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King Inspects Bibles—King George VI examines a few of the

h and

thousands of Bibles sent all over the world by the British a

Foreign Bible Socievy.

He was visiting the Society’s head-

quarters in London with the queen.
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THREE CHEERS FOR OUR
SIDE! is the title of an article in
the latest issue of the English
weekly, “Tit Bits,” to come to
hand; and we only wish we had the

“space to reprint the piece in its en-
firety. It certamly seays some
things that badly needed saying, m
these times when almost everybody
seems to delight in putting the
boots to poor old John Bull

> > L]

“We should be grateful to any-
body who gives us a laugh these
d~ys,” writes Wilfrid Webster, “so
three hearty cheers for Professor
A. A. Mavrodin, of Leningrad Uni-
versity. “It wasn’t we who defeat-
ed the Spanish Armada, he has
discovered, but the Russians.”

- % 2

“The English ships were made of
Russian wood,” he has just told the
Woria. ‘They saueu under Nussian
sails and were painted with Russian
tar. Russia made it possible for the
English fleet to defeat the Armada.”

d *

- *
—
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.1 Sure, Irolessori com-
s the writer, that the winning
niral’s name wasn’t Francisky
Drakeovitch?
. . *

From there, Mr. Webster goes
on to deal with some more recent
pieces of stone-throwing. “Not by
sny means 30 amusing has been
the attitude recently displayed to-
ward us by Bem Hogan, non-play-
ing captain of the American pro-
fessional goif team which came
over here in September. In apite
of being sustained by 600 steaks
and other meat which our kindly
gustoms let them import without
_licence, the visiting golfers were
beaten in the Ryder Cup foursomes.

k3 * x

“Then they retained the cup by
wmning all the singles, and all our
sports writers and all our defeated
players padd tribute to the brilliant
play of the Americans.”

* - »

But was Hogan happy? Not he.
On landing back in New York, he
said he did not like British golf.
“British courses,” he added, are
terrible!” And he didn’t icean mest
ones!

» - .

Back frema Britain in the same
“&i-was Fred Perry, pre-war Wim-

uon lawii' tennis champion.

Nobody can play tennis over there
any more,” he was kind enough to
say, “and the cotrrts are in terrible
condition.”

* - *

Eqgually severe were the com-
ments of Evangelist léenee Martz.
(In case you don’t happen to know,
or remember, Miss Martz is nine
years old and is widely billed as
The Wonder-Child Preacher). “No
matter what I ate,” commented

A SxeiTC

Renee, speaking of her experiences
“in Britain, “it did not fill me up.
Their ice cream is terrible. I did
not like their candy. Lhe people

are threadbare and shabby!”

. - «

Not having been born until 1940
—remarks the author—the little
dly be blamed for
not appreciating the main cause of
our austerity. But surely the two
gportsmen should have had some
inkling of what has been going on
in these isles in the last 10 years.
As an American, Hogan may be
Inrgely forgiven for his ignorance,
and so may Perry, for he hae long

evangelist can &

been a United States citizen.
* '3 Bl

The fact is that the average
American has very little apprecia-
tion of the fundamental causes of
Britain’s present plight, nor does
e reaiize the tremendous strain to
which all our resources (including

\

tonnis oouris

wolf courses and

were subjected during the war, two
years of which we endured before
the United States was forced into

the conflict.

* "

Mr. Webster explains that this
lack of appreciation is not due to

indifference, and that the average

American is well disposed toward

the people of Britain.
* - *

“It is largely because the facts

about Britain are either kept from,
or distorted into f{alsehcod. When
the instalments of Winston Church-
il's second war book, “Their Fin-
est Hour,” appeared in the Daily
Telegraph, we were given the com-
parative figures of British -and
American cz3uaities. The rnagazine,
Life, which holds the United States
iagais for i, Churchills memoirs,
cut out those figures. Life’s editor
spared his readers the knowledge
that, in proportion to the two na-
tions’ population, Britain lost twice
& many fighting men as did the
United States.. He also leit out all

mention of the 60,000 British civil- -

ians killed in air raids.”
. * *

But this is all we can quote from
a very ably written article. This is
supposed to be a column about
sports, ard it was the remarks of
those two noted “sportsmen,” Ben
Hogan and Fred Perry, which first
caughi oui eVe,

’ * . *

Still, thinking it over again, per-
haps they just furnish further evi-
dence of the growing tendency of
a whole lot of athletes and sports
figures to take themselves much,
much too seriously,. We dor’t
need to confine ourselves to golf
and tennis to see glaring examples
of this tendency—or to travel south
of the border :o find it, either!

Double Scrubbing

- New Yuins
bk hizie Fadigan kiddics in-the same bath tub,
= 5574 ook icnicely, but Jimmy. age 4 months, seems to say,

~ad
e

3:».32\_v§g!g famnalgn put
Maureen,

;;%Vhat:s going on here?” Mother, Mrs. Dorothy Radigan. serubs
away—using as little waler as possible,

farther afield—the legend of Lady
Catesby of Cam:not. 2 lady
bountiful par e

And now, though she was dead,
the legend would never die

It scemed to Martin Gregory,
wandering son of the village, that
nothing had changed since he had
ieft many years before. Even the
iramp whom he and Biil Daley, vae
factor’s son, had christened dunny
Fim, was sitting there by the }odge
gates in his dirt and his hapgmcss,
cooking a stew ideniicat wits the
horrible comcoctions he had brewed
211 those years ago when Martip
and Bill had been lads together.

But now the estate had passed
to the Naiiona! Trust and the long
line of the Catesbys was finished.

It was with a kind of melancholy
pride that Bill Daley led the first
visitors from the gate-

party of ]
house, up the drive, and in through
the great main doorway.

For a moment, Martin Gregory

atched. Then
Jim, who s
t often Jim

stood and

glanced at S
back. It wa
but t appiness
neceded no words.

from hi
Now he spoke slowly, as it s
voice were an instrument rusty
through lack of use. :
“I’d go, too, if 1 was vou, sir, ne
wheezed. “Nice to 'ear tell 'bout

‘er Ladyship.”

Martin grinned at him.
T will. It's years since I've been in
these parts. ! thought I'd like to
see the leaves before they fell
Sentimental, I suppose.”

He paid his money at the gate-
house, took hLis ticket, and crept
into the great hali as Bill Daley
Some

“All nght,

was warming to his theme.
whim prompted him to keen in the
background of the party where he
wouldn’t be noticed.

“And that, ladies
Rill was saying, “is the portrait of
Lady. Catesby herself, painted a
hort time before she died.”

d gentlemen,”

The party lifted tis eyes from
the fireplace wi its armorial
bearings to the picture above, and

stared in reverent silence at the
painting—of a woman somehow
lacki in humanity. The famous
artist had succeeded in showing no
more than he had been able to dis-
cover—a beautiful, empty shell

“She was a very wonderiul wom-
an,” Bill went on. “The village
will never forget her.” There was
an expression of devotion on his
face.

I'he almost trance-like look was
now reflected in the eyes of his
listeners. They, too, had read of
the legend in their newspapers.
= As Martin listened, the old spell
began to fall
gvery word of it—the houses she
had buil; in the village. the well-
equipped sSchoolhouse, the prize
herds, the famous beech woods, the
model farms.

And yet, it seemed there was
more happiness in the grimy face
of the old tramp—the proverbial
pooer man at the gate—than in that

T+ wee true

of Irzas, Lady Gatssby.

But if there were doubts in Mar-
tin's mind, there were none in
Bill's. He, like Martin, had been
through the war, but it seemed to
have left him untouched, as ¥ in
the core of his being there still-
remained this vision, this faith in a
legeid.

Then he directed his hearers’ gaze
towards the picture which hung be-
side that of Lady Catesby, of Rog-
er, her husband. Here, too, was
perfection. A begutiful love story,
cut short by the death of his lord-
ship. He was drowned on his way
to join an expedition to free some
obscure European country from the
ycoke of another. . £

Bill Daley’s geography was as
unreal as his grasp of iife, but there
was no mistaking his sincerity as
he told a stcry of deathless gal-
lantry.

The audience sighed nostalgical-
Iy. Not even Hollywood had con-
ceived anything like this. And now
it focussed its gazed on the next
por_trair, of young Jeremy Catesby,
their only son. And here. again,
was that lustre of heroismi; for he
had lost his life on a climbing ex-
pedition in Africa.

It was then, as Bill's voice went
on eulogizing, that Martin’s clear
doctor’s brain began to question.
Why had young Jeremy—whom he
had known ae a quiet, gentle lad, a
bookworm at heart—gore off into
8 dark continent that could have
held no attraction for him, and died
in a test of physical endurance for
which he was vtterly unsuited?

And more strangely otifl,
should this father, 2

u‘u‘-d-,hn

nimself in & cause winch could ok

bave touched him in the very least?
Whet was the chink iu the ae-

m?“';'uitw-mb"‘

story seemed to ring false.

As Martin went over the house,
he was again caught l_nd !ldd by
the spell, and his imagination wes
stili dazzled when, at the end of the
and made

tour, hg went up to Bill

himse}f known.

“It’s grana to se
.o -

e AE
mem
place.”

Bill gripped ~his

»
meant so much to me.

“] read about the csxate_being
teken over, and I felt I'd like to

AT ot

see the beecih woods again,” .-m.‘:n
“I've dreamed of 'em in

told him. 3
the most outlandish ‘places.

Bill smiled

her Lady
seem possible she isn’t with us s?ill.
lt‘(l!‘ are so many signs nr ner
goodness everywhere.”

ihe two men walked slowly
down to the ga , where an-
other party of sightsccrs was be-

ginning to collect.

“It seems as if we were still kids
together, you and I and youmg
Jeremy,” Bill continued. “Such a
tragedy he went, toc.” But then, it

was a htting end for a Catesby.”

He lit his pipe and pointed.
“Even old Sunny Jim’s here to wel-
come you! Queer how he turns up
Remember how
he’d always arrive in time to see

Then he'd dis-
He laughed awk-
wardly. “I expect it was only co-
incidence, really. Youd hardly ex-

every autumn.

the leaves turn?

appear again.”

pect a tramp to care.”
“No, hardly,” Martin agreed.

When the last of the visitors had

gone and Martin had supped with

Bill in his quarters at the nianor,
he sauntered down to the gatehouse
before turning in, for a last look at

the house in the evening light.

Sunny Jim was Stilk sitiig (HCES,

and Martin held out a plug of to-
bacco to him.

“Guess you'd rather have a chew
than smoke,” he said, with a grin.

The tramp took the tobacco and
stowed it away in some dingy inner
recess.

He pointed up to the trees.
“Kinder pretty,” he remarked.

Martin nodded. Then, impulsively
he said, “They're lovely, too, in
winter, when they’re bare. You'd
like ’em.
s a bit now her Ladyship’s gone.
Maybe you could find yourself a
corner somewhere arouiid, where
vou'd be snug and dry. There’s a
gamekeeper’s shack in the woods
that hasn’t been used for years, co
Mr. Daley tells me.”

Sunny Jim’s face Lroke into a
delighted grin, showing
teeth. “It’s an idea, sir,” he said.
‘Ui suie @i Ladyship wouldi't
have approved, but now, T guess
T'll give it a try.”

Then
Martin’s mind—suddenly, like a
voice speaking that wasn’t his
own. ‘

He swung open the gates and
with a gesture that was in no way
ironic, he swept off his hat, and
said:

“Welcome home, my Lord!”

For a moment the tramp regard-
ed him without a blink. Then with
dignity, he collected his few ludic-
rous belongings and moved slowly
through the gates.

When he spoke, his voice had
changed. “She was a maniac for
perfection was Irene,” he muttered.
“And in the end, it would have
driven me mad. I suppgse the bey
couldn’t stand it either. She was
never meant for this world. She’s
much better suited where she’s
gone.” Now there was a ghost of
a smile on his weatherbeaten face.
“i tried to keep away, all those
years. But—it was the beech woods
that drew ‘me back. 1 loved ’em,
you kno v—always shall,

He raised his battered hat in
salutation. i

There was moisture in Martin’s
eyes as he watched him go up the
drive towards the gamekeeror's
shack. But why should there >¢?
He had his beloved woods to id
to the precious ireasure of freeiom
and independence. A, .

The last of the Citesbys was
home . ;

e y0u here still,
4 warmlv. “I re-

ber ho;v you loved the oM

outstretched
pand. “Gosh, Martin Gregory, by
all that wonderful! Yes, it was a
bit of luck being kept on here. It's

understandingly.
Then his voice filled with emotion.
“It's a year almost to the day since
dyship died. But it doesn’t

I expect things'll loosen®

broken,

something - flashed into

POULTRY-KEEPERS

nnalggol’;dm bl'nt.dh‘oyclk:l:
this season. Good chicke mean woo<
hens m‘-?hcaymomrmvlbﬂ

brecders are goverament
o‘r:;:t‘cnd. Satisfaction suaranteed. Write
for our 1950 catalogue and prices. Monktor
Poultry Farms, Monkton., Ontario.

DO YOU buy your chicks 1o save meney OF
make money? Think this over. A cent or
two saveé om your chick purchases may mean
the differenco between profit and loss later on.
This year abeve all years it will pay you to
insist on quality chicks. It la the extra two
or three dozen eggs received lﬂ! lhg;"'h:.:l?';
xtra profit. Buy \
that will make that e p. L gp iy o
telling about our K.O.P. sired chicks, brollalj
chicks, turkey poults, laying and ready-to-lay
pullets, breeding cockerels. Free catalogue.
Top Notech Chick Sales, Guelph, Ontario.

EFFICIENCY! that is vhat you require when

the margin of profit gets narrower. To get
160% efficiency you musi have ®ood chicks,
good equipment, good feed ard §00G maidage-
ment and most important of all these la the
Quality of chicks you buy. It is impoesible to
get the maximum of results if you haven't
chicks of good breeding to start wih. The ma-~

from Goverament , pullorum tested
breeders, broiler chicks, turkeys, laying pullets,
breeding cockerels. Send for early delivery
price list. Free ocatalogue. Twoddle Chick
Hatcherjes Limitsd, Fergus, Ontario.

DEALERS wanted to take orders for chicks

for one of Canada’s oldest established
Government Approved Hatcherfes—Rawlelgh,
Watkins and Nursery Salesmen, feed men. im-
plement dealers and farmers make excellent

i
i
:
l
!

needed. Contact Latvian 4
:'s:- 320 Bay St., Room 1304, Torento, Ont

MARRIED COUPLE without young children—
vented for country house near Hamilion
Sejarate house providsd. Woman required to
wok part time. Man must have
wifs ridii: horses. State ages. Box No. 61
12i—18th St., New Toronto, Ont.
MEDICAL g
= 1 e ey gy
RELAD THIS—Every sufferer of Rheu-
matic Paing ~r Neuritis should try

!

Dixon’s Remédy.
M.UNRO'S DRUG STORE,
38f Elgin Ottawa

$1.25 Express Prepai'd_

SUFFERERS from Rheumstic or Arthritie
paine: If you camnot get relief. write: ox
384, Trenscona. Manitoba.

POST'S ECZEMA SALVE
Eanish the torment of dry ecsema rashes
anl! weeping skin :iroublis. Post's Seirme
Salve will not disappoint you.
tehing, scaling, burning eczema. ache. ring-
worm, pimples arl athlete's foot. will respond
realily to this stainless, odorless ointraent,
reserdless of how stubborp. nr hopeless tbet
seen.

PRICE $1.00 PER JAR
Sent Post Free on Recepit of Price
POST'S REMEDIES

889 Que~n St E., Cormer of Locan
Teronte

;R;lTCNlTllS FOR il\' AND WOMEN

dealers. Apply Box 1%, 123 th SirSet,
New Toronto. 2

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES
AN OFFER to every Inventor—List of nvem-
tions and full information sent free. The
Ramsay Co.. Registered Patent Attorneys. 373
Bank Street, Ottawa.

DYEING AND CLEANING
HAVE YOU anything needs dyeing 0y clean-
ing? Write to us for information. We are
§iad tc answer your questions. Depariment
H, Parker’'s Dye Works Limited. 791 Yonge

BE A HAIRDRESSER
JOIN CANADA’S LEADING SCHOCL
Great Oppcrtunity Learn
- Hafrdressing
Heesant dignitied profession, z00d wuges
thousands svccessiuws Marvel gracuaics
America’s greatest system. [llustrated cata-
logue free. “V.iie or Call
MARVEL HAIRDRESSING
SCICCIl
350 Bloor St. W., Toronto
Branches, 44 King St. Hamilton
& 72 R'deaun Street, Ottawa.

Street, Toronto, Ontsiio.

WO BALE.
DID YOU KNOW that Hillhead Farms, York,
Ontario, ha

recorded dams? Inqguiries givin prompt ate
tention.

356 ACRES, Cood black 'aam 190 acres tillad.
Two good houses, bath iin one. Two zood
barns, water bowls in ome. Other bulldings.
Hydro, telephone. On Puce Road, Maidstone
Township. Aprly to owner, Dan MacRae,
R.R. No. 3, isscx. Phone Pleasant Park 7R 4.
RE WAC ~TUsed, ‘nade of 2-inch
square iron, £ wl . 40" dia., with 213"
fron rim, can be adapted to many uses on the
farm. $25 each. Also large stocks of new
lines flre hose, extinguisbers., 1czzles and fire-
fighting equipment. Dept. V., Salvage Dis-
posal Corp. Ltd., 311 Youville Square, Mont-
-al, Que. Est. 1827.
OAK DESK LETTER TRAYSH
for hcme and office use. $1.

Used. 10 'x15"
25 each. Dept.
311 Youville
-+

v .. Wine,
green and srioke crystal. $1 20 per yard.
Cheque or money orderr must accempzrny order.
Sample Swatches on request. Salvag: Disposal
Corp. Ltd., Dept. W., 311 Youville Square,
Montreal, Que. Est. 1927.

SOLID heavy tinnea miiz pail. filled 40 lbs.

golden light amber honey (ro buckwheat),
$5.7F each, 2 pails $11. Cntacio Honey Pro-
ducers- Co-operative, 5 Defries Street. Toronto.

severu: ressonably priced dual |
Purpose Shorthorns, males and females, from |

WEY not emplos spare time pleasanily profits

ly making socks, puss, . for neighbours
trade. Ask for frae coloured pamphlet
special ‘offer on Verdun Home Knitting
ine. Used looms for rugs, Knitters,
osted wool mill ends for knitters. etc., low-
est prices. Triton Caradiun Co.. Box 1674,

| Ple @’Armes. Montreal.

PATENTS

FETHERSTONHAUGH & (lompany Paient
folicitors Bstablished (890 350 Hay Street,
toconto  Booniei of N/orNaliob M raquest

PERSONAL

3 o
WEY grow gray Dair? Write for my Free
folder: Sux 329, Transcona, Manitoba.

SALESMAN WANTED
CAN YOU TOP THIS?
THE reason we have successful salesmen
averaging
100 AND MORE
commissions and Donuses Iis

A woek iu

bezuse:

i~We teach you Eow. Experience Is un-
necessary.

2—Our national and international advertising
n newspapers, magegzines, radic Brohd-
casts helrs you.

3—Rapid advancement to the right person

If rou are over 23 years of age write Box

No. 50, 123-18th Street, New Toronto. Include

yoir name, &ddress and phone numter.

WANTED

FORD Tractors. New and used. - Fordson
Ma or Tractors. 194'" Bus Chsssis—cars—
trucks. M. Chapman, Miilbrook, Ont.

RIFLES: .303 Lee Enfleld military 10 shot bolt
action repeaters. Good condifjor and Tine
for remodelling. $27.50 each. Liraited supxniv.
Will ship C.0.D. Capitol Equiprreat Company,
2098 St. Catherine St. W., Mon real, Que.

54 INCH u:ed €ircular Saw, sclid toeth. &,
C. ADANS, 10 Morro

PICTON, that is the place iton, Ontario!

Folks, we wouid lke to iatroiuce our used
vlothing store to you which c¢a vies the very
best line of used clotking. Als: mew clothing
at a cut-rate price. We are not 1 big concern
but handle all orders personally. We guar-
antee satisfaction or your moy giadly re-
funded. For further informatio:, write today
for price list to: Rodgnr's Ured (lothing Store,
Picton, Ontario.

HOMESPUN YARN—made of Jing Virg'n wool

—extra « warm--long . weariy j;—suitable for
socks—siwash sweaters and otter woollen gar-
ments. 2-3-4-ply, white, gray, 1cyal blue, paddy
green ,scarlet, maroun, yellow, brown, heather,
black, fawn, white and grey twist, $1.98 Ib.,
10 1bs. or over, $1.80 Ib. deli :red. Northland
sweater patterrs 25¢ each. Aimlts; deer, bear,
Indian design, curling. Childs: deer, bear, dos
and squirvel, dancer, Indian design, kaltting
needles 25c pair. Mary Maxim. Box 120 Sifton
Manit:ba.

WEITE Hoillang 'furkey Body feathers wanted.
Particulars on iliustreted folder. K. P, Holl-
ander, 707 Read Eulding. Mountreal, Quebec.

AN ey werwssiee s G
WANTED T8 FURIEASE

CURLING ro~ks wanted at onos. Writa Capitol
Equipment Corapanv, 2098 St. Catherine W.,
Mortreal 25, Quebec.

‘Wire—in northern France thieves
cipped two miles out of a live tele-
pione lire,

| Was Nearly Crazy
With Fiery ltch—

Until I discoveted Lr. D. D. Dennis’ ing-
Iy fast ¥wiici —D. D. D. Prescription. Wor
popular, this pure, eool{:f. lig medication
speeds ¢ end comfort from .ol Niliog
caused by eczema, %lu. rashes, athlete’s
foot and other .tch troubies. izial bottle, 35¢
First applizetion checks even the most intense
itch or money back. Ask druggist for D. D. D.
linary or extra strength).
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H Ilone; end Hanl;

mund Stevers — veteran Moscow

correspondent. -of The Christian
Science Mointor—now writing from
Berlin—describes the sad case of
the Russiam-born won'en who mar-

ied foreigners and were denied the '
right to lcave heir country with |

their husbands.

A current Moscow anecdote con-
e i i
Peiivvich $

ceryy Zv;u
abroad on “kakmandirovka” (offii-
cial business assignment). From
Warsaw his first stop, he wires the
home office “Long live Polan, free
and indcpendent.”  Next, frgm
Prague, he wires “Long Tlive
Czechoslovakia, free and mdepen-
deni!”

FThe cables are repeated in the
same vein as Petrovich journeys to
Romania, Bulgaria, Hungary, and
other satellite countries. Then, aiter
a period of silence, comes a miessage
irom Switzerland that reads: “l.ong
live Petrovich, free and indepen
dent!” That's the last Moscow hcars
of this particular [van, accofing to
the anecdote, 3

To Soviet wives of foreigners, try-

.ing for years to join their husbanés

abroad, to husbands struggling to
free wives and children whom the
Soviets ciaim, this story has tragic
poigiancy beyond all humor To
them the Iron Curtain is no abstract
Churchillian metaphor, but some-
thing very hard and impenetrable.

Let the record tell the story. It
includes the names of some 350
Soviet wives of American citizens
wha have sought permission to leave
the country in the past nine years.
Of these, 15 women married former
members of the American Embassy
staff in Moscow. Ninety-seven of
the others are wives of United
e

Apart from the embassy cases,
the great majority are from former
eastern Poland, the Baltic states,
Ruthenia, or Bessarabia, and were
married before 1939—that is to say,
before these territories were annex-
ed by the Soviets and Soviet citizen-
ship automatically were conferred
on all the inhabitants.

ks » *

As the Soviet Union mever has
admitted the right ol\_‘xpmiation,
the rule is that Soviet citizens are
permitted to go abroad oaly in the
interests of the goverriment. Per-
sonal reasons, however compelling,
cut no ice with the MVD (secret
polize) officials who pass on exit
visa applications. s

’e =3 Y TN -,
Nevertheless, up until a few years

ago one-or two Soviet wives of
American citizens were let out every
year. But since August, 1946, even
this tiny trickle has been cut off.

In another move in this direction,
on Feb. 15, 1947, the Soviet Gov-
ernment issued a decree prohibiting
Soviet citizens from marrying for-
eigners, This grotesque aitempt to
legislate affairs of the heart is not
something the Soviet leaders are
proud of or care to advertise, for the
announcen:ent was buried in the
columns of the Otticial journai oi
the Supreme Soviet, something few
persons cver read.

To my knowledge, the decree
never has been published or re-
ferred to in the Soviet press at large.
When [ mentioned it to Russians
their first reaction was one of utter
incredulity. When correspondents
tried to send the story abroad it was
killed by the censor.

What makes this law especially
brutal is the apparent intent to ap-
ply it retroactively.
" * * *

It works like this, When a wife
who has been waiing years for an
exit visa goes round to the visa
department for a routine inquiry
on the status of her application she
is received by a “sympathetic” offi-

your:c:f.

Another pause, during which the

officia! thumbs through her file.
When he resumes talking, his kind-
ly tonme-has stecied slightly: “Cic-
izensss, it may take a long time to
gat your exit permit—a long time.”
(Outright reusals are not in ac-
cord withi usual Soviet practice.)

Then, in a more persuasive note.

“You are young, attractive. Is it
real’y worth wasting the best years
oi your life for the sake of a for-

ATk~

eigne:” Is he really worth it? What's
wrong with our Soviet fellows?
Look around you!” e

Next, with a wratktul crescendo

rising to thundering c’max: *“I
cannoct understand how you, whe
claim to be a loyal Soviet citizen,
can be prepared to renounce your
birthright, to desert the socialist
motherland that raised and =ducated
you, for an American!”

ii, at this point, the victim sliows

obvious sigas of mental anguish. the
inquisitor suddenly relents: “Here.
here, Citizeness, I did not wish to
hurt your feelings. I simpiy was
trying to help you with sound ad-.
vice—not as an official but zs an
older feliow countryman. Go home
—think\it over.”
-

- L3

At home. the chances are thdt if
the wife happens to live with her

parents, and likely as not in the
same room, she is the target of
constant
choruses:

nagging. Her family

““It’s all very well if you choose
to wreck your own life and queer
Bui you've no right to
ryin our lives. By getting yourself
mixed up with foreign -s, you've
brought us all under o. .rvation—
you'll gét us all into trouble. It's
time to put an end to it. Iorget
abou: that Amenica. You'll nsver
see it anyway.”

Possibly, she and her family wili

also be needled in some way by-the "

~apnaoer

se@isiration for-
malities.

Few persons have the moral stam-
ina to resist such browb€ating in-
definitely. Sooner or later, all but
the most steadiast wives have “voi-
untarily” broken down and filed for
divorce: In such cases, the stringent
Soviet divorce laws suddenly are
reiaxed. A process that usually takes
many moiths is completed in a few
davs. The requirement that both
parties must appear before the court
is summarily waived.

TO CiOWH BCi huiiasioiy  Lhe
wiie also 1s “‘persuaded” to write a
letter to Pravada or Izvestia public-
ly repudiating her husband, de-
nouncing his country in the ap-
proved manner and voicing her
“wish” to remain in the beloved
Soviet homeland.

3 * -

Things have not gone well wiih
the few girls who stubbornly have
clung to their hearts’ desire: There
was the Soviet wife of a certain
American foreign service officer.
Having tried but failed to get a Sov-

Aet exit visa for her and their small

child, he had to leave upcn termina-
tion of his Moscow assignment.

Six months later the house man-
ager—a profession which in Russia
inc'udes the duties of police infor-

Sitting This One Out—

%o try a rocking chair lashed on two sharke for &
: 2 : :

Demonstrating someﬂiiqg new, in '.l:llf‘li
skiing, Bud |.each, mounted on his favorite chair over & pair ol
water skis, goes skimming over die watef. Bud has promised

o iz mext demon-

-~
L 1

Just Plain Pooped—F¢ -~ his alertuess in spotting the human interest qualities in this scene ana

for his skill in following through with the camera, Rudolph Vetter, photographer, was awarded
a §25 pri7z. The attitude of the dozing damsel, 7-month-old Sharon Hart, sbows how completely
tuckered out she was after an exciting all-day tour*of the Fair and Livestock Show.

The Saiile That Convicts

By Louise

Lee Outlaw

Ou and on droned the voice of
the prosecutor. Above him, on th2
bench, thie judge seemed half asleep
eyes Greoping wearily. At an oaken
table, the defense attorney, a small,
stringy man, slouched beside the
defendant. In the jury box, the
jury shifted restlessly and coughed
and shiited again

it was the iast day of the trial
and they were all tired, tired of the
vo'umes of words that had been
poured into the record, tired of the
mountains oi evidence that weigied
on their minds, and yet receded
whenever they tried to pluck from
the mountain one clear fact.

QOalv ~ Turorr Number Five, a
woman, looked attentive. She sat
upright. shoulders independent of
the siraight-backed chaw. ¥rom a
distance of twenty feet she looked
young. Irom a distance of ten feet
she looked almost young. She Was
dressed in the relentless, gloomy

- perfection of the nrosperous. busi-

ness woman. Periodically her eves
shifted from the prosecutor and
gazed avidly at the defendant.

Juror Number Five was Mrs.
Edith Bolton. She was a Madison
Avenue interior decorator. The de-
fense atiorney knew those things
about her, and felt he knew many
more. - As the prosecutor rumbled
on, the defense attorney turned ‘o
the defendant and whispered, “Re-
member what I told you—kgep
smiling at Number Five.”

The defendant’s hroad shoulders
moved irritably.

“Okay.” The deiense atiornev
drew in a2 hoarse breath. “But re-
member—it isn't enougli that we
krnow vou'ré innocent. She’s got
to know it, too. I told you, the
jury’s going to listen to her. You'd

. better smiie, boy.”

The defendant, charged with
first-degree murder, glanced at
Juror Number Five. Painfully, he
lifted his lips.

Edx  Rolton caught the smile
and was\ thoroughly conscious of
what had prompted it.

A bribe, she thought. Oh. hke's a
shrewd one.

mer—came to the flat she shared
with her parents and announced she
ne lenger could be registered there
and must move out immediately.
When she pleaded that she had no-
where to go, the house manager
sneered: - “Ga to the Americans.
they’ll look after you.”

She was given lodging and a job
as hounsekeeper at an embassy billet.
One dav a week later she failed to
return from a trip to the market,
and has not beer heard from since.

- The customary diglomatic represen-

tations to ihe Foreign Ministry have
produced the customary silence.
Wives of Americans and Britons
are by nc means the only victims
of ihe no-exit-visa policy. The case
of the son of the former Chilean am-
bassador in Moscow was brought
before the United Nations. Another
e involved the Russlan wife of

- Greek ambassador. In meither |

Mmatance did ambassadorial rank
carry we with tl . visa depart-
ment.

~ She turned quickly back to the
garrulous prosecutor, tried to listen
to him, tried to wriggle away from
the memory of the smile. Rut the
smile persisted, hung before her in
the air—the full, firm lips, curling
a little at the edges, curling sweetly
itke a girt's . ..

Cheater’s lips, Lar’s lips. Timmy's’
lips.

But. she mustn’t let herself flv
ofi; she must be fair. She-had ai-
wavs been fair. It wasn’t the de-
fendant’s fault that he looked like
Jimmy. It had nothing to do with
the case. She wouid base her deci-
sion on factuai evidence, , comb
through the maze of circimstances.
pluck oat the telling fact ...

She feli her eyes easing ‘back
to the deiendant at the oaken table.
twelve feet from where she sat.
©ncé more she saw the thick eye-
lashes, the high, unlined forehead,
the disarming. wavy hair. Smooth-
faced, pretiy-faced, full of smiles.
The' kind,” who ‘smiled._irom ' the
cradle up, smiled and got what he
wa(\tcd. smiled and plundered . . .

<dith Bolton jerked her shoul-
ders. smapped off the thought. It
was her business to listen to the
prosecutor—to fisten hard. with
judicial ears. 5

“And the State has shown,” the
prosecutor said, “that the defend-
ant fobbed and caused the death

~of a man who had beiriended him

-~a man who, oit of the goodness
of his heart, had gi¥en him a de-
cent job. startzd him om a car-
8o b o s

Yes, that was the way it worked.
You took the smiling charmer in,
you gave him everything i ex-
change for nothing. You bought his
clothes, you fed him. ycu put his
name ou your shop window:
“James and Edith Bolton, Decora-
tors. New York and Miami” You
made up papers—“James and Edith
Bolton, Associates”—and in a
breath's time you signed away half
the business you'd sweated to build.
Each week vou wfote a check for
him, his share of the profits, the
share for which he never worked.
“What do I know about this fancy-
pants business?” Smiling, smiling,
pocketing the check

But that was Jimwy. That had
nothing to do with the defendant.
She'd have to clear her mind, keep
it clean ard open review the facts
one by one . ..

Fact Number One: The defend-
ant had been in the Army for three
vears; he was a Veteran of North
Africa and Anio. Easy :o0 imagme
him in uniform, ribbons on his
chest, overseas cap cocky over his
forehead, over the dipping black
hair . . . Jinmy had had ribbons,
00, and & jauut: set to his cap.
and he had smiled at her over the
heads of the pretty voung host-
esses at the Canteen. And. later
that night, they had talked and
talked: and she had been famt with
delight when he toiched her .

But the dcfendant. She had to
think of the defendant. Fact Num-
ter Two: The defendant had heen
honorably discharged from the
Army. He had gotten a job with &
clothing manufactirer, at forty-five

- *
dollars a week. Forty-five dollars
waen’t much to live on . . .

Jimmy had spant almost as m
on a single shirt. “Forty dollars

for one shirt'” She had stared at
him, waiting for the exphnatx.cn
that didn’t come. Just the smile,

the hand on her shoulder, weaken-
ing her. “Wihat's minc is yours,
baby,” he had said, “and vice versa
right? For better or for worse . ..”

Fact Number Three: The defend-
ant had a wife and child. Forty-
five dolflars a week wasn't much
for a wife and child. A coa{ for bis
wife, the defendant had said, =
woollen coat to keep her warm.
But h's employer had caught him
in the stockroom, the stolen coat
over his arm. They struggled, the
prosecutor said. The employer's
gun went off. Two hours later, the
employer died at Rellevne Hospital.

Rut the defenss had a differen
story. There had been no struggle,
the defense ¢laimed. The defendant
bad started to run from the stock-
room. The employer pursued him,
gun in hand. At the bottom  of

i the  stairs, the defendant turned,

said, “Okay—I give up,” but it was

.too, late . then. The ‘emiployer had

tripped—come tumbling down the
staivs; 2nd bis gun went off.
Whe could prove the defendant

hadn’t wrestled with the man? Who

tould prove the defendant had in-
tended to give himself up? There
were no witnesses.

And the story about the coat—
a coat for his wife. That wzz a
shrewd excuse, designed to make
the jurors’ heart swell with pity.
The -innocent, uplifted face, the
dangling forelock. ~“lI  wanted a
warm winter coat for my wife . . .

They knew how to find excuses,
the smilers. With, Jimmy it hed
been his mother. When the check-
ing accouni was overdrawn, it had
been for his mother. When he got
2 bank loan he cou'd rnever pay
back, it had been for his mother.
His mother—who was shm-waisted
and blonde and twenty-two. What
did he give her aow? Whom was
he robbing now for his mother?

“The deiendant has a clean rec-
ord,” the defense had said. Excel-
lent character, the Army records
had claimed. A fine boy, the char-
acter witnesses had added. Devoted
to his wife, the defendan¥s neigh-
bors had agreed.

But what did neighbors know?
“You and Jimmy make such a
sweet ecouple,” her friends had said
so nften—her older iriends, that is.
They were the ones he dida’t smile
ai. the ones who couidn’t possibiy
know the nights she spent listening

to his ugiy flippancies . . . and
worse, the nights she spent
aloné . . .

But she had io listen io the pio-
secutor. The prosecutor’s voice was
high, indignant, as if he knew she
was slipping away from him, Edith

Bolton straightensd, dutifully fast- *

ened her eves on s flushed ve-

" hement face
“We have only the déiendant’s

word,” the prosecutor said. “We
have only the defendant’s word—
the word of an admitted thief—
against ne very trangible evidence
of death. How much can you trust
the ‘word of a man who would
steal from an employer who had
been kind to him. exceedingly gen-
erous to him?”

Edith Bolton glanced past the

poor, 1
all Jooked at Tummy.

But ske had te stop straying,
Edith Boh-n told herself sternly.
Shc musin’t think of Jimmy '_.
the back of the shop, the stock
girl in his arms. She awusn’t think
of anything now but this Ttrial
There was a decision to taake—
thére was ne time left for debat-
ing or wondering. Iz five or tem
minutes the nrosecutor wounld end
his summation. The jurors would
retire. They would listen to her,
because she was the strongest. She

waan't tired at all. Thev comolained =

of the heat; she didn"t even feel
s

Determindedly, she leaned for-
ward, surveyed the courtroom. She

glanced at the judge, at the droop- Wb'

ing tipstaff in the corner. Her vyes
travelled to the defendant, and then
to the table with its pile of State’s
evidence, Once again, she checked
oit each article, weighed its st

nificance. The tagged, greasy gus <,

. . . the fingerprint charts whick
proved nothing . . . the coat. The
coat for his - wiie. -
It was a stuidy, coasse-gianed
wool, She knew fabrics, could ap-
praise their value to the dollar.
Thirty-five dollars, retail, Com-
pletely styieless. a revolting color.
Shs had almwave hated Hrasasianas
veds- 5500y«
She- stared at the coat ior a
monsent, and then, with a sweep-
ing, victorious feeling she couldn’t
explain, she looked at the defend-
ant’s wife. The woman had long,
frizzed hair—orange red. =

But he wouldn’t do that! Her
mind closed in oa the thought,
clamped around it. He wouldut
give z redhead a red coat! Not
the defendant—he’'d know beiter
thar that. Even if he were stealing,
even if he were pressed for time,
he wouldn’t pick a red coar for a
redhead. He'd konow better—hix
kind always did There might be
some men who woulds’t know—
but not the: defendant. He'd know.
He'd know, her mind inst 3

~gould-tell 57 looking at his face,
at the fiekle, thick-lashed eyes, the
quick, jaunty smile. He'd be just
the kind who would know about
women's clothes, the way he knew
about women. She was sure of it.
He'd be the kind who would be
proud of his taste, arrogant about
#t. Like Jimmy,

A coat for my wite. Ol he had
been shrewd, tie defendant. Hs
had almost convinced her. But the
coat hadn’t been for his wife at

all: The fre ot

e e
< Tea Tval

been for some
someone nger, slimmer-waisted,
someone blonde . . .

[iar, Liar from beginning te
end.

Having made up. her mind, Edith
Bolton dida’t bother to listen to
the final words of the prosecutor.
She sat back in her chair, feeling
light and easy. And not -at all bitter,
she told herseii—mot at all like a
woman who had received her final
divorce decrce i the morning mail, -

Weapon Wedding -~ n
Herrick, 19, a bride ef one day,
charged that her husband,
Francis E. Byers, 29, of Des
Moines, la., forced her to mafiy
him at gun point. Bvers said
she elobed with him to Teka-

mali, Nebr.. willinely

.~ _

)

WHILE THE LEAD-
NG AN PLAYS

THE HAND ORGAN
NOW TURW THE

Yo't DANCE ) | [ EENTLEMEN - OUR DANCE DRECTOR 15 AN
EXPERT... STHP INTO THE AUDITORIVM
bA\\m\r«mv HIM IN ACTION *

other woman="- "




