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Fragile... handle with Johnson’s
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The purest, best loved of all baby powders
for so many reasons:
e All silky-soft tale...with no rough, uneven grains. e

e Guardian against rashes. .. helps neutralize diaper irrvitants.

e Gentle fragrance. .. keeps babies baby-sweet.

* Allergy-safe...agrees with even the most sensitive skins.




REPEATING AN AMAZING NEW “GET-ACQUAINTED” OFFER!

SEND NO MONEY—MAIL COUPON.
CHOOSE ANY FOUR
BOOKS FOR ONLY 99 CENTS.

when you join the Dollar Book Club and agree to take as few as 6 best-selling novels out of 24 o"lrld in g year
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of a Lifetime!

'AKE ad of this i d offer

from the f-moul Dollar Book Club! Join
now aand receive the biggest bargain ever
offered to new members.

Select any 4 of the full-size hard-bound
books on this page for only 99¢. Choose from
new best-sellers . . . beautiful library vol-
umes . . . big, lavishly illustrated books (sets
count as one book!) Think of it — a total
value of $11.34 to $45.00 in publishers’ edi-

Dept. 9-SG-9,
Garden City, New York

Send me at once the 4 books checked at
the right and bill me only 99¢, plus a
small shipping charge. Also enroll me as
a Dollar Book Club member.

Include my first issue of The Bulle-
tin describing the new fonhtoxmn' one-

dollar selections and cther for
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du Maurier, Thomas B. Costain, Frank Yerby
and others, have come to Club members at
this low $1 price. Occasional extra-big books
are also offered at prices slightly above $1.
All are new, full-size, hard-bound editions.
An excmns new bonus plan offers other big
savings too. But you buy only the books you
want and you don’t have to uke one every
month. You may take as few as six $1 ulec-
tions a year!

Send No Money — Just The Coupon

Receive any 4 books on this plﬁ for onlL99¢.
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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 noth-
ing except $1 for each selection I accept
(plus a small shipping charge) unless I
choose an extra-value selection at a some-
what higher Pprice.
NO-RISK GUARANTEE: If not delighted,

return all books in 7 days, and member-
ship will be cancelled.

TO RESIDENTS OF CANADA: Selection price
$1. lus shipping. Address Doubleday Book Club
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105 Bond St., Toronto 2. Offer good in
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Poised...

Some women seem blessed with a look
of quiet confidence, a kind of sureness
that’s reflected in everything they do.
It’s a gift that never leaves them, even
on problem days—for they rely on
the comfort, the freedom of Tampax.

Designed for smart moderns, Tampax®
internal sanitary protection is invisible,
unfelt, when in place. It protects while
it keeps your secret safe. Protects while
it keeps you poised and sure. For, with
Tampax, there’s no chafing, no odor,
no lines, no bulk. So dainty to use—
fingers never touch it. Disposal takes
seconds. Extras conceal in a tiny purse.

No wonder millions choose Tampax.
Why not you? Ask for it wherever drug
products are sold. In Regular, Super,
Junior absorbencies.

TAMPAX Fin i
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Y ENTER FREE! EVERYBODY WINS! *ﬂ
+~ HAMMOND ATLAS V

&

YOU MAY WIN:

FIRST PRIZE . . .¥75,000.00

2nd PRIZE________$17,000.00
3rd PRIZE_____ $9,000.00
4th PRIZE____ $5 000.00
5th PRIZE_____ $3,000.00
6th PRIZE__ $1,500.00
7th PRIZE_____ $1,000.00
8th PRIZE___ $500.00

9th Through 36th PRIZES
$50.00 Each

37th Ihrouﬂl SWthRIZES
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CASH! CASH! CASH! FASCINATING PUZZLES! FABULOUS PRIZES!

HERE right in your hand is the opportunity to enter this great new Puzzle Game in which you
may personally WIN A CASH FORTUNE OF $75,000.00. That’s right, as much as $75,000.00
is what YOU may win in this fabulous Hammond Atlas “Everybody Wins” TREASURE ISLAND
GAME! Stop and think what you could do with an amount of cash, so large, that only a select few
people ever accumulate it in a lifetime! Now that “House of your Dreams” could be within reach .

Ed ion for your children assured . i World Tour ... the Pleasure Boat you've always
yearned for . . . Capital to start a business of your own...a lhousand and one hopes and dreams could
now come true. This may be the Big Chance you've been hoping for!

YOU ENTER FREE! No Statements — No Jingles — No Box Tops — No Guesswork — Only Skill Counts!

Yes, you enter this contest FREE. Everything you need to  we'll send you Puzzles #5-#8 by RETURN MAIL (within
start is right on this page before you. The first four Official 14 days) together with the official rules and complete de-
Puzzles (#1-#4) are at right below. Simply send in your tails of how you may win up to $75,000.00 in this exciting
solution to these four puzzles on one of the FREE Entry game (which for lack of space have not been printed here)
Coupons below . . . that’s all you have to do to enter . .. Now study the sample puzzle below.

n this Sample Puzzle which is typical of all basic
chlal Puzzles there are just enough letters scrambled
ln correctly spell out the name of a certain island. Now

the Clues. "I-ll]nl island in the “ldlll"null »
Dl course yo;l Im(:u Im"u is mll mdmsur;!h cnough,
you unscramble the letters, that's exactly the island
yon me un with. Furthermore, you can tell by the outline HOW TO PLAY THIS GAME

d that you've got the STt woyers Fea The correct answer to each of the four FREE Puzzles below is the name of an island, The
T e sty I 15 e O Ena—3 ot s object of the game is to spell out the correct island name in each puzzle by unscrambli

o mepst f.'f',',{";’,""s'f”m,"’."m‘;":" fs'l‘;‘n;",{:'m'::’;,’u;‘l :};;u::;:u in the puzzle. The pictured objects and other clues will help you verify your

Largest Island in the Mediterranean.

Em@mmm -Mdlhuhctywmmm

The correct answer to each of the four puziles below is among the following island names.
ICELAND PALMERSTON PUERTO RICO OAHU
CUBA HAWAI IRELAND HAINAN

PUZZI.ES ‘_4 IN(’.US'VE! SEND SOLUTIONS ON COUPON BELOW

KEEP, PUZZLES FOR YOUR RECORDS

c 2> Inhabitants of this island are

Famous for cigars United States Citizens.

00od 0000000000

WHY DO WE OFFER THIS EXCITING FREE ENTRY CONTEST?

C. S. HAMMOND & CO. for over half a century has been one of the foremost publishers of
Mlpt and Atlases in the world. Perhaps you have an old edition in your home. But the world
is changing — up-to-date geograj
abreast of the momentous changes
dren, we urge that you make this contest one for the whole fa
is to make you conscious of the wealth of in-
formation availuble in Hammond Maps and
Atlases, as well as to give you the opportunity
to win huge Cash Prizes. We know that this
contest will win new friends for Hammond
because you will enjoy the Fun and Exciternent
and the truly Educational Challenge these
Puzzles represent. This intriguing game is of
great pride to us and you can be sure that we
will conduct the finest and fairest contest ever
offered. Winning solutions will be certified by
one of America’s outstanding independent
firms of Public Accountants.
MAIL SOLUTIONS TO PUZZLES
#1, #2, #3 AND #4 TODAY!
Solve the first four OFFICIAL PUZZLES,
enter your solutions on one Coupon below,
and get it into the mail uuum.mpum
htlhh- u:;npo'g self-addressed mn‘l‘!‘ A
which we will RUSH to you Puzzles #5, c
LrE Foinn B e o SRRSO AL S
and with it cash waiting for the g vwldld ou mail i i
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emmmmmman YOU INTIR ON THIS COUPON mm mm mm om o m

s rryoaey WO FREE ENTRY COUPO

vat Ynlk |7 N. Y. &
HewiYork ) g 2 Print Your Answers belew e ot Print Your Answers belew
'm ‘"ﬂd MH IM details d lﬁll Oltllllll ﬂ i "Kh D"I:lll VIII!I lnd detalls B' Mh OlCmM ME.
. understand this obligates me in no P # ' understand this obligates me i Puzzle #1
NAME
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T’LL never go up to Lake Eden again. I only wish
1’d never gone there that night, that terrible night. I
wouldn’t have, either, if my girl Joanie hadn’t called
me up at the last minute to tell me she couldn’t go with
me to the big May Day dance at the school because—
of all things—she had the measles!

She was giggling when she told me about it. “Oh,
Ken, honestly, I just feel so silly!” she said. “Imagine,
being sixteen years old and having the measles!”

_ Well, I had to laugh, too. But actually I was kind of
relieved that our date was off for that night. My con-
science had been bothering me something awful about
going off and enjoying myself after getting a look at

“Your Mother

ust Never Know

1 CAUGHT MY
FATHER CHEATING

Pa’s face at the breakfast table early this morning.

Gosh, he’d looked terrible. He’d just sat there, his
eyes big and dark looking from not getting much rest,
his mouth tight, and he’d hardly said two words all
during the meal. I figured I knew pretty much what
was on his mind, all right—bills and Ma being sick.
That was probably all he thought about lately.

After all, Ma had been sick for almost a year now.
Doc Cramer said it was some kind of anemia and some
other complaint, too—woman trouble. Most of the time
she just wandered around the house like a lost soul or
sat there in the living room, looking like a little gray
shadow in Pa’s big armchair, sewing or embroidering
or just staring off into space.

Pa’s been working practically day and night to make
ends meet, what with all those extra medical expenses
and with the special things Doc Cramer said Ma had
to have to build her up. We were just plain lucky to
keep our heads above water, the farm being like it was—

(Continued on page 8)

“Please, Anna,” Pa
pleaded. “Go back to
bed.” It made me sick.
Pa didn‘t care about
Ma—he was just trying
to ease his conscience!



“How a Wonderful New

MONEY-MAKING IDEA

can put up to *50 more a week

into your pocketbook—

just for visiting at home with friends
and neighbors in your spare time”

In the three or four minutes it is going
to take you to read this page, you are going
to make a discovery that I know you will
remember the rest of your life. That simple
discovery is based upon the fact that when
people stop thinking about selling and con-
centrate on helping, they have unlocked the
key to undreamed of profits!

Actually, all of us are salesmen in one
fashion or another. I suppose you can say
that I hold my job as Placement Director
because I ““sold” the company on my abil-
ity, or that I am married to my husband
because he was “sold” on my looks and
talents. But when we make the mistake of
thinking about selling as “the act of con-
vincing people to buy something so that
we selfishly can pocket a commission of
a dollar or two for ourselves,” we fre-
quently defeat our purpose!

The WONDERFUL NEW MONEY-
MAKING IDEA that you read about in
the headline above is simply that we have
been able to show hundreds of women all
over the country that there is untold
treasure awaiting them when they think
and act as Friendship Counselors instead
of trying to be sales women. How much
easier the dollars roll in when they concen-
trate on helping, and forget about selling!

Growing Need for More
Friendship Counselors

Just what do we mean by a Friendship
Counselor? We mean a person who serves
her community chiefly as a specialist in
promoting friendly personal communica-
tions. She performs the increasingly im-
portant function of helping the people of

BY HELEN HARLEY

her community (mostly friends and neigh-
bors) select the right kind of correspond-
ence notes, stationery, greeting cards,
table decorations, gifts and gift wrappings
that correctly express the individual's
feelings and personality. Whether your
friends wish to convey best wishes, re-
membrances or condolences, they always
know they can count on you as their
Friendship Counselor for the smart, cor-
rect form of communication.

Also a Chance to Go On a
Wonderful Shopping Spree!

Whether you are one
of our newest Counse-
lors or a veteran, you
get an equal chance to
share in $5,000 worth
of prizes and prize-
money, just for a little
extra effort. Only
10 minutes extra
a day could get
you as much as
$500 cash extra,
for shopping.

Can anybody become a Friendship Coun-
selor? Well, not exactly anybody. But we
don’t care if you are 16 or 66, and whether
you are a high school graduate or not. It
is more important that you have some
artistic taste; and a comfortable place in
which to visit with friends and neighbors

course, will depend on your activity, but
earning $50 a week between now and
Christmas is not unusual. Some times just
a few minutes pleasant visiting nets as
much as $10! And you'll be warmly
thanked for your help!

Coupon Below Brings
FREE Information

Our new Friendship Counselor’s Kit
with complete information is yours for
the asking. Why not send for it today, and
find out all about this wonderful new
spare-time money-making opportunity.
You are under no obligation, should you
decide that you are not interested. With
the Kit we also send you our FREE
CATALOG, which provides a complete
display of the Personal Stationery, Cor-
respondence Notes, Greeting Cards for
All Occasions, Table Decorations, Gift
Wrappings, made available through Friend-
ship Counselors, as well as our exclusive
Name-Imprinted Christmas Card Selec-
tion. Also included are 4 boxed assortments
of Christmas Cards sent for your approval.

It’s a real opportunity to establish your-
self as an expert in a growing field that
pays good money. Why not act today?

GENERAL CARD COMPANY
Dept. 659 1300 West Jackson Blvd.,
Chicago 7, lllinois

where you can provide the kind of help
they frequently need.

Pays You Up to $10 a Visit
Best of all, you’re not tied down to this

kind of job. You can spend your time
when and as you like. Your earnings, of

SIMPLY MAIL THIS COUPON!

Helen Harley, Placement Director
General Card Company, Dept.-659
1300 W. Jackson Blvd., Chicago 7, lllinois

1 want to know more about how to become
a Friendship Counselor. Please send me your
-latest Friendship C lor’s Kit, including 4
new boxed assortments of Christmas Cards on
lrprovu.l. FREE CATALOG and everything
else I may need to %! started. Also tell me how
I can go on your Wonderful Shopping Spree!

O Check here If your age is under 14,

My Name

Address.

City.
|

State.

| Zone.




hardly ever even paying for itself, let
alone a lot of extras.

Pa had even started to take on some
odd jobs, like repairing a barn or a
hencoop for one of the neighbors or
putting a new porch on a house—things
like that. He was pretty good at that
sort of thing.

What bothered me about it all was
that I wasn’t doing much of anything
to help out with all those extra bills.
Oh, sure, I hurried home from school
every afternoon and did all the chores,
and I spent most of my week ends
working, but I'd wished for a long time
I could just quit school and take on a
real job, maybe as mechanic over at
Riley’s Garage in town. But, gosh, when
I brought it up to Pa one night, he just
about blew his top.

“Quit school?” he exploded. “What do
you think I've been working my fool
head off for, anyway? To get you
through school, that’s what! So you can
have some kind of decent job, so you
won't have to scrape out a measly living
from a few miserable acres of land! And
I don’t want you messing up your
schooling, not at this late date! You can
work all you want during the summer,
but during the school months you study,
you hear?”

I heard, all right. And whatever Pa
said was law around our place. But I
still felt guilty with Pa working his
head off and a big, husky six-footer like
me sitting around in school all day. Yet
I couldn’t help but get a real warm feel-
ing of pride, hearing my pa talk that
way, when so many of the kids in our
area were quitting school and going
right to work on farms and I knew Pa
wanted something so much better for

me.

Well, naturally, I didn’t tell Joanie I
was glad our date was off. She’d been
talking about that big May Day dance
for weeks now. I told her how sorry I
was that she was sick and how much 1
was going to miss her while she was
laid up. But just as soon as 1 was off
the phone, I jumped on my bike and
headed for Lake Eden where Pa was
putting a new roof on one of the sum-
mer cottages. I could give him a hand
now, I figured. He sure rated some help.

His face just seemed to haunt me—
those deep lines around his mouth giving
him such a tight, grim look and those
wrinkles in his forehead, as though he
were carrying the weight of the world on
his shoulders. Why, he looked no more
like Pa than the man in the moon! Not
that he was ever one of these easy-
laughing, kidding kind of men. But I
never saw him so nearly licked by any-
thing as he was since Ma got sick. Why,
he’d even taken to drinking some lately,
and he’'d always been dead set against
any kind of liquor.

“There'll be no drinking in my
house!” he'd stormed once when he’d
caught the smell of beer on my breath.
It was after a few of the other fellows
and I had a couple of glasses on our
way home from a big basketball game
over in Prince City.

“Oh, for Pete’s sake, Pa” I'd said
sort of sheepishly. “A couple of glasses
of beer—why, all the other guys—'

“1 don’t give a hang about the other
guys!” he'd bellowed. “I never had to
drink that—that swill to give myself
false courage, and nobody living under
my roof is going to!”

Well. 1 guess these days he needed a
little of that “false courage,” after all.
Anvway. when I came downstairs one

night last week to get a glass of water,
he was standing beside the big cupboard
in the kitchen. He hadn’t heard me come
in. I saw him reach up and take a bottle
from the highest shelf of the cupboard.
It had been hidden back of some canned
tomatoes there.

He tipped the bottle up and took a
big drink. Then he stood there for a
minute, sort of leaning against the
cupboard. breathing hard. Finally he
straightened up and put his shoulders
back and walked over to the back door.
He went on out without even seeing me.

I just stood there, stunned. Pa, drink-

ing! Boy. he must really be feeling
rotten these days!
Well. it wouldn’t be long now, I

thought, swinging my bike off the main
road and onto the little dirt one leading
up to the lake. Pretty soon I'd be out
of school for the summer and able to
take on a joh.

T WAS sure deserted around the lake-

front now. You’'d never believe that in
another month the place would be crawl-
ing with folks from Prince City, trying
to beat the heat. Today it was plenty
warm-—in fact, almost like a June day.
I even stopped and pulled off my shirt.

I didn’t hear any pounding when 1
came up to the Harris cottage, the one
Pa was working on, and I thought may-
be he'd given up already and gone on
back home. It would sure do him good
to get a good night's rest, I thought.
Maybe I'd stick around, though, for a
while and do a little work on the roof
myself-—nail down a few boards for him
and surprise him. There was still a little
while before dark really set in.

I'd just stepped up on the front steps
when 1 heard a sound in the little
screened-in front porch. It was a soft

little rustling sound. Then I heard
voicesA
“Darling,” a woman was saying. “My

sweet, sweet darling—"

Then there was a man’s voice, just a
sort of murmur so that I couldn’t hear
what he was saying. But I felt a funny
little prickle at the back of my neck.
I stepped through the door into the
porch and stood there, paralyzed.

It was pretty dark in the porch, but
I could still see the woman, lying on
the porch swing. I could even tell the
color of the two-piece playsuit she was
wearing—it was pink. She had her

hands on the man’s face and was pulling
him down and kissing him. The man
kept saying.

“Meg, Meg,” over and over
kind of voice.
sick all at once, sort of caved
in in the middle, like you feel when you
get hit hard in the stomach! It was Pa—
Pa and some woman!

He was down on his knees beside her
with his back to me, but I knew it was
him—even in the near dark I could

‘recognize the familiar thick, sun-red-

dened neck, the broad shoulders under
the tan work shirt, the big-square hands
on the woman’s bare shoulders.

I stood there, not able to move, star-
ing at them. Then I saw those familiar
big square fingers reach around and
untie the halter the woman was wearing.

I turned around and ran. I hardly
remember pedaling all the way home.
My mind was whirling like a madman’s.
I thought, it just can’t be happening—
not Pa! He wouldn’t do a low, sneaky
kind of thing like that!

I practically staggered into the house.
All T could think was, how could he do
this to Ma? How could he?

I was glad she was in her room so 1
wouldn’t have to face her, knowing
what I did. how Pa had betrayed her. I
went on up to my own room and fell
down on the bed. I had to think. I had
to figure out somehow what I was going
to do.

I sat up all at once. I should tell Ma—
that’s what I should do! She had a right
to know what he was doing to her. But
how do you tell your own mother a
thing like that? A woman like Ma, quiet
and sweet and trusting—how do you say
a thing like that to her? You can’t just
walk up to her and say, “Ma, I just
caught Pa making love to another
woman!”

It would nearly kill her, learning that
the only man in the world she'd ever
cared about, the man she’d been mar-
ried to for almost twenty years, the man
she’d always looked up to for security
and protection, had. betrayed her! No.
I couldn’t tell her.

I kept remembering things—like the
way it had been before she’d gotten so
sick. Sometimes while we were sitting
at the supper table, Pa would tease her
in that gruff, dry way of his, and her
face would turn red, and she'd say some-
thing like, “Oh, Sam Harwood. you're
just trying to get me all flustered! Hon-
estly, you men!”

She'd say it like she was really ex-
asperated with him, but then she’'d al-
ways reach over and put her slim little
hand on his big one and squeeze it,
hard. and anybody could tell how much
she loved Pa. She loved everything
about him. even the way he teased her.

I gat up and began to walk back and
forth from one end of the room to the
other. I just couldn’t take that awful
knowledge. It didn’t hurt just because
of what it would do to Ma, either. It
hurt because I'd always thought Pa was
the most decent guy in the world. Dis-
appointment was a big ache all through
me. Pa was rotten-—he was rotten!

I stopped pacing when I heard Ma's
voice outside the door. “Ken, are you in
there?”

I took a big, deep breath. “Yeah, Ma,
Im here.”

“Well, come on out and have a glass
of milk with me. I thought you were with
Pa all this time. Then I saw your bike
propped up against the front porch. I
hate being alone so much, and Pa prob-
able won’t be home till late—"

No, he won’t be home until late, I
thought, bitterly, not until he and his
girl friend are finished out there in the
cottage.

I felt sick to my stomach all at once,
but I gritted my teeth and walked over
to the door and opened it. Ma was
standing there in that old black-and-
white checked dress she was always
wearing lately.

“You look pale, Ken,” she said, put-
ting her hand up on my face. “You
aren’t sick, are you?”

“No,” I said, pulling away. “No, I'm
okay, Ma.” I couldn’t look at her. I was
sure what had happened would show
in my face.

THEN I heard the back door open and
close, and I knew Pa had come in.
I clenched my fists at my sides to fight

- down the feeling of wanting to yell at

the top of my lungs what I thought of
him for what he’d done to Ma.

I watched her walk down the stairs
and toward the kitchen, and then I
heard her voice, soft and sympathetic.
**Oh, Sam, you're so terribly tired —your
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poor face. the lines in it. Now vou go
right to bed. T'll get vou a nice glass of
hot milk.”

I went back into my room. I couldn’t
stand to look at him.

When Pa came down the next morn-
ing, I was just finished breakfast. Ma
looked real peaked, and Pa grabbed her
shoulders gently and pleaded. *‘Please,
Anna, go back to bed. I'll fix my own
breakfast.” It made me sick. Pa didn’t
care about her—he was just trying to
ease his conscience. I couldn’t take it.
I brushed past them and went out to do
the chores.

That night at supper, though, I tried
to act normal about things. But when
Pa said he was going up to Lake Eden
to finish the cottage roof, I just about
gagged on the mouthful of potatoes I
was trying to force down. I shoved my
chair back and stood up.

“Why, Ken,” Ma said, “what’s wrong?
You are sick! Sam, just look at that
boy, how pale he is, and he hasn’t eaten
a thing!”

“I'm just not hungry,” I told her.

I was halfway out the back door when
I heard Pa saying behind me, “Some-
thing wrong, son? Something go wrong
at the dance last night?”

I swung around and stared at him.
My throat and chest felt funny and
tight, and I could hardly breathe. It was
the first time I'd looked him straight in
the face since that awful thing had hap»
pened.

“I didn’t go to the dance.” I said
hu?rselv. “Joanie got sick. and I didn’t
go!

He looked surpnsed

Then Ma said, “Ken went up to the
lake to give you a hand at the cottage.”
She took a sip from the cup .of hot soup
in front of her. It was a special kind of
beef broth that Doc said she was sup-
posed to drink to build up her strength.
“But you weren’t around.” she went on.
“so he came back home.”

Pa’s and my eyes met then, and from
the shocked, stunned look on his face
I knew he'd guessed what I'd seen up
there at Lake Eden. His face turned a
strange gray color. “Oh,” he said slowly.

Then he stopped and swallowed hard.
“Well, I—I went on over to Bill Small’s
to pick up some more nails. You must've
come while I was at Bill’s.”

“Yeah,” I said, glancing at Ma. 1
couldn’t help but notice how thin her
fingers were on the cup she was holding
and how thin and narrow her shoulders
looked, sort of hunched over in the old
checked dress. All at once the terrible
hurt about Pa just seemed to turn into
a horrible feeling of disgust for him.

I hurried on out the door. I heard
Pa’s chair scrape on the floor as he stood
up, but I didn’t wait for him. I didn’t
want to talk to him. What was there for
us to talk about? Could he explain away
what had happened last night

I hiked the two miles into town and
called Joanie from the drugstore. I fig-
ured I'd feel better if I could just see
her, talk to her. I guess that’s the way
it is when you love somebody—when
things go wrong for you. it helps just
being with that somebody.

But Joanie laughed when I told her
I wanted to come over and see her.

“Are you kidding, Ken Harwood?”
she said. “Have you forgotten I've got
the measles!”

“Oh, heck, Joanie,” I told her. “I'm
not afraid of any old measles. I already
had them, when I was about seven years
old. Please. Joanie. let me come over

and talk to you—just for a minute.”

“Oh, no!” she said in a shocked voice.
“I'd never let you see me like this—all
these awful splotches on my face. Why.
1 look like a—a boiled lobster!” Then
she began to giggle again. “I'd never
let anybody see me like this—never!”

So I hung up finally. But, gosh, I sure
ached to be with her. It just seemed
like my whole world had fallen apart
all at once.

Well, I didn’t see Pa when I got home
that night. But the next afternoon
when I got to the barn to do the milk-
ing, he was there waiting for me. We
just stood there, staring at each other.
then finally he said in a weary voice.
“Ken, I went over to see Reverend Gates
1 guess you know why. I needed

1 didn't say anything.

“I feel rotten about this, son,” he
went on after a minute. “That’s why I
went to see Reverend 'Gates. I just didn’t
know what to do—"

“What is there to do?" I burst out in
a crazy- soun(]mg voice. “What is there
to do? You can’t take it back—what you
did to—to Ma—"

E TOOK out a cigarette and lit it, and

I could see how his hand was shak-
ing. Ordinarily he’d never have lit a
cigarette in the barn. Honest to Pete, I
almost felt sorry for him then. Almost,
but not quite, not when I thought again
about the woman in the pink playsuit.

“Listen to me, Ken,” he said. “I know
I can’t ask you to forget about what’s
happened, I know it'll never be the
same—"

No, never the same. I thought numbly.
It'll never be the same.

“I told Reverend Gates everything,”
he went on. “I told him how sorry I
was. Reverend Gates told me to pray—
he told me God would forgive me if I
prayed. And, Ken, I prayed so hard—"
His voice gave in a funny way, and he
gulped.

“Son, can’t you see how—how rotten
I feel about this? It was one of those
crazy things. Your ma’s been sick for
so long, so awfully sick, too sick to—"
He stopped short, and his face turned
brick red. I knew what he was trying
to say—that Ma’'d been too sick to be a
wife to him. So he’d gone out to find
that sort of thing someplace else.

“I was weak—" He put his hand up
to his forehead in a sort of desperate
way. “I was lonely, and then Meg came .
hanging around the cottage while I was
working. Her brother runs the bait
stand there at the lake. She started to
drop over during the evening. We talked.
and I was so tired, so empty without
your ma. and it—well, it happened—"

I sat down on a bale of hay and put
my hands over my face. I wished he
wouldn’t talk about it. It made me feel
rotten, too, just hearing how it had been
with the two of them, sneaking around
behind Ma’'s back.

Then I felt Pa’s big hand on my
shoulder. “I love your ma more than
anything. in the world,” he said. “I
wanted to go right to her, tell her
everything and beg her to forgive me.
I wanted to get right down on my knees
and beg her to give me another chance.
But after my talk with Reverend Gates
I—I knew I shouldn’t.”

“Why?” I said. “Why?”

“Because it would hurt your ma too
much.” He lifted his head up high.
and his eyes burned. “You think I'm
getting out of it easy. don’t you?" he
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said. “You think I've had my fling and
now I can go back to your ma and not
tell her a thing, and everything will be
like it was before. But it won’t. Believe
me, Ken, I'm not getting out of it easy.
It'd be a lot easier for me if I could
go right to your ma. tell her, get it off
my chest, but this way I've got to carry
my guilt with me " His voice broke
again.

Just for a second I was torn all apart
by my feelings. One part of me wanted
to comfort Pa, he looked so beat. But
the other part of me said. why should
1 be comforting him, making things
easy for him? He's the one who did this
terrible thing. He should suffer for it,
shouldn’t he?

“What do you want me to do?” I said
coldly.

“I want you to help me, son,” he said
slowly. “I want you to keep my
secret.”

Well, I guess I knew right then and
there that what Pa was saying was
the truth. It would nearly kill Ma if
he told her about that other woman.
And I guess Pa wouldn’t have gone to
Reverend Gates if he wasn’t really sorry
about the whole thing.

“I won’t say anything,” I said, not
looking at him. It made me feel sick,
having to be a part of the thing he'd
done, but I didn’t see any other way out.

His big hand squeezed my shoulder.
“Thanks, son.” he said. And then he
turned around and walked out of the
barn.

So I figured, well, that was probably
the end of the whole thing. Things
settled down pretty much into the old
routine again, except that I didn’t spend
as much time at home as I used to. I'd
hurry home and do my chores around
the farm, and then I'd ride my bike
back into town. I hated being in the
same house with Pa, having to act as
though nothing had ever happened,
sharing that ugly secret with him.

It was easier to hang around Phillips’s
Drugstore with some of the gang from
school, drinking cokes and playing the
jukebox. Not that I went much for
those other kids. There were about a
half dozen or so of them.

This one senior, Burt Scott, was sort
of the ringleader. I'd never liked him
much. He was one of those big-mouthed.
smart-aleck types. He was always tak-
ing us guys aside and telling us about
his experiences with this or that girl,
how he'd spent a night at the Sunset
Motel out on Route 6 with one of them
or parked out at the Point on Lake
Eden with another. You know the type.

But at least kidding around with all
of them at Phillips’s I could forget
for a while about Pa.

SURE missed Joanie, though. Oh, I

talked to her every day on the phone,
but I ached to hold her in my arms—
especially now with my whole world
gone sort of haywire. It wasn't just a
matter of any girl, either. It had to be
Joanie.

There were several others I could
have gone out with—like this one girl,
Betsy Grant. She was in my class at
school, one of those pretty little blond-
doll types, if you know what I mean.
She’d been hinting around for quite a
while about a date. She'd slide onto the
stool beside me while I was having a
soda and say something like, “Poor
Kenny—he misses his Joanie so much!
I bet I could make him feel better.
though.”

And when I'd look around at her.
she’d smile, an impish sort of grin.
“There’s going to be a swell big weiner
roast up at Ridgeway Park,” she'd say.
putting her hand on my arm. “Come on.
Kenny—why don’t you come on along?”

Well, she wasn’t fooling me any.
mean, I knew she was like that with
all the guys. I'd heard the talk around
school about her. At least half the guys
in the senior class had been in the old
lover’s lane at the Point with her at
some time or other.

Sure, I could have gone out with
Betsy. I could have had almost any-
thing T wanted from her. But it was
Joanie I wanted, Joanie I needed.

Pa didn’t go up to Lake Eden any
more. He was finished with the Harris
cottage roof. He got a pretty good-sized
check out of ‘it, too. It was like Christ-
mas around our place. A lot of the
bills were paid off, and Pa bought Ma
a pretty new flowered house dress and
some stdckings and a little bottle of
perfume.

He bought me something, too—the
rifle I'd been wanting for ages. But
somehow I couldn’t feel very happy
about it. It almost seemed like a bribe
to me, to keep my mouth shut about
what I'd seen out there at Lake Eden.

Oh, I kept telling myself I shouldn’t
feel like that. Pa’d turned to God for
forgiveness, and God had forgiven him.
so why shouldn’t I? But it didn’t seem
like a minute went by that I didn’t
feel that terrible ache of disappointment
about him and a nagging little feeling
of resentment, too. I didn’t want it to
be like that, but I just couldn’t help it.

Then this one night it seemed like I
just couldn’t sleep. I half wished I'd
gone up to Ridgeway with the gang,
after all. They were having a big barn
dance up there, and Betsy had tried to
coax me to come along. Now I kept
thinking that at least if I'd gone up
there, I wouldn’t have had to think.
I could just be a part of the gang,
laughing and kidding and having a good
time.

Finally I got up and slipped down
to the kitchen to get a glass of milk.
Then I remembered the bottle Pa had
hidden up there on the top shelf of the
cupboard, and I figured a good swallow
or two of that would make me feel
better.

I reached up and found it behind the
jars of tomatoes. When I saw how dusty
1t was, I knew Pa must have quit drink-
ing. I didn’t know whether to laugh or
cry about that. I couldn’t help but
think bitterly that he sure wasn’t suffer-
ing much these days for the terrible
thing he’d done.

In fact, you'd never even know to
look at him that he was sorry at all
about the whole thing, that he even had
a conscience. If he ever thought about
it lately, he sure never showed any
signs of it. He'd gone back to his usual
gruff, tight-lipped self. He never men-
tioned the whole mess again to me,
even when we were alone.

I tipped the bottle up and felt the
stuff burn my throat. In a minute I
began to feel warm all through me. By
the time I put the bottle back on the
shelf, it was practically empty. Every-
thing was getting a little blurred around
me. I started back toward my room,
but walked smack into somebody stand-
ing in the kitchen doorway.

It was Pa. He reached out and
grabbed my arm. “You're drunk!” he

(Continued on page 42)
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Then Asked Me to Raise
Their Child

STIRRING NOVELETTE

® THE other half of the wide bed was empty. My
reaching hand lay there for a moment before I remember-
ed. It was a habit I couldn’t seem to forget—reaching out
for Steve when something wakened me in the middle of
the night. Steve and I had been divorced for almost three
years, yet I still did it. There was still that heartsick,
empty feeling inside me when I came fully awake and
remembered. .

The telephone was ringing. The clock on the night
stand said two a.m. I picked up the phone and murmured
drowsily into it.

In my ear Steve’s voice said, “Joyce—Joy honey, is
that you?”

He’d been drinking—I could tell that. He didn’t
belong to me any more—he’d been married for almost
three years to somebody else. When I divorced him, I told
him and myself and a lot of other people that I hated
him, but that wasn’t true—not then, not now. I hadn’t
found anyone to take Steve’s place in those three empty,
lonely years, and I had a feeling I was never going to.

Now, with the sound of his voice in my ear, the surge
of longing within me told me nothing else mattered
except that he was here, back in the town where we'd
been married and had lived together in this house.

He was at the bus station. He said he wanted to see me,
talk to me. I knew something must be terribly wrong.
Otherwise he wouldn’t have come back. Whatever it was,
it didn’t matter.

“It’s all right, Steve,” I said.-“Come—I’ll be waiting.”

I slipped into a robe, pinned back my hair, and went
running down the stairs to start coffee in the percolator.
When I heard the cab in the driveway, I think my heart
really stopped for a minute. I don’t remember running
across the room to open the door, but the throb of emo-
tion when I saw Steve standing there looking in at me
was like a sharp, deep pain.

He looked terrible. It was raining, and his clothes and
his hair were soaked. He’d been drinking—he was almost
out on his feet. He stood looking at me for a minute,

(Continued on page 44)

How nicely little
Matt and Tina p|dy
together, | thought
happily, glad that
we’'d decided to
keep Matt with us.
And then | heard
my little daughter’s
terrified screams

for help

Steve tried to comfort me.
““Maybe the doctdr’s wrong
about the baby, Joyce.
We'll take him to others—
to specialists!’’
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you see he’s innocent?”’
I cried. “Pepe, tell them
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@ IT WAS nearly midnight when they came. Pepe and | were
watching a late movie on television. There were three of them—
two in uniform, one in a suit. They came into our small room,
crowding it with their bulky bodies. ”gtund up, Rivera,” one of
them said.

Pepe stood up slowly, a dazed look spreading across his
face: | shrank i the door, frigh d

““What do you want?”’ Pepe said hoarsely.

“Raise your hands, Rivera.”

Pepe lifted his hands above his head.

One of them stepped up to him and began to run his hands
along Pepe’s body. ‘"He’s clean,” he grunted.

Pepe lowered his hands slowly, his look of bewilderment
giving way to anger. “What do you want with us?”’ he said
heatedly. “Why do you burst in at this hour?'”

““Hold out your hands,” one of them said.

(Continued on page 18)
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Pepe stared at him defiantly. Mean-
while the one in plain clothes had start-
ed to search through our bureau.

“Hold out your hands,” the police-
man repeated.

Pepe put both hands in front of him
unwillingly. I stared in dumb horror,
the click of the handcuffs making me
wince. “Why are you here?” I cried
ders;gerately. “Please—won’t someone tell
us?

The cops stared at me with closed
faces. The man in plain clothes con-
tinued to search the room, peering into
the oven, opening the refrigerator, lift-
ing the paper drapes. Pepe and I looked
at each other, frightened. Pepe’s face
was a sickly yellow.

“Donovan’s the name—I'm a detec-
tive.” The soft voice of the man in plain
clothes startled me. It didn’t match the
face like leather, the thick white hair.

“You know a guy named Brigstock?"
Donovan said.

Pepe thought for a moment, then
shook his head. ‘

“He lives at the hotel where you
work."”

“Many people live there. I work in the
kitchen. I do not know them.” Pepe’s
voice shook.

“Brigstock knows you,” Donovan said
softly. “He was robbed and mugged
early this evening. Where were you at
six-thirty?”

Pepe {ooked dazed. He thought for a
moment. “I was on the subway.”

“Alone?” Pepe nodded.

“What time did you get home?”

“He got here at the usual time,” I
said raggedly. “Seven o’clock.”

The detective frowned at me. “Brig-
stock says you came to his room at six-
thirty, that you pretended to be from
room service, that when he opened the
door, you pushed your way in and beat
him up and took his watch and money.”

“He is crazy!” Pepe said sickly.

“Brigstock said he recognized you
right away. He’s seen you hanging
around the service entrance, smoking.”

“We all go there for a cigarette,” Pepe
said numbly. “I do nothing wrong.”

“Tell that to the judge.” Donovan
nodded to the policeman who placed
themselves on either side of Pepe.

“March, Rivera,” one said curtly.

Pepe stiffened, his eyes wild. “I am
innocent!” he cried. “You cannot ar-
rest an innocent man!”

One of the policeman shoved him to-
ward the door. He stumbled and slowly
righted himself. Then he whirled, rais-
ing his handcuffed wrists above his
head. “I will not go!” he cried. “I am
innocent!”

One of the cops lunged at him. I heard
the thud of his fist against Pepe’s face.
I covered my mouth, feeling sick. Pepe
was swaying. Blood trickled from his
mouth. The policeman swung again.
Pepe staggered, his knees buckling.

I went a little crazy then. Screaming
and weeping, I flung myself at the cop.
“Leave him alone!” I moaned. “He is

_not a thief!”

Donovan grabbed my wrists. “Take it
easy,” he said softly. “Your man resisted
arrest. He wouldn’t have been hurt
otherwise. That’s a serious charge—re-
sisting arrest. We won't enter it unless
we have more trouble with him.”

I tried to break loose, my eyes blinded
by tears.

“Take him away,” Donovan said soft-
ly. I strained forward as they led
Pepe out. Then I collapsed in a chair
and covered my face. “You can see him
tomorrow.” Donovan added. A moment
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later I heard the door close after them.

It was a long time before I could
stop crying. Still in a state of shock,
I stared dully around the room. Clothes
hung crazily out of the bureau drawers.
The paper drapes were hanging crooked.
I got up to straighten them.

Suddenly my hands on the drapes
froze. What am I doing. I wondered
sickly. I sat down, shaking violently. I
could not stop. Familiar sounds drifted
up to me from the street—soft laughter,
the babble of voices, an occasional truck
rumbling by. How could life go on with
Pepe in jail, I wondered numbly.

I felt a flutter inside of me. The baby
stirred. I looked down at my swollen
stomach, and fresh tears filled my eyes.
Our child would be born soon. I thought
of all our dreams for him, how hard we’'d
worked 'to get to America, to make a
decent life,

In pain, I shut my eyes, remembering
San Miguel, the night of the fiesta for
our patron saint.

THE village was gay with the music
of the marimba band. People laughed,
forgetting the hunger in their stomach.
The paper lanterns strung across the
streets cast a strange enchanted glow
over our sleepy village.

I hung back at the edge of the crowd,
a shy fifteen-year-old. Pepe separated
himself from the group of giggling boys
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and asked me to dance. My throat too
thick to answer, I nodded, drifting
into his arms as if in a dream. We danc-
ed every dance together, and later, hand
in hand, we walked away from the vil-
lage to the palmetto grove. The moon
was a crescent casting a soft light over
us. My heart throbbed with excitement
when Pepe turned and looked at me.

“You have grown up, Carmen,” he
said thoughtfully.

I couldn’t help giggling. “It isn’t such
a discovery, Pepe. Everyone but you
has noticed.”

Pepe’s grin made my heart dissolve.
His slender face, so handsome in the
moonlight, swept me with a strange
excitement. We looked at each other for
a long moment. “Oh, Carmen,” he sigh-
ed, “come here.” I drifted into his arms
with a glad ery. And when we kissed,
I knew it was the beginning of love.

But it was a hopeless love, and often
in the years that followed, I wept. Pepe
would not marry until we could get to
the States. “There is no life here,
Carmen, no hope. I want something
better for both of us.”

In my heart I agreed, but I wanted
so to be Pepe’s wife!

Our families were

poor. and there

were many of us—too many and too little
food. The men worked in the sugar
fields—Pepe, too. I did laundry for the
wives of the rich planters when I could
get it. We saved every cent we could
for the fare to the States, but the dream .
seemed far away and impossible.

Pepe had gone to school for a couple
of years. He could read and write. He
taught me to read and write, too. We
studied English together, the strange
words making our tongues clumsy.

It took us five years to save enough
for our fare to the States. We were
married in the village church, and a
week later, with much crying and kiss-
ing, we said good-by to our families and
departed for San Juan, where we got the
plane to New York.

New York—such a beautiful, magic
city when you see it from the plane, its
lights twinkling like all the stars in
heaven! It was so different on the
ground, with its bigness and the roarin,
noise and the confusion and the cold.

We arrived in mid-December. My
cousin Ramon met us at the airport.
Crying and laughing, we hugged him
and answered all the questions ge asked
about San Miguel and our family and
friends. We were shivering when he
led us to the bus to Manhattan. All the
way into the city he kept questionin
us, and it was hard not to interrupt witg
questions of our own.

In Manhattan we followed Cousin
Ramon down into the subway. I clung
tight to Pepe’s hand, terrified of the
thunder of the trains, the swarms of
people who pushed and shoved. We got
off in Spanish Harlem. That was where
Cousin Ramon lived. My heart sank as
we walked through the dirty, crowded
streets. Was it possible there were such
slums in America? Pepe and I looked
at each other sadly.

But the warmth of Cousin Ramon’s
apartment cheered us, and the gladness
with which Maria, his wife, threw her
arms around us made us forget the dirty
streets. While their four solemn-faced
children stared, wide eyed, Ramon said
their names. “Larry, Betty, Jean, and
Barbara.” He grinned. “They are Ameri-
can names.” The children looked heal-
thy and well fed. With pride Maria
showed us through the small apartment.
It was clean and comfortable. She
opened the shiny refrigerator and show-
ed us how easy it was to cook on the
gas stove.

Over dinner Pepe asked Cousin Ra-
mon all the things we were dying to
know. Jobs were easy to get, Cousin
Ramon said. He was head bus boy in
a fine restaurant. He would take Pepe
to an agency where they would get him
a job. There would be work for me, too.
There were agencies that found jobs
for women.

Pepe’s face lit up. “It is all like a
dream,” he said eagerly. Then he frown-
ed thoughtfully. “Tell me, Cousin Ra-
mon,” he said gently. “Why do you
live in such a neighborhood?”

Cousin Ramon stared down at his
plate. “The rents are too high elsewhere.
Besides, ‘we feel happier among our
own people.”

I felt troubled. This was not what
Pepe and I had dreamed of. I looked at
Pepe. His face was sad. Then he shrug-
ged. “It is nice inside, though. That is
what matters.”

That night Pepe and I slept on the
kitchen floor. And even the bitter cold
of the hard floor could not spoil our
happiness.

(Continued on page 51)



® GOOD grooming is essential to today’s wommx. .
Whether she’s about to embark on a new job, date a
boy, or meet some new people, she’ll make her iaest im-

pression if she’s looking her best. Check
these questions on go

groomed girl!

1. Are your lines definite? This includes a straight
hair-parting, eyebrows tweezed free of stragglmg hairs,
brushed to a smooth line, and accented with a tle
touch of eyebrow pencil, mouth etched sharply with a
pencil-slim lipstick or a lipstick brush, underwear and
girdle that hug the figure without any bulges or wrinkles.

2. Have you lady’s fingers? Correct unﬁdy cuticles |
pushing them back with your towel every time you w
your hands and also by ing them occas ly

yourself with
groommg If you can answer
yes to fifteen or more, you're undoubtedly a well-

~ but what about

5 TIPS

FOR

GOOD
ROOMING

BY HELEN RAY

Yardley

with cuticle oil. The effects of smoking can be hidden
with nicotine stain remover or a cut lemon rubbed over
the stains. No nail polish at all is better than the
J)ped remains of an old manicure. Nail-white pencils
ouble-strength peroxide will remove undernail stains.

3. s youv complexion clear? Cleanse the oil track be-
side each nostril with extra care, and follow your soap-
ing and creaming with an astringent. Keep all your
laughter lines free of blackheads, and pay particular
attention to your temples and hairline where tiny pim-
ples tend to form from dust irritation.

4. Are your undergarments under control? Of course,

you don’t allow your slip to show below your hemline,

tie straps? Sew little tabs on the inside

of your dress and blouse shoulders with a snap or hook
(Contmued on page 61)
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I was sitting on top of the world. On our very first date
Billy had taken me home to meet his folks. How was |
to know that that was only Billy’s slick way of getting

a girl to let her guard down?

® "OH, GO soak your head, Mom!” | screeched.
“Can’t you ever leave me alone? Do you have to
yak, yak, yak all the time? If | want to go with
Billy Clark, what difference does it make to you?
You and your Danny Paxton—you’ve crammed him
down my throat until | hate the sight of him! What's
so great about him, anyway? He’s just a drip, and
you know it. He’s poorer than we are and doesn’t
even have a car. Some date—sitting in this crummy
house wearing more holes in the sofa cushions. No,
thank you—I'm going out with Billy, and that’s that!’
“Now just a minute, Linda,”” Mom said, furious.

“You'd better be careful how you talk to me, or
you won't be going out with anybody! I'm getting
fed up with your insolence—after all, you're only
sixteen, and you still have to do a few things |
say!”’

“Big deal!”” 1| retorted. “I'm terrified! Honestly,
Mom, you're going to push me too far someday.
You don’t know what I'd give to leave this house
forever just so | could get away from your constant
nagging.’’

“Oh, Linda,”” Mom moaned, "it's impossible to

(Continued on page 32)

| was thrilled and happy
when Billy murmured,
“Darling, how did | ever
miss anything so lovely?
How could | have wasted
so much time?"’

HE TOOK
ADVANTAGE
‘OF ME

Could | Make Him Marry Me?
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® GREG’S voice came strong and clear from the pulpit
as he started his sermon, and from the choir loft I looked
down at him with love and tenderness and the never-
ending wonder that he belonged to me. Even after being
his wife for four years and the mother of his child, I still
couldn’t believe it had really happened to me, Bonnie

alters. But I wasn’t Bonnie Walters, I corrected myself
fast. I was Mrs. Gregory White, wife of the young pastor
of St. Mark’s church.

My hushand had asked R

someone home for
supper—nothing
unusual in that. Yet :
here 1 was, watching
the minutes tick off,
knowing that the
moment this guest
entered our doorway,

my marriage would

blow sky-high

But just remembering that former name, Bonnie
Walters, brought back ugly pictures of the past, and I
squirmed there in the stuffy choir loft and tried to shut
out the thoughts that came crowding in.

Bonnie Walters—that name had been plastered over
the marquees of cheap night clubs and burlesque houses
up and down the West Coast. “See Bonnie, Sexational
Strip-Teaser,” the newspaper ads had read, and men had
poured into the clubs and theaters and devoured me with

fNS
SN 3

“You'll do,” he said.
| wanted to slap that
grin off his face, but.
in the spot | was in,
I just couldn’t.

8, o
(D ;
£

their eyes and shouted coarse demands as I paraded
before them in a scanty costume and with a frozen,
painted smile on my face.

Sitting there in the choir loft, I felt deathly sick to my
stomach, as I always did when the past shoved itself into
my mind. Dear God, what wouldn’t I give to undo those
five terrible years? I'd. been broke, friendless, a kid of

sixteen who’d been kicked around so much by a drunken
23

(Continued on page 57)




[ Ran Out On

Our Honeymoon

Shocked By My Husband's Love-Making

.
| stiffened at Brad’s
touch, but | tried to still
my panic. After all,
we were married now.

What was | going to do? The
very day we'd married, my
hushand had changed to

a man | couldn’t

possibly love!

® IT WAS very late when Brad, my new hus-
band, pulled up in front of a motel. “We’d better
get off the road, or we’ll never make an early start
in the morning,” he said. “And we’ve got to be in
New Mexico by Sunday.” He seemed to be nerv-
ous and very tired, too.

I cringed inwardly for just a moment, remem-
bering Mom’s certainty that all men were beasts—
and inconsiderate of women. But this was Brad.
I'd loved him for years!

So a few minutes later I undressed in the small
bathroom, hurrying because it was late, poking
because I was aware of every taut muscle in my
body, screaming tired.

Then I opened the door, and Brad stood there,
big and powerful looking. I flushed when his eyes
went over me in my sheer gown and robe. His

(Continued on page 26)
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voice tried to tease, I knew, but there

was an impatience on his face, too, when

he said, “I was getting ready to knock
the door down, woman.”

Maybe a bit of my panic showed, be-

- cause he grinned, that slow, sort of

shy smile, and put his arms around me.

He kissed me tenderly, then I felt him

tremble as his kiss grew more urgent.

“I won't be long,” he promised, and

1 shivered a little as I walked toward

the strange bed.

- I concentrated on the memories of
desire Brad’s petting had always aroused
in me, and I was somehow consoled.

Brad set the new travel alarm clock,
smiled down at me with a strange look
in his eyes, and then snapped off the
lamp. I felt shy, exhausted, and strange,
being so intimately close to Brad. But
1 was a little eager, too. We'd waited so
long for this night.

He turned, reached for me, and I
stiffened at his touch. But I tried to
still my panic. After all, Brad was my
husband now. I wanted to plead, “Be
gentle,” But this was the man I loved,
and there was no need to plead-—cer-
tainly he understood me.

But when his mouth took mine in a
hurting manner and his hands were
harsh and bold, I stiffened again. He
didn't seen to sense my panic. There
was no reassurance from him. My pain,
my injured pride, my shame at being
used—all were lost on him in his im-
patience. 1 couldn’t believe it!

For without any love-making, any
build-up, he made me his wife and then
turned on his side and slept. I lay there,
rigid, shocked, and he didn’t even real-
ize it.

How could he claim to love me and
treat me so? Mom had been right—men
thought only of themselves. Anyway,
Brad thought only of himself. I almost
hated him.

But when daylight streaked our room,
I raised myself on my elbow and stared
down at his relaxed features. He looked
like a tired young kid. I remembered all
the things we'd done together through
our teens, the way he’d held me close
the night he’d returned to camp after
basic training and begged me to wait
for him if I wouldn’t come to camp and
marry him. He wanted us to be mar-
ried at once. I'd thought then that it
was because he loved me as I loved
him, because he couldn’t bear being
separated. Now I knew he'd just de-
sired me—nothing more! He'd been im-
patient since getting out of the Army
two weeks ago, so angry at om
for insisting on a big, formal wedding.
Maybe he wouldn’t have married me at
all if he could have had me otherwise.

I'd wanted him so much before our
wedding. Nights when he’d kiss me.
caress me, I'd feel deep desire sween
over me. But I didn’t want him now! I'd
never want what we’d shared last night.
As though he heard my thoughts, he
stirred. T slid out of bed, shut off the
alarm before it rang, and hurried into
the bathroom to dress.

When 1 came out, Brad was dressed,
and he smiled at me as he rubbed his
eyes and stretched. “I'm beat,” he said.
“What a honeymoon this is—so darned
rushed.”

WE REACHED New Mexico by Sunday,
but T was in a state of numb shock
by then. The long hours of driving and
short hours of sleeping were telling on
each of us. Brad sensed something was
bothering me, but I didn’t try to make
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him understand. You just don’t beg a
man to love you gently!

If he just took his husband’s rights
for granted, nothing I could say would
change him, I decided. He found a motel
room-in New Mexico and immediately
called his buddy who had promised to
get him a union card on a big job if he
could start by Monday.

When he came back from telephoning,
I was standing in the middle of the
small room, filled with despair. “I'm
going over to talk to Ed Harvey now,
Judy. He just told me his boss agreed
to start me out as if I'd had three years’
apprenticeship as a plumber. Plumbing
takes less time to learn than welding,
and I'll still be on the same job as Ed,”
Brad said excitedly. “It's a swell break.
And the starting pay will be good.”

I just stared at him, feeling shut out,
alone. “Are we going to live in this one
room?" 1 asked.

He whipped around, grinning. “Of
course not. We'll find an apartment
soon.” He washed hurriedly and comb-
ed his hair. “I'll hurry, Judy.” And he
pulled a bill out of his wallet and hand-
ed it to me, saying, “But you eat now.
There's a luncheon a couple of doors
down frgm the office out front.”

When he left, I felt forsaken, then
angry when my chin started to tremble.
His eyes that could seem so warm had
been brilliant with excitement when
he’d kissed me good-by. Why did he

Don't miss iheso,;gi‘i P
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everywhere now

have to want a job halfway across the
country? Why had I let him talk me
into- coming along now? I should have
waited until he’d found an apartment,
was settled, as Mom had advised.

Or better yet, I should have insisted
that Brad try the job my Uncle Mort
had offered him, driving truck for his
lumber yard. Then we'd have lived at
home. If Brad could accept help from
Ed Harvey, he had no reason to call
Mom interfering just because she’d beg-
ged us not to leave town. She at least
really loved me.

I didn’t know what to think any more,
I realized, pushing my fingers through
my hair. I'd seen happy marriages
among my friends, had read books, so I
did know, even though my own father
had skipped out on Mom when I was
two, that all men weren’t like he’d been.
Or were they? Was Brad like him?

I had cried myself sick and then
showered and crawled into bed before
Brad finally got back, and I was still
too confused to know how to think
clearly.

He burst into the room, snapped on
the lamp, and grinned. “Sorry to be so
long, Judy. Ed took me out on the job

to show me the setup. It’s big.” he add-
ed, cracking his knuckles nervously. “He
says I'll catch on, but I'm not sure.”

He paced the floor, filling the small
rom with his bigness, and then as
though really remembering me at last,
he asked, “Did you get something to
eat?”

I hadn’'t. I wasn't hungry. But I
nodded.

“Ed and I ate downtown. I knew shop
talk would bore you,” he said. And then
that look changed the color of his eyes,
and I knew that he had forgotten the
job. I was his—to use. I turned my face
to the wall and was glad there were no
more tears inside me.

When I woke up the next morning,
Brad had left for work. I noticed he had
left a bill on the night table for me. I
climbed out of bed and looked around
the small, cluttered room, ugly in the
bright light filtering through the shades
at the windows. Suddenly I burst into
futile tears.

How could Brad be so different? How
could a girl go with a fellow so long and
not realize that he didn't love her the
way she loved him? I sank down on the
one chair in the room and dried my
eyes. Tears were so useless!

Just the same they started anew as I
remembered the first time he’d brought
me flowers, the year he'd graduated
from high school and had taken me to
his senior prom. He'd been so bashful,
shy looking, as he'd filled the door
frame with his bigness, offering me the
box of flowers. “Are they okay?” he'd
asked as I opened them. “Mrs. Bright at
the greenhouse said they were.”

I'd smiled up into his eyes. “Brad,
they’re beautiful!”

He’d grinned sheepishly. “A guy
never knows how dumb he is until he
tries to figure out what his girl would
like. I asked my old man, but he didn’t
know because he’d never given a woman
flowers.”

“They’re just perfect,” I'd insisted,
feeling a surge of pity, thinking of Brad
and his father living alone for so many
years since Brad’s mother’s death.

Later, when it came my turn to grad-
uate and Brad took me to my senior
prom, he brought my flowers confident-
ly, sure of himself that time. And right
after that he’d been drafted and had
spent sixteen months on duty in Ger-
many.

I couldn’t make him understand that
there just wasn’t time to marry during
his first furlough after basic. He'd re-
sented that more than I even realized,
1 now decided.

Brad had taught me so many things.
He'd taught me to roller skate at our
local rink, where he’'d picked me off the
floor, his face flushed, while I was learn-
ing. He'd taught me to swim in the river
near our town and to dance. And when
we were older, he’d taught me to come
alive in his arms without going too far.
We'd wait for marriage he'd said. But

now—
Still, there were so many things in
him I did love!

AT LAST I got dressed and tried to hide
my tears with make-up. I unpacked a
few things and came upon the envelope
Mom had given me while she helped
me dress for my wedding. I'd scoffed at
the idea when she took my hand and
told me she wanted me to have enough
money to come home if my marriage
didn’t work out. But now, clutching the
(Continued on page 40)



TREAT YOUR FAMILY
TO A MPECIAL DINNER

by Frances Adams

Garlic Steak transforms a sirloin cut
into a steak lover's dream!

® TIRED of serving the same old
thing for dinner? Looking for some
new and djﬂ‘erent ideas? Well, we
thmk we've . got just the recipes
you’re searching for—a tempting as-
sortment of delicious new dishes and
exciting variations on popular old
standbys, all guaranteed to surprise
and delight your family!
(Continued on page 62)

Sunday dinner supreme — Baked Glazed Ham, topped with mara-
schino cherries, and Baked Peas and Lemon.
National Canned Pea Council

A brand-new taste treat for dinner to-
night—Fruit-Stuffed Pork Chops!
Kellogg's All-Bran

If you want to
do something
different with
spaghetti, try

tempting

Spaghetti with

Lamb Balls
and Sauce.

gs American Sheep
American szce Trade Association Producers Council




We were just a couple of happy-
go-lucky kids in love when
~ we started out on that hike.
But after the shocking
thing we saw that
day, neither of

us would

ever be

the same

"Come on, Ellie,”
Ted said excitedly.
“Don’t be afraid.’”” |
had to laugh. How
could | be afraid of
dnything with Ted be-
side me?

® WHEN Ted and 1 got off the bus
and started out on our hike that
summer d