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We can still fight, can't
we?" she said, twisting away
from him. "Is that the one
thing we have left to u s ? "
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Gray Flaanel Suit
By SLOAN WILSON
jfom wondered

if Betsy—if

T h e Story: Unable to support his family as he
wanted and disillusioned with the postwar world, TOM
RATH cynically joined the ranks of the salary-hungry
young men around New York and got a job as assistant
to RALPH HOPKINS, president of the United Broadcasting Corporation. Tom's first assignment in this job was
to draft a speech Hopkins would give at a medical convention in Atlantic City, a speech that would inspire
the doctors at the meeting to ask Hopkins to establish
a mental-health committee that would raise funds in
much the same way as the March of Dimes. Tom did
not entirely believe in either the committee or Hopkins,
but the salary was attractive. Tom's only other hope
for more money lay in the estate he had inherited from
his grandmother, FLORENCE RATH. Though the estate
was not particularly valuable in itself. Tom and his
wife, BETSY, sold their house in Westport and moved
into the big house at South Bay, hoping to get permission from the local Zoning Board to subdivide the
property. Tom needed this extra money desperately
because CAESAR GARDELLA, a man from his paratroop
outfit in the war and now an elevator operator in the
United Broadcasting building, had approached him
and asked him to contribute to the support of MARIA.
Maria was a girl Tom had lived with in Rome for several weeks during the war. and Tom now learned she

any wife—could

accept the shocking fact he was about to confess

had had a son after he left. Though she had married a
man named l.ouis I.APA, the family was destitute. Tom
had never told Betsy about Maria, and now he was
afraid that Caesar Gardella might reveal this episode
and not only break up Tom's marriage, but also make
him lose his job. .'Vnd then another obstacle was
placed in Tom's way: EDWARD SCHULTZ, who had

worked for old Mrs. Rath, contested her will, claiming
the estate was meant for him.
Thf Last of Three Parts

W

ALKING into the First National Bank of
South Bay. Connecticut, .ludge Saul Bernstein opened a gate in a low partition at the
rear, and approached the desk of Walter Johnson,
the president. "'Good morning, Walt." he said. "I'd
like to find out the bank balances of two men: a
Mr. Thomas R. Rath and a Mr. Edward F. Schultz."
"Just a minute," Johnson said, and picked up his
telephone.
Bernstein sat down. That morning he had received in the mail from Edward .Schultz a Photostat
of a document written on the personal stationery of
Mrs. Florence Rath. To Whom It May Concern,
the document said, hi exchange for his services for
COPYRIGHT
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the rest of my life, and in place of paying him a
regular salary for same from this day forward, I
hereby bequeath my entire possessions, including
my house and land, to Edward F. Schultz, who has
served me faithfully for more than thirty years.
This was typewritten, with the date June 10, 1953.
Florence Rath's signature followed, written by a
quavering hand.
Bernstein had studied this and carefully reread
the long, precisely phrased will that Mrs. Rath's
lawyer had sent him, a document that was dated
January 18, 1948. Edward's document was not a
legal will like the one that left everything to Tom,
Bernstein saw, but it might be considered a legal
contract, and quite a case might be built on that.
And regardless of the legal technicalities, what had
old Mrs. Rath intended?
It was possible that old Mrs. Rath had simply
been forgetful, had made her bargain with Schultz
and forgotten to tell her lawyer or grandson. On
the other hand, she might have told her grandson
of the change, and young Rath might have decided
simply to say nothing about it to anyone, confident
that his grandmother's agreement with Schultz
would be thrown out of court because of legal
technicalities—because it bore the names of no
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After a day in the sun —

What makes a glass of beer taste so good?
Mailed barley and other grains
are carefully selected from our
country's choicest crops. The tangy
hops that give beer its (iistiiictive
taste are harvested only when
their flavor is at its best.

Pure, clear water—as pure as
finest spring water—and brewing
equipment kept absolutely spotless to maintain that purity.
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Important minerals—including
certain basic elements our bodies
use up every day—are among the
natural ingredients of beer.

The way it "goes with
everything." Beer fits right
in with the friendly informal
kind of social gathering that's
BO typically American. That's
why beer and ale are traditionally considered America's
Beverages of Moderation.

Beer Belongs—Enjoy It!
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witnesses to the signature. And theoretically it was just tis possible that the
document presented by Schultz was in
some way a fake, although Bernstein
was quite sure that Schultz's lawyers
would have had the signature examined
before accepting the case. His real responsibility, Bernstein felt, was to discover which of these circumstances had
actually happened.
The bank president put down the
telephone. "Mr. Rath has a savings
account with approximately nine thousand dollars in it, deposited on September the second, all in one check from a
real-estate outfit in Wcstport," he said.
"Mr. Schultz has a savings account of
approximately seventy-eight thousand
dollars, deposited here over a period
of thirty years, in varying amounts on
the third of each month."
"Thank you," Bernstein said, concealing his astonishment.
Bernstein walked slowly up Main
Street. There was nothing he could do
with this information, since it was confidential, but he wondered how old
Schultz could have continued his deposits if he had had no salary for several months. And why were his monthly
deposits of "varying amounts"? Would
not an employee with a regular salary
tend to deposit the same sum every
month?

phoned Tom Rath to postpone their
luncheon date to talk about the mentalhealth speech. In his usual friendly way
Hopkins explained that he had to go
out to South Bay to discuss a family
matter with his wife.
When he arrived Helen was sitting
alone in the huge living room overlooking the harbor. She was a short woman
who had grown rather stout, but her
face retained its delicate shape. She
wore a severe black cocktail dress
which had been designed for a much
slimmer figure.
She got up a little nervously when
Hopkins came into the room. She
hadn't seen him for more than a
month; he had been staying in his New
York apartment.
"Hello, dear," he said. "You're looking grand!" He kissed her lightly.
"Is Susan here?"
"No—she's at some party out on
Long Island. That's what I want to

"I think you're exaggerating," he
said. "Money is no reason why she has
to get into trouble."
"Isn't it?" Helen said. "Don't you
see what a difference money makes for
her already? Everything she does gets
into the newspapers! Any little joke
she makes gets into the gossip columns.
Don't you read the papers?"
''Not the gossip columns."
"Well, tr>' them! You'll learn a lot
about your daughter. At the age of
eighteen, she's a celebrity! And the
men she goes out with! You should
see them. A man called for her here
the other night who's older than I am!"
"Who?"
"Byron Holgatc. He drives a ridiculous-looking automobile, he's had two
wives, and he sails in ocean races.''
"I know Holgate," Hopkins said.
"He's a fool. What's she running around
with him for?"
"She's not just running around with

S

UDDENLY Bernstein had an idea.
Quickening his pace, he walked to
Hopeland's Grocery Store, which specialized in luxury items. That is where
Mrs. Rath would have been almost sure
to order her groceries. He went straight
to Julius Marvella, the manager.
"Morning, Judge," Julius said, grinning. "Have you come to take me in?"
"Not today, Julius. I wondered if
you could tell me something. Did old
Mrs. Rath trade here?"
"Nope—she went to Fritz's place.
Hasn't traded here since I was a kid."
"Do you know why she changed?"
Julius shrugged.
"Nobody's going to get into trouble
if you tell me," Bernstein said. "And
you won't have to appear in court. I
won't mention your name."
"Okay, Judge," Julius said. "This
guy Schultz did all her buying for her,
and he wanted kickbacks. He asked
Pop to pad Mrs. Rath's bill. Not just
a Mttle, mind you—Schultz wanted him
to add twenty per cent every month.
You know how Pop was on that stuff.
He threw the crook out."
"Thanks," Bernstein said.
"I'm making no charges—I'm just
telling you what happened here. I don't
want to get Fritz into trouble."
"I won't even have to talk to Fritz."
Bernstein said. Six years ago he had
successfully represented a man bringing suit against Fritz for padding bills.
That clears up one thing, the judge
thought—Schultz is dishonest. A piece
of knowledge like that was a lot more
help than the legal reviews that came
to his oflke each month.
Bernstein strolled around the town,
chatting casually with shopkeepers.
Within two hours he had accumulated
a fairly complete dossier on Schultz.
The man had done most of Mrs. Rath's
purchasing at stores whose proprietors
Bernstein suspected, some because of
rumors he had heard, others because
of their record. All this was perhaps
less strange, Bernstein thought, than
the fact that virtually no one could remember ever having seen Schultz spend
money on himself. . . .
It was a little after ten o'clock that
same morning that Ralph Hopkins tele-

"And now my signature will
mean something on a c h e c k "
talk to you about, Ralph. She's at parties all the time."
"That's natural. She's young. I don't
see anything to worry about."
"Well, I do!" Helen paused as a
maid came in with a tray of drinks.
"After this, please try to have a closet
or somethhig in here with some liciuor
in it," Hopkins said to Helen. "I like
to mix my own drinks."
"All right," Helen said. When the
maid had gone, she went on: "I don't
think you understand the situation.
Have you ever thons^ht about Susan?
What is going to happen to her?"
"Happen to her?" Hopkins said.
"Nothing, 1 hope. 1 hope she marries
and has a nice family. She's pretty, and
she won't be exactly a pauper."
"No, she won't be a pauper," Helen
said. "I'm glad you've thought about
it at least that much!"
"What do you mean by that?"
"To put it bluntly, your daughter is
probably going to be one of the richest
young women in the country, and we
haven't done anything at all to prepare
her for it. And if she keeps on the way
she's started, she's going to get into a
lot of trouble."

"Maybe we've got to get a little tough
with her. Tell her if she doesn't go to
college we'll stop her allowance."
"I've already told her that," Helen
said patiently. "She said to go ahead.
She said plenty of people would be willing to give her a fancy job. Simply because she's your daughter, she's not the
same as other people. You've given her
a problem, and it's time you started
helping her to handle it."
"I don't see what I can do," Hopkins
said. "She's not a child any more. If
she wants to ruin her own life, let her.
I'll set up a small trust fund for her and
put the rest into my foundation."
"The Ralph Hopkins Foundation!"
Helen said bitterly. "That and the headlines about your daughter's divorces
will perpetuate your name."
"Let's not get emotional," he said.
"I'm not emotional!" Helen replied,
her voice rising. "1 just want to discuss
a few facts. Since they were born,
you've left the upbringing of the children to me, and I haven't done a bad
job. Bobby was a good boy—you were
never particularly aware of him, but he
was. He enlisted in the Marines because he thought it was the right thing
to do. He wanted the hardest job he
could get, and no favors from you!"
Tears suddenly came to Helen's eyes,
as they still did quite often when she
talked about her dead son. Hopkins
got up and awkwardly put his arm
around her. "You've done a wonderful
job," he said.
"But Susan has me licked, and I need
your help! What I want you to understand is this: If I don't get your help,
I'm through. I'll get a divorce, on
grounds of desertion."
"I'm going to try," he said.
"Trying isn't enough. I don't mean
you've got to succeed with Susan, but
you've got to do more than just make
a halfhearted eft'ort to get yourself interested. And don't come back to me
and tell me you're sorry, but you are
what you are, and nothing can be done
about it. You've got to give her time.
Put her down on your calendar. Treat
her as though she were something you
were a trustee of!"

A
CHARLES STRAUSS

him—she's with him half the time. I
wouldn't be surprised if she were thinking about marrying him. And the other
people she sees aren't much better—it's
the whole cafe-society crowd."
"All right," Hopkins said, "you
shouldn't let her run around with that
crowd. Have you had a talk with her?"
"Sure, I've talked with her! She says
I'm old-fashioned, and she says I'm nobody to talk, because my own marriage
has been a failure."
"That's not true," Hopkins said. "I
consider our marriage a success."
"Let's not go into that," Helen said.
"The point is, I can't do anything with
her. And I'll tell you exactly what's
going to happen if she keeps on: she's
going to be one of those women who's
in and out of the divorce courts most
of her life."
"I think you're being an alarmist,"
he said. "She's young and high-spirited.
Give her a few years, and she'll
straighten out. Meantime, she ought to
go to college."
"Yesterday she flatly refused. College is for children, she said. She
claimed most of the men she knows are
more brilliant than college professors!"

T NOON of the day finally set for
. Tom to have lunch with Hopkins
to discuss the speech, Tom's secretary
came into his office and said, "There's
an elevator man here to see you. His
name is Gardella."
A moment later Caesar entered and
shut the door behind him. "Hello,
Caesar," Tom said. "Nice to see you."
"We heard from Gina's mother,"
Caesar said. "She doesn't know where
Maria is. Maria and Louis and the boy
aren't in Rome and more, and she
hasn't heard a word from them for six
months."
"What do you think happened?"
Tom asked, and glanced out the window. He found it hard to look at
Caesar.
"Gina's mother thinks they may have
gone to Milan to look for work, and
that they didn't tell anybody they were
leaving because they owed so much
money," Caesar continued. "Anyway,
there's no sign of them now. But if
things went real bad, Maria would have
to go to some relatives for help. Sooner
or later she'll turn up. I'll let you
know."
"Thanks," Tom said.
"Well, so long," Caesar said, and
went out the door.
Tom walked over to the window.
What would I do, he thought: What
would I do if right now I knew they
were starving and knew where to reach
CoHier's for Aiifjusl 5, 1955
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them? ] couldn't do anything without
telling Betsy, but how would you tell
your wife a thing like that?
What would she do? Would she cry?
Would she be angry, jealous? He simply could not imagine what she would
do—he couldn't picture himself telling
her about Maria at all. Maybe I'll
never have to, he thought. Maria isn't
there any more; it is as though she
never existed. Suddenly he was praying like a child: Dear God, I want
Maria to be all right . . .

C

ARRYING the speech in its Manila envelope, Tom went to keep
his appointment with Ralph Hopkins.
"How about the University Club for
lunch?" Hopkins asked when they got
out on the street.
"That would be nice."
"Let's walk—it's a grand day," Hopkins said.
I hope he doesn't ask me what I think
of the speech now, walking along Fifth
Avenue in the sunshine, Tom thought.
It would be very difficult for me to play
games with him here and now.
On the way to the University Club.
Hopkins kept up a pleasant line of chatter about fishing. And when they had
sat down at a table in the corner of
a high-ceilinged dining room, Hopkins
asked, "Well, what do you think of the
speech?"
Tom glanced at Hopkins and saw
that he was watching him intently. But
the business of ordering luncheon delayed the necessity of his saying anything for a few more minutes. The hell
with it, Tom thought suddenly. Here
goes nothing. And then he heard himself saying aloud in a remarkably casual voice, "To tell you the truth, Mr.
Hopkins, I read the latest draft, and 1
just don't think it's very good."
"What do you think is the trouble
with it?"
"It doesn't say anything," Tom replied. "That's the main trouble I had
when I was trying to write it. The only
point you really make is that mental
health is important, and you can't repeat that for thirty pages."
"I see," Hopkins said. "What do you
recommend that I do?"
"I think you should come up with
some concrete recommendations on
how to solve mental-health problems,"
Tom heard himself boom confidently.
Hopkins said with a trace of impatience, "Don't let's forget that I don't
know anything about concrete solutions for mental-health problems, and
I don't want to pretend that I do."
"But—" Tom began.
"Wait a minute. I think you've put

ISetfinning

your finger on something. This draft
of Bill Ogden's rings false because it
confuses the job of starting a mentalhealth campaign with carrying it out.
So now let's go back to the original
purpose of this speech. What I'm trying to do is to form a committee to publicize mental-health problems—that's
a subject I do know something about.
I'm trying to make myself a rallying
point, to bring the doctors and a committee of publicity hoys together. What
this speech should say, in eflfect, is that
I know the problem, and Barkis is
willing if wanted. That's all. Do you
get the picture?"
"1 think so," Tom said.
"All right. We've been way off base
on this speech. Try it for me from
scratch, will you?"
"Be glad to," Tom said, paused, and
added, "I was wrong in advising you to
make specific recommendations—-I can
see that."
Hopkins smiled. "You've helped me
cut through a lot of fog on this," he
said. "Can't thank you enough!"
That night when Tom got home to
South Bay. Betsy immediately asked,
"Did you see Hopkins?"
"Yes," Tom replied.
"I suppose you told him his speech
is great." she said bitterly.
"No, I didn't."
"You didn't?" Betsy asked.
"It didn't go the way I expected it
to at all," Tom said. "T was completely honest with him, and I think he
was with me. And what's more, he
cleared up a doubt I've always had in
the back of my mind—he showed me
he's completely sincere about wanting
to do something about mental-health
problems. All this talk about his starting this committee just for a publicity
build-up is a lot of nonsense—I'm sure
about that now."
"You seem so astonished," she said,
laughing, "almost disappointed."
Tom grinned. "I don't know," he
said. "Maybe I've been worrying too
much about Hopkins' honesty and not
enough about my own. Anyway, from
now on I'm going to play it straight
with him, and we'll see how it goes."
"I'm glad!" Betsy said. "You know,
for a while there, I wasn't sure what
kind of a man I had married."
Tom glanced at her sharply. "Don't
let's go into that," he said. "Let's have
a drink." . . .
On the day Hopkins was to have
lunch with his daughter, he let himself into his apartment and looked
quickly around the big living room.
No one was there. He walked back to
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the kitchen, where the cook was fixing
luncheon for two and the waitress was
filling a silver bucket with ice cubes.
"Has Miss Hopkins called?" he asked.
"No, sir," the waitress said. "No
one called all morning."
He returned to the living room and
sat down. He had canceled an important business meeting to keep this date
and now was suddenly seized with the
fear that Susan simply would not come.
Impatiently he got up, walked to his
desk, and took out a draft of a promotion brochure. Picking a pencil from
his pocket, he began to edit it.

"If you don't sign, we'll go ahead
with our case," Sims said. "I'll start by
impounding your bank account."
Without a wo-d, Edward took the
papers from Sims and read them. Then
he reached for a pen.
"Wait a minute," Bernstein said.
•'We want to call a notary public as
witness. . . ."
When the notary public and Schultz
had gone, Sims said, "That's that."
"I'm glad it's over," Bernstein said,
and sighed. "In conducting my own
little investigation, I really exceeded
the prerogatives of a judge. It wasn't
ethical at all!"
Sims laughed. "Now if you'll help
me down the stairs, I'll go and tell the
Raths," he said.
"Wait," Bernstein said. "You might
as well give them the bad news with
the good. I've just been appointed a
member of the Zoning Board, and although I can't speak for the other members, I personally would not like to
consider a housing project unless the
town votes for a new school. If the
people here won't build schools, we
can't bring in a lot of new families.
Ask Rath to hold up on his housing
project, at least until the vote on the
school next month. . . ."

BUTCH

H

ALF an hour later there was a
knock on the door. He sprang
from his chair, dashed across the room,
and opened it. Susan said, "I'm sorry
I'm late. The traffic—"
"It's all right!" he said. "Come in!
Come in and sit down!"
She walked hesitantly into the room,
which she had seen only once before,
long ago. She was a slight, dark-haired
girl with a good figure, and a beautiful,
intense face. She sat down and nervously lighted a cigarette. "You wanted
to talk to me?" she asked. "I suppose
Mother told you I don't want to go to
college, and now you're going to try
to persuade me."
"Of course I'm not!" Hopkins said
without hesitation. "I don't want you
to go to college if you don't want to!"
She glanced at him. "What do you
want to see me for, then?"
He had answered from instinct, and
now the arguments he had planned to
use must be discarded. He sipped his
drink slowly. "I've got a problem I've
never discussed with you," he said. "It's
a rather hard one to talk about, but
perhaps we should."
"What kind of a problem?"
"It's difficult to describe. You are
aware, I suppose, that the world has
treated me pretty well. Over the years,
I have gradually accumulated a good
many responsibilities, a good many of
them could easily fall upon your shoulders quite suddenly, and you've had no
opportunity to get ready for them—"
"Are you talking about money?"
"In part."
"I'm not interested in money. I think
it's a bore."
"No sane person is interested in
money as such," he said.
"You've always seemed to be. I always thought it was all you were interested in. That's what everybody says."
"I'm sure they do," he said. "But
anyone who holds even a million dollars in his hand is actually holding the
entire lifetime earnings of six men, and
he'd better be damn' careful what he
does with it!"
"All right, but I'm not going to let
that worry me," she said. "I want to
get some happiness out of life! 1 don't
want to be like you and Mother. I
want to have a good time. And no
matter what you say, there's nothing
wrong with that!"
"Of course there isn't," he said. "I
just want to see that you set about it
properly."
"I don't need any help. Not from
you, anyway. I don't think you're anyone to be giving lessons!"
She was breathing hard, and he saw
that she was upset.
"Believe me, I want you to have a
good time," he said gently, "but people
who have that primarily in mind rarely
accomplish it."
"What do you want me to do? You
must have asked me up here alone for
some reason. You never did anything
like this before!"
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"Well, I think they're very sensible in warm weather"
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"Look, Susan," he said. "I'm quite
ready to admit that I've made a great
many mistakes, and that a great many
things are the matter with me. I'm not
apologizing to you—there would be no
point to that. The main thing is for
us to see if we can start working together on what really are common
problems. I can't undo the past, but
I'm going to try to be of more help to
you in the future."
She stared at him a moment. "Why
are you doing this?" she asked finally.
"Because you're my daughter," he
said. That sounded strangely inadequate, and he added awkwardly, "Because I love you."
,^ "That's not true!" she exclaimed.
"Don't be a hypocrite! You've hardly
bothered to see me since I was born!
You don't love me and you don't love
Mother. To tell the truth, I don't think
you love anyone—I don't think you
love anyone in the whole world! And
I don't want to be like that!"
Before he could say anything, she
got up and fled from the apartment,
slamming the door behind her.
"Susy!" he called. "That's not true!"

E

DWARD SCHULTZ wore a shabby
raincoat over his uniform. He had
always had his uniforms provided by
his employer and for years had refused
to buy a suit to wear on his day off. He
walked into Judge Bernstein's office
without knocking and stared for a moment at a man sitting in a wheel chair
there. Then he turned and looked at
Bernstein. "Who's he?" he demanded,
jerking his thumb toward the man in
the wheel chair.
"This is Mr. Sims, Mr. Rath's lawyer," Bernstein said.
"Why isn't my lawyer here?"
"This isn't a trial, and you are at
liberty to call your lawyer whenever
you want," Bernstein said. "Mr. Sims
just wants to give you a preview of the
hearings on this document you brought
in signed by the late Mrs. Rath. He
thinks that might save you money—
lots of it."

LARRY REYNOLDS

"She signed it!" Edward said.
"We know that," Sims replied. "But
she never told anyone about it, and
there are no witnesses to her signature.
Do you know why the law generally
requires witnesses to a signature?"
"It doesn't always!" Edward said.
"I read that any document can be considered a will if in the opinion of the
court it represents the intention of the
deceased."
"That's true," Sims replied gravely.
"But if you persist in pressing your
claim against the estate, I intend to
show the court that it was part of your
job to type up Mrs. Rath's checks and
submit them for her signature. I also
intend to prove that her eyesight was
extremely poor during her later years.
And finally, Mr. Schultz, I will prove
that you are dishonest."
"How?"
"By presenting at least five witnesses
who will swear that you asked them to
pad bills," Sims said mildly.
"They're lying," Schultz said.
"Our witnesses happen to be the
most respected tradesmen in town,"
Sims continued evenly. "And there
are other things we could look into. It
might be interesting, for instance, to
compare your bank balance with your
income-tax returns—that too might
show you are dishonest."
Edward gasped, "You can't—"
"Just keep quiet a moment," Sims
said. "I'm going to give you a chance
to save your neck. If you withdraw
this document of yours and sign a release giving up all claim to the Rath
estate, you can get out of this by paying only a small fee to your lawyer for
the trouble you've already caused him."
"Wait a minute," Bernstein said.
"Mr. Schultz, if you have a clear conscience, I suggest you sign nothing and
that you call your lawyer immediately.
If, on the other hand, you know that
Mr. Sims's suspicions are justified, you
will probably be saving yourself and
everyone concerned a lot of trouble if
you drop your case here and now."
Edward said nothing.

T

HAT same morning Tom finished
a new, much shorter draft of the
speech. He liked what he had written,
and only an hour after he sent the
speech up to Hopkins, Hopkins called
to say: "Well, you've really done it,
Tom! That's just what I wanted. Let's
have lunch by way of celebration."
Only about five minutes after Tom
had learned of this success, Betsy called
with the news that Edward had withdrawn his claim, and that in due time
the house, land and a small amount of
money would be theirs.
"There's only one thing for us to
worry about now," Betsy said. "Bernstein says we shouldn't do anything
about our housing project utnless they
pass a bond issue for a new school. If
they vote that down next month, it may
be ages. Bernstein says that in a few
days there's going to be a public hearing on the whole thing, that we ought
to go to. Anyway, tonight we're going
to have a double celebration."
"That will be swell," Tom said.
"I've got to meet Hopkins now."
When Tom and Hopkins passed St.
Patrick's Cathedral on their way to
lunch, Tom saw on. the wide stone
steps a worn woman with a shawl
around her head leading a thin child,
a little boy. The cathedral looked like
one that was not far from Maria's
apartment in Rome; he had said goodby to her there. After he had received
his orders to go, and after she had told
him she expected a child, she had insisted that they go to the cathedral one
more time together. "After you have
gone, I will come here often and light
a candle for you," she had said, thinking only of him, not of herself. And
he had cried—for the first time in his
adult life he had cried when he said
good-by to her.
Now, on this day of his good luck,
Tom wondered whether she had lighted
many candles for him. Now he was
safe, but where was she? He had a
sudden impulse to leap out of the moving taxi, run into the cathedral, and
light a candle for her.
At luncheon Hopkins was effusive
in his praise of the speech, and his assistant, Bill Ogden, gave even more
satisfaction by seeming pained at the
compliments Tom got; but the thoughts
set in motion by the glimpse of the
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worn woman with a thin little hoy
robbed Tom of a feeling of victory. It
is strange, he thought, that almost always there is so much irony in success.
"We people in the business of communications have a fundamental responsibility . . ." Hopkins was saying.
Tom couldn't concentrate, and Hopkins' voice seemed to fade away. Maria, Tom thought, Maria. Somehow
the very name sounded heartbreakingly lonely and forlorn. He felt as
though he had been awakened suddenly in the night by the distant echo
of a cry for help.

I

T WAS eight fifteen on the evening
of the fifteenth of September. The
Grand Ballroom of the big hotel in
Atlantic City had been changed into
an auditorium, and now there was mild
applause as Ralph Hopkins walked to
the platform and stood behind the lectern. He looked astonishingly small,
almost frail. He placed on the lectern
a black notebook containing his speech,
looked up, and coughed apologetically.
Tom, sitting in a back row, thought
with astonishment: He's nervous—the
poor guy doesn't like to make speeches,
and he's scared.
Hopkins waited until the applause
died down. Then in a small, unassuming voice, he said, "Dr. Stutgarten, and
other distinguished physicians: It is a
great pleasure for me to have this opportunity to talk to you tonight . . ."
It was an odd sensation, Tom found,
to sit in the audience and hear the
words he had written come back to
him. He did not feel very proprietary
about the words. If I myself said them,
they would mean little, he thought, but
coming from Hopkins, they mean a
lot. At the end of precisely twenty
minutes, Hopkins concluded by saying, "There is a possibility that some
organization might be formed, similar
in purpose to the March of Dimes, to
subsidize research on mental disease,
but, beyond that, to banish unreasonable fear. In such an effort, the medical profession would have to take the
lead. I think you can be sure that those
of us whose business it is to transmit
information to the public will do everything we can to help."
The audience clapped politely, almost enthusiastically, and several doctors walked up to the lectern to
congratulate Hopkins. He stood in the
middle of a small circle of physicians,
shaking hands and smiling.
Fifteen minutes later, Tom walked
into the crowded living room of Hopkins' suite. "How do you think it
went?" he asked Bill Ogden.
"Fair," Ogden said. "The advance
publicity wasn't much. We'll see what
the morning papers do with it."
As it happened, the morning papers
played the story up. Some of them put
it on the front page, but Hopkins barely
glanced at the clippings Ogden handed
him. He seemed much more impressed
by the many requests he had got from
doctors to start the committee. "I
didn't sense a bit of opposition," he
said to Tom. "I know that speech was
a lot of work, but 1 think it's done exactly what we intended." . . .

On September 16th, Susan Hopkins
eloped with Byron Holgate, an aging
playboy with an affectionate smile.
Ralph Hopkins heard about it in his
office, soon after he returned from Atlantic City, on his own company's threeo'clock news broadcast. He promptly
called up his wife in South Bay. She
answered the telephone herself. "Hello,"
she said, and her voice sounded so

dead that he knew she had heard about
it and had not hurried to let him know.
"1 just heard about Susan," he said.
"I'll be right out."
"No," she said dully. And then she
went on: "1 know you tried to talk to
Susan, and I'm sorry it didn't work."
There was a pause, and then she said,
"Ralph, will you do me a favor?"
"Of course!"
"Have one of your secretaries get
me a ticket on one of those cruises that
go around the world."
"I'll go with you," he said.
"That's awfully nice of you, dear,
but I think I want to be alone for a
few months. I'm awfully tired. And
one more thing: Could you get rid of
this place out here? I don't know—
with Susan gone, there doesn't seem
to be much point to it any more. I
don't want to have to worry about it."
"Leave it to me," he said.
"Thank you, dear," she said quiedy.
Later that afternoon Miss MacDonald, Hopkins' secretary, told Tom that
Hopkins would like to see him that
evening at seven o'clock. At two minutes after the hour, Tom knocked at
Hopkins' door. Hopkins opened it.
He was alone, and to Tom's surprise
he looked tired. The first thing he said
after greeting Tom was, "I've definitely
decided to go ahead with this mentalhealth committee. I want to get rolling on it now fast."
"Maybe we should—" Tom began.
"Wait a minute," Hopkins said.
"Here's what I want to do." And then,
with his usual efficiency but in a curiously dead voice, Hopkins outlined the
make-up of an Exploratory Committee
and an Advisory Medical Panel. Tom
took notes, speaking only to let Hopkins know he was putting it all down.
Then Hopkins gave a description of
the publicity program he wanted.

F

INALLY he paused. "Now, Tom,"
he said, "I want you to carry the ball
on this. You did a grand job on that
speech—I think I can count on you.
I'm not going to be able to give this
project much time. Wrap the whole
thing up for me. Figure out the details
for yourself."
"We'll get everything ready," Tom
said and stood up to go.
He was surprised when Hopkins
said, "Don't rush. Sit down and have
a drink."
"Sure," Tom replied.
"I don't know, I just thought it
might be fun to sit and talk a little
while," Hopkins said. He mixed two
strong highballs, and handed one to
Tom. Tom was astonished to see him
drink his very fast. The silence became painful.
"Do you have any children?" Hopkins asked suddenly.
"Yes," Tom said. "TTiree."
"That's a nice family," Hopkins
said. He mixed another drink for himself and to Tom's surprise stretched
out comfortably on the couch. On his
face was an expression Tom had never
seen there before: a look of exhaustion, confusion and, incongruously,
great kindness. "What are your plans?"
he asked.
"I don't know," Tom replied. "I
want to do my job here as well as I can,
I guess, and see where it leads."
"That's the best way. When I was
your age, 1 didn't have any plans—I
just thought about the job at hand."
There was another interval of silence, during which Hopkins apparently was thinking, but he never took
his eyes off Tom's face.
"I had a son once," Hopkins said

and you
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suddenly. "He was killed in the war."
"Fm sorry to hear that," Tom said.
"Were you in the war?"
"Yes." Tom sipped his drink. He
was tense and wary, terribly conscious
that it was important for Hopkins to
like him.
"How did you happen to get interested in working on this mental-health
project?" Hopkins asked abruptly.
Tom started to say, "I've always
been interested in mental health." but
he remembered how he had made up
his mind to play it straight with Hopkins. Aloud he said, "I was working
over at the Schanenhauser Foundation.
1 needed more money, and a friend
told me there was an opening in your
public-relations department. I applied,
and Mr. Walker steered me into this."
"I wonder whether the mentalhealth project is right for you," Hopkins said contemplatively. "I think
you have a lot of capabilities. You
look at things straight—I like the way
you brought that speech down to the
ground. And you're at an important
stage of your career. How old are
you, Tom?"
"Thirty-three."
"That's an important age. In the
next six or seven years, you should
really be on your way."
"Do you think there will be many
oppi.irtunities with the mental-health
committee?"
"Yes—of a kind. Of course, there's
always a limit to that sort of thing.
Organizations that don't make money
never pay much, and the top planning
is done by volunteers. There's a limit
to how far you can go as a staff member on that sort of thing."
"What do you think I should do?"
"I don't know," Hopkins said
thoughtfully. "It depends on what you
want, 1 guess. Is money important?"
"Yes."
"I could look around the company
and see if J could find a spot for you."
"Td appreciate that," Tom said.
Hopkins' eyes were still upon him. It
was disturbing, that steady, unabashed
gaze, the eyes tired, the face exhausted,
yet so curiously intense and kind.
"How would you like to be my personal assistant?" Hopkins asked.
"What?"
"I mean, not just on this mentalhealth thing—someone to help me
with everything 1 do. I've never had
a personal assistant—I've never wanted
one. But 1 like the honesty of your
approach, and it strikes me that you
might be able to help out in many
ways. The job would give you a
chance to watch lots of operations in
the company and sec what you're best
fitted for."
"It would be a great opportunity,"
Tom said.
Hopkins stood up, and he seemed
his old self again. "I'll talk to Bill
Ogden about it in the morning," he
said. "Thanks for coming up. It's so
nice of you to give up your evening."

W

HEN Tom got home that night, he
found Betsy waiting up for him.
"Hopkins wants me to leave the mental-health committee and become his
personal assistant," he said.
"Why, that's wonderful," she replied. "What a marvelous opportunity! It must mean he likes you."
"I guess it does. But I'm not sure 1
want to be given a job simply because
a man likes me," Tom said. "I want
to feel that any time I want to quit a
job, or any time my boss dies or retires, 1 can walk two doors down the
street and get something as good."

"What makes you think he's hiring
you because of friendship? He liked
that speech you wrote. He must think
that you're simply the best man for
the job."
"1 don't know,'' Tom said. "He's
never had a personal assistant before.
And the way he was tonight—it's hard
to explain. He was trying to do something for me."
"Aren't you making this awfully
complicated?" Betsy asked. "He's offered you a better job. Maybe a raise
will go with it."
"Maybe. But this is complicated!
What it all comes down to is, what do
we want? He asked me whether money
is important to me, and 1 said yes, but
I forgot to say why. I want money to
help us enjoy life, but that's not what

recommendation for anything else I
wanted to do later, and I like the guy.
I think I better take the job, but I'm
going to have to keep my fingers
crossed—nobody can tell how it's going to turn out. When he finds I have
no idea in the world of trying to be
like him, he may get mad—and then
he may fire me altogether."

T

H E next morning at a quarter to
seven Betsy came into the bathroom while Tom was shaving and said,
"I don't know what to do. Janey says
she won't go to school."
"Why don't you let her stay home a
day or two," Tom said.
"If 1 let her stay home," Betsy said,
"Barbara will want to stay too—she's
not very happy about going herself."
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"Would you mind if I munch a little
and ruin my appetite? I'm on a diet''
a guy like Hopkins wants. He doesn't
care any more about money than a
good violinist does. He's totally absorbed in his work—nothing else matters to him. You could pay him in
medals or in beans, you could put him
in the middle of the Sahara Desert,
and he'd still find some way to go on
working day and night. Something
about the way he acted tonight scared
me. It sounds crazy, but I think he
wants to try to create me in his own
image and I don't want any part of it."
"What makes you think that?"
"Figure it out for yourself. Hopkins doesn't need a personal assistant,
and the whole time I've known him,
he's never had the slightest personal
interest in me. But now all of a sudden he wants me to be his personal
assistant. Why?"
"Because he likes that speech you
did for him," Betsy said.
"Partly. But you know something?
His daughter eloped today. And his
son got killed in the war—I'd heard
that, and he told me tonight. I think
the poor guy's just lonely, and he's trying to hire a son."
"What arc you going to do, turn
him down?"
"No—that might hurt his feelings.
1 his is like petting a tiger—you have
to be awfully careful. And the funny
part of it is, I'd like to be his personal
assistant for three reasons: I might
learn something, it would be a good

/
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"I'll talk to Janey," Tom said, wiped
the soap off his face and walked to the
bedroom his daughters shared.
Janey was sitting on her bed, still
dressed in her pajamas. On the other
side of the room Barbara was slowly
getting dressed.
"What's the matter?" Tom asked.
"I'm not going to school," Janey
answered.
"You have to go," Tom told her.
"There's a law. Did something happen at school yesterday? Was someone cross to you?"
"No." She paused before addi--g,
"I'm afraid."
"Afraid of what?"
"The hall."
"What's the matter with the hall?"
"Nothing," Janey said.
"I'll take you to school today, and
you can show me the hall, Janey. Will
that heljj?"
"All right," Janey said woefully. "If
you'll go with me."
At breakfast Betsy said, "I can take
her—you'll miss your train if you go."
"I'll take a later train," Tom said.
"There's something about the hall that
bothers Janey. I want to see this
school."
Leaving Betsy at home with young
Pete, Tom put both his daughters in
the car and started down the road toward the school. He remembered being driven down the same road by a
chauffeur during his own boyhood.

only he had been taken on to the private school. It was ridiculous to feel
one's children had to be sent to a private school, he thought. In Westport,
the public schools had been just as
good as the private schools.
South Bay's public school was a
weather-beaten brick building of Victorian design set in the middle of a
black asphalt-covered play yard. The
school yard was surrounded by a high
iron fence, as though it were a zoo.
Tom and his daughters walked up the
front steps of the school and entered
a narrow, high-ceilingcd hall, the walls
of which were painted a dull brown.
Suddenly an electric bell rang, and
immediately a horde of children rushed
through the doors and dashed down
the half. They continued to funnel in
from the playground, jostling and pushing one another. The hall quickly became overcrowded, and Tom felt a
flash of claustrophobia. Janey clung
tight to his hand. She looked scared.
"This is the hall," she said.
"Yesterday she got knocked down
here," Barbara volunteered.
"It won't happen again," Tom said,
his voice sounding false to himself.
"I better go now," Barbara said.
"My room's upstairs." She let go of
Tom's other hand and was immediately swept away in the crowd.
"Stay with me," Janey said, and led
the way to a crowded doorway.
Inside, Tom could see a small room
with many desks jammed together.
Janey suddenly let go of his hand.
"Thanks," she said. He saw her go and
sit at the very back of the room.
When Tom got outside, the fresh air
felt good. They shouldn't have a
school building like that, he thought.
They shouldn't have a school like that
for anybody's children. It wasn't like
that in Westport.
I wonder what kind of schools they
have for the children of the poor in
Rome, he thought.
Money, I need money, he thought.
If they don't build a new public school,
I should be able to afford a private
school. I should get everything but
money out of my head and really do a
job for Hopkins. 1 ought to be at work
now. He glanced at his watch and saw
it was quarter after nine.
Money, Tom thought. The housing
project could make money, but it depends on rezoning, and Bernstein says
we shouldn't ask for that until they
vote on a new school.
A new school, he thought—so much
depends on that!

T

WO days later, Tom moved into
Hopkins' outer office. The secretary, Miss MacDonald, seemed flustered by the change. Whenever Tom
said anything to her, she answered with
an exaggerated politeness that was almost worse than the coldness Ogden
displayed.
A half hour after Tom arrived,
Hopkins came out of his inner office.
"Good morning, Tom!" he said briskly.
"I've got some correspondence I'd like
you to answer for me. Miss MacDonald, you can give Mr. Rath the morning's mail after I've looked it over and
let him rough out the replies."
"Yes, sir," Miss MacDonald said.
An hour later Miss MacDonald
brought Tom a wire basket containing
about thirty letters. Some were requests from charities, some suggested
various new projects for United Broadcasting, and others concerned complex
business transactions already under
way. On the latter Hopkins had written in his small, neat handwriting. See
('olliei's lor Aupust .i, 1955
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me. On some of the simple requests
he had written. Tell him no, and on
others, Tell him yes. On still others he
had written, Maybe—don't commit us.
When Tom had several answers
typed up, he sent them into Hopkins'
office. To his surprise, they came
back almost immediately with carefully inked corrections on them. Most
of the letters had been made a little
more gracious, a little more informal.
Tom glanced up and, seeing that Miss
MacDonald was looking at him
smugly, he realized that she had been
the one who had answered the letters
before and that she was pleased to see
his work needed correction. He called
the stenographer to his desk again and
redictated the letters.

A

FEW moments later, Hopkins
asked Tom to come in with the
letters marked ^ee me. For nearly an
hour Hopkins discussed these while
Tom took notes. By the time Tom got
back to his desk, his head was whirling.
"Mr. Ogden wants to see you," Miss
MacDonald said. "And a Mr. Gardella
left his number. He wants you to call
him back."
Tom dialed the number. "Hello,"
Caesar's deep voice answered.
"This is Tom Rath. Did you—hear
anything?"
"No—not yet. I just wanted to tell
you I've got a new job. Gina and I got
a job taking care of a new apartment
building over in Brooklyn—^we're going to be custodians. I won't be around
the United Broadcasting building any
more, but I wanted to tell you that
when we hear from Maria, we'll let
you know."
"Thanks," Tom said, and hurriedly
added, "I'm glad you've got a good job,
I wish you luck."
"Same to you," Gardella said.
Tom put the telephone receiver
down. So Caesar's got a new job, he
thought—I won't be running into him
on the elevators any more. Suddenly

Tom felt sure he would never see or
hear from Caesar again. So that is
my punishment, he thought—I probably never will know what happened
to Maria and the boy. Maybe this is
just retribution. The hardest thing of
all for me is going to be never to know.
She and the boy could be starving.
They could be dead. How strange it
is never to know. . . .
When Tom arrived at Ogden's office,
Ogden said, "For the time being your
duties as Mr. Hopkins' personal assistant will be in addition to your work
on the mental-health committee. Have
you got a statement on the Exploratory
Committee—something to tell the
press how it got started?"
"No. We haven't discussed that,"
Tom said.
"You mean you haven't even
thought of it? It's the first thing Hopkins will want."
"I'll work something out," Tom said.
"How about a suggested budget?"
Ogden asked.
"Nothing yet," Tom said.
"Hasn't it ever occurred to you that
someone might inquire how much this
whole operation is going to cost?
What's Mr. Hopkins going to say: 'I'm
sorry, but we hadn't thought of that'?"
"I'm sorry," Tom said hotly, "but
I've never been able to get a very clear
idea of just how big a project Mr.
Hopkins is planning!"
"We're supposed to do the planning
for him! That's what we're paid for.
Get some data together! What are the
budgets for the cancer and polio outfits? You've got to think these things
out for yourself! All this should have
been done two months ago."
"I'll do my best," Tom said.
There was an instant of silence before Ogden said, "Now listen, Tom, I
know you're Mr. Hopkins' personal assistant now, but that doesn't mean you
can forget about this mental-health
committee. It's going to grow. Mr.
Hopkins has got to be able to rely on
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" W e ' r e a minority too, blast it! Why
doesn't somebody worry a b o u t u s ? "
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you. If you're going to be Hopkins' personal assistant, you should get to the
point where you anticipate his needs.
Don't wait for me to tell you."
"I understand," Tom said. His face
was hot.
"Thanks for coming up," Ogden
said, and began reading a letter.

W

H E N Tom returned to Hopkins'
outer office, the first thing he saw
was a pile of about fifteen thick leatherbound books on his desk.
"Mr. Hopkins asked me to give
you those," Miss MacDonald said.
"They're the company's annual reports.
He said he thought you'd like to go
through them."
"Thanks," Tom said. He sat down,
picked up one of the books, and leafed
through it. The pages were full of
graphs and statistics, and he thought:
I bet Hopkins knows these by heart. I
should be spending every spare minute
on these, all my evenings and weekends. Work in the office on Saturdays
and do your background reading on
Sundays—hundreds do it. He glanced
at his watch. It was only eleven, but he
longed for the day to be over.
Tom rolled a piece of paper into his
typewriter and began to write a brief
statement describing the origins of the
mental-health committee. After finishing it, he glanced at his watch again.
Almost an hour before lunchtime—it
was ridiculous to be so restless. I'll bet
Hopkins never was a clock watcher,
he thought.
Time—I need more time, he thought.
I've got to get this work done for the
committee, and I've got to read the
annual reports, and I must get our
housing project going. I've got no
business wishing time away.
Time, he thought: I wonder how
much more time I've got? I'm thirtythree years old—I'm probably halfway
through my life. What am I going to
do during the other half—ride the
commuters' train, and read annual reports, and write endless letters for
Hopkins or someone like him, and
pride myself on working every weekend? Shall I make a full-time career
of being Hopkins' ghost? Is that what
I want?
I don't know, he thought—who the
hell knows what he wants?
Tom's thoughts were suddenly interrupted by the telephone ringing. It
was Betsy. "Hello," she said cheerfully. "Can you get home a little early
tonight?"
"Why?"

REAMER KELLER

"The P.T.A. is having a meeting in
advance of the public hearing on the
new school. We ought to go—Bernstein says rumors about our housing
project have got around, and we may
get involved in the discussion tomorrow. We should get boned up on all
the facts tonight."
"I'm afraid I won't be able to make
it tonight," Tom said. "I'm going to
have to stay here and work late this
evening. I may not be home until after
midnight. And don't count on me for
weekends for a long while."
"All right," Betsy said resignedly.
Tom put the receiver down and
turned toward his typewriter. That
school thing is important, he thought
—I should be helping to work for it.
How interconnected everything is! If
we could get the school, maybe we
could get the housing project through
and really make some money. Thenmaybe I could find and help Maria,
and maybe I could work something
out with Hopkins. Maybe I could find
a good honest job with him that would
pay me a decent living, but not require
me to work day and night, pretending
I want to be some kind of tycoon.
Maybe that's why I'm on edge all
the time, he thought-—I have to keep
pretending. Maybe if I could tell Betsy
about Maria, and if I felt that Hopkins
really understood that I don't want to
get as wrapped up in my work as he
is, then maybe I might relax. It's no
damn' fun to keep the truth from people. And it's not fair to them. Damn
it, I'm really cheating Hopkins—by
agreeing to become his personal assistant at all, I in effect promised him
something I have no intention of delivering. Of course he'll be angry when
he finds out! And I'm cheating Betsy
too. I bet she doesn't like this kind of
life any better than I do. It must not
be much fun to have a husband as incommunicative as I've been. It's funny
how hard it is for us to understand
each other! But how could I ever expect her really to forgive me for Maria
and her boy?

O

N T H E evenmg of October 8th,
Tom and Betsy went to the town
hall in South Bay to attend the public
hearing on the proposed new school.
The town hall was stuffy, and the people filing in from the commuting trains
looked bored. At five minutes after
eight Judge Bernstein, who had been
appointed moderator, walked out on a
raised platform at the front of the hall.
Sitting behind a wooden table, he
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picked lip a gavel and tapped it lightly.
"Good evening," he said. "We have
gathered here for a hearing on an
eight-hiindred-thousand-dollar bond issue which has been proposed for a new
elementary school, and which we will
vote on a week from today. To begin
the proceedings, Dr. Clyde Eustace,
Superintendent of Schools, will tell why
he believes a new elementary school
is necessary."
Eustace was a large man, but his
voice was surprisingly soft. He spoke
effectively, giving facts and figures
about the need for a new school, but
he talked too long, and the tone of his
voice became monotonous. As soon as
he was through, a tall, gray-haired man
in the front row stood up.
"Who's that?" Betsy asked Tom.
"Parkington's his name," Tom replied. "He was an old friend of Grandmother's—they used to feud all the
time. He's nuts, but he's pretty powerful around here."
"All right, Mr. Parkington, you may
Ijave the floor," Bernstein said.

P

ARKINGTON began in a deep
voice. "If you vote no on this
school, you vote against further development of this community—and, if I
may say so, against further deterioration. What I'm trying to tell everyone
here tonight is that that's exactly what
you should do.
"This has always been a good town,
a beautiful town," Parkington continued passionately. "I was bom and
brought up here. I've never been able
to understand why people move here
because they like the place and then
start to change it. This new school will
send taxes up. That will drive the owners of big estates out. If the big estates
are broken up, housing projects wUl
come in. Housing projects bring more
children than they do money. The average small-houseowner pays the town
only about a third of what it costs to
educate his children. And now I've
heard a rumor that the old Rath estate
is going to be made into a housing development. How about that, Tom?
Aren't you just waiting for this school
to go through, so you can get permission from the Zoning Board to cut
up your land?"
"Mr. Rath, would you care to comment?" Bernstein asked.

Slowly Tom stood up. "All right,"
he said, "the rumor is true. I plan to
ask the Zoning Board for permission
to start a housing project. But I don't
want my plans to hurt the chances for
this new school. They ought to he decided as separate issues. A new school
is needed right now. I've got two children in the old one, and I've seen it—
it's terrible. Let's get the new school
first and fight the battle of my housing
project later. The school we have today is a disgrace to all of us."
There was mild applause as Tom sat
down. Almost immediately Parkington was on his feet. "I just want to
warn everybody here that breaking up
the Rath estate is just the beginning,"
he said. "If we don't hold taxes down,
other big estates will go. I've just heard
that the big place the president of a
broadcasting company Ijuilt down by
the water has been placed on the
market."
"I know a little about that, and it
doesn't have anything to do with
schools or taxes," Tom said quickly.
"Maybe," Parkington replied, "but
if the big estates go, and we keep on
building schools, our taxes will be
doubled! To sum it all up, a vote for
a school is a vote for a housing project Tom Rath admits he's planning.
And that's a vote to make this town
a slum."
Judge Bernstein raised his gavel and
said, "If there are no more opinions to
be heard—"
"Wait a minute!" Betsy called impetuously. Tom looked at her in astonishment and saw that her face was
flushed.
"Mrs. Rath has the floor," Bernstein said.
"I'm sorry," Betsy said. "But I just
didn't want this meeting to end with
the word slum. The children need a
new school. Don't let our housing project be used as a weapon against—"
"This will be only the beginning—"
Parkington interrupted.
"Mr. Parkington!" Betsy cut in. "I
may be taking advantage of being a
woman, but I refuse to let you have
the last word!"
The audience laughed, and although
Parkington said something, no one
could hear him.
On the way out of the town hall,
Betsy clung tight to Tom's arm, and

" . . . and may I say, without fear of contradiction . . . "
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he saw that she had been shaken. "I
was proud of you," he said.
She smiled. "I was proud of you
too. You were wonderful."
Going home in the car she sait very
close to him. After leaving the car in
the old carriage house, they walked up
to the house, arm in arm. The sitter
they had left with the children met
them at the door, and said, "A Mr.
Hopkins called from New York. He
left his number and wants you to call
him back, Mr. Rath."
Tom put the call through immediately. When he put the telephone
down, he said somewhat bewilderedly
to Betsy, "Hopkins wants me to fly out
to Hollywood with him. He thinks I
should learn something about the company's operations out there."
"He really is trying to do something
for you," Betsy said. "How long do
you think you'll be gone?"
"Just four or five days, according
to Hopkins."
Betsy sat down, looking suddenly
solemn. "Gosh, it's going to be lonely
around here," she said. "Do you realize that we haven't been away from
each other that long since the war?"
"It will be lonely for me too," Tom
said. How young she looks, he thought
—she looks almost as young as she did
before the war.
"I wish we had more time together,"
she said. "The way things are going
now, we hardly see each other.
Tommy! I hate this business of your
working every weekend. You're always running for a train. We ought to
just go off somewhere alone together.
We haven't done that for ages."
"Maybe we can." He glanced at his
watch. "It's almost midnight," he said.
"We better get to bed—I'll have to
leave here at eight in the morning to
make that plane."
"Eight hours," she said. "We've
got eight hours—that's still quite a lot
of time."
He glanced at her, startled. She
smiled hesitantly at him. It was true:
time had become precious again.

T

HE next morning no one on the
plane recognized Hopkins. Tom
was so used to seeing him deferred
to in the United Broadcasting building
that it was a shock to see him treated
like anyone else. Hopkins obviously
didn't mind—if anything, he appeared
more diflSdent and more anxious to be
polite than anyone else on the plane.
Even before the plane took off, Hopkins opened his brief case, took out a
thick report, and started to read. When
the plane's engines roared, and they
taxied toward the runway, he glanced
up briefly. "This might interest you,
Tom," he said, leaned over, and took
another report from his brief case.
"Thanks," Tom said, sat back and
tried to concentrate on the report.
After reading for two hours, Hopkins placed his brief case on his lap
and started writing memoranda with a
pencil. He worked steadily throughout the long trip. When the plane
finally landed in Hollywood, Tom felt
tired, but Hopkins seemed energetic as
ever. "We're right on time," he said
with satisfaction, glancing at his watch.
"Let's go to the hotel and wash up.
Then we've got some meetings scheduled."
After checking in at the hotel, they
hurried to the executive offices of
the United Broadcasting Corporation's
Hollywood building. Hopkins introduced Tom to a succession of men, all
of whom talked fast and with apparent
urgency about matters Tom could
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hardly understand at all. He was glad
when they finally went into a private
dining room adjoining one of the
offices. In all, there were eight men
present, and they all kept talking to
Hopkins at once.
On and on the conversation went.
It was nine o'clock in the evening before it was over and a taxi took them
to the hotel. In the elevator Hopkins
said to Tom, "Want to stop in for a
nightcap before you turn in?"
"That would be fine," Tom replied.

W

HEN they entered the suite, Hopkins fixed two glasses of bourbon
on the rocks and sprawled out on a sofa
the way he had the night he and Tom
had talked in his apartment. To his
increasing discomfort, Tom found that
Hopkins was staring at him again.
There was the same mixture of tiredness and kindness on his face, the same
steady gaze.
"Well, what do you think?" Hopkins
asked suddenly.
"I don't know," Tom said. "There's
so much involved—"
"Of course—we can't make a decision yet. How would you like to move
out here and work on this end of things
for a year or so?"
Several thoughts immediately flamed
up in Tom's mind. This is his way of
getting rid of me, he suddenly knew—
this personal-assistant business is making him as uncomfortable as it's made
me. But he's still trying to do something for me—now he just wants to do
it at a distance, by remote control. It's
a great opportunity, he thought, but
what would happen to our housing
project? He was suddenly filled with
the confusion of moving, taking the
children out of school, putting his
grandmother's house on the market.
Out of this welter of impressions came
one word: no.
Wait a minute, Tom thought. If I
say no, he's going to wonder what the
devil to do with me in New York. If
I buck him, he's liable to turn on me.
This is like petting a tiger. "I don't
know," he said carefully. "I'd like to
have a little time to think it over."
"Don't you want to learn the business?" Hopkins asked quietly, but with
obvious import . . .
"Of course . . ." Tom began. Then
he paused and took a sip of his drink.
The hell with it, he thought. There's
no point in pretending. I've played it
straight with him so far, and I might
as well keep on. Anyway, he's a guy
who can't been fooled. "Look, Ralph,"
he said, using the first name unconsciously, "I don't think I do want to
learn the business. I don't think I'm
the kind of guy who should try to be a
big executive. I'll say it frankly: I

don't think I have the willingness to
make the sacrifices. I don't want to
give up the time. I'm trying to be honest about this. I want the money. But
I'm just not the kind of guy who can
work evenings and weekends and all
the rest of it forever. I guess there's
even more to it than that. I'm not the
kind of person who can get all wrapped
up in a job. I want to get the most
out of the years I've got left. If I have
to bury myself in a job every minute of
my life, I don't see any point to it.
And I know that to do the kind of job
you want me to do, I'd have to be
willing to bury myself in it, and, weU,
I just don't want to."
He paused, out of breath, half afraid
to look at Hopkins. And then it happened—Hopkins gave a funny, high,
indescribable little laugh which rose in
the air and was cut off immediately. It
was a laugh Tom never forgot, and it
was followed by a moment of complete
silence. Then Hopkins said in a low
voice, "I'm glad you're honest. I've
always appreciated that quality in you."
It was Tom's turn to laugh nervously. "Well, there it is," he said. "I
don't know what I do now. Do you
still want me to work for you?"
"Of course," Hopkins said kindly.
"It's just a matter of finding the right
spot for you. How would you like to
go back to the mental-health committee? That will be developing into a
small, permanent organization. I'm
thinking of giving my house in South
Bay to be its headquarters. That would
be quite nice for you—you wouldn't
even have any commuting. How would
you like to be director of the outfit?
That job would pay pretty well. I'd
like to think I had a man with your
integrity there, and I'll be making all
the major decisions."
"I'd be grateful," Tom said in a low
voice.
Suddenly Ralph Hopkins faced him.
"Somebody has to do the big jobs!"
he said passionately. " This world
was built by men like me! To really
do a job, you have to live it, body and
soul! You people who give just half
your mind to your work are riding on
our backs!"
"I know it," Tom said.
Almost immediately Hopkins regained control of himself. A somewhat forced smile spread over his face.
"Really, I don't know why we're taking all this so seriously," he said. "I
think you've made a good decision.
Now if you'll pardon me, I think I'll
go to bed. It's been a long day." . . .
The next morning Hopkins was
friendly, but brisk and a little distant.
"Good morning, Tom!" he said when
they met for breakfast. "There's no

reason why you can't fly back to New
York any time you want."
"Thanks," Tom said. "I guess I
might as well take the first plane I can."
"Certainly!" Hopkins replied. "And
thanks so much for coming out with
me. Don't worry about anything. I
really meant it when I said we can use
a man like you. I won't keep you on
the mental-health committee more
than a few years—we'll work out lots
of new and exciting projects. I think
the two of us will make a good team."
"I'm grateful," Tom said.
"By the way," Hopkins concluded,
handing him a large Manila envelope.
"Give this to Bill Ogden when you get
back, will you? It's just a few notes
I've made on some projects he has under way, and I know he's waiting to get
my reaction."
"Sure," Tom said. "Glad to. See
you later, Ralph—see you when you
get back to New York."
After calling Betsy to tell her about
his talk with Hopkins, Tom found he
couldn't get a plane until evening. The
flight was not a direct one, and it was
almost nine o'clock the next morning
when he got to Grand Central Station.
He figured he'd better stop at the office
and give Hopkins' envelope to Ogden
before doing what he wanted to do,
which was to rush home.
Ogden seemed surprised to see him,
but accepted the envelope without
comment. Tom stopped at his desk in
Hopkins' office to see if there were any
calls for him.

"I'll be there."
I'll have to tell Betsy after all, Tom
thought. I hope this housing project
goes through. Then we'd have plenty
of money, and it would be easier to
tell her. If it doesn't we'll just have
my salary, and is it fair to ask Betsy
to share that with some woman 1 met
during the war? She'd never do that—
no woman would!
He wished he didn't have to see
Betsy until he could tell her about
Maria—he didn't want to have to keep
secrets from her any more. He telephoned Betsy and told her he had to
stay in town for a business lunch.
"You sound funny. Is everything
all right?" she asked. "Are you angry
at me or something?"
"I'm not angry," he said. "I just have
to see a guy. This is a thing I simply
have to do."

A

T TWELVE THIRTY Tom met
. Caesar and they went to the same
restaurant they had gone to before.
When the drinks arrived, he said to
Caesar, "Is there anything more you
can tell me about Maria?"
"She sent me a letter to give you.
I didn't open it."
"You have a letter for me?"
"Yes." Caesar gave him a rather
soiled envelope with Tom's full name
written in black ink across the front
in large, slanting letters. Tom tore it
open. He took out a single-page letter
folded around a snapshot. He looked
at the snapshot first. It showed a
plainly dressed woman, quite stout
HERE was a typewritten memo and almost middle-aged, whom he
from Miss MacDonald with yester- dimly recognized as Maria, and standday's date. A Mr. Gardella called, she ing beside her was a boy, a thin little
had written. He said it was important boy all dressed up, with a cap on his
and asked me to have you call him as head, and a shirt with a wide collar,
soon as you returned. Caesar's phone and a little tight-fitting jacket, and
short trousers. With his queer oldnumber followed. Tom dialed it.
fashioned clothes, and his slender big"Hello," Caesar said.
"This is Tom Rath. Did you call me?" eyed face, and with his shockingly
"Yes, Mr. Rath. I heard from Ma- familiar forehead and nose and mouth,
he looked like one of the faded photoria. I'd like to see you."
graphs of Tom's grandfather. Tom
"Is she all right?"
"Things aren't very good, Mr. Rath. stared at the snapshot and then with
Louis is dead. They went to Milan, trembling hands quickly stuffed it back
just as I figured, and he got killed in into the envelope and unfolded the
an accident only a couple of weeks letter.
after he found a job."
Dear Tom, the letter said, / do not
"Are Maria and the boy all right?" like this, but I don't know what to do.
"They're back in Rome with my For myself I do not need help, but
wife's folks. They need help bad, Mr. there is the hoy. Anything you could
Rath. I'd like to see you and kind of do for him would be from Heaven. I
talk it over. Gina and I do what we am ashamed to ask you, but we were
can to help, but you know how it is. never proud with each other, so perThe boy
We've got three kids of our own. We'd haps you will understand.
all sure appreciate it if you could do needs help. He is a good boy. He
studies well. I am sending you this
something."
There was a moment of silence be- picture that Louis took last year. Do
fore Tom said, "I'll meet you here in not think that we are trying to make
the lobby by the information booth. trouble for you. 1 leave this in the
hands of God.
Twelve thirty for lunch."

T
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The letter was signed, Marin Lapa.
Tom took a drink before folding the
letter carefully and putting it back in
the envelope with the photograph.
'"Caesar," Tom said suddenly, "can
I have some time to think this over?"
"Sure. Mr. Rath." Caesar replied.
"Nobody's trying to hurry you. We
don't want you to do anything you
don't think should be done."
"How much do you think I should
send, Caesar?"
"Anything would help. Gina and I
have been sending ten dollars a month
to her mother. Ten dollars a month
is a lot of money in Rome."
"How much would Maria need to
raise that boy decently?"

C

AESAR shrugged. "Maria will
probably go on living with Gina's
mother," he said. "If you sent her a
hundred dollars a month, she could do
an awful lot with it. She could send
the boy to a pretty good school, and
everything."
"I've got to have time to work this
out," Tom said. "I've got to tell my
wife—you can understand that. And
it's not going to be easy. I've got to
have time."
"It's none of my business, Mr. Rath,
but aren't you going to make a lot of
trouble for yourself? By telling your
wife, I mean."
"Could you send money somewhere
every month, Caesar, without telling
your wife?"
"No, I guess I couldn't. I sure hope
this doesn't make trouble for you.
though, Mr. Rath. I know Maria
wouldn't want that."
"I've got a good wife," Tom said.
"I don't think there's going to be any
trouble. I've just got to pick the right
time. You may not hear from me for
quite a while, but I'll get in touch
with you, and I'll make some kind of
arrangement for Maria. I'll probably
do it through a bank or a lawyer. It
would be kind of difficult for everv-

body if I had to write her every month,"
he concluded.
"What if your wife won't let you do
anything? ( better not tell Maria until
you're sure."
"No. you better not. We better wait
and see."
That afternoon Tom had a vicious
headache. He threw himself into his
work and missed his regular train
home. While he waited for another
train, he went to the Hotel Commodore bar and drank too many Martinis.
When he finally got home, Betsy looked
at him with astonishment and concern.
"Tommy," she said, "what's the matter
with you? You look terrible."
"I guess I just have a little stomach
upset," he said. "I think I'll go upstairs and lie down."
Without saying more, he walked up
to the big bedroom. A few moments
later Betsy came in and looked at him
worriedly. "Should I call a doctor?"
she asked.
"No," he replied, shaking his head.
"I guess I just drank a little too much. I
was tired, and when I missed my train,
I stopped at the bar in the station."
"You shouldn't." she said. "It's not
adult. Tommy! And when you drink
like this, I feel as though we were in
different worlds—it makes me feel so
lonely."
"I'm sorry," he said. "After the
school election can I talk with you?"
"What about?"
"Never mind now. It's funny you
said you were lonely. We've both been
lonely so long."
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hall and cleared his throat. "The vote
on the school is yes by a margin of almost two to one," he said.
There was a cheer, and a rising hum
of conversation. Tom shouldered his
way through the crowd, headed home.
Just as he reached the sidewalk, Bernstein caught up with him. "Well, we
got the school," he said. "Now about
this zoning problem of yours. I'll be
glad to call a meeting of the board next
week if you want to submit your petition."
"Do you think they'll approve it?"
"I can't tell you that. As a friend
of yours, all I can say is that, in my
opinion, now would be a good time to
submit it."
"Thanks," Tom said. "If you don't
mind, I'll hurry back and tell Betsy."
When he got to the house, Betsy
came to the front door to meet him.
She had brushed her hair until it shone.
She smiled, and he found he didn't
want to keep secrets from her any
more. Now is the time, he thought.
The housing project's not sure yet, but
nothing's ever sure. Now is the time
I'll have faith.
"Did we get the school?" she called
as he came toward her.
"Yes," he said. "I've got something
important I want to talk over with you.
Let's go up to our room."
"Can you wait a minute? I'll put the
kids to bed."
"I'll wait in our room," he said.
"Is it anything serious? You're actting so strange!"
"I'm all right. I don't want to worry
you. It's just something we've got to
talk over."

A

S HE went upstairs Barbara and
. Pete, already in their pajamas, ran
to meet him. He kissed them and went
in to say good night to Janey, who was
already half asleep.
Tom went into the big bedroom and
sat down nervously on the edge of the
bed. He put his hand in his pocket,
took out the letter from Maria, and for
perhaps the hundredth time examined
the photograph. It was about fifteen
minutes before Betsy came in. She
was pale and suddenly seemed to him
to be as fragile as a girl in her teens.
"I don't know if I should talk to
you about this," he said. "I don't
know what else to do. It isn't just the
money—I don't like to do things behind your back."

"Behind my back?"
"It was all such a long time ago,"
he said helplessly. There was an awkward silence which he realized must
be painful to her.
"There was a child," he began.
"During the war. In Rome."
"What child?"
"A child of mine."
She said nothing. He had the strange
feeling that he had not spoken, that the
secret was still his. "I wasn't sure," he
said. "I didn't know where she was.
I didn't know for sure until I got this
letter."
"A letter?"

H

E GAVE her the letter. Her face
was pale but expressionless as she
read it. Then she took the photograph
out of the envelope and stared at it.
"Was this the woman?"
"Yes."
"Did you love her?"
"I can't explain it," he said. "You
can't possibly have any idea what the
war was like."
"We've never talked about it."
"I can't. Do you want me to tell you
horrors? I wouldn't have brought this
up at all if it weren't—"
"What do you want to do?"
"I'm going to support this child,"
he said. "I've thought it over, and I'm
going to send him a hundred dollars
a month. I guess what I want is your
blessing."
"My blessing!" she said, her voice
rising suddenly.
"Betsy, do you want me to apologize
for this child? So much happened during the war. What do you want me to
tell you?"
"All of it," she said. "I want you
to tell me all of it. You can't just come
and tell me you had a child in Italy,
and that's that. If you don't tell me
now, I'll wonder about it the rest of
my life. Where did you meet the girl
in that photograph?"
"In Rome."
"Where in Rome?"
"Damn it," he said. "Don't let's
make this any harder than it has to be."
"I'm not making it harder than it
has to be! Was she just an ordinary
pickup? Were you drunk. Tommy?"
"I wasn't drunk. I was scared. And
so was she. She was eighteen years
old. Her parents had been burned to
death before her eyes. She was broke
and hungry. Now let this thing alone."
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"No," she said. "I want to know."
"I lived with her," he said. "I lived
with her in December of nineteen fortyfour and during part of January of the
next year."
"The turn of the year," she said.
"You know something, Tommy? I almost went crazy worrying about you
those months. You didn't vmte. It
was the first time I'd gone that long
without letters. I didn't hear from you
for three months. I'll never forget that.
I used to jump every time the telephone or doorbell rang, for fear it was
a telegram. I can remember trying to
write you letters during those months.
I can remember trying to be cheerful,
not to let you know I was worried.
What did you do with my letters when
you were living with her? Did the two
of you read them together for laughs?"
"Don't," he said. "Don't torture
yourself."
"1 want an answer."
"I did not love her as much as I
love you."
"You're lying a little, aren't you?
Do you catch yourself wishing for her
when you're with me?"
"Try to be adult about this," he said.
"I'm not the only man to leave a child
behind during the war. Anywhere the
men were sent out to fight, quite a few
ended up becoming fathers. Call it a
practical joke of nature. The human
race goes on, in spite of itself."
"You sound almost righteous when
you talk about it."
"I find it hard to be really ashamed.
When I met Maria I thought I was
never going to see you again. Do you
know what it's like to be scared right
down to the bottom of your guts? Do
you know what it's like to be sure beyond the shadow of doubt that you'll
be killed on the next jump, or the jump
after that? And do you know what it's
like to be half afraid of yourself, to
know in your heart that the last man
5'ou killed was killed v«th pleasure?
I'm not trying to shock you, Betsy, but
you've got to understand that having a
child doesn't seem to me to be so bad.
Ever since the war, it's been as though
1 were trying to figure something out.
I've never been able to get it quite clear
in my mind, but I keep feeling just the
way 1 did when I was about to make a
jump and knew a lot of us were going
to get killed. 1 keep having the feeling
that the Whole world is insane."
"And now you've done your bit to
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straighten things out," Betsy said. "A
few more illegitimate children, and
everything will be fine."
"All right—I don't make sense. I
don't love Maria any more—you don't
have to worry about that. But she was
with me when I didn't have a hope in
the world. She was the only good thing
that happened to me in the whole war,
and we had a child. What do you want
me to do, forget? Maria hasn't got any
legal hold on me. I can just tell her to
go to hell. I can write her now and tell
her I don't believe this child is mine.
One more act of brutality wouldn't
change the world. But I'm not going
to do it. Supporting this child is one
decent thing I can do, even if I never
do anything else, and I hope you'll
help me."
"Go ahead and send him money,"
she said. "I'm not trying to stop you.
You have my blessing."
"I didn't think you'd be bitter."
"I'm not bitter, but things haven't
been very good since you got out of
the service, have they? We haven't
had much of a life together. You and
I seem to have learned a lot of things
since the war—a lot of things I don't
want to know. We've learned to drag
along from day to day without any real
emotion except worry. We've even
learned to stop fighting together,
haven't we? We used to fight a lot
when we were first married, but we
don't really care enough to fight any
more, do we? I haven't even cried for
months. All I know how to do nowadays is be responsible and dutiful and
deliberately cheerful for the sake of
the children. And all you know how to
do is work day and night and worry."

H

E BEGAN pacing nervously up and
down the room. "I know things
haven't been good since the war," he
said. "I think they'll be better."
"Were things good with Maria?" she
asked.
"Maria was part of the war. I can't
explain that to you."
"No, I don't know anything about
war. All I know is the wife's side of
it—four years of sitting around waiting, believing that faithfulness is part
of what you call love."
"Stop it," he said. "We're going to
have a good life together." He put his
arm around her, but suddenly she
twdsted free and fled out of the room
and down the stairs. He followed her.
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She ran out the front door. There was
brilliant moonlight on the tall grass
and on the distant waters of the Sound.
She ran through the dark shadows to
where the car was parked. He caught
her just before she got there, but she
whirled and hit him on the mouth with
her clenched fist. He kissed her and
she bit him hard.
"Did Maria kiss Hke that?" Betsy
asked.

W

ITHOUT saying anything, he
grabbed her. She twisted away,
tearing the shoulder of her dress. He
caught her around the waist, pulled her
down in the tall grass, and lay beside
her with one arm imprisoning her.
"We can still fight, can't we?" she
said, struggling. "Is that the one thing
we've got left?"
He threw himself across her and,
feeling her fingers digging into his
back, kissed her hard.
Suddenly she burst into tears and,
burying her face in his neck, clung to
him like a child. Her whole body was
quaking.
"Ifs all right," he said. "Everything's all right."
There was no answer but her sobs.
Then, after an instant of complete silence, she said, "Now let me go."
He released her and she lay full
length in the grass. "Leave me alone
for a little while, will you?" she said.
"Go in the house and let me be by myself for a while."
"Come in the house with me."
"No, I'm not sure what we should
do. Maybe you should take a few
weeks off and fly over to Italy and
see Maria."
"I don't want to go to Italy. I want
to stay here with you. Let's get someone to take care of the kids for a week.
We could drive up through Vermont
together."
"I don't know. Go in the house—
I'll be in after a while."
"All right." He kissed her gently
and walked slowly through the moonlight toward the shadows of the house.
Just before he went inside, he heard
the car start. He ran toward it, but
before he got there, it careened down
the hill. There was nothing for him
to do but wait.
It was two o'clock in the morning
when the telephone finally rang. He

leaped to answer it. "Hello." he said.
"Is that you, Betsy?"
"Yes," she said in a small voice.
'"The car broke down."
He started to laugh with relief.
"That's a good old car," he said. "It
won't take you away from me."
"I was trying to get home—I was
trying to get home as fast as I could.
[ got everything figured out in my
mind and was on my way home when
the engine made an awful noise and
stopped."
"Where are you calling from?"
"The police station in Westport.
They're holding me for driving without my license and registration."
"Let me talk to the cops," he said.
He explained who he was to a sergeant,
and used Judge Bernstein's name for
influence.
"You're out of hock," Tom said
when Betsy came on the line. "They're
going to call you a cab. Come home.
I can't wait to sec you."
"I'll be there as soon as I can," she
said. "I've been an awful fool. Tommy.
I know that."
He went outside and sat down on
the front doorstep. The moonlight was
still bright on the long grass and on
the water of the Sound. At last a taxi
stopped in front of the house, and
Betsy jumped out. She ran immediately to him.
When the taxi had gone, he turned
to her. "Don't let's go in yet," he said.
"It's too nice a night out."

T

HEY walked over to the stone wall
and sat with their backs against it.
He kissed her. "There are some things
I have to say," she said. "Don't kiss me
again, or I'll never say them. Tonight
while I was driving alone, I realized
for the first time what you went through
in the war, and what different worlds
we've been living in ever since. I'm
sorry I acted like a child."
"i love you."
"You're right about helping your
boy in Italy. Of course we should do
all we can."
"I love you."
"He should have a good education
and everything he needs."
"I love you—I love you more than I
can ever tell."
"I want you to be able to talk to me
about the war. It might help us to

•'Now please, dear . . • try to have a boy!'

JEFF KEATE

imderstand each other. Do you want
to talk about it now?"
"No. It's not that I want to and
can't—it's just that I'd rather think
about the future. About getting a new
car and driving up to Vermont with
you tomorrow."
"That will be fun. It's not an insane world. At least, our part of it
doesn't have to be."
"Of course not," he said. "I guess
I expected peace to be nothing but a
time for sitting in the moonlight with
you like this, and I was surprised to
find that this isn't quite all there is
to it."
"I disappointed you."
"Of course you didn't. I was my
own disappointment. I really don't
know what I was looking for when I
got back from the war, but it seemed
as though all I could see was a lot of
bright young men in gray flannel suits
rushing around New York in a frantic
parade to nowhere. They seemed to
me to be pursuing neither ideals nor
happiness—they were pursuing a routine. For a long while I thought I was
on the side lines watching that parade,
and it was quite a shock to glance
down and see that I too was wearing a
gray flannel suit. Then I met Caesar,
running an elevator. He's the one who
knew about Maria—he went through
most of the war with me. There was
Caesar in his purple uniform, staring
at me, in my gray flannel suit, and reminding me, always reminding me,
that I was betraying almost everyone
I knew."
"I wish I could have helped you."
"You did help me—you and Caesar.
I needed a great deal of assistance in
becoming an honest man. If you hadn't
persuaded me to play it straight with
Ralph Hopkins, I would be thinking
differently now. By a curious coincidence, Ralph and a good deal of the
rest of the world have seemed honest
to me ever since I became honest with
myself. I'm sure things are going to
be better. I've become almost an optimist."
"Do you love me?"
"A little."
"Don't tease me. Do you like the
way 1 look?"
"You're beautiful. You never used
to like to have me tell you that."
"I want to hear it now. Often. Tell
me again that I'm beautiful."
"Every time I look at you, you are
a delight to me. Every night when I
get off the train and see you, I want
to tell you that. I haven't for years, because you told me once that you would
rather have other compliments."
"I guess when I decided to be a
fool," Betsy said, "I had to play it big."
She shuddered.
"You're cold," he said. "I'll take
you in now."
"No. Hold me tight."
"You're trembling. "Why?"
"I don't know. I feel as though
we almost died and have just been
rescued."
"We're not going to worry any more.
No matter what happens, we've got a
lot to be grateful for."
"When I think of all you've been
through, I'm afraid."
"Don't be. Ever since you came
back to me tonight, I've been remembering a line from a poem that used
to sound ironic and bitter. It doesn't
sound that way any more. Tonight for
a little while at least, I feel it's true."
"What is it?"
" 'God's in His heaven,' " he said,
• 'all's right with the world.' "
—SLOAN WILSON
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When you live out
of a suitcase...
take Tampax along
Whether you're an all-Summer traveler,
a week-end wanderer or a two-weeksvacation girl, always tuck Tampax in your
suitcase. It takes up so little space and
does so much for you! Instead of adding
to the nuisance of "those days" with a
belt and 2 pins andi. pad, you wear cool,
comfortable, internal protection that
won't chafe, won't irritate, won't "show."
As a guest and as a woman, you're
much more at ease with Tampax . . . no
disposal problems, you know. Then, too,
you feel daintier, more fastidious, more
your own charming self with Tampax . . .
it positively prevents odor from forming!
When you're meeting new people, making new friends, isn't that important?
Best of all, you can go swimming
while wearing Tampax . . . it never has
a telltale outline under a wet or dry
bathing suit. (You can also wear Tampax
in your tub or shower; it's completely
protective.) Tampax really can help make
it a wonderful Summer for you . . . get
your supply now at any drug or notion
counter. Choice of 3 absorbency-sizes:
Regular, Super, Junior. Economy size
gives average 4-months' supply. Look
for T a m p a x V e n d o r in r e s r r o o m s
throughout the United States. Tampax
Incorporated, Palmer, Mass.

\
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Invented by a doctor—
now used by millions of women

TAMPAX INCORPORATED
Palmer, Mass.
PJease send me in plain wrapper a trial package of
Tampax. I enclose 10^ (stamps or silver) to cover cost
of mailing. Absoibency is checked below,
(

) REGULAR

Name

(

) SUPRR

(

.

AddtessCity

-

-State-

) JUNIOR
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IKE'S "BUNKERED
It's Burning Tree Country Club, where the Washington brass can play golf am

Some well-known members of Burning Tree. L. to r.. President Eisenhower, Justice Stanley Reed, radio-TV commentator Edward
R. Murrow and Rep. Charles Halleck. At far right is a Secret Service man (unidentified, as usual) bearing walkie-talkie radio
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