and then left it up to God. A wonderful sense 
of peace came over me, and I slept.

Adele M. Schabacker
Pitman, N. J,

WOMEN UNDERPAID

Redbook is to be commended for direct­
ing attention to the problem of “The Low 
Price on Women” (September). The practice

of paying women less than men for perform­
ing identical work is one that is not justified 
morally, logically or economically.

U. S. Senator John F. Kennedy 
Massachusetts

CHILDLESS MARRIAGE

| In October, a troubled woman wrote us that 
her fiance insisted he would never want chil­
dren because of the financial sacrifice involved 
in their upbringing. The following letter typi­
fies our readers' response to this problem. ED.

Try to interest your fiance in other peo­
ple’s children and thus bring out a love for 
and need of children in him. But if you don’t 
succeed, I would hesitate to marry this man, 
since no home is really complete—or com­
pletely happy—without children.

Marcia Musky 
New York, N. Y.

★ Address: LETTERS TO THE EDITOR, Redbook 
Magazine, 230 Park Avenue, New York 17, New York



A FABULOUS PACKAGE FOR YOU FROM AMERICA'S BIGGEST BOOK CLUB!
“T Tow dare you in- 
n trude!” Amelie 
Shouted. Then she 
recognized Richard 
and her eyes sof­
tened. (Lord Vanity)

Club and agree
to take as few 
as 6 selections 
out of 24 to be 
offered within 

a year.

sJOO 
only J "

when you join
*he Dollar Book

UP TO $14.20 VALUE IN PUBLISHERS' EDITIONS

AnyThree
OF THESE BEST-SELLERS

LORD VANITY—Samuel Shellabarger. By 
the author of Captain from Castile. 
In gay 18th century Venice, fate drew 
together a young musician, a beautiful 
countess, an aspiring ballerina, and a 
dealer in black magic—in a fantastic 
web of romance and adventure! Pub­
lisher’s edition $3.95 X

BOOK

and the exquisite daugh­
ter of an English noble­
man. New hit by the 
author of Yankee Pasha. 
Pub. ed. $3.95

All Netc, Full-Size, 
Hard-Bound Books!

Mew Edition
of a Modern

MODERN FAMILY COOK

An Opportunity You Mustn't Miss!

DESIREE —Annemarie Selinko. The 
story of lovely Desiree Clary, the 
modest village beauty who at 19 
became the much admired wife of 
Napoleon’s greatest general — un­
til her strange meetings with Na­
poleon himself rocked Paris with 
scandal! 512 pages. Pub. ed. $4.50

BLUE HURRICANE-F. van Wyck Mason. 
Why did pious young Matt Hovey 
become a notorious blockade runner 
—the most feared man on the Mis­
sissippi? Why were two women, fair 
Phoebe Whidden and dark, sultry 
Leonie Dulac essential to his happi­
ness? New best-seller I Pub. ed.$3.75

CHOOSE any 3 books on this page 
for only $1.00. This big intro­

ductory bargain is offered as a dem­
onstration of the great book values 
which you enjoy as a member of the 
famous Dollar Book Club.

Save up to 75% on New Best-Sellers 
(compared with prices of publishers’ editions)

Imagine—the same new books costing up 
to $3.95 in publishers’ editions come to 
Club members for only $1 each! The 
biggest hits by top authors like Daphne 
du Maurier, Thomas B. Costain, Frank 
Yerby, Frances Parkinson Keyes, and 
many more, have come to members at 
this low $1 price. Occasionally, extra­
value selections at $1.49 are offered. All 
are full-size, hard-bound books.

In addition, the Club frequently offers 
other desirable books . . . useful home­
maker volumes... beautifully illustrated

I W|TH THE> WIND
THE DEVIL’S LAUGHTER 

Frank Yerby. The fiery tale 
of Jean-Paul Marin and 
the tawny-haired beauty 
he adored in a world mad 
with the wanton excite­
ment of the French Revo­
lution. "Flaming story of 
action, passion, revenge, 
love.’’—Chicago Tribune. 
Pub. ed. $3.50

NOT AS 
A STRANGER 

Morton Thompson. Nation’s top 
hit for many, many months! The 
story of Lucas Marsh, who gave 
everything to become a doctor; 
Kristina, the girl he so strangely 
married ; and the beautiful wom­
an who shook his innermost soul. 
Big 700-page book ! Pub. ed. $4.75

American
Classic!

AMERICAN CAPTAIN 
Edison Marshall. The 
wind-swept coast of 
Malta in the 1800’s pro­
vides the setting for this 
stormy romance of a 
rugged Yankee sailor -

GONE WITH THE WIND 
Margaret Mitchell. The 
greatest best-seller of the 
century in a new edi­
tion ! The unforgettable 
love story of beautiful 
Scarlett O’Hara and ad­
venturous Rhett Butler 
against a spectacular 
historical background. 
689pages. Pub.ed. $2.95

Meta Given. New revised edi­
tion of the most useful cook 
book ever published. 1,137 
delicious recipes! Plans your 
meals, guides your shopping, 
makes meal preparation a 
pleasure. 640 brimming pages, 
16 full color plates, many 
other pictures. Pub. ed. $4.95

THE ROYAL BOX-Frances Par­
kinson Keyes. The story of 
a fabulous London adventure 
that begins with a brilliant 
theatre party, and reaches its 
dramatic climax in a luxuri­
ous suite of the Savoy Hotel. 
Newest romantic hit by the 
famous author of Dinner at 
Antoine’s. Pub. edition $3.50

books . . . valuable 
reference volumes... 
at special Club prices 
which save you up to 75%. But you take 
only the books you want—and you do not 
have to take one every month. You may 
take as few as six SI books a year!

Send No Money—Just Mail Coupon
Receive any 3 books you choose from 
this page for only $1, plus a small 
shipping charge. Two books are your 
gift for joining, and one is your first 
selection. Thereafter, you will receive 
regularly the Club’s Bulletin, which de­
scribes the forthcoming selections.

If not delighted with your introduc­
tory Three-Book bargain package — 
return all books and your membership 
will be cancelled without further obli­
gation. Mail the coupon now.

Doubleday Dollar Book Club 
Garden City, New York.

MAIL THIS COUPON
Doubleday Dollar Book Club, Dept. 1RB, Garden City, New York
Please enroll me as a Dollar Book Club member. Send me at once 
as my gift books and first selection the 3 books checked below—and 
bill me only $1 FOR ALL 3, plus a small shipping charge.
□ American Captain
□ Blue Hurricane
□ Desiree

□ The Devil’s Laughter □ Modern Family Cook Book 
□ Gone With the Wind □ Not As a Stranger
□ Lord Vanity □ The Royal Box

Also send my first issue of The Bulletin, telling me about the 
new forthcoming one-dollar book selections and other bargains for 
members. I may notify you in advance if I do not wish the following 
month’s selections. I do not have to accept a book every month—- 
only six a year. I pay nothing except $1 for each selection I accept, 
plus a small shipping charge (unless I choose an extra-value 
selection). N0-RISK GUARANTEE: If not delighted return all 

books in 7 days and membership will be cancelled.

Mr.

Miss

Address

City 
& Zone.

Please 
Print

State
In Canada, selection price $1.10 plus shipping; address Doubleday 
Book Club, 105 Bond St., Toronto 2. Offer good in U. S. & Canada only.



Redbook’s Picture of the Month • Selected by Florence Somers

Kirk Douglas fights the giant squid that has forty-foot tenta­
cles, Weighing two tons, it was handled by twenty-eight men.

W
hen Jules Verne’s science-fiction appeared in 
1870. it created a sensation. Readers of that day 
were fascinated by Verne’s ideas of travel and 
adventure in the world beneath the sea. And long before 

such craft had been proved practical, Verne wrote of a 
submarine that cruised far below the surface of the 
ocean, and of characters who walked on the ocean floor 
in diving suits. So amazing are his conceptions that his 
book has entertained young people for generations and 
has been a constant challenge to film makers. V alt 
Disney finally solved the problems of making the Verne

Cast and crew worked underwater at Nassau in spe­
cially-devised diving suits. Even fish were controlled. 

story into a movie, but only after investing more time 
and money than he has on any other project.

Verne’s story concerns Capt. Nemo (James Mason), 
an embittered man who invents a submarine, the Nautilus, 
disguises it as a sea monster, and preys upon ocean traffic. 
Ned Land (Kirk Douglas), Prof. Aronnax (Paul Lukas) 
and Conseil (Peter Lorre) are members of an expedition 
sent to find the mysterious monster. They are captured 
by Nemo and, in a series of thrilling episodes, finally out­
wit and destroy him.

Disney’s technicians spent weeks reconstructing a 
submarine which followed Verne’s descriptions. It has 
eyes and scales to look like a monster. Its interior is 
furnished in elegant Victorian style with carpets, paint­
ings, draperies, a pipe organ and a fountain. There are 
windows where the undersea world can be observed.

A new stage with a huge tank was built, in which a 
miniature Nautilus was photographed for certain scenes 
and where the terrific fight with the giant squid was 
staged. A cast and crew of fifty-four men worked eight 
weeks in Nassau shooting underwater, with divers pro­
tecting the technicians from sharks, barracudas and 
morays. Scenes were plotted on blackboards on ship­
board. much as football plays are taught, so that each 
man knew what to do underwater. Directions were given 
by hand signals, and the men could only stay down 
thirty-five minutes at a time. Fish which became scared 
by the confusion swam off. Others were captured, kept 
in traps, and released when needed. (Buena Vista Films)



Questions
BY O. A. BATTISTA

Would my little sister have 
much of a trade-in value 
on a baby brother?

•

Don’t you know that I’m 
allergic to food from other 
people’s plates?

•

Will you please breathe this 
balloon up for me?

Why doesn’t the juice from 
pink grapefruit look pink 
in my spoon?

How is it that poisonous snakes 
don’t poison themselves?

When a policeman is bad. 
who throws him in jail?

Will you please take me to a 
ball game, so I can see it 
in natural television?

Are your shoes really 
going to kill you, Mommy?

Dad’s such a wonderful 
playmate—why didn’t I 
get to know him much sooner?

trouble

COLOR gy

STARRING

directs 8V RICHARD OU INE . screenplay sv CHARLES HOEEMAN • wra ov ALBERT J, COHEN • A UNIVERSMJNTERIIAIIONAL PICK

LEAVE 
love...

and Five 
little 
Orphans

The Wonderful Story of

Three sailok$ 
three girls

So This Is Paris • If You Were There 
A Dame’s A Dame • Looking For Someone To Love 

Wait ’Til Paris Sees Us • It’s Really Up To You
The Two Of Us • Three Bon Vivants a
I Can’t Do A Single (But I’ll Try) 4

TONyCURTiS ; 
GLORIA DE HAVEN 

GENE NELSON 
CORiNNE CALVET 

paul gilbert , 
with MARA CORDAY

"MISS UNIVERSE OF 1954’' "MISS U.S. A. OF 1954" 
CHRISTIANE MARTEL • MYRNA HANSEN



See how exciting this new luxury 
lather makes your hair! Glowing 
clean, silky... so manageable! 
That’s the magic touch of Fresh 
Whole Egg! Conditions any hair. 
Try it! 29<t, 59<t, $1.

THREE OTHER FINE

’’DEEP IN MY HEART** ’’SIGN OF THE PAGAN”

These days any good song writer is 
likely to have his life story appear 
on the screen. This time it’s Sig­
mund Romberg, whose life almost 
encompasses this century. Jose 
Ferrer portrays the song writer. 
The picture starts when Romberg 
was an orchestra leader on New 
York’s lower East Side in 1911. His 
success brought him into contact 
with most of the great people of 
show business, many of whom are 
depicted in the picture. Popular 
singers and dancers of today, such 
as Rosemary Clooney, Gene Kelly 
and his brother Fred, Jane Powell, 
Vic Damone, Cyd Charisse, Howard 
Keel and Tony Martin, appear in 
famous Romberg tunes from “May­
time,” “The Desert Song,” “My 
Maryland,” “The Student Prince” 
and other hits.

Mr. Ferrer sings, dances and 
clowns. At one point he enacts the 
whole plot of his latest show, but his 
best scenes are with that great enter­
tainer Helen Traubel, who has found 
night clubs and movies more fun 
than the Met. (M-G-M)

JANUARY BEST
BETS IX YOUR

NEIGHBORHOOD

Aida—The famous opera produced as 
a movie, with excellent music. * Dec.

The Barefoot Contessa—The fascinat­
ing story of an actress, told by the men 
in her life. Ava Gardner, Humphrey 
Bogart and Edmond O’Brien. * Dec.

Beau Brummell—Stewart Granger as 
one of Britain’s handsomest men and its 
greatest scoundrel. * Dec.

Putting two of the top male box­
office stars in the same picture should 
insure a big success for “Sign of the 
Pagan.” Jack Palance plays Attila, 
the Hun, and Jeff Chandler is Mar­
tian, the Roman centurion. The two 
men lived in the fifth century, when 
the Roman world was split between 
Rome and Constantinople. Attila 
planned to conquer this divided 
world, and he might have done so 
had not Martian won the support of 
the beautiful Eastern princess Pul­
cheria (Ludmilla Tcherina). With 
her help, he deposed her brother, 
got control of the throne for her, and 
was made general of her armies. He 
and Attila met many times before 
Martian, with very few troops, de­
feated Attila at Rome.

This is a picture which is more 
than a spectacle. The characters 
are well drawn and well played. 
There are savage battle scenes, in­
trigue and romance.

Rita Gam and Allison Hayes 
play prominent parts in this interest­
ing dramatization of a little-known 
period of history. (Universal)

The Human Jungle—Documentary, 
full of action, of a police captain who 
tries to clean up his own precinct. Gary 
Merrill, Jan Sterling.

The Littlest Outlaw—A Disney charm­
er about a Mexican orphan who saves a 
famous jumping horse. * Dec.

Passion—Cornel Wilde and Yvonne de 
Carlo in a fast-moving adventure story 
which takes place in Mexico.

Phffft—Judy Holliday and Jack Lem­
mon, of “It Should Happen to You” 
fame, in a marital comedy.

A Star Is Born—The famous Hollywood



FILMS

' TWIST OF FATE”

Party Fun for Everyone
Presented with the hope you find this interesting and useful

This picture has a thrill a minute, 
the incomparable Ginger Rogers, 
and marks the screen debut of her 
handsome husband, Jacques Ber­
gerac.

As Johnny Victor, an unsuccess­
ful American actress who has found 
security with French tycoon Louis 
Galt (Stanley Baker), whom she 
hopes to marry when his divorce is 
final, Ginger Rogers looks beautiful 
and has an opportunity to pull all 
the stops in her virtuoso acting 
range. Galt is not really divorcing 
his wife, and the real source of his 
wealth is a counterfeiting ring. A 
chance meeting with Pierre (Jacques 
Bergerac), a young ceramic artist, 
after she has learned the truth about 
Galt brings love to Johnny for the 
first time and plunges everyone into 
a network of complications in which 
excitement mounts and there is no 
release of tension until the final 
fade-out.

Girls everywhere will find a new 
idol in Jacques Bergerac, who is not 
only handsome, but a sincere and 
compelling actor. (United Artists) 

story, with Judy Garland and James 
Mason at their very best.

There’s No Business Like Show Busi­
ness—Ethel Merman, Marilyn Monroe, 
Donald O’Connor, Dan Dailey, Johnny 
Ray and Mitzie Gaynor should be enough 
inducement for anyone.

Three-Ring Circus—Dean Martin and 
Jerry Lewis are a circus any time. Now 
they are working in one.

Young at Heart—Doris Day and Frank 
Sinatra handle the tunes, with Ethel Bar­
rymore as an added attraction.

Here are some games that are laugh-getters. They are so silly they appeal 
to the widest assortment of ages and seem to give everybody a good 

time. No cost attached and can be gotten up in a split-second.

X
 Puzzler at beginning of 
meeting can cause merri­
ment rest of afternoon or 
evening if answer is kept 
until last minute. A rather 

famous brain twister goes in the 
following manner:—
Story teller begins by saying, “Sup­
pose you are a cab driver and a lady 
gets into your cab. She has on a 
bright red dress with buttons and 
pockets. And she is wearing red, high 
buttoned boots.”
After going into long detail as to how 
she looked, story teller begins to 
describe trip over familiar high roads 
and streets. Listeners try to follow 
route. When story becomes suffi­
ciently involved, story teller sud­
denly asks, “What color is the cab 
driver’s hair?” By that time most 
have forgotten first line revealed 
“you” are the cab driver.

above games are from the family book of games and sports. At your library or 
book store. Or write popular mechanics, 200 E. Ontario St., Chicago. $2.95postpaid.

THE DAILY TREAT OF MILLIONS. Everyone loves that lively, long-lasting taste
of Wrigley’s Spearmint flavor. So delicious, refreshing, 
it satisfies yet won't hurt appetite. And chewing i '

helps keep young teeth bright. Just fry it. Hy

Broom race. Two equal 
teams line up at starting 
point. 1st player of teams, 
each stride a broom and 
hop to goal (about 50 ft.

away if outdoors). As soon as they 
touch goal with broom, they grab it 
and run back to pass it on to next 
player in line, of the team. First 
team to have all players touch goal 
and return to start, wins.

Bean bottle. Looks easy but 
is plenty difficult and ac­
tually fascinating to try 
to do. A bottle is set on the 
floor and a chair is backed 

up to it. Each person is given 20 
beans and turn at kneeling on the 
chair, trying to get beans into bottle. 
One who dropped most into bottle, 
wins. If your group is large, just di­
vide in teams and give each team 
own bottle and chair.

r
AI-36

★Previously reviewed in Redbook



PSYCHOLOGIST’S CASEBOOK No.52
BY DR. JOHN R. MARTIN

Gm ffe Cue

I Jim was crazy about Helen from the first day 
" he met her in college dramatics. He dated her 
every time he could. He was proud to be kidded 
about her. But Helen was very popular and, dated 
often by other boys, soon lost all interest in Jim.

2 ^im felt let down at first, but was not bitter 
about it. He still loved Helen very much. He 

didn’t even try to forget her, for he enjoyed re­
living every wonderful moment they had been to­
gether. He always hoped she would come back to him.

3.1,1 liis senior year Jim began dating Kay. She 
was studying home economics and didn’t like 

dramatics. Jim liked her and felt he could de­
pend upon her being there when he needed her. But 
he had difficulty making up his mind to marry her.

I When Jim did propose, Kay accepted, and they 
*• happily set the wedding date. Then Jim found him­
self clouding up with doubts and becoming restless. 
Talk about the wedding made him feel trapped. 
Finally he told Kay he couldn't go through with it.

Did Jim propose to Kay 

while he was still deeply 

in love with the memory of a 

woman who had jilted him?

WHAT IS YOUR DIAGNOSIS?
1. Jim realizes he became engaged to Kay on the rebound 
from Helen, and so he distrusts his feelings about Kay.

2. Jim has held inflexibly to an ideal concept of his per­
fect lover, whom he visualizes as being someone like Helen.

3. Jim is still in love with Helen even though she is not 
interested in him, so he is incapable of caring for Kay. L—

Turn to page 82 for Dr. Martin-s analysis



“WE’RE LOOKING
FOR PEOPLE WHO LIKE

America’s 12 
Most Famous Artists 

NORMAN ROCKWELL 
JON WHITCOMB

AL PARKER 
STEVAN DOHANOS^ 

HAROLD VON SCHMIDT 
PETER HELCK 

FRED LUDEKENS
BEN STAHL 

ROBERT FAWCETT 
AUSTIN BRIGGS 
DONG KINGMAN 
ALBERT DORNE

TO DRAW”..■ say America’s 12 Most 
Famous Artists. Many men and women have 
hidden art talent they never dreamed of. They 
could be trained for success and security in the 
field of art if they only knew their own ability. We 
artists will help you discover your art talent free! 
Send for our FREE ART TALENT TEST.

Thousands paid $1 to take this
revealing 8-page test. It’s yours FREE 

if you act at once. Mail the coupon NOW!

FAMOUS ARTISTS SCHOOLS
Studio52-0, Westport, Conn.

Send me without obligation your Famous Artists Talent Test. |

Mr. 
Mrs------------------------------------------------------------------- Age---------------- |
Miw (PLBASE PRINT)

Address---------------------------------------------------------------------------------- |

City_______________________________Zone-------State ■

WHAT’S NE W I A It E € O It l> S

Music to Dance By 
BY CARLTON BROWN

The big news in the music busi­
ness is the comeback of the 
dance bands, on records and in “live” 

performances. Ballrooms and or­
chestras are recovering swiftly from 
the decline that began six or eight 
years ago when the big swing bands 
frequently stopped dancers in their 
tracks with high-speed, top-volume 
renditions of progressive jazz, or 
bop.

Jazz orchestras have found their 
own large audiences for concerts 
and for records intended primarily 
for listening, while dance bands have 
regained their following by returning 
to the fundamentals of a danceable 
beat and a melodic tune.

As in every period of high en­
thusiasm for dancing, the present re­
vival has produced several new 
dances. Three—the bunny hop, the 
creep and the hokey pokey—that 
have won the fancy of the younger 
set are commemorated along with 
the Charleston on a four-tune Capi­
tol extended-play record, “Dance 
Craze,” by the bands of Ray An­
thony, Pee Wee Hunt and Stan Ken­

ton. The three new dances have 
been overpowered, however, by the 
wildfirelike spread of the mambo, 
which will be the subject of this col­
umn next month and a picture story 
in the same issue.

The strongest trend in the cur­
rent dance-band revival is the return 
to styles of music popular 10 or more 

years ago. Today’s best-selling band 
on records is Glenn Miller’s, which 
played its last dates in 1942.

RCA Victor’s 70-tune “Glenn 
Miller Limited Edition,” Volume I, 
sold out completely at $24.95 a set, 
and has just been followed by a 
Volume II at the same price. The 
new volume consists of 60 selections 
from radio broadcasts of 1938 to 
1942, as the band played its most 
danceable arrangements for ball­
room audiences.

Victor’s set of eight numbers 
featured in the movie “The Glenn 
Miller Story” has been high on the 
best-seller list for a year, and has 
been followed by more Miller reis- 
Continued on next page ------------ >•



WHAT’S NEW 
IN RECORDS YOU AND YOUR HEALTH
Continued

sues on two 12-inch long-play rec­
ords. five EPs and 34 singles—all 
scoring as brand-new hits.

One of the most popular new 
bands is that of Ray Anthony, a Mil­
ler alumnus whose six albums for 
Capitol include “I Remember Glenn 
Miller”—collection of favorites from 
the Miller repertoire—and the new 
“TV’s Top Tunes” as played on An­
thony’s television show.

•
Les Elgart, leader of the year’s 

fastest-rising swing band, credits his 
success to the steady two-beat 
rhythm used by the Jimmie Lunce- 
ford band of the thirties. Elgart’s 
successful Columbia collection of 
nine long-time favorite tunes, “Just 
One More Dance,” has recently been 
expanded from a 10-inch to a 12-inch 
LP, with four numbers added.

So far, no dance-band leader 
has come close to rivaling the long­
term popularity of Guy Lombardo, 
who brought his “Royal Canadians” 
to the Hotel Roosevelt in New York 
in the early twenties and is still— 
according to a poll of ballroom oper­
ators conducted by the trade jour­
nal Down Beat—the nation’s top fa­
vorite in the “sweet band” division.

Brian Beattie, subject of a Redbook article, “New Eyes for Brian” (August, 1953), 
became cross-eyed when he was two. Today, after good medical care, he is cured.

CROSSED EYES

Lombardo is represented on 
Decca’s current lists by 16 dance 
music albums; the latest is “A Night 
at the Roosevelt,” available as a 12- 
inch LP and on three 45-rpm EPs.

The records mentioned here are 
only a small sampling of the great 
fund of fine dance music available 
today. Most of the major compa­
nies have issued series of collections 
especially designed for dancing, and 
are adding to them regularly.

Swing, sweet, Western, Latin 
American, polka—whatever music 
vou like—your chances of finding 
it recorded by your favorite orches­
tra have never been so good.

If your child tends to close one eye, 
squint, or tilt his head in order to see, 
take him to an eye doctor to check wheth­
er he has crossed eyes. It’s a fairly com­
mon problem, affecting about 1,000,000 
U.S. youngsters. Thousands face per­
manent damage unless the condition is 
corrected in time, for otherwise they may

MUMPS IN MEN
When men get mumps, there is dan­

ger that the virus disease will involve their 
sex glands. But this danger apparently 
can be prevented or made much less 
severe if they are given daily doses of a 

fail to develop useful vision in the 
crossed eye. Children don’t simply “out­
grow” this condition. Medical care is 
necessary. Glasses-, an eye patch, exer­
cises, or sometimes surgery are methods 
of correcting the trouble.—Report by 
Dr. Franklin M. Foote, National Society 
for the Prevention of Blindness.

sex hormone, diethylstilbestrol. The sex 
gland complication occurred in only nine 
out of 63 men who were given the hor­
mone, compared with one-third of 34 
men not given the hormone. To be ef­
fective, the hormone must be adminis-

Consult your physician before using any drug mentioned

WE ARE PROUD TO ANNOUNCE
When I found I was to become 
a mother, I tried to think of 
ways to use our last name in a 
birth announcement. I learned 
that the phrase “the real Mc­
Coy” originated with the famous

old-time boxer Kid McCoy, who 
was known as the real McCoy. 
To make this theme suitable, 
our baby had to be a boy. He 
was. Mrs. N. N. McCoy 

Marion, Ark.

REDROOK will pay $50 for each baby announcement used in Are Proud to 
Announce.” Announcements must be original and must have been actually used to an­
nounce the birth of a child of the contributor. Announcements must be submitted within 
six months after the date of birth, and cannot be returned or acknowledged. Entries 
should be sent to Department A, Redbook Magazine, 230 Park Ave., New York 17, NY. 
Published entries become the property of McCall Corporation, publishers of Redbook.



BY ALTON L. BLAKESLEE 

tered before there are any signs of 
involvement.—Lts. William T. Hall and 
Raymond N.F. Killeen, U.S. Naval Hos­
pital, Bethesda, Md., in the U.S. Armed 
Forces Medical Journal.

YOl'NG ADT'LTS’ DISEASE
Multiple sclerosis, or M. S., is a 

disease of the central nervous system 
which mainly afflicts young people aged 
20 to 40. How much are your chances 
of getting this disease affected by hered­
ity and how much by environment or 
living conditions? Thirty-five sets of 
identical twins have volunteered to help 
medical science learn the answer to this 
question and others dealing with the 
causes and treatment of multiple sclerosis.

In persons who have M. S. some­
thing goes wrong with the insulating 
sheath covering nerves in the brain or 
spinal cord, and this leads to short­
circuiting of nerve impulses, with con­
sequent disorders of body functions. 
Symptoms include lack of balance and 
co-ordination, numbness, shaking, bad 
vision, slurred speech and other trou­
bles. More twin volunteers are still 
wanted for studies aimed at control of 
the disease, says Dr. Harold R. Wainerdi, 
medical director of the National Multiple 
Sclerosis Society, 270 Park Avenue, New 
York City.

TltAVEL DURING PREGNANCY’
Travel is not harmful for pregnant 

women if they use common sense. It 
does not appear to increase the chances 
of having a miscarriage, according to a 
study of nearly 2,000 pregnant women 
who made trips of 300 miles or more. 
If there has been an earlier threat of a 
miscarriage, however, it is probably wise 
not to make a long trip until four to six 
weeks after all those symptoms disap­
pear.

Women traveling in autos should 
stop and rest when they feel tired. Long 
trips should be arranged to include stop­
overs. The jerking and swaying motion 
of trains makes railroad travel just as 
tiring as travel by airplane or automo­
bile.—Report by Drs. Joseph A. Guil- 
beau, Jr., and Jack L. Turner, of Max­
well and Keesler Air Force Base Hos­
pitals, in the American Journal of Ob­
stetrics and Gynecology.

FOOD ALLERGY
It’s easy to blame food allergy for 

any ailments which cannot be easily 
explained. But only about two to three 
of every hundred persons have a serious 
food allergy and it’s dangerous to put 
careless blame on foods, cutting them 
out of your diet and thereby running the 
risk of poor nutrition. The degree of 
sensitivity to certain foods can vary with 
different people, and with fatigue, ten­
sion, unhappiness, indigestion or other 
conditions. Foods most often at fault are 
wheat, eggs, fish, nuts, peas, beans, po­
tatoes, onions, garlic and milk.—Dr.

HEALTH GUIDELINES
Don’t toss or tilt your head back 

to swallow a pill—that just narrows 
the esophagus and makes it more dif­
ficult for the pill to go down. Swal­
low with the head held in a normal 
position. Don’t leave a pill in your 
mouth too long, and don’t try to swal­
low one without the aid of water.— 
Researchers of Arner Co., pharma­
ceutical manufacturer.

•
A regular habit of walking may 

help you avoid heart attacks caused 
by clogging of blood vessels. People 
with sedentary jobs, like teachers, 
bankers and administrators, showed 
more coronary disease and angina 
pectoris than coal heavers or dock 
and farm laborers, who move around. 
Bus conductors, who keep moving, 
die less frequently of early heart at­
tacks than the drivers on the same 
buses.—Dr. Percy Stocks, Colyn Bay, 
North Wales, to the Congress on Clin­
ical Pathology.

Samuel M. Feinberg, Chicago, in the 
AMA Journal.

RABIES*  GROWTH
Babies, especially those with poor 

appetites, will grow faster when fed diets 
rich in lysine, one of the components of 
proteins. Infants need more lysine than 
adults do. Some babies who fail to grow 
at normal rates may not be getting 
enough lysine, or else may not be utiliz­
ing it properly. Extra lysine added to 
babies’ milk formulas improved the 
growth rate of 15 infants aged 6 to 26 
months.—Dr. Anthony A. Albanese, nu­
trition expert of St. Luke’s Hospital, 
Greenwich, Conn., before the American 
Chemical Society.
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What have

Viceroys
got

that other
filter cigarettes 
HAVEN'T got ?

The answer is 

20,000 
FILTERS 
In every Viceroy Tip

Yet VICEROYS draw so freely, and you 
get the full, rich taste of VICEROY’S 
choice tobaccos ... all this for only a 
penny or two more than cigarettes



Their Dream Came True
Don and Gloria Cosgrove knew the right answers. That’s why they won a trip 
to anywhere in the world, as well as a car, a mink coat and many other prizes

BY FLORENCE SOMERS

H
ow often have you wished you could be 
the big winner on a quiz show, or 
wondered what happened to those who 

did win? Perhaps you think fairies with 
magic wands have gone out of fashion. Well, 
you’re so right. But you must know that tele­
vision quiz shows often succeed in making the 
wildest dreams come true. That’s what Don 
and Gloria Cosgrove learned. A most attrac­
tive couple, they were kidding as Donald 
drove Gloria to work one summer morning. 
Gloria continued working after their marriage 
so Donald could study for his degree in educa­
tion, and as she left him that morning, she 
jokingly suggested he get on a quiz show and 
win some money.

Donald did even better. He went to 
CBS-TV’s “The Big Payoff” and explained 

that he’d like to try to win some prizes for 
Gloria to show his appreciation of what she 
was doing for him. He and Gloria were told 
to report for a certain telecast, and when their 
big moment came, Donald not only answered 
four difficult questions correctly, identifying 
a song, a certain ship, a tool and a quotation, 
but Gloria had given the best estimate of the 
number of polka dots in a doll’s dress and 
thereby won a new car.

The Cosgroves elected to go to Sweden 
at the suggestion of the pastor of their church, 
where Donald is studying to become a lay 
preacher. “The Big Payoff” provided trans­
portation, wonderful hotel accommodations 
overlooking the Royal Palace, a car and chauf­
feur, luggage, clothing and entertainment. Red­
book presents some shots of their trip.





MAKE EXTRA CASH
Sell Exciting New Line
CHILDREN’S

WEAR

Dept. N-236O, Cincinnati 25, Ohio
Harford Frocks, Dept. N-2360 ]
Cincinnati 25, Ohio.   .   —— i' Ll > 1 rl VA n 1 O

Name.,

Address.

Make up to $36.00 in a week in spare hours 
showing your friends, neighbors world’s 
cutest, loveliest children’s dresses—in­
cluding famous Dan River Ginghams, and 
jsans, T-shirts, play wear, nightwear— 
everything for children from tots to teen­
agers. Huge selection at LOW PRICES, 
rn rr Rush coupon today and we send 
I ItLL you Big Dress Display abso­
lutely FREE. See how easily you can 
make money and get your own chil­
dren’s dresses without one penny cost 
—just in spare time. Write now.

Yes. I want to make extra money with Harford Frocks Children's 
Wear. Please rush complete Style Display—FREE.

City. State..

WIDE STERLING BAND RINGS
FOR MEN & WOMEN. Modern and simple in design. 
%" wide solid Sterling Silver with beveled edges. Equally 
smart on ring or small pinkie finger. Wonderful value at 
$2.95 each or $5 for two. Perfect VALENTINE’S gift. 

Send ring size or measure with string. Sat is f. guar. 
Send cash, check or m. o. For COD’s send fl deposit.

RUTH BRAWER Box 4035, Dept. RF 
Tucson. Arizona

GLENDALE

FOB0 FREE SHOE BOOKLETS
IT’S EASY TO BE FITTED DIRECT VIA MAILI 
MO RISK TO YOU! MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE.

Tall Gals of all ages buy our 
New York Personality shoes 
now priced as low as $9.95.

Sizes to 13;
AAAAA to 0.

SHOECRAFT 603 fifth av., newyork n

NEW CHEMICAL MITT
Sensational! DRY Window Cleaner! Uses nowater. no 
messy liquids. Chemically Treated. Simply glide over win­
dows: leaves glass sparkling clear. No'neating water, no 

heavy Duckets to carry. No rags, powders, sponges, cham­
ois. No mess or muss. No red chapped hands. Dust, dirt, grime, 

fog disappear like magic. Take orders from friends! Earn money! 

SAMPLES FOR TRIAL “SlX
send name at once. Hurry. Postcard will do. SEND NO MONEY — 
just your name. KRISTEE CO., Dept. 1497, AKRON 8, OHIO

CRAWFORD'S
Dept.43,8015 Wornall, Kansas City 14, Mo.

Shop by mail and save!
Exclusive maternity style house offers new 
season fashions by top designers, $2.95 to

$22.50. Styles for morning, afternoon, sports, j 
Also corsets & lingerie, (Catalog mailed in 

plain envelope.) Write today!

SAVE S200 0N °UR 
bAVt ■‘■special OFFER...

9S

7 Mulberry St., Lynn, Mass.

^ZES 2’/2 TO13 •
. . For women of all ages. 

All kinds of shoe styles. 
Money-back guarantee.

Tops in the

Food for thought goes to school in 
a combination lunch-and-lesson bag. Zip­
pered hideaway for lunch is sponge-lined 
to protect a full half-pint vacuum bottle. 
Of washable plastic, 12" x 14’A", in red 
plaid with black trim, blue with tan or 
solid tan. Complete, $4.98 ppd. Here’s 
How, 590-R Third Ave., New York 16, N.Y.

Meat thermometer takes the guess­
work out of cooking roasts, steaks and 
chops. Meat is done when pointer on ther­
mometer reaches desired temperature. Of 
stainless steel with pre-set indicator on 
rim for quick checking and suction cup 
holder for storing. $1.98 ppd. Godfrey 
Import, 277 Broadway, New York 7, N. Y.

For a Handy Andy or his Annie.-12- 
piece tool kit has 10 useful tools which are 
interchangeable with either spring chuck 
handle or screw chuck brace. 3 precision 
drills, 3 screwdrivers, tack puller, awl, 
chisel and saw fit compactly into Vinyl 
carrying case. $2.50 ppd. Sanco Indus­
tries, 509-R Fifth Ave., New York 17, N.Y.

One for the clown and one for Baby- 
makes feeding time fun for pokey Pablum 
eaters. Food spooned into clown’s open, 
laughing mouth returns to bottom of bowl, 
and Baby’s none the wiser. Gaily-painted 
ceramic dish, 6" in diameter, is only 
$2.95 ppd. Collector’s Corner, Dept. R, 
527 W. 7th St., Los Angeles 14, Calif.

“One God99 is a most inspiring record 
album for you and your children. Starring 
Eddie Albert. 1-hour musical dramatiza­
tion tells the story of the 3 great Western 
religions and of the different ways we wor­
ship one God. Available in LP 33’/a or 45 
rpm. $5.95 ppd. Kapp Records, 119 W. 
57th St., Dept. R-l, New York 19, N. Y.

Beading in fun—and oh, so easy! 
With an Indian beadcraft loom kit you can 
make your own jewelry and decorate 
handbags and moccasins. Kit, with over 
1000 ceramic beads in 5 brilliant colors, 
2 lacing needles, thread, loom and in­
structions, is only 690 ppd. Tandy Leather 
Co., P.O. Box 791 RA, Fort Worth, Tex.

• Order directly from stores, enclosing check or money order. (No COD’s please.) Unless



Shops WITH PHYLLIS 
SCHWEITZER

TV caster legs enable you to convert 
your table-top television set into a free­
wheeling floor model. Sturdy black 
wrought-iron legs, 15" high, have rubber 
wheels and brass ball-bearing casters. Large 
support plate attaches to set easily with 
screws supplied. Set of 4, $12.85 ppd. Yield 
House, Dept. RI, North Conway, N. H.

('onversation guest towels give 
your guests a chuckle and save on laundry 
bills as well. 18 hilarious sayings are 
printed on 36 linenlike paper towels. Fold­
ed to hang over your towel rack, they open 
to 16" x I6V2". Box of 36, in assorted 
pastel colors, $1.25 ppd. Burgess House, 
426-R So. 6th St., Minneapolis 15, Minn.

Give your right arm a rest while 
driving and you’ll be amazed at how re­
laxed you’ll feel. Drive Rest stops arm 
fatigue and lets you steer safely in arm­
chair comfort. Red or black arm rest, on 
a non-rust aluminum frame, fits all cars. 
$2 ppd. From Jackson Enterprises, 1305 
No. Ft. Harrison Ave., Clearwater 9, Fla.

personalized, all merchandise may be returned

Button, button—if you don’t find just 
the one you need in this selection, we’ll 
miss our guess. 216 fancy buttons in sets of 
8 are packed loose in a variety of sizes and 
colors for only $1 ppd. Similar buttons 
on cards would cost about $4.50. But why 
pay for cards? You can’t wear them! The 
Button King, Dept. R, Hawthorne, N. J.

A continental polish gives this leath­
er shoulder-strap handbag its handsome 
luster and sleek new look. Direct from 
Italy, cowhide bag is 6’/2" high and 7" 
wide at top. Designed to be the delight of 
a teen-ager’s life, it comes in natural tan 
with yellow stitching. $1.98 ppd. Tesori 
d’ltalia, 920 Broadway, New York 10, N.Y.

A reflection of good taste. Diamond­
shaped wrought-iron mirror and sconce set 
lifts a darkened hallway from its mid-win­
ter doldrums. 8"-square plate-glass mirror 
on black frame is 20" overall. $3.95. Pair 
of matching sconces, 1772 " high, $2.95. 
(Candles not included.) Postage, 35c. Fos­
ter House, 430 S. Jefferson, Peoria, Ill.

for refund. Mention REDBOOK when ordering.

r® LADIES: SHEETS, 
W TOWELS, MIXERS, 
v STEAM IRONS, etc.

GIVEN TO YOU!
Ladies, bring new luxury and con- 
venience to your home WITHOUT 
SPENDING A PENNY. Just form a 
Charm House Club among your 
friends and be club secretary. _ 
Your friends will be delighted 
because they SAVE MONEY and 
receive valuable FREE PREMIUMS. .

It's easy and lots of fun. As 
secretory you get $50 —$150 
and MORE in nationally adver­
tised appliances, furniture, rugs, 
linens, draperies, fashions, 
giftware, etc. ABSOLUTELY EREE!

xtHUGE COLOR CATALOG

Nome

Addrett
.. .... Zona

COTTONS 
Rayons-Nylons

See new, finest guaranteed 
values in fashions at lowest 
prices...anywhere! Beauti­
ful, exciting styles in dresses, 
coats, sportswear... and page 
after page of quality house­
hold items for entire family 
and home. Over % million 
thrifty women acclaim South 
Carolina Mills for best sav­
ings! Our great new catalog 
FRE E for asking! Just 
send your name and address 
on a postcard today to:

South Carolina Mills, Dept. 241 Spartanburg, S. C.

651 STAMPS SI
Includes a five country collec­
tion of ROOSEVELT Memo­
rials. 6 QUEEN ELIZABETH 
CORONATION ISSU ES. Com­
plete HINDENBURG set of 
17; the Russian issue com­
plete to commemorate the Bat­
tle of STALINGRAD (this set 
alone lists for 95c) CHURCH­
ILL, MACARTHUR and

MONA LISA issues as well as sports sets 
Inake t,lis a collection you will be proud to 
own and agree that your dollar never bought 

UrnTtvlmore. The collection of 651 DIFFERENT 
PARENTS'/STAMPS $l0°—t0 introduce our aPProval 

v. m*g*zu« ?/ service. Satisfaction assured.

ELMONT STAMP CO.
DEPT. 3 960 SIXTH AVE., NEW YORK 1, N. Y.

NEW TOWELS—12 for $1 
Assorted colors. Surplus stock (slightly irregular) 
from large mill. Terrific values—you’ve got to see 
to believe. Money back guarantee. ORDER NOW! 
Limit 3 doz. per customer. Please add 25c per 
dozen for postage and handling (total $1.25). 
Send cash, check or money order (sorry no 
C.O.D.’s) to General Stores, Dept. X-RB-1. 8415 
Euclid Ave., Cleveland 3, Ohio.



WITStQS?
STAYDRY*  panty 
protects your child 
and you against them

$195
■ & up

TOPS IN THE SHOPS

Expense and discomfort of 
rubber sheets gone forever

WHAT IS STAYDRY
STAYDRY prevents discomfort from 
wet outer-ciothes and wet bedding. 

All in one complete garment.

ACCLAIMED!
• . . acclaimed by thousands 
of enthusiastic mothers . . . 
praised by many leading doc­
tors. The panty that assures 
complete sleeping comfort . . .

STAYDRY (not a diaper) is made of 
the finest, high.y abso. bent mate­
rial with wa^e o uo. cuter-covering 
of soft, non-toxic plastic . . . can be 
worn under pajamas Requires no 
pins. Ties with c.oth tape.

NON-BINDING 
BLEACHABLE

Infant sm., med. 
Infant extra «g.. . 
Waist sizes: 18 .

WASHABLE 
BOILABLE 
...$1.95

Exact waist measurement in Inches 
necessary for perfect fit. 10% dis­
count when ordering three or more. 
Money Back Gua a nee in 10 Days.

HERMAN OPT CO., Dept. R-14
203 Market St., Newark, N. J.

Waist Size. ri Check

MArket 
3-8686

Name. . 
Address 
City. . .

Staydry Pa

FREE
WRITING FOR A

PROFITABLE CAREER

F-R-E-E! "WRITING FOR A PROFITABLE CA­
REER"—an illustrated. 21-page guide for men and 
women who want to write—and sell what they write. 
Tells you, frankly and honestly, what quali.ications 
you need to succeed as a writer. Describes the amaz­
ingly effective methods used by the famous NEW 
YORK SCHOOL Or WRITING to train young writers 
—at home in their spare time. Send for booklet today. 
No cost. No obligation. Write to the New York School 
of Writing. Dept. 112. 2 E. 45th St.. New York. N. Y.

Green House
" AT HOME

Thrilling hobby — profitable homo builneis. Raise 
gorgeous Cattleyas, Cymbidiums. Etc., in living­
room. Succenful homo grower *how> you how. Big­
profit orders come from neighbors, florists, etc—oho 
Mall Order*. Full Inilructloni and bloomlng-iixe Or­
chid plant*—sent at NO RISK. Everything needed to 
start-FUH details-HND NO MONEY. Write today, 

TROPICAL FLOWERLAND, Dept. 371 
4622 Wilshire. Los Angeles 5, Calif.

FREE! Pearl Necklace
This beautiful pearl neck­
lace with 117 Graduated 
Simulated Pearls is yours 
absolutely FREE to show 
you our catalog of wonder­
ful household and jewelry 
items, as well as many 
gifts you can have. En­
close 25c coin for packing 
and handling.

GIFTWAY CO.
Dept. P-10

121 E. 24 St., N. Y., N. Y.

300 Printed Name PA 
& Address Labels JV

—=\ Imagine! 300 Gummed Labels—Nicely 
/y?-.printed with your Name &, Address. Stick 
/ / 'em on Letters, Pkgs., etc.! Put up in
/ / / Handy Pad form. Easily worth $1—price
\ < ' J on>y 50c! Money back if not pleased!

------- Write for wholesale selling plan!
TOWER PRESS, Inc. Box 591-PM Lynn, Moss.

Canton Compote is an English im­
port made of tole and decorated with a 
traditional Oriental design. The clear jewel 
colors, highlighted with gold and baked on 
a metal base, give the impression of beau­
tiful porcelain. 8" in diameter, it’s per­
fect for fruits and nuts. $2.95 ppd. Seth 
& Jed, Dept. R, New Marlborough, Mass.

If you Just can’t reduce and have tried dieting, pills । 
and tablets-try relaxing, soothing SPOT REDUCER ■ 

a massager that’s tested, and ■ 
has U.L. approval. Lose weight ■ 
where It shows most! The relax- ■ 
ing soothing massage helps ■ 
break down FATTY TISSUES. ■ 
helps tone the muscles and flesh. ■ 
and the increased awakened blood I 

circulation helps carry ■ 
away wasted fat—helps ■ 
you regain and keep a ■ 
firmer and more grace- I

ful figure. When you use the ■ 
SPOT REDUCER, it’s almost I 
like having your own private ■ 
masseur at home. It’s fun reduc- I

ir.g this way! Lose pounds and inches quickly, easily. . 
safely without risking health. For aches and pains due I 
to over-exercise. Also used as an aid in the relief of . 
pains for which massage is indicated. Sold on MONEY I
BACK GUARANTEE! Reduce or NO CHARGE!

Standard Model only $9.98 .....
Amazing Deluxe Model only $12.98. _ 
send to SPOT REDUCER COMPANY J
318 Market Street. Cept. B-715, Newark, New Jersey |

I 
I

MAKE BIG MONEY at HOME!
REWEAVING

I fays up to $10 in an Hour!
I Make moth holes, cigarette burns,

tears, rips, DISAPPEAR from all fab- 
ties. Little-known craft pays big spare- i 

r time profits at home. Earn while you learn, f 
WRITE TODAY for exciting details FREE! B 
FABRICON, 8342 S. Prairie Ave. fi 
Dept. 461 - CHICAGO 19, ILLINOIS E

America's Most Wanted *

NURSERY E%Z>X>/ 
CATALOG<Z*̂ y»

1,000 guaranteed selections: Roses, Shrubs, Trees,

INTER-STATE NURSERIES
1315 E STREET HAMBURG, IOWA

Space-saver holds everything neces­
sary for a well-ordered desk. Of plastic and 
wrought iron, with 2 clips for messages, it 
has room for paper, envelopes, pens, pen­
cils, scotch tape, paper clips and rubber 
bands. A wonderful time-saver for you. 
mail-order shopping. $1.50 ppd. Pines- 
bridge Studios, Dept. R, Ossining, N. Y.

Two-in-one saucepan doubles as a 
refrigerator storage bowl for leftovers. 
Cook or heat food in %-quart-size stain­
less steel pot, then remove detachable han­
dle, cover with polyethelene top and store. 
Later, food can be warmed in same bowl. 
Complete, $1.95 ppd. Artisan Galleries, 
2100-R N. Haskell Ave., Dallas 4, Tex.

MAKE MONEY WRITING
.. short paragraphs!

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

Tweezers that REALLY work ... . and 
keep on working! Points will not 
spread with age or use. Wide lips 
grip tightly on tiniest hairs, slivers 
or pinfeathers, will not let go. Time- 
proven imported design in finest 
chrome-finish steel. $1 .OOPpd 
Monevback guarantee. ■
MARIAN COMPANY, Box 264, San Leandro, Calif.

1 OOO name and 
ADRESS LABELS $1 
Your name and address (choice 
of 3 lines) on 1000 fine quality 
gummed labels. W’ITH 
PLASTIC BOX. only $1 post 
paid. Six orders for $5. THIS 
is A SPECIAL OFFER. Use on 
stationery, checks, books, greet­
ing cards, records, etc. tiatiafac- 
tion guaranteed. Handy Labels, 
1 1454 Washington Blvd., Culver 
City 82, Calif.



Conquer space storage problems in 
your bathroom with an extra medicine 
chest. Dust-free Spacinette hangs on wall 
or door. Of white enameled heavy-gauge 
steel, ll’A" high, 18" wide, 6" deep, with 
corrugated white plastic sliding doors. 
$8.50 ppd. Marbrite Co., 134-51 Springfield 
Blvd., Springfield Gardens 13, N. Y.

Peeping toes and aching feet? Cush­
ioned inside platforms, called Janies, hold 
your feet back in their proper position and 
change a painful hobble to a graceful, 
step. Can be worn in any style open or 
closed shoe. Pair, $1.50 ppd. 4 pairs, $5. 
Send your shoe size and color to Janies, 
1865-R University Ave., New York 10, N. Y.

FORCES You to Save
$100 00 a Year! 
Get perpetual Date & Amount 
Bank. 25c a day automatically 
keeps calendar up to date. 
Also totals amount saved. 
Forces you to save a quarter 
every day. or calendar won’t 
move. Dependable mechanism 
and key. Use year after year. 
Start saving right away. Order 
several. Reg. $3.50. Now only 
$1.98 ppd. Rush order to LEE­
CRAFT. Dept. RB, 300 Albany 
Ave., Brooklyn 13, N. Y.

Mwy Bl MT!
If you want to reduce and just can’t, try pleasant 

I tasting scientifically tested KELPiDINE CHEWING 
I GUM for just 7 days . . . Lose up to 5 lbs. a week 
I . . . safely, quickly, easily . . . Amazing new Kelpi- 
* d ne Chewmg Gum formula curbs your appetite. You 
i educe and lose ugly fat without drugs, exercise, or 
. Seeling hungry. Sold on money back guarantee. For 

full 12 day supply send your name, address and 
, S. cash, check, or money order or send $2 for a

Every item in "Tops in the Shops’*—everp month—
is sold on a strictly money-back basis!
Unless you order the item personalized 
with a monogram or a name, everything 
you buy through Tops in the Shops is 
sold with a guarantee of your money 
back, if you’re not completely satisfied

TOPS IN THE SHOPS

From Norway—genuine birch or wal­
nut contour-back chair is curved for com­
fort. Padded foam rubber seat is covered 
in black and white, red, citron, lime or 
brown tweed. Black wrought-iron frame 
has plastic-tipped legs. $9.95 each exp. 
coll. Sold in pairs only. We Moderns, 
227-R E. 67th St., New York 21, N. Y.

Eastern Star teacup and saucer of Eng­
lish bone china bear the crest of the order 
—women’s auxiliary of the Masons—moth­
ers, wives, daughters, sisters. A find, too, 
for collectors. $3.25, plus 15c west of Miss.
Send for new catalog. The Vermont Cross­
roads Store, Waterbury 5, Vermont.

Ladies’ Electric Razor, $3.95
Exclusively feminine razor for use by women only! 
This new electric razor is especially designed to 
enhance feminine beauty. Your legs and underarms 
need the gentle smooth clipping action provided by 
this AC motor razor. Lets your skin have long- 
lasting smoothness for three times as Iona. Guaran­
teed not to cut nor even irritate the softest skin. We 
can offer this special purchase for a limited time 
only. Handsome pigskin grain leatherette case free. 
No COD’s. Money-back guarantee. Send check or 
money order NOW.
Ladies' Electric Razor...................... postpaid $3.95

GAYLORD WOOD Ft. Lauderdale, Fla.

with your purchase. Tops’ editors comb 
the shops to bring you unusual merchan­
dise you can’t always find in your local 
stores. You can order them by mail with 
confidence—via Tops!

The RUG
of Your Dreams
Direct to You from the Great

OLSON

9SAVE
Hr up to1/^

SEND US YOUR OLD
RUGS, CLOTHING, etc.

> •• No matter where you live, Write
for new, FREE Olson Rug and

Decorating Book in colors and 80th 
Anniversary GIFT Offer. Learn how the 

^Kwirvaluable wool and material in discard- j 
ed, worn rugs, clothing, etc., are reclaimed like 
new,sterilized, shredded, pickered, bleached, 
merged, blended with choice new wools, 
then redyed, respun into rug yarn, 
and woven in 3 Days into deeper
textured, new, Reversible 

BROADLOOM RUGS
... fine enough for any Jk 
home. Double Wear, 
(9x12 weighs 46 lbs., not 
32.) Choice of 52 colors, \ 
patterns, any width, Seam­
less up to 16 ft., any length.

Solid Colors Early American 
Two-tones Oriental Designs 
Tweed Blends Embossed effects

Leal \

Floral ' %
Ovals \

FACTORY-to-You. Satisfaction guaran- \ 
teed. Over 3 million customers. We do 
not have agents or sell through stores.

.-----------Mail Coupon or Postcard for -

FREE IN COLORS—and GIFT OFFER

Name.

Address

RUG & DECORATING BOOK

State.

OLSON RUG CO. Dept. R-63, Chicago 41, ILL.
Town

Black Forest Clock 
U. S. Retail $5.50

postpaid . . . duty free
Direct to you from GERMANY 
Unheard of savings through 
our unique direct import plan. 
This genuine Black Forest

Clock adds a quaint Old World touch to any room. 
Handcarved — black walnut antique finish, bird at 
top — chain, weight and pendulum. A conversation 
piece-7—decorative and a good timekeeper. Shipped 
in export packing, with foreign stamps, direct to 
you from free Germany. Order as gifts, too. Send 
only $2 for each clock. Only one shipped to a 
person. No C.O.D’s. Money-back guarantee. (Post­
man collects 15c foreign package fee which can’t 
be prepaid.) Order today.

SEVEN SEAS IMPORTS, Dept. E89I 
1717 Westwood Boulevard, Los Angeles 24, California

ICE-GRIPPERS KM

CORAL

... are 
country, 
be safely on



Smoothest eye-crayon 
in the whole world 
—and the easiest 
to use—it’s a joy! 
Never needs sharp­
ening. Crayon pro­
pels and retracts! 
Always ready to 
make your eyes 
far lovelier—in a

gou
It’s the only 
eye-crayon 
that’s spring- 
locked— can t 
fall out!

iw eye 
beauty

minute’s time!

"AUTOMATIC"
EYEBROW AND EYE UNER

PENC,L 70 b
Velvet Black, Dark Brown, I y 
Light Brown or Auburn... ■ 
Elegant turquoise and gold case!

TWIN-REFILLS, 39<

Do you spend agonizing hours trying

How’s Your Child's Appetite?
BY IBMA SIMONTON BLACK

Polly Brown sat before a heaped- 
up plate of food that might have 
given a hungry longshoreman pause. 

She turned her head away in distaste. 
“Don’t you want to grow big and 
strong?” her mother asked. “Come 
on—take a big bite!”

Polly’s mother knew that the 
well-cooked meat, vegetables, pota­
toes and salad on Polly’s plate were 
all good food. And the diet list 
stated that a certain quantity of each 
was necessary in the daily diet of a 
“growing child.” So, struggle or 
not, Mrs. Brown resolved, Polly was 
going to get that food down!

The only trouble with Mrs. 
Brown’s calculations is that she left 
Polly’s appetite out of them! Diet 
lists and other scientific aids to 
child-feeding have been of enormous 
benefit to your child. They help you 
to keep him from all kinds of un­
necessary ailments—from mild tum­
my-aches caused by overly rich food 
to deficiency diseases such as rickets 
and scurvy.

But too great a reliance on 
diet lists may lead you to expect 
your child to consume food the way 
your family car consumes gasoline 
—at a predictable and unvarying 
rate.

This approach is guaranteed to 
produce hassles with your child over 
meals. He eats when he’s hungry— 
it’s as simple as that.

If you press your child to eat 
against his will, you are more than 
likely to create a feeding problem. 
A child who is used to struggling 
over every mouthful would rather 

satisfy his pride by not eating than 
satisfy his hunger.

Every normal child has off-mo­
ments when his appetite is small. At 
such times he is better off if he eats 
lightly. Some of the reasons why 
your child may go on a temporary 
hunger-strike are: 1) teething (and 
remember that this goes on all dur­
ing the preschool years); 2) the on­
set of a cold or other illness (at 
which times his appetite may fall 
off before the symptoms are obvi­
ous) ; 3) extreme hot weather; 4) 
fatigue; 5) any emotional upset.

Many mothers worry because 
their children don’t eat as well at 
the ages of two and three as they did 
when they were infants. There is a 
very simple reason for this: your 
child’s growth rate is slowing down. 
He just isn’t burning up his food as 
fast as he did in his first year.

Indeed, if your child continued 
to grow at the same rate as he did 
during his first year, he’d weigh 
almost two tons by the time he was 
five!

Of course, if you let your child 
fill up on candy and soft drinks, he 
will arrive at the table with a jaded 
appetite. But if you offer him good 
wholesome food, you can rely on his 
appetite as the best guide of all.

Unless your doctor specifically 
tells you that he needs certain foods, 
let him skip his meat or his salad. 
He won’t suffer from malnutrition 
if he doesn’t have a balanced diet 
at every meal. So relax—and let 
mealtime be a pleasant time for botli 
you and your child.



A New Way 
To A Happy

New Year

/>'! DORE SCHARY

H
ot long ago, a young man asked me if 

there really is such a thing as an unselfish 
good deed. Didn’t every good deed bring 
some selfish pleasure to the one who per­

formed it?
I answered the young man by telling him 

about my first painful lessons in golf. At that 
time, I heard Ben Hogan explaining one of the 
secrets of his success. Like all good athletes, he 
was indebted to a phenomenon called “muscle 
memory”—the remarkable ability of the body to 
learn a difficult feat and remember it. Once an 
athlete has learned to swing a golf club or hit a 
tennis ball or do the backstroke with great skill, 
his muscles never forget how to do it.

That’s true for all of us. If you learn to ride 
a bicycle as a child, you never lose the trick of 
balance. Years later, without any practice, you 
can get on a bicycle and your muscles will quickly 
recall what they must do.

I believe that in our spiritual lives there is 
the same kind of “memory.” Once we learn the 
art of good deeds, we never have to go back and 
start all over again.

That’s why, I told the young man, it doesn’t 

matter why we begin to do good deeds—whether 
we do them selfishly or reluctantly or because we 
have been shamed into them. The important 
thing is that we begin doing them. After a while, 
doing them will become instinctive—like Ben 
Hogan’s smooth swinging of a golf club. After a 
while, we will be performing our good deeds 
spontaneously, without any coaching from our 
own selfish motives.

It is good to remind ourselves of this “muscle 
memory” of the spirit at New Year’s time, when 
we make all kinds of good resolutions—knowing, 
even as we make them, that many of them will 
be soon broken. But whether or not they are 
broken is not the important point. As long as we 
begin to act on them, we have set in motion an­
other learning process for our spiritual muscles. 
The important question is not how often we forget 
to do an unselfish act, but how often we remember. 
If we can remember often enough, that unselfish 
act will become automatic. If we all give our 
spiritual memories a chance to learn the art of 
goodness, there will be less and less need for New 
Year’s resolutions.. .and more and more happiness 
for ourselves and all those who touch our lives.





How could she explain the frantic kisses, 

the bittersweet urgency of each meeting, 
the thrill of the secret and forbidden?

ILLUSTRATED BY JON WHITCOMB

Xz ay came out of the apartment elevator, walked of light and movement and chatter. After Isobel
’ / i down the thickly carpeted hall, and heard the Russell darted out from nowhere to greet her, Kay
' sounds of the cocktail party even before she went inside to the bedroom and relinquished her coat
was near the Russells’ door. Her step slowed instead to the maid. In front of the mirror, she stood motion-
of quickened, and she felt something inside her spiral less, seeing and yet not seeing the pretty, fair-haired
downward; a bleakness came into her eyes. I don’t girl in the chic black dress. Suddenly she heard a
want to go in, she thought; I don’t feel like trying to gust of rain splatting against the window pane, and
be gay. For a moment, she stood still in the middle it made a little shiver of sadness run down her spine;
of the hall; then, reluctantly, her feet took her forward faint tears glazed her eyes. Her life seemed so empty
again. now, so meaningless—just a dull, endless parade of

She pressed the Russells’ bell. The wave of sound hours separating her waking from her sleeping.
on the other side of the door rose even higher, and She turned quickly and left the room. In the
when the maid opened the door, the noise seemed to crowded living room, she saw the Henderson boys
break sharply over her, pulling her into an undertow talking to Midge Collier, (Continued on page 50)



NORMAN VINCENT PEALE:

SIX KEYS TO
A famous minister-marriage counselor 
recalls his most dramatic results in 
guiding young couples with emotional 
problems—and distills his experience into 
a plain-spoken plan for marital happiness

A young college graduate came to me re­
cently for premarital counseling. One of 

his professors had suggested he seek guidance 
from both a physician and a minister, and after 
seeing a doctor, he called on me.

“But maybe I’m making too much of this,” 
the young man said rather apologetically. “Aft­
er all, I’m only twenty-two, and this will be my 
first marriage. If it doesn’t work out, we can 
get a divorce and I can try again when I’m in 
my late twenties or thirties. The second mar­
riage will probably stick. It happens that way 
very often.”

I was deeply disturbed by that supposedly 
well-educated youth’s attitude toward marriage.

“If that’s the way you feel,” I told him, 
“I’m afraid there’s nothing I can say to help you. 
In fact, I advise you not to get married at all. 
You already have two strikes on you.”

“What do you mean?” he asked.
“I mean that happy marriages don’t work 

out by themselves for anybody,” I said. “They’ve 
got to be made to work. If you’re going to get 
married, son, both you and your fiancee had bet­
ter decide right now that it’s for keeps, and de­

cide that you will move heaven and earth if need 
be to make a go of it.”

Key No. 1:
Think in terms of success

I don’t know whether or not the young man 
took my advice, but the attitude he expressed 
has become alarmingly prevalent. Many young 
couples enter matrimony with the idea they are 
merely making an experiment. Maybe it will 
work, they figure, and maybe not. By admitting 
the possibility of failure, however, they are ac­
tually inviting failure. If they would only think 
in terms of success, and think success intensely 
enough, and long enough, they could produce 
success.

That is just one of the conclusions I have 
reached after serving as pastor and spiritual ad­
viser to thousands of people with marital trou­
bles. Countless marriages go on the rocks, 1 
have observed, because the parties to them do 
not really make up their minds in the beginning 
to remain united. Lacking that resolve, they 
yield to difficulties as they come along and grad­
ually grow further and further apart, when, with 
a little determination and courage, they could 
conquer all obstacles and grow steadily closer 
together.

That is obvious common sense, you may 
say, and I will agree with you. Most of the 
soundest suggestions which can be made about 
marriage are obvious. Some of them are as old 
as the Bible, and older. But these truisms must 
be restated for every generation of youth—and



SUCCESSFUL 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 I 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 office 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 
sound 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)



l ie was afraid of marriage.
But she was woman enough to gamble her love 
win or lose-with shocking frankness!

BY BETTY KJELGAARD
ILLUSTRATED BY PRUETT CARTER



car tor

ne weekend in May, Matt Bonsell had to go to 
Connecticut on business. His customer and host,
Patrick Cope, took him to the station on Monday 
morning. As the two men sat waiting in Patrick’s 

the 8:50, a cab drew up nearby and a dark-haired 
girl got out. She had a suitcase.

“Well,” Patrick said, “looks like you’re going to have 
good company going in to New York, Matt.” He called 
out the window, “Meg!”

She turned, then smiled and came over. “Hello,
Patrick,” she said. Her voice had a lovely clarity.

Patrick said, “Why didn’t you holler that you were 
visiting Julia?” To Matt he said, “We’re practically 
next-door neighbors of Meg’s sister. This is Meg Carney; 
Meg, Matt Bonsell.”

Her eyes went by Patrick to rest on Matt. They were 

calm and gray. “I’m glad to know you,” she said. “Are 
you taking the 8:50, too?”

“So Patrick says,” Matt replied.
There was sudden laughter in her, and Matt had an 

astonished feeling that he had deliberately spoken that 
way to make her laugh.

The train came in with a rush, and they waved to 
Patrick and boarded and moved away with it.

Meg settled herself by the window. “Are you an 
old friend of Patrick’s, or a business associate, or what?” 
she asked.

“Both,” Matt said. “I’m building his new plant.”
He told her then about the contracting business 

which had first been his father’s, then had passed on to 
Matt and his brother Jason, and now was Matt’s solely, 
because Jason had moved West. (Continued on page 80)



tm glad my husband’s
the boss”

Hollywood cant understand Jean 
Simmons: How can a beautiful, talented

actress let her husband run her life—and love it?

BY LOUIS POLLOCK
PHOTOGRAPHY UY JOHN BNCSTUAD

Jean Simmons spends as much time as she 
can with her husband, Stewart Granger (oppo­
site, on the set of “Moonfleet,” in which he is 
starred). She has adapted herself to his mode of 
living and relaxes often in his trophy-filled den.

M
ost people in Hollywood cannot understand how 
Jean Simmons can be happily married to Stewart 
Granger. First of all, there are two successful ca­

reers in the family, which almost invariably creates prob­
lems. Jean has been starred in such film classics as “Great 
Expectations,” “Hamlet,” “The Robe,” “The Egyptian” and 
“Desiree,” and Granger has inspired the heroine’s love in 
such hits as “King Solomon’s Mines,” “Scaramouche,” 
“Beau Brummell” and “Moonfleet.”

Secondly, Granger is in his forties—in effect, “an older 
man”—and Jean is only 25.

The third and perhaps most important “obstacle” to 
their happiness, according to Hollywood observers, is that 
Granger is considered a complete tyrant in his household. 
He makes all the decisions, dominates his wife—and is, in 
fact, “the boss.” He and Jean have been described by local 
gossips as “domineering husband and abused wife” ever 
since their marriage four years ago.

But Jean Simmons is content. “You can see in their 
eyes,” she says of her Hollywood friends, “that they can’t 
understand why I am not more independent. Well, everyone 
knows Hollywood is full of independent women. But no one 
has ever said it was full of happy ones. I live my husband’s 
kind of life because it has always been more natural for the 
wife to do the adapting. If he lived my kind of life I’d miss 
what he wasn’t and not care much for what he was!”

A slender girl, five feet four and a half inches tall, with 
brown hair and deeply-set hazel eyes, Jean has an intriguing 
femininity which registers on the screen with a mystic and 
even regal quality to it. “She sits a throne beautifully,” is 
the way Darryl Zanuck, head of 20th Century-Fox Studios, 
once put it. The same look is there in real life, but she 
makes no effort to match it with any grand manner. In­
stead, she has an engaging, almost confiding, simplicity 
about her, especially when she grows serious, as she can on 
the subject of her marriage to “Jimmy,” as she calls Granger.

“No man is ever handed the portfolio of master of the 
house,” Jean points out. “It is a privilege he has to earn.

“Actually, Jimmy has never insisted that I do anything. 
If he did, I might never obey. I don’t think any husband





Beautiful as a blonde or brunette, Jean

an important one—especially her real-life

Jean’s movie lovers cause her heartache. In both “The Egyptian” (left) 
and “Desiree” (with Marlon Brando) she is badly treated by her leading men.

with real authority ever has to insist. He isn’t an overseer 
hammering things out his way. He is a leader because 
that is his responsibility to his wife and to their mutual 
security and welfare.”

A good illustration of this, she recalls, is the way 
Granger solved her dilemma two years ago when she and 
producer Howard Hughes could not agree on the kind of 
pictures she should make. Granger, who is the guiding 
voice in her career, not only had her file suit for freedom 
from her contract with Hughes, but then waged and won 
the fight for her. By backing her, she pointed out, he 
was endangering his own career.

“Wise actors don’t joust with big men in show busi­
ness,” she said, “and not even when a husband is helping 

his wife is it considered smart to put two careers on the 
block to save one. Everybody told him to let the lawyers 
do the fighting. He wouldn’t hear of it. He threw him­
self into the case all the way, up to and including his 
whole future.

“A man can avow many things and a girl can tell 
herself to believe him,” she added. “But when he does 
something to prove his interest, she feels wonderfully 
wanted—way past words.”

Jean calls her husband “Jimmy” because he was born 
Jimmy Stewart. He changed it to Stewart Granger when 
he got into the movies and found that another pretty good 
actor by that name was already firmly and fondly estab­
lished in the public mind. Granger has been married be-



Simmons makes every part she 

role as Stewart Granger’s wife

fore, to the English actress Elspeth March, who has cus­
tody of their two children, an eight-year-old girl, Lindsay, 
and a ten-year-old boy, James. The youngsters visited 
their father in Hollywood last year and became fast 
friends with their “Aunt Jean.”

Jean holds that the difference between her age and 
Granger’s is not too great, and that his clear seniority has 
actually strengthened their marriage. She believes that 
too often there is lack of maturity in a young husband 
which is unsettling and is resented by the young wife, 
sometimes unconsciously. By an interesting coincidence, 
one of her best friends is Elizabeth Taylor, who at 22 is 
the wife of 42-year-old Michael Wilding, after having di­
vorced Conrad Hilton, Jr., who was in his twenties. “Liz 
is not only the mother of Mike’s child, but she is much 
happier now,” Jean reports.

Granger picked the mountaintop home he and Jean 
live in, and he remodeled and decorated it, even to her 
bedroom. With the help of a man-around-the-house (a 
former Army aide), a three-times-a-week cleaning maid, 
and a secretary whom he and Jean share, Granger man­
ages the household.

At all of this he is very good, and for all of this Jean 
is grateful. But she honestly admits there are^ drawbacks 
to being second in the marital chain of command.

Among the disadvantages seems to be the fact that 
their friends are mostly Granger’s friends and their activ­
ities more on the contemplative side, like staying home to 
watch television rather than going out dining and danc­
ing. “And another thing,” she complains, “is that when­
ever you get into an argument with your husband you are 
bucking a strongly established precedent—one you’ve 
helped set yourself—that he is always right. Like they 
say in the gangster pictures, you feel the ‘fix’ is in against 
you. You want to keep running to the referee to protest. 
But when you look for him, why, who does he turn out to 
be but your husband—he’s taken over that job, too!”

But no tears fill Jean’s eyes when she tells this. She 
feels she has her rewards, and, too, there are prerogatives 
she hasn’t given up. There is the respect she gets for her 
work—from Granger, too, of course—and the glamour of 
it, “And of course, I hate to mention it, but there’s the 
money, too,” she says. Her salaries are as huge as any­
one’s in Hollywood, including Granger’s.

Because she loves dancing and Granger is a good 
dancer, there are occasions when he must take her out to 
where there is a floor and a band. She also likes to dis­
cover unusual dining spots, to which she leads him— 
places, usually, where the atmosphere is much thicker 
than the steaks. And if she wants to wear jeans she wears 
them, despite an objection he is quoted as having made 
(and quoted so often it has become a classic around the 
studios): “If girls are made as they should be, and Jean 
is, blue jeans do not become them.”

Jean was born in a corner of London known as 
Crouch End, on a street which had a pub at one end of it 
and a prison at the other. But she was raised in another

Granger thought Jean too inexperienced to play Ophelia in 
“Hamlet,” but she surprised him with a moving performance.

dreary part of the city, known as Cricklewood. “No 
Cricklewood girl would ever admit being from there,” 
remembers Jean. “Usually she’d lay claim to someplace 
else, like Golders Green, which was the suburb next to us 
and at least boasted a fine crematorium if nothing else.

“The big point about Cricklewood children, though, 
is that their parents stood for no fancy notions. They 
taught their daughters that when you married a man you 
gave him devotion in return for security and protection; 
otherwise you might never get out of Cricklewood.” The 
state of Jean’s wifehood today traces curiously back to her 
original thinking about the importance of being attached 
to a man.

Jean never wanted to be an (Continued on page 77)



OteMoit 
Riner

Your heart will go out to Debbie, the lonely 
one, who met the test of adulthood with 

untarnished honesty

BY CHARLES MERCER
ILLUSTRATED BY JOE BOWLF.K

F
or a moment she was Ava Gardner, walking slow and 
slinky, chin tilted, eyes lifted dreamily, going forth to 
meet Bogart or Gable or, preferably, Gregory Peck.

Then she passed through the hall and the screen slammed 
behind her, bang, and the brightness of afternoon sun on 
the Atlantic blinded her.

“Hullo, Debbie,” Bill Clair sa d.
He was sitting on the steps. He was tall, but any other 

similarity to Gregory Peck was purely coincidental. For 
he was just eighteen and, too bad, you’d have to call him 
thin instead of lean.

“Hi.”
She wished he’d look at her with fascination. But he 

just looked at her with his persistently puzzled expression, 
as if she were a faulty distributor or one of those unmen­
tionable things he always was taking apart down at Flint’s 
Garage.

Glimpsing her reflection in a floor-length bay window, 
she pirouetted on bare toes, bending gracefully and touch­
ing the tips of her right fingers to her left elbow. The win­
dow reflected her blue shorts and white T-shirt and the de­
lightful fact that the old sturdiness of her legs was yielding 
to a new shapeliness. After al] the years of thinness and 
plumpness she was, oh happy day, going to have a figure. 
But from the neck up she’d change no more. Of that she 
was positive as she peered closely at her dm reflection in 
the salt-streaked window. The wind ruffled her cropped dark 
hair like a lover's fingers. In the sea glare it seemed as blue 
as her eyes. Against the tanned smoothness of her face her 
lips were full and red, not from a stick, but as if— as if—

“In the olden days,” she said aloud, so that Bill could 
hear if he cared, “girls were (Continued on page 86)







TO CURB DANGEROUS DRIVERS

O
n a warm summer night, Jim and Myrtle McElvarr were walking 

home arm-in-arm, laughing and talking as they neared their houseful of 
six children in Bellmawr Park, New Jersey. They never got there. 

Within a few seconds, a black coupe made a widow out of slim, redheaded
Myrtle McElvarr.

According to an eyewitness, the car came straight down the highway and 
swung off the pavement to the right. The headlights showed Jim McElvarr,« 
husky man in a white T-shirt, trying to push his wife to safety. The car 
swept him into the air and onto its hood, flung him 50 feet away, and con­
tinued off into the night. Nearby, beside a cemetery fence, the woman lay
crying until someone came and helped her home.

The editors of Redbook asked me to find out why Jim McElvarr died, 
and why thousands of young men and women like him are being needlessly 
crippled and killed each year. What could have been done to save a father 
for Joanne, Mary Ann, Mitchell, James, Lynn and Marie McElvarr?

The answer is “plenty.” That’s what this article is about. I have talked 
with police officials, safety experts, motor-vehicle examiners—all the people 
who know this problem only too well. From them, I discovered that there is a 
way to get the killers off our roads. But it will take your anger and your 
demand for action to make it work in your state.

To find out what happened to the McElvarrs, I interviewed state officials 
and local police. I visited the county courthouse. I drove along Browning 
Road myself to find out what a driver can see by moonlight on the stretch of 
highway next to the cemetery.

I discovered that the driver who killed McElvarr was a repeater. The 
police had traced him hours after the accident through the crumpled hood and 
broken headlights of his car. The list of convictions on the back of his license 
was a catalogue of things drivers shouldn’t do. He broke the motor-vehicle law 
so often that his driving privileges should have been revoked in 1952, but some­
body fumbled and let him keep on driving. Three times the traffic-court judge 
fined him ten dollars and costs. Once it was seven-fifty. They suspended his 



license for a while, but they didn’t find out why he con­
tinually and willfully broke the law, or whether he was go­
ing to break it again. Three weeks after they handed the 
license back, he went out on a straight road on a clear 
night and killed a man.

Jim McElvarr died proving something that didn’t 
need any more proving—that a small group of accident 
repeaters are as dangerous to the community as killers 
armed with guns. Though these repeaters number less 
than 20 per cent of all drivers, they are involved in 80 
per cent of the accidents. They are identifiable. They 
are predictable. They claim a new victim somewhere in 
the United States every 17 minutes.

In California recently, statisticians of the department 
of motor vehicles made a study of repeaters in its file 
of 7,000,000 drivers. They found that two and a half 
per cent of the drivers get into 25 per cent of the acci­
dents—and, among these accident-makers, 70 per cent 
had previously been convicted of dangerous driving.

In Connecticut, a survey showed that 36 per cent of 
the accidents happened to just four per cent of the drivers, 
a group whose accident record was 15 times as bad as 
that of the rest of the state’s motorists.

Michigan’s Chief Examiner George W. Newman told 
me, “Auto collisions are not accidents; they are caused. 
They can be expected as a result of violations and poor 
judgment. Eighty to ninety per cent of the collisions 
couldn’t occur if there were no violations.”

The driver who killed Margaret Mitchell, author of

This is how young

Inspector Oldis sets up a traffic problem 
to be solved by Mary Bossio as the driver.

How Safe Is Your State?

To help you find out how much your state is 
doing about getting dangerous drivers off the road, 
here is a summary of the corrective measures de­
scribed in the accompanying article—and a list 
of the states that are carrying them out:

Point System for Dangerous Drivers: Arizona, Cali­
fornia, Connecticut, District of Columbia, Indiana, 
Maine, Massachusetts, Michigan, Nebraska, New 
Jersey, New York, Oklahoma, South Carolina, 
Washington.

State-Sponsored Correctional Clinics: California, 
New Jersey, North Carolina.

Central Record File and Driver-Improvement Pro­
gram: All states except Arkansas and South 
Dakota.

Re-examination on Renewal of Driver's Licenses: 
A. Full re-examination, including road test, recog­
nition of road signs, vision, rules of the road: Ari­
zona, North Carolina, South Carolina.
B. Re-examination of driving ability, recognition 
of road signs and vision only: Maine.
C. Re-examination on road signs, vision and rules 
of the road only: Colorado.
D. Re-examination of vision and rules of the road 
only: California.
E. Re-examination of vision only: Iowa, Michigan, 
Utah, Washington.

“Gone with the Wind,” had 26 offenses on his record the 
day he struck down the “first citizen of Georgia” on 
Peachtree Street in Atlanta. Conviction in a court of law 
didn’t cure him of dangerous driving, either, for while he 
was out on bail, he went out and crashed into a truck.

In New York City, one man was literally a killer on 
the loose armed with a murder weapon. After he had 
killed a six-year-old girl with his car, he was caught 
ignoring red lights four times, driving without lights 
twice, backing onto a crosswalk, and driving through a 
play street. The police ticketed him for driving reck­
lessly with a can of beer in one hand, too, and for eight 
more offenses before he was finally stopped.

The truth about the drivers who cause all these 
accidents is of vital concern to young American families. 
The death or injury of a breadwinner or the hospitaliza­
tion of a mother brings special hardship. Young families 
usually ride all in one car, whether going to Yellowstone 
on vacation or to Grandmother’s for Sunday dinner. 
When the newspaper headlines report “Seven Die as Cars 
Collide,” whole families are almost always involved. And 
at these times, the repeaters’ $5,000 or $10,000 insurance 
policy does a blighted young family little good.

Fortunately, bad drivers are not all doomed to grow 
worse until the bad crash comes. With help, most of them 
can be cured.

Companies that operate fleets of vehicles know this. 
Because it costs dollars and doesn’t make sense to pay for 
unnecessary traffic-court tickets, vehicle repairs, damage 
claims and extra high “bad risk” insurance premiums, 
they either retrain their repeaters or get rid of them.

The American Fidelity & Casualty Company, world’s 
largest insurer of trucks and buses, has a unique safety 
affiliate called the Markel Service, Inc., which helps fleet 
owners cure dangerous drivers. Charlie Ray, vice-presi­
dent of Markel, showed me how they do it.



drivers discover their weaknesses - before it’s too late

An elaborate machine helps Inspector 
Robert Wagner test the driver's side vision.

Manipulation of strings helps the inspector 
test driver’s judgment of depth and distance.

On the Portaclinic Tester, the driver goes 
through driving motions for reaction-timing.

Photographs by Ike Vern

In a specially-equipped black sedan, we cruised 
along U.S. Highway 1 toward Boston, cutting in behind 
each tractor-trailer which bore the black and yellow “M” 
on the tailboard that showed it was under the Markel 
company’s supervision. Our purpose was to check on 
drivers. Twice we found trucks which were exceeding 
the speed limit. Once we followed a driver in a big red 
“freight box” who drifted across the center line, breaking 
the law and inviting accidents. Another truck passed 
on blind curves. Each time, Mr. Ray pressed a button 
on the gearshift lever and recorded the scene with a movie 
camera and in his notebook—what the driver was doing, 
the time, the date and the speed.

Later, the men were shown the pictures, their driving 
records were reviewed, and they were told to do better. 
“Some men don’t realize their errors,” Mr. Kay said, 
“and we help them improve. Others quit speeding or 
driving carelessly because they don’t want to lose their 
jobs. The companies we insure must improve or elimi­
nate the bad drivers. We don’t tolerate repeaters. That’s 
one reason our drivers’ accident rate is half the national 
average.”

What about the ordinary drivers who have no 
Charlie Ray checking on their driving habits? It’s up 
to the state governments that licensed these men and 
women to find the repeaters and try to re-educate them. 
As for those who can’t or won’t learn to drive safely, 
there is nothing to do but take their licenses away—for 
good. If thousands of known criminals were turned loose 
in your state armed with pistols, you would demand 
action from your governor. But because these killers are 
armed with automobiles, we often get official indifference. 
Yet while it’s difficult to hit a man at 50 paces with a 
bullet, with a car it’s difficult to miss.

Some states do outstanding work in correcting re­
peaters. Others do hit-or-miss jobs. If after reading

this article you find that your governor and motor-vehicle 
commissioner aren’t doing enough, you’ll know they are 
inviting the repeaters to put your family and your neigh­
bors in the same column of statistics as the McElvarrs.

Driving is a privilege, not a right, according to the 
supreme courts of several states. Many states have man­
datory revocation, or suspension for at least a year, for re­
peaters of hit-and-run accidents or drunken driving. But 
others don’t.

But it is the not-yet-serious repeaters who give the 
state motor-vehicle departments their biggest opportunity. 
These drivers are fender-bashing and ticket-collecting on 
borrowed time, until the big bang. Many of them are 
just careless, moving a little too fast, swinging a little bit 
wide on a right turn, cutting a little close on a left. Some 
have deficient eyesight. Some really do not know how to 
drive a car; some do not know the law. Some have an 
aggressive or don’t-care attitude which leads them to try 
to fill the same piece of highway that another car is about 
to occupy.

States can find the repeaters, keep track of them, and 
correct them with a “point system”—a scheme in which 
all law violations and accidents are tallied against a 
driver’s record in the statehouse. Thirteen states and the 
District of Columbia have point systems of some kind— 
Arizona, California, Connecticut, Indiana, Maine, Mass­
achusetts, Michigan, Nebraska, New Jersey, New York, 
Oklahoma, South Carolina and Washington.

In Hartford, capital of Connecticut, where the first 
point system was set up in 1947, I saw how it works. 
Every time a Connecticut driver gets in trouble—through 
a collision, a traffic court conviction or an official warn­
ing from a highway patrolman—notice is sent to the De­
partment of Motor Vehicles, and a certain number of 
points are recorded on his card in the master file. Run­
ning through a red light is a (Continued on page 84)



Would she love her adopted child less when her own baby was born? 
The question haunted Ann as she awaited

ro+her
Ibr IVEike

T
his isn’t anything that hasn't happened to a million other women, Ann Dexter 

warned herself when the first hint of labor pain trembled through her body. 
This doesn’t set me apart, just because it’s me, even if my situation is a little 

different. She relaxed, as the books had told her to, and tried to face the night with calm­
ness. Beside her, Clay breathed evenly in his sleep, and the soft ticking of the clock 
sounded through the room.

Her serenity carried her through for a while, but it began to wear thin when the 
pains seemed to come closer together.

This thing may have happened a million times before, she admitted to herself with 
honesty, but never to me. And I think I’m a little bit scared!

She shook Clay. “Hey,” she said. “Wake up. I think the baby is coming.”
Clay made a few strangled, inarticulate sounds, moving away from her hand, but 

then was suddenly awake.
“Is it?” he demanded. “Is it really coming?” 
“I think so,” she said. “You help me count.”
They lay together, tense and waiting, Clay’s hand holding hers. The clock ticked 

persistently, like a soft questioning, like a heart beating.
“There,” she said. “Now.”
“Does it hurt?” Clay sounded worried.
“Of course, it hurts a little. Look at your watch.”
They were silent for a while, and the luminous dial of Clay’s watch wavered in the 

dark above them as he held his arm arched over the bed.
“Put your arm down,” she said at last. “Just remember the time.”
“Maybe I’d better get dressed,” Clay offered. (Continued on page 70)
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Guest stars like Morgan, the famous basset 
hound, help Garry Moore entertain the ladies.

Gany Moore: The Man Who 
Speaks His Mind

TV’s unpredictable star can start a 
hot debate on anything—giveaway 
programs, dogs, even “Silent Night”

UY HYMAN GOLDBERG

W
hen 26-year-oltl Margaret Deibel of 
Mount Pleasant, Michigan, came to see 
the “Garry Moore Show” last summer, 
she had no idea that her visit would make his­

tory. One of Garry’s 12,000,000 women fans, 
she was naturally anxious to see her favorite in 
person during her vacation trip to New York. 
But Garry noticed her sitting in the audience 
and asked her to come up to the stage because 
she looked “so pretty and interesting.”

When he questioned her, Mrs. Deibel told 
him proudly that she and her husband, an ap­
pliance salesman, “like to stand on our own feet, 
without help from anyone.” Garry said he ad­
mired spirit like that. “It would be nice,” he 
remarked to the audience, “if everyone who saw 
Mrs. Deibel on this show would write to her to 
commend her—and it would be even nicer if 
everyone who wrote enclosed a nickel.”

Before long, more than 150,000 people 
from all over the country had written to Mrs. 
Deibel. Her local post office had to hire five 
additional clerks to handle the volume. The 
letters, which jingled with coins, had to be kept 
in the Masonic Hall and the town jail. When 
the deluge was over, the bewildered but grateful 
Deibels had received $10,000, which they will 
save for their children’s education.

This spontaneous reaction to a few words 
from Garry Moore surprised no one who has 
been aware of Moore’s ardent following over 
the years. Not so long ago his bosses at CBS-TV 
were brought up sharply by these same devoted 
fans, when they decided to fire Garry. A CBS 
official had come to the conclusion that the “Gar­
ry Moore Show” was a hodgepodge and needed 
a more definable format. Moore was told to 
make his show into a giveaway program “with 
gimmicks.” When he rebelled, he was given an 
ultimatum: “Change or be fired.” Garry chose 
to be fired. He told his audience:

“What they were trying to get me to do 
was to make the show into something I had 
fought against before, when I was in radio. 
They wanted me to be what I call a ‘Jolly Charlie’ 
type, just cheerful and happy no matter what. 
Without a care in the world. Pretty soon the 
show would turn into (Continued on page 66)







M iles seem shorter and dollars longer

on this new highway to adventure south of the border

BY PAUL C. BENARD 
MAP PAINTED BY HARRY O. DIAMOND

An Indian craftsman fashioning silver jewelry, a matador sidestepping a
charging bull, young lovers flirting in the square, Castilian dancers whirling to 
castanets, thin air floating over clean plateaus, tropical jungles steaming with life, 
church bells tolling from far away, a volcano erupting . . .

This is Mexico, a country of contrasts, where the three worlds of the ancient 
Aztecs, old Spain and the new West meet and mix—where adventure is real, where 
beauty has a thousand faces, where romance and excitement hang in the air.

This golden land just across our southern border is so close you can get there 
in a few days and explore much of its spectacular life and scenery in two weeks. 
You can travel easily and at astonishingly low cost. And you can have all the 
pleasures of visiting a foreign country, with hardly any of the inconveniences— 
because English is Mexico’s second language, because American-type hotel accom­
modations are numerous, and because Mexicans are among the friendliest people 
on earth.

Railroads, ship lines, air lines and bus companies offer the Mexico-bound vaca­
tioner a variety of comfortable, moderately-priced ways to get south of the border, 
and a choice of tours inside Mexico. But for freedom and mobility and minimum 
expense, an automobile trip is hard to beat.

Mexican roads have been greatly improved in recent years. Surfaces have 
been smoothed and routes realigned. The supreme achievement thus far is com­
pletion of Highway 15, the new West Coast route which will be officially opened 
early this spring. North America’s most glamorous highway swings 1600 miles



The birth of the volcano Paricutin (above), in 
1943, buried this village in lava. Buildings 
like the Hotel Plaza (below) make Mexico City 
a world show place of modern architecture.

from the border town of Nogales south to 
streamlined and cosmopolitan Mexico City. 
Traveling this route, you pass, through bar­
ren but beautiful desert, rich farming coun­
try and wild mountains. You see tropical 
beaches, colorful villages, sparkling lakes 
and mysterious untamed rivers, and every­
where, the cheerful, philosophical, courte­
ous mestizo, the average Mexican who is a 
mixture of Indian and Spaniard.

All this is within reach of both your 
speedometer and your budget. Mexico has 
always been an inexpensive vacation spot, 
but this year it’s better than ever. Last 
April the Mexican peso was devaluated 
from 12 cents, American money, to eight 
cents. So the dollar now buys more in 
Mexico—and 1955 is the first full year in 
which you can take advantage of this vaca­
tion bargain.

Comfortable hotel accommodations and 
good food are available in all Mexican 
towns above hamlet size. The hub of each 
community is a town square or plaza which 
almost always has at least one modern 
hotel and one American-style restaurant. 
But here you must use the same care you 
would practice in the States. Ask to see 
the hotel room before registering. If the 
restaurant is clean, it’s probably good. It’s 
a good sign if the menu is printed in both 
Spanish and English.

Most eating places serve purified wa­
ter, but if bottled water isn’t available, 
drink soft drinks, coffee or tea. Don’t drink 
milk unless it has been boiled. Eat native 
dishes sparingly until you have adjusted to 
the strong seasoning.

You can stop at elegant hotels in thriv­
ing tour'st centers or “live in” with Mexi­
can families in villages where the natives 
still stare at U.S. license plates. You can 
eat Mexican-style in open-air stalls, or 
American-style in charming sidewalk cafes 
—or even in hamburger heavens.

A usual hotel rate in Mexico, exclud­
ing so-called resort hotels, for an outside 
double room with private bath is 35 pesos 
a day ($2.80 U. S. currency). An Ameri­
can-style breakfast costs four pesos (32 
cents). Dinner, eaten in midafternoon and 
including from five to seven courses,,costs 
about 12 pesos (96 cents). And another 
six pesos (48 cents) can buy a light supper, 
served between 9 and 11 p.m. The cost 
for three meals each day averages $L80 
(plus tips which at home would seem 
miserly).

If you travel by car, you’ll pay 16 
cents a gallon for gasoline inside Mexico, 
and if you average 16 miles per gallon, you 
can travel 200 miles a day for $2. Trans­
portation by bus and train once you cross 
(he border is even cheaper. For example, 
first-class bus fare from El Paso, Texas, to 
Mexico City—a 1221-mile trip—is $11.

Although you may find it hard to be­
lieve, you and your husband or wife can 
see Mexico on a total of $10 a day. This 
total includes $3.25 for gas, oil, tolls; $4 
for food, and $2.80 for a hotel room.

Please note that $10 will cover all 
daily basic ex- (Continued on page 74)
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Mother and daughter (upper left) vend flowers from a 
canoe in Xochimilco, 14 miles from Mexico City. Indians 
(above) fish with the butterfly nets their ancestors used 
for centuries. Jewelry like this necklace (left) of jade and 
sheathed gold can be bought at modest prices in Mexico. 
The Cathedral of Mexico City (below) was finished in 1667.



“We Dared to Love
What happens when two warmhearted people, 
defying all warnings, choose a baby who desper­
ately needs special care and affection? Theirs 

is a story of a love that refused to conform

BY DOROTHY F. LYNCH 
AS TOLD TO AL HIRSHBERG 

PHOTOGKAPHY BY IKE VEKN

One evening just before Christmas, 1950, I handed 
my husband a gaily decorated package to put under 

our tree. On a card attached to the package I had just 
written: Merry Christmas to Susan, from “Mummy” and 
“Daddy.” Before placing the box with the other gifts, Frank 
held it a moment—gently. He looked at the card and the 
quotation marks around the “Mummy” and the “Daddy.” 
Then he looked up at me and said quietly, “Wouldn’t it be 
wonderful if we could keep her permanently?”

My heart skipped a beat.
Susan, who was only six months old, had given Frank 

a hard time during the few weeks she had been with us. 
She had shown no interest in his attempts to be affectionate. 
She had squirmed and cried every time he had picked her 
up. She had refused to let him feed her. Night after night 
she had kept him awake with her screaming. Each morning 
he was tired before he even started to work.

There was something else, too. Susan was a victim of 
retrolental fibroplasia, an eye condition which attacks un­
usually tiny premature babies. She was blind.

“Do you really want her, Frank?” I asked.
He stood up, came over, and put his arms around me. 

That was when we decided to adopt Susan.
After telling our friends and relatives, we discovered 

that almost all of them were against the plan. Members of 
the family warned that we were inviting a lifetime of heart­
ache. They said Susan would never be able to do the things 
other children did—that as she grew up her handicap would 
become more disabling and we would become more bitter.

Our friends thought we were being rashly brave. They 
realized we wanted a child, but why, they asked, take one 
with such a terrible handicap when there were so many 
sound youngsters available for adoption?

At the Lighthouse, one of New York’s best-known 
private agencies for the blind, we were told it was neither 
in our best interests nor in the best interests of the baby 
for us to adopt her. They said we would run into problems 
we couldn’t handle, that we would have more expense than 
we anticipated, that we might even have to turn Susan back 
eventually, which would be worse than if we had never taken 
her at all.

The investigator from New York’s Surrogate Court, 
which would make the final decision on whether or not we 
could adopt Susan, was skeptical. He reminded us that 
Susan had been born in Newport, Rhode Island. If we had 
to give her up, she would become (Continued on page 72)



This Child”

Dorothy Lynch shares happiness and a unique kind of achievement with Susan, four and a half (left), and Beth, three.



‘You're smart enough to conquer a budget. 
Right?” He said. "Right.” she whis­
pered. wanting that kiss.

OWN PAWENT ON MARRIAGE
BY HARRIET SHIER
ILLUSTRATED BY ROBERT LEVERINC

HESIlie had been engaged about two hours when she 
( I decided it was a mistake and broke the engage- 

* I ment. There was no use kidding herself; she 
I could never learn to live his kind of life, and a 

simple thing like buying a tablecloth proved it.
It all happened—getting engaged, buying the table­

cloth and getting unengaged—on a Saturday afternoon in 
April. They’d driven out in the country, had just finished 
their picnic lunch, and were tossing crumbs to a squirrel 
when Jim said, “Will you marry me, Donna?”

It wasn’t as abrupt as it sounded. For six months— 
since they’d first met at Farrell’s Boys’ School, where he 
was football coach and where she’d appeared one day to 
help dedicate the new library as a memorial to her father 
—they’d both known this moment would come.

Sitting on the grass beside him, not touching him, 
not even daring to look at him because if she did she’d go 
right into his arms, she tossed another bite of cake to the 
squirrel, then answered. “No, Jim.”

“Why?”
“We’re too . . . different.”
“Sure we’re different. I’m male, six feet, homely, 

brown-eyed. You’re female, five feet five, good-looking 
and blonde. That combination ought to work out pretty 
well!”

She had to smile. But she said soberly, “You know 
what I mean. Money. It makes a person weak, Jim.”

“Your father wasn’t weak.”
“He was unusual. I’m not. Let’s face it: when and 

if I marry, it’ll have to be a rich man.”



A SHORT SHORT STORY COMPLETE ON THESE TWO PAGES

“Nuts.”
She turned, a flash of bitterness in her eyes. “Can 

you see me getting along without my props?” She meant 
the big house on Willow Drive, the servants, the fat check 
that came every month from her mother, who had re­
married and was now on a world cruise.

Jim’s eyes held hers. “Yes, I can see you without 
your props. I can see you in my apartment, getting along 
fine on my pay-check.”

She shook her head. “No. Dad and Mother paid 
people to teach me a lot of things, but living on a budget 
wasn’t included. I can dance, ride, swim, sail and mix a 
champagne cocktail, but . . .”

His hands on her shoulders made her draw in her 
breath. “You little dope,” he said, his voice tender. “If 
you were smart enough to learn all those things, you’re 
smart enough to conquer a budget. Right?”

His arms were around her now, and she was lost, her 
heart beating against his, her lips parted, waiting for his 
kiss. “Right,” she whispered, wanting to believe him, 
wanting that kiss.

And so she became engaged.
Driving home at sundown, they sat close together. 

When Donna saw the roughly-painted sign on the road— 
HOUSEHOLD GOODS for SALE—she said impulsively, “Let’s 
buy ourselves an engagement present! Something for the 
apartment.” Then, “On second thought, let’s not. See— 
I already wanted to spend money.”

“Everybody enjoys spending money,” he said, stop­
ping the car. “And an engagement present—I can’t think 
of a better way to spend a few bucks today.”

Going up the path to the white farmhouse, she prom­
ised, “I won’t buy a thing unless it’s a bargain. Watch 
me!” And she actually felt excited. Maybe it would, be 
fun not to have so much money. The challenge of it . . . 
learning to be clever . . .

A tiny old lady in pink gingham greeted them, and 
as they entered the cool, old-fashioned house, she asked if 
it was furniture or china or linens they were interested in. 
“I’m going to join my son out West, so that’s why I’m sell­
ing out. You two been married long?”

“We . . . we’re engaged,” Donna said, flushing, and 
asked if they could see the linens.

“Yes, indeedy. They’re old, but good as new.” She 
opened a cedar chest, took out some doilies, pillowcases 
and a large linen tablecloth that was soft and rich to 
Donna’s fingers as she helped unfold it.

“Look, Jim—isn’t it beautiful?”
“It sure is, honey.”
As Donna Farrell, she would have said to the woman, 

“I’ll take it. How much?” As Jim’s future wife, she 
didn’t know what to do. You couldn’t buy pure linen this 
size new for less than fifty dollars. What would a used 
one be worth? Half? But she was sure Jim’s budget 
couldn’t stand twenty-five dollars just for a tablecloth. 
How much could they pay? “Are . . . are there any worn 
spots?” she asked uncertainly.

“Oh, my, no. I only used it a few times. At my 
son’s christening and wedding and such.” She smiled at 
Donna, at Jim, then at Donna again. “When’s your 
wedding?”

“We ... we haven’t decided yet,” Donna answered, 
wondering nervously. How much? How much? “It . .. 
it isn’t as big as I thought,” she stalled.

“It’s dinner-size. I know you’d enjoy using it.”

“What . . . what were you asking for it?” At least 
I’m asking the price first, Donna thought.

“Well, I figured thirty dollars would be about right.”
“Th . . . thirty?” Donna stammered. “I . . . I’m 

afraid that’s more than we could pay. I mean . . . with 
all our other expenses . . .”

“Yes, I guess it’s hard to get started these days. But 
I’d like you to have it. How would twenty be?”

Jim hadn’t said a word. Donna couldn’t tell what 
he was thinking. She shook her head, took a step toward 
the door. “I . . . I’m afraid not.” All she wanted now 
was to get out of here.

“Fifteen, then?” the woman said.
Donna paused. That was a terrific bargain. But 

Jim shuffled his feet just then. Probably even fifteen dol­
lars sounded high to him. “I . . .” Donna heard herself 
say. “We’ll give you ten.”

The woman considered it. “Hm . . . well, all right.”
Silently, Jim paid her. She tucked the bill in her 

pocket, saying, “I’ll find some paper to wrap it in.”
Watching her go toward the kitchen, Donna felt her 

face burn with sudden shame. I cheated her, she thought 
miserably. How could I?

“I . . . I’ll go help her,” she said, and left Jim alone. 
In the kitchen, she opened her purse and took out a 
twenty-dollar bill. “Here . . . please take this.” She laid 
the bill on the table, then turned away in embarrassed 
silence while the woman puttered on endlessly, folding the 
cloth in a newspaper.

Donna wasn’t aware of saying good-by or walking 
down the path with the package under her arm. As Jim 
slid into the car beside her. she said in a tight, choked 
voice, “It’s all off.”

“What’s off?”
“Our engagement.” Her eyes blurred as she looked 

down at the package in her lap. “If your kind of life 
makes me do that kind of thing . . . cheat people . . .”

Jim reached for her hand. “You just had budgets on 
your mind and got carried away, honey, that’s all.”

“But I ... I cheated on you, too, Jim. While I was 
in the kitchen I gave her twenty more dollars. Trying to 
... to buy back my self-respect.”

“You did?” There was a hint of laughter in his 
voice. “Well, the little old gal did all right then—and the 
tablecloth cost us forty bucks, because I gave her a twenty­
dollar bill myself, instead of a ten. She didn’t even notice, 
or if she did she was pretty cute, pocketing it so fast.”

Slowly, Donna turned to look at him. After a long 
minute she said, “Even with a budget, your kind of life 
must be just like mine—in the things that count.” She 
added softly, “I ... I guess we’re not so different, after 
all, are we?”

He grinned. “Sure we’re different. I’m male, six 
feet, homely, brown-eyed. You’re female, five feet five 
and . . .”

He didn’t finish, because by then his lips were on 
hers and she was engaged again.

It was several minutes before they noticed that their 
forty-dollar tablecloth had slipped to the floor and the 
newspaper had fallen away from it. Jim picked it up, and 
they both stared at the note which was fastened to a cor­
ner of the white linen with a safety pin. May your mar­
riage be as happy as mine was, it said. And underneath 
the slip of paper they saw the corners of two green bills 
peeking out at them. Two twenties. ... The End



(Continued from page 23) 
and after she had collected a glass of 
sherry, she wandered over and joined 
them. But somehow, after she had be­
come part of the group, their talk and 
laughter began to sound flat and hollow. 
Her spirits drooped further to some low, 
sorrowful place. I’ll go home, she 
thought; I shouldn’t have come, anyway.

She murmured an excuse to the 
others. She turned away from them so 
abruptly that she bumped into a young 
man. The impact made her drink slosh 
over the rim of her glass and down the 
front of her dress.

“I’m terribly sorry,” the young man 
said, whipping out his handkerchief. “I 
thought I was crossing with the light.” 
He bent over and began making ineffec­
tual stabs at her skirt.

“It was my fault,” Kay said. “I 
shouldn’t have turned like that.” As he 
straightened, she lifted her empty glass 
with a rather sad smile. “I didn’t want 
to finish my drink, anyway; now it’s all 
taken care of. And I was just going, 
besides.”

“Going?” He seemed astonished. 
“But you just came!” The color rose a 
little in his face, and he cleared his 
throat. “That is—I did see you come in 
a little while ago, didn’t I?”

“Yes. But I guess I’m not in the 
mood for a cocktail party.” She gave 
him the sad little smile again.

“I wish you wouldn’t go, really,” he 
said. “I don’t know many people in the 
room.” He drew in his breath. “I’m Iso­
bel’s cousin, Mark Russell. I’ve only 
been living in New York for a few 
weeks.”

“Mark Russell? From Ohio?” Kay 
felt a slight quickening inside her, as 
if a dead current had begun, very feebly, 
to flicker into life. “Why, Isobel’s told 
me a lot about you.” Vague phrases dot­
ted her memory: “An only son”; “does 
something with department stores”; “in 
a quiet way, very popular.”

“I’m Kay Walton,” she said. “Is it 
your work that’s brought you to New 
York?”

“That’s right. Brak’s made me a ra­
ther inviting offer.” He grinned. “I 
headed East like a guided missile before 
they could change their minds.”

He was a very nice-looking young 
man, Kay thought. Nothing like Tony— 
but then, how many men looked like 
Tony? The old cliche “tall, dark and 
handsome” fitted him perfectly, whereas 
this young man was of only medium 
height, had sandy-colored hair, and wasn’t 
at all handsome. Attractive, you might say 
—yes, definitely attractive in a rather 
young, engaging way. Maybe some girl 
in Ohio was eating her heart out this 
minute because he had gone away. How 
ironical it was, when you thought of it. 
But she couldn’t imagine a girl reacting 

to this young man with the depth of 
emotional intensity she felt for Tony. 
It was because Mark Russell, as nice as 
he was, was still an average young 
man, whereas Tony— Something twisted 
sharply inside her. •

Mark Russell’s face changed abrupt­
ly. “What is it?” he said. “Don’t you 
feel well?”

“I’m fine.” Kay smiled bravely. 
“Only I really think I’d better—”

He broke in quickly: “Isobel’s told 
me a lot about you, too. Only I’m rather 
confused.”

“Confused?”
“She said—” He hesitated. “That 

you were very gay and full of life and fun. 
I—” His eyes searched her face. “I can’t 
help wondering if something’s happened 
to change all that. There’s something 
in your face and smile—” He drew in 
his breath. “As if you’d had a death in 
the family. Is that it?”

Kay was so startled that the color 
rose in her face. “Oh, n-no,” she stam­
mered. “Nothing like that.” She gave a 
rather shaky laugh.

But his eyes were gentle. “You’re 
sad about something.” he said. “There’s 
been some kind of loss?”

Nearby, a group of young people 
gave a shout of laughter, but Kay didn’t 
hear it; she was looking into his eyes. 
They were a nice warm gray, she noticed. 
Full of insight and understanding.

“I didn’t know I showed it so clear­
ly,” she said. “I didn’t mean to. The 
truth is—” She looked away. “Someone 
I was—very fond of, has gone away.”

Si 11 i ti • h
kjne swallowed. Ine noise and 

gaiety almost made her wince. Why had 
she come? But her mother and father 
had urged her to come; her married 
sister. Gail, had said with a snort of 
impatience, “For Pete’s sake, get out 
among some young people again. Ever 
since your Lover Boy dissolved into 
space, you’ve been mooning around as if 
you were composing suicide notes in your 
mind.”

Kay’s mouth twisted. Lover Boy. 
That was so typical of her family’s- re­
action to Tony. They had been hostile 
toward him from the begining. “Too 
old,” her father said. Thirty-six too old 
for a girl almost twenty-one! “Too un­
stable,” her mother had said. Just be­
cause he was so gay and mercurial in 
temperament! “Too obvious,” her sister 
Gail had said. “That Grecian profile; 
those white, white teeth flashing on and 
off like traffic lights; that studied charm.” 
Because he was handsome and brilliant 
and had the most beautiful voice in the 
world! Oh, it was maddening how blind 
all of them had been! After the first 
few weeks, her parents’ disapproval of 
Tony had been so sharp that she had had 
to see him secretly. For six whole weeks, 
with only her sister Gail knowing, she 
had met him in hotel lobbies, in restau­
rants, at the homes of her girl friends. 
It had been terrible.

“I see,” Mark Russell was saying.
She looked at him. But he couldn’t 

see; no one could see how terrible it 
had been. Something pricked at her 
eyes and throat. Terrible and wonder­
ful. The stolen kisses in the shadow of 
a building, the clinging glances ex­

changed under the head waiter’s eyes, 
the prearranged calls to him from the 
corner drugstore when, with his “Hello?” 
the dead stale air in the telephone booth 
suddenly became charged with an al­
most unbearable excitement—yes, it had 
been terrible and wonderful. And now 
it was all over. The threat that had hiing 
like a darkening shadow over their en­
tire affair had finally become a reality. 
His firm had transferred him to their 
California branch.

Her eyes focused with difficulty on 
the eyes of the young man before her. 
They were filled with gravity and sym­
pathy.

She said, “I came to this party be­
cause I thought it would do me good.”

He grinned faintly. “I’ve never 
measured the therapeutic value of a 
cocktail party. But I guess it does have 
its points. It loosens the tongue, for in­
stance, and flexes the elbow joints.” 
The grin faded suddenly from his face. 
“Look,” he said. “I can see how all this 
noise and gaiety must jar you. Why 
don’t we go to some quiet place where 
we could really talk?” He looked down 
at the glass in his hand, and when he 
spoke again, his voice was low. “I know 
exactly how you feel. You see—” II i- 
eyes lifted. “I left someone behind in 
Ohio that I miss terribly, too.”

So, Kay thought; I was right.
They left the party a few minutes 

later. As they waited for the elevator, 
Kay couldn’t help smiling to herself. 
Because, on the outside, it looked as if 
they had met at a cocktail party, be­
come instantly attracted to each other, 
and gone off because they couldn’t wait 
to be alone. And on the. inside, it was 
so different—why, they were just two 
lonely people drawn together because 
they were, emotionally, in the same boat.

He took her to a quiet little French 
restaurant where soft music played in 
the background. They had coffee and 
pastries, and smoked a great many cig­
arettes. At first, Kay decided that she 
couldn’t possibly discuss Tony with a 
stranger. But it was amazing how his 
sympathy and understanding seemed to 
draw confidence from her like water 
from a hidden spring. Little phrases 
came first, then long sentences; she told 
him how brilliant Tony had been, how 
worldly and charming and different from 
the others. She began to feel better, al­
most—yes, almost good. As if some­
thing inside her had eased.

Finally she looked at Mark. “You 
were telling me at the party that you, 
too—” She paused delicately.

He nodded. “Gerry,” he said. 
“Short for Geraldine.” He looked away. 
“She had such charm and gaiety; she 
was the most graceful thing I’ve ever 
seen.”

Suddenly Kay thought, He has a 
wonderful profile; there’s something 
strong and yet sweet about his mouth. 
She was instantly shocked at herself.

“Graceful?” she said.
He looked at her again. “Oh, yes. 

And such fun to be with.” He sounded 
very sad.

“Why didn’t you bring her to New 
York with you?” Kay said. “I mean— 
you could have gotten married.”

He looked away. “Marriage was im­
possible.”



She was already married, Kay 
thought instantly, or maybe she had 
some terrible wasting disease. All her 
natural warmth and sympathy welled in­
side her. “I’m terribly sorry,” she said. 
She drew in her breath. “I think we 
ought to close our memory books for a 
while. It isn’t good, you know, to dwell 
on the past. We ought to try and forget.”

“How right you are,” he said.
They began to talk about books and 

the theater and music and baseball. 
They argued good-naturedly; some of 
his ideas startled Kay, others made her 
laugh. She laughed quite a lot, and once, 
turning her head, she caught sight of 
herself in the mirror and stiffened with 
shock. Her face was gay and animated, 
her eyes quite bright. Tony, she thought 
instantly, Tony . . . But the memory of 
his face seemed to drift just beyond her 
reach like a pale balloon. She felt al­
most as if she had betrayed him.

S he began to see Mark two or three 

times a week. It was all natural enough, 
she reasoned; they were simply two love­
sick young people who were reaching 
out to each other in their mutual need 
for comfort and understanding. But it 
was difficult to explain this status to her 
family; they saw Mark only as a new 
suitor, and they beamed their collective 
approval. “Now you’re talking,” her 
sister Gail said. “This one is a veritable 
broth of a boy.”

With Mark, Kay could talk about 
Tony, and at first it was as if she couldn’t 
talk enough. But after the second week, 
it was strange how the seemingly endless 
stream of her memories broke up into 
sporadic spurts and then settled into a 
thin trickle of reminiscence. They had, 
it seemed, so many other things to talk 
and argue about; to laugh over. Mark, 
she noticed, did not say so much about 
his Gerry any more, either, but Kay 
found that a mental image had formed, 
constructed out of the verbal bits and 
pieces he had already given her. It was 
the picture of a small girl, quick and 
graceful, with “the most marvelous big, 
brown eyes.”

After a few weeks, a queer thing 
began to happen when she was with him. 
He never made any physical move to­
ward her, of course, but she became very 
conscious of his hand under her elbow 
as they crossed a street, or of his shoul­
der brushing against hers as they sat 
side by side in a restaurant. Once, when 
she got something in her eye and he 
leaned forward very closely to wipe it 
away with his handkerchief, she felt 
almost dizzy when he straightened again.

One morning toward fall, the tele­
phone rang in her bedroom and she 
lifted the receiver. “Hello?” she said.

“Hello? Kay?” A deep, man’s voice.
She felt a stinging impact on her 

senses. Her mouth went dry. “Tony?” 
she said.

“Tony it is,” he said. “How are 
you, my darling? It’s marvelous to hear 
your voice again.”

“Where are you?” It was difficult 
to breathe. “California?”

“New York. Racket and Belding 
have shipped me East again. For good, 
this time.”

For good, she thought. Her mind 

whirled so dizzily that she couldn’t speak.
“When can I see you?” he said. 

“Tonight? The usual place at eight?”
She wet her lips. Thank heavens, 

she had no date. “Tonight,” she said. 
She heard a step in the hall outside and 
added quickly, “At eight. I’ve got to 
hang np now.” She hung up. And sud­
denly it was all back—the secret excite­
ment, the flutter of her senses, the thrill­
ing lift of expectation inside her. She 
could not believe it.

When she walked into the little 
Italian restaurant that night and saw 
Tony rising from one of the tables, it 
was as if there had been no empty 
stretch of days between this meeting and 
the last. She walked over to him; they 
sat down; he said something to her, but 
she hardly heard him or knew what she 
was saying; she was in that curious state 
of happiness which consumes everything 
like a fire.

In a low voice, he said, “Miss me?”
“Oh, Tony—so much.” She could 

feel herself trembling.
“I’ve missed you, too.” Under the 

table, his hand groped for hers and held 
it. “The California girls don’t hold a 
candle to you. You look lovelier than 
ever, darling?’ He smiled down into her

One way a girl can tell her boy 
friend is getting serious is when 
he starts to spend less and less 
money on dates. —Dan Bennett

eyes. His teeth showed almost startlingly 
white against the darkness of his skin.

For a second, Kay heard her sister 
Gail’s voice saying, “Too obvious. Those 
white, white teeth flashing on and off like 
traffic lights; that studied charm—” She 
instantly closed her ears to the words. 
If Gail couldn’t recognize depth and sin­
cerity and completely natural charm 
when it was written all over a person—

His fingers tightened on hers. “How 
do you think I look?” he said. He 
frownefl. “You don’t think I got too 
much of a suntan in L.A.?”

“Oh, no,” she said breathlessly. “It 
looks marvelous.”

He looked happier. “I was think­
ing—maybe I’ll buy a sunlamp.” He 
coughed. “It’s an investment in health, 
actually; they say the sunshine vitamin’s 
the most important one to stock up on; 
I—” But a waiter had come over and 
was handing them menus.

They ordered. The food came, but 
Kay hardly tasted it. They talked, but 
they couldn’t say anything that really 
mattered, because the tables were so 
close together and the waiters were hov­
ering around. It was always like this, 
Kay thought with despair; they could 
never really be alone.

Later, walking down the dark street, 
Tony suddenly took her arm and pulled 
her into the shadow of a building. A mo­
ment later, he was straining her to him; 
his mouth was on hers. Kay’s eyes 
closed; she could feel her heart thud­
ding against her ribs. And then there 
was the sound of approaching footsteps 

and they broke apart and began to walk 
on again. But as Kay looked ahead, her 
breath came light and quick in her 
throat, and she thought there was surely 
nothing more exciting in the world than 
to be kissed by Tony Ferris and walk 
beside him on a darkened street.

She saw Mark the next night. In 

her living room, from the opposite side of 
the sofa, he said abruptly, “What’s hap­
pened? You look like a Roman candle 
about to go off.”

She leaned toward him. “Oh, Mark 
—you’ll never guess. Tony’s come back.”

For a moment, his face was com­
pletely still; then he smiled. “Well, 
well,” he said. “That’s wonderful. When 
did that happen?”

“Yesterday. And this time he’s back 
for good. His firm decided to give up the 
idea of a California branch.” She leaned 
back and grinned. “I saw him last night. 
And I told him about you.”

He bent over and carefully selected 
a cigarette from the box. “Is that so? 
What did you tell him?”

“Oh—how we’d met and about my 
pining after him and your pining after 
your girl. How nice you were, and un­
derstanding.” She shook her head, still 
grinning. “At first he wouldn’t quite 
believe that it was just a platonic friend­
ship, but I finally convinced him.”

“You must be very happy,” he said.
“I’m the happiest girl in the world.” 

Sudden realization flooded through her; 
her smile faded, and her eyes became 
warm with sympathy. “Mark—I wish 
your story could have a happy ending, 
too—with Gerry, I mean. Maybe it will.”

“Maybe. I haven’t given up hope.” 
He jumped up. “What do you feel like 
doing tonight?”

They went to a movie. He seemed 
rather quiet. At her doorway at the end 
of the evening, he cleared his throat. “I 
don’t think I’ll be coming around any 
more, Kay,” he said.

She felt a sharp drop inside her. 
“Why not?”

“You don’t need a Wailing Wall any 
more.”

“But—” She swallowed. “You’ve 
been much more than that, Mark. I’ve 
had such a good time with you.”

“Yeah—well Your hoy-friend’s 
back on the scene now.” He smiled. 
“Anyway, I was never a great admirer 
of the Platonic Approach. At heart, I’m 
the Romantic-Aggressive type.” He drew 
in his breath. “I’ll see you around, Kay. 
I’m glad everything’s straightened out 
for you.”

Going up the hall stairs a few mo­
ments later, her legs felt surprisingly 
weighted, as if she were walking under 
water.

She saw a lot of Tony that week, and 
on the days that she couldn’t see him, 
there was the excitement of stealing out 
to the corner drugstore at a prearranged 
time and telephoning him from there. It 
was too dangerous, she thought, for Tony 
to call her. Not that her family had ever 
forbidden her to see him, exactly, but 
the whole issue might come to a head 
unless she was careful and kept it all in 
the background.

But one morning, her mother came 



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—”

“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 End
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RUTH DRAKE 

FASHION • BEAUTY EDITOR

Photographed in the new, beautiful 
glass-walled Fifth Avenue 
branch bank of New York’s 
Manufacturers Trust Company

These three dresses al Lord and Taylor, New York

Left: The trim navy dress in 
sheer wool with the illu­
sion of a bolero, traced with 
braid, and white pique 
accents. By Dorothy Hubbs. 
In 8 to 16. About $30. 
Betmar hat. Umbrella by 
Uncle Sam. Coronet bag.

Above: Tiny-check dress 
in navy and white Orlon 
and rayon. Navy taffeta 
binds the collar, cuffs, 
and ties in a bow at the neck. 
Graceful cluster-pleated skirt. 
By David Crystal. In 10 
to 18. About $40.
Dachette hat. 
Cellini shoes.

Right: Crisp navy and white 
checked coat-dress of Orlon 
and rayon, outlined in 
removable white pique. 
Lowered waistline contour 
belt. By David Crystal. 
In 8 to 20. About $40. 
Dachette hat.
Coronet bag.

ank on Blue
Pay to the order of , . .

"The Girl-Who-Looks-Ahead.” She knows 

the long life of a navy dress touched 

with white. Here are moderately-priced 

new fashions that will look pretty and frest? 

right now—and all through spring



YOUNG ADULTS • FASHIONS

Left: Navy-and-white printed rayon taffeta dress with white pique collar 
and cuffs. Elongated bodice with all-around impressed pleats
that begin at the hipline. By Pat Hartly. In 8 to 16. About $23. Dachette 
hat. Right: Pure silk shantung in navy with white, pink and green 
confetti dots makes this princess coat-dress. White pique collar and 
cuffs. The bodice, trim and molded, with fullness over the hips.
By Pat Hartly. In 8 to 16. About $25. Betmar hat. Cellini shoes.

Both dresses at Lord and Taylor, New York

All bags by Coronet • Coro jewelry • Gloves by Madeleine



Above: Navy and white polka-dot jumper with gently fitted 
torso and graceful pleats in washable wrinkle-resistant Caribe. 
Smart neckline adapts to your blouses.
By Nelly Don. Sizes 8-18 and IOC to 18C (custom sizes).
About $13. Also in other colors.

Left: Elegant navy silk shantung suit, water-spot resistant. 
Jacket peplum lined for shape. Skirt has seamless front and 
three-gore back for walking ease. By Nelly Don. Sizes 8-18, 
IOC to 18C. About $25. Also in other colors. Dachette hat.

a

Both at Carson, Pirie Scott, Chicago.

For additional stores where fashions may be seen, turn to page 68
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MENU

ifc Baked Stuffed Lasagna 
(large picture at right) 

Whole Green Beans
Hearts of Lettuce Salad

Hot Rolls
Mixed Fruit Compote 

Tea or Coffee

* BAKED STUFFED LASAGNA
LASAGNA STUFFING:

3 tablespoons butter
1 8-ounce package frozen chicken livers, chopped fine

1 medium onion, chopped
1 clove garlic, minced

2 cups (1 pound) uncooked ground veal
14 teaspoon thyme

1 teaspoon salt
^4 teaspoon pepper

2 beaten eggs
16 lasagna noodles

2 tablespoons olive oil
Melt butter in a large skillet. Add livers, onion, garlic, 

veal, thyme, salt and pepper. Cook till veal is no longer pink. 
Remove from heat and blend in beaten eggs.

In large kettle, bring 3 quarts of water to a rapid boil. 
Add oil. Add lasagna, one at a time, stir occasionally to keep 
from sticking together. Cook until tender. Drain. While 
lasagna is cooking, prepare this sauce:

2 6-ounce packages process American cheese, cubed
1 chicken bouillon cube

1 cup hot water
*4 cup dry skim milk 

% cup shredded sharp cheese
Place all ingredients, except sharp cheese, in top of 

double boiler over rapidly boiling water. Stir occasionally 
until cheese is melted and sauce is smooth.

Spread half of each lasagna with meat mixture. Fold re­
maining half over sandwich style. Place stuffed lasagna on 
broiler pan. Pour cheese sauce over, sprinkle with shredded 
cheese. Broil to brown. Makes 8 servings of 2 lasagna each.
Your time: 30 minutes • Cooking time: 35 minutes
Approximate cost per serving: 21c

Turn the page for recipes of dinners pictured above



Photos by Paul Weller

Having a crowd for dinner Is delightful. If the 

cost doesn’t unbalance your food budget.

These menus solve that problem. The hearty main 

dishes require few extras to make a meal. They’re 

all of the rice and macaroni family, sauced 

to keep you in the fine-cook class.

All aceeeeoriee in large photograph from La Cuim'niere, NYC.



Budget Dinners to Serve a Crowd

Tamale Pie
(Picture No. 1, page 58) 

Cole Slaw Corn Chips 
Frozen Melon Balls

Tea or Coffee

* TAMALE PIE
2 pounds round steak 
cut in M inch cubes

2 tablespoons salad oil
1 teaspoon salt

14 teaspoon pepper 
About 2 cups water 

1 6-ounce can tomato sauce 
2 tablespoons chili powder

2 tablespoons flour
1 large clove garlic, minced 

y% teaspoon Tabasco
1 8-ounce jar stuffed olives, sliced 
2 cups uncooked yellow cornmeal

Preheat oven to 300°F. (slow).
Brown meat in oil in a large skillet. 

Add salt, pepper and water to cover. Sim­
mer covered for ¥2 hour. Add tomato 
sauce, chili powder and flour mixed with 
water to make a paste, garlic, Tabasco, 
olives. Cook until thickened. Make 
cornmeal mush as package directs. Pour 
meat sauce into a 3-quart casserole. Top 
with mush. Bake for 1 hour. Serves 10.
Your time: 30 minutes. • Cooking time: 1% 
hours • Approximate cost per serving: 28c

Tuna-Toss Spaghetti 
(Picture No. 2, page 59) 

Romaine Salad Bread Sticks
Chilled Canned Pears in Madeira Wine 

Coffee

?k Deviled Ham Tetrazzini
(Picture No. 3, page 59)

Spinach with Lemon Butter 
Tomato Salad 
Bread Sticks

Baked Apples with Cream 
Milk or Coffee

* DEVILED HAM TETRAZZINI
4 cups uncooked macaroni, 

broken in 2-inch pieces
4 tablespoons grated onion 

2 cups condensed chicken soup, 
undiluted

1 soup can of milk
2 cups grated sharp cheese

2 teaspoons Worcestershire sauce
2 4^-ounce cans deviled ham
Preheat oven to 350°F. (moderate).
Cook and drain macaroni as package 

directs. Combine macaroni and remain­
ing ingredients in a 3-quart casserole. 
Stir well to blend. Bake, covered, for 20 
minutes. If desired, top with cheese 
wedges and brown lightly under broiler 
before serving. Makes 10 portions.
Your time: 20 minutes • Baking time: 20-25 
minutes • Approximate cost per serving: 19c

sfc Sweet Cream Noodle Ring 
(Picture No. 4, page 59)

Pineapple Salad
Brown ’n Serve Rolls

Lemon Sherbet Brownies
Tea or Coffee

* SWEET ( REAM 
NOODLE RING

2 cups uncooked medium noodles 
4 eggs, separated

14 teaspoon paprika
14 teaspoon oregano

14 teaspoon marjoram
14 teaspoon salt 

yz cup melted butter 
y% pint heavy cream, whipped
Preheat oven to 350°F. (moderate).
Cook and drain noodles as package 

directs. Beat egg yolks in a bowl. Add 
paprika, oregano, marjoram, salt, butter. 
Beat to blend. Beat egg whites stiff, 
whip cream. Fold egg whites, then cream 
into yolks. Pour eggs over noodles.

Grease a P/2-quart ring mold well; 
pour hoodie mixture into mold. Set mold 
in a pan of hot water and bake for 1 
hour. Take ring from oven, let stand 10 
minutes. Gently loosen from mold with 
a table knife and turn out on a warm 
serving platter. During last 15 minutes 
ring is baking, start the blanquette sauce.

SAUCE BLANQUETTE
4 eggs, to be hard-cooked
1 chicken bouillon cube

1 cup water
2 tablespoons butter

1 tablespoon flour
1 cup light cream

2 beaten egg yolks
14 teaspoon salt 

y2 pound sliced, fresh mushrooms 
2 tablespoons butter

Place 4 eggs in boiling water, cook 
for 15 minutes. Dissolve bouillon cube 
in 1 cup water. Melt butter in skillet. 
Blend in flour. Add bouillon, cream, egg 
yolks, salt. Stir to blend and keep warm 
over very low heat.

Put mushrooms in a skillet with 2 
tablespoons butter, cook over low heat to 
brown mushrooms. Peel and slice cooked 
eggs. Add eggs and mushrooms to sauce. 
Serve over ring. Garnish with almonds 
if desired. Serves 8.
Your time: 40 minutes • Baking time: 1 
hour 10 minutes • Approximate cost per 
serving: 21c

sfc Wonderful Sausage Stew 
(Picture No. 5, page 58)

Carrots and Celery Melba Toast 
Orange-Grapefruit Ambrosia 

Tea or Coffee

* WONDERFUL 
SAUSAGE STEW’
2 tablespoons butter

1 medium onion, chopped
1 small clove garlic, minced
4 leaves lettuce, shredded

4 large mushrooms, sliced (14 lb.) 
4 peeled, cubed medium tomatoes 

x/z pound sweet Italian sausage, 
mashed

1 yz cups uncooked elbow macaroni 
3 chicken bouillon cubes

3 cups hot water 
114 teaspoons salt 

1 package frozen peas, cooked
1 canned pimiento, diced

Preheat oven to 425°F. (hot).
Melt butter in a small skillet, add 

onion, garlic, cook till soft. In a 3-quart 
casserole, combine lettuce, mushrooms, 
tomatoes, sausage, raw macaroni, bouil­
lon cubes dissolved in hot water, salt, 
onion and garlic. Stir well. Cover and 
bake ¥2 hour. Uncover, bake 15 min­
utes more until macaroni is tender. Stir 
in peas and diced pimiento. Serves 8.
Your time: 25 minutes • Baking time: 45 
minutes • Approximate cost per serving: 19c

* TUNA TOSS 
SPAGHETTI SAUCE

Vz pound dried mushrooms or 
2 6-ounce cans mushrooms stems 

and pieces
2 cups water

4 cloves garlic, finely minced 
y% cup olive oil

2 10 y2 -ounce cans tomato puree 
y± teaspoon black pepper

1 teaspoon salt
3 6 y2 -ounce cans tuna, flaked

1 cup coarsely chopped fresh parsley
Soak dried mushrooms in water 30 

minutes or add water to can liquid to 
make 2 cups. Brown garlic in oil in 
large skillet. Add mushrooms, water or 
juice, puree, pepper, salt. Cover, simmer 
1 hour. Add tuna, parsley, toss with 2 
pounds cooked spaghetti. Serves 10.
Your time: 18 minutes • Cooking time: 1 
hour * Approximate cost per serving: 20c



How to Freeze Our Budget Dinners

Your Home freezer can be a real convenience that

❖ Shrimp Dinner Salad
(Picture No. 6, page 58)

Buttered Asparagus 
Parmesan French Bread

Lemon Meringue Pie 
Milk or Coffee

* SHRIMP DINNER SALAD
4 cups uncooked shell macaroni 
% cup bottled French dressing

2 cups raw cauliflowerettes
1 cup thinly sliced scallions

1 teaspoon salt
*4 teaspoon pepper

2 5-ounce cans shrimp
1 cup ripe olives, sliced

1 cup mayonnaise
Yz cup chili sauce 

Lettuce leaves
Cook and drain macaroni as directed 

on package. Put into a large bowl, toss 
with French dressing and chill 1 hour. 
Then add cauliflowerettes, scallions, salt, 
pepper, shrimp and sliced olives. Blend 
mayonnaise and chili sauce. Pour over 
salad. Toss and serve in bowl lined with 
lettuce leaves. Serves 10.

Wrapping materials and freezer courtesy of Westinghouse

will save you both time and work on party days —

I
Most of our budget dinners may be frozen ready-to-use. Casserole dishes 
■ to be frozen should be cooked 15 minutes less than recipe time to allow 
for extra cooking during reheating. Chill cooked foods immediately, before 
wrapping, to prevent continued cooking and loss of flavors. Setting the 
casserole in a pan of ice (shown above) is the most efficient cooling method.

Your time: 20 minutes • Chilling time: 1 
hour • Approximate cost per serving: 19c

❖ Meat Balls with Raisin Rice 
(Picture No. 7, page 58)

Tossed Green Salad Hot Muffins 
Angel Food Cake with 
Lemon Pudding Sauce

Tea or Coffee

❖ MEAT BALLS WITH 
RAISIN RICE
*4 pound butter

2l/z cups uncooked white rice
2 teaspoons salt

2 large onions, diced
4 chicken bouillon cubes

5 cups hot water
1 tablespoon salt

2^4 pounds ground beef
1 46-ounce can vegetable juice 

cocktail
Yz cup raisins, plumped in hot water

Put butter and raw rice in a skillet, 
cook and stir until rice is golden brown. 
Add salt, onion, bouillon cubes and wa­
ter. Cover, cook slowly for ¥2 hour.

Meanwhile, add tablespoon of salt to 
beef and form into I’Zj" balls. Pour vege­
table juice into a skillet, add meat balls. 
Cook slowly for 30 minutes. Drain 
cooked rice, add raisins. Serve meat 
balls and sauce over rice. Serves 10.
Your time: 23 minutes • Cooking time: 1 
hour • Approximate cost per serving: 19c

2
 Sausage Stew, Tamale Pie and Tetrazzini may be frozen in baking dishes 
■ or in polyethylene bags. Be sure to make an airtight wrap, for air-pockets 

draw moisture from the food. Secure folds of wrap with freezer tape; label 
package with storage date and name of food. Store these cooked, seasoned 
dishes not more than 6 weeks to prevent loss of flavors and texture.

Put packages directly on shelf of upright or against wall of chest-type 
freezer. Once frozen, store wherever convenient in freezer. To reheat, 
unwrap, bake 1 hour at 375°F. Cover with foil if top gets too brown. 
Italian salad, without mayonnaise, and Lasagna, stuffed without sauce, 
may be frozen in the same way. Meat balls and sauce and Tuna Toss 
sauce may be kept in rigid containers or jars for not more than 6 months.



DECORATION

Side chair can be used 
at either a dining table or 
dressing table. Softly 
upholstered seat; priced 
at about $25.

Drop-leaf table extends
to 92" to seat 8 or more. Table has 
practical Formica top.
With two 12" leaves
about $150.

Cocktail table features
marble-grained Formica top that
blends perfectly with wood
finishes. 48 long,
about $50.

THE CL^A^I, UNCLUTTERED LOOK

Nine-drawer triple dresser 
in warm tones of 

Finnish walnut. Shown 
here with extender placed 

between chest and dresser to create 
desk, make-up shelf or a place 

for books. Dresser, 63%*'  
long, about $150; extender in 

70" length, about $45.

Arm chair with upholstered 
seat is an example of graceful 

line combined with 
deep-chair comfort. Its 

fine construction makes it look 
far more than the budget 

price of about $31.



Access ory Quiz
Below are sev irol examples of 
contemporary accessories. Can 
you identify tl em?

Stressing simplicity and 

charm, this Raymond Loewy designed 

furniture will give your home . . .

OF CONTEMPORARY
With comfort the keynote, the living, 
dining and bedroom furniture shown here
is wonderfully flexible—can be used
harmoniously in every room.
One of the best features: 
the marble-grained Formica 
tops which resist heat, 
stains and scratches. 
Prices are modest to fit 
low-budget needs

Room divider has “look-through” 
spaciousness, plus enclosed 
cabinet section accessible from both 
sides through sliding doors.
About $120.

-

Three-drawer chest occupies
small space; can be used in any room.
Shown here with extender and
dresser. About $95.

9 All furniture by The Mengel Company, Louisville, Kentucky/ Chintz by Cyrus Clark; 
all accessories and lighting fixtures by Ray mor, New York City

Photomontage by Somoroff • Drawings by George Wiggins

2. This is an iron
A. Wine-bottle holder
B. Door knocker
C. Free-form sculpture

4. This is a wrought-iron
A. Fire basket 
B. Bread tray 
C. Foot scraper



Should You 
Buy on Credit?
BY MORTON YARMON

Drawing by Mary Suzuki

C redit, like fire, can be your friend and helper — if you 
use it carefully. It permits you to buy things when you want 
them, and to pay for them when you are able. Without credit, 
as reflected in the mortgage, most American families would be 
unable to own their own homes. Without credit, many a family 
that now posseses a car and a television set would have to go 
without both. Because of new travel-credit plans, many more 
people can enjoy long vacation trips. Also, credit is a kind of 
forced saving.

But if you use credit carelessly, it can hurt you. Buy on 
credit beyond your means, fail to meet your payments, or don’t 
bother to read the details of your sales contract — and you’ll 
soon wish the word “credit” were erased from the dictionary.

• TYPES OF CREDIT BUYING

Charge Account — You shop in person or by telephone, and 
pay, generally by check, when your monthly bill arrives.
Budget Account — You buy what you want, then take three 
to six months to pay.
Revolving Fund — The store sets a maximum on your credit, 
and allows you to charge items until the total cost equals that 
maximum. Each month you pay a part, usually one-sixth, of 
what you owe.
Installment Credit — You may or may not be required to make 
a down payment, and you promise to pay the balance in in­
stallments. These may stretch over weeks or months, for as 
long as three years. You sign a sales contract with the retailer, 
or with a finance company.
Borrowing — You borrow cash and repay later.

Don’t confuse these with the “deposit account” or “lay­
away plan,” which are the reverse of credit. With a deposit 
account, you pay the store a certain amount of money in ad­
vance, then make purchases against that amount. The lay­
away plan allows you to reserve an article by leaving a deposit 
at the store. You make periodic payments until the total is 
paid, then take possession of the article.

• YOU’RE BORROWING MONEY

You are borrowing money when you buy on credit. The 
retailer usually does not charge you for this privilege under 
the charge-account, budget-account or revolving-fund plans, 
because he feels he is amply repaid in stimulated sales. In­
stallment buying, however, always entails an extra charge. 
You pay not only for the use of the money but also for the 
paper work involved in the periodic payments. Therefore 
the larger the down payment and the fewer the installments, 
the less the ultimate cost. The installment charge is rarely 
less than 12 per cent, and may legitimately go as high as 30 
per cent for used cars. Where abuses exist, the sky’s the limit.

• BUYER, BEWAREI

Installment buying calls for particular caution because 
of a tiny minority of sellers who prey on the unwary. For 
example, installment advertising may confuse and mislead 
you. An advertisement may state “small service charge” with­
out indicating the actual amount of the charge. The ad may 
talk of a “six-per-cent charge” and the charge may turn out 
to be double that. Here’s why:

When you borrow $100 and the six-per-cent interest is 
subtracted immediately, you get only $94. What is nominally 
six-per-cent interest actually amounts to more than that. 
Then, since you pay back the full $100 at the rate of $8.33 a 
month, you do not have the use of all the money for the entire 
year, although the interest is charged as though you had. The 
real interest rate is approximately 12 per cent.

• CHECK THE DOLLARS AND CENTS

To avoid confusion, insist that all charges be translated 
into dollars and cents and be clearly itemized and totaled in 
the contract. In this way you can check one installment plan 
against another. Generally the cost breaks down into four 
items: a down payment; an insurance charge (common in 
the purchase of automobiles, for example, so that the seller 
is protected in case of fire or collision); a financing charge, 
and the regular installment payments.

• PROTECTION AGAINST RISK

Since the finance company or the installment seller is 
lending you money, he has to assure himself that you are a 
good risk. He wants to know your reputation and financial 
condition. Beyond that, he wants to bind you so that if you 
fail to make any payment due him, he is protected. He may 
do this in various ways, but you will rarely come across the 
more oppressive remedies:
Repossession clause — The seller can take back his goods. 
Deficiency judgment — You would be liable for the difference 
between what you owe and what the seller can get for the re­
possessed goods.
Assignment of interest in other property —The seller can take 
back another article he has sold you and for which you have 
already paid in full.
Promissory note — You sign a separate promise to pay the 
unpaid amount to the seller or to the finance company. When 
your note is discounted at a bank, a j udgment against you can 
be more easily obtained.
Guaranty — A third party (often your wife or your husband) 
adds his promise to pay your debt if you fail to do so.
Wage assignment — The seller can go to your employer and 
attach part of your wages.

A promissory note, a guaranty and a wage assignment 
involve the signing of separate documents. The other types of 
security devices are usually written into the sales contract.

• STUDY THE FINE PRINT

Your best protection is to read the contract and all accom­
panying documents carefully — especially anything in fine 
print. If something puzzles you, discuss it with your attorney 
or the local Better Business Bureau. Never sign anything 
until all blanks are filled in.

• PRESERVE YOUR CREDIT STANDING

If you want to take advantage of credit buying, be sure 
to retain your credit standing. Good credit standing has real 
psychological value in your community, and should be care­
fully guarded. Don’t think you can violate a credit arrange­
ment at one store and get credit elsewhere. Most stores 
belong to central credit bureaus. If you can’t make a pay­
ment, discuss your problem with the credit manager. He 
will probably try to help and will respect your frankness.

Above all, don’t overextend yourself. One of the virtues 
of paying cash is that you can’t spend what you haven’t got. 
When you buy on credit, sometimes there’s a temptation to 
buy too much. The best way to avoid this is to develop a 
family budget (Redbook — November 1954) and stick to it, 
making certain that all credit payments, just like cash pay­
ments, can be covered by your income.



■

Will It Really Wash?
Most synthetics take enthusiastically to suds. But if you're 

wondering about that new blouse, bright sweater, or those dainty 
undies, here is some washday know-how. First, if garment carries 

a fact tag, read it carefully. You don’t have to coddle these 
fabrics, but you should avoid hit-or-miss washing methods.

Let this chart be a handy guide —

■ NYLON RAYON

ACRILAN, 
DYNEL, ORLON DACRON

WASHING

Wash white with other whites, 
never with colors. Can be 
washed by hand; in auto­
matic or conventional wash­
er. Use hot water; synthetic 
detergent or mild soap; 
short washing time. In hard- 
water areas, condition wash 
and rinse waters with water 
softener. Colors are best 
washed in warm water: test 
for color-fastness unless spe­
cified on label.

Wash white and color-fast 
blouses, lingerie, negligees 
in hot water, either by hand 
or in automatic or conven­
tional washer. Use synthetic 
detergent or mild soap. In 
hard-water areas, condition 
wash and rinse waters with 
water softener. Hand-wash 
sheers, loosely woven rayons 
and knits in lukewarm water. 
Check labels to see if gar­
ment is color fast.

Wash white with other whites, 
never with colors. Can be 
machine-washed if garment 
is well-constructed and seams 
won’t fray. Use short wash­
ing time, hot water, mild 
soap or synthetic detergent. 
Condition hard water with 
water softener. Always hand­
wash sheer and loosely wov­
en or knitted garments. It 
is safest to wash colors in 
lukewarm water.

Blouses, sweaters, socks of 
100% Dacron or blends with 
cotton, wool, rayon, can be 
machine-washed if garment 
is well-finished to resist fray­
ing. Use lukewarm water, 
synthetic detergent or mild 
soap. Keep washing time 
short. Condition hard water 
with a water softener. Wash 
whites in an all-white load. 
Dacron garments must be 
thoroughly rinsed, as par- 
tides of soap or detergent 
left in fabric can cause un­
desirable discoloration.

DRYING

Do not wring or twist. Dry 
jersey, tricot knit, delicate 
fabrics by squeezing out 
moisture in towel, then han^ 
on wooden or rustless hang­
ers to drip-dry. Crepe, taf­
feta, satin blouses and lin­
gerie should be hung right 
from rinse water to drip-dry. 
Avoid direct sunlight.

Roll fine rayons in bath 
towel to absorb moisture; 
remove at once, as some ray­
on fabrics will water-spot if 
left rolled. Lay out flat; 
shape to original measure­
ments ; dry only to damp­
dry. Sturdy garments can be 
damp-dried in automatic 
dryer set at low heat.

Do not wring or twist. Hang 
all garments, right from 
rinse water, on wooden or 
rustless hangers to drip-dry; 
the weight of the water will 
do the ironing job for you. 
Smooth out seams and hems 
by hand. Blot sweaters be­
tween turkish towels; shape 
on towel and dry flat. Avoid 
direct sunlight.

Do not wring or spin-dry. 
Hang garments of 100% Da­
cron right from rinse water 
to drip-dry for wrinkle-free 
results. Follow instructions 
for Orlon when drying sweat­
ers and socks. Dry these gar­
ments away from sun.

>»

IRONING

The key to no ironing is 
drip-drying. Finger-press 
seams, cuffs, collars several 
times during drying. Steam- 
iron if you wish, or with 
conventional iron at medium 
heat setting. Steam-press 
sweaters very lightly to re­
store new-looking finish.

Most rayons should be 
ironed at a medium heat 
setting, while slightly damp. 
Iron slips, blouses, lingerie 
on wrong side; iron up and 
under free edges of seams 
and iron with the grain to 
restore shape and size. Steam- 
pressing with your steam iron 
produces excellent results, 
as it docs on all the man­
made or synthetic fibers.

Little or no ironing is 
needed; it is best to iron 
only for touch-up. All these 
fabrics are thermoplastic. 
Too much heat causes 
shrinking and glazing; test 
fabric before pressing. Use 
very low heat, or steam­
press. A pressing cloth is 
recommended.

One of the many conven­
iences of Dacron is that it 
needs little or no ironing. 
If pressing is desired, use a 
steam iron, or regular iron 
set at low heat. Only light 
touch-ups with an iron 
needed for sheer garments.

BLEACHING 

and 

STAIN 

REMOVAL

Remove stains from white 
and colors with cool deter­
gent or soapy water soon 
after staining. If whites are 
discolored or gray, soak 5 
minutes in hot water and 
instant bead bluing like La 
France; or in sodium per­
borate bleach like “Snowy.” 
Follow instructions on pack­
age. Wash at once.

Bleach or bluing is usually 
not required. (See instruc­
tions under Nylon.) If whites 
or colors become gray-look­
ing, it is caused by soap or 
soil that has not been prop­
erly removed. Thorough 
rinsing is important to pre­
serve color and freshness. 
Sponge out stains right after 
staining, then wash garment 
at once as directed.

Remove stains with warm 
detergent water or soapy wa­
ter quickly after staining. If 
whites are discolored or 
gray, soak 5 minutes in hot 
water and instant bead blu­
ing like La France; or in a 
sodium perborate bleach like 
“Snowy.” Follow package in­
structions. Wash at once.

Many stains can be removed 
right after staining with 
warm suds or detergent wa­
ter. If whites are discolored, 
soak 5 minutes in hot water 
and instant bead bluing like 
La France; or in a sodium 
perborate bleach like 
“Snowy.” Follow package in­
structions. Wash at once.

BLENDS

When nylon is blended with 
other fibers, labels on gar­
ments must so state. Follow 
instructions for the fiber re­
quiring greatest care: i.e., 
hand or machine washing, 
minimum washing time, 
proper drying and ironing.

All-rayon or part-rayon fab­
rics must be specified on the 
label. Check tags if blended 
with cotton, acetate, nylon, 
wool, etc., and gear the 
washing to the most sensi­
tive fiber. (See comment 
under Nylon Blend.)

If any of these fibers are 
blended with rayon, acetate 
or wool, the label must so 
state. Check tags and gear 
the washing to the most 
sensitive fiber.
(For instructions see com­
ment under Nylon Blend).

If Dacron is blended with 
other fibers, the label must 
so state. For blends other 
than those mentioned above, 
follow washing guide for the 
most sensitive fiber. (For in­
structions see comment un­
der Nylon Blend).

Photo by Emerick Bronson



(Continued from page 40) 
just another giveaway show, and I’d find 
myself trading in avarice and exploiting 
human misery. I’d had that experience 
before, in Hollywood, where I made a 
lot of money in radio doing just that. 
But I felt unclean, so I quit it and started 
doing something altogether uncertain—a 
show of my own. Now, if I didn’t fight 
this new plan, I’d find myself doing ex­
actly what I hated, in television.”

In the first week after this broadcast, 
CBS-TV was inundated by 14,000 letters 
denouncing the network for even thinking 
of tampering with their favorite program, 
much less for firing Garry Moore.

When the letters continued to pour 
in, the shocked executives at CBS told 
prospective sponsors what had happened.

Before long, Garry had acquired a 
full quota of sponsors and had established 
a waiting list. He had won the fight to 
be himself. And he was given a nighttime 
show, “I’ve Got a Secret,” which more 
than once has been rated the most popu­
lar panel show on the air.

But despite his popularity, and the 
fact that he is one of CBS-TV’s top 
moneymakers, Garry Moore is not a “fa­
vorite son” at his network. Hubbell 
Robinson, a CBS vice-president, char­
acterized the general feeling about him 
when he remarked, “Garry is a very 
talented young man with a rock-bound 
integrity that is very often indistinguish­
able from plain stubbornness.”

Mr. Robinson was thinking, perhaps, 
of the numerous occasions when Garry has 
used the facilities of CBS to speak frank­
ly on controversial subjects. He refuses 
to keep silent when an ideal he believes 
in is involved—even if he, personally, is 
not. Since controversy is something most 
television performers sedulously avoid, 
the industry was taken aback when Garry 
entered full force into the George S. 
Kaufman dispute during Christmas, 1952. 
Kaufman, the playwright who had long 
been a feature on the TV show “This Is 
Show Business,” was fired by CBS. He 
had remarked, just before Christmas, 
that he hoped his program would dis­
tinguish itself during the Yuletide season 
by being the only one on which “Silent 
Night, Holy Night” was not sung.

A number of persons wrote indig­
nant letters to the network and to the 
show’s sponsors, complaining about “Mr. 
Kaufman’s sacrilegious attitude.” Both 
CBS and the sponsors promptly respond­
ed in their traditional manner to what 
they thought was the voice of the cash 
customer: Kaufman was fired.

When this was announced, Garry 
Moore devoted a good part of one of his 
own shows to Vaffaire Kaufman. “I am 
ashamed of the network,” he told his 
audience, “and I’m ashamed of the pub­
lic.”

Mr. Kaufman, said Moore, did not 

have any sacrilegious intent in making 
his remark. All he meant to imply was 
that every program played “Silent Night, 
Holy Night” at this season until it be­
came hackneyed by constant repetition 
to the point where the spirit of the song 
was lost. Moore said he was ashamed of 
the people who wrote denouncing Kauf­
man, for their small and uncharitable 
minds. And he said he was ashamed of 
the sponsors and the network for sur­
rendering to such a misguided minority. 
At the end of Moore’s speech, the studio 
audience broke into spontaneous ap­
plause.

And then Moore’s vast and articu­
late audience around the country took 
over. They wrote to the sponsors of 
“This Is Show Business,” and to the net­
work. The anti-Kaufman letters were 
not only smaller in number, but no match 
at all to the indignation of Garry Moore’s 
cohorts. Kaufman was reinstated on his 
program the following week.

The format of the Garry Moore show 
is simple. He has two singers, a pretty 
girl named Denise Lor and a man named 
Ken Carson, as regular members of his 
cast, and an announcer, Durward Kirby, 
with whom he chats and puts on skits. 
Carson and Kirby have been with him 
since his radio days, and the others, in­
cluding a small band directed by Howard 
Smith, have been on the show through 
his four-year-long TV career. During the 
half-hour of the show, Miss Lor and 
Carson each sing a song; Moore and 
Kirby kid about some subject which has 
taken their fancy, or they go through 
some gentle horseplay, perhaps burles­
quing a popular show like “I Love Lucy.”

There are occasional guests— 

another comic, or a foreign correspond­
ent, a beauty queen, a writer, an explorer, 
or just someone like Jim Purcell, a gen­
eral-store keeper whom Moore once met 
and found to be a fascinating talker on 
the subject of the “good old days” toward 
the end of the last century. One guest, 
naturalist Ivan Sanderson, so intrigued 
Moore—and his audience—that he be­
came almost a regular member of the 
cast, returning week after week with 
such varied friends as a baby elephant, 
a stork, a monkey and an alligator.

Sometimes, Moore will simply pull 
up a chair and sit down to read a long 
excerpt from some book he has found 
interesting, and which he believes his lis­
teners will like. He may read some mail 
he has received—he gets around 500 let­
ters a week—or some poetry, or he will 
simply chat about something that has 
happened to him, or an idea that has 
occurred to him.

One portion of Moore’s show is 
markedly different from anything on any 
other program—a question-and-answer 
period. Moore undertakes, during this 
segment, to answer any question thrown 
at him by the studio audience. This is 
regarded in television as unnecessarily 
risky, but Moore enjoys it.

“He hasn’t ducked a question yet,” 
says Durward Kirby, “no matter what it 
was about. He had one once about re­
ligion, and I was sure this would be the 
time when he’d say ‘no comment,’ or 
something of the sort. The person wanted 
to know the religions of the people on 

the show. Garry said he really didn’t 
know, and didn’t care what religions 
people followed, but he said that since 
the question was asked he’d undertake 
to have it answered. So he called every­
body on the show—even the stagehands 
and the technicians—before the cameras 
to give their religions. There were Catho­
lics, and Jews, and every variety of Pro­
testant. As a matter of fact. I think we 
had representatives of every religion ex­
cept Buddhism and Shintoism. The audi­
ence applauded spontaneously at the end 
of that one.”

One of Moore’s more recent con­
troversies, which caused much anguish 
in the higher echelons of CBS-TV, was 
exploded by just such an impromptu 
discussion. This one happened to be 
about dogs.

“I can never tell,” Garry says, “what 
will cause a reaction. This did. I hap­
pened to mention that a doctor friend of 
our family had given us a little dog, 
which we called ‘Nick.’ It came from a 
hospital experimental laboratory, and the 
doctor said if we didn’t take it, it would 
be done away with. So we called it 
‘Nick,’ I explained, because we saved 
it in the nick of time.

“A couple of days later. I started 
getting mail from antivivisectiomsts who 
said they were glad I was opposed to 
using animals for experimental purposes. 
And then the medical societies started 
after me, berating me for trying to stand 
in the way of progress—which had not 
been my intention.

“So the first opportunity I got, I 
went on the air and said that if anyone 
had been given the impression, simply 
by my little anecdote about Nick, that I 
was an antivivisectionist, they were sadly 
mistaken. I said I had never meant to 
imply such a thing, because no matter 
how much I love dogs, I still realize that 
experimental work on animals is neces­
sary to research.

“For a while, that subject, seemed to 
be closed. But then the antivivisectionists 
really got to work. They’re organized, 
and they wrote to the network that they 
were entitled, under the regulations 
governing broadcasting, to equal time 
on the air to refute my arguments! They 
got the time, too. CBS didn’t like it one 
bit.”

Occasionally, some of Moore’s TV 
fans, carried away by a devotion which 
they feel must be reciprocated (and is, 
to a large degree), ask him to do favors 
for them which he finds embarrassing or 
impossible. One woman in Ohio wrote 
and told him that her 18-year-old son was 
going to New York on his first trip away 
from home, and since Garry Moore was 
the only friend she had in the city, would 
he please take the boy in his car, show 
him around town, and see that he didn’t 
meet the wrong people or go to unsuit­
able places? Another woman wrote and 
said that Moore was the only person she 
could turn to for help. Her husband, she 
said, was an alcoholic. Would Garry 
please adopt her small child, because he, 
and not her husband, was the sort of man 
who should raise a child?

And a woman living in the Midwest 
once sent Garry two dollars which she 
asked him to invest for her. Since Garry 
seemed to know everyone of importance, 
she explained in her letter, she was sure 



that he also knew jockeys, trainers and 
other people around race tracks. Would 
he please bet the two dollars on a horse, 
then bet the winnings, and keep on that 
way until the sum reached $1,000. 
“Then,” she said cheerfully, “you can 
send me the $1,000. I certainly could 
use it.”

Garry’s wife, Nell, a pretty, dark­
haired woman, and their two sons, 
Mason, 14, and Garry, Jr., who is 11, see 
a good deal more of the head of their 
family than do the families of most other 
TV performers. This arrangement was 
not achieved accidentally.

“I went into daytime television,” 
Garry says, “by design, for two reasons. 
First of all, daytime is much better for 
the kind of show I have, which is the only 
kind of show I want to do. In those 
hours the format can be loose or even 
nonexistent, and you can experiment. I 
wanted to be able to do anything I wanted 
on my show, just as I do now.

“Second, and even more important, 
I wanted daytime TV so I could spend 
as much time with my family as possible. 
I happen to like family life, and I don’t 
like the kind of life other comedians live. 
Hanging around in crowds of comedians 
in Lindy’s in New York and in Roma­
noff’s in Hollywood, seeing only other 
comedians, seems like a dreary sort of 
existence. It just doesn’t appeal to me. 
I want to know other people besides 
comedians and I want to hear other 
things besides jokes.”

In Rye, a small town in Westchester 
County in the northern suburbs of New 

York City, where he leads the family life 
he has made for himself, Garry Moore 
is known as Thomas Garrison Morfit, Jr.

“I’ve got two lives,” Gary says, “and 
since I think it’s healthier to keep them 
separate, I find it quite reasonable to 
have two names. Garry Moore is my pro­
fessional name. I acquired it when I was 
working in radio in Chicago. People 
seemed to forget Morfit too easily, so we 
ran a contest to pick a name that would 
be easier to remember. A woman picked 
Garry Moore, and I took it.

“When I’m working, I’m Garry 
Moore. And when I’m living my private 
life, I use the name I was born with. My 
wife and children are not in television, 
so they go by the name of Morfit, too, be­
cause it happens to be their real name.”

G arry has two separate checking 
accounts—one under the name of Moore, 
for matters relating to his television ca­
reer, and the other for household and 
other private expenditures, under the 
name of Morfit. All of his wife’s charge 
accounts in New York stores are also 
under the name of Morfit. “It saves a 
lot of trouble,” she has told friends. “If 
I went into a department store and said, 
‘Charge it to Mrs. Garry Moore,’ there’d 
be a lot of useless and pointless fussing. 
I like it better this way.”

Garry and his wife and sons live in 
a ten-room, three-story white frame 
Colonial house, in a pleasant neighbor­
hood of expansive lawns. Nell Morfit 
runs the house, which she decorated in 

Colonial American style, with the help 
of a cook and a woman who comes in by 
the day to clean.

One of Moore’s great interests is 
a vast collection of classical and jazz 
phonograph records, which number in 
the thousands. For years, he has raised 
tropical fish, and for a while every room 
in the house was filled with aquariums. 
“Right now, though,” he says, “I’m con­
centrating on only a few guppies. I’m 
trying to produce a new guppy strain in 
which the black tail will be emphasized 
in the female. They tell me in the guppy 
world that if I pull this trick they may 
name the breed I develop after me. The 
Garry Moore guppy! Think of that! It 
may be my chance at immortality.”

Garry used to play golf, in the high 
eighties, but since leaving the West 
Coast he and the rest of the family have 
largely given up golf, although they still 
belong to the nearby Apawamis Country 
Club in Rye, for sailing. “Last time I 
played golf,” says Moore, “it was some­
where above 100, and Nell, who used to 
play in the eighties, too, was just as bad. 
Nowadays, weather permitting, the whole 
family spends as much time as possible 
on Long Island Sound, on our boat, the 
Red Wing.”

“Probably the only thing Garry isn’t 
interested in,” says a friend, “is food. 
Garry can’t understand why people make 
such a fuss about food, because the only 
purpose he sees in eating is to get nour­
ishment. It sometimes used to annoy Nell 
because she’d go to a lot of trouble to 
plan a meal and then Garry would act
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Albany, N. Y..................................Flah’s
Atlanta, Ga. ..,................................Rich’s
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Cleveland, Ohio ...................Halle Bros.
Denver, Colo.................Denver Dry Goods
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Houston, Tex.....................Ben Wolfman
Indianapolis, Ind...............Wm. H. Block
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Los Angeles, Calif. ..Bullock’s Downtown 
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Milwaukee, Wise.......Wisconsin Apparel
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as if he were eating a ham-and-cheese 
sandwich from the corner drugstore.”

Garry met Nell at a Halloween party 
in Baltimore—where they were both 
raised—when she was 14 years old. An 
intelligent, poised woman, she probably 
comes close to being a composite of the 
Moore television audience. Her interests 
are as varied as his own.

Recently, she branched out on a ca­
reer of her own, as an interior decorator.

There is an easygoing, casual, but 
warm relationship between Garry and his 
two sons. It has been some time since 
Garry has spanked one of the boys, but 
there never was any doubt in his mind 
that some circumstances demand such 
drastic action. “When kids are little,” 
he says, “the only way, sometimes, to 
have a meeting of minds with them is to 
spank their bottoms. When they’re at a 
certain age, or when they’re at a certain 
stage, there’s no other way of reasoning 
with them. I remember one particular 
incident. Mason, the older boy, was 
about seven when it happened. He was 
talking about something that happened 
in school, to a boy in his class, and he 
used a word that I hate—a term that 
signifies prejudice of the worst kind.

“So I walked across the room and 
slapped him in the face. He went pale. 
I picked him up in my arms, and I ex­
plained to him that I’d hit him purposely 
to shock him, because I never again 
wanted him to use that word. I explained 
it was a bad word, because race-hatred is 
a bad thing. And the lesson took, because 
he’s never again used that word.”

(jT arry was born in Baltimore, Md., 

on January 15th, 1915, the son of a con­
servative, prosperous lawyer who was 
appalled when he saw his son turning 
into a comedian. Garry gave his first 
performance, impromptu, one night dur­
ing his attendance at a private military 
academy. He was on the school grounds 
after Lights Out when he saw the com­
mandant of the academy coming toward 
him. “I was in my pajamas,” says Garry, 
“so I closed my eyes, and started stag­
gering around, with my arms out­
stretched. The commandant believed, as 
I had hoped he would, that I was a sleep­
walker. Thankfully, he had also heard 
that it’s dangerous to awake a sleepwalk­
er. So he led me to my room. I heard 
him mutter, ‘If I find out this is an act, 
Morfit, I’ll kill you.’

“If I’d kept still about it, everything 
would have been all right, but I was just 
a kid of 14, and I couldn’t help bragging. 
A couple of weeks later, the command­
ant caught a whole group of boys out 
after Lights Out, and they all stuck their 
hands out and pretended to be sleep­
walkers. So the story got out, and I was 
punished not only for my trick, but for 
theirs, too.”

Garry later resigned from school, 
and his father put him to work in his law 
office, on the theory that he could keep 
a closer rein on his son there. This close 
supervision, Garry found to his horror 
one day, was causing him to stutter. 
The speech impediment persisted and 
kept getting worse, until Garry convinced 
his father that it might be better for him 
to go back to school. In public high 
school, Garry found a remedy for the



defect. He tried out for a school play 
and found, to his delight, that when he 
was pretending to be someone else he no 
longer had difficulty talking. He was 
cured.

Garry had thought, until he left his 
teens, that he was going to be a writer. 
In high school, his wrote pieces for the 
school paper and skits for the school 
plays. When he was a senior, he was 
asked to submit some sketches for a 
little-theater group. One of the members 
of the group was Zelda Fitzgerald, wife 
of the great novelist F. Scott Fitzgerald. 
After he saw a performance, Fitzgerald 
asked who had written the sketches he 
had liked. When he found it was 18- 
year-old Thomas Garrison Morfit, he in­
vited the boy to collaborate with him on 
a play. Garry, of course, was tremen­
dously impressed and flattered, for Fitz­
gerald, even though he was then deep in 
a decline, was still a great literary figure.

For months, during which Fitz­
gerald drank incessantly, Garry endeav­
ored to work with him, but most of his 
functions turned out to be those of a male 
nurse. Word had spread around Balti­
more, however, that Garry was working 
with the famous writer, and when he 
applied for a job, he was accepted as a 
continuity writer by a local radio station. 
He wrote sports, news and scripts for 
radio dramas for $3 a week until one 
day a comedian on the station became 
sick. The manager of the station put 
Garry on as a substitute and thought he 
was so funny that the regular comedian 
was fired. Garry promptly quit high 

school and soon was earning $20 a week.
Five years later, when he was offered 

a salary of $55 a week, he moved on to 
St. Louis, as a radio sports announcer. 
Next, he went to Chicago, to work with 
Ransom Sherman, who conducted a pro­
gram called “Club Matinee.” He was 
on his way to the big time.

Garry was called to New York after 
a few years, and then, in 1943, Jimmy 
Durante took him on as his partner. 
Durante and Moore were successful part­
ners for five years, until Garry broke up 
the combination because he felt he 
should be getting somewhere on his own, 
and not as a foil for the great Durante.

CBS gave him a job as master of 
ceremonies on “Take It or Leave It,” and 
when Tom Breneman died, Garry re­
placed him as M. C. of “Breakfast in 
Hollywood.” When time became avail­
able, he was asked if he would like to 
organize a show of his own, and Garry 
leaped at the suggestion. The radio 
“Garry Moore Show” was a huge success 
with everyone, except sponsors. After 
seven months, CBS regretfully informed 
him they would have to kill his show for 
another one, which had a sponsor.

11 was on this occasion that Garry 
Moore first discovered he had a loyal 
following. He told his audience that his 
departure from the airwaves was immi­
nent unless he got a sponsor to pay for 
his time, and he invented one—“Mr. X, 
of Post Office Box 100, Los Angeles.” 
He asked his audience to write to “Mr.

X” and teB him how much they liked 
the show. To his surprise, and to the 
network’s, 125,000 letters poured in. It 
was too late to save Garry, however, for 
his time had already been sold.

But officials of CBS were so im­
pressed with this reaction that they asked 
him to try his hand at television. Garry 
eagerly accepted the offer, moved to New 
York, and started the show which is still 
running. “For the rest of my life,” he 
says, “this is what I want to be doing. 
I’m happy because I’m doing the things 
I like.”

An estimated 12,000,000 women all 
over the United States consider Garry 
one of the funniest as well as one of the 
most likable men in the world. “Women 
instinctively see that he’s kind,” says one 
television executive. “He never tries to 
get a laugh by being rude to someone, or 
by exposing some weakness. His gentle­
manliness was the start of a new fashion in 
television a couple of years ago. He was 
on a panel show, and when one of the 
guests came by the panel to shake hands 
with them, Garry Moore stood up to greet 
the man. And then, suddenly, everybody 
realized how rude panel members had 
always been, because nobody had ever 
stood up to shake hands with a man on 
television before. People wrote in and 
mentioned it, and pretty soon panel 
members were bobbing up and down all 
over the channels.”

If past performance is any indica­
tion, Garry Moore will be starting many 
more new ideas in television in the years 
to come. . . . The End
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(Continued from page 38)
“No, let’s wait till I’m sure. I don’t 

want to wake Mike till it’s necessary.” .
“Won’t he be excited?” Clay said. 

“Won’t he blow his top when he knows 
Joe is really on the way?”

“You shouldn’t have let him count 
on its being a boy. It might be a girl.”

“Might. How do you feel?”
“Fine. Maybe it’s a false alarm. 

Maybe it’s—no, there it is again. How 
long has it been?”

“Ten minutes. Not quite ten. We’d 
better get going, honey. I’m not used 
to this sort of thing.”

She sat on the edge of the bed. “I 
know.” She tried to laugh, but her voice 
felt tight. “It was different with Mike. 
He didn’t get us up at—what time is it? 
—three a.m.?”

“Two-thirty. Mike was more 
thoughtful.”

“He’s a living doll,” she agreed. 
“Clay, do you think possibly—?”

She stopped, unable to say the words, 
unable to express the fears and uncer­
tainties that bad nibbled at her heart for 
eight months. You couldn’t come right 
out and ask a man whether he’d stop 
loving an adopted child, just because he 
was going to have one of his own. You 
couldn’t really even ask your self, and 
know whether your answer was honest.

That was where her greatest fear 
lay—in the knowledge that she wasn’t 
sure, herself, how she’d feel toward Mike 
after the new baby was born. Oh, she’d 
still love him. Of course she would. 
But would she love him enough? Would 
she compare the two children so that 
Mike always came out on the short end? 
How could she know?

She dressed, and her hands trembled 
with the buttons. It wasn’t only fear of 
the oncoming labor, although she admit­
ted she must be a little frightened, as all 
women are the first time. But it was 
bigger than that, this feeling in her. It 
was because the answer to all her ques­
tions was close at hand, at last, and she 
didn’t know whether the answer would 
be a good one.

Clay went into the other bedroom 
and came out with Mike in his arms. 
Mike was three, and he sprawled in 
heavy sleep, his head on Clay’s shoulder. 
His face was flushed, his dark hair 
rumpled.

“Let me hold him,” Ann said, and 
she felt a yearning for him, a desire to 
hold him close one more time before she 
had to leave him, before she had to cope 
with the experience that might cheat 
him out of all the security he had known.

No, it won’t, she rebuked herself 
silently. But she didn’t know.

“He’s too heavy,” Clay said.
“No, I’ll sit down. You get his 

clothes while I hold him.”
The little body was warm and sturdy 

in her arms, and she held him awk­
wardly, because of her bulkiness. He 
slept on, and she sat watching his face.

No, you didn’t get us up at night, 
she thought, brushing his hair with her 
lips, but we waited for you a long time. 
Such a long time, little Mike.

And while she waited, half dream­
ing, for Clay to get the clothes and to 
call her mother, she remembered the 
time of waiting, the days and weeks and 
months.

There had been doubt in the be­
ginning of that, too. They had not been 
sure, at first, whether they should adopt 
a child. The doctors could find no ob­
vious reason for Ann’s failure to have 
children, so there was always the hope 
that some day she would conceive—the 
hope that dwindled, month after month, 
into disappointment. When the doctor 
first suggested adoption as a possibility, 
Ann shied away from the idea.

“We’re young yet,” she said to Clay. 
“We might have a dozen children.”

“Two dozen.” Clay’s voice reflected 
her optimism. “Think of the income-tax 
exemptions!”

But the months kept sliding by, and 
gradually Ann’s optimism turned into 
sorrow and a reluctant acceptance of the 
facts.

“It looks like maybe we won’t have 
a baby,” she admitted one night to Clay. 
“We’ve been married three years. Sure­
ly, by now—”

“Don’t be discouraged,” he said, 
holding her close. “We can always adopt 
a baby, if we want to.”

By the time they had been married 

four years, Ann had given up all hope of 
a child of their own, and they finally 
applied to adopt a child. If anything, 
the months of waiting for a baby to be 
found brought them closer together, for 
it seemed to them, in their rebellion 
against the red tape, the involved work­
ings of social agencies, that they were 
teamed together against a hostile world 
that was trying to deprive them of their 
right to be parents.

But the time of waiting was over at 
last. The telephone rang one afternoon, 
and the bland, impersonal voice of the 
social worker told Ann a baby was avail­
able—a three-weeks-old boy.

The nursery was ready for him, as it 
had been ready for many weeks, and 
Clay and Ann went to get the baby, 
aware only of an urgency to hold the 
baby in their arms, to bring him home, 
to make him truly theirs.

At the agency, the baby was brought 
to them, and Ann looked down at the 
round face, at the dark lashes, and at 
the mouth that was sweet and, it seemed 
to her fatuous eyes, already bore the 
stamp of wisdom.

They had named him long before— 
Michael Clay Dexter—and they brought 
him home—their son, their child.

The memories came to an abrupt 
end as Mike stirred in Ann’s arms, and 
another pain stabbed through her. She 
bent forward and clutched the little boy 
more tightly than she intended. The 
dark eyes opened and blinked.

“You’re hurting me, Mummy,” he 
said, sleep muffling his words.

Clay came into the room. “Come 

on, son,” he said. “We’re going to take 
you to Grandma’s, right in the middle of 
the night. I’ll put on your bathrobe and 
your shoes and socks, and a big blanket 
over it all, and you can go back to bed 
when you get to Grandma’s.”

He scooped Mike up into his arms. 
“Your mother’s practically hysterical,” 
Clay told Ann. “You’d think she was 
the first woman in all the world to be­
come a grandma.”

“She’s a grandma now,” Mike said 
in a solemn tone. “She’s my grandma.” 

“Yes, she is,” Clay said, and Ann 
avoided his eyes as he turned away to 
get Mike ready.

She sat still in her chair, while 
thoughts continued to whirl through her 
mind. It wasn’t that she was unaware 
of why she was frightened. She even 
knew how the seed of doubt had been 
planted in her mind. She recalled the 
incident with such vividness that it was 
painful to think of it.

Her cousin Millie had done it. Tall, 
angular Millie, who was an expert in just 
about every field—according to her own 
opinions. The exasperating thing was 
that she was almost always right.

Millie had seen Mike for the first 
time when he was about a year old, and 
she had looked at the laughing, dark­
eyed baby with reluctant admiration.

“Yes, he is pretty,” she had ad­
mitted. “I can see where you’d get aw­
fully fond of him.”

“Fond?” Ann’s voice went high 
with indignation. “He’s our baby, 
Millie! We love him!”

“In a way, you do,” Millie said, nod­
ding her head. “But you don't know 
what it is to be a real mother—not ac­
tually, Ann. You’ve never nursed a 
child, or had the pain of having him. 
That’s what makes you a mother. That 
and the months of knowing he’s coming. 
Just taking care of a baby isn't being a 
mother.”

Ann stared at her cousin. She was 
too well bred to say the sharp words that 
crowded to her lips, but the thing that 
really kept her silent was that she was 
honest enough, even in her anger, to ad­
mit that she never had experienced birth, 
so Millie might be right. Maybe a 
woman was endowed with some mystic 
maternalism through the processes of 
pregnancy and labor. Maybe her feel­
ing for Mike was a feeble one, compared 
to that of a real mother.

After Millie had gone, Ann tried to 
forget what had been said. She didn’t 
even tell Clay, and she truly tried not 
to think of it again.

And she hadn’t thought of it for 
more than a year—not until the day 
when she had stared, unbelieving, at her 
doctor and heard him confirm what she 
had hardly dared to hope—that she was 
pregnant. She had paid little attention 
to his explanation that many women 
conceive after adopting children; that 
doctors believed there was a physiological 
reason for it; that it was not mere 
coincidence. What was the importance 
of words in the face of this miracle?

It was only later, when she had 
calmed her heart a little, that Millie’s 
words came back to her.

I couldn’t possibly love any baby 
more than I love Mike, she told herself 
over and over, but the doubt had taken 



root in her mind to plague her with its 
dim, dark questions.

And now, as clearly as though Millie 
stood before her, Ann could hear her say, 
“Now you’ll know what it is to be a 
mother. Really a mother.”

Ann started to cry, foolish tears 
wetting her face. Clay, coming in with 
Mike bundled in his arms, stared at her 
in dismay.

“Are you all right?” he asked.
“Yes. I’m just being silly.”
Mike stretched out his hands to Ann. 

“Mummy,” he said. “Joe’s gonna come. 
Daddy said.”

“Is he?” she asked.
The baby smiled placidly. “Yes, 

so hurry to the hops-ittel and get Joe, 
Mummy.”

“It might be a girl,” she warned 
again. “It might not be a boy, Mike.”

“It’s a boy.” Mike was complacent. 
“A boy brother for me.”

She smiled at the baby, and they 

walked together to the car. The swift 
ride through the night had almost no 
meaning for Ann. The pain in her body 
and the worry in her heart had become 
all mixed up for her, so that logic de­
serted her and panic took its place.

They stopped at Ann’s mother’s 
house long enough to transfer Mike from 
Ann’s arms to the older woman’s.

“Take good care of him,” Ann said, 
and she could hear the utgency in her 
own voice.

Her mother’s face was calm. “He’ll 
be all right,” she said. “You don’t have 
to worry about him, Ann.”

“But it’s him I do worry about,” 
she said brokenly to Clay when they had 
driven away. “I don’t know how I’m 
going to feel toward him, after tonight. 
I don’t know how you’re going to feel.”

At last she had said it, the fears had 
been expressed in words, and. somehow, 
she felt worse than she had felt before, 
as though the expression of her doubt 
had given it a deeper reality.

“Don’t be silly,” Clay said. “You’re 
just nervous and upset and maybe scared. 
It’s all right.”

“But we can’t be sure,” she cried. 
“How do we know?”

They reached the hospital before he 
could answer, and the next half-hour was 
a blur of questions, doctors, nurses, anti­
septic smells and the darkness of pain. 
The confusion did not obliterate her 
worries; if anything, it tended to em­
phasize them. But she was settled in her 
bed at last, and Clay sat beside her until 
time for her to go to the delivery room.

“I wish I knew,” she whispered after 
a long interval of silence between them.

“Look, Ann.” He reached over and 
touched her cheek. “Look, honey—don’t 
worry about it. We’ll still love Mike. 
You just don’t get over loving a kid.”

“But Will we love him enough?" 
There was almost a fierceness in the 
question.

“How do I know?” His shoulders 
sagged. “How much is enough?”

She tried to answer him, but the 
pain was suddenly stronger than she was, 
and it blotted out her thoughts. Nothing 
else was real. Nothing else mattered— 
not the nurses who came hurrying, or the 
wheeled cart that rushed her to delivery, 

or the doctor’s voice, that tried to re­
assure her.

Then somehow, like a miracle, the 
pain was gone, and there was a sweet 
silence everywhere. But the silence was 
gradually broken up by recognizable 
sounds—the padding of rubber-soled 
shoes in the hall, a buzzer somewhere off 
in the distance, the murmuring of voices. 
Ann opened her eyes, and she was in her 
room again and Clay was beside her, 
looking at her with so much emotion in 
his eyes that his face seemed childlike 
and vulnerable.

“Are you all right?” he said. “Are 
you awake?”

“Is it all over? Is the baby born?”
“Yes, it’s a boy. See, Mike was 

right. It’s a boy.”
“That’s nice,” she said with content­

ment, and closed her eyes and slept.
When she awoke again, her thoughts 

were clear. Clay was sitting by the bed, 
and he smiled at her.

“The baby,” she said. “It he all 
right?”

“I haven’t seen him yet,” Clay said. 
“They’re going to bring him in for a 
minute when you’re awake. Are you 
awake now?”

“Tell them to hurry,” she begged.
But her hands felt cold, and her 

heart pounded in her throat. Now I’ll 
know, she thought. Now I’ll know 
whether Millie is right; whether you 
really feel different when a baby is born 
to you; whether there is some miracle I 
hadn’t experienced before, with Mike.

Clay pushed the buzzer, and in a 
few minutes a nurse laid a blanket­
wrapped bundle on the bed beside Ann.

“There he is,” the nurse announced. 
“You can have him for ten minutes, so 
make the most of it.”

With hands that trembled, Ann 
pulled back the blankets. She stared at 
the little crumpled, red face, waiting for 
the smothering feeling of motherhood to 
sweep over her, the great onrush of an 
overpowering love that Millie had pre­
dicted.

But, instead, she felt only a gentle 
amusement at the sight of the baby. 
What a comical little thing he was—like 
a small, wrinkled prune. And with that 
ridiculous tuft of hair on his head!

Laughter trembled in her, and she 
looked up at Clay. His face was merry, 
and his eyes looked warm and proud.

“Why, he isn’t half as pretty as Mike 
was!” she said, and she heard the sur­
prise in her voice.

“Not half,” Clay agreed. “But, 
maybe, if we’re lucky, he’ll be as smart.”

They laughed together, and Ann 
reached out to cling to Clay’s hand.

“Wasn’t I an idiot?” she whispered. 
“I don’t feel a bit more mother-y now 
than I did with Mike. Maybe not even 
as much. It’s loving them that matters, 
Clay—not having them! How do you 
feel?”

“I feel wonderful,” he said. “I’m 
a lucky guy. I’ve got a beautiful wife 
and two sons. What more could I want?”

“Nothing,” she said. She reached 
out a gentle finger and touched the 
rumpled little tuft of hair on the baby’s 
head.

“Hi, Joe,” she murmured in a soft 
voice. “Hi, Joe, you little—you little 
brother for Mike.” . . .The End
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(Continued from page 46) 
an unwelcome additional burden on New 
York state taxpayers.

These were strong arguments. I 
knew perfectly well how I felt, but I 
wanted to make sure about Frank. One 
night I said to him, “Maybe we’re wrong 
and all these people are right. Maybe 
we ought to give Susan up.”

“Would you give up a child who 
had been born to us?” Frank demanded.

“Of course not.”
“Well, as far as I’m concerned, 

Susan was born to us. She’s our baby. 
We both love her and want her, and 
we’re going to keep her.”

That was all I needed. I knew then 
that no argument could persuade us to 
let Susan go. Today Susan, who will be 
five in May, has a younger blind sister, 
Beth, three, and Frank and I are com­
pletely happy with our family.

I had first heard about Susan while 
visiting friends in Newport, Rhode Is­
land, during the late fall of 1950. My 
hostess and I were talking about chil­
dren, a favorite subject of mine; Frank 
and I were terribly unhappy that we 
couldn’t have any babies of our own.

“Have you ever thought of adop­
tion?” my hostess asked.

“Yes,” I said, “but we thought we’d 
wait until we could really afford it.”

“Can you afford it now?” she asked. 
“I know of a wonderful little baby who 
is desperately in need of parents who 
love her.”

“May I see her?”
“Yes, but I’m afraid she can’t see 

you. She’s blind.”
A blind baby! I shuddered. Then 

I fought back tears of pity.
But the feeling passed quickly, be­

cause I remembered the rest of my host­
ess’ words—“desperately in need of 
parents who love her.” Here we were, 
Frank and I, wanting to give love and 
care to a child—and there she was, a 
child who was most in need of what we 
had in abundance. I thought no more 
about her handicap, and somehow, I felt 
that Frank would feel the same.

“Tell me about her,” I said.
So she told me about Susan.
Susan was a premature baby who 

w'eighed only two pounds, two and a half 
ounces when she was born on May 21, 
1950. For weeks she lived in an incu­
bator and was fed with an eye-dropper. 
When at last she was ready to be taken 
home, her family wasn’t prepared to take 
care of her. Her mother was sick. 
There were other children. There were 
financial problems. It was a busy, 
crowded household, and no one child 
could be given the special attention that 
Susan needed. After a few weeks at 
home she was returned to the hospital.

The same thing happened the second 

time she was taken home. By then her 
parents had discovered she was blind. 
They were having trouble bringing up 
their normal children. Trying to cope 
with a blind one was more than they 
could bear. Susan went back to the 
hospital again.

We drove to the hospital, and I saw 
Susan for the first time. Her head was 
a silky mass of jet black, curly hair, and 
my first impulse was to bury my face in 
it. She had a button nose and a Cupid’s- 
bow mouth. When I reached into the 
crib to pick her up, she smiled, and my 
heart melted altogether.

This was my child! I knew it as 
surely as if I had been her natural 
mother. As I held her in my arms, I 
knew I would never want to let her go.

I looked at her eyes. They were 
blue, and at first glance they seemed to 
be all right, for the pupils were sharply 
distinguished from the iris. I found out 
later that retrolental fibroplasia causes 
a film to form behind the lens of the eye 
and in front of the retina, so that in the 
early stages there is often no physical 
sign of anything wrong,

I left the hospital and phoned 
Frank, who was in New York. A quiet, 
easy-going man, he has a steady job in 
a bank, and during the 10 years we’ve 
been married he’s never refused me any­
thing that was within his power to make 
me happy.

“Would you object if I brought a 
baby girl home with me?” I began.

“Object?” he shouted over the phone. 
“You mean a baby of our own—that we 
could keep?”

“I think so.”
He was so excited he couldn’t talk 

coherently for a minute. He sounded 
exactly like any other new father.

I braced myself, then said quietly, 
“Frank, she’s blind.”

“Blind?” His voice sounded hollow.
“—but I want her anyhow,” I 

blurted out.
Frank didn’t answer for a few sec­

onds. I was just about to ask if he had 
heard me when he said gently, “Take 
her. Let’s see how it works out.”

I went to see Susan’s parents. They 

didn’t want to keep her, but they weren’t 
sure they wanted to let her go. Finally 
they agreed to let me take her to New 
York on a temporary basis.

“You can give her a good home 
until she’s well and strong,” her mother 
said. “That’s more than we can do.”

I first brought Susan into our apart­
ment on the upper west side of Manhat­
tan in November, 1950. She was five 
months old, but she looked almost like 
a newborn baby. She weighed only nine 
pounds. At an age when most babies 
are turning over and beginning to try 
to crawl, Susan could barely move. Her 
thin cry sounded like the whimper of a 
sick puppy.

But she was cute, and though Frank 
didn’t show it at the time, he admitted 
later that he, too, fell in love with Susan 
on sight. When he first saw her, how­
ever, he held back a little. I wasn’t sure 
why, and I didn’t find out until after we 
had definitely decided to adopt Susan.

“I loved her as much as you did,” 
he explained, “but I didn’t dare l»t my­

self go. She didn’t look too strong. 
Suppose we’d become deeply attached to 
her and then lost her.”

But at the time, his only comment 
was; “She could use a little building up.”

He didn’t say a word about her 
blindness. Neither did I. At that point, 
the only thing that counted was the im­
provement of her general health.

She was a feeding problem at first. 
In Newport she had eaten when she felt 
like it. I tried to get her to eat three 
times a day. For a while it seemed like 
a hopeless job.

In the morning I held her in my 
arms and said, “Now we’ll have break­
fast,” and tried to spoon baby food into 
her mouth. She acted as though it were 
poison. A little later she howled, but I 
wouldn’t feed her until noon. And when 
I said to her, “Now we’ll have lunch,” 
she wouldn’t eat. That evening I took 
her on my lap and murmured, “Now 
we’ll have dinner.” She just screamed.

I don’t think she ate the equivalent 
of a full meal during the two days I tried 
this system, and 1 said to Frank, “I’ll 
have to try something else or she’ll starve 
to death.”

We talked it over and decided to 
try to get her to eat every three or four 
hours. “If I can gradually stretch out 
the periods between meals, it will come 
out all right,” I remarked.

It worked, but it still took five 
months of frustrated cajolery before 
Susan accepted a proper schedule.

Actually, Susan’s eating was much 
less a problem than her sleeping. This 
was the first difficulty caused directly 
by her blindness. Susan couldn’t tell 
day from night. Many children suffering 
from retrolental fibroplasia have light 
perception. Susan is totally blind.

When we brought her home, she 
slept when she felt like sleeping, rarely 
more than four hours a night. When 
she didn’t sleep, she was noisy and rest­
less. Frank usually got up, because 
Susan really seemed to want him then. 
She rejected him at all other times. He 
was so happy to have her come to him 
that he would have been willing to walk 
the floor all night with her.

Her yelling must have bothered the 
neighbors, but, knowing Susan was blind, 
they were patient and understanding.

We called the people at the Light­
house, who were always helpful with 
advice. They suggested we do every­
thing possible to keep her awake days, 
so she would be tired at night. I kept 
careful watch over Susan. Whenever 
she showed signs of nodding off, I played 
with her, tickled her, bounced her, talked 
to her. “Susan,” I said, “you go to sleep 
when you are in your crib. You stay 
awake when you are out of it.” Every 
night, when I put her to bed, I said, “Now 
you’re in your crib. Go to sleep.” Sooner 
or later she had to learn, and—later— 
she did.

Sooner or later Susan can learn 
anything. That’s one reason why Frank 
and I are so thrilled with her. When a 
sighted child does something new, his 
parents accept it as part of his normal 
development. But when a blind child 
does the same thing, it is a major 
achievement and a source of tremendous 
satisfaction to those around him.

Susan was a long time learning to



talk, and Frank and I were worried. 
Months went by, and the only sounds 
Susan made were unintelligible gurgles.

Frank was putting Susan to bed one 
night when she was 18 months old. He 
suddenly called, “Dottie, come here 
quickly.”

i rushed into Susan’s room. There 
was Frank, grinning excitedly. And Sus­
an, clearly and surely, was saying over 
and over, “Mama—Mama—Mama—”

While we worked at teaching Susan, 
we worked at adopting her, too. In 
June, 1951, seven months after she came 
into our home, we made our first appli­
cation. Before her case could be heard 
in Surrogate Court, we had to get per­
mission from her parents. After refus­
ing for more than a year, they finally 
signed a release. We still needed court 
approval. Because he wasn’t sure we 
could handle Susan permanently, the in­
vestigator was reluctant to recommend 
favorable action.

But Susan’s education couldn’t 

wait on legal complications, and we went 
right ahead with it.

Weaning her away from strained 
foods and formula was a long, sometimes 
frustrating, process. Sighted children 
learn by imitation. Susan had to learn 
as basic an act as chewing in the same 
way she learns so many things—by touch.

I put a piece of food into my mouth 
and started chewing. I placed the palm 
of Susan’s hand on the side of my face, 
and then I put my hand on her cheek.

“Start chewing, honey,” I said. 
“Move your face up and down the way 
I do.”

At first, she didn’t react at all. 
Then, after several weeks, she began to 
try to make my hand move when I laid 
it on her cheek. One night, with Frank 
standing in the kitchen watching us, I 
put a small piece of meat into Susan’s 
mouth and said, “Chew.”

She did nothing for a moment, and 
I turned toward the stove. Suddenly 
Frank yelled, “Look, Dottie! She’s 
chewing—she really is!”

Frank can’t wait, when he gets 
home each night, to hear what new thing 
Susan has learned to do. No matter 
how simple the latest accomplishment is, 
he wants to know all the details.

We had a hard time getting Susan 
to learn to roll over from her tummy to 
her back. Most babies can do it some­
where between the ages of three and 
four months, and can sit up at six months. 
Not until Susan was eight months old 
did she try to turn over. I didn’t know 
whether to help her or let nature take 
its course, so I called the Lighthouse.

“Help her,” they advised. “She’ll 
be rolling over in a week.” They were 
right. In a week she was turning over 
without my help.

With Susan, we don’t take anything 
for granted. Getting her to sit up, for 
example, was- a major project. Susan 
wasn’t able to sit up without help until 
she was 18 months old. We propped her 
up on pillows for months before she 
learned to keep her balance. After that, 
it took more months for her to learn to 
sit up alone. The day she did it for the 
first time was one of our red-letter days.

So was the day she first stood up 

by herself. When a sighted child has 
learned to sit up, he usually tries to 
stand, and sometimes succeeds within 
weeks. Susan needed six months.

We practiced with her day after 
day. At first I held Susan’s hands and 
gently pulled her up and let her down. 
After a while I released her after getting 
her to a standing position. She simply 
toppled over, so I repeated the procedure 
until she finally got the idea.

Susan never crawled. Most blind 
children don’t. They have nothing to 
reach for. For the same reason, Susan 
had to be coaxed to walk, since as far as 
she could know, there was no place to go.

We used pajama bottoms to teach 
her to walk. I let her hold them as I 
put one leg in front of the other, and 
said, “Here’s how we move our legs when 
we walk.”

Then I moved her own legs in the 
same way. We worked for months before 
she learned. She was three years old 
when she took her first step without help.

As Susan developed, new problems 
cropped up. Night after night, Frank 
and I talked them over, trying to work 
things out by ourselves. Often we suc­
ceeded. Sometimes we had to have help, 
and then we would turn to the Light­
house.

There was the business of Susan’s 
rocking back and forth while sitting. 
Rocking is a “blindism,” a common char­
acteristic of all blind children. Because 
he is unable to run around freely, a blind 
child seldom gets enough exercise. He 
always has energy to burn, and one way 
of burning it is to rock. Susan began 
doing it as soon as she could sit up.

We were advised to get her a rock­
ing chair, which seemed like encourag­
ing her to do the very thing we were 
trying to stop. But the idea worked. 
We put Susan in the chair and said, 
“The time to rock is when you’re sitting 
here—in this rocking chair. Otherwise, 
you don’t rock.”

She learned after a while. It took 
time—months, in fact. Everything does. 
But the thrill of accomplishment is worth 
every minute.

Sometimes we discover that Susan 
knows more than we think she does. 
When she was about a year old, we gave 
her a set of nesting blocks—the kind 
that fit into each other. Up to then, 
Susan had been playing only with rat­
tles. At first she would have no part of 
the blocks. Each time I gave them to 
her, she threw them aside.

Finally she learned to take them 
apart, but she couldn’t put them together 
again, and wouldn’t try. Often she 
screamed so unhappily when I gave them 
to her that I had to pacify her with a 
rattle. She had us pretty well convinced 
that she didn’t like the blocks very much.

One day I noticed one of the blocks 
was gone. Susan didn’t seem to miss it. 
Occasionally she went into a tantrum, 
but I thought it was because she wanted 
her favorite rattle. Sometimes, however, 
she kept on crying even after I gave her 
the rattle. Furthermore, she seemed to 
be at an absolute standstill in her devel­
opment. She didn’t show interest in 
anything, and she reacted badly to every­
thing we said or did.

This continued for several months. 
Frank and I couldn’t figure out what to
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port to meet the crushing cost of 
rehabilitation. Help them fight 
back—give voluntarily!

OF DIMES
3-3!



do, so we went to the Lighthouse for 
help. The people there had plenty of 
ideas, but none of them worked.

Then one day Frank happened to 
bring home a set of blocks identical to 
the set Susan seemed to have forgotten. 
I gave them to her, and she started tak­
ing them apart. When she came to the 
one corresponding to the block she had 
lost, her face brightened, and to our 
utter amazement she said distinctly, “My 
block.”

It was the first thing Susan ever 
said, other than “Mama,” that made 
sense, and it removed whatever emotional 
problem had been holding her back.

Because Frank was so completely 

devoted to her, I hoped Susan would 
learn to say “Daddy” quickly, and I 
kept repeating the word to her. It didn’t 
do any good. Susan said “Mama” when 
she was a year and a half old. She was 
nearly two and a half before she said 
“Daddy.”

One night Frank said, “I can’t seem 
to get to Susan. She loves you, but she 
doesn’t want me.”

Heartbreak and frustration were in 
his voice, and for a long moment I 
couldn’t think of any words. Finally I 
said, “Frank, she loves you. You’re the 
one she wants to comfort her at night.” 

“But she won’t come near me when 
you’re around.”

“She will. Give her time.”
Six more months went by, and Susan 

continued to reject Frank. Then one day 
he came home from work and as usual 
walked into the kitchen and greeted 
Susan and me. When he leaned over to 
kiss Susan, she said as clearly as you 
please, “Daddy.” Then she reached up, 
put her arms around his neck, and 
hugged him with unrestrained delight.

“Did you hear her, Dottie?” he said 
softly, and his eyes filled with tears. 
“She called me ‘Daddy.’”

Now Susan looks forward to his ar­
rival every night. She asks about him 
and rushes into his arms when he walks 
into the apartment. That welcome is the 
highlight of Frank’s day.

Susan is slow to learn. She’s even 
slower than some blind children. It takes 
her a long time to grasp something new, 
just as it takes some sighted children 
longer than others to learn things. But 
this doesn’t lessen our love for her.

Our belief that Susan, for better or 
for worse, was meant to be ours, just as 
surely as though she were actually born 
to us, was best expressed by Frank 
when things looked darkest. Susan was 
over a year old. Everyone was advising 
us not to adopt her. Her mother had not 
yet signed a release. Susan was develop­
ing with maddening slowness.

“It’s God’s will for us to have 
Susan,” Frank said, “and we’ll have her 
no matter what may be wrong with her.”

On the day that Susan became legal­
ly and irrevocably ours, we felt as if a 
huge burden had been lifted from our 
shoulders. Up to then there was always 
the question “Can anyone take her away 
from us?” It was a vague sort of thing, 
constantly present, which could never be 
cleared up completely until the adoption 
went through.

Now that we have our baby, our 

only thought is to give her every chance 
for happiness. We don’t even think 
about her handicap. It is, in fact, the 
only thing about her that we take for 
granted. Susan is blind, and unless 
medical research can perform miracles, 
she will be blind as long as she lives.

In the meantime, we face the future 
with more than just hope and confidence. 
For we have tried to build a complete 
family. An only child misses so many 
of the joys of life. We don’t want that 
to happen to Susan.

We had talked about adopting an­
other little girl before we went up to 
Maine for our vacation last summer. 
Frank left Susan and me in Boston on 
the way home, because I wanted to visit 
the Nursery for Blind Babies and show 
that institution how well Susan was get­
ting along.

“Do you know anyone who would 
like to adopt a bright little redhead?” a 
member of the staff asked me.

How wonderful it would be to have 
another blind child, I thought. What a 
natural thing it would be for Susan.

“May I see her?” I asked.
Beth was a beautiful, vivacious 

youngster, two years old. She laughed 
and bounced in my arms the first time

(Continued from page 44) 
penses for two persons traveling in 
Mexico. You can have an extremely 
enjoyable time on that amount of money. 
However, certain attractions charge ad­
mission. It’s a good idea to carry some 
extra money for special entertainment

I picked her up, and I knew that she, 
too, was meant for me.

But first I had to tell Frank.
“Let’s talk about it,” he said.
I pointed out that Susan would 

suffer if we adopted a younger sighted 
child, for Susan was not quick and the 
other child would catch up to her and 
pass her too soon.

We agreed that we should have an­
other girl, since two girls would be in­
terested in the same things and would 
be a help to each other. So we decided 
to adopt Beth. She’s in our home now

Susan is now four and a half years 
old, and Beth is three. Adoption pro­
cedures are being worked out, and Beth 
will be completely ours in the near 
future, we hope.

We have faith in the future of both 
our children, for we know that they can 
be brought up to lead full, rich, useful 
lives. Blindness is a handicap, not a 
tragedy. Susan and Beth are happy, 
healthy children, and there’s no reason 
why they shouldn’t grow up to become 
happy, healthy adults. Frank and I are 
doing everything we can to make them 
so. And we are sacrificing nothing. On 
the contrary, we are gaining every­
thing. .. . The End 

and for handicraft items and souvenirs 
you will probably want to buy.

Much of the fun of any trip is the 
anticipation and planning. When going 
to Mexico, careful planning is actually 
necessary—to keep from being over­
whelmed by the great number and variety 
of sights and activities. Get a few books 
and pamphlets on Mexico (some helpful 
ones are listed in the box on page 76) 
and bone up on places of particular in­
terest. Whether your inclination is to 
range leisurely on a trip of exploration 
or to settle in a resort, you must budget 
your time.

Make a tentative vacation schedule 
and try to stick to it. You will be 
tempted to overstay your time in many 
places—but don’t. In Mexico there’s 
always something more intriguing just 
ahead. Or you may want to save a few 
hours or days to take river trips through 
incredibly wild jungles, or to swim at 
some exclusive beach or in a secluded 
cove, or to fish for giant marlin, sailfish 
or manta ray.

You should see at least one fiesta. 

Fortunately, Mexicans celebrate at the 
drop of a sombrero, decorating the streets 
with crepe paper, calling out the town 
band and shooting off fireworks. If you 
stop over in a small village, you may be 
the excuse for a fiesta. It happened to 
me once.

Although you will always find 
someone who understands English, it is 
fun to learn a few Spanish phrases. If 
you do master several basic words, you 
may be taken aback when you walk up 
to the hotel desk and ask, “Hay cuartos?” 
and the clerk replies in faultless English, 
“Yes, sir, we have rooms. Would you 
like one on the patio?”

Mexico is the land of constant sun­
shine, and you can take your warm rays, 
undiluted, on a tropic beach or tempered 
by the cool breezes that cross the snow 



capped mountains. No matter what the 
calendar says, it’s always spring on the 
vast Central Plateau which holds Mexico 
City. Take suits, sweaters and light 
coats for these cool days and evenings. 
You’ll want mid-summer clothes in the 
vicinity of Acapulco and all points south.

The Mexican authorities require 
that you present a vaccination certificate 
less than three years old. And you also 
need a six-months’ visitor’s permit which 
can be obtained for three dollars at any 
Mexican Consulate, Mexican Govern­
ment Tourist Bureau, major airline serv­
ing Mexico or at any border station. 
Children under 15 are not required to 
carry permits, but they must be men­
tioned on the card of the accompanying 
adult.

More than 115,000 U.S. cars pass 
through Mexican Customs each year. To 
accommodate tourists, reliable garages 
and service stations have been built 
within safe distances of each other, not 
only on main routes, but on all highways.

By car, you have a choice of three 
excellent scenic routes from the U.S. to 
Mexico City: the Pan-American High­
way, 761 miles from Laredo, Texas; the 
Central, 1221 miles from El Paso, Tex­
as, and the new West Coast Highway.

U.S. vacationers have been using 
sections of the West Coast route for 
some time, but full-scale travel has been 
discouraged by the Mexican Government 
during the period of construction. If 
you drive south on this highway, you 
should make the return trip on one of 
the other roads, enjoying new experi- 
encies and actually saving time.

Nogales, northern terminus of the 
West Coast route, is a honky-tonk border 
town. But just outside its limits the 
atmosphere changes as if a stage man­
ager had suddenly shifted the scenery. 
A barefooted farmer in white cotton 
trousers, working his field with a team 
of oxen and a rough piece of board for 
a plow, pauses in his work and waves. 
A dark-skinned girl kneels by a stream, 
pounding her laundry on a stone and 
spreading it out on the bushes to dry. 
Two little boys, jogging along the road 
on burros, look at your license plates and 
shout, “Bienvenidos, Americanos!”

The average Mexican is kind, cour­
teous and friendly, sometimes at the ex­
pense of his own comfort. If you offer 
him a cigarette, he’ll smoke even if he 
loathes tobacco. If you ask him to din­
ner, he’ll eat even though he just stuffed 
down a seven-course meal. Mexicans 
show almost no fear of physical pain, 
but their souls are extremely sensitive.

At Guaymas (as at Mazatlan and 
Acapulco), you’ll find some of the best 
deep-sea fishing in the world—marlin 
and swordfish, in particular. Take a 
dip in the pleasantly-warm waters of the 
bay. And if you’re in the mood for a 
snack, try an oyster cocktail—eight cents 
for a dozen oysters—at one of the open- 
air foodstalls along the waterfront.

South of Guaymas, you’re in one of 
the world’s richest agricultural regions. 
Twenty-five years ago there was only 
sand and cactus here, but today, thanks 
to irrigation, the state of Sonora is the 
most progressive in Mexico. Vast patch­
work farms of rice, corn, wheat and sugar 
cane have supplied the funds for new 
universities, libraries, hospitals, clinics, 

museums, hotels, two new cities—Ciudad 
Obregon and Navojoa—and 150 schools. 
Twenty-five thousand more children go 
to school in this state today than in 1940. 
Among adults, illiteracy has been cut 50 
per cent.

In Ciudad Obregon’s new stream­
lined market place of four city blocks, 
you can find examples of every art and 
handicraft for which Mexico is famous. 
Prices are slightly higher than in the 
villages where the items are manufac­
tured, but still incredibly low.

In the public market places you’re 
not expected to pay the quoted price. 
Mexicans love to bargain. A weaver 
may ask 10 pesos for a hand-woven bas­
ket large enough for a laundry hamper. 
You cut the price in half. He makes it 
nine. You say six. He says eight. You 
both settle for seven.

A 16-mile all-weather road takes you 
from Los Mochis to Topoiobampo, the 
largest bay on Mexico’s west coast, where 
tremendous turtles, tied to stakes along 
the beach, are waiting to be shipped to 
every corner of the world. If you’re in 
the mood for adventure, ask one of the 
fishermen to take you out into the bay. 
He’ll be happy to oblige, perhaps even at 
no cost. And if it’s a good day for fishing, 
you may be an eyewitness to a death 
struggle between a man and a giant ocean 
reptile. You can sample delicious turtle 
meat at El Pacifico, an American res­
taurant operated by a Chinese family in 
Los Mochis.

I n Culiacan, the oldest city of the 

Americas, more than half the vehicles 
are covered one-horse surreys called 
ar anas (spiders) because the long, 
dangling “fringe on top” reminds the 
imaginative Mexican of the legs of a 
spider. A ride through the beautiful rose 
gardens along the river will take an hour 
and cost 40 cents. It will be one of your 
most treasured memories of Mexico.

South of the Tropic of Cancer you 
enter the Torrid Zone. Bamboo villages 
cluster at the feet of tall coconut palms. 
Hundreds of multicolored parrots, 
perched on the huge leaves of banana 
trees, screech as you drive past. In the 
heart of this tropical belt is the Mexican 
Riviera, Mazatlan. Old Spanish inns 
and swank hotels stand side by side, and 
the pounding surf crashes noisily against 
the sea wall. Farther out on the beach 
road, past the rotting hulks of long-for­
gotten ships, you’ll find Las Gaviotas, a 
fairy-tale beach where palm trees come 
right down to the sea.

One attraction of the new West Coast 
Highway is a side trip to San Blas. A 
24-mile paved road plunges down through 
dense jungle, cutting through twisted 
palms, wild banana trees and enormous 
ferns as high as telegraph poles. Pink 
flamingos stare at you from picturesque 
lagoons. Brilliant red and blue orchids 
grow by the roadside. At the end of this 
Technicolor jungle, you find San Blas, a 
quiet fishing village with a luxurious 
hotel and a romantic beach, patiently 
waiting to be discovered by the 20th 
century.

A mammoth bull ring marks the en­
trance to Tepic, a charming old-world 
city. At the Convent of the Cross, green 
plant life which hasn’t been watered or

Evenflo — Best By Test For Baby

Evenflo is Mealtime 
to Johnnie & Susie
The Millar youngsters have been fed 

with Evenflo Nursers since birth. Even- 
flo’s Twin Air Valve Nipples nurse so 
free and easy that feeding babies is 
automatic and routine, even for father. 
And Mrs. Millar, like many other 
mothers, appreciates Evenflo’s handy nip­
ple, bottle, cap, all-in-one unit. It is so 
convenient to clean, fill and seal for 
refrigerator or baby bag when you go 
visiting. That’s why more mothers use 
Evenflo than all other nursers combined!
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weeded for 300 years grows in the form 
of a perfect cross.

If 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 
cliffs. 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 eacb.

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 cafes, 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, III.
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 follotving 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 bas its own 
individual character. No two are alike. 
Each has its own traditions, its own 
mode of dress, it s 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.

W ithin 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 I 
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 End



(Continued from page 31) 
actress; the only goal she ever had as a 
youngster was to become a dancing teach­
er. When Jean was 14, her father, 
Charles Simmons, a schoolteacher who 
died some years ago, pledged money 
enough to start her in a dancing school 
run by a Mrs. Aida Foster. Two weeks 
later most of London’s dancing schools 
were solicited by an English producer, 
Vai Guest, who was looking for a young 
girl to play a role in a picture called 
“Give Us the Moon,” and wanted a fresh 
face. The freshest one Mrs. Foster knew 
was Jean's. She recommended her and 
promptly lost her new pupil; Jean was 
accepted over 200 other applicants.

Jean’s middle name, Merilyn, was 
dropped by Mr. Guest. He also voted 
against adopting her mother’s maiden 
name, which was Loveland, and which 
almost everyone in Cricklewood thought 
was desirably theatrical. And he gave 
her 30 days’ work at the rate of five 
pounds a day (or a total of about $500). 
This induced her father to draw her aside 
hastily at the first opportunity and warn 
her against getting any silly notions 
about becoming a cinema queen. “It 
can't last, all this, you know,” he said 
worriedly. “You’ll be back here soon, 
just a plain Cricklewood girl again; so 
keep your head screwed on tight.”

Jean nodded eagerly and was 
pleased with his every word; she not only 
believed her father—she loved to be sat 
down and given a talking to. Since then 
three other men have sat her down to ex­
pound on her place in their worlds . . . 
and they didn’t mean Cricklewood.

David Lean, who directed her first 
big hit, “Great Expectations,” when she 
was 16, told her she did have a future if 
she learned her job—and not until then 
had she ever really been serious about 
acting. Laurence Olivier, a few years 
later, chose her to be Ophelia in his 
“Hamlet,” and she is still not over this 
honor. The third of these men, of course, 
was Stewart Granger. When she first 
met him she was still 14 and in her sec­
ond picture, “Mr. Emmanuel.” He had 
come to visit his wife, Elspeth, who was 
playing Jean’s mother in the picture.

Jean thought Granger was the most 
handsome man she had ever seen in her 
life, but she felt that way about most 
good-looking men those days. For the 
next few years they would wave at each 
other around the studios, and during this 
period Jean prospered and began to give 
signs of enjoying the life of a movie star. 
She got herself a cute apartment in the 
town proper. She went dancing in the 
night clubs. And she traveled about in 
an eggshell-blue convertible, a Bristol 
Racer, that could do a hundred miles an 
hour.

The motorized constabulary arrested 
her regularly for speeding. One weary 

policeman approached her car to make 
out a summons after flagging her down. 
He didn’t ask her if she was on her way 
to a fire. “Miss,” he inquired, “are you, 
on fire?”

Apparently she was, then. She was 
18 and, she admits. “I guess I was be­
ginning to enjoy the life of a movie star. 
I’d read about myself in the papers and 
think I was quite the thing!” Yet one 
afternoon she knew she was ready to 
settle down and act grown up when 
Granger, instead of waving to her as 
usual when their paths crossed in the 
studio, stopped and asked her for a date. 
He had been divorced some six months 
before this.

He took her on a Sunday picnic, 
handling the outing in a manner that she 
recalls gave her the most elegant day in 
her life. He called for her in a super 
Rolls Royce, ran her out to an exclusive 
club on the banks of the Thames, and 
fed her out of a hamper which held every­
thing from caviar and champagne to 
brandied chocolates.

“I was terribly impressed with 
Jimmy,” Jean recalls. “He knew so well 
how to do things, and it was double the 
compliment that such an accomplished 
man was interested in me. I think that 
the pattern of our future relationship was 
set right then—that he would run things 
if we ever married, even though we didn’t 
get married until three years later.”

Late in 1950, Jean, who had made a 

short visit to Hollywood a year before, 
went back under contract to Howard 
Hughes. Granger, a big overnight Ameri­
can hit in “King Solomon’s Mines.” was 
there, too. having been signed by M-G-M 
Studios. They announced their engage­
ment while attending a party at Cary 
Grant’s home, and eloped to Tucson, 
Arizona, in a plane supplied by Hughes.

“It wasn’t love at first sight when I 
met Jimmy, but long before we were mar­
ried my head certainly got to be filled 
with lovely nonsense about him.” Jean 
recalls. “But all he kept saying was 
either that he was too old for me or that 
I was too young to know my own mind. 
When I was alone I would think that 
maybe he was right, but when I was with 
him I knew he was wrong. I never knew 
indecision could be so exciting.”

It may be that in her devotion to her 
father when she was a girl, and her de­
pendence on her husband as a wife. Jean 
is Victorian in outlook, and perhaps even 
in sentiment. But then the label has to 
come off; she admits she is awfully poor 
in the routine accomplishments expected 
of the young Victorian female. It’s a 
good thing she doesn’t have to keep 
house; she can’t—nor sew, nor cook any­
thing fit to eat.

With her schooling interrupted when 
she was in her early teens, Jean’s knowl­
edge of the world might be a narrow one 
were it not for the enriching influence of 
Granger, who is indeed, as she realized 
so early, a man of varied parts. He has 
traveled all over the world, has been a 
medical student, a soldier (in Britain’s 
famous Black Watch Regiment), an 
amateur boxer who used to fight exhibi­
tion bouts with England’s light-heavy­
weight champion of that time, Freddie 
Mills, and a veteran of two African
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shooting safaris on which he bagged 
lion, elephant, buffalo and rhino among 
other game. And he can cook. Such de­
votees of the charcoal-broiled steak as 
Spencer Tracy, James Mason and Louis 
Calhern turn up regularly for his bar­
becue magic.

Jean never resents Granger’s pre­
cedence in family matters. “He’s much 
better at almost anything than I am,” 
she explains. “He’d be only too happy 
to have me take a hand in things if I 
could. Oh, dozens of times he has tried 
to explain business matters, like why we 
bought this home or why we can’t sell our 
first one which we don’t want any more 
because it’s much too big—but I just 
don’t take to it well. When he keeps it 
up too long my eyes just glaze over, and 
—well, we know I’ve had it, that’s all.”

As an actress she is particularly im­
pressed by Granger’s ability to evaluate 
a script or role. “This is a rare quality 
in Hollywood,” she assures you. “Even 
his bad decisions—and he has made a 
few—stand up under analysis.” One of 
these, which luckily she didn’t follow, 
was to advise that she not play Ophelia 
in “Hamlet,” in which, of course, she did 
a fine job and gained real stature. He 
figured she had never acted in a Shake­
spearian role, knew nothing of Eliza­
bethan English, and would be the only 
inexperienced player among a whole cast 
of Shakespearian veterans. “Nobody gets 
away with Shakespeare.” was the way he 
summed it up, “and you don’t figure to.”

That she did is a tribute to Laurence 
Olivier, they now realize. He spent days 
coaching her, not only in her role as 
Ophelia, but in the primitive ways and 
beliefs of the early Danes from whose 
annals Shakespeare wrote the tragedy. 
Olivier told her net to piay Ophelia, but 
to be her, she says.

An interesting commentary on Jean’s 
acting was furnished recently by Henry 
Koster of 20th Century-Fox Studios, who 
directed Jean in “The Robe,” and again 
in “Desiree.” Whenever he was faced with 
a difficult scene which Jean had to carry, 
he said he would always have a quiet 
talk with her first, and by indirection 
try to learn whether she really believed 
the girl she played would act as called 
for in the script. If he felt Jean didn’t, 
he would order a rewrite immediately.

“She just honestly can’t lie in her 
acting,” he said. “In ‘Desiree,’ for in­
stance, she just couldn’t rant loudly at 
Napoleon when it becomes obvious he is 
leaving her. She felt that under the cir­
cumstances she would be so shocked and 
overwhelmed as to barely be able to 
whisper. Played this way, after we tried 
the other a half dozen times, the scene 
was infinitely more believable and effec­
tive.”

Jean loves everything about her 
California home, including the craggy 
acre to which it clings and the visibility 
afforded by a house that is ranch-style in 
shape but practically all glass-sided. It 
is reached via an unobtrusive approach 
from Mulholland Drive, which winds 
along the spine of the mountain range 
separating Hollywood and Beverly Hills 
from the San Fernando Valley.

The living room is about the size of a 
tennis court, has two fireplaces, and, not 
at all unpleasantly, looks as if two or 
more decorators had vied with each other 

in furnishing it. Actually it is the work 
of only one man and reflects the wide 
hand and flowing taste of Granger him­
self. He owns original portraits by such 
English masters as Augustus John and 
Matthew Smith, and he also has a 
mounted Cape buffalo’s horns with a 
record spread; with a loving heart for 
both art and sport, he hangs a John 
painting on each side of the horns. In 
similar and just as interesting juxtaposi­
tion are statues by Rodin and Jacob 
Epstein, and an arching elephant tusk. 
Other sculpture, paintings, beautiful 
Ming porcelains, Tang horses, classic 
vases and urns are set off against rhino 
horns, more buffalo horns and various 
skinned or dismembered carnivora, to 
achieve a wild and wonderful effect.

It is in this room that they have their 
dinner every night—not on a table, but

Six Keys to
Successful Marriage

(Continued from page 25)
The baby they longed for had been born 
to them, and, without having any serious 
break with the father, they had moved 
into a home of their own. “It’s hard for 
us even to imagine,” the wife said, “that 
we ever considered a divorce.”
Key No, 3:
Take God into your marriage

The most valuable service I did for 
them, I think, was to advise prayer. 
Since man is “wonderfully and fearfully 
made,” as the Bible says, and is a 
spiritual as well as a physical being, 
prayer can do more to unlock frozen 
emotions and cure other types of incom­
patibility than all the materialistic advice 
ever written on the subject. There are 
unquestionably some instances in which 
the advice of a physician is required be­
fore a satisfactory adjustment can be 
reached, but prayer will always help to 
solve these difficulties and most of the 
others which beset married life.

For that reason, my next suggestion 
is this: Take God into your marital part­
nership.

Since I am a clergyman, I could be 
expected to make such a statement. But 
a surprising number of leaders in secular 
fields are expressing similar views today. 
Many divorce-court judges, lawyers, 
social workers and doctors—including 
psychiatrists—are coming around to the 
belief that only through a wider accep­
tance of spiritual values can marriage be 
preserved.

To some people who have never been 
devout, that may sound hard to do. But 
actually it is easy for any couple to in­
troduce religious faith into their home. 
One way is for them to consider them­
selves as equal partners in a corporation 
with God as Chairman of the Board of 
Dfrectors. Then, when they have a dis­
pute, they can refer it to the Chairman 

on trays set in front of the television set, 
as in many an American home these days. 
Granger’s preference is for boxing; Jean 
likes the comedy programs. “So,” she 
sighs, “we look at boxing. If I ever have 
to referee a bout I am sure I’ll know 
just what to say to the boys when I call 
them to the center of the ring. And since 
we want children, I probably will have 
to do just that when our sons start grow­
ing up.”

By that time, according to Jean, their 
home may be in Kenya, South Africa, 
where Granger wants to settle down and 
be a farmer.

“What about the Mau Mau trouble 
there?” Jean asked when he told her 
about this.

“The devil with that,” he said.
“Yes, Jimmy,” she agreed, duti­

fully. . . . The End 

and He will settle it on a basis not of who 
is right but what is right.

George and Helen Davis—those are 
not their real names, but they will do— 
solved a tough mother-in-law problem in 
this way. Each of them was an only 
child, and each had a widowed mother to 
support. So, after they were married, 
George and Helen bought a house in the 
suburbs and had their mothers come to 
live with them.

, But the elderly women were tem­
peramentally different. Helen’s mother 
felt things should be done in a prompt 
and orderly manner. When she cooked 
a meal, for example, and announced it 
was ready, she expected everybody to get 
to the table instantly—as though shot 
out of guns. But George’s mother was 
easygoing. She couldn’t see why you 
couldn’t take half an hour, if you felt 
like it, in getting to the table.

The mothers-in-law clashed at once, 
soon were fighting daily, and by the end 
of a month weren’t speaking to each 
other. Worse, Helen’s mother tearfully 
criticized George’s mother to her daugh­
ter, and George’s mother sobbed out 
complaints about Helen’s mother to him. 
The young people sided with their re­
spective mothers, and before long they, 
too, were battling every day.

It was after one of their worst 
quarrels that George and Helen came to 
see me and I advised them to take God 
into their partnership. I suggested as a 
first step that they would start asking 
grace before meals. As a second step, 
I advised them to pray together in pri­
vacy each evening and ask the Lord to 
tell them how to end the discord in their 
home.

They did, and, through prayer, it 
was revealed to them that the only sen­
sible thing was to stop berating their 
mothers-in-law and refuse to listen to any 
criticism of either of them.

George and Helen followed this plan 
with dramatic results. The simple act 
of asking grace composed the atmosphere 
in their home at mealtime, and when they 
teamed up on their mothers and refused 
to listen to any unkind remarks by either 
of them, the remarks soon stopped. Be­
fore long the two women became 
ashamed of their previous behavior and 
started making peace. For five years 
now. George and Helen and their mothers 
have Jived together in harmony.



Key No. 4:
Don’t expect perfection

That is just one of hundreds of 
domestic rifts I have seen healed by 
religion. It is only common sense for 
every couple to apply religious faith to 
their marriage—not just because it’s the 
right thing to do, but because faith is a 
practical tool with which to solve all 
kinds of troubles.

Next on my list of suggestions for 
happy marriage I place this thought— 
don’t expect your mate to be perfect. 
That may strike some readers as a rather 
negative idea, but it often brings highly 
constructive results.

For example, there was the pretty 
young mother who came to my office in a 
highly distraught state. Her eyes were 
red, and she kept twisting her handker­
chief so hard I thought she would ruin it.

Her husband, it seemed, had moods. 
He had always had moods. Even when 
they were first married, he had some­
times become so moody that he would 
hardly speak for hours. In those days 
she had often been able to baby him out 
of his moods, but now that she had two 
small children to take care of, she didn’t 
have time to fuss over him so much. 
She felt she simply couldn’t put up with 
his moods any longer. Did I think she 
should get a divorce?

“Now wait a minute,” I said. “I 
want to know more about your husband. 
Is he in love with another woman?”

“Oh. no, he’s always been faithful.” 
“You’re lucky,” I said. “In many 

cases there is another woman. Is your 
husband a drunkard?”

“Of course not. He takes a cocktail 
occasionally, but he’s never been a heavy 
drinker.”

“Again you’re very fortunate,” I 
said. “Alcoholism breaks up a good 
many marriages. I presume your hus­
band is a gambler and squanders his 
earnings at cards or dice.”

My caller had stopped crying by 
that time. “Don’t say things like that 
about Bill,” she said angrily. “He never 
gambles. He’s a very good provider.”

Further questioning brought out that 
he was devoted to the children, con­
siderate of his wife’s relatives, and even

handy at doing jobs around the house.
Finally I leaned back in my chair 

and gave the young lady a little lecture. 
“It looks to me,” I said, “as though you 
are married to a really fine man—one in 
a hundred. You say he has moods. 
What of it? He’s probably a little 
jealous because you’re lavishing so much 
love on the children instead of him. That 
happens very often. I suggest you go 
home and give Bill a little babying like 
you used to. He’ll probably always have 
moods occasionally, but that’s no reason 
for breaking up a fine marriage.”

I was able to make the girl under­
stand that she had been exaggerating her 
troubles, and when she left my office she 
was actually laughing. But in thousands 
of cases like that, marriages do break up 
because people expect too much of their 
partners, lose their sense of humor, and 
fail to see things in perspective. Nobody 
is perfect, and when either a husband or 
wife demands perfection, there is trouble 
ahead.
Key No. 5:
Respect each other

On this question of attitudes, I am 
also strongly convinced that it is essential 
for both parties in any marriage to 
respect as well as love one another.

As a matter of fact, I believe respect 
is often more important than love. There 
are many different kinds of love. One 
can love a puppy or a kitten. But re­
spect is a more clearly defined emotion. 
Genuine esteem will bring a warm re­
sponse from every element of a person­
ality—mental, spiritual and physical. On 
the other hand, a man or woman who 
wounds his or her partner’s ego can do 
grave harm to their marriage.

I know one woman, Betty, who al­
most wrecked her marriage that way. 
An extremely witty person, Betty made a 
habit of entertaining her friends at social 
gatherings by telling funny stories at the 
expense of her husband, Bob. She loved 
him, but for the sake of laughs, she made 
it appear that he was just about the most 
naive, awkward oaf alive.

Good-naturedly, Bob did not protest 
being made the butt of his wife’s humor. 
He often joined in the laughter. But as 
time passed, Betty found it hard to get 
him to attend parties with her. Then 
she suddenly learned he was taking 
more than a business interest in a girl 
at his office.

Deeply hurt, Betty told a friend of 
her discovery. “What did you expect?” 
her friend asked. “For years you’ve been 
making Bob appear a dope every chance 
you got. Maybe the girl at the office 
doesn’t belittle him. Maybe she builds 
him up and makes him think he’s a great 
guy.”

It hadn’t occurred to Betty that she 
was undermining her husband’s ego by 
poking fun at him in public. But once 
she learned of her mistake, she was quick 
to rectify it. She apologized to Bob, 
turned her humor in other directions, 
and did such a fine job of building him 
up that she soon had no rival.

More respect and appreciation by 
wives for husbands, and husbands for 
wives, could eliminate many marriage 
problems. One of the great pioneers of 
modern psychology, William James, once 
said that the deepest yearning of human
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nature is to be appreciated. If married 
men and women would devote more effort 
to satisfying this powerful spiritual de­
sire, they could strengthen their ties im­
mensely.

This is not hard to do. Such small 
acts by a husband as applauding his 
wife’s artistic taste and homemaking 
efforts occasionally and letting her know 
he values her opinions in all matters will 
increase her love for him more than any 
display of passion. She, in turn, can 
tighten their bonds by letting him know 
frequently that she regards him as the 
most important man in the world—re­
gardless of his position in life. Such 
expressions of respect and appreciation 
cannot be repeated too often or too 
strongly.
Key No. 6:
Think of your partner’s happiness

This brings me to the last of my sug­
gestions for attaining success in marriage 
—think always of your marital partner’s 
happiness before your own.

A famous motion-picture actress, 
who had been divorced three times, re­
cently asked me to marry her to a fourth 
husband. I refused, on the ground that 
she apparently did not take marriage 
very seriously, and she became angry.

“What’s the matter with me, any­
way?” she demanded. “Haven’t I got a 
right to be happy?”

I told her no—and the answer to 
that question is always no. No one is 
born with a right to be happy. This fact 
was recognized long ago by the wise 
men who wrote our Declaration of In­
dependence. They said we are born with 
a right only to the pursuit of happiness. 
We must earn the right to be happy.

How can we earn that right?
All the great religious leaders and 

philosophers and poets who ever lived 
have agreed on the answer. The only 
way in which we can earn real happiness 
and peace of mind is by making other 
people happy. Unselfishness has always 
been the essence of true love, and it is 
the essence today.

Not long ago, I spent an evening 
with a young couple who had suffered 
keenly from financial troubles. I felt 
that the wife wanted to speak with me in 
private, and when her husband was out 
of the room for a moment, she said, “John 
gets so discouraged sometimes. He tries 
not to show it, but I know he is. If you 
get a chance, I hope you’ll try to say 
something to cheer him up.” Then she 
added with a smile and something in her 
eye that glistened like a tear, “John’s a 
fine man.”

Later in the evening I happened to 
be alone with her husband, and he said, 
"Things have been pretty rough lately, 
and I’m afraid Mary gets a little de­
pressed at times. If you have a chance 
before you leave, try to say something 
to perk her up.” Then he added, “She’s 
a wonderful girl.”

I went away from that home deeply 
stirred, for I had seen something beauti­
ful—a man and woman deeply and un­
selfishly in love with each other. Will 
their marriage break up? Never in a 
hundred years! It’s welded together 
with spiritual bonds stronger than steel.

America was built on marriages like 
that one. . . . The End

(Continued from page 27)
And she told him that she was assistant 
to the fashion consultant at one of the 
city’s top stores, that she lived on upper 
Madison Avenue, and that she came 
from Wyoming. It was one of those cap­
sule friendships, made so by the single 
hour’s time which they had.

At Grand Central Station, she re­
fused his outstretched hand for her bag. 
“You’ve got one of your own,” she said, 
and carried hers without relinquishing 
one iota of her femininity.

It was only when they had climbed 
the steps and stood in the street, she 
prepared to go uptown, he down, that 
Matt realized the episode was about to 
end. She gave him a firm hand. “It 
was fun, Matt,” she said.

’ “I was wondering,” Matt was sur­
prised to find himself saying, “if you 
would have dinner with me on Thursday 
night. I could pick you up around 
seven.”

“Thursday.” She mentally consid­
ered the week. Then she smiled. “I’d 
like that very much. Now I’ve got to 
run. ’By.”

“Good-by,” he said, and watched 
her cross the street. I shouldn’t have 
done that, he thought. If'hat happened 
to Jason isn’t going to happen to me.

The memory of Meg Garney came 

back to him at the end of the day, when 
his mind, emptied of its commercial 
chores, was defenseless. He knew he 
had been avoiding thought of her loveli­
ness since he had met her that morning; 
now, alone in his apartment after dinner, 
after his housekeeper had gone, he could 
not help but think about her. He thought 
about the sun on her hair, about her skin 
and the shape of her face, about the 
wide shoulder line, narrowing at the 
waist, then swelling for hip and thigh 
and ending properly in classic legs, 
about the straightforward way she had, 
as if she could meet any situation un­
panicked. He was warned by the very 
thoroughness of his inventory, and he 
thought, I’ll have to watch it. I don’t 
want history to repeat itself with the 
Bonsells. . . .

Jason had been the older brother by 
five years, and Matt worshiped him. 
After their father died—their mother 
had been years gone—the two boys took 
an apartment in town. Matt had just 
turned twenty-one, had finished at Co­
lumbia, and was entering the business 
with Jason.

Suddenly, Jere Walt became part 
of their lives.

Jason’s girls had always been multi­
tudinous. He was slim and dark-jawed 
and elegant, and when he entered a room 
he bowled hearts over like tenpins. Matt 
was bigger and browner, but he did not 

acquire Jason’s poise until later. Jason 
seemed to have been born with it.

Jason brought Jere to the apartment 
for dinner one night, and a half-hour 
hadn’t gone by before Matt could see 
that this -was the girl. She was a match 
for his brother. She was tiny and 
blonde, with eyes and laughter as quick 
as Jason’s own. Her father was some 
kind of brass in the industrial world.

The courtship was brief and hilari­
ous. During it. Matt was with them a 
great deal. They would walk down the 
street, Jere holding on to both brothers, 
her high heels twinkling, nonsense flying 
back and forth; they would enter a 
restaurant decorously enough, and in 
two minutes mirth would catch them 
again. Then, with the echo of laughter 
still spinning. Jere and Jason would stop 
and stare at one another in trembling 
wonder, in mutual welcome; and Matt, 
forgotten, would stare at them both, and 
he would think. That’s the kind of love 
I want some day. But his eyes would be 
lingering on Jere as the thought went 
through him. and his heart would begin 
to pound, and always he would have a 
sense of disloyalty to Jason. Try to 
stifle it as he might, deep in him he knew 
he wanted that love now—and with Jere.

Then Jere and Jason were married. 
And divorced ten months later.

Matt heard the last of many terrible 
scenes between them. It consisted of 
Jason’s mouth moving and Jere scream­
ing endlessly over his voice, “Shut up, 
shut up, shut up—”

Jason was ravaged. He said to 
Matt, “We walked off that pink cloud 
right into space. It wasn’t love. It 
was fluff.”

But you had everything for a good 
start. Matt wanted to say. Apparently 
nothing involving the heart endured, and 
what was supposed to be love was merely 
an insidious and beautiful trap. He felt 
Jere had forsaken him, rather than Jason. 
And again came the tense of having 
been treacherous to his brother, for he 
knew that he had been, and was, in love 
with Jere.

Jason said. “You’re the smart one 
in this family, kid. Keep on being smart. 
Leave women alone. They’re poison.” 
He tried to grin. “Whenever you start 
to. go overboard, take a good look at me 
—and know it isn’t worth it.”

Matt suffered at the way Jason 
looked, his joyousness gone, his jaunti­
ness crushed. The Jason that Matt knew 
became only an image of the past.

Finally, Jason left. A college friend 
had a fruit farm in California that he 
wanted to sell. Jason flew out and looked 
at it. After he came back, he said to 
Matt. “I like the set-up and the country, 
and I think I can build the business up 
into something worth while. At least 
it’s a challenge, and right now I need a 
challenge. You can carry on here with­
out me, Matt. You’re as good a con­
tractor as I ever was—or maybe better.”

At the plane that was ready to di­
vide their lives, there were no fumbling 
phrases. They shook hands, and their 
eyes spoke. Then Jason was gone, carry­
ing away his bitterness almost like be­
reavement. Matt was left to cope alone 
with his own sense of loss, too young, 
too inexperienced, to see things in pro­
portion.



The four years that followed brought 
progress for Jason. He succeeded with 
the farm. He sent colored folders with 
bonsell at the top. He shipped Matt 
beautiful redwood boxes packed full of 
fruit, kegs of spiced figs. Matt prog­
ressed, too. The business kept him 
hopping, but he had a social life on the 
side. There were a lot of invitations. 
It was not in him to be a hermit, and 
he squired the girls around and prom­
ised them nothing and side-stepped seri­
ous conversations with their mothers. He 
knew at precisely what point to call a 
flirtation quits; he would not again let 
himself be hurt.

So now he warned himself, Meg 
Garney has something for you. Don’t 
hound it too far. Fear came once more 
—an apprehension that was as much for 
Meg as for himself.

On Thursday night he drove to 

get her. She lived on the third floor of a 
modern-looking building. Within sec­
onds after he had poked the buzzer, she 
came to the door. “Hello, Matt,” she 
said.

He stood within a large and pleas­
ant room that had a theme color of quiet 
green. “I like this,” he said.

“I had a room at a women’s club 
when I first came—ugh,” Meg said. “I 
can’t be cooped.”

“That’s because you’re from ‘Wyo­
ming.”

“Maybe,” she agreed.
He took her to a restaurant he liked, 

and was pleased because she seemed 
delighted with it, too. She sat opposite 
him in her soft dress, her skin golden 
in the light, her mouth lovely and honest.

After dinner they went for a drive, 
and it was nearing midnight when they 
stood once more in front of her door. 
She said, “I’ve enjoyed this, Matt.”

“So have I,” he said. “Want to try 
it again—next Tuesday?”

She did not consider ahead this time. 
She said unhesitatingly, “Yes. Good 
night, Matt.”

She turned inside, and he walked. 
back to the car and just sat there for a 
moment, smiling. The whole evening 
had had a happy innocence to it. Meg 
had warmed him, charmed him, but now 
she had gone about her business, leaving 
him to his; there were no strings at­
tached, no complications. It had been 
a complete pleasure, with a beginning 
and an ending. Tuesday night would be 
the same.

Tuesday night was the same. They 
dined, they saw a show, and afterward 
Meg asked him up to her flat. They sat 
in her kitchen drinking coffee and eating 
doughnuts until she happened to look at 
her watch.

Wide-eyed, she said, “Matt, it’s to­
morrow!”

He laughed. “Quick, Henry, the 
door,” he said, and rose, as did she. In 
the hall, he turned. “How about Satur­
day? There’s a lobster place on the 
Island—if you like lobster—”

“I like lobster,” she said.
May slipped into June. They were 

together a lot, driving away from the 
city in the long twilights, savoring the 
bloom of summer. They went back to 
the sea-food place twice. It was on a 

dock, and after dinner they would walk 
to the pier’s edge and stand looking at 
the black swell of water. They went to 
the beach, where the hot sand held their 
bodies while the benign sun turned them 
brown. They met for lunch in town at 
a spot most convenient to them both. 
Having his lone drink at the bar, Matt 
would watch people come in through the 
door until Meg herself came, dark and 
cool, to possess his whole regard.

Early one Saturday morning in July, 
they started out with picnic basket in 
the back of the car, heading for nowhere 
in particular. It was just before noon 
when they found the place—a lazy little 
lake, looking as if it had been dropped 
into a piney wilderness and then impris­
oned by a ring of gentle hills.

Meg clasped her hands. “Matt, this 
is it,” she said.

“It sure is,” Matt said. “I wonder 
if it’s good swimming.”

“Let’s find out.” She took their suits 
from the back seat, handed him his, and 
pointed. “I’ll go thisaway, you go that- 
away.”

They met in three minutes’ time at 
the lake’s edge and splashed in, holding 
hands. The coldness was a delicious 
shock; then the shock ceased to be, and 
only the deliciousness remained. It’s 
never been like this before, Matt thought, 
for once off-guard, and glanced over at 
Meg. She was floating on her back, 
eyes closed, mouth smiling. In that 
instant she and his happiness were com­
ponent parts of one and the same thing. 
He swam away from her, not daring to 
know what that thing was, yet wanting 
to keep it like a secret talisman within 
himself.

They lay on the beach, drying in the 
thick heat, then went to their dressing 
places and came back, refreshed and 
famished.

After they had literally stuffed them­
selves, Matt sank back against the bole 
of a tree and sighed. “You’re a good 
cook.”

She was lying on her stomach, her 
head on her arms. “I was brought up 
in a ranch kitchen, pardner,” she said.

“Did you ride a lot?”
“Sure.”
“How come you’re not bowlegged?”
Her body trembled with sleepy 

laughter. “The horse was very thin,” 
she said.

“Thank the Lord for that,” Matt 
murmured, drifting off into a mesmerized 
senselessness, released and contented, 
not wanting to stir again. He slept hard.

When he woke, the glowing day had 
spun itself out and dusk had come. The 
benches of the hills had filled with shad­
ows, the water seemed warmly limpid, 
and everything was still. It was almost 
as if they had gone to sleep in one world 
and waked in another. His heartbeats 
grew swifter then, because he had had 
a stranger, more dangerous thought: It 
was as if they had gone to sleep children 
and waked up adults. Why have I 
thought that? he wondered. He turned 
his head to stare at Meg. She was a 
piotionless blur, but suddenly she became 
vividly accentuated for his eyes alone, 
and he saw her in the gray skirt, the 
thin pink shirt, both molding her strong 
body, the shirt open at the neck.

He could not look away from her,
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and it was during this moment that she 
turned her head and gazed at him. 
“Hello,” she said.

He swallowed. “Hello.” His own 
Voice filled him with faint alarm, and he 
sat up, then got up, frowning. Surely 
he must have put schoolboy nervousness 
behind him years ago. “I suppose we’d 
better be getting out of here,” he said.

“Yes.” Meg rose, gathering her 
belongings.

But if he thought they would shake 
that world by leaving it, he was mistaken, 
because it followed, pressing in, embrac­
ing them. When they got to the car, he 
put the hamper in the back seat and 
turned to take from Meg the combined 
bundle of their swim suits. They had 
been talking, but even that seemed 
strange, since their voices had hovered 
for an instant, then fallen into stillness, 
leaving no aftermath of sound.

U e made a little ceremony of tuck­
ing the suits into a corner, slammed the 
rear door, and turned. Meg was stand­
ing there, an intimate distance away. 
Their eyes met, held.

“It’s here,” she said unevenly, “isn’t 
it, Matt?”

There was no need to ask what she

PSYCHOLOGIST’S CASEBOOK
DR. MARTIN'S ANALYSIS 

of the case presented on page 10

Jim refused to face the fact that 
he had been unable to win and hold 
Helen’s love. Instead, he lived in a 
dream world of his own feeling for 
her. He shut himself off from the 
realities of his life and refused to ad­
mit that there was a change. He did 
not even try to forget Helen. He went 
on living in the past.

As life changed and moved on 
about him, Jim was idealizing Helen 
to the point where no woman on earth 
could measure up to what he attrib­
uted to her memory. Failing to 
change with the changing conditions 
of his life, Jim held inflexibly to his 
concept of his perfect love, whom he 
visualized as being just like Helen. 
Diagnosis No. 2 is correct in this case.

The people who get the most out 
of life are those who can give and 
take and are able to change with the 
changing circumstances they meet. 
People who are unable to meet life’s 
demands with flexibility become prob­
lems to themselves and to others.

If Helen had come back to Jim, 
he would have been disillusioned and 
hurt. He would have discovered that 
she had human weaknesses as well as 
admirable qualities. She would have 
fallen short of the idealistically high 
virtues he attributed to her. And he 
would still be the person who stood 
still in his own thoughts and who had 
not adapted to the changing world 
about him.

People like Jim are kidding 
themselves if they think they are in­
capable of loving anyone else. There 
is reason to question whether Jim’s 

meant. He reached out for her, lost to 
the moment; she put her arms around 
his neck in return, and they kissed their 
first real kisses.

Presently she leaned back in his 
arms, shining-eyed, her finger tips strok­
ing his face. “I felt this would be as it 
is.” She was almost whispering. “With 
other men, it has been only gaiety, or 
quick feeling that ran out, or nothing at 
all. But with you, there was something 
different and wonderful almost at once, 
and it kept growing. Then today I 
knew it must be love—”

Love. Fear that had been dormant 
again sprang in him. To a woman, 
wasn’t love only another name for mar­
riage? Once more fear was not for him­
self alone, but for her, too. What had 
he led her into? A situation which 
could end only on such a note of terror 
and disgust that it had broken Jere and 
Jason?

He opened the car door and said, 
“It’s nice inside, too—and we can drive 
slowly.”

When they were side by side in the 
car, she said, “Wait, Matt.”

Then, shyly, “I want to sit for a 
moment and look at this place and re­
member it.”

He watched her quietly, and at the 

feeling for Helen was love at all. 
There is no evidence that they had 
the opportunity to develop the ma­
ture relationship essential to truly 
deep love.

Jim will go through life unhappy 
if he continues to idealize Helen. He 
must learn that happiness depends 
upon his ability to adjust to the cir­
cumstances about him. As he frees 
himself from the strait jacket of 
his own inflexibility, he will no long­
er feel trapped and will know that his 
happiness can be found with Kay.

PERSONALITY POINTERS

How steadfastly do you hold 
to ideas and attitudes of years 
ago? Check yourself for inflexi­
bility.
1. Did you use to have more fun 
with the “old gang” than you 
seem to have with your present 
friends?
2. Have you settled into a com­
fortable round of weekly activi- 
tives which allows for little va­
riety?
3. Do you often brood about past 
disappointments ?
4. Are you resting on yesterday’s 
laurels instead of planning for 
the future?

If you say “yes” to most of 
these questions, you are probably 
revealing inflexibility.

end of the moment she said, smiling a 
little, “Thank you.”

Still wordless, he drew her near 
him and started the car and backed out 
to the main road.

He kept his word; he drove slowly 
all the way back, while beside him, close, 
sat Meg. Sometimes she was silent, her 
head on his shoulder; sometimes she 
looked at him until he turned to acknowl­
edge her; sometimes she talked, in a 
sweet and happy voice. And all the 
while, Matt thought of that other hap­
piness gone shockingly sour, of a blonde 
girl’s laughter that had stilled, of his 
own boy’s heart in his eyes and warmth 
in his body when he looked at Jere. He 
felt queerly faithless—to Jere, to Jason, 
and now to Meg.

But one thing he knew: I can’t lie 
to Meg. I’ve got to tell her how it is.

He waited until they were in her 
apartment, having coffee. Then he said, 
with a great deal of care, “Meg, it’s 
wonderful to be free to enjoy days like 
today, isn’t it? You and I have the 
world by the tail. We’re neither of us 
bound to anyone.”

Was he maneuvering this correctly? 
She was (juiet, her face mobile. But that 
would be like her—that infinite poise on 
the outside, while inside the hurt might 
be thumping. “Maybe you’re right,” she 
said. There was no reproach in the 
words.

Matt met her look squarely. “There’s 
a concert Wednesday night. Do you 
feel like going with me?”

She hesitated, and he saw what he 
thought was refusal in her. But then 
she said, “It would be fine, Matt.”

It would have been blasphemy to 
kiss her good night, or even touch her. 
He went down and got in his car. Driv­
ing home, the fear he had felt for them 
jointly became almost terror. There was 
something so precious between them that 
it was imperative it should be preserved. 
Even if that meant being apart. Perhaps 
he had erred in asking to see her again; 
perhaps their future meetings would be 
prefaced by stiltedness, by a sophistry 
that would eat at their relationship until 
it was too late to resurrect any kind ol 
honesty.

It was Meg herself who remedied 

the matter. After the concert, they were 
sitting in the car by her building. She 
said, “I’ve been thinking a lot, Matt, 
about us. You haven’t lied to me; rather, 
you were shooting square when you 
showed you didn’t want marriage the in­
stant things began to get out of hand the 
other night. But you gave no reason 
why. You know how I feel about you; 
haven’t I a right to some explanation?”

He was silent a moment; then he 
said, with difficulty, “Someone very close 
to me made a bad mistake once. The 
trouble was, it didn’t start as a mistake, 
but as a wonderful love story. I had a 
box seat for the whole performance. The 
memory of each act and each actor sticks 
in my mind still.”

“But how—” Meg began, and 
stopped, and said, “Your brother? The 
Jason who lives in the West?”

“Yes.” The flood gates of the past 
opened. “It looked so like the perfect 
love—”



He heard his own voice going on and 
on, telling her the whole story from the 
very first night Jere had come to dinner. 
Meg listened intently, her eyes on him 
all the while he spoke, and when he was 
through she said, as if she wanted to 
make sure, “What did you say the girl’s 
name was?”

“Jere,” Matt said.
Something flitted across her face 

and vanished. She looked ahead into the 
blue night, apparently thinking it out. 
Then she said, her voice careful, “It’s 
not your fault that you are afraid. It 
comes sometime to everyone, I guess. 
Nor is it anyone’s fault I love you. That 
had to happen, and I’ll have to put up 
with it. Some day I might have to begin 
looking around for a substitute for you, 
and I’m not sure my judgment will be 
sound. Maybe I won’t care.” She 
turned to face him. “But until that 
time comes, Matt, I want to be with you.”

Now he felt free to put his arms 
around her, to look into her lovely face. 
His voice was humble. “I want to be 
with you, too, Meg.”

After that, they were closer than 
they had ever been. He felt their 
closeness and welcomed it and nourished 
it. That made up the buoyant moments. 
There were other moments, too—little 
quicksilver flashes when he would look 
up to see Meg walking toward him, or 
tossing her hair, or simply laughing. 
Vague possibilities would begin to click 
in him, and his heart would race and 
warm. Or—the raw moments—he would 
think of her inevitably going to someone 
else in a diluted love, she who was 
meant for richness and perfection. These 
latter reflections he discarded as soon 
as he could.

It was October when they had an­
other one of those free Saturdays. Meg 
said, “It would be beautiful in the 
country now.” Then, as if the thought 
had just struck her, “Matt, how about 
our little lake? Let’s go there.”

Matt considered. “It would be nice.”
They went. The pines were as 

green, the water shimmered in the au­
tumn sun. They got out of the car and 
walked. Meg was wearing a brown suede 
jacket and a bright scarf knotted at her 
throat.

“It’s as lovely as it was before,” 
she said. She turned, her eyes searching. 
“Over there—our picnic place. Remem­
ber?” She walked toward the spot.

Matt followed, remembering very 
well that blessed day. His throat con­
stricted. Blessed? All the moments of 
it came back to him, and his thickening 
heartbeats overlaid everything else. He 
was dimly aware that his armor of pro­
tection was not coming to his aid.

Meg stood looking about, five feet 
away from him. Then she looked at 
him in the way he had come to know 
foretold the ultimate disposition of some 
problem. “Matt, I wanted to come here 
for a purpose,” she said.

He smiled. “Yes?”
“Well,”—had there ever been any­

one as calm or as frank as she?—“in the 
first place, it’s where we first really 
knew we were in love.”

He stood motionless, silent. But 
overwhelmingly, triumphantly, he knew 
it was true.

“Of course, you didn’t realize it 

then; you were still being true to a 
ghost.”

“A ghost? What ghost?” Now he 
was truly shocked.

“Jere. Your brother’s wife.”
He stared at her, his lips going dry 

in barren denial. It had been a long 
time since he had admitted, even to him­
self, that he had been in love with Jere. 
“Meg—what are you saying—”

She came swiftly to him, putting 
her hands on his shoulders. “It’s true. I 
knew it when you told me about them 
that night. It was in your voice when 
you said her name, when you described 
her. I thought—no, I just hoped—that 
you might feel differently if you and I 
were together a lot. But it’s hard to 
fight a ghost, and nothing has changed. 
So I’ve decided to do something about 
it. Today! Something normal and di­
rect, something physical. Oh, Matt, it’s 
not looe you’re afraid of; it’s the unreal 
thing your imagination has made of it!”

H e held himself rigidly away from 

her. But she came over and put her 
arms around him. “Did she ever do 
this, Matt? Did she ever kiss you, ex­
cept as a sister? Or look at you this 
way?” Very quietly Meg said, “Did she 
ever . . . offer herself to you?”

Shock was still pouring through 
him, but now there was also the be­
ginning of something else. “No,” he 
said almost harshly. “Are you?”

“Yes. I am. Because I was meant 
to care only once, Matt.”

For seconds longer he stared at her, 
the violence of shock continuing. Then 
all the defenses he had been quartering 
away for years seemed to disintegrate, 
and he caught her close, his cheek on 
her hair. Was she right—was she?

“Meg, Meg,” he said. “What a fool 
I’ve been!”

She was right; why, she was!
It was almost unbearably wonderful 

that Meg should have had the wisdom— 
or the intuition—to do the one thing 
that could miraculously shatter the walls 
of his imagined security. And even more, 
the courage to put her conviction to the 
test.

It was not being in love with Jere 
that had twisted his thinking; that had 
happened because he had believed him­
self unfaithful to his brother. To expiate 
that treachery, he had sentenced himself 
to be a monk in a living world. He had 
not been in love with Jere herself, he 
saw now, but with an idea which she had 
symbolized for him.

Suddenly Matt realized something 
more: that he had not been able to see 
Jere in his mind—not since the first 
day at the lake. Since Meg had become 
so real, Jere had indeed become no more 
than a ghost!

Meg’s outrageous proposal had been 
like the surgeon’s knife, cutting cleanly, 
and allowing his selfishness, his child­
ishness, to drain away. That Meg, his 
love, his darling, could ever imagine he 
would allow her to have anything that 
was less than the best and finest!

With one stroke of courage she 
had cut his snarled and knotted bonds, 
and made of him a man free to love as a 
man should love.

He tipped her head back. His
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hands were quivering a little on her 
cheeks. “Will you marry me, Meg?” he 
said.

She was suddenly translucent. 
“You’re sure?” she said.

“I’ve never been as sure of any­
thing in my whole life,” Matt said.

They went back to town after a 
while, and a while after that, Matt left 
Meg and drove home. He sat in his 
darkened living room, unable to get 
the wonder of what had happened out 
of his mind. They had discussed wed­
ding plans, both wanting to get married 
as soon as possible. But that was as far 
as they had gotten, because in the midst 
of their discussion, they would have to 
rediscover each other again by look and 
by touch. Now, with the mutual dis­
traction momentarily cleaved, Matt’s 
mind turned to the practical side, and 
he thought, I’d like Jason to be best 
man.

Jason! The four years went leaping 
backward, and all the old love and 
compassion were in him again for his 
brother. He could wire Jason about 
Meg and himself; or he could call. 
Smiling a little at his own eagerness, he 
glanced at his watch, and went to 
the phone and put the call through to 
California. Waiting, Meg’s face rose 
dreamily before him as it would from 
now to forever, and then suddenly be­
hind it he saw Jason’s dark one, mouth­
ing almost forgotten wretched words: 
“Leave women alone, kid. They’re 
poison.”

For an instant, the bright evening 
was dimmed, and Matt was almost 
sorry he had done this impulsive thing. 
He wanted no blight on his new joy. 
Then his shoulders squared. Jason and 
his bitterness couldn’t harm him or 
Meg; nothing could. Nothing ever 
would.

The operator said, “Ready with 
your call, sir.”

Three thousand miles away, a 
deep and quiet voice said, “Hello.”

“Hello, Jason,” Matt said.
There was a dot of silence before 

Jason said gladly, “Matt! Where are 
you, boy?”

“Home.” Matt thought, He sounds 
different somehow. Almost casually, he 
went on, “I was wondering if you could 
arrange to come to New York in a 
couple of weeks.”

“Sure.” Jason’s voice had quick­
ened. “Why, what goes? You’re not sick 
or anything?”

“No.” Matt drew a deep breath. 
“I’m getting married, and I want you 
for best man.”

There was another silence. And 
then Jason’s surprise and pleasure both 
carried clearly to Matt. “You big son of 
a gun! Congratulations! You bet I’ll 
come home for that!”

This is Jason, Matt thought, aston­
ished. They went on talking for five 
minutes more, and just before he hung 
up, Jason said quietly, “I’m so happy 
for you, Matt.”

Matt sat looking at the phone. Of 
course Jason is different, he thought. 
I’ve changed; why not he, too? He’s no 
more the heartbroken lover of four 
years ago than I am.

The waves of happiness were wash­
ing back over him once more, and just 

as he had wanted to tell Jason about 
Meg, now he wanted to tell Meg about 
Jason. It was nearing midnight, but he 
couldn’t resist. He dialed her number, 
and her sleepy voice said, “Yes?”

“Hello, darling,” Matt said.
The languor was gone instantly. 

“Hello, darling,” she said.
“I called Jason,” he said, and told 

her what they had said, and continued, 
“He’s coming in two weeks. Can you 
possibly be ready to get married then?”

“To be frank,” Meg said, “yes.” 
Their laughter met over the wires.

A New Way
To Curb 
Dangerous 
Drivers

(Continued from page 37) 
two-point offense, for example, speeding 
three points, reckless driving usually six.

When a man has three points, he 
gets a warning letter from the commis­
sioner. This is surprisingly effective. 
In half the cases the department never 
hears about these drivers again.

At five points, the motorist is invited 
to discuss his record with an officer, to 
try to find out what the driver is doing 
wrong. The officer asks, “Can’t you be­
come a safe, law-abiding driver like 
other citizens?”

Should the repeater continue on to 
seven points, the department takes off 
the kid gloves for a formal, why- 
shouldn’t-we-suspend-your-license hear­
ing. Suspensions range from five days 
to several months, depending on the 
officer’s estimate of what’s needed to 
make the repeater observe the law. 
Where appropriate, he orders drivers to 
go out and get eye tests, to undergo 
driving tests, or even psychiatric exam­
inations.

Are you getting the lawbreakers 

and accident-makers off the road with 
your point system?” I asked Motor Ve­
hicle Commissioner Charles F. Kelley. 

“Nobody’s getting them all off,” he 
said. “We’re doing better than most 
states.

“We don’t have nearly enough high­
way patrolmen or officers to conduct 
hearings. So when you go back down 
the parkway, you’ll still see plenty of 
bad drivers. When they get in trouble, 
they’ll come under our point system.”

Other states follow a similar pat­
tern. New Jersey’s point system uses a 
critical score of twelve, not seven. 
Michigan’s unit plan uses the points to 
guide the driver-improvement officers. 
New York’s law requires a man who 
gets into three accidents within 18 
months to undergo a re-examination, no 
matter who was responsible. Twelve 
and one-half per cent of these repeaters 
fail. Drivers over 65 years old are re­
examined after every accident. A quar­
ter of them fail and are removed from

“Meg,” Matt said, “did I ever tell 
you I loved you?”

“You demonstrated it to my satis­
faction,” Meg said, “but I never heard 
the actual words.”

“Here they are,” Matt said un­
steadily. “I love you.”

After he had hung up, they seemed 
to glowT and burn in the room and in 
him. They slept in him all night, and in 
the morning they were so much a part 
of him that he knew he would never be 
free of them again. Nor would he ever 
want to be. ... The End

the road before they can repeat. In 
California, two-thirds of the repeaters 
who came in contact with the driver­
improvement program did show improve­
ment. Half came up with perfect, no­
ticket years, although they had been 
getting up to eight tickets a year each.

A state’s ability to correct drivers 
depends on how much it knows about 
them. New Jersey supplements its point 
system with a unique accident-prevention 
clinic which finds drivers’ deficiencies 
and shows how to correct or compensate 
for them.

The clinic has been operating since 
1952 in a modest building across the 
street from the capitol, with manpower 
provided by the Motor Vehicle Division, 
technical aid from New York University’s 
Center for Safety Education, and funds 
from the Automobile Association of New 
Jersey.

I watched the staff work with a half­
dozen motorists who’d been summoned 
to Trenton at the suggestion of their 
local police. Drivers who are up for 
point-system hearings also come here. 
So do accident-repeaters and drivers in­
volved in fatal crashes—as many of them 
as the clinic can handle.

I followed an eighteen-year-old from 
New Brunswick—a husky youth who 
looked like a fine physical specimen. 
First he took a written quiz on the 
motor-vehicle law, and a series of psy­
chological tests (which are scored and 
studied at New York University).

Then, in a room that held thousands 
of dollars’ worth of equipment, he took 
the psychometric examination. He was 
tested with the familiar eye doctor’s 
chart, with a device which measured 
side-vision and one that checked the bal­
ance between right and left eyes. There 
were tests of ability to judge the rela­
tive distance to two cars, tests of night 
vision and of the time required to recover 
from the glare of an approaching car’s 
headlights.

On the Portaclinic Tester, the youth 
sat behind a steering wheel, with brake, 
clutch and accelerator pedals on the 
floor before him as in a real car. When 
the inspector flashed a red light, an 
electric stopwatch measured how long it 
took the driver to move his foot from ac­
celerator to brake. This was his “simple 
reaction time.” Then a series of green, 
amber and red lights flashed, illuminated 
arrows ordered right or left turns, and 
sometimes several signs flashed at once. 
The driver had to steer and brake accord­
ing to the signals, while the stopwatch 
timed his “multiple reactions.”

The youth was visibly tired when 
he finished almost a half-hour of tests,



but the inspector had learned more about 
his physical abilities and reactions under 
different conditions than he could have 
learned in hours of road tests.

The officer in charge of the clinic, 
Inspector John E. Oldis, reviewed the 
results. The youth had done well on the 
written test, but in the physical, two 
things showed up: He was abnormally 
slow recovering from headlight glare, 
and he was ultrafast in hitting the brake.

“You’ve got to make allowance for 
your quick brake foot,” the inspector 
warned, “or somebody will pile right into 
your back seat.” He explained how to 
touch the pedal lightly before braking, 
so the stoplight flashes and warns the 
car behind. Regarding the other ab­
normality, Oldis cautioned the youth that 
he cannot judge night distances, and 
that he is blinded by glare far more 
than other drivers. “All you can do,” 
the inspector said, “is slow down at 
dark.”

T'hen they went over the youth’s 

record. Once, at 7 p.m. on a winter eve­
ning, he had lost control on a curve at 
high speed, landing in a ditch. Another 
I'me, aproaching a traffic signal on a 
c< intry road, he was hit in the rear.

If Oldis had been able to advise 
the young man when he first got his 
license, two accidents could have been 
avoided!

The effectiveness of the clinic is two­
fold. First, there is the correction of 
drivers in whom physical defects are 
found—like the youth from New Bruns­
wick or the man from Maplewood who 
had a succession of collisions with cars 
on his right until the clinic checked his 
right eye. Vision was deficient, and the 
man’s own doctor then found and 
removed a cataract.

The second part of the clinic’s work 
is the correction of drivers’ attitudes and 
errors. Because men like Inspector Oldis 
know what they’re talking about, a driver 
who has been humbled by the testing 
machines will usually listen, whether 
Oldis is counseling on how to compensate 
for tunnel-vision, or advising a repeater: 
“There’s nothing wrong with you, son. 
You can see, you can move fast, you 
could drive well. You have accidents 
because you don’t want to drive right!”

Either way, people who’ve been 
through the clinic are usually changed 
for the better. That’s why William J. 
Dearden, director of the Division of 
Motor Vehicles, wants three more clinics, 
each with twice the capacity of the pres­
ent one and capable of examining 10,000 
drivers a year.

A soft-spoken career man who’s been 
in the Division more than 40 years, Mr. 
Dearden is enthusiastic about new ways 
to make roads safer. He’s got his point 
system. He wants his clinics; he wants 
re-examination of every driver involved 
in personal-injury accidents; he wants 
new tests developed to measure attitudes, 
which he considers basic to safe driving. 
He wants six months in jail for everyone 
who drives after his license has been 
revoked.

He’s battling for a bigger appropria­
tion from the legislature. “We could 
recheck after every accident,” he told 
me. “We could cut the point total way
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down and get the potential killers long 
before they got to 12 points!”

As I left the statehouse and drove 
back toward New York, I thought of the 
answer I got when I asked, “What went 
wrong in the McElvarr case?”

“Nothing,” an official had answered. 
“No system works 100 per cent. Ours is 
still good.”

Actually, things did go wrong. Some 
clerk’s error let the driver in that case 
beat the system, for his license was 
picked up after the fourth conviction 
instead of the third. And if he had any 
physical shortcomings, nobody found 
them, because Commissioner Dearden 
has 2,200,000 drivers and only one clinic.

But in another sense, the official was 
right. The system is working well. 
Commissioner Dearden gives his people 
as much tough, scientific, effective admin­
istration as they want and will pay for— 
and maybe a little bit more. So does 
Commissioner Kelley in Connecticut. So 
do the good motor-vehicle administrators 
all across the country.

The man who ran down McElvarr 
drove the way he did, when he did, be­
cause he didn’t want to drive any better 
and because his neighbors didn’t object.

If his fellow citizens had wanted the 
restoration of licenses made difficult, if 
they’d wanted an all-out driver-improve­
ment program, if they’d wanted the kind 
of driver-control that gets all the repeat­
ers off the road, they’d have gotten it. 
But the people of Camden County, like 
people most everywhere else, aren’t yet 
convinced of the seriousness of repeaters. 
And they’re afraid of action that might 
affect men and women like themselves.

A man at the accident clinic told 
me, when I asked what he was there for, 
“Tough luck, mostly. Happened to a 
friend of mine. I had to drive him up 
today. He got caught speeding a couple 
of times. Bumped a guy at a red light, 
and for that they’re taking his license 
away!”

This man was undoubtedly a law- 
abiding citizen, but the fact remains he 
was condoning the action of a law­
breaker.

Other Camden County citizens seem 
to have the same attitude. Ten or a 
dozen times a year, as grand jurors, they 
refuse to hand down indictments against 
motorists who have killed, even though 
there is a conviction for the act of illegal 
driving that caused the fatal collision.

“Around here it’s no crime to kill a 
man on the street with your car,” a 
reporter in the courthouse told me. “To 
get in trouble you have to follow him up 
the steps and kill him in the house.”

Are we getting the Tepeaters off our 
roads? Not enough of them.

As long as people feel it’s not repre­
hensible, and certainly not criminal, to 
break laws and smash cars into people, 
we’ll always have repeaters on the loose.

But some day we’ll decide that bad 
driving is a more serious social error 
than bad breath. We’ll quit sympathiz­
ing with the man who has to ride by 
bus; we’ll recognize that it is not “tough 
luck” that takes a man’s license away, 
but a tough government, determined that 
there be no more McElvarr tragedies.

That’s the day we’ll make the roads 
safe for ourselves and our children.

. . . The End

(Continued from page 32) 
women at sixteen. There was a boy 
eighteen years old who became a general 
in the Civil War.”

Bill said, “I never heard of him.”
Neither had she, but in a tone of 

despair she said, “Oh, BillA”
“Debbie!” her mother called from 

the cavernous depths of the old house.
Debbie did not answer. She padded 

quickly to Bill and sat down beside him. 
They did not touch. They never touched, 
except infrequently by apparent accident. 
He was such a funny boy. He caught 
fire only from motors and electrical cir­
cuits and the knowledge he was entering 
M.I.T. in the fall. She really ought to 
send him packing.

“Debbie!” her mother called.
She sensed the involuntary tighten­

ing of her nerves as the dread of this 
afternoon gripped her again. She ought 
to send Bill packing, but he was all she 
had; he was the best thing she’d dragged 
off the summer’s drift.

“Debbie, are you deaf?” Louise 
Stuyvesant asked impatiently.

Bill got up politely, his scrawny 

legs unfolding as if he were a camel ris­
ing from the Sahara.

“Hello, Bill.” Mother smiled. It 
was a deprecating smile, Debbie thought, 
as if she’d said, “Poor Bill.”

The smile swung to Debbie and said 
to her of Bill, “Your summer folly.” 
Then the smile changed, and Debbie 
caught the significance of Mother’s look. 
It was a flashing revelation, passing so 
quickly she barely caught it. Mother 
envies me. She envies my looks, my 
freedom, my—my youth!

She stood there in shorts and halter, 
an old woman of forty-two who wanted 
to be young again. People said she 
looked young and pretty, but her hair 
had grayed early so that she gave it a 
blue rinse now, and above her knees 
were faint networks of tiny blue veins.

“Debbie, you’re in such a fog! Did 
you hear what I said?”

She hadn’t heard, even though 
Mother had spoken directly to her. But 
she knew it had something to do with 
this awful party Mother and Father were 
forcing her to give this afternoon.

“Louise!” Father shouted some­
where in the house.

Debbie ran down the steps. The
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loose sand tugged at her bare feet. She 
wanted to run away and hide somewhere 
for the rest of the day, perhaps forever. 
But Bill was trotting beside her.

“Hey,” he said, “where you going?” 
Halting, she cried passionately, “I 

don’t know.”
“Look,” he said, “how about going 

to the movies with me tonight?”
“Bill, will you do me a favor?”
“Sure.” He grinned, as if she at 

last were making sense.
“Mother and Father are making me 

give that party. The one I told you last 
night I was trying to get out of. Bill, 
please come.”

“Well, gosh, Debbie. I want to. But 
I just stopped off to see you on my way 
back to the garage. I’m on duty till 
seven.”

On duty! You’d think he was a cop 
or a fireman or the U. S. Army or some­
thing.

“Saturday’s the busiest day of the 
week,” he said solemnly, “but I’ll be here 
at seven and—”

She turned and walked from him to­
ward the ocean.

He came after her. “Look, Debbie, 
I’ll try to get here as soon as—”

“Just forget all about it,” she said 
coldly.

“But Debbie—”
“Forget it. I’ve asked Gary Gray­

son and Jerry Brunswick and Polly Doran 
and Janet Mason and—”

“Hey!” He gripped her arm and 
spun her around. For a thin boy he was 
surprisingly strong. He’d never done 
anything pleasantly surprising like this 
before.

But she said calmly, “Let go of me, 
Bill,” and he let go, to her disappoint­
ment, leaving her nothing to say and 
nowhere to go except back toward the 
house.

She felt him watching her, and then 
she felt him go. Turning, she saw him 
scuffling toward his jaloppy, his hands 
buried in his pockets, his head down. 
Good-by, Bill. Tears burned her eyes. 
It was not as if she loved him. Love 
was something in a book or magazine; 
it was the expectation of something all­
consuming where you burned helplessly 
like a log on a fire. No, it was not love 
that brought the tears. Rather, it was 
the great loss, the sense of being alone 
now on the vast shore of the enormous 
ocean.

Looking at the huge old house Father 
had rented for the summer, she scowled. 
It stood on the narrow strip of land be­
tween the sea and the yellow tidal river 
that crawled sluggishly among low jungle 
islands. Once the house had been white; 
now it was gray and sagging, like a rot­
ting but not yet dissolved iceberg. It 
was ridiculously large for the three of 
them and Mina, the maid.

That was the point about everything, 
Debbie thought. It all came down to 
economics. The folks had rented this 
place and come here because all the 
people they knew or wanted to know in 
Highcroft came here. This was the sum­
mer hangout of their “Gang.” That 
icky word. Even though it cost fifteen 
hundred for the season, they thought it 
a bargain. Because Father had struck 
gold. The company had pulled him out 
of the Midwest last January and made



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. They’d 
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
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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 I 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 divorcee named 

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 



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 
game 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 ana 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, 
oo 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?”
“/ 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.

A.s 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)
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SIMMER CAMPS

T -LEDGE
ORR'S ISLAND, MAINE 

(Connected with mainland) 
Camping for girls at its best. Sailing in Beautiful 
Casco Bay. Racing. Fun. Adventure. Clean clear salt 
water for swimming. Crafts. Dramatics. Music. Ten­
nis. Own stable of “Good Hands" horses. Canoe 
trips. Aquaplaning, water skiing, counsellor training. 
25th season same management. Booklet.
Mrs. Nell Barnes Knorr, Box R-15, South Portland, Maine

Mnv-mrk.rlfi-vn "Sunny Woodland.” 49thivioy mo UU yo Season. Cornish, Maine.
Where 90 girls from 5-18 enjoy a friendly, relaxing, and 
happy atmosphere. Swimming, aquaplaning, sailing, canoeing, 
land sports, dramatics, dancing, crafts, riding, trips. $490 
fee covers all activities—even horseback riding—and laundry. 
Mr. & Mrs. C. C. Peterson,81-B Winslow Rd., Waban, Mass.

<ULVER^
SUMMER SCHOOLS
OH l*K(  MAIINKUCKEE 
ing, boating, shore

Pori Hi A New term Feb. I. An endowed school. Boys
• “UWIv thoroughly prepared for college and for life. 
Fully accredited. Junior School. Small classes. Experienced 
faculty. Public speaking course required. Sports. New 
gym, playing fields, golf, pool. 240 acres. Summer 
session. 49 miles NYC. 90th year. Catalog. Dr. Carrol 
Oscar Morong, Headmaster, Box l-F, Hightstown, N. J.

8 HAPPY WEEKS
Three separate camps. Regular Acad­
emyinstructors. Excellent recreational, 
living, health and dining facilities.
Neatness, promptness, courtesy empha­
sized. All landand watersports. N AVAL 
boys (14-18). Naval training, sail­

drill, optional tutoring. HORSEMAN­
SHIP (boys 14-18). Jumping, polo, horse shows under ex­
pert horsemen. WOODCRAFT CAMP (boys 9</2* *l4).  
Indian and Nature lore, handicraft, campcraft, coaching ath­
letic activities. Nationwide enrollment. Separate catalogs.
18 LAKE SHORE COURT CULVER, INDIANA

CANADIAN CAMP

Lnn Co-educational 7-17. Real camping in 
VVUUI"I\UII Canadian Northland. Timagami On­
tario—Wide variety activities including sailing—Water­
skiing—canoe trips—non competitive camper planned pro­
gram—Camp and Director well known in United States and 
Canada. Fifty percent U. S. enrollment. Irwin Haladner, 
170 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Ontario.

Summer School and Camp
Wassookeag on lake, Dexter, Maine, offers accredited sum­
mer school program for boys 10 to 20. Small classes in all 
subjects. Tutoring in remedial reading and mathematics. 
Afternoons for aquatics and sports. Catalog.

Lester E. May, P. O. Box 4R. Brooklyn 9, N. Y.

Camp Kawaga M1"oc?.“ar’
One of America’s leading private camps for boys; under 
same family direction & operation since 1915. Excellent 
equipment for healthful living, mental and physical devel­
opment. Mature resident staff includes doctor and nurse. 
Address: Mr. Lou Ehrenreich, 750 Glencoe Rd., Glencoe, III.

Camp Northern PinesOnI‘SG«™‘1‘'
A Northwoods camp for Boys 6-14. Beautiful grounds. Split­
log cabins. Sand beach. Land and water sports. Riding. 
Canoe trips. Craftshop. Nature and Indian lore. Experienced 
Staff. Remedial Reading if desired. Catalog. Mr. and Mrs. 
Kirk Stevenson, 10043 So. Prospect Ave., Chicago43, Illinois.

MIDDLE ATLANTIC SCIIODLS

NEW YORK MILITARY ACADEMY
THE SCHOOL OF DISTINCTION pJ"

Develops today’s Youth for tomorrow’s world by building 
mind, body, character, leadership. Accredited. Member 
Military Schools Div. R.O.T.C.. Dept, of Army. Gradu­
ates in all colleges. All sports. Infantry, Cavalry, Artillery. 
Band scholarships. Grades 1-12. Catalog.

16 Academy Ave., Cornwall-on-Hudson, N. Y.

PEEKSKI LL^a
121st year. Over ninety percent of graduates enter 
well known colleges. Non profit. Small classes. Per­
sonal interest in each boy. Athletic teams for all, 
intramural & varsity. Swimming pool, band, glee 
club, rifle team, camera club, etc. Separate Junior 
School 3rd grade up; housemother. Mention age and 
needs. For illustrated catalog write.
Headmaster. Box 401 Peekskill-on-Hudson, N. Y.

Malcolm Gordon School
A small school for boys 8 to 14 in a homelike atmosphere. 
Prepares for leading Eastern secondary schools. Super­
vised study. Skiing, ice-hockey, team sports. 50 acres over­
looking West Point. 50 miles from New York. Founded 1927.

David R. Gordon, Garrison-on-Hudson, New York

AAnnlilic 1!'ound®d 1869- F°r b°i’8- Accredited. 
IVlunilUS Grades 7-12. Complete college preparation 
includes Officers Training. Graduates eligible for advanced 
standing college R.O.T.C. Remedial reading. Sports. Band. 
Summer Session. Tutorial assistance. For catalog address: 
Robert R. Weekes. The Manlius School. Manlius, N. Y.

The Bullis School
Accredited. Annapolis, West Point and Coast Guard Prepa­
ration. Also college preparatory and general academic courses. 
Modern fireproof buildings. Athletics. Rates moderate. 
Summer term begins June 20. For catalog address: Wm. 
F. Bullis, U.S.N.A., '24, Prin., Box B, Silver Spring, Md.

AArR/vrtOne of the Nation’s leading prepara- 
IVlvUUllUyil jory schools for boys. Grades 1-12. 
Accredited. Prepares for all colleges, government academies. 
Small classes. Individual guidance. Dairy and animal hus­
bandry, business courses. Semi-military. Sports. 80 horses, 
3 gyms, pool. 12 miles from Baltimore. Catalog. Robert L. 
Lamborn, Ed.D., Box 108, McDonogh, Md.

Admiral Farragut Academy
New term begins Jan. 30. Accredited college prep. Prepares 
for all colleges and gov’t academies. Separate Jr. School. 
Testing, guidance for college & career. Naval training. Sports, 
boats, band. Approved summer school and camp. Catalog.
Admiral Farragut Academy, Box K, Toms River, N. J.

EDUCATIONAL
TROUBLE SHOOTERS

Individualized Plan—
Each Student a Class

For boys with educational prob­
lems—successful college prepara­
tion and general education. Our 
tests discover causes of difficulties 
and we (1) devise individualized 
program to overcome difficulties;

(2) matte up lost time; (3) instill confidence: (4) teach 
effectively the art of concentration and the science of study.

Faculty 12; Enrollment 30; years' experience
Write Edward R. Knight, Ph.D., Headmaster

OXFORD ACADEMY Pleasantville. N. J. I

Bordentown Military Institute
New term Feb. 1. Fully accredited. College preparatory. 
Business, general. Aviation. Outstanding record of college 
entrance. ROTC. Boys taught how to study; small classes; 
remedial reading. All sports. Jr. School. 74th yr. Summer 
session. Catalog. Registrar, Box 281, Bordentown, N. J.

Kent Place School
Notable college preparation since 1894. Excellent dramatics 
and arts. Separate music building. All sports and activities. 
Exceptional riding. Spacious fireproof residence for grades 
6-12. Beautiful country campus 20 miles from N. Y. C. 
Florence R. Wolfe, Headmistress, Summit, New Jersey.

Hewlett School
Long Island School for Girls 6-18. Est. 1915. Thorough col­
lege preparation. Balanced general course. Dramatics, art 
music. Small classes. Complete sports program. Riding. Coun­
try campus. Homelike. Accredited by N.Y. Bd. of Regents. 
Eugenia R. Coope, Principal, East Islip, Long Island, N.Y.

Pnnn Un 11 192 acre campus near Blue Ridge Mts. 
r till 11 null jT College & Prep School with sepa­
rate insi-ruc. & privileges for each. Jr. College terminal & 
transfer. 90% prep students enter major colleges. Liberal 
Arts, Horae Ec, Music, Art, Merch, Radio. Lab Tech, Sec'l, 
Medical Sec’l. Modern bldgs. Pool, golf, riding on campus. 
Sarah W. Briggs, Ph.D., Pres., Box R, Chambersburg. Pa.

I I4sill Junior College and School for Girls.
LI nutin null Cultural and Vocational. Music, 
Home Economics, Secretarial Studies. Fine and Commercial 
Art. Interesting Activities. Preparatory and General 
Courses. Beautiful Campus. All Sports. Swimming Pool. 
Riding. Moderate Tuition. Separate school and Jr. Col. 
Catalogues. Byron K. Horne, D.D., Box 31, Lititz, Pa.

Sanford & Sunny Hills Schools 
Coeducational 3-18. Year-round. Accredited college prep­
aration. 170-acre campus near Wilmington. 23 buildings. 
All sports, riding. Music and art. Summer school and junior 
camp. Friendly homelike atmosphere. Ellen Q. Sawin, Pres.; 
Robert Rittenhouse & Nancy Sawin, Dirs., Hockessin II, Del.

4 if alley Forge 
MILITARY ACADEMY

■ \ l"At the Nation's Shrine" prepare your boyin J to enter leading colleges and at the same time
be trained for a commission in the Armed Services.
Small classes, highest academic standards. Prep. 
School and Jr. College, fully accredited; ages 12-20. 
All sports, Arty., Cav., Infantry, Band, Senior Divi­
sion ROTC. Catalog. Box R, Wayne, Pa.

Perkiomen
New term Feb. 1. Graduates in leading colleges, universi­
ties. Homelike atmosphere. Grades 7-12. Noted for excel­
lence in teaching reading techniques, Sports activity for 
all. Modern dorms. Near N.Y.C., Phila. 81st year. Catalog.

Stephen R. Roberts, Headmaster, Pennsburg, Pa.

Carson Long
Boys’ Military School. Educates the whole boy—physically, 
mentally, morally. How to learn, how to labor, how to live. 
Prepares for college, life or business. 119th year of Char­
acter Building. Overall charges $1100.00.

Box 18. New Bloomfield. Pa.

Solebury School in Bucks County
College preparatory school for boys and girls. 12 to 18. 
Separate campus for girls. Strong faculty. Small classes. 
Broad curriculum. Interscholastic and intramural sports. 
Art, music, drama. Country campus near N.Y.C. & Phila. 
William P. Orrick, Headmaster, Box R,. New Hope, Pa.

West Nottingham Academy
Coeducational. Grades 7-12, post-graduate. Excellent college 
preparation. One subject plan of study. Remedial work. 
Music, drama, art, sports, golf, hobbies. 80-acre campus. 
Located midway between Phila.-Balto. Est. 1774. Catalog. 
C. W. Blaker, Th.M., Headmaster, Box 14, Colora, Md.

The Anderson School
Year-round. Regents accred., coed, coll. prep. Grades 2 to 
12 & 2 yr. post-grad. Expert guidance staff. Resident Psy­
chiatrist & Psychologist. Individualized classes. Activity 
program stressed. 235 acres. Enroll any time. Catalog.
L. R. Gage. M.A.. Headmaster, Staatsburg-on-Hudson, N. Y.

A Quaker coeducational school.
UUKWOOQ International. Grades 9 to 12.
Good counseling program. Fully accredited college prepara­
tory course. Music, clubs, shop. Broad sports program on 
90-acre campus overlooking Hudson. 75 miles from New 
York. Moderate rates. 159th yr. Catalog on request. 
William R. Clark, Prin., Oakwood School. Poughkeepsie, N.Y.

Wesley Junior College Coeducational 
A.A. degree in 2 yrs. Transfer, terminal courses. Liberal 
arts, music, art, merchandising, business administration, 
medical and church sec’l, education, engineering, pre-pru- 
fessional. Sports, pool. Dorms. Moderate rates. Catalog. 
J. Paul Slaybaugh, LL.D., Pres., Dover 4, Del.

COLLEGE
DIaIah Izxrio Career Education for Men and 
KIQei VUlieyt; Women. Accredited B.S. or A. A. 
degrees. Accountancy, bus. admin., medical secretarial, 
secretarial, journalism, finance, teacher training. Fra­
ternities, sororities. Dormitories. Athletics. Counselling 
and Placement Service. 90th year. Approved for veterans. 
Catalog. Rider College, Box R, Trenton, New Jersey.



SOVTHEHN SCHOOLS

/aSTLE HEIGHTS'
MILITARY Highest Standards
Accredited. Preparation for College and Govern- 
ment Academies. Junior School in separate plant. 

Boys taught to study and inspired to excel. Remedial read­
ing. R. O. T. C. 17 modem buildings. Every boy in ath­
letics every day. Outdoor sports year round. Non-profit. 
Swimming pool, golf, aviation. Summer school and camp. 
For catalog and “22 Points," address:

Col. H. R. Armstrong, President
Lebanon. Tenn. (Near Nashville)

Junior Military Academy
Modified military school; kindergarten through 8th grade. 
Family life and affectionate care. Food from our 200- 
acre farm. 12 months' enrolment includes summer camp. 
Enter any time. Moderate rate. 36th year. Catalog. 
Maj. Roy DeBerry. Box R. Bloomington Springs, Tenn.

Columbia Military Academy
Fully accredited. 14 buildings. 9 built by U. S. Gov't. 
Two gymnasiums. Tiled pool. R.O.T.C. Supervised study 
periods. Weekly reports to parents. Junior School. All 
sports. 50-piece band. Orchestra. Glee Club. Summer 
School. Write for catalogue. Dept. R., Columbia. Tennessee.

Tennessee Military Institute
Recognized as one of America’s really good schools. Grades 
8-12. Over 90% of graduates enter college. Small, friendly 
classes. High scholastic standards. All sports, Incl. golf. 
ROTC. On C. S. 11—40 mi. Knoxville. 82nd yr. Catalog.

Col. C. R. Endsley, Pres., Box 182, Sweetwater, Tenn.

Kentucky Military Institute s^001 
with a winter home at Venice. Florida. Preparation for col­
lege or business under ideal climatic conditions all year. 
Land ami water snorts. Oldest private military school in 
America. ROTC. For catalog and "Why Florida” folder, 
address: Col. C. B. Richmond. Pres., Box R. Lyndon, Ky.

FARRAGUT
STUDY AND PLAY IN FLORIDA SUN 
New term begins Jan. 30. Fully ac­
credited. Prepares for all colleges 
and gov’t academies. Separate 
Junior Department. Naval-mili­
tary. Near beaches. Guidance. 
Sports. Boats. Band. Catalog. 
Admiral Farragut Academy 

501 Park St., N.
St. Petersburg 3, Fla.

RfyIIoc Flnrirlrr Fully accredited. Distin- 001105 OT I I Oil QU guis|ied academic record. 
Upper and lower schools, grades 7-12. Conference-type 
classrooms. Guidance. Sports for all. including year-round 
golf, tennis. Sailing. Outdoor swimming pool. Military 
or naval training. Summer school. Write for illustrated 
catalog. Registrar, Box 5037-R, Jacksonville, Florida.

Riverside Military Academy
Outstanding record. ROTC. Winter at Hollywood-by-the- 
Sea. Fla. Accredited preparation for college. Separate 
school grades 5-8. All athletics. Progress guaranteed. 
Reasonable all-inclusive school bill. Illustrated Catalog. 
Gen. Sandy Beaver. Pres., Box 401-R, Gainesville, Ga.

Georgia Military College
Accredited Junior College. High School grades 8-12. 76th 
year. Modern equipment. Personal guidance. Sports. Quar­
terly registration. Designated Senior R.O.T.C. Honor 
School. Moderate cost. Winter term begins Jan. 3. Write 
for catalog. Col. R. H. Thorne. Box R. Milledgeville, Ga.

STAUNTON
M ILITARY ACADEMY 
In Beautiful Shenandoah Valley. 
Thorough college preparation ; 
fully accredited. Individual guid­
ance. Band. All sports. 2 gyms. 
Pool. Fine health record. Fire­
proof buildings. Separate Junior 
School. Ulus. Catalog write Supt. 
S.M.A., Box R-l, Staunton, Va.
BASIC COURSE R.O.T.C. BY

Founded I860U.S. ARMY INSTRUCTORS.

FORK UNION MILITARY 
ACADEMY

Our ONE SUBJECT PLAN of Study 
has increased Honor Roll students 50%. Develops 
concentration. Strengthens foundation for col­
lege. Fully accredited. PO^C Highest Rating. 
16 Modern Bldgs.. 2 beautiful gyms, pool. Up­
per School, Grades 8-12. Separate bldgs.. 
Junior, Grades 1-7. Housemothers. 58th year. 
For One SoMect P'n- and Catalog, write
Dr. J. C. Wicker, Box 401, Fork Union, Va.

Hargrave Military Academy
Fully accredited. College preparatory, general courses. 
Grades 5-12. How-to-study training; remedial reading; in­
dividual guidance. Wholesome Christian influences. Sepa­
rate Junior School. All sports. Summer School. Founded 1909. 
Catalog: Col. Joseph H. Cosby, Pres., Box R, Chatham, Va.

Fishburne Military School
preparatory school with distinguished record since 1879. 
Grades 9-12. Small classes. Friendly, homelike influences. 
ROTC Highest Rating. All sports. Golf. Hobbies. 2 gyms. 
Indoor pool. Varied social program. Write for catalog. 
Col. John C. Moore, Supt., Box R, Waynesboro, Virginia

H sWZIU’J ^military (
The School of Achievement

142nd Year. 7th & 8th grades and High School & Junior 
College; Teaches “How to Study.” Develops leadership. 
Remarkable success records in college. ROTC. Healthful 
location. 2300 ft. Elev. White Sulphur Springs' golf & 
swimming pool. Athletics for all. Intramural & Varsity 
teams. Accredited—all colleges. New gymnasium. Cham­
pionship teams. Enter now. Write for Illustrated Catalog.
Col. D. T. Moore, Box R-501, Lewisburg, W. Va.

Carlisle Military School
•Develops Manly Men”—cultivates physical, mental, spir­

itual qualities. 7th-12th grades. I’re-aviation. Band. Mild 
climate. Rate $790 (including uniform). School dairy and 
truck farm. For catalog and view book, address:
Col. Jas. F. Risher. Headmaster, Box R. Bamberg, S. C.

Averett College
Accredited Junior College for girls. Liberal arts, music, 
art, speech and dramatics, merchandising, secretarial, med­
ical see l, physical education, home ec. Planned social pro­
gram. Modern buildings. 96th year. Endowed. Catalog. 
Curtis Bishop, Litt.D.. 406 W. Main St., Danville, Va.

Stratford College M
Develops aptitudes and abilities. Liberal Arts, Fine Arts, 
Vocational Courses. Healthful location in foothills Blue 
Ridge Mts. Campus of 15 acres—all sports. Social program. 
Write for “Intimate Glimpses” and catalog. Dr. John C. 
Simpson, Pres., Box R-l, Danville, Va.

Accredited Junior College 4 High School. Near Natural 
Bridge. Cultural environment of old Virginia.
Academic and Career Courses, combined to meet needs: 
Music, Art, Languages, Drama, Speech, Home Economics, 
Merchandising, Physical Education, Secretarial, Kinder­
garten Training, Equitation. Own stable.
Well-balanced social life. AU sports. Indoor Swimming 
Pool. Students from 38 States. For 89 years one of Ameri­
ca’s outstanding Schools. For Catalog address: Margaret 
Durham Robey, President, Box 981, Buena Vista. Va.

Virninifl Intprmnnt For girls. Fully accred- VlILJiniU iniUHIIUHI ited Junior College and 
2 years High School. Liberal Arts and Career Courses. 
Music, Art, Dramatics, Journalism, Radio, Nursing, Home 
Ec., Physical Ed., Secretarial. Elevation 2000 feet. Sports, 
riding, gym, pool. Est. 1884. Inclusive rate. Catalog.

R. L. Brantley. Ph.D., Pres.. Box 145. Bristol, Va.

Hnll An Virginia school for girls l lull jn fam0US Shenandoah Valley. 
Accredited 4 years high school, 2 years college. Liberal 
arts, secretarial, music, art, dramatics, home ec., int. dec. 
Spacious grounds. Sports, gym., indoor pool. Private stable. 
Catalog—mention grade and interests. Wm. B. Gates, 
Pres., Box 551, Park Station, Waynesboro, Virginia

Activities and social programs. 325 acres, pri­
vate lake, near Blue Ridge Mtns. Enrollment 35 states. 
Est. 1870. Non profit & non-denominational, also 2 yr. 
H.S. Dept; Indoor pool. Outdoor sports include golf, 
saUing and riding. For illustrated catalog write: 
William T. Martin, Pres., Box 401, Bristol, Virginia.

Greenbrier College
Junior College & 2 yrs. High School. In healthful Alleghenies. 
143rd year. Liberal Arts and Career Courses. Sec'l., Mds'g., 
Music, Art, Dramatics, SportsandrecreationsatfamousGreen- 
brier Hotel. Personal guidance. Fireproof suites. Addah B 
McClaskey, Dir, of Admissions, Box R, Lewisburg, W. Va.

Ashley Hall
In historic Charleston. Girls, grades 8-12. Fully accredited. 
College preparatory and general course. Departments of 
music, art. dramatics. Mild climate, year-round outdoor 
sports; riding; pool. Catalog. Miss Caroline Pardue, Head- 
mistress. Box R, Charleston 15, S. C.

________ HOME STI OY__________
Educate Your Child at Home

Kindergarten through 9th grade
If distance from school, travel or illness hampers your 
child's schooling, give him an approved education in 
your own home with the famous Calvert "School- 
at-Home”Courses. Lessons, books, supplies provided.
Complete, easy-to-follow instructions. Guidance by Calvert 
teachers. Used by more than 100,000 children. Start any time. 
48th yr. Catalog. Give child's age, school grade.

CALVERT SCHOOL
VBW ENGLAND SCHOOLS

Milford College Preparatory School for Boys.
Famous for its Teaching, since 1916.

Very small classes develop proper study habits, cultivate 
thoroughness. Optional accelerated program completes 1% 
years’ work in 12 months. Spacious campus. Athletics and 
activities for all. Grades 8-12. New term begins January 31st. 
William D. Pearson, Headmaster, Milford 3, Connecticut.

Worcester Academy S‘w So”?'" 
ditional prep, schools. Grades 8 thru 12. National enroll­
ment. Graduates enter leading colleges and universities. 
Students utilize all cultural resources of progressive city. 
Teams in all sports. Gym, pool, track. William S. Piper, 
Jr., Headmaster, 81 Providence St., Worcester, Mass.

Cheshire Academy
A pioneer in personal attention to the individual boy. Small 
classes, flexible programs, thorough progress. College 
preparation. Experienced faculty. Graduation Jan., June. 
Sept. Summer Session. Junior School. Athletics for all.

A. R. Sheriff. Headmaster, Cheshire, Conn.

Nichols Junior College
ministration, leading to degree. Junior College exclusively 
for men. Personalized executive analysis plan. An Invest­
ment in Education. Unexcelled location. 200-acre Campus. 
Modern dorms. All sports. Restricted enrollment. Pres., 
James L. Conrad, Nichols Junior College, Dudley I, Mass.

JUNIOR
COLLEGE
W. R. Garner, 

Pres.,
FRANKLIN, MASS.

Co-educational, campus college 
A. A. DEGREE IN 2 YEARS

Liberal, Vocational Arts, Bus. Adm.; 
Medical and Executive Secretarial; Ar­
chitectural and Engineering Drawing; 
Merchandising; Home Ec.; Pre-Nurs­
ing; Community Recreation; Int. Dec.; 
Advert. Art; Fashion. Athletics for all. 
Swimming pool. Near Boston’s cul­
tural, social centers. Write for catalog. 
DEAN ACADEMY: Grades 11, 12. Col- 
legeprep; also one-year refresher course.

Emerson School for Boys O8S,£’- 
A country boarding school 50 miles from Boston. 8 build­
ings. Limited enrollment. Average class 8. Men teachers. 
Homelike family group. Remedial reading. All sports. 
Graduates in top secondary schools & colleges. Summer Session. 
Ralph W. Turner, Headmaster, Box 911. Exeter, N. H.

MacDuffie School for Girls b«. ism
College preparatory with an outstanding record in college 
acceptances. Expert faculty, small classes, study techniques. 
Informal, co-operative. Cultural advantages. New athletic 
field, gymnasium. Sports. Moderate rate. Catalog.

Director. MacDuffie School, Springfield 5, Mass.

The Bement School b»Vi4G1'18
Delightful country boarding school. Thorough academic 
training. Preparation for secondary schools. Small classes. 
Art and music. Excellent supervision. Personal care. Also 
Summer Camp in N. H. Katharine F. Bartlett and Mary 
Harriman Drexler. Directors, Box R, Deerfield, Mass.

Tilton School
acter, responsibility, leadership. Small classes, understand­
ing masters, stimulating instruction. New gymnasium. 
Extensive sports program for all. Outing Club, Glee Club, 
Debating. Moderate tuition. Established 1845. Catalog. 
J. Rolland Crompton, D.D., Hdm., Box R, Tilton, N. H.

Mary A. Burnham School ‘""th* 1,''8 
Graduates are mature, poised, fully-prepared for college. 
Also general and post-graduate courses. Music, Art, Secre­
tarial. Traditional campus life. National enrollment. Rid­
ing. skiing, swimming. Summer School, Newport, R. I. 
Mrs. George Waldo Emerson, 41 Elm St., Northampton, Mass.

Nova/ Hnmntnn A New Hampshire School New nampTOn for Boys. 134th Year. Small 
classes. Experienced masters. Excellent college preparatory 
record Modern buildings. Well-regulated boarding school 
life. Sports for every boy. 155 boys from 15 states and

i itrles. New boys accepted in January.
Frederick R. Smith. A.M., Box 196, New Hampton, N. H.

Cherry Lawn School
For academic distinction and personality development. 
Coed. Accredited. 1st thru 12th grades. College prepara­
tory. Small classes. Individual guidance. Remedial Read­
ing. Dramatics, music, art. Exceptional riding, sports.

Christina Stael, Ph.D., Dir., Box 21, Darien, Conn.

Lyndon Institute Vermont valley
Grades 9-12. Coed. Accredited college preparatory; business, 
home ec., agriculture, auto mechanics. Art, music. Excellent 
faculty; personal guidance. All winter sports; football, 
basketball, track, mountain trips. Est. 1867. Full rate only 
$1000. Catalog. W. F. True, Box E, Lyndon Center, Vt.

Vermont Junior College
Vermont’s capital city. Terminal, transfer courses. Liberal 
arts. Pre-professional, nursery teaching, journalism, art, 
secretarial, med. sec’l, med. tech., home ec. Music, speech, 
dramatics. Radio studio. Excellent social and sports program. 
Ski tow, skating. Catalog. R. R. Noble, Pres., Montpelier, Vt.



MID-WKSTKRlf SCHOOLS

MILITARY 
ACADEMY

Sth grade. Thorough preparation for 
leading colleges. Accredited. De­
velops initiative, stamina, courtesy, 
character. Leadership training. All 
sports. Exceptional facilities. Sen­
ior Basic ROTC. Artillery, Cavalry, 
Infantry, Band. 1200-acre campus on 
LakeMaxinkuckee. Write for catalog.

18 Pershing Court, Culver, Ind.

Howe Military School academic 
training in spiritual environment. Accredited preparatory, 
business. Potential Achievement Rating gives each boy a 
goal. Small classes. Jr. school. Senior ROTC. Sports, ac­
tivities New dorms end pool. Episcopal. Est. 1884. Catalog. 
Burrett B. Bouton, M.A., 515 Academy Place, Howe, Ind.

Roosevelt Military Academy
"Builders of Men.” An outstanding educational institution. 
Fully accredited; Noted Guidance Dept.; small classes; 
personal supervision; free tutoring; all sports; band; rid­
ing. Moderate rate. Grades 3-12. Enter Feb. Catalog. 

Colonel Glen R. Millikan, Box R. Aledo, III.

Western Military Academy
Faculty accepts great responsibility for academic success. 
Integrated program based on individual needs. Grades 
7-12. Jr.-Sr. R.O.T.C. All athletics; boating, riding, pool. 
Enroll now for Jan. classes. 77th year. Near St. Louis. Write 
Col. Ralph B. Jackson, Superintendent, Box R-l, Alton, III.

Flrein Arnriomv College preparatory. Coedu- Eigin ACaaemy cational, grades 7-12. Small 
classes. Strong faculty. Students achieve individual PAR 
goals through personalized guidance. Music, drama. Bal­
anced activities, sports for all. Gymnasium, swimming pool, 
art gallery. Modern dormitories. Endowed. Est. 1893. 
Catalog. M. L. Brett, 225 Academy Place, Elgin. III.

Missouri Military Academy
and separate Junior School. 66th year. Grades 4-12. Fully 
accredited. Senior ROTC. Friendly and inspiring teachers. 
Small classes. All sports. Indoor pool. Riding. Golf. 30 
acre lake. 5 athletic fields. 226 acre campus. Catalog.

Col. C. R. Stribling, 315 Main St., Mexico, Mo.

Kemper Military School
Rounded educational, military, recreational program. Cen­
tury-old tradition; modern methods. Accredited. Small 
classes. 8th Grade, U.S. and Jr. College. All sports. 111th 
yr. Limited number of vacancies for January 3 or 24, 1955. 
Catalog- Director of Admissions, 615 Third St., Boonville, Mo.

Wentworth Military Academy
Thousands of business and professional leaders started here. 
4-yr. High School; separate 2-yr. College. Accredited. Sr. 
ROTC. CAA flying. Modern bldgs., country club. Sports 
for all; pool. Summer school; younger boys’ camp. 76th yr. 
Col. J. M. Sellers, 115 Washington Place, Lexington, Mo.

SOUTHWESTEKN ‘SCHOOL

Judson School in Arizona
A ranch school for boys 6 to 18, in healthful, warm, dry 
climate. Small classes. Accredited to all colleges. Riding 
& polo included in tuition. Tennis, swimming, pack trips, 
fishing, rodeos, riflery, music. 27th yr. For Catalog write 
H. C. Wick., D. M. Ashley, Dirs., BoxR-1431, Phoenix, Ariz.

BUSINESS & SECBETABIAL

BRYANT Get a head start! EARN YOUR 
BACHELOR’S DEGREE IN 2 
YEARS. Save time and money. 
Prepare yourself for a profitable 

_ __ _ __ _. career. Study ADMINISTRATIVE 
l b (Zb SECRETARIAL (mdsg., advtg., 

med. and legal sec’l). BUSINESS
ADMINISTRATION (management, acctg., finance, retail­
ing, salesmanship, advtg.). Also 4-yr. degree course in
Business Teacher Training; 1-yr. secretarial diploma. Coed. 
Traditional college life. Dorms. 20 buildings. Fraternities. 
Sororities. Self-help program. Effective placement service. 
Graduates in demand. Approved for veterans. Early appli­
cation advised. Catalog. Dean, Providence 6, R. I.

A CHANGE
If you have discovered during the first 

part of this school year that a change of 
school is advisable, the time to make a de­
cision is now. During the first semester it 
often becomes apparent that, for one or more 
reasons, a boy (or girl) is not adjusting to 
his present school situation. Sometimes the 
problem can be solved by a frank discussion 
with teachers and principal. However, the 
reasons for his failure to participate well in 
his particular school group may be so deep- 
seated that a change of school is the best 
solution.

Independent boarding schools, because 
of their independence, are free to determine 
the size of their classes, and to experiment 
with and find teaching methods best suited 
to the individual student. Many good schools

★ ST. JOHN'S ACADEMY
Generations of outstanding Americans 
have trained under famous "St. John’s 
System.” Grades 7-12. Fully accredited. 
Outstanding faculty. Small classes. 
Reading clinic. Beautiful campus, new 
hospital. Chapel. Fireproof dormitories. 
Sr. ROTC (highest rating). Sports 
(teams for each age-size level). Summer 
Camp. Est. 1884. Catalog on request.

Director of Admissions, Box 115, Delafield, Wisconsin

Shattuck School Boys, Grades 9-12
Balanced educational, religious, military program. Prepar­
atory, general courses. Small classes. Sr. Basic ROTC. 
Sports for all. Gym, armory, pool, golf course. Many activi­
ties. Episcopal. Est. 1858. Summer School-Camp. Catalog. 
Director of Admissions, 554 Shumway Hall, Faribault, Minn.

Ferry Hall
One of the oldest, most distinguished boarding schools for 
girls in the Middle West. Accredited college preparatory 
course. Also general course. Remedial reading. Swimming 
pool, sports. On Lake Michigan near Chicago. Catalog.
Frances G. Wallace. Principal. Box 2, Lake Forest. Illinois

Kemper Hall
85th year. Episcopal Boarding & Day School for girls. Thor­
ough college preparation and spiritual training. Music, Art, 
Dramatics and Homemaking Courses. All sports. Junior 
school department. Beautiful Lake Shore Campus. 50 miles 
from Chicago. For catalog address: Box R, Kenosha, Wisconsin

The Leelanau Schools
preparatory on shores of Lake Michigan. Grades 6-12. 
Homelike atmosphere for Christian Scientists and others. 
Small classes. Music, art, shop. Scholarships. All sports in­
cluding riding; ski school. Work program. Catalog.
Charles W. Shinn, Headmaster, Box R, Glen Arbor, Mich.

Ann Arbor School 6-14 years
A private resident school for children of average or superior 
intelligence whose psychological difficulties impair their 
learning abilities and school progress. Provides a program 
of education with psychotherapy. Address:

Alice Allen, 1700 Broadway, Ann Arbor, Mich.

COLLEGE

National College of Education
Modern preparation for nursery and elementary school 
teachers. Liberal arts, technique study, practice teaching. 
Fully accredited. 4 and 5 years; B.Ed., M.Ed. degrees. Coed. 
Campus life on Chicago’s beautiful North Shore. Catalog. 
K. Richard Johnson, Pres., 2818 Sheridan, Evanston, III.

SPECIAL SCHOOL

I rowbridge Established 1917
For unusual children. Twelve-month program. Experienced 
teachers. Psychologist. Dept, for convulsive-type disorders. 
Medical, psychiatric care. Home atmosphere, individual 
training. Pamphlet. John A. Moran, M.S.S.W., Director, 
Box F, 2827 Forest Avenue, Kansas City, Missouri.

Katharine Gibbs
Outstanding secretarial training for high school, private 
school graduates. Special course for college women. Resi­
dent facilities. Four-school placement service. Catalog: 
President's Secretary, 21 Marlborough St., Boston 16; 230 
Park Ave.. New York 17; Montclair, N.J.; Providence 6, R.l.

Fisher Junior College
for discriminating girls. Live close to cultural, social ad­
vantages in Boston Back Bay residences. Two-year courses 
for Executive. Medical, Foreign Trade, Legal Secretarial 
careers. Moderate rate through co-operative dorm plan. 
Catalog. D. M. Fisher, 118 Beacon St., Boston 16, Mass.

AT MID-YEAR?
have a few available places for mid-year en­
rollment (January or early February). If 
you are interested in exploring the possi­
bility of this type of schooling for your child 
let us help you. Members of REDBOOK’S 
Educational Staff pay yearly visits to hun­
dreds of boarding schools and summer 
camps; We shall gladly make suggestions to 
you. In writing for information be sure to 
state the age, present grade in school, de­
sired location, amount you will spend for 
school or camp tuition, and pertinent infor­
mation about the boy or girls in question.

Address: Ethel F. Bebb
Educational Director 
REDBOOK MAGAZINE 
230 Park Ave., New York, N. Y.

(Continued from page 88)
“Beat it.”
Jack looked appealingly at Jerry.
“You heard the man,” Jerry said 

coldly.
Slowly Jack and Meg got to their 

feet and walked out. Gary watched them 
go contemptuously.

“Well,” Polly said as the screen 
door slammed. “Well—” Rising, she 
stepped on a record and split it. Then 
she laughed.

Jerry and Janet looked at Gary. He 
stared at Polly deadpan, and finally he 
said, “Let’s go for a ride.”

Good riddance, Debbie thought bit­
terly. Now she could try to clean up the 
mess before the folks got home.

“Debbie.” Gary turned. “Come 
on.”

She shook her head.
“Come on!” He smiled at her in 

that certain way, drawing her toward 
him. She knew she should stay here and 
clean up the mess, but he wanted her to 
come with him. And he was— somehow 
he was very important. The clock in the 
living room struck six. There was plenty 
of time. She followed them out to the 
cars.

Gary opened the door and said, “Gel 
in.” She realized he was speaking to her. 
Polly started in, too, but he reached 
across Debbie and pried her hand off the 
door. “Not you,” he said. “Scram.”

He started the motor with a roar 
while Polly looked up at them dully. 
Then they sped away. Debbie stared 
ahead thoughtfully. This, then, was the 
Way some boys changed girls.

Once she looked back and saw Jerry 
and Janet following. She asked Gary 
where he was going, but he did not 
answer. They sped up the road, past the 
long line of old summer houses and 
across a bridge where the river flowed 
into the sea. Finally Gary stopped at a 
dog wagon, and all of them went in and 
ordered hamburgers and played the juke 
box.

Debbie had stopped there once with 
Bill. But this was different. Now she 
was a part of the Gang. Much as she 
hated Polly, she felt sorry for her when 
she remembered her standing back there 
in the sand as they drove away. But you 
had to look out for yourself. It was 
swell, wasn’t it, to have Gary bring you 
in and show that you belonged?

“Let’s go for a ride on the river,” 
Gary said.

“Oke,” Jerry said. “We’ll get my 
boat.” He looked at Janet.

“Oke,” she said.
Debbie controlled a shiver. “I think 

I’d better get back—” Her voice trailed 
off as they stared at her.

What could she say to them? How 
could she tell them she knew about their 
island near the river’s farther shore? 
Most of the kids, even those like Mary 
who didn’t belong to the Gang, knew 
about that island. Even Bill knew about 
it. If only Bill had showed up. But Bill 
was different. And Bill was gone for­
ever. You could go just so far by your­
self and then you had to belong.

“Come on,” Gary said.
Slowly she nodded. Then she said, 

“Oke,” and Janet gave her a tight little 
smile.

They drove back to the Brunswicks’



and piled into Jerry’s outboard. Gary 
took the tiller. As the motor snarled and 
he pointed the boat west across the river 
toward the fading light, Debbie shivered 
Gary drew her to him. She did not re­
sist. She curled her legs under her and 
leaned against him and watched the river 
flashing past. A song started running 
through her head—an old song that the 
old gang back in Carlsdale used to sing. 
There's one more river . . . There's one 
more river to cross . . .

She knew Gary was pointing pur­
posefully for one of the low islands. 
Once they reached it, she told herself, 
she need not do anything wrong. If you 
could call it wrong. Instinctively she 
felt it was wrong, though no one ever 
had exactly come out and told her so. 
Instinctively she felt it was right and 
pleasant to be with Bill. If being with 
him was right, then was being with Gary 
wrong? Maybe you couldn’t draw a line 
between right and wrong. Maybe you 
just went along and sought the answers 
to the things that made you curious, 
and when you had a lot of answers you 
picked the one that suited you.

Gary cut the motor in the evening 
shadow of an island. The dank-smelling 
marshes jangled with insect life. Some­
where a fish or crawling animal slapped 
still water. The boat grounded, and the 
others stepped into shallow muddy water. 
But Debbie felt she could not move. 
Grinning, Gary lifted her and carried 
her ashore. She wished she could stop 
shivering.

“We’ll build a fire,” he said, and 
led the way along a narrow trail to a 
small clearing. In the gathering dark­
ness she made out a lean-to shack and 
the ashes of many fires.

Jerry disappeared into the brush 
while Gary was building a fire. In a 
moment he returned with a glass jug. 
“Here’s liquid fire,” he said. “Moon­
shine. Rotgut. They won’t sell us 
regular liquor, but there’s always some­
body has a still.” He drank from the 
jug.

When he passed it to Debbie, she 
shook her head.

“You drink some, Debbie,” Janet 
said. “You’d better. Like this.” She 
raised the jug.

Gary took it from Janet. “Like 
this," he said, coming behind Debbie and 
putting his arms around her and raising 
the jug. She swallowed a little and 
gasped as the raw alcohol seared her 
throat. A light seemed to flash in the 
distance, and then she realized it was 
an evening star far out over the Atlantic.

Gary drew her down onto a blanket 
near the fire. “You’re cold,” he whis­
pered. “I’ll warm you.” He pressed her 
to him and his hand moved against her.

She was sure it was not a sense of 
wrong that made her push away from 
him. It was just a sense of—of empti­
ness. Then she knew that the wrong was 
in her sense of emptiness. It was mean­
ingless, as the whole afternoon had been 
meaningless. And so it was wrong.

Leaping to her feet, she ran down 
the path. Gary came behind her, call­
ing. She dragged through the mud to 
the boat and sat in the stern, hugging her 
knees. His face was close to hers, his 
tone wheedling and then harsh. They 
must have been there a long time, for

ART & DRAMATIC ART

FmArcnn Co 11 POP Specialization In radio, 
CmeibQIl VWIieytf television, drama, speech, 
speech and hearing therapy with intensive courses in the 
liberal arts. B.A., M.A. degrees. Coeducational. College 
owned theatre, radio station and completely up-to-date elec­
tronic TV production studio. Dormitories. 75th yr. Catalog. 
Dean of Admissions, 130 Beacon St., Boston 16, Mass.

Art Institute of Pittsburgh
18 month Diploma Career courses in Commercial Art; 
Fashion Ulus.; Int. Dec.; Dress Design. Unusually active 
employment help before and after grad. Veteran app. 
Co-ed. 33rd year. For King Size FACTBOOK, write Willis R. 
Shook, Dir., 635 Smithfield St., Pittsburgh 22, Pa.

Ringling School of Art
Commercial Art, Fashion Arts, Interior Design. Faculty 
of outstanding artists. Students use Ringling Museum and 
Circus. Outdoor classes.- Doimitories. Low cost. Write for 
catalog and folder "In Florida Sunshine.”

George B. Kaiser, Jr., Exec. Sec’y, Sarasota, Florida

Gradwohl School of Laboratory Technique
offers outstanding training in Bacteri­
ology, Hematology, Histology/Biochem- 
istry, etc. Directed by R.B.H. Gradwohl, 
M.D., recognized authority on modern 
medical laboratory techniques. "Clini­
cal Laboratory Methods and Diagnosis," 
by Dr. Gradwohl, is the standard text 
and reference book in the field. Enter 
any month. High school required. Day, 
evening. Placement service. Catalog.
3512 Lucas Ave., St. Louis 3, Mo.

Inctitllta MediCal Assistants, X-ray VUIlieyie IllblllUie & Laboratory Technicians 
enjoy prestige, security, high salaries. Comprehensive 
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Lettering, Layout, Painting. Placement service. Vet. appr. 
Coed. Winter term begins Jan. 3. Catalog. Frank H. Young, 
Dir., Dept. 215, 25 E. Jackson Blvd., Chicago 4, III.
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Northwest Institute of roung.d isis.
Coed. Practicing
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X-Ray, Electrocardiography in 3 mos. Big demand, good pay. 
Free placement service. Classes start, Oct., Jan., Apr., July. 
G.I. approved. Catalog. 3410 E. Lake St., Minneapolis6, Minn.

MEDICAL ASSISTANTS

Eastern School for Physicians'
Aiflpc Medical Office Assistants. X-Ray and Lab 

Technicians, trained by Doctors for Doctors. 
Med. Lab Technology leading to M.T. Registration. 
Co-ed. (Est. 1936.) N. Y. State Lie. Spring Term Feb. 14. 
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HOME STUDY
FOR REAL JOB SECURITY—get I.C.S. training!
You study your own exact needs in your spare time, at 
your own pace. No interference with work or social life.
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and theory plus practical application. Complete lesson and 
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INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
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High School at Home ''"'JE’11
Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Prepares 
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pleted. Single subjects if desired. Free Bulletin.
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SHORTHAND
WRITE: BREVITYPE INSTITUTE, SAN DIEGO, CALIF., DEPT. 713
LEARN THE WORLD’S SIMPLEST, 

SPEEDIEST SHORTHAND NOW
FREE—please send me typical lessons, details on Brevitype—world’s 

simplest, speediest shorthand—first machine shorthand to eliminate coding. 
Tell me how I learn Brevitype In '/, the time through your personally guided 
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TECHNICAL 

COLLEGE

B.S. DEGREE. Aeronautical, Chemi­
cal, Civil, Electrical. Mechanical and 
Radio Engineering (Inc. TV and Elec­
tronics). Drafting. 1-yr. G.I. Gov’t 
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industrial center. Students from 48 
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ton Blvd., Fort Wayne 2, Ind.

Milwaukee School f t»,3«in Electrical and Me- 
of Fnninoorinn chanicalEngineering. B.S. de- OT CI1 y III ccl 111 y gree. Radio-TV, Electronics, 
Air Conditioning, Heating, Refrigeration, Welding. Approved 
for Veterans. 50,000 former students. Write for free “Your 
Career” Booklet. Dept. R-155 N. Broadway, Milwaukee, Wis.



finally he grew angry at her silence. He 
was shouting at her, calling her names.

She heard the squeak of oarlocks, 
and then Bill’s voice: “Debbie!” His 
rowboat bumped alongside. “Get in the 
boat. Debbie.”

Somehow she was not surprised to 
see him. Somehow she’d known all the 
time that he hadn’t really gone away 
forever.

As she reached for the rowboat. 
Gary called her another name. Bill 
helped her in with steady hands. Then 
he stood up and struck wildly at Gary. 
The force of. his blow threw him forward, 
and he crashed into the water like a tall 
tree. As he rose, Gary hit him hard on 
the mouth, knocking him back against 
the rowboat. Debbie screamed. Bill 
struggled to his feet and hit Gary in the 
chest. Gary smashed him down again.

Jumping into the water, Debbie 
dragged Bill toward the rowboat, scream­
ing at him incoherently as he tried to 
wrestle free and get at Gary. Suddenly 
Gary leaped from the motor boat and 
disappeared into the darkness of the 
island as a searchlight stabbed them. 
Bill wiped blindly at the mud and blood 
on his face. She heard a motor and the 
voices of Father and Mother. Then 
Father was standing in the water, yank­
ing and roaring at Bill.

“You jerk!” she cried at Father, and 
he stared at her aghast. “You big jerk— 
take your hands off Bill!”

“Debbie!” Mother splashed through 
the water from the motor boat a few 
yards distant, her arms outstretched. 
“Debbie, baby—”

“What’s he done to you?” Father 
seemed to moan. “Mary Krenrich 
phoned us, all hysterical— The mess at 
home— Mary said you might have come 
out to this island— I saw you fighting 
him off—”

“Bill came out to get me. Nobody’s 
done anything to me. But Gary Grayson 
tried. That’s why Bill went after him.”

They looked up at Mr. Grayson, who 
stood in the bow of the motor boat, smil­
ing above the glow of the searchlight. 
For a moment there was no sound but the 
jangle of insects.

Then Mr. Grayson said suavely, 
“Hell, Pete, the girl’s hysterical. The 
kids were just having a little fun. Forget 
it. Looks to me as if Debbie batted that 
tall boy there aroupd some.”

“Father—” Debbie gripped his arm 
—“/ told you what happened. Take your 
pick now.”

“Yes, Pete, make your decision,” 
Mother said softly. “It will decide a lot 
of things.”

Father brushed at his forehead and 
finally looked up at Mr. Grayson. “Call 

your boy in from the darkness,” he said.
Mr. Grayson shrugged and shouted, 

“Gary!” There was no answer.
He smiled down at Father. “See, 

Pete, Gary’s not even here.”
“Bill,” Debbie said, “will you please 

row me home?”
He smiled at her. Oh, he was lovely 

smiling through the mud and blood. He 
unshipped the oars.

“Debbie,” Mother said. “Baby—”
“I’m not a baby,” Debbie said. “Not 

any more.”
“I know you’re not.” Mother 

reached out and touched her hand as it 
gripped the thwart. In the dim glow of 
the searchlight her eyes glistened with 
tears as she looked at Bill. “Do you 
have room for me, too, Bill?”

“Why, sure, Mrs. Stuyvesant.” He 
helped her over the side.

But Father still clung to the stern, 
staring up at Mr. Grayson with a strange 
expression. At last he faced Bill. “Can 
you carry one more, Bill?”

“Hey!” Mr. Grayson called. “Hey, 
Pete!”

“Thanks very much,” Father said to 
him, “but we’re going—this way.”

As he clambered into the rowboat, 
Debbie grasped his hand and made room 
for him beside her. Then they started 
back, across the dark river, toward 
home. . . . The End
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THE BIC STORE

His proposal was as casual 

as his kiss, but Patrice knew she loved him. Then came disillusionment: Step by 

step, he had planned to take over her father's business — even if he had to marry her!
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I _S_ s 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
tary. “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 
ringleaders 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

This novel, like all other novels printed in Redbook, 
is purely fiction and intended as such. It does not refer to 
real characters or to actual events. If the name of any person, 
living or dead, is used, it is a coincidence.

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 office—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 
85,000,000 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.”

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.”



“We’re simply not getting our share of local business.” 
she said. “We’re letting it slide to competition. What will 
Halliday’s store gross this year?”

Selby had to concede, “About $15,000,000.”
“There you are! A store two blocks from our own and 

no bigger. Yet it grosses $15,000,000 to our $5,000,000. 
Why?”

Before Selby could reply, Mark bent his bald head over 
the table and flung out, ‘77/ tell you why! Halliday’s isn’t 
afraid of promotion! Halliday’s is alive! We're asleep!”

“Halliday’s,” Selby said without raising his voice, “is a 
bargain-basement operation.”

“Call it what you like,” Reickert said. “The fact is 
they’ve found the formula for doing real business: promotion! 
That’s why I’m for Paul Blaze. A promotion man!”

Conrad Selby was relieved to see Benjamin Lork lift his 
hand. He knew he could count on Ben. Conservative, able, 
intelligent. Aside from being controller and treasurer of the 
store, Ben was also his son-in-law. He had married Conrad’s 
older daughter, Grace, some nine years ago.

Ben Lork said. “I'm getting fed up with this business of 
comparing Halliday’s with Selby’s.” A lean man of thirty­
eight, he had reddish hair and a sharp face that bore a no- 
nonsense expression. “Why don’t we face the fact that we’re 
different types of stores? If we drag in Paul Blaze and his 
circus promotions, we’re going to change the whole character 
of Selby’s. Maybe some of you think that’s good. 1 say it’s 
wrong and dangerous. It means losing the kind of customers 
who like the way we do business. We’ll wind up being noth­
ing at all—except, maybe, a second-rate imitation of Halli­
day’s.”

Mark Reickert said, “Brother, if we can imitate Halli­
day’s volume, give me imitation!”

But Ben insisted, “I’m against the kind of spectacular, 
bang-bang promotion we’re likely to get from Blaze.”

* “You’ve got a wrong impression of Paul Blaze. Ask 
Everett.”

Conrad Selby glanced uncertainly at his nephew. 
Martha’s son Everett was in charge of the store’s advertising 
and publicity—a blond, good-looking giant who retained all 
the physical vigor of his football days. He had ability. He 
worked hard, and he seemed to enjoy every moment of it. 
But he had joined the enemy camp in this debate.

“I can tell you this about Paul,” Everett said. “He does 
not go in for the circus stuff Ben’s afraid of. His ideas are 
sound. First met him back in the Harvard School of Business 
Administration, and he had a lot on the ball even then. He—” 
Everett glanced questioningly at Conrad Selby. “Is this bio­
graphical stuff in order?” . . . “Go on.”

“When he left Harvard, he got a job at Blair’s in New 
York. Assistant to the promotion manager. He started spark­
ing ideas right from the start. In time he changed the whole 
character of their advertising. And after about six months 
Paul practically took over the department. Stayed with the 
store two years. Blair’s went from nine to eleven million.”

“If he was that good,” Ben asked, “why did they let 
him go?”

“Why does anybody leave a job? He got a better offer. 
From Christie’s in Philadelphia. And in three years Christie’s 
went from fourteen to almost eighteen million. I say anybody 
who can do that for Blair’s and Christie’s can do a job for us!”

Conrad Selby noticed that the bronze-haired young woman 
at his left. Bernardine Sorel, had for some time been trying 
to interrupt. Twice she had raised a hand, only to lower it 
again. Bernadine was the store’s fashion co-ordinator. She 
had taste—you could see that in the way she dressed. And 
she could talk with charm and ease to any audience, serving 
as commentator at the store’s fashion shows.

Selby asked, “Bernardine?”
The girl looked toward Everett. “I happen to know 

Paul Blaze,” she said. “In fact, I know his former wife. too. 
And I have a great deal of respect for him. But it’s always 
been my impression that Paul’s the—city type, if you know 
what 1 mean.”

“W illiston’s no village,” Everett said. “He’ll come if we 
meet his terms.”

Terms. Conrad Selby’s lips twisted ironically. He didn’t 
mind the $35,000 salary Paul Blaze demanded. The store 
could afford tha.t. It was the other stipulation that made him 
resentful: Paul’s insistence on receiving a stock bonus at the 
end of each year, its size to depend on the increase of business' 
he produced. This was something hard to swallow—the idea 
of giving Selby stock to an outsider.

But this motion need not be carried. Not if he could 
marshal enough resistance among these directors.

He said, “A man like Blaze can do a great deal of 
harm.”

“Harm?” Mark Reickert repeated. “How?”
“He’ll naturally try to surround himself with people who 

think the way he thinks. That could mean changes in per­
sonnel. Especially at the top level.”

Selby uttered this warning with a purpose. There were 
nine representatives of the store’s personnel on the board— 
nine working directors. He saw some of them become uneasy. 
It was important to make them realize that the coming of 
Paul Blaze, of new management, might cost them their jobs. 
When you fought for votes you had to seize every available 
weapon.

Reickert said, “Nonsense! It’s just as likely his coming 
will do the employees good. The more a store earns, the 
higher salaries it can pay. Everybody stands to profit if sales 
go up!”

Selby did not press the point. He had given them some­
thing to think about, he hoped.

Glancing around, he tried to appraise the strength of his 
support. Obviously Reickert. Martha and her son Everett 
were lost to him. Just as obviously he could count on the 
backing of his son-in-law, Ben. But the others?

Dr. Philip Selby, playing with his pencil midway down 
the table, had so far said nothing. Conrad respected this 
cousin of his. Not only was he a successful physician; he 
had shown shrewdness and foresight in real-estate dealings. 
And Selby believed Philip had enough family pride, enough 
faith in the store, to refuse to yield to an outsider.

Bernardine Sorel? She had a good job. What could 
she hope to gain from a change in the store’s management? 
As a matter of fact, he could say the same about the other 
employees who sat around the table. Randolph Green, for 
instance, the head fashion buyer—so upset by the debate that 
even now he was swallowing one of his eternal white pills. 
And Mrs. Isabelle Rorich, Elliott Gore, Harry Manderson, 
Walter Bliss—all of them, in fact. Wasn’t Selby himself re­
sponsible for their rise? Weren’t they his protegees? Why 
should they vote against him?

Suddenly he felt more confident.
“Before we vote,” he said, “let me assure you that nobody 

wants an increase in business more than I do. But I want an 
increase by methods that follow the spirit of Selby’s. No 
cheap promotional stunts. I refuse to see this store turned 
into a spectacle. I believe that all of us working together can 
increase business. And we need no outside help.”



“Con,” Mark said, “you told us the same thing last year. 
And the year before. Meanwhile we’ve stuck to our conserva­
tive policies and we haven’t gone anywhere—while Halliday’s 
keeps right on booming. . . . Let’s quit talking and get 
action! ”

And from her end of the table Martha Selby added, “I 
move the question. A closed ballot, please.”

Selby sent her a sidelong glance. A closed ballot meant 
nobody need worry about offending the president by openly 
voting against him; nobody need worry about jeopardizing 
his job.

Whatever Martha’s purpose might be, he couldn’t refuse 
the request. He said, “Very well. You have paper before 
you. Write yes if you approve of the motion to hire Paul 
Blaze. Write no if you disapprove.”

As the directors picked up pencils, he glanced at the 
portraits of the founders. The management of the Selby 
store had descended from them to his own hands some twenty 
years before. He had always felt it was a trust to be kept within 
the family. To turn management over to an outsider would 
mark the beginning of disintegration. It was monstrous to 
believe the Selbys were no longer able to look after their 
own affairs.

He wrote No.
The folded ballots were passed along the table. He 

asked Bernardine Sorel and Ben, who sat closest to him, to 
serve as tellets. While they unfolded the papers, Selby lit a 
cigarette.

Maybe, in the past five years, he had not given the store 
the most vigorous leadership possible—if, by vigor, you meant 
the kind of leadership Halliday’s had. And maybe, since the 
death of his wife, he had sought a more quiet, contemplative 
life in the store as well as in his home. But one thing he 
knew he had done: he had retained the essential character of 
Selby’s. The store had dignity. People trusted it as they 
trusted the First National Bank. They had faith in its in­
tegrity, in the quality of everything it offered. Could you 
call that failure?

Ben announced in a tight voice, “We’re ready with the 
result.”

“Yes?” Selby said.
“The motion to hire Paul Blaze as general manager has 

been carried by a vote of 9 to 4.”

Generally, when Conrad Selby left the store, his chauffeur 
waited at the side-street exit to drive him to his home on War­
wick Hill. Today, however, he found his daughter Patrice 
at the door. She sat in her own red car, her short-clipped 
blonde hair hatless, the collar of a sports coat turned up in a 
casual way.

To see her there did not surprise Selby. Rallying to a 
lost cause, he thought as he got into the car. He could tell 
she knew what had happened from the way she kissed him. 
At a moment like this he could be grateful for the fact that 
Patrice was still with him, still unmarried, still part of his 
own life.

“Dad, I’m sorry,” she said.
He did not answer.
“How can they be such fools?” She sounded bitter. 

“Don’t they realize what you’ve done for them? For the 
store? For—”

He patted her hand. “Let’s not hold a wake.”
She studied his lined face, and her eyes flashed ini anger. 

She started the car with a jerk. “You’re not going to sit 
back and let this Paul Blaze take over, are you?”

“No, I don’t intend to abdicate.” Selby leaned back. 
He was tired of thinking, of arguing. The traffic light 
changed, and he took off his hat as Patrice turned into Main 
Street.

At this hour, with the dusk deepening, Main Street was 
crowded with home-going traffic. Its neon signs were ablaze. 
In the block ahead, the two-story-high letters that flashed 
“Halliday’s” filled the street with alternate flares of red and 
yellow. There was a lurid, explosive quality in each change 
of color. He thought of the steady-glowing sign outside his 
own store, and even in this comparison, it seemed to him, 
there was symbolism.

“Patsy,” he said, “what’s got into people?”
“Ingratitude! ”
“No, it’s not that. It’s—it’s a change in the way they 

think about business. . . . Doing well isn’t good enough any 
more. Vhat you’ve got to do now is beat the next fellow. . . .

What’s $5,000,000 business when somebody else is doing 
$15,000,000? Unless you’re on top you’re a flop. Directors 
won’t tolerate second place. . . .”

He spoke slowly, and Patrice knew he was talking to 
himself rather than to her. Maybe it would do him good to 
get these things said. She crossed the bridge at the end of 
Main Street and turned left into Warwick Road. From here 
a long, uphill drive wound to their white hilltop home two 

' miles away. It was dark now. She kept her eyes on the path 
of the headlights.

“Even the language of stores has changed,” Selby said. 
“Who speaks about dignity any more? Or integrity? Or 
respectability? Words like that are out of date. The only 
word that counts today is—promotion. Sell! Faster and 
faster. More and more. Build up that volume or step aside 
for somebody who can.” Selby’s face hardened. “Well, I 
won’t step aside. It’s still the Selby store. It’ll still be run 
by Selby standards.”

“As long as you don’t let them push you around!”
He looked at the firm, straight lines of his daughter’s 

face. Her aggressiveness often surprised him. He used to 
amuse himself by thinking that Patrice lived in a remote 
world of her own. He had given her a year of study in Rome, 
a year in Paris, two years in New York. Now magazines 
were using her paintings on their covers; at twenty-five she 
was an established artist. Yet there was nothing detached or 
unworldly in Patrice, nothing of the impractical dreamer. 
She was blunt and decisive; as deeply steeped in the tradi­
tions of the store, he suspected, as he was himself.

“I don’t know why Paul Blaze should even want to come 
to Williston,” she said. “What makes a man leave the big 
leagues to play in the minors?”

“The big leagues,” Selby said, “don’t always pay $35,000 
plus a stock bonus.”

“The board was crazy to vote him stock!” 
“Those were the only terms on which he’d come.” 
“What was this meeting—a Munich? I’m going to dis­

like this man. I dislike him already—sight unseen!”
“That’s silly, Pat. The situation isn’t his fault. It’s the 

board that did it. If it weren’t Blaze, they’d bring in an­
other promotion man.”

She swung the car into their driveway. The white house 
was wide and sprawling, its lower windows lit behind their 
curtains.

“We’ll have to accept him,” Selby said. “The problem 
is to—control him. . .

I n the dining room of Philadel­
phia’s Hotel Clayton, Paul Blaze 
ate the first calm meal he had 
known in weeks. The roast beef 
was tender; the sauce on the broc­
coli had exactly the right tang of lemon; the baked potato was 
hot enough to melt its butter. Paul enjoyed the dinner— 
which was hardly true of his companion. Edmond C. Christie, 
one of the three brothers who owned the Christie Department 
Store, looked irritated. An enormous, freckled man with red 
hair, he peered at Paul through thick-lensed glasses.

“I don’t get it,” he said. “I thought you were happy 
with us.”

“Sure,” Paul said. “Had three good years in your store. 
The point is—where am I getting?”

“A man can’t go higher than the top,” Christie argued. 
“You’re practically at the top. What else do you want?”

“I’ve told you,-Ed. A share in ownership.”
“That’s impossible.”
“Exactly. Which is why I’m going to Selby’s. In a year 

I’ll own a block of Selby stock.”
Edmond Christie watched Paul Blaze cut his meat. His 

eyes were fixed on the thin, quick hands, their long fingers as 
positive as a pianist’s. His gaze rose to Paul’s face—lean, 
dark-complexioned, taut in a way that betrayed tension. Yet 
there had been no tension in his voice.

Christie said, “I suppose it’s none of my business, but are 
they paying you as much salary as we are?”

“More.”
“In a town like Williston?”
“Maybe that’s why. To make it attractive.”
“They certainly must want you,.” The red-haired man 

hesitated, then bent forward. “Paul, if it’s a matter of pay, 
you know damn well we’d meet their price.”



“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 Jrace 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. I 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. “It’s an idea. What better reason could 
a man have for marrying?”

Though the words came lightly, Christie caught the sting 
in them. It occurred to him that even after an association of 
three years he knew little about Paul Blaze’s unfortunate 
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. “I 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, theyTl 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. I think you’re in for one hell 
of a jolt.”

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. Elmei 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
ily 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. So, 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 knew 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.

He’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 J anet 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 coine 



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 to 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. 
Paul Blaze, tall, brown-haired, intense, would always be too 
thin.

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. “Did my uncle call you last night?”

“No.”
“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 I.
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 



bleached-wood desk, drapery-framed windows, a dictating 
machine, a brown-leather couch and three deep brown-leather 
chairs.

Everett clapped him on the shoulders. “Luck, boy!” 
Paul asked, “Whose office was this?”
“Nobody’s. Used to be an alcove off the big conference 

room. We had it partitioned.”
Paul was grateful for that. Little things—like moving a 

man to make room for another—could cause personal friction 
and resentment, and he was glad to learn he’d be spared this 
concern. He hung his hat and coat in a closet.

“Anything I can do?” Everett asked.
“Not a thing, thanks.”
“See you later, then.” ■»
When Everett was gone, and he sat down for the first 

time behind the wide bleached desk. Paul could feel a gath­
ering of tension in his stomach. He put his hands on the 
arms of the chair. He looked at the two telephones, the onyx 
ash tray, the pen-and-ink stand, the modern, low-slung lamp 
—and he had the same feeling he’d known three or four times 
in the Army, just before his outfit had gone into action. Life 
seemed to be on its toes, ready for the unpredictable. . . .

“Good morning. Mr. Blaze.” An amply-built woman in 
her middle thirties gave him a smile through black-rimmed 
glasses. “I’m Maud Heller. Mr. Selby’s secretary.”

He rose slowly. “Good morning.”
“Mr. Selby thought I might help you until you decide on 

a secretary of your own.” She motioned to the desk. “That 
red button next to the telephone. Any time you want me.”

“Good.” When she left, Paul tossed a pack of cigarettes 
to the blotting pad. He took one and lit it, and as he blew at 
the match he glanced again at the door.

A tall, slender girl with bronze-colored hair entered. 
She wore a blue, red-belted dress which, like her make-up, 
was perfect in every detail, calculated to emphasize every 
long line of her body. Though he had seen Bernardine Sorel 
at the board meeting a week before he’d found no opportunity 
then to talk to her alone, and he was glad she had come 
here now.

“Berry!” He went around the desk, his hand extended.
“Came in to wish you well,” she said.
“Thanks. Your being around makes me feel better. A 

familiar face. Say, you look wonderful!”
“Wonderful? I must be aging. You used to say 

‘glamorous.’ ”
“Uh-huh. I remember.” That had been two years ago. 

She’d been the best-looking assistant buyer to visit New York, 
and he had occasionally taken her out, had done lots of 
pleasant things with Berry. It was odd to recall that he had 
first met her through Janet, immediately after the war.

She gave him a quick smile as she squeezed his hand. 
“I’m glad you’re here, Paul. We need you. We need stream­
lining, pepping up, new spirit.”

He realized he was still holding Bernardine’s hand, and 
he let it go—aware of the strong Oriental perfume around 
her, of the perfection of the carefully set hair, the smoothly 
made-up face. Years ago a man named Benda used to make 
exquisite masks which had always reminded Paul of Bernar­
dine’s features.

“PH do what I can,” he said.
“You’ll get plenty of enthusiastic help. Any time you 

say, I’ll tell you about the fashion departments.”
“Swell. We’ll get together on that.”
She smiled again. “Strictly business, no doubt?”
“Of course.”
“I thought so—damn you.” But Bernardine seemed a- 

mused.
And then, beyond her. Paul saw Conrad Selby in the 

corridor. The gray-haired president shook hands with him in 
the door. His manner was courteous, a bit constrained. 
“Good morning, Blaze. Morning, Bernardine. Be with you 
in a second.” He went into his own office, taking off his coat.

At the same moment, the store’s public-address system 
crackled to life. There were a couple of whines, a scratching 
sound, and then an orotund voice filled the building:

“Good morning, Selby co-workers! This is Monday, 
April second. May I have your attention for two announce­
ments? . . . First, the cafeteria management asks that you 
remember, please, to return empty trays to the racks. A 
number of co-workers have been forgetting that lately, and it 
has given the cafeteria a lot of unnecessary work. It has also 
delayed those co-workers who have had to wait for clean trays 

and clean places at the tables. Remember, please! Return 
your trays to the racks!”

“Fascinating, isn’t it?” Bernardine murmured.
Paul smiled. Some annoyances were the same in all 

stores—the human element.
“And the second announcement,” the voice went on, “is 

one of the most important it has ever been my privilege to 
make. This is the day Mr. Paul Blaze becomes general 
manager of Selby’s. I have been told he is already in his 
office. I hope he is listening, because now, on behalf of all 
700 Selby co-workers, I want to wish Mr. Blaze the best of luck 
and success, and I want to promise him our full co-operation. 
Welcome, Mr. Blaze! We hope you’ll like it here. We all 
look forward to working with you. ... It is now 9:30. The 
gong will sound in ten seconds.”

A routine artnouncement of welcome. Yet, staring at the 
ash tray on the desk, Paul was strangely moved. . . .

As a bell signified the formal opening of the store, Ber­
nardine said, “Well, there’s a job or two I’ve got to do. Yell 
any time you need my help.”

A few minutes after she left. Conrad Selby came into 
the office. Lowering his long body into one of the brown­
leather chairs, he inspected the room like a stage manager 
checking props. “Hope you’ll find everything you want here,” 
he said. “If we’ve overlooked anything, just talk to Maud 
Heller.”

“Thank you.”
“When Ben comes, we’ll lay out a few plans of procedure. 

I suppose you’ve decided how you want to start?”
“First I’d like to familiarize myself with the store. Also, 

dig into sales records.”
“Ben will give you those.” Selby took a cigar from his 

vest pocket, held it unlit between his fingers. “Meanwhile, 
suppose I give you a fill-in on a few things. Especially our 
physical plant.”

“I’d appreciate that.”
“It’s a completely modern store, of course. Improvements 

like the air-conditioning, the fluorescent lighting, the escala­
tors, the public-address system—all are the latest kind, in- 
staBed within the past few years. So is the general layout of 
sales space. You’ve noticed our present system?”

“Yes, indeed.” On his previous visit Paul had observed 
that the store had- adopted some of the best layout features of 
modern merchandising. Selling space did not occupy the 
full area of every floor. Partitions walled off a twenty-foot- 
wide perimeter around the sides. Beyond the partitions were 
workrooms, fitting rooms, stock rooms. Thus no salesperson 
had to go more than a few steps to bring an article out of 
stock.

“Four years ago,” Selby went on, “we modernized our 
charge, billing and accounting systems, too. You’re starting 
with every modern tool we could install.”

Across his desk Paul studied the tall, gray-haired presi­
dent with puzzled eyes. Was Selby supplying this information 
in order to be helpful? Or was he, in effect, saying, I built 
all this. Everything you will use is my doing. Remember 
that.

“There are other general facts you should know.” Selby 
continued. “We now have 28,000 charge customers. Approxi­
mately 50 per cent of our business is done with them. . . . Also, 
I suppose you should know about the store’s outside holdings. 
We own the parking lot on Euclid Avenue. And we own the 
brick building next to the lot, which we maintain for work­
shops and the co-workers’ convenience. Its basement is oc­
cupied by our carpentry shop, our glass shop and our printing 
plant. We build our own displays and we print all our own 
signs and placards. The main floor has the co-workers’ cafe­
teria, and the floor above has their rest and recreation rooms. 
Also, we run our own garage on 5th Street. It services a fleet 
of 17 delivery trucks—”

He must have noticed that Paul’s attention had shifted to 
the door. Glancing over his shoulder, Selby saw Patrice, 
blonde and slim and straight in her blue belted raincoat. .She 
had driven him down this morning.

He rose. “My daughter Patrice,” he said. “Pat. Mr. 
Blaze.”

Rising, Paul was somewhat disconcerted. He had heard 
about Patrice during his weekend with Everett, as he had 
learned much of the family’s background. But he wasn’t pre­
pared for anyone so striking, so compactly and nicely put to­
gether.

“How do you do, Mr. Blaze?” Her eyes went over him.



“Good to meet you,” he said. He motioned to the couch. 
Patrice not only sat down; she threw off her coat, crossed 

her legs, lit a cigarette. While her father resumed discussing 
the physical attributes of Selby’s, she appraised Paul Blaze 
with eyes so frank and direct and curious that he found him­
self repeatedly glancing at her, becoming self-conscious. A 
damned good-looking girl, he thought, but he wished she 
wouldn’t dissect him like a specimen on a slide.

Finally Selby looked at his watch. He got up and said, 
“Let me see if Ben’s in.” He left, and Paul found himself 
alone with the girl. She still seemed to be assessing him.

“Miss Selby,” he said, “suppose I save you a lot of won­
dering.”

“How?”
“Age 34. Height 5 feet 11%. Weight, not enough. Eyes 

gray. Born in Malden, just outside Boston.”
A flush came into her face. She looked at the cigarette. 

“Sorry. Didn’t realize I was being so obvious.”
“Quite all right. Have I skipped anything?”
“I was deciding how you and Dad are going to get along.” 
“No reason we shouldn’t, is there?”
“Depends. On how much you try to disrupt the—old 

order.”
“As I understand it,” he said, “I wasn’t hired to let things 

stand as they are.”
“That’s why I’m worried.”
Paul shrugged. “Your father looks like a reasonable 

man. So, I hope, am I. We’ll click.” And he added with 
greater assurance, “After all, we’re both interested in the same 
thing—boosting business.”

“But there’s a difference,” Patrice reminded him. “A 
difference of attitude, of approach.”

“A difference big enough to cause friction?”
“Well—to cause disagreement. I’m sure you’re as well 

aware of the situation as anyone.”
“Pm not certain I follow you. What do you mean by a 

difference of attitude?”
“Well, this whole thing has no—emotional meaning for 

you.”
“Hasn’t it?”
“Another store, another job—how much can it mean? 

Your whole life isn’t bound up in Selby’s, like his.”
Paul leaned toward her. His voice tightened. “You’re 

wrong. I’ve got a lot at stake in Selby’s.”
“I know. A block of stock. . . . Well, if you want advice 

from somebody who knows, go easy, Mr. Blaze.”
“Afraid I wouldn’t get very far by holding back.”
“On the contrary. You might get much further.”
Selby came back then, his reddish-haired son-in-law be­

hind him, and the puzzling discussion had to be dropped.
Ben’s handshake was firm. Paul felt about him as he 

had at their one previous meeting: Ben Lork might turn out 
to be an antagonist, but he would always be outspoken.

Now Patrice rose, throwing her coat over her arm. She 
said to her father, “See you later. I’ll be down in art-goods 
for a while.”

She nodded to her brother-in-law and to Paul; and he 
had a vague feeling of irritation as she left. Would he have 
to cope with Selby’s articulate daughter, too? How much, 
he wondered, would she be interfering here? And why should 
she imagine this job had no emotional significance for him?

He pushed the annoyance aside. Patrice Selby was not 
an integral part of the store. It was ridiculous to waste time 
on futile resentments. Too much waited to be done. . . .

11 was Paul’s purpose, when he 
sat down with the president and 
the controller, to do more listening 
than talking. “Suppose we first 
consider our general objectives,”

Selby said, tossing his match into a tray. “Your primary job, 
Blaze, is of course to increase our volume. I’m sure you’ve 
studied our figures. What approximate goal have you set?” 

“For the first year? Six to seven million.” 
“And ultimately?”
“Twenty to twenty-five million.”
It was as if Paul had uttered something absurd. It 

caused a visible start. Ben Lork said, “You’re not serious. 
We’re in no position to shoot that high.”

Selby, for whose poise Paul was developing respect, 
seemed more amused than surprised. “Even Halliday’s, with 

all its reckless promotion schemes, can’t reach twenty mil­
lion.”

“I’m not basing my estimate on Halliday’s.” Paul said. 
“I’m basing it on Williston’s real buying power.”

Because they were skeptical, he felt compelled to defend 
his judgment. He bent forward. Whenever he talked like 
this, justifying a point, Paul became intense. Every bone 
under his skin made its own sharp line.

“Williston’s population is over 160,000,” he said. “A few 
hours from here—in Allentown, with a population of only 
100,000—a store no bigger than Selby’s is hitting around 
$20,000,000. Certainly the per-capita buying power here is 
no less than Allentown’s. You have more industries in Willis­
ton and 18,000 more people employed. I got that from your 
mayor’s report. If Allentown can support a $20,000,000 
store, why can’t Williston?”

“It would take a different kind of operation,” Selby said.
“Principally, it would mean stepped-up promotion,” Paul 

replied. “Increased advertising. Publicity—the kind that’ll 
make people think about Selby’s, talk about Selby’s, turn to 
Selby’s. It can be done. Selby’s already has the advantage 
of being the oldest department store in Williston. It’s an 
institution.”

“Which brings up a serious point,” Ben Lork said. 
“There’s many a promotion scheme we’ve turned down be­
cause it didn’t fit Selby’s character. Remember we’ve got 55 
years of conservative tradition behind us. I believe tradition 
has a definite dollar-and-cents value.”

.“I’d be the last to sell tradition short.”
“I realize the board expects you to look forward, not back­

ward,” Ben conceded. “And I’ll go along with that—up to 
a point. But not, Blaze, if we go in for—for circus ballyhoo 
to stimulate business. Williston isn’t Philadelphia or New 
York. More conservative. If we ever did anything undigni­
fied, we’d be condemned by every church and civic organiza­
tion in town.”

Paul took a cigarette from his pocket. “Why don’t we 
hold off speculating on the kind of ideas I’ll get till I actuaUy 
get a few? That’U be after I know the store. . . . Meanwhile, 
I’d like a rundown on some of the departments.”

Selby said, “Quite naturally most departments are in a 
state of suspense these days, waiting to see what’s going to 
happen. Ben can give you the figures.”

And the controller began to talk. . . .

That morning, down on the second flodr, in an office be­
hind a side-wall partition, Selby’s head fashion buyer, Ran­
dolph Green, sat in conference with Bernardine Sorel. They 
were planning spring fashion shows and going over invoices 
of goods still to be delivered, when the telephone rang.

“New York, Mr. Green,” the store’s switchboard operator 
said. “Mr. Morris Hein of Cluss & Hein.”

Randolph Green sent a quick glance at Bernardine. He 
wished he could be alone for this conversation. But there was 
nothing to be done about it. “All right,” he said. “Put Mr. 
Hein on.”

A moment later, he heard a man’s cautious voice: 
“Ranny?”

“Yes, Morris?”
“I just got the news. What’s happening down there?”
“Too early to teJJ.”
“I don’t like it, Ranny.”
“Nothing to worry about.”
“You know what happened to us in Philadelphia, don’t 

you?”
Green sent an uneasy look at Bernardine’s bent head. 

He said, “No, Morris. How d’you mean?”
“We used to sell Christie’s. A fair account. Then this 

guy Blaze comes in. All of a sudden we don’t get a nickel’s 
worth of Christie business.”

Green said, “Morris, I’m still here.”
“That’s why I’m calling. We’re counting on you, Ranny.”
Green forced confidence into his voice. '
“Everything’ll be okay. I’ll be in New York next week 

as usual. Se? you then.”
“I wouldn’t like to feel like a sucker, Ranny. Thrown 

out. Holding the bag.”
“You won’t. Everything’ll work out. Take my word for 

it, Morris. . . . ‘By, now. Next week.”
He put down the telephone. When he turned back to 

Bernardine, the buyer took a handkerchief from his breast 
pocket, dried his forehead. The girl eyed him curiously.



“Chiss & I Irin/’ hr said 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 because Paul Blaze is in?”

She watched him mop 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 
releases 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 tach run Paul Blaze’s picture and a 
sizable story. New York and Philadelphia papers had, of 
course, been less responsive, although there were short items 
in most business pages under “New Appointments.” The best 
New York story had run in the department-store section of 
Women's IC ear—three full paragraphs.

As a result, telegrams of good wishes to the new general 
manager were coming from manufacturers everywhere. 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 Hat 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 your uncle would be less than happy about my being 
here. But why Ben Lork?”

“Oh, nuts, Paul. Now you’re 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. If 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.” Everett said, 

“my uncle could lose some degree of—authority. Once the 
board 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. . . .”

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

“Hell, Tin not going to guess about that, too.”
“1 am.” Pau) said, leaning back. “\ou.”
Everett shrugged. “Gould be."
“Among the other big stockholders, your mother would 

back you. Mark Reickert. too, I imagine.”
“Il’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. Everybody 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. Il was built completely on the fact that his presence 
was a reproach to her father. And that reproach had come 
from the board, 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 you 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 from 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. “What’s eating you, 
Pat?”

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. “W hy do you say that?”
“Isn't it true?”
“About men in general? Nonsense! I get along well 

with you.”
“As long as 1 keep everything platonic, sure.” He spoke 

with amusement, not with resentment. “But I notice that the 
insiant 1 try to crack through the romantic barrier, you freeze 
up. Not 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 she 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 years 
before—she liked his very awkwardness. That didn't mean she 
loved Warren. ... Or did it? Patrice was no longer sure 
about love. Her years of art study in Paris, the miserable 
affair witli 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



had grown up on the friendliest of terms with youngsters of 
all kinds. Emotionally she had in no sense been different 
from the others. She was sure of that.

But Paris had done something to her. She had been 
twenty-two when she met Victor de Lange. Old enough to 
be sure of herself. Old enough to be serious.

He was one of the instructors at the academy—a talented 
man with blazing black eyes in which Patrice saw only dedi­
cation to art. He’d had several exhibitions, successful ar­
tistically if not financially, and his work enjoyed the respect 
of his contemporaries. Tall, lithe, Victor was incredibly good­
looking; he had the Frenchman’s facility of expression, and 
she was flattered whenever he used it to commend her work.

During her second month in Paris—he had hardly talked 
to her during the first—Victor asked her to dinner. He took 
her to the Medici Grill near the Luxembourg Gardens, and 
afterward they went to the small apartment she had rented 
in the Hue Vence. He wanted to see the sketches she had 
been making outside of class.

There was this about Victor; week after week thereafter 
he took her to see parts of Paris she had never known existed; 
he introduced her to his sisters, who had homes in Neuilly; 
and not once in those weeks did he attempt even a kiss.

By the time he did—the evening he suddenly drew her 
into his arms, roughly, as though obeying a compulsion—it 
was as if both had for months been refusing to recognize 
something inevitable. Patrice knew she loved him. She had 
loved him from the beginning, and her kiss was as ardent 
as his.

Victor wanted to marry her at once.
She might have consented, except that she suddenly 

realized how much her wedding would mean to her father. 
Surely Conrad Selby would want to be here. It seemed only 
fitting to delay until he could arrive. Since the death of his 
wife he had lived only for his daughters.

So they cabled Williston, and Conrad Selby promised to 
be in Paris by the first of the month. Patrice’s sister Grace 
would come with him. The wedding was planned for the 
second. . . .

. It was during the period of waiting that Victor was 
stricken with appendicitis. Patrice learned about it one 
morning at the academy, when he failed to appear. She tele­
phoned the concierge of his house, to discover that he had 
been rushed to the hospital at four in the morning.

She caught her breath, then wildly called the hospital. 
Victor’s condition was wholly satisfactory, she was told. No, 
he would not be allowed visitors this first morning—no one 
except his wife, who was already*  with him.

It was a terrible way to learn about Rachelle.
Not that Rachelle was his wife. Victor de Lange was not 

married. It was simply that Rachelle had happened to be 
with him through that unfortunate night—as, it turned out, 
she had been with him so many other nights. Rachelle, once 
a model at the academy, was now unemployed. As she so 
casually admitted later, she had been “with” Victor a very 
long time. More than a year. ...

Patrice turned away from all this with a feeling of sick­
ness. What stunned her was not the fact that Victor had had 
a mistress—that could be overlooked and forgotten. But how 
could he, in these last few weeks before the wedding^ have 
this girl spend night after night at his apartment? . . .

It was too late to cable Conrad Selby and Grace not to 
come to Paris. They were already on tbe way. But there 
was no wedding. And Patrice left to continue her studies 
in Rome.

Perhaps the disillusionment had left a scar that had never 
wholly healed. Perhaps she had been so wrong about one 
man that she still feared being wrong about others. Maybe 
that was why Warren found her withdrawn, cold; why she 
could never, as he put it, let herself go. . . .

Warren reached across the lunch table for her hand. 
“Sorry, Pat. Didn’t mean to hurt you.” His voice was gentle. 
“If I’ve said anything wrong—”

“No. No, it’s all right.”
“The point is I do sometimes get the feeUng that you’re 

letting something sour you.”
He was right, of course. But it was not anything Patrice 

cared to discuss. She raised her head, made an attempt to 
divert the talk from herself.

“If I dislike Paul Blaze,” she said, “it’s not because of 
anything inside me. It’s because of what he’s doing to my 
father. I can’t expect vou to understand that.”



Warren shrugged. “I have no intention of pleading the 
cause of Paul Blaze. The only cause Tm interested in is 
my own.”

Patrice said, “Could we talk of something else—baseball 
or newspapers or something?”

Warren Graham picked up his fork, grinning. “Sure, 
Pat. Sure.”

XJ y Restlessness began to harass
get j yW Paul Blaze before he had been in 
t hnTnitWi the store a week. He found it 

f hard to attune himself to the de- 
jW liberate pace of Selby’s. The quiet

atmosphere pervaded every floor except the low-price base­
ment. There, at least, Harry Manderson, its peppery man­
ager, kept things stirring and accounted for almost 30 per 
cent of Selby’s total business. By contrast, the upper floors, 
with their air of restraint, rasped on Paul’s patience.

It occurred to him that this relaxed tempo might well 
express the spirit of all Williston. But he had only to walk 
two blocks to Halliday’s to convince himself that high-pressure 
promotion could stir Williston as it stirred every other com­
munity. Halliday's always seemed to have twice as many 
customers as Selby's.

Within the Selby store, as he went from one department 
to another, talking to buyers, to merchandise managers, to 
salespeople, Paul began to see half a dozen promotion projects 
that should and could be launched. Some were simple 
enough, like jolting the co-workers out of lethar’gy with a 
dramatic offer of incentive bonuses. Surely Conrad Selby 
would assent to this.

Paul knew, however, that the other ideas he was shaping 
would demand a revolution in Selby policies. Ought he to 
throw the whole program at Conrad Selby at once, like a 
bombshell?

Why not? he thought. Why not be tough from the start? 
He’d been hired to run things his way. The sooner he as­
serted authority, the sooner he could spur Selby’s to activity.

On the other hand—and this factor was a chain on Paul’s 
impulses—Conrad Selby intended to continue as head of the 
store. They would have to work together. To override him 
at the outset, to arouse his antagonism, could result in endless 
bickerings and conflicts, all of which could mean obstruction 
in the future and a waste of time. . . .

In his hotel rooms Thursday night, Paul paced the floor, 
balancing one procedure against another. The wise thing to 
do, he decided, was to suggest something on which they could 
agree.

Get Selby used to nodding assent. Like gentling an un­
broken horse. . . . Once: Selby had learned to say yes, it 
might be easier to win him over to the rest of the initial 
program. . . .

Friday morning, when he walked to the store, he was 
ready. He went to the escalators, and there he met Patrice. 
She was on her way, she said, to the art-goods department.

Looking at her hatless blonde hair, at her straight figure 
in a beige sports coat, he realized, as the escalator rose, that 
at their first meeting he hadn’t given adequate attention to 
one outstanding fact: she was an uncommonly attractive girl. 

“Bet you’re our most regular art-goods customer,” he said. 
She tried to match his mood. “As long as Selby’s aHows 

me a co-worker’s 20 per cent discount, I’ll keep buying paints 
here.”

He remembered something then. “That’s a beautiful 
picture you did for the conference room.”

“Like it? Thanks.”
“We ought to make more use of you.”
“How do you mean?”
“Well, let's see.” He scratched his cheek. “We could 

set up an easel in the art-goods department. You could give 
a public lesson or two. Draw crowds, encourage painting as 
a hobby, boost the art-goods business.”

“If I thought you were serious,” she said, “I’d answer 
that I never put myself on exhibition. Even to boost Selby’s 
volume.”

He was still smiling. “Actually, what’s wrong with 
stimulating an interest in art?”

“Not a thing. Except that you don’t give a hoot about 
art, and I do. You’re asking me to sell paints and brushes.” 

“As an artist you object to going into trade, is that it?” 
He grinned. “PersonaDy, I have a great respect for trade. 

Bulwark of the- republic. It was industry that saw us through 
the war—all that sort of thing. Besides, I’m in trade.”

They were on the third floor now, and as they stepped 
into the next escalator Patrice looked up at him. “Mr. 
Blaze—”

“Your dad now calls me Paul.”
“Seriously. Do you see people that way? As—human 

gimmicks for sales promotion?”
“Only when they have something the store can use. As 

to this art-goods notion, the more I think of it, the better I—”
“Forget it. I won’t be a gimmick.”
She sounded annoyed to an unreasonable degree. Why 

she should show displeasure over something so trivial. Paul 
could not understand. But they were at the fourth floor now, 
where she would leave him, and he made no issue of the 
matter.

She said good-by. He watched her walk off as the esca­
lator carried him to the next floor. Nice figure, he mused. 
Matter of fact, she was most attractive. But touchy. Very 
touchy.

He dismissed the whole thing. There was the sales- 
promotion program to take up with Conrad Selby, and that 
was far more important. . . .

An hour later, in his office. Selby listened with interest. 
“Institutional ads?” he repeated. “What kind?”

“Half-pages twice a week,” Paul said. “We’ll call the 
series ‘Inside Selby’s.’ The idea is to play up Selby services 
in an interesting way. We’ll start with ‘Ella Bly.’ That de­
partment can use a boost.”

“Ella Bly” was the name Selby’s had adopted for its 
mail-order and personal-shopping service. To shop by letter, 
by telephone, or to seek special help within the store, you 
simply asked for Miss Ella Bly.

“Here’s a rough idea of what I have in mind,” Paul said. 
“The first piece should touch on these main points and illus­
trations.” He passed a sheet of notes across the desk. Put­
ting on horn-rimmed glasses, Conrad Selby picked up the 
paper and read:

1. Last year a Williston newlywed couple went to live in 
Puerto Rico. Asked Ella Bly, by mail, to furnish their San Juan 
home. Six rooms. Left all details to her on a $4,500 budget. 
She did the whole job from Selby’s for $4,200.

2. People sick at home or in hospitals constantly call on 
Ella Bly to buy their needs.

3. Soldiers and civilians overseas send Ella Bly Christmas 
lists, plus checks, and rely on her to choose and send all their gifts.

4. People in a hurry stop in the store to give Ella Bly their 
shopping lists, and she does everything.

5. Point out that we are proud of Ella Bly because through 
her customers all over the world express confidence in Selby’s.

6. Wind up with point that you, too—whether you need a 
handkerchief or a completely furnished home—can call on Ella 
Bly for free services.

Selby nodded his. gray head judiciously. “It could be 
good.”

Paul went on, “Other articles in the series will feature 
the rest of our free services: interior decorators, bridal con­
sultant, free fashion shows for women’s clubs, and so on. 
Then a series on ‘How to Buy.’ Interviews with our buyers 
and merchandise managers on what inside information to 
know when choosing china, silver, furniture—anything you 
can find in Selby’s.”

“It sounds like an excellent idea. What will all this 
cost?”

“Two half-pages a week, plus the fee of a writer.”
Conrad Selby did not actually say the plan pleased him 

because it was dignified; reassured him because it avoided 
the circus-barker type of publicity he had dreaded. Yet Paul 
could almost see the relief running through his mind.

Selby said, “Certainly we can give it a try. Found a 
writer?”

“There’s a fellow named Warren Graham I was told 
about. Writes editorials for the Reporter—good ones—and 
freelances on the side. Did some magazine articles.”

“Graham’s all right,” Selby agreed. “Friend of Pa­
trice’s.”

Lighting a cigarette, Paul did some quick thinking. This 
matter of institutional ads had gone more smoothly than he 
had anticipated. Why not, then, push a bit further? Make 
the most of this opportunity.



“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.”

“Why?”
“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. It 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 2% 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 2J/2 per cent to 5 per cent. You'd be 
wiping out Selby’s profit margin. We netted only 2 pec 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. I couldn’t ask the 
stockholders to gamble their chance of dividends on a wild 
hope.”

“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 
trying to hit back. Perhaps there teas 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 through 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 



about being an outsider; feeling, too. that the discussion be 
had come for would be ill timed. Yet he could hardly back 
away from it now.

Patrice, smiling, brought him coffee. “Or would you like 
something stronger.*'"  she asked.

“Thanks, no. Coffee's fine.”
She wore a casual pale-blue dress with a gay 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 wax she painted. It seemed a pity, he 
thought, that this girl, like her father, threatened to be diffi­
cult to get along with. . . .

Her older sister seemed far more friendly. A dark­
haired woman, almost as tall as her father. Grace Lork had 
a cordial smile ami. he suspected, an instinctive liking for 
people. There was humor in her eyes, as though she took 
few things seriously.

If tlie family was curious about his reason for coming, 
they gave no indication of it. Nor did Conrad Selby allow 
himself to show any angry remembrance of the morning's 
dispute.

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

“But in this Walter record.” Ben argued, “you get a 
sense of depth, of power, that I miss in the Koussevitzky.”

“Matter of personal taste/'
Grace, laughing, said to Paul. “Hope you don’t mind our 

musical squabbles. Ben and Dad have been at it for years. 
They never get anywhere, but they must find it fun to dis­
agree.”

Paul wasn’t 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 his job. Il lived with him. Its tensions 
kept his nerves twanging.

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

Lighting his pipe. Ben said, “Pm sure Paul didn't 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.”
“Oh?” Selby made no suggestion of going to another 

room for a private discussion. Paul glanced around. They 
were al) watching him now, curious, expectant. He decided 
to plunge.

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

Selby asked, “How do you mean?”
“Why don’t we give the program a month’s try? That’s 

not much of a gamble. If it doesn’t pay off in a month—fine; 
we’ll ditch it. If it is paying by then, you probably won't 
want to stop it. We don't need a vole 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 tucked 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 everybody 
knew it. There was ample time to cancel the board meeting.

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

Selby put down his glass. His manner was firm.
“Paul,” he said, "apparently I haven't made hiyself 

clear. I don't believe in spending money we haven’t yet 
earned. That goes for spending it over a year or over a 
month. The principle is wrong. I 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 

of merchandise. What you’re proposing is entirely different 
—an out-and-out promotional gamble.” Selby shook his 
head. “Paul. I happen also to be a director of the W illiston 
Bank. I would never in good conscience vote to let the bank 
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. Even for a month.”
There was no swaying the man. At the beginning Paul 

had some help from Ben. but Selby's son-in-law must 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 size of last year’s volume dictate this year’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 year’s business to keep 
us constricted, like a strait jacket. We've got to be free to 
exploit this year for all it’s worth.”

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

“Neither can I.’*
Paul spoke tautly. Facing Conrad Selby’s inflexible 

sense of rightness, he could appreciate and admire the man’s 
integrity. But then, was his own integrity less solid? He 
was not attempting tricks: he was not even concerned, at the 
moment, with the size of his own bonus. He felt honestly 
dedicated to the job of increasing the store's business, and 
intelligent.

Strangely, although he was irritated by Selby's opposition, 
Paul had to respect it. In some inscrutable way. he even 
liked the man for his refusal to 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 your energy and your determination. And I'd be 
a fool if 1 didn’t applaud your hope of increasing the store’s 
volume. Put as for your methods—Paul. I’m sorry. I can’t 
go along.”

“That gets us nowhere.”
“I wasn’t planning to go anywhere—along this route.”
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 hurt, and he brushed you off. 
What could you 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 neon brightness glowed against 
the sky.

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

“All I’m trying to do.” Paul answered, “is save 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 eyes 

were almost squinting, as though she were studying his face 
as a subject of a painting. He said. “Look—I’ve told you 
before. I'm being paid to put ideas into action/”

“But do you 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 you’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 hei as she 
had hurt him. His lean face became taut.

“That’s a hell of a thing to say.”



“Why can’t we be frank?” she asked. “Are you really 
interested in saving Dad from being hurt? Aren’t you just 
trying to make things easier for yourself?”

This time, to her astonishment, he did grasp her arms.
He forced her to face him, to see the wrath in his eyes. He 
said, “What the devil’s the matter with you people? It’s 
•your business I’m trying to build!”

She was silent, obviously surprised by the grip on her 
arms.

“Okay, so I do want something for myself!” he said. 
“What’s wrong about that? I’m not asking for anything I 
don’t earn!”

“Please let me go.”
“I’ll put this deal over in spite of your father! I tried 

not to ride over him, not to throw my weight around. But he 
won’t have it that way! All right, then. We’ll do it his way!”

He released her then. He went down the porch steps 
and got into his car and slammed the door. You tried to be 
decent, and they slapped you down. . . .

“Good night,” she said.
“Good night!”
As he drove away, he had a strange flash of recollection. 

He saw the sardonic features of Edmond C. Christie, remem­
bered Christie’s cynical prediction that the only way to get a 
real hold on an enterprise like Selby’s was to marry into it. 
That was bitterly funny. Paul uttered a derisive laugh. Mar­
riage into this stubborn crowd, he thought, would be too 
much to pay even for the complete ownership of Selby’s. . . .

On Monday the plan to run daily sales, supported by an 
all-out advertising campaign, won the overwhelming approval 
of the board of directors. But when it was all over, Paul 
walked out of the conference room without any sense of 
triumph. All he could feel was exasperation with Selby’s 
stubbornness in forcing the issue. Surely, he thought as he 
went down the corridor, there was nothing for which he could 
blame himself. He had made every reasonable effort to avoid 
a crisis, every possible concession short of surrender. What 
more could he have done?

Still, he had been stung at the meeting by Selby’s drawn 
look. Sitting in his own office now, tapping a pencil on the 
desk, Paul tried to shake off emotionalism. This was busi­
ness. He reminded himself that he was here for one purpose 
only: to increase the store’s receipts this year by more than 
$1,000,000. And if anyone offered obstructions, they had to 
be overcome. It was the only way to justify his position. He 
couldn’t afford sentiment. It merely complicated matters.

He rang for Maud Heller. “I want all buyers and mer­
chandise managers to meet me in the conference room at 
four-thirty,” he told her. “And ask Donald Ripley to see me 
first thing in the morning.” Donald Ripley was in charge 
of display.

An hour later, Paul faced some thirty of the store’s execu­
tives. He stood at the head of the long conference table, a 
trim, taut figure in a smoothly-tailored grey suit. After he 
had explained the daily special project, he made his instruc­
tions brief. What he wanted was an immediate search of all 
markets for goods that could be bought at special prices.

“That goes for every department in the store,” he said. 
“We’re out for specials. If you have any doubts about a buy, 
call Mr. Lork or me.” Then he added, “Another thing: As 
soon as we work out the details we’ll announce a new incen­
tive bonus system. We want you—all the co-workers—to 
share in whatever added business we produce.”

The meeting ended at five-fifteen. When it was over, he 
took Randolph Green and Bernardine to his office. A fa­
miliar tightness had caught his stomach.

“Fashions,” he told Green, “will have to be the backbone 
of this daily-special operation. I want fashion specials as 
often as we can get them. Coats, suits, dresses, blouses, 
everything. One a day if possible.”

Green, however, seemed uneasy about the idea. “It’s 
going to be tough, Mr. Blaze,” he said. “Covering a market 
of 4,000 firms takes time and more manpower than ws’ve got.”

“Hire extra buyers. Promote some of your own people.” 
But Green still frowned. “What—what about our reg­

ular lines? While we run these specials, do we stock the 
same basic inventory as in the past?”

“Sure. Only, for God’s sake, lay off the slow-moving 
stuff.”

“Slow-moving? Which, for instance?”
' “Lines like Cluss & Hein dresses, Shantz coats.”
Green stiffened. “Those are some of our.oldest sources, 

Mr. Blaze! I’d hate to cut them out! ”
“Who said cut them out? If they come up with a good 

number, fine. But let’s not load up with junk that has to be 
marked down two, even three, times before it sells!”

The buyer’s face was strained when he walked out. 
Bernardine looked after him thoughtfully.

“Paul, maybe you touched a sore spot,” she said.
“How?”
“Shantz, Cluss & Hein—”, She shrugged. “Could be 

they’re his wife’s cousins or something.”
“Don’t be catty. As far as I’m concerned, they’re second- 

raters.” Then, abruptly, “What are you doing tonight?”
She turned to him in surprise. “You tell me.”
He rubbed a hand across his stomach. “I’m wound up. 

Can we find a quiet place where we can eat in peace?”
“I’m a busy gal and hard to get,” Bernardine said. “The 

minute we close, I’ll meet you at the side door.”

Immelman’s Restaurant, on the road to Medill, occupied 
the lower floor of what had once been an enormous private 
home. Mama Immelman served authentic Pennsylvania Dutch 
food. The walls were decorated with hex signs, and the 
waitresses wore crisp, colorful nineteenth-century dresses that 
flared out over bulging petticoats. Mama Immelman’s three 
sons were always there with their musical instruments—a 
violin, an accordion, a mandolin. They made Immelman’s 
gay, casual, a delightful \place in which to eat.

On the way to their table, Bernardine greeted a good 
many people she knew. And just before eight o’clock, Pa­
trice Selby came in with a lumbering young man Paul-recog­
nized—Warren Graham of the Reporter.

If Patrice was at all surprised to find Paul and Bernar­
dine together, she gave no indication of it. She paused a mo-



ment to talk. Her manner was formal, almost cool. Paul 
suspected, with a sense of injustice, that she was holding him 
responsible for her father’s latest defeat.

Warren Graham told him, “I’ll be starting on these in­
stitutional ads this weekend.”

“Fine. Hope you’ll find they’re fun to do.”
Patrice put in. “You couldn’t have picked a better writer.” 

And then, “Let’s get our table, Warren.”
Her coolness was disturbing. Paul sat down and shook 

his head. “What’s the matter with these Selbys?” he said. 
“Can’t they realize I’m in the store to—”

“Uh-uh.” Bernardine pressed a finger against his lips. 
“You’re here to relax.”

“All I was going to say—”
“—can wait till later. You took me out for diversion. 

And, by heaven, you’re going to be diverted! No more store 
talk.”

He grinned a bit forcedly and dropped the matter. How 
much he needed relief from concentration on Selby’s, he 
hadn’t realized. The music, the food, the noise—it was all a 
tonic. When they finished dinner, he felt infinitely more at 
ease. They waved to Patrice and Warren Graham, and left.

“Come up a while,” Bernardine said at her door. “I’ll 
give you apple brandy.”

“I was coming even without the brandy.”
“Were you? I never know.”
Her parents had a home in Gorham, some thirty miles 

away; so, for convenience, Bernardine maintained this small 
apartment six blocks from the store. As he glanced around 
at the Swedish Modern furniture, Paul reflected that her good 
taste was as evident here as in her clothes.

She poured the apple brandy, and they faced each other 
from the corners of a long couch. She kicked off her shoes, 
tucked her feet under her skirt.

“We should do this often,” she said. “It’s nice.”
He smiled as he sipped the brandy. His arm lay on the 

back of the couch, a cigarette sending up a spiral of smoke 
from his fingers. And he became thoughtful.

After a long silence Bernardine asked, “What is it, Paul?”
“Just digesting a lesson I learned today. Something I 

keep telling myself again and again—and always let myself 
forget.” He stared at his glass. “In business you’ve got to 
go after what you want—and to hell with whom you hurt. 
Once you start worrying about hurting people, you generally 
wind up by hurting them all the more.”

“A Blaze paradox. And I’m not sure I understand it.”
“Forget it.”
He sipped his drink, then looked along the lengthvo'f the 

couch ar-Bernardine’s burnished hair, at her beautifully made- 
up face.

“Now,” she mocked, “it’s finally not the store that’s on 
your mind. It’s me.”

He nodded.
“What’s this problem?” she asked.
“Just trying to make you out.”
“Which means that in about ten seconds you’ll be giving 

an imitation of my mother.”
“How?”
Bernardine waved a hand at the room. “What’s the 

point of all this? Why don’t 1 get married? Is this an in­
telligent way for a girl to live?”

Smiling, Paul reached for an ash tray. “You’ve got all 
the questions,” he conceded. “What about the answers?”

Bernardine swallowed some of the brandy. “I wish I 
knew.” .

“No marriage in sight?”
“The last time 1 felt like marrying a guy was two years 

ago. At the Hotel Wallender in New York. Only, he turned 
out to be a non-marrying so-and-so. A heel named Blaze.”

A wry expression came to Paul’s lips. He put the glass 
aside. “You do make me sound like a heel.”

“I’ll say this for you—you were an honest heel. Never 
gave me any double-talk.”

“Actually, it doesn’t make sense, a girl like you not 
marrying.”

“Oh, I’ve had my chances. Lots of them. I stiU have. 
There’s one fellow here in town gives me no peace. Wants 
me to quit work and become his hausfrau any time I say.”

"But—?”
She shrugged. “Maybe I don’t want marriage as much 

as I want—other things. In some ways I’m like you, Paul. 
Mostly I want to—get ahead.” She took the cigarette from 

his hand, drew a long puff from it before she returned it to 
his fingers. “Maybe you’ll help me get ahead.”

Paul laughed. “Is that why you wanted me in the store?”
“One of the reasons.”
“What others?”
“You happen to be a guy I like very much.”
Paul reached for her hand. “Berry, you haven’t changed.” 
She asked with a smile, “Have you?”
He looked into eyes that were merry and provocative now. 

He caught the scent of her perfume; her warmth and close­
ness seemed to flow to him. It was as it had been two years 
ago in New York. ... He pulled gently at her hand. She 
let her whole body sway toward him without resistance. Her 
fingers rose to press against his cheek, and her eyes continued 
to mock him.

“I’ve been wondering how long you’d hold out,” she said.
But now he knew it was not as it had been two years ago. 

The excitement was lacking. The challenge was gone. . . . 
Or was it that his mood was wrong tonight? Was he so pre­
occupied with the store that nothing else could matter?

He rose, and Bernardine’s smile died with the movement. 
She watched him cross the room to pour himself a drink. Her 
eyes became vaguely harried.

“What—what’s the matter, Paul?”
“Don’t know, Berry. Still sort of—wound up, I guess.” 
“Sometimes you are a heel!”
“Fix you a Scotch?”
“Gosh, yes! Make it a double!”

>0 Donald Kipley, in charge of Sel-
1 *1  / Aj by’s displays, was a gaunt man
t .1 with the melancholy eyes of a

(J spaniel. That evening he sat be- 
side his parlor window. He gazed 

at the wall, thinking of the memo he had found on his desk: 
Mr. Blaze would like to see you first thing in the morning. 

“Millie,” he said in a low voice, “I don’t like it.” 
His wife, a buxom woman who devoted much of her time 

to volunteer church work, sat at a bridge table, addressing 
post cards. She answered, "Y'ou worry too much.”

“My show windows aren’t good enough any more,” he 
said. “Not for Paul Blaze.”

“They’re as good as they always were.”
“He made surveys. All week he kept men on the side­

walks, checking off how many people actually stopped to look 
at the windows. Only 3 per cent, Millie.”

She glanced up, adjusting her spectacles, blinking slight­
ly as though she didn’t understand. “How many are sup­
posed to stop?”

Ripley shook his head. It was hard to communicate the 
growing fear in him.

“The men who made this survey—they tell me Blaze says 
the windows don’t—pull. They don’t sell. He wants a—new 
style. He wants a different kind of display—”

“So what? Give him what he wants.”
Ripley swallowed. “The kind of windows he wants, 

Millie—they’re not my style. A girl in a spring dress, run­
ning across a field, with blossoms behind her. . . He shook 
his head again. “You’ve got to have a special knack, Millie. 
It’s different. It’s an art.”

“If it’s a window,” Millie said, “you can do it.”
But Donald Ripley couldn’t stop worrying. He recog­

nized his own limitations. He had started work for the Selby 
store in the days when you put on a pair of carpet slippers 
and went into a window and did the best you could with what 
they gave you. Of course, his ideas had grown with time. 
He had learned a good deal from studying windows in New 
'York and Philadelphia, from poring over trade magazines, 
even from watching Halliday’s.

But Paul Blaze, he knew, with his New York and Phila­
delphia experience, was going to insist on a wholly new type 
of window. Not long ago, at a meeting of merchandise men, 
he had heard Paul Blaze make the point that about 25 per 
cent of all sales resulted from impulse buying. And half of 
these impulses occurred because people saw something at­
tractively displayed.

Suppose, Ripley thought, he found himself unable to 
meet Mr. Blaze’s standards. What then?

He was 57. What did you do if you were pushed aside 
at 57? Who would hire you—especially if you were let out 
because you couldn’t produce displays that “sold”?



He stared at his wife, scribbling her endless post cards. 
Millie, he thought in rising panic, what if I’m through? . . .

When Paul entered his office the following morning, he 
found Ben Lork waiting for him. The lean, red-haired con­
troller looked disturbed. He was walking restlessly.

“Paul,” he said, “I hear you’re seeing Donald Ripley this 
morning. Like to talk to you about that.”

“Sure. Sit down.”
“What do you want Ripley to do?”
“Pep up the whole "display system, inside and out. Pri­

marily, I want single-figure apparel windows on Main Street, 
full of action. The Bonwit Teller kind.”

Ben Lork shook his head. “It’s hopeless. Not his style.”
“In that case,” Paul said, “we’U have to find somebody 

who can do them.”
“You miss the point. Ripley’s been with us 26 years. 

Loyal and hard-working. You can’t fire a man like that. My 
father-in-law would never stand for it. That’s one thing he 
prizes—loyalty to the store. Then there’s another considera­
tion—the morale of every co-worker. Ripley’s been president 
of the Co-Workers’ Association for six years. He’s liked by 
everybody. You fire a man like that, and all 700 co-workers 
are going to say: what price loyalty?” Ben paused, then 
added more quietly, “You’ll need the support of the co-work­
ers, Paul. You’ll never build volume without it. You know 
that as weU as I do.”

Paul’s fingers toyed with a pencil. Queer, he thought, 
how the things on which you were most likely to stub your 
toes were not always the big issues—those you could grapple 
with. It was too often a thing like this. A relatively smaU 
personal matter. A point of sentiment.

Ben was right, of course, when he suggested that a store’s 
first line of contact with the public was its sales force. If they 
were happy, confident, sure of themselves, they would pro­
mote business. If they were scared, insecure, wondering how 
long their pay envelopes would continue . . . salespeople of 
that type were no asset.

And yet, would you allow sentiment to shackle the store 
with dull show windows? Windows that were costing Selby’s 
the loss of thousands a year?

He heard a knock and looked up to see the gaunt, slightly 
stooped figure of Donald Ripley himself in the door. Melan­
choly eyes looked down at him questioningly.

“You wanted to see me, Mr. Blaze?”
Paul drew a long breath. “Yes, Mr. Ripley. Come in. 

Have a seat.” He said to Ben, “Don’t go.”
While Ripley sat down, his hands on his knees, Paul 

leaned back from the desk, crossed his legs.
“Mr. Ripley,” he said, “Mr. Lork and 1 have been talking 

about display. How often, on the average, do we change our 
windows?”

The unexpected question seemed to catch Ripley off 
guard. He said, “Why—about every ten days or so.”

“And interior displays? At points-of-sale?”
“That depends. Some departments, every couple of 

weeks—like milfinery, for instance. Others, maybe once a 
month. As I say, it all depends on the department.”

“I’d like to speed it all up. Have the store looking fresh, 
attractive—something new always popping. We ought to 
have new Main Street windows at least once a week—every 
three or four days would be even better. Keep people looking 
at them. And I’d like to see point-of-sale displays changed to 
meet whatever new shipments come in.”

Donald Ripley blinked. This was hardly what he had 
come prepared to discuss.

He said, “Well—I don’t have a big staff. Changes like 
that—Sounds like a lot more work than we could possibly 
handle unless we add a few more people—”

“That’s all right. Let’s add people.” Paul got up, lean 
and restless, walked to a cooler he’d had installed. As water 
gurgled into a cup, he said, “Good display is as important as 
any selling gimmick we could dream up. To a store like this, 
the right kind of display can be worth hundreds of thousands 
a year. So if we spend a few thousand more to get displays 
that have pull—why, we’re making 4 damned sound invest­
ment. High time display got the consideration it deserves at 
Selby’s.”

Ripley began, “Mr. Blaze, I’ve tried—”
“Yes, I know. But how can you do a real job with an 

inadequate staff?” Ripley swallowed.
Paul said, “If we’re going to make the most of display, 

let’s do it in a big way. You’re the man to do it, Ripley. Next 

meeting of the board, I’m going to ask that you be made dis­
play co-ordinator. Supervise everything, windows and point- 
of-sales. . .. That should be worth a boost in salary, shouldn’t 
it, Ben?”

The controller parted his lips. He sought words, but they 
didn’t come. After a moment he said limply, “I—I should 
think so, yes.”

“Now, Ripley,” Paul said, his manner brisk, “what I’d 
like you to do is get to New York as damned fast as you can. 
Find the best assistants you can put your hands on—men with 
up-to-the-minute ideas—one who’s experienced in single-figure 
window displays and one for the inside point-of-sale job. 
We’ll pay whatever we have to. Get the best you can dig up. 
I’d give a lot to land somebody who’s been doing the Bonwit 
Teller or Saks Fifth Avenue jobs. . . . Think you could 
leave today?”

“Why—” Ripley was stunned. “Why, I—”
“It’ll be an operation that may yield as much as a half- 

million a year. So find a window man who’s popping with 
ideas. Same goes for the inside man. This whole deal will 
be your responsibility, Ripley. Okay?”

There was silence. Stiffly, then, like a man in a daze, 
Donald Ripley pushed himself up from the chair. He was 
pale. The muscles in his face were working in a strange way. 
He glanced again at Ben Lork, whose eyes were averted, and 
back at Paul.

In a low, unsteady voice he said, “I—I guess I can catch 
the afternoon train. Sure. I’ll get busy on it right away, Mr. 
Blaze. Thanks.”

When he started for the door, Paul sat down, feeling em­
barrassed. It always embarrassed him to see signs of tears 
in a man. He began to fuss with papers on the desk.

Suddenly Ripley turned. He had already reached the 
door, but he came back. He didn’t speak. He reached across 
the desk for Paul’s hand, squeezed it hard. Then, still not 
saying anything, he strode quickly out of the office.

Ben Lork rose. He gave Paul a long, contemplative look, 
as though he had never really seen him before. When he left, 
he didn’t utter a word.

I n the first week of May the ef­
fects of the new policy at the Selby 
store began to assert themselves. 
Every morning huge black stream­
ers, reading today at selby’s ran 
across double-page newspaper spreads, announcing slashes on 
special items. By Friday, after five days of it, Everett Selby 
jubilantly declared that the ads were hitting the town like 
H-bombs.

By Friday Patrice could no longer resist driving to Selby’s 
to see what was happening.

There were two special sales—one in women’s dresses, 
the other in housewares. And she stared in astonishment at 
the size of the crowds they had attracted. On the fashion 
floor it seemed to her that hundreds of women were milling 
around the racks.

And suddenly, while she watched, tfie public-address 
system caught her attention. The voice of George Weaver, 
the store’s announcer, delivered the kind of message she had 
never before heard in Selby’s. She listened in bewilderment:

“Your attention, please! It is now four o’clock. This is 
a bonus announcement for everyone who will be in Selby’s 
half an hour from now. Exactly at 4:30 the umbrella depart­
ment on the third floor will begin a sensational sale. It will 
last for one hour only, until closing. During that hour every 
umbrella in stock will be sold at 20 per cent below its marked 
price. . . . Don’t miss this opportunity! For one hour only! 
If you can use an umbrella, if you know anyone who would 
appreciate an umbrella as a gift, this is your chance to save 
20 per cent. . . . 4:30 at the umbrella department on the 
third floor! Thank you!”

Puzzled, Patrice went to the umbrella department, where 
Henry Kogler, the fat little manager, was instructing the extra 
help which had been sent by personnel.

“What’s all this ballyhoo?” she asked.
Kogler grinned.
“A different department every day, Miss Selby. One-hour 

bales, unadvertised. A break for people who happen to be 
in the store.” She must have looked dubious, because Kogler 
added, “Yesterday, for one hour, they ran a 20-per-cent slash 
on handbags. They did over $600!”



She turned away, frowning. No doubt Paul knew how to 
produce business. He had ideas by the score. Yet she found 
herself recoiling from this use of the public-address system. 
It filled Selby’s with announcements like a circus barker’s. . . .

And wasn’t it, she wondered, the wrong kind of day to ask 
people to think about umbrellas? There was a bright spring 
sun outside. She heard the announcement repeated three 
times.

Just before 4:30. driven by curiosity, Patrice went to 
watch results. More than forty people were already crowded 
at the umbrella counters. Others were arriving.

After the sale began, she tried to count the umbrella 
transactions as co-workers wrote their slips. In fifteen min­
utes she tallied 18. That could mean over 70 in the allotted 
hour.

Driving homeward, she was troubled by conflicting emo­
tions. “Give the man credit,” Grace had said, and no doubt 
Grace was right. If your only concern was increasing busi­
ness, Paul Blaze was doing a good job. Why, then, have mis­
givings? Yet she kept worrying about her father. . . .

And she remembered, for no clear reason, the time she 
had met Paul at Immelman’s Restaurant with Bernardine 
Sorel. It was not the only time she had encountered him with 
Bernardine. Only a few evenings before, driving past the 
Williston Hotel shortly after nine, she had seen them come 
out together.

She wondered, with a vague frown, if Paul Blaze was 
developing Williston interests beyond those of promoting sales.

Bernardine wras attractive. Very. Patrice couldn’t blame 
the man. Besides, she thought with abrupt harshness, what 
business was it of hers?

She stepped on the accelerator with an unreasonable 
sense of anger and raced up the winding hill of Warwick Road.

Conrad Selby didn’t like the sales that were announced 
over the public-address system. “Reminded me of the fair 
grounds,” he said. “With barkers yelling. ‘Step this way! 
Biggest bargain in town!’” '

“It’s not that bad.” Paul answered. “Besides, this last 
one sold about eighty umbrellas—for a gross of almost $600.”

“I don’t like the method.”
“If I’m making a mistake, I’d like to know where.”
Selby looked at him in an appraising way. Then he 

lowered himself into one of the leather chairs.
“Paul, I can’t honestly say you’re making a mistake. It 

may well be that you’re right and I’m wrong. Certainly the 

weight of evidence is on your side, measured in dollars. What 
it gets down to is a difference in points of view.”

“That doesn’t tell me what’s wrong with spot sales.”
“Nothing is wrong with them—as long as your sole ob­

jective is increasing volume. You’re primarily interested in 
how much we make. I’m interested in that, too, of course— 
but I’m also concerned with how we make it. . . . You see, I 
feel the store’s reputation and mine are indivisible. And there 
are certain kinds of dollars I’d rather not have.”

“There are certain kinds of dollars I’d rather not have 
myself,” Paul said. He could not hide his rising resentment. 
Why should Selby imply that there was something unethical 
in his methods? He said, “I wouldn’t want dollars earned 
out of dope, for instance. I wouldn’t want dollars earned out 
of gypping customers. But we’re giving them honest mer­
chandise—and 100 cents’ worth for every dollar they spend! 
What’s objectionable in that?”

Conrad Selby considered the question in silence. Finally 
he said, “Suppose, Paul, someone suggested that we hire 
sandwich men to parade up and down Main Street. Carrying 
big ‘Shop at Selby’s’ placards. Would you do it?”

“I doubt it. That kind of advertising wouldn’t be at all 
representative of the store.”

“You mean it would lack dignity. Exactly.” Selby rose 
now. “Our differences, Paul, are after all only a matter of 
degree. We both have our own concepts of what makes for 
dignity in selling, of what constitutes a store’s character. . . . 
Call it a difference in taste.”

“Personally,” Paul said, “I see nothing whatever undigni­
fied in the spot sales.”

“Then there’s really no point in talking further, is there?” 
Selby gave him a vague smile and a nod. “Well, I’ll see you 
in the morning. Good night.”

When Selby had gone, Paul sat at the desk, his fingers 
pattering nervously on the blotting pad. He knew what was 
wrong. Only, it was the kind of thing he couldn’t say to 
Conrad Selby. The difference between them was this: Selby 
had known the comfort of money all his life. He had never 
been forced to fight for it. Now it shocked him to see some­
body else go all-out, by every available method, to make 
money. Whereas Paul himself, wanting the kind of money 
Selby already had, knew he had to fight and struggle for it.

Damn it, he thought, Pve got to pick the way that pays off!

The Selby Store’s new show windows were unveiled on 
the morning of May 15th, a few hours before the regular 



monthly meeting of the board of directors. Walking from 
his hotel, Paul saw that they were drawing attention even at 
9:15. When displays could stop people hurrying to work, 
they were effective. Of course, there was the novelty factor 
to be considered in this first group of new presentations; but 
whatever the reason, there were people at every window.

It seemed to him. as he passed, that the displays were as 
attractive as any he had ever seen in New York, with only 
one mannequin in each window. The figures were gracefully 
posed against seasonal backgrounds. Donald Ripley, he 
thought with gratification, had found a couple of able as­
sistants in Harold Quincey Coombs and Alfred Horn. Paul 
was leaving for New York that evening to represent the store 
at an NRDGA conference that was to start early the next day; 
but he planned to compliment Ripley before going.

There was an unusual sense of expectation at this day’s 
board meeting. Because it was a month since the first pro­
motional policies of the new general manager had been an­
nounced, there would no doubt be an accounting of what the 
month had produced.

Conrad Selby, calm and grave, sat at the head of the 
table. The twelve directors lined its sides, and Paul, at the 
far end, occupied a chair directly opposite Selby’s, his back 
to Patrice’s painting of the store.

Paul was puzzled by a new attitude in the president. In 
the past two days, since Selby had made a trip to the Na­
tional Retail Dry Goods Association in New York, his manner 
had been more conciliatory. Though Paul was gratified by 
the change, he could not understand it. What, he wondered, 
had happened in New York?

“Before we formally start the meeting I want to compli­
ment our general manager,” Selby began, “on several of our 
recent innovations. The new windows, for example—I’m sure 
all of us are quite happy about them.”

It was odd that at a moment like this, with Selby so 
cordial, a warning should slip from a remote recess of Paul’s 
memory. Six weeks ago, he recalled, Everett had said to him, 
A great guy, my uncle. Quiet, dignified, restiained. But 
when he’s quietest—look out. That’s when he’s apt to cut 
loose with a haymaker. . . .

“I’m also pleased,” Selby went on, “by the effects of our 
incentive bonuses. You’ve probably noticed, as I have, the 
new enthusiasm, the new eagerness of every co-worker. Mr. 
Blaze was right in that—there’s no better way to increase 
sales than by giving everybody a personal stake in creating 
more business. Lately I have watched co-workers induce 
customers to look at items which a few weeks ago would have 
been ignored. I’m sure Ben will tell you, when he makes his 
report, that there has been a marked increase in multiple 
sales.” Selby paused to light a cigar. When he had tossed 
the match aside, he continued:

“Frankly, however, 1 do not like the unadvertised specials 
announced over the public-address system. To me this is a 
kind of circus-barker technique. On the other hand, I realize 
these sales have run between #400 and $800 a day. They 
could amount to about $120,000 a year.”

He glanced down at the agenda before him.
“Also, I see that under new business there will be a mo­

tion to promote Donald Ripley to a new position—display 
co-ordinator—with an appropriate increase in salary. I 
should say this is a reward Ripley richly deserves.”

Paul saw that virtually everyone at the table nodded ap­
probation. There would be no question about Ripley’s pro­
motion.

“With these preliminary observations out of the way,” 
Selby said, “we can call the meeting to order.”

Everett raised his hand.
“Is it all right at this point to say a word about Warren 

Graham’s institutional half-pages?” he asked. “So far eight of 
them have appeared. They’ve brought more than a hundred 
letters. One from the dean of the School of Business Admin­
istration at Borden College.”

Selby said, “That’s very gratifying.”
Paul continued to watch the store’s president with un­

certainty. Whatever it was that had changed his attitude, he 
kept it well concealed behind his poise. It continued to be 
concealed all afternoon. . . .

The highlight of this meeting was, as everyone had an­
ticipated, the controller’s report. Ben Lork read from it page 
after page of statistics. It indicated that even those depart­
ments which had not yet had daily specials were gaining 
volume because of the increase of traffic through the store. x

“On a store-wide basis,” Ben concluded, “during the past 
month our total business has risen 60 per cent above the 
volume we showed for the same month last year.”

Mark Reickert slapped the table. “Now we’re getting 
somewhere! This as the best report the board’s heard in 
years!”

Martha put in, “It’s the best report I’ve ever heard!”
Paul glanced at Conrad Selby. He was impassive. . . .
After that, with a 60 per cent increase to dazzle the 

directors, minor matters were disposed of quickly and with­
out debate.

Paul had but one additional proposal to offer. “In line 
with our general fashion policy.” he said, “I want our fashion 
co-ordinator to go to Paris at least once a year.” He saw 
Bernardine’s eyes widen. “We’ll publicize Bernardine’s trips. 
After going to Paris she’ll pull twice as many women to her 
fashion shows.”

No one objected to this; and immediately after the meet­
ing Bernardine came to his office to express her thanks. She 
was delighted. “I want to celebrate this!” she said. “Let’s 
go somewhere tonight.”

“Can’t. I’ll be in New York.”
“Oh?” She was disappointed, but after a pause she 

brightened. “Well, another time, then. ... By the way, didn’t 
you get the impression that Selby is sort of—thawing out? 
Beginning to accept the situation with better grace? That 
should make you feel easier.”

Paul didn’t reply. All his intuitions warned him to be on 
guard against this change in Selby.

He looked at his watch, rose, buttoned his jacket. He’d 
have to leave early today to pack a bag. . . .

All the way to New York he wondered about Selby’s 
attitude, but he could find no answer in the events of the past 
few days. . . . That evening, he checked in at the Barkley 
Hotel in New York. He followed a bellhop toward the eleva­
tor. And as he passed the magazine stand he stopped, stared 

, into the startled eyes of Patrice.
“IEell!” he said. His feelings were suddenly mixed—part 

pleasure, part discomfort, part confusion.

She was wearing a navy-blue ZO
suit with a couple of red flowers X g /

waved, seemed to shine with a glow *
of its own. She had often irritated Paul, but she certainly 
didn’t look irritating tonight.

The bellhop, holding a bag, waited patiently while they 
talked. Minutes passed. The girl clasped a magazine under 
her arm; the lean man smiled down at her.

At last Paul glanced at the hotel clock. “How about giv­
ing me a few seconds to wash up? Then we might have a 
drink.”

“If you like.”
When he came down, he took her to the Club Caracas. 

In the cab, where he was acutely aware of the gardenia per­
fume she used, she told him she was in New York on one of 
her regular visits to sae art editors. She had come on the 
afternoon train.

He watched her face in the darkness. It was small and 
sensitive and, he thought, extremely pretty when she allowed 
herself to relax. . . .

At the Club Caracas the captain greeted Paul as an old 
friend. He led them to a little round table a few feet from 
the piano and Marita Gray. Marita—a striking redhead in a 
long sheath of flashing metallic cloth—stood in front of a 
microphone, doing her torch songs in a husky voice. A spot­
light was trained on her face. At the moment, the rest of the 
Club Caracas was dark.

In some ways, Paul felt, it was fortunate that they had 
arrived during Marita’s half-hour of entertainment. They 
could listen without talking.. He wasn’t sure what he could 
talk about with Patrice. He felt uneasy.

When Marita’s performance was over and the dim lights 
came on again, Patrice gave him a pleasant smile. Their table 
was hardly twelve inches in diameter. Paul glanced over her 
hair and back to her eyes.

“You look very well,” he said.
“Getting away from home,” she answered, “always makes 

me feel—different. It’s like throwing off a cloak. I guess 
geography does something to the spirit.”



“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 
slight 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. What’s 

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.”

“Sei f-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!”

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.

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 I 
been on the Staten Island ferry!”

“Well.” Paul said, looking around. “I can be as crazy as 
the next man.” 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
tion 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’m having fun!”
“So am I.”
“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 wby 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. “Glad to.”
“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. . . .



Saturday night’s dinner at the Selby home brought him 
the same sense of perplexity he had felt on a previous visit. 
How these people were able to abandon all conversation about 
their store’s problems, he could not understand.

Conrad talked primarily about something called the Granz 
Memorial Society. Apparently its purpose was to bring cul­
tural and artistic enterprises to Williston. Paul had not 
known, as he now discovered, that the Selby family was active 
in its work.

“I believe this year’s music series will be the best we’ve 
had in a long time,” Conrad said. “I’ve already gone over the 
program with Martha and her committee. It starts with the 
Rochester Philharmonic Orchestra in October, then goes on 
with a piano recital by Erica Dorn in November, a cello re­
cital by Piatigorsky in December, the London Male Chorus 
in—”

Philip interrupted with a smile, “Paul looks puzzled. Con. 
Maybe we ought to explain.”

“This Granz Memorial Society is Dad’s personal pride,” 
Patrice said. She managed to fill the words with affection for 
her father, and a touch of humor. “Before the year’s over, 
he’ll nick you for a contribution, Paul. Watch out.”

Conrad asked him. “You’ve heard of Heinrich Granz?”
“Composer?”
“A very fine composer, yes. The Philharmonic has played 

two or three of his works. He lived practically all his life in 
Williston. When he died—that was seventeen years ago—he 
left whatever he had. a few thousand, as the nucleus of a fund 
to bring art, music and literature to Williston. Now some of 
the town’s old families maintain the fund.”

Grace mocked, “Oh. Dad. stop being modest!” She 
added to Paul, “Dad’s the leading spirit of the fund. Gives 
it most of its money.”

“That’s neither here nor there,” Conrad said. “The 
point is we do enrich Williston life. We’ve brought some of 
the world’s finest artists here.”

Patrice said, “Warren Graham had an editorial about it.”
“Ye-es, I remember that,” Paul admitted. “But he didn’t 

mention Selby support.”
“Of course not,” Conrad said. “We keep that anony­

mous.”
“Why?”
The question seemed to surprise Selby. “Well, it’s noth­

ing I especially care to advertise—any more than I advertise 
other hobbies. Why should I?”

“Seems to me you deserve credit.”
“Nonsense.” Conrad waved the idea aside with a laugh. 

“I don’t want credit for anything that gives me so much pleas­
ure.”

“It could be fine publicity for the store.”
There was an instant of silence. Glancing around, Paul 

had the impression that it had been the wrong thing to say; 
he had caused definite embarrassment.

Yet he was confident that the Selbys were overlooking an 
excellent stroke of public relations. Why not let Williston 
know that the Selby Store took an active part in the com­
munity’s cultural affairs? It was good business to establish 
such a reputation.

Philip put in a trifle wryly, “There are some things, Paul, 
this family doesn’t use for publicity purposes.”

“I understand: On the other hand—” Paul checked him­
self. “Are there other community projects the family sup­
ports?”

“Well,” Ben Lork said, “we contribute to them all. I sup­
pose. But we don’t make any to-do over it, if that’s what you 
mean.”

“Not even,” Philip said, “over the Borden College gifts. 
Conrad’s other pet. His annual gift to Borden College.”

“What’s that,” Paul asked.
Conrad scoffed. “That’s no community project!”
“It’s simply $7,500 a year,” Grace interrupted with a 

laugh.
It was again Patrice who explained. “Since Borden Col­

lege established a School of Retailing and Business Adminis­
tration, Dad’s been one of its major supporters.”

“A Selby Chair? Something like that?”
“No. Just an annual gift.”
Paul started to reply, then left the words unsaid. He 

still felt like a stranger here. His mind ran in ways alto­
gether different from theirs.

He was thinking suddenly of Edmond C. Christie. Like 
Selbv. the Philadelphia merchant made a habit of contribut­

ing to various cultural activities. His gifts ran into several 
thousand dollars a year. But every gift was accorded proper 
newspaper publicity—usually a picture of Christie handing a 
check to a fund official—and thus Philadelphia was kept 
aware of the interest the Christie store took in local affairs. 
Moreover, Paul recalled a local newspaper item concerned 
with a $1,000 donation Brian Halliday had made to an 
orphanage. Why Conrad Selby should deliberately overlook 
his opportunities, it was hard to understand. Modesty of that 
sort was absurd when you were in business.

Paul refrained, however, from mentioning the store again 
during dinner. Instead, he listened to talk concerning the 
Board of Education’s decision to increase teachers’ salaries; 
to the remarkable growth of Pennsylvania as an industrial 
state; to Williston’s plans for a Memorial Day parade.

In fact, they conversed on almost everything except the 
store. It must have been well after ten o’clock—and they were 
all in the living room then—before somebody mentioned busi­
ness. A question came from Philip, and Paul admitted. “We’ll 
be surprising the town soon, yes.”

Ben gave him an amused look. “Does that mean the next 
idea is all ready to go?”

“Just about.”
“What is it?”
“Well—maybe we ought not to discuss business now—” 
“I’m curious. Let’s hear it.”
Paul saw that Conrad, too, was attentive. There was no 

reason to keep things secret. The store would know about it 
in a few days, anyway, and he had no intention of allowing 
anybody to scuttle this latest project.

“We’re going to run a full-page Selby ad in the New 
York Sunday Times,” he said.

They all stared. He might as well have told them he 
contemplated advertising in Africa.

Philip repeated, “The New York Times?”
"That’s right. We’ll hit a Philadelphia paper, too.”
“I—I’m afraid.” Philip finally declared, “I’m a bit blind 

on these things. What would be the point of Selby’s adver­
tising in New York? Do you expect New Yorkers to shop in 
Williston?”

“No.” Paul’s tones became crisp. He was back on fa­
miliar ground. “What I’m interested in is the half-million 
people who live between New York and Williston. Many of 
them actually live nearer Williston than New York. If we 
convince them they can find the same high-quality goods in 
Selby’s as in the city—and at prices no higher—we could get 
them to drive our way. Stay out of city traffic. Shop in 
comfort.”

Conrad Selby obviously couldn’t agree with this. His face 
was stern, almost forbidding. “It won’t work, Paul. Willis­
ton can’t pretend to match New York’s variety.”

“With Selby’s and Halliday’s here, we offer a good 
shopping center,” Paul insisted. “Besides, there’s another 
value to such advertising. The novelty of it—a Williston 
store advertising in New York—will make people talk. Mat­
ter of fact, I imagine Williston folks will gloat over it. Home­
town pride. Their own store.”



Grace suddenly laughed. “Audacious as hell!” She 
said. “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. . . .

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 fluorescent 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 B orld.”

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 too commercial?” 
“I don’t know. Haven’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 Tinies in June:

SELBY’S
—in Williston. Pennsylvania— 
One of America's Great Stores

invites you to take a pleasant drive to a city where there are 
no traffic 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!
Everything for Everyone

The effects 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 afternoon, when Paul came back from 
lunch. Maud Heller entered his office. 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 young 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 



theories of retailing. And if you want to throw in an ex­
planation of why a store like Selby’s advertises in New York 
City”—the dean’s eyes flickered with merriment—“that’ll be 
fine.”
i Paul knew that opportunities like this could result in 
good publicity. They carried the store’s name into the news 
columns. They gave the store a chance to be identified with 
the community. He accepted. ...

Bernardine picked up her home telephone and called 
Paul at the Williston Hotel. This was Saturday evening. 
“My passport's come.” she said. “It gave me a jolt.”

“Why a jolt? Should think you’d be pleased.”
“Makes my leaving for Paris seem so immediate and— 

'and rushed. You realize I’m scheduled to fly just one week 
;from tonight? I’m practically terrified.”

“Take it in stride. Berry.”
“Sorry, but the blood pressure’s ’way up. Isn’t it time 

you gave me a briefing?” *
“On what?”
“What firms you want me to see in Paris and so on. How 

about coming over for dinner?”
“Got to work on inventory reports.”
“Knock off for an hour. You’ve got to eat.”
“Well—” He hesitated. “All right. Seven o’clock?”
“I’ll look for you.”
At the dinner table he discovered that the prospect of 

going to Paris had brought a glow into Bernardine’s face. 
She looked extraordinarily well tonight—full of eagerness 
and anticipation.

“First time I’ll be out of the country,” she said. “You’re 
an angel!” Her hand came across the table to rest on his.

“Forget it.” He took a pen from his pocket. “Suppose 
we jot down some of the firms you ought to see. . . .”

They planned her visits throughout dinner. It was not 
till they were having coffee that Paul disclosed a new notion.

“Send us a daily cable,” he said. “Paris fashion notes. 
About a hundred words a day. We’ll whip it into shape here. 
We’ll run it as a signed box on the fashion pages. Tips from 
our Paris representative.” He grinned. “That’ll keep the 
town awake to the fact that our fashion co-ordinator is in 

i Paris.”
Bernardine threw back her head and laughed. “You 

think of more things for me to do than I’ve ever dreamed of 
for myself!”

“Don’t build it up, kid.” he said. “We’re doing it be­
cause it’s good business.” He looked at his watch. “Now 
I’ve got to get back to those reports—” '

“So I’m being ditched. Okay.” She rose. “By the way, 
better make your Bor^pn College talk a knockout. The 
Selbys have taken a table.”

He looked at her in surprise. “What for?”
“To applaud, naturally.”
“Who told you?”
“Mr. Selby. I’ve been invited. It’s a table for eight.”
Paul frowned in irritation. “Oh, hell! Didn’t want this 

turned into a show!”
“You represent the store, and the owners have a right to 

be on hand.” Bernardine added, “We’ll all clap like mad.”

flj I t seemed! to Paul, when he ac-
1 a companied Dean Bailey into the
K gg dining hall at Borden College, that
F JIUUJUjI. U Commencement Days were always

hot. His own, as he recalled it, 
had been insufferable. He still remembered how the perspira­
tion had streamed down his body under the academic robes.

This day was as bad. Sitting on the dais beside the dean, 
he faced some 200 people. Apart from the graduates and 
their families, there were a good many alumni and faculty 
members, too.

He nodded to the Selby table. The four women—Patrice, 
Grace, Bernardine, and Mrs. Isabelle Rorich, the head of the 
store’s personnel—were accompanied by Conrad Selby, Ever­
ett, Ben and Harry Manderson.

Half a dozen members of the faculty sat on the dais. 
Their easy fellowship helped ease the nervousness that was 
gathering in Paul’s stomach. But when the meal ended and 
the dean rose to rap for attention, the tightness caught him 
again. Dr. Bailey made a gracious introductory talk, outlin­
ing Paul’s contributions to the Selby Store.

“I’m hoping,” he continued, “that Mr. Blaze will give us 
some of his own ideas on the importance of retailing as a 
career. But whatever he says, I’m sure we shall find it of 
tremendous value. . . . Ladies and gentlemen, I am delighted 
to present the general manager of the Selby Department 
Store, Mr. Paul Blaze.”

The applause was polite. It was too hot for any great 
show of enthusiasm. Rising. Paul acknowledged it with a 
vague smile, a slight bow. He buttoned the jacket of his light 
suit, ran a hand over his brown hair.

“That’s quite a question the dean brought up—the im­
portance of retailing,” he said. “Gives me some odd recollec­
tions. My ancestry happens to be British. I can still remem­
ber the visits my London grandfather used to pay our home 
outside Boston. He was one of those fine old Victorians, 
portly and mustached. An editor for a book-publishing house. 
Wrote poetry on the side. And I can remember how upset he 
was over the fact that my father had gone into trade. Those 
were the days when trade was regarded as a second-rate way 
of life. Especially by the intellectuals. And this was only 
yesterday—when I myself was a kid.

“Well, times have changed. Nobody sneers at trade any 
more. There are schools throughout the country—fine schools 
like this one—which recognize trade, business, commerce, re­
tailing as the important careers they are. Today any man 
who holds business in contempt ought to have his head ex­
amined. We’ve come to see that few things are more impor­
tant than the mighty job of keeping the world’s economy 
going.

“What’s the retailer’s position in all this? How important 
is it for the retailer to do the right kind of promotion to which 
Dean Bailey has referred? Well, let me tell you my own 
feelings.”

He paused, looked over the crowd.
“We Americans spend about $130,000,000,000 a year at 

the retail level. No nation in history h*as  ever come near that 
kind of spending. It means our people are investing in the 
best and the most they can get out of life. They’re absorbing, 
using up, $130,000,000,000 worth of merchandise every year.

“Who makes this $130,000,000,000 worth of goods avail­
able to the public? Who distributes jt, pushes it? The re­
tailer.

“We may talk about our country’s tremendous produc­
tivity, about all the things we turn out in greater quantity 
than any other nation on earth. But this very productivity— 
the basis of our national wealth—would be bottled up and 
useless if it were not for the American retailer with the great 
distributional system he has created.”

Paul glanced around the room. Maybe this wasn’t a 
good speech; he was talking simply. But he was dredging out 
of himself thoughts that were always there, though unspoken. 
He saw that Patrice was watching him intently. So, for that 
matter, were most of the others at the Selby table. Only 
Bernardine avoided his eyes. She was looking at the glass 
with which her hand played. Perhaps Bernardine was nervous 
for him. Curiously enough, he himself was at ease now. He 
spoke without effort, saying things that came of their own 
accord.

“This process we call sales promotion—I won’t deny it’s 
primarily the job of building up your own volume, of stimu­
lating your own profits. But it’s something more, too. If, 
through promotion, you sell 1,000 wrist watches where ordi­
narily you might have sold only 100—then you have also 
created more work for packagers, for distributors, for a hun­
dred others. Promotion at the retail level is a shot in the 
arm for industry all along the line.

“And promotion isn't merely a matter of advertising. 
That’s a big part of it—certainly. But it’s just as important 
to promote confidence in the retailer himself. That is the 
highest form of promotion. Largely it’s achieved through 
sound publicity. A great many people may scorn deliberate 
efforts to get publicity, but I say that kihd of scorn is non­
sense.

“There’s nothing disgraceful, for example, in a store’s 
engaging in public service and letting everybody know it. 
The store may not at once make money by throwing its weight 
behind a Community Chest drive. Yet activities like that, by 
making people talk and think about a store, by making people 
respect a store, are among the greatest business boosters any 
retailer can adopt.” _ $.

He spoke with conviction. He found it easy because this 
was an intimate chat with people who shared his interests.



He sought no dramatic effects. What he gave was his own 
creed, the reasons he himself had found for respecting the 
vocation and the methods he had adopted. And since this was 
the vocation all these graduates, too, would soon follow, it 
turned out to be a simple heart-to-heart talk. . . .

When he sat down after fifteen minutes, there was a mo­
ment during which no one applauded. The silence, the heat, 
the attention were intense.

Then, as though someone abruptly realized he was fin­
ished, the applause began tentatively. It gathered momentum. 
Suddenly it was loud and overwhelming. It continued so 
long that Paul, slightly flustered, had to rise and bow before 
he sat down again.

He bent toward the dean. “Tried not to talk too long.” 
“Mr. Blaze,” the dean replied, “when you can make these 

kids proud of the careers they’re about to follow, you’ve said 
as much as any man can possibly say.”

An hour later, in his rooms at the Williston Hotel, Paul 
took a quick shower, got into fresh clothes. When he reached 
the store, it was almost four o’clock. And Patrice telephoned.

“Wouldn’t you say,” she asked, “that the general man­
ager of Selby’s—especially on a hot day when he’s made an 
excellent speech—is entitled to quit a bit early?”

He smiled. “It might be arranged. Why, Pat?”
“For a swim out at Hollow Lake.”
This kind of cordiality surprised him. It had little 

precedent. He wondered what Patrice had in mind. . . . 
Then he looked at his watch. A quarter past four. The talk 
at Borden College had left him depleted, and the prospect of 
a swim seemed very alluring.

“Pick you up in half an hour?”
“Fine.”
He had never before seen Hollow Lake. There were, in­

deed, a good many of Williston’s attractions to which he was 
still a stranger. The lake was a surprisingly attractive place. 
Some two miles wide, its waters sparkled within a circle of 
low green hills. It offered the only natural swimming facili­
ties near Williston, and during the summer months, Patrice 
told him, it was generally crowded. But now, on a midweek 
afternoon in June, Hollow Lake was quiet.

He discovered that Patrice swam with a smooth, tireless 
stroke that easily matched the pace of his crawl. They swam 
side by side, following the shore line for a couple of hundred 
yards before they came out, dripping and breathless and 
grinning. No sandy beach bordered Hollow Lake, but there 
were innumerable pleasant coves and shaded grassy slopes 



under trees. Patrice stretched her slight figure in the shade 
of an elm. She clasped her hands under her blonde head.

Paul lay beside 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 you an apology."’

“For what?”
“For never really seeing you as you are.”
“W hat would that mean?”
“Well—a man with a—sense 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. It’s exactly what I am.” 
“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 say 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 respect for the job you’re doing.”

“So what?”
“So 1—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 
elbow, 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, too. was aware of the inevitability of 
this kiss.

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

She gazed up at him. almost expressionless, as if trying 
to understand what Jay 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, 
too, 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. Y on 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 I 

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 side. When they came out of the water at the bath­
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. The boys from the TV department 
are coming to the hotel. To talk over a TV promotion plan.” 

“Oh—?”
“Sorry. Arranged this yesterday.”
“It—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 lower—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 Sorel 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. “What would that 

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 

to make up dresses, coats, and so on, according to Paris 
specifications?”

“Certainly.”
“We’ll open Selby's Paris Shop. A corner in the fashion 

floor.”
Her eyes narrowed.
“Our own exclusive numbers. The latest in Paris styles. 

You'd head the thing.”
“Who’d make up the dresses?”
“1’11 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 
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 out 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. “Know what I’m getting to be? 

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. “W ill you cut it out?”
She finished in a half-taunting way. “Of course, Paul.”

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 yet 
Paul had found dozens of reasons to admire the man’s ability. 
He was still sending in special buys that were unquestionably 
a large factor in the steady increase of Selby’s volume.

Lighting a cigarette, Paul explained the plan to open 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. That’s your 

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 
damned good workmanship. Can you find a shop that’ll 
do 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



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’ll gO along.” 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. “How much work 

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.

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 10th—” 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. “I think the 

kids will go for it in a big way.”
Ben became solemn. His voice sank. “Paul. 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 I 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’ll 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. Okay. Let me do the 

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. It made 
him foresee a serious Christmas struggle. . . .

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 unsettling 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 Elysees running 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 to 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 to 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 bat. 
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. “Been 
using portable counters for—anything else?” 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. “1 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 socks, ties, handkerchiefs and so on in 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 accompanying Paul in an in­
creasing daze. After the tour, as he went toward his own 
office, Everett stopped him in the executive corriaor. r\nd 
Everett was- enthusiastic.

“Hope you like the way things are humming,” he said. 
“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 saudown 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 nowr, 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 Hum­
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.



And a couple of weeks ago Conrad and Patrice had driven 
into Three Rivers with Lascot to see a new motion picture 
based on one of his novels.

Conrad had found it an engrossing picture—taut, moving, 
extremely well acted. True, it bore only a remote resemblance 
to the book from which it had been adapted; the screen writers 
had taken incredible liberties. But what they had produced, 
Conrad secretly felt, was infinitely better than Humphrey 
Lascot’s leisurely and somewhat obvious plot.

Coming out of the theater, Conrad had said with complete 
honesty, “It’s excellent. Humph! Congratulations!”

To his surprise, Lascot had merely grunted. And when 
Patrice had squeezed his arm, Conrad had turned to see that 
Lascot’s expression was bitter and disillusioned, and his eyes 
were filled with cynicism. “I don’t care how good it is,” 
Lascot had said. “It isn’t mine. . . .”

Now, sitting at his desk, Conrad Selby could understand 
exactly how Lascot had felt. The store, too, was good; but it 
was no longer his own. It bore the mark of Paul’s personal­
ity, not of Selby’s. Like this crazy helicopter plan. The 
changes that were taking place were the measure of his own 
loss, he told himself.

Yet it need not be a loss. He sat up stiffly, took a cigar 
from his pocket. He frowned as he lit it. The final decision 
could still be his, and he intended to seize it.

As he tossed the match into a tray, his son-in-law came 
into the office. Ben was brisk and in good spirits.

“How do you like it?” he asked. .
Selby said impassively, “Quite a few things seem to have 

happened around here while I was away.”
Ben grinned. “They sure have! Things are going well.”
“How well, Ben?”
“At this rate we should hit somewhere between seven and 

eight million this year.”
Selby nodded. “Very good.” After a moment he got up. 

His manner changed.
“You and Grace free Sunday night?”
“Far as I know, yes.”
“Come over to the house. I’ll call the others. I want a 

stockholders’ conference.”
Ben eyed him curiously. “Something wrong?”
Conrad Selby said only, “There’s a matter I’ve got to 

discuss with you all. . . .”

ZO fl Sunday evening, contemplating
1 *1 f II the family group in the living 
! hftfkffni r00m- Patrice thought it a pity

that they gathered so seldom.
™ Some had their idiosyncrasies—

Mark Reickert, for example, with his rough, hard-driving 
ways. But fundamentally they were a decent lot. She liked 
them. Each in his own way had reached a respectable level 
of achievement. She sat on the couch, smoking a cigarette, 
looking about at them with a pleasant sense of possession.

“Something’s come up which I’d like you all to think 
about,” Conrad Selby said, glancing from face to face. “It 
started some months ago at an NRDGA meeting in New York. 
At that time Stephen Wolcott talked to me.”

They had all heard of Wolcott. A major figure in the 
department-store industry, he directed the destinies of 23 
huge stores throughout the country.

“The Wolcott chain is expanding,” Selby continued. 
“Adding a dozen outlets next year. This summer, Wolcott 
came to see me to continue negotiations. The Wolcott chain 
wants to buy Selby’s. They’ve made the kind of offer I can­
not ignore.”

The fact that someone had made an offer for the store 
was not surprising. Such offers had come at various times in 
the past. What was astounding was the fact that Conrad 
Selby appeared to be giving it serious consideration. Never 
before had he done that. The store was his birthright, his 
heritage, and in the past he would as soon have sold it as sell 
a part of his body.

Mark Reickert said with some uneasiness, “You—you 
turned the bid down, didn’t you, Con?”

“I did nothing,” Selby answered. “I simply agreed to 
pass the offer along to the other stockholders.”

Martha asked quickly, “Did Mr. Wolcott stipulate a 
price?”

“That’s to be based on the store’s business at the time 
the transaction is arranged.”

“Meaning,” Martha pressed, “that every dollar Paul now 
adds to our volume increases the price?”

“Exactly.”
Mark asked in amazement, “Con, are you saying you 

want to sell?”
‘•‘I have an open mind on the subject. This happens to 

be an excellent offer.”
“I can’t see why we even consider it!” Mark declared.
“On the contrary, I think it’s well worth considering.” 
Dr. Philip Selby smiled as he tamped tobacco down in 

his pipe. It was a wan smile, almost sad in its understanding. 
No doubt Philip guessed that Conrad Selby felt he had already 
lost the store. Its control had been out of his hands ever since 
Paul Blaze had arrived. What difference did it make, then, 
if it were operated by a Paul Blaze or a Stephen Wolcott? '

Martha, her face flushed, asked, “What-—what sort of 
deal would this be. Con? Cash?”

“There’d be only a part cash settlement. For the rest—r 
on an exchange of stock, all of us would get a proportionate 
share of stock in the Wolcott corporation.” He paused, 
glanced at Ben and Everett. “Naturally, I made certain stip­
ulations. I said we would not consider any deal in which Ben 
did not continue his position as controller of the store—at 
either his present salary or better—and the same, of course, 
goes for Everett. Wolcott has no objection to that kind of 
arrangement. In fact, he wants the store to be run by local 
personnel.”

Philip inquired, “What about you, Con?”
With a vague smile Selby shook his head. “My position 

doesn’t matter much now. I—I’ll retire. I’m almost 63. 
Maybe it’s time I saw a little of the world.”

Mark Reickert pushed his heavy figure out of the chair. 
“This is ridiculous! No reason in the world we should sell 
out now! For the first time in years we’re really going 
places!”

“You’re? wrong,” Selby said. “At a time like this, when 
we’re on the upgrade, we can get the best price.”

“But we don’t want to sell! If the store is valuable to 
Wolcott’s, it’s just as valuable to us!”

Ben declared, “I see no advantage in giving up our pres­
ent independence. We don’t need the backing of a chain.”

“Doesn’t make any sense to me, either,” Everett said. “If 
business-is going to boom, let it boom for us, not for Wol­
cott’s.”

Only Martha seemed to find the -prospect exciting. Her 
eyes were bright. It was as if Conrad had suddenly opened 
visions of unexpected wealth.

He went on: “Wolcott has asked that we make up our 
minds by the end of the year. I’m putting it to you now so 
that you can give it thought. We can discuss it again some 
other time.”

Mark Reickert said harshly, “Look, Con—you’re not go­
ing to let the news of this nonsense get out to the co-workers, 
are you? Spread the rumor that the store’s up for sale, and 
you’ll kill the morale of the whole sales force!”

“I quite agree,” Selby said. “I count on all of you to 
keep this confidential.” ,

Everett asked, “What about Paul? He’s entitled to 
know.”

“I don’t see why.”
“He’s got a potential stock interest—”
“His contract will be protected.”
“How?”
“We can discuss that with Wolcott at the proper time.”
Grace put in. “Dad, Everett’s right. I, too, think Paul 

should be told what’s in the wind. Seems to me the general 
manager is entitled to that.”

Selby raised his brows. There was no sense making an 
issue of something which didn’t matter. “Very well,” he said. 
“If you all feel that way, I’ll tell him.”

Paul heard about the contemplated sale just before he 
was scheduled to meet with the store’s buying staff. The 
shock of the news made him face Conrad Selby incredulously.

But at that instant Maud Heller came into his office 
to say, “They’re waiting for you in the conference room. 
Mr. Blaze.”

So there was no time to speak to Conrad with any degree 
of calmness. At this meeting the plans for Christmas promo­
tions were to be laid out—a matter too urgent to be post­
poned. Most of the buyers had come in from New York for 
the conference. And though he was shocked by Selby’s news, 
Paul had to leave him.



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 walked into that meeting like a ghost. 
And you don’t look much better now. . . . Anything I 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 said 
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. . , . What was 
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 couturieres.

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?”

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

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

To this she did not reply.
"Things begin to add up,” Paul said. “The time you 

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. “All right, 

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. If 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 
at his face. A slow smile came to her lips. “You look a lot 
better.”

“Let’s say you’re the restful kind,” he answered with a 
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 to 
defeat. Whatever he might hereafter accomplish would be 
done for the Wolcott chain, not for himself, and he bad 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 this 
Monday morning, as he passed window after window, what he 
saw should have pleased him. In the left corner of each dis­
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 
had obviously 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.”



“Everett must have dreamed that up.”
She looked very well this morning, he saw. Her eyes 

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. You look 
tired. In fact, you'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. \\ hen 
they were inside, she shut the door.

“You’re taking it the wrong wav.” she declared.
“Am I?”
“The store hasn't been sold yet. I thought you were a 

smart operator.”
“Overplayed my hand. I should have figured that when 

I 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 to be 
surrender or even acquiescence, but redoubled promotion. If 
the future promised greater profits than Wolcott could possibly 
offer, why should anybody, even Conrad himself, dream of 
selling?”

Paul sat down behind the desk.
“/ don’t want to see the place sold, either.” Patrice said. 

“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 to 
meet that photographer—but 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. Beyond doubt 
there was logic in Patrice’s advice. If he could make the 
Selby boom so big that no Wolcott price would seem attrac­
tive enough. . . .

Restlessness was back in him. He could fee] it in his 
stomach. He got up and paced the office. He ran a hand 
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.

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 wfc’re overpaying on 
goods 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 you 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 half­
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?”
“I—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 said. 
“You puzzle me. Green.”

“Do I? Why?”
“You’re a damned good buyer. Best in the store. Yet 

every now and then you go off 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. lou don’t have to kid me. either. All I want is to keep 
you 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. W ho 
doesn’t?”

“Much?”
“Couple of thousand. Why?”
“You’ll make it up in bonuses this year. 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 you.”

“Only, let's not allow anybody 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. “I guess I do. Mr. Blaze.” 

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

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

With his resurgence of spirit, Paul threw himself into 
work as he had never worked before. He was no longer striv­
ing only to 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 920 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 affair. The seven-piece band blared 
throughout dinner, playing from the stage. Part of the floor 
had been left clear for dancing, and many couples rose be­
tween courses. But the small floor 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 of working in a department store, 
they proved intimate and hilarious; they lampooned everyone 
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



the new general manager to take a bow, on several other 
executives. Then his tones changed.

“It is traditional at these dinners,” he said, “that nobody 
is asked to make a formal speech. And we won’t break tradi­
tion tonight. However, I’m sure that this year you are all as 
proud of working in Selby’s as I am. This is the year in which 
we are establishing a new record in serving the public of 
Williston. I think there’s one man in this room who would be 
very happy to hear how proud you are to work for him. I 
think, too, that you’re all as anxious as I am to show him just 
how you feel. So I am going to ask him to rise and take a 
bow—and I hope you'll bring down the roof. Co-workers of 
Selby’s, it is mv privilege to present the president of our store, 
Mr. Conrad Selby!”

Conrad slowly rose. Whoever had been playing lights on 
the stage now turned the spotlight on him. He stood in it, 
erect, gray-haired, smiling as he waved a hand.

And the applause was overwhelming. It came in a burst 
that welled up louder and louder, accompanied by the stamp­
ing of feet, the beating of spoons on glasses and dishes, the 
cries of co-workers who were not content merely to clap. And 
while Conrad continued to wave his hand, the band burst into 
a familiar tune. It caught the ears of the crowd even through 
the din, and within a few seconds more than nine hundred 
voices were shouting:

For he’s a jolly good fellow, 
He’s a jolly good fellow, 
He’s a jolly good fellow, 
Which nobody can deny!

Through it all Paul watched the president’s face. He saw 
the muscles of Selby’s jaws tremble as he struggled to main­
tain the smile. Finally he bit his lip and lowered his head, and 
when he sat down Paul wondfered if he had seen tears in the 
man’s eyes.

He glanced at Patrice. She, too, had looked down. She 
seemed almost as moved as her father had been. . . . He bent 
toward her, starting to speak. Then he realized that at a 
moment like this it was wiser to be silent, and he said nothing.

Moreover, there was something else which kept him silent. 
It surprised him. It was hard to analyze, but he could find 
only one way to interpret this feeling. He liked Conrad 
Selby. ...

Yes, in spite of all their clashes, in spite of the strain and 
the antagonisms that had so often cropped up between them, 
he had to recognize a genuine affection for the man. Conrad 
might be obstinate and hard to handle, but in whatever he did 
he was sincere. An honest opponent. He believed in his 
principles and he clung to them. And in fighting for them he 
had always conducted himself with dignity.

In short, it occurred to Paul, Conrad Selby was the kind 
of man he himself would have liked to be. And that, when 
you considered it, had certain aspects of grim, paradoxical 
humor. ... ,

When the demonstration for Selby subsided, George 
Weaver announced, “The waiters will now clear the tables and 
make room for more dancing. So well call a ten-minute inter­
mission. Stretch your legs!”

Paul whispered to Patrice, “How about a breath of air?”
She nodded. He had felt instinctively that she wanted to 

get out of this heat and noise. More accurately, she wanted to 
recover from a moment of emotionalism. As he guided her 
through the crowd, toward an exit, he saw Bernardine again. 
Bernardine was watching him with a curious expression— 
watching as he led Patrice away—not giving any attention at 
all to the young man who was talking to her. . . .

Hundreds of cars were parked outside the Pavillion. 
Moreover, the co-workers were streaming out for air and a 
smoke. So Paul took Patrice’s arm and started toward the 
road. There were trees here, and they walked under them.

It was very dark. Patrice had drawn a wrap over her 
shoulders. As he glanced over her, he thought she had never 
looked more attractive.

She said, “Dad was—moved tonight. I—I’ve never seen 
him so shaken.”

“It was quite an ovation.”
“An evening like this could make him see that the new 

atmosphere of the store is good. It could even make him see 
you differently.”®

“That would be nice, but I doubt it.”
“He’s never had so much applause before. It certainly 

must make him realize you’ve done him no harm—”
Paul said, “It doesn’t matter. He’ll always see me as an 

outsider trying to push him aside.”
“Maybe not. In time.”
“Even time can’t change it I’m not part of the family, so 

I’ll always be an outsider to him.” He uttered a tight laugh. 
“Which means, I suppose, that for the sake of harmony in the 
store I ought to get you to marry me. Make me one of the 
family.”

Holding her arm, he could feel her stiffen. Instantly he 
knew he had said the wrong thing.

She looked up at him.
“That was not very nice, Paul.”
“I know. I’m sorry.” His voice was almost inaudible, 

and he frowned at the grass. There was a sudden thumping 
in him, and he couldn’t understand it. He had never felt this 
kind of nervousness before. He said, “It—it wasn’t the way I, 
meant it to sound.”

“How did you mean it?”
“I don’t know, Pat. Never before gave it any thought. Now 

that I’ve said it—well, it—it’s got me hanging on the ropes. 
All of a sudden it seems like something I’ve been wanting to 
say—”

She turned abruptly, her face white. “Let’s go back.”
“Pat, I’m serious—”
“You’re not. You’re out on a limb, and you feel you’ve 

got to—Oh, let’s forget it!”



He had an impulse to protest. But he choked the words. 
What the hell’s got into me? he thought. Did he really want 
to marry Patrice ? It was a wholly new idea. He scowled, not 
knowing what to say about it.

Patrice, too, was preoccupied. Dancing with Everett and 
then with Ben, she scarcely spoke.

Paul’s proposal, she realized, had been as casual and im­
pulsive as his kiss at Hollow Lake. She ought not to give it 
much weight. Yet it disturbed her. Maybe “disturbed” was 
not the right word; the truth was it excited her. She hadn’t 
felt so stirred since the first time Victor de Lange had kissed 
her that unforgettable autumn in Paris. Even Warren Graham, 
whom she liked, had never roused her like this.

Looking back over the past months, Patrice could almost 
measure, like tracing its course on a graph, the change in her 
attitude toward Paul Blaze. She had begun by resenting and 
disliking him. Then, somewhat grudgingly, she had been 
forced to acknowledge his ability as a promotion man. And in 
New York she had found certain unsuspected traits which 
she had definitely liked—a touch of humor, of ease, of honest 
self-appraisal. Whether she had begun to respect him then, 
she wasn’t sure; it might have been later, when he had made 
his talk to the Borden graduating class.

At any rale, her feelings had changed.
And now that he had spoken of marriage—even un­

wittingly—she found herself, for the first time in years, giving 
earnest consideration to what marriage to a specific man might 
be. And in this case she saw that it could be stimulating, 
exciting.

Did all this mean she was, in love with Paul? She didn’t 
know. She was confused. She needed time to think. . . .

Conrad Selby could not go to sleep that night. Long after 
Patrice had gone upstairs, he sat alone in the living room, 
puffing at a cigar. More than an hour passed, and he re­
mained unstirring.

At two o’clock in the morning he heard sounds on the 
stairs. Patrice came down, binding the belt of her. dressing 
gown, her eyes troubled.

“So you can’t sleep, either,” he said.
“I’ve been waiting to hear you come up.”
He put aside the dead cigar. “Pat, sit down.”
She dropped into a chair, facing him.
“That banquet did something to me,” he said. “Seeing 

that crowd of co-workers, realizing they represented what I 
had built, what I had put my whole life into—” He shook his 
head. “Pat, I can’t sell them down the river.”

“I never thought you would.”
“Shows you what can happen to a man when he allows 

himself to be motivated by—by chagrin, by finger.”
“By resentment of Paul Blaze,” she said. “But Dad, he 

hasn’t done anything cheap or undignified. The things you 
used to fear really didn’t happen.”

“Some are on the way now,” Selby said. “Like his Christ­
mas promotion.”

Patrice frowned. She had heard about the helicopter 
stunt. She couldn’t help sharing her father’s compunctions.

“Maybe I’m wrong about such things,” Selby said with a 
sigh. “Everything that’s happened in the past six months 
seems to prove I’m out of step. So—” He paused. “Pat, I 
won’t sell, but—I’m going to retire.”

Patrice started.
“It’ll simplify matters,” he said. “And October 15th is 

the ideal time.” That was the date of the board’s next meet­
ing, coming just after the anniversary sale. “I want to step 
out, Pat. Leave it to' the younger men. I’m tired of fighting 
against things like this Christmas nonsense. The only thing 
I’m interested in is seeing that Ben is elected president after 
me.” .

Though she was dismayed, Patrice hardly knew what to 
say; he had so obviously reached his decision.

“One of the reasons I want to retire now,” he continued, 
“is that this year the president couldn’t be anybody by Ben. 
Or possibly Everett. But another year—who knows?”

“There’s nobody else!”
“There’s Paul.”
“Paul? Oh, no! He wouldn’t—the board would never 

elect anyone outside the family! ”
“I wouldn’t be too sure. A year ago I’d have sworn the 

board would never hire a general manager who wasn’t part of 
the family.”

Chapter 10

Patrice’s glance shifted uneasily.
“Paul’s ambitious,” Selby went on. “And he’s doing a 

good job. This year, Ben says, he’ll probably hit close to eight 
million. If he promises them ten or twelve million the follow­
ing year—” He shrugged. “Who knows? He’ll be a stock­
holder by then. And from what I’ve heard, I know he’d 
like to get himself elected president.”

“Who told you that?”
“The man he used to work for—Edmond Christie. Met 

him in New York. He was joking, of course. But he assured 
me that if he knew Paul Blaze. Paul would some day wind up 
as Selby’s president—even if he had to marry into the family to 
do it. He was joking, as I say, but I believe it’s fundamentally 
serious.”

The words hit Patrice like a blow. She bent forward, 
started to speak; but she could find nothing to say. . . . 
Suddenly she wanted to get away. To be alone. She urged 
Selby to go to bed, then ran up to her room. When she shut 
the door, she looked at her pallid face in the mirror. And her 
eyes were stunned.

Had Paul’s proposal been part of a premeditated plan? 
Another step toward securing a firm grip on Selby’s? Self­
promotion? Was he again trying to use her?

A shiver went through Patrice. She rose, threw off the 
robe. She got into bed, switched off the light. Then she 
looked up in the darkness, wide-eyed, too shocked to sleep.

T wo days after the banquet, 
when he came into the store, Paul 
sustained a shock. A memo lay 
on his desk:

To all members of the board of directors:
In order to allow you time to consider the matter of my 

successor, 1 am informing you now that as of October 15th I 
shall retire from the presidency of Selby’s.

> Conrad Selby

It gave Paul a wrench. He went into Selby’s office, but 
the president wasn’t there.

Maud Heller said, “Mr. Selby’s gone to New York for the 
day.”

So Paul walked down the corridor to see Ben Lork. 
“What brought this about?” he asked, holding out the memo.

Ben was impassive. “Apparently he made up his mind 
Saturday night, at the same time he decided not to sell out to 
Wolcott’s.”

“Not to sell! Is that definite?”
“Yep. Notified the family yesterday.”
All week the announcement twanged on Paul’s nerves. 

He was still upset the evening Bernardine telephoned him.
“Paul?” she sounded worried. “Could I see you? I’m 

down in the lobby.”
“Sure, kid. Come up.”
She wore a smart fall suit of Oxford gray. When she sat 

down, her fingers pattered on the bag in her lap. Paul, lean­
ing back against a table, watched her in perplexity. It wasn’t 
often Bernardine frowned like this.

“Paul, I’m in a spot.”
“So I see.”
“You—you’ve got to be frank with me.”
“Baby, I'm never anything but.”
Her troubled eyes rose to meet his. “Last night I was out 

with Roger Halliday.”
Paul lifted one brow. His expression became partly 

sardonic, partly quizzical.
Bernardine said bluntly, “He offered me a job.”
“No kidding.”
“Head fashion buyer. The same job Randolph Green 

holds here. And they’ll pay me $2,000 a year more than Ran­
dolph gets.”

Paul said without a change of tone, “They know what 
they’re doing. Berry. Can’t say I blame them.”

“Oh, stop smirking!”
“I’m not smirking. Just admiring their good sense. They 

let Selby’s build you up. They let Selby’s send you to Paris 
and advertise your going and coming. They let Selby’s turn 
you into a fashion authority. Then they hire you ’away. 
Damned good business. Provided you don’t give a damn 
about things like loyalty.”

“/ didn’t ask for it! They came to me!”



“Sure, Berry. I know.”
“How far am I supposed to carry loyalty to this store? 

Is it a life sentence?”
“What did you tell Roger?”
“Nothing yet. First I—wanted to know what my chances 

are at Selby’s.” She looked down at the bag. “For a while 
I thought—”

“—that Randolph Green was on the way out?”
“Frankly, yes. But now he seems more solidly fixed than 

ever. If I stay in Selby’s, where’ve I got to go?”
Paul’s smile had a sad quality. “Reminds me of what a 

man named Christie once said to me: ‘Once you’re near the 
top you can’t push much further.’ ... I don’t know what to 
tell you, Berry. This is something you’ve got to decide for 
yourself. I’d hate to see you leave Selby’s. You’re good. 
You’re tops. Don’t know how we’d replace you.”

Bernardine bit her lip. “Don't make it tough on me, 
Paul.”

“Sorry.”
She looked up with candor. “You know I’d rather work 

with you. But if this is all there is for me—■”
“How far did you think I could promote you?”
“The—the kind of promotion I hoped for wasn’t neces­

sarily in the store. . . She rose, walked across the room to 
the window. He suspected she turned her back so that he 
would not see her face. And he felt uncomfortable. “Paul,” 
she said, “nobody else is concerned about me—not anyone. 
I’ve got to look out for myself. This thing at Halliday’s is a— 
big chance.”

Paul contemplated his shoes. He was trying to hide the 
sting of Bernardine’s words. To talk about loyalty, he knew, 
would sound hypocritical. Wasn’t she doing to Selby’s what 
he had done to Christie’s? On what grounds could he protest?

He hated to see her do it. Apart from her value to the 
store, he was really fond of Bernardine. He supposed he 
could offer her an increase in pay. Still, he knew this was not 
what she wanted. She would never be satisfied, as far as her 
job went, unless she became the fashion head. And as for her 
private life; he suspected she would not be content until he 
asked her to marry him. . . .

Bernardine turned from the window. “They want their 
answer by the first of the month.”

“It’s up to you, Berry,” he said quietly. “I hope you’ll 
stay with Selby’s. But you’ve come to the same fork in the 
road I faced six months ago. The only way to be happy is to 
make your own choice.”

She drew a long breath. “In that case, Paul, I—I’ll have 
to accept their offer.” He did not reply.

The problem of replacing Bernardine could be serious. 
At seven o’clock that Sunday evening Paul telephoned Conrad 
Selby to report on it. “Like to talk it over if you’re free,” he 
said.

“Come along,” Selby answered. “I’m dropping in to see 
Martha, but I should be back by the time you get here.”

So Paul drove to the house on Warwick Hill. On the way, 
he became uneasy, primarily because of Patrice. Though he 
had seen her several times since the evening of the anniversary 
banquet, they had never been alone.

When ho entered the house, Conrad Selby had not yet 
come home. But Patrice was there. And he at once sensed 
a strange coolness in her manner. It surprised him. Were 
they back, in their attitudes, where they had been six months 
ago? Surely the fact that he had proposed, even involuntarily, 
could not have left her offended.

He tried for a while not to notice the change. Lighting a 
cigarette in the living room, he spoke as easily as he could. 
Nevertheless, he couldn’t evade the fact that Patrice, when she 
spoke at all, replied almost in monosyllables.

He asked bluntly, “Pat, what’s got into you?”
She sat on the couch, her arm stretched along its back. 

It seemed to him that she was looking through him.
“Some things I can’t take, Paul.”
“What now?”
“Like being used as a step to the presidency of a store.”
Paul stared. “What kind of crack is that?”
“I’ll say one thing—you were direct. Even when you 

talked about marriage, you made it clear it was for the sake of 
the store.”

“Pat! You’re not going to dredge that up again! Just 
because I—”

“It falls into the pattern. You came here because you 
wanted to get a grip on the store. You’ve worked at it every 

minute, day and night, for six months. You’ve grabbed every 
means you could find—including an attempt to use me.” 
Though she spoke quietly, her eyes flared. “But you’ll never 
get the store through me, Paul!”

He pushed himself out of the chair. His face was as white 
as hers, and his voice was choked. “Wh-where’d you pick up 
the idea I wanted anything like that?”

"It was part of your plan even before you came here. 
Isn’t it what you told Edmond Christie?”

At first he couldn’t understand. Obviously she or her 
father must have had some communication with Christie, but 
what on earth could the Philadelphia merchant have said to 
suggest this cr^zy notion? . . . And then, in a revealing flash, 
he remembered his last luncheon with Christie.

“Pat—you can’t believe a thing like that!”
“It’s what you told Christie.”
“In a joke! It didn’t mean a damn thing!”
Now a taunt, almost derision, came into Patrice’s voice.
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“Oh? You wanted to marry me for myself—is that it?” 
“Damn it, yes!”
She, too, rose. She faced him with increasing anger. 

“You came here with ambitions that had nothing to do with 
me, Paul! Ambitions that were concentrated on the store! ”

“That has no connection with my wanting to—” 
“You hoped, one way or other to become president.” 
“No!”
“It’s what Dad believes. It’s what I believe, too. Because 

it fits in with everything you’ve done. Everything you’ve said. 
. . . Oh, you’ll come out all right at the end of the year. 
You’ll get your block of stock. But when Dad tells the board 
what you have in mind—eventually pushing Everett and Ben 
aside as you’ve pushed Dad aside—I don’t think you’ll get a 
renewal of contract for next year! There are some things they 
won’t sell out, 110 matter how high you build their volume! ”

The front door closed. Patrice said, “Now you can talk 
with Dad. There’s nothing more for me to say. Good night.”

She turned and walked quickly out of the room. At the 
door she almost collided with her father. He looked after her 
in surprise as she went up the stairs.

“What’s the matter with het ?” he said. And then he 
turned to Paul. “Sorry to’ve kept you waiting.”

Paul was staring at the stairs. He hardly heard Selby.
Conrad said, “What do you want to do about Bernardine?” 
“Nothing!” The word trembled with anger. Paul didn’t 

care about Bernardine now. He’d had more than he could 
take. He certainly couldn’t worry over a new fashion co­
ordinator. The hell with that.. The hell with everything. 
Rage against Patrice, against all she had said, blazed in him. 
He said to Selby, “This Bernardine thing will keep. See you 
at the store. . . . Good night!” And while Selby looked after 
him in amazement, Paul left the house.

A n air of tension held the Octo­
ber meeting of the board. With 
Conrad Selby retiring, a new presi­
dent would have to be elected 
that day. When he called the

meeting to order, Selby seemed more solemn than usual. 
Aside from that, there was nothing to indicate this was the 
last meeting at which he intended to preside.

He planned to save the matter of his retirement for one of 
the last items on,the agenda. Now he began by calling on 
Ben for the controller’s report.

It was impressive, showing that in the past six months 
Selby’s gross had exceeded $3,500,000.

“With the Christmas season still ahead of us,” Ben said, 
“we may expect that the total for twelve months will be some­
where in the vicinity of $8,000,000. This, of course, is beyond 
anything we had anticipated. I think the Board has the right 
to congratulate itself on the prospects for the future.”

Ben finished and sat down. Except for a slight stir, the 
report brought no response. No questions. No comments. 
Selby waited patiently. When it was clear nobody had any­
thing to say, he drew a deep breath.

“We’ll have the report of our general manager next.”
Paul rose at the far end of the table, buttoning his jacket. 

His lips were drawn in tightly. “I prepared a formal report,” 
he said, “but this morning I tore it up.”

The directors stared at him in surprise.
“I tore it up for several reasons,” he said. “Whatever 

facts and figures you should hear, you have already got from 
the controller’s report. As to what I myself have done during 
the past six months, there’s no need to review the projects we 
launched. You’re ail aware of them. In the main they’ve been 
successful. They’ve borne out my contention that Selby’s 
can look forward to vastly increased business in the years 
ahead.”

He touched a handkerchief to his mouth.
“When I came to this store I had only one purpose—to 

create a business boom. I knew that in the process I might 
step on a few toes. I might hurt people. I might even have to 
push a few aside.”

This was not the kind of report they had expected. Some 
of the directors exchanged uneasy glances. Conrad Selby him­
self, having begun to take a cigar from his pocket, forgot it.

“If I have been of any service to the Selby store in these 
"past six months,” Paul said, “I am, of course, pleased. These 
months—and especially the past few days—have taught me a 
great many things. Principally that I was wrong when I came 

here with the feeling that emotion, sentiment, call it what you 
like, had no place in business.”

He was looking at the center of the table.
“I used to think that as long as I kept piling up volume I 

needn’t worry about how people felt. In the long run. an 
increase of several million dollars would wipe out a lot of 
opposition. . . . That was a mistake. A very bad mistake in 
judgment. I’ve tried to assess what my six months here have 
meant to the store. In dollars and cents the results are good. 
In some other ways, however, they’re bad—very bad.”

His hands had been in his jacket pockets. Now he took 
them out, held the edge of the table.

“These six months have resulted in some bitter frustra­
tions,” he said. “Primarily I’m concerned with the frustrations 
they’ve brought to the president of this store. I can’t help 
realizing it’s because of my presence that he’s resigning from 
something which means more to him than anything else in his 
life.

“This should not be allowed to happen. I see no reason 
for Conrad Selby’s leaving the presidency. If there has to be a 
choice of his stepping out or my stepping' out, there ought to be 
no question in anyone’s mind as to what should happen. I’m 
the stranger here. The interloper. Somebody you hired to do 
a job. It’s ridiculous that the president of Selby’s should be 
uprooted for an outsider.”

There was a stunned quality in the stillness.
Paul tried to find words that would make sense. His trou­

ble was that he could not tell them everything. Too much of 
it had to do with his reaction to the contempt he had seen in 
Patrice.

He suspected that, like her, many of these people—- 
whether they said so or not—must believe personal ambition 
was his only motivation in holding this job. Not that this was 
a stigma. Normally he would not have minded. But how 
could you go on working month after month when everything 
you accomplished must rouse the further contempt and dis­
trust of people like Patrice, like Conrad Selby? Surely they 
would sooner or later communicate their feelings to the other 
members of the family. It was inevitable that all of them 
should come to regard him with distrust. A word from Pa­
trice, a hint from Conrad, that he was striving for the presi­
dency, could make even Everett recoil from him.

How much friendship, how much co-operation could he 
then expect?

Worst of all—and this was certainly something he could 
not say to the board—was the prospect of endless friction and 
conflict with Patrice. He wanted none of that. He’d had his 
fill. There were easier ways to make a living. There were 
stores where he could work without emotional entanglements.

“My presence here,” he said, “has had a disrupting effect. 
There’s no need for this to continue. The store is moving 
along at a fine clip. Its volume will continue to increase. So I 
do no disservice to anybody—nor to my own obligations—by 
resigning. With me gone, Selby’s can revert to the status 
quo. Its president can continue in office. There need be no 
upheaval. You all happen to be people I like and admire. 
I’m convinced my going will restore the peace and good sense 
that should characterize an operation like Selby’s. And so, 
with the hope that my act will make Mr. Selby reconsider his 
own retirement, I’ll confine my report this afternoon to the 
single fact that I’ll be leaving you tomorrow.”

He sat down. The members of the board gaped as if he 
had lost his mind.

He knew he might have worked out the year of his con­
tract. He might have waited to receive his stock bonus. But 
all that seemed unimportant now. It meant six months more 
of facing suspicion like Patrice’s. Why inflict it on himself? 
He could devote these six months to finding a place with 
another store. It shouldn’t be hard.

Everett, forgetting decorum, all but shouted, “What the 
hell’s got into you, Paul?”

There was no way of answering him. It would have been 
absurd to speak of such a thing as sensitivity; to say that 
building business, even acquiring a block of stock, could be 
repugnant if in the process you lost the respect of those who 
meant most to you. . . .

At the Williston Hotel that evening, Paul packed his 
clothes. The thing was done. His bridges were burned. The 
sooner he made the break clean, the better.

He folded suit after suit into the grips that lay open on 
the bedroom floor. In the morning he intended to drive out of 



Williston as early as possible. Why go through post-mortems 
with Everett, With Ben, with anyone else who might come up 
to protest? He supposed Bemardine would be here, too, 
before long—she had looked more shocked than anyone else 
at the conference table.

Yet Bernardihe, he realized, was the last person who had 
any right to object to what he was doing. Wasn’t she herself 
leaving Selby’s? Good old Berry, he thought. Always on the 
make. He couldh’t blame her. If your only aim was to get 
ahead, you couldn’t afford to think of anybody except yourself.

He had been like that himself. The Malden boy on the 
way up. Ready to fight everybody and everything. And why? 
So that, in the end, he might become somebody like Conrad 
Selby.

Well, he had grown up. He’d learned something. People 
like the Selbys must not be defeated. They had io be pre­
served as ideals. They represented what all others like him­
self wanted to attain—dignity, respectability, integrity. 
Qualities like that had to be eternal; only a fool would try to 
destroy them or defeat them. . . .

At nine o’clock that evening, with his packing half com­
pleted, Paul remembered he had had no dinner. He picked up 
the telephone, ordered a sandwich, then went back to the 
grips.

A few minutes later, when he heard the knock, he went to 
open the door for the waiter. But there was no waiter.

He faced Patrice.
She stepped in quickly, a loose coat thrown about her 

shoulders. She wore no hat. Her blonde hair looked wind­
blown. It seemed to him, from what he saw in her pale face, 
that Patrice’s nerves must be coiled as tightly as his own.

He slowly shut the door behind her. Whether she realized 
it or not, she was the sole cause of what he had done this 
afternoon.

Her voice was low, quick. “Paul, we have only a few 
minutes. They’ll be here soon.”

“Who?”
“Dad, Everett, Ben. I drove down first. T—had to see 

you before they got here.”
He frowned. “Let’s take one thing at a time. What do 

they want? Why the visitation?”
“There’s been a conference at the house. Martha, Philip 

—all of them. They want you to stay.”
He shook his head. “That’s out.”
“They need you and they know it. They’ve been at the 

house since five o’clock, working things out.”
“Working what out?”
“Your adding $3,000,000 to Selby’s business this year. 

Nobody else has ever been able to do a thing like that. Do 
you think they’re going to let you go without a struggle to 
keep you?”

“Listen. I—”
“They’ve got everything arranged.”
There was another knock at the door. This time the 

waiter came in with the tray. When the man had left, Paul 
said almost harshly, “Will you please tell me what the hell’s 
been going on?”

“Dad has agreed to become chairman of the board. Ben 
will be president. Everett’s to be promoted to vice president. 
. . . It’s all settled, Paul. They’re all happy about it—and 
they’ll spend all night to make you take back your resignation.”

He was dazed, and turned mechanically to the tray. He 
took the napkin off it, looked at the sandwich, but he was no 
longer hungry. Tossing the napkin back, he ran fingers 
through his hair. He turned slowly to Patrice.

“Let’s have the rest of it,” he said. “Why did you have 
to rush up here first?”

“To tell you how ashamed I am.”
“Yeu? What’ve you got to be ashamed of?”
“Myself. What I’ve said to you.”
“You said what you thought.”
“I’m ashamed because I was—so wrong.”
Now his eyes narrowed.
She said, “Paul, I know why you resigned.”
“Bo you really?”
“And—it made me feel humiliated.”
“Why should my resigning hit you like that?”
“Because I thought nothing in the world was more im­

portant to you than getting yourself a—a piece of the store. 
Because I thought you’d go to any length to do it. . . . All 
you’d have had to do would be wait another six months, and 
you’d have had the stock you’ve been aiming for. But you’re 

not doing it. You’re throwing it away. ... So there are 
things more important to you than stock, than—”

He seized her arms. His voice became hoarse. “Damn it, 
Pat, there are things a hell of a lot more important than a 
block of stock! But you’d rather listen to jokes by Christie!”

“Paul, I—I’m sorry. It was cruel. It was unjustified. 
I—I’ve come to apologize.”

He swallowed hard then, and released her. “Okay. Okay, 
forget it. . . . Can’t blame you, anyway. Asking you to marry 
me for the sake of the store—” He finished with a bitter 
laugh. “Of all the cockeyed things to say, that was the worst 
I could’ve picked! ”

“Why did you ask me to marry you?”
“Why does any man ask a girl to marry him? Because 

I love you! ”
Something happened to her whole face. Her voice, too, 

became gentler. “Do you realize this is the first time you’ve 
said that?”

“Is it?”
“I—I might not have taken that proposal so casually if 

you’d said something about love. But you didn’t. Never a 
word.”

“If you want it straight,” he said, “I wasn’t sure then. I 
wasn’t sure till I found out how much it hurt to have you turn 
against me—to see the contempt—”

“Not contempt, Paul. Disappointment. If I was disap­
pointed, it was because I—I’d begun to love you.”

He tried to answer, but he found himself inarticulate. 
There were no words for this. Suddenly he pulled her into his 
arms. He kissed her hard, almost angrily.

“Asking you to marry me never had anything to do with 
the store,” he said. “You’ve got to believe that!”

“I do.”
The telephone rang. He glanced at it in exasperation. It 

rang again, and a third time, and finally he went to pick it up. 
“Yes?”

Conrad Selby’s voice was crisp. “Paul, we’re down in the 
lobby—Everett, Ben and I. All right to come up?”

He glanced at Patrice. She put a quick hand on his arm, 
nodded. He turned back to the telephone. “Sure. Come on.”

He had never felt so stirred about anything in his life. 
His eyes went over to Patrice, and he held out his arms.

“Before they come up,” he said.
They made the most of the few seconds alone. And then, 

as she stepped back from him, she remembered something. 
“There’s only one thing Dad’s going to plead about—that 
Christmas helicopter.”

Paul rubbed a hand over the back of his neck. After a 
moment he said, “It—it does seem kind of screwy, doesn’t it? 
I mean—when you consider the kind of store it’s been, the 
kind of family that’s run it. I suppose a circus stunt like that 
doesn’t match the tradition of dignity—”

There was a knock at the door. As he turned to answer 
it, he nodded at Patrice.

“They’re right, honey. We Selbys don’t want circus tricks. 
I’ll dream up somethin™ more dignified.” . . . The End

y4 book version of “The Big Store” will be 
published in the early spring by Prentice Hall, Inc.
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