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Hell Build Tomorrows Roads 

Thomas H. MacDonald 
will put you back on 
wheels after the war 

THOUSANDS of people who can't get new 
cars or new tires — who can't even get 

enough gas — are looking forward to one 
thing when the war is over. They're going to 
climb into a new car, tell the gas-station man 
to "fill 'er up," and head for the open road. 

And after years of poking along at 35 miles 
an hour, or less, they're dreaming of super­
highways where they can really' 'open her up." 

At least one man is doing everything in his 
power to make that dream come true. He has 
2,000,000 postwar jobs up his sleeve. His 

I name is Thomas H. MacDonald, and he is the 
Commissioner of Public Roads. 

MacDonald has done more than any indi­
vidual to remedy the motoring headaches of 
yesterday — and is as busy as a beaver on the 
motoring headaches of tomorrow. For there 
are going to be plenty of new headaches as 
our automobile population creeps up from 
today's 30,000,000 to the 40,000,000 or 
50,000,000 cars that will roll in peacetime. 

BY PAUL W. KEARNEY 

For twenty-five years, under two Demo­
cratic and three Republican presidents, 
Thomas H. MacDonald has administered the 
increasingly complex Federal highway pro­
gram involving the outlay of $7,000,000,000 m 
Federal funds, matched by an equal invest­
ment by the States. Yet in the first three 
postwar years he will disburse at least half 
that sum in a valiant effort to catch up with 
our highway needs. 

Coxswain for Alcan Craw 

MACDONALD is the man, incidentally, who 
inaugurated a Good Neighbor Policy — in 
the form of the Pan-American Highway 
back in 1925, long before that phrase had 
been coined. He is the man who started 
working on highways for this war back in 
1921. And he was the coxswain who "stroked" 
the crew of some 8,000 Army engineers, pri­
vate contractors and Public Roads men who 
built the renowned Alaskan Highway through 
the northern wilderness. 

Meanwhile, plans for postwar operations 
have been under consideration for more than 
a year. And while Congress, at this writing, 
is discussing allotment ratios and other de­
tails, about $70,000,000 is already being spent 

(half Federal funds, half state) for the actual 
drawing up of plans — and a dollar's worth 
of road plans generally spells $25 worth of 
actual construction. 

Much of this, naturally, will be rehabilita­
tion work. But a huge share will consist of 
new roads, re-routing old ones, the building 
of modern express highways through or 
around congested cities, and the relief of the 
traffic mess in metropolitan areas. Complete 
recommendations as to what ought to be done 
were presented to Congress in January. 

As the recommendations now stand, two 
thirds of the money will be spent in metro­
politan areas; one third in rural areas. And 
cities all over the country are already bub­
bling with pfans for traffic improvement 
which will soon be submitted for Chief 
MacDonald's okay. 

Baltimore, for example, is still debating 
whether to cut a block-wide strip right 
through the city from east to west as the site 
for a multi-lane, depressed highway for New 
York-Washington traffic — or to erect a huge 
bridge across the harbor to serve this pur­
pose. St. Louis is very much immersed in 
plans for three extensive arterial routes from 
the heart of the city to the west, northwest, 

comprehensive system of limit.1 ' s hij;h-
\v;|v< T\trli;i(inj; from ilic F.(.op ; L I T J . And 
Detroit, sullering from as bad a traffic head­
ache as any city in the country, has completed 
and approved a very ambitious plan for 168 
miles of express highways, plus the immediate 
construction of 16 multiple-deck garages (con­
nected with the expressway system) to pro­
vide much-needed parking facilities in the 
congested business district. 

All these projects seeking the aid of Federal 
funds have to clear through the Public Roads 
Administration before appropriations are 
made. Hence it is not irrelevant to wonder 
what kind of man wields such enormous power. 

Wilton's Road Chief 

BORN 63 years ago of Scotch ancestry in 
Leadville, Colorado, Thomas MacDonald 
first attended Iowa State Teachers' College, 
took a Civil Engineering degree at Iowa State 
in 1904. Upon graduation he was appointed 
assistant professor of Civil Engineering and 
put in charge of road investigation work. Two 
years later he became an engineer on the first 
highway commission in Iowa; in 1919 Presi­
dent Wilson appointed him chief of the then 
U. S. Bureau of Public Roads. That bureau 
has now become the Public Roads Adminis­
tration of the FWA. 

This background of a quarter-century in 
the same job can be very misleading if you 
don't know something of the job and the man. 
Lots of prosaic pluggers hold government 
posts that long, just slogging along in hum­
drum anonymity, agreeing with everybody, 
offending nobody, adroitly avoiding conten­
tious issues. But nothing could be further 
from the true picture of Chief MacDonald, 

Firstly, public roads have been political 
footballs in nearly every community since 
Caecus built the Appian Way. Secondly, roads 
are strictly an issue in which the ancient and 
thorny doctrine of State's Rights prevails. 
Until recent years it was common for a fairly 
good surfaced highway to stop abruptly at a 
state line, dropping a foot into a quagmire at 
the other side of the boundary. Nobody, not 
even the Federal government, had authority 
to force the delinquent state to match its 
neighbor's progress. 

Naturally, differences still exist. But as a 
prewar tourist I have driven across the con­
tinent four times and through every state in 
the Union at least once, and I venture to say 
that we didn't drive on dirt.roads for 300 
miles out of the whole 35,000! 

Crammed a Century Into 28 Tears 

WHEN you stop to think that the lion's 
share of the credit for this century of improve­
ment compressed into 25 years belongs to this 
"roads scholar" from Iowa — when you real­
ize that in its consummation he has had a 
hand in the outlay of over $14,000,000,000 
without a whisper of scandal — that he has 
persevered in achieving an amazing degree of 
coherence in the road programs of 48 different 
states with constantly changing administra­
tions and ideas — you begin to get a faint 
glimmer of the prowess of Thomas Harris 
MacDonald. 

Short of stature, baldish, extremely retiring 
and modest in manner, he shies at publicity 
just as his Iowa horses used to at the sound 
of a gasoline buggy. Few associates can re­
member his losing his temper; neither can 
tjiey recall when he's taken a vacation — un­
less it was that time the bridges ahead and 
behind were washed out on the Alcan High­
way and he "had to stay in one place for a 
week — one place, incidentally, he loves best: 

Continued on page 13 
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cmtiHutiffrom peg* tight 

*3o£ ok $03^! "He cam. 

-Hot oa cofi£ ! 

WAITED FOOD D B | , G K 

OUT WITH A CONSTRUCTION GANG ON A 
PIONEER ROAD IN THE WILDERNESS! 

TRAPPED INTO AN INTERVIEW, HE 
TALKED ENTHUSIASTICALLY FOR AN HOUR 
AND 2 0 MINUTES ON THE SOCIAL SIG­
NIFICANCE OF HIGHWAYS. BUT WHEN­
EVER THE CONVERSATION WAS STEERED 
AROUND TO HIM PERSONALLY, HE WOULD 
CLAM UP LIKE A HOSTILE WITNESS EX­
CEPT WHERE HIS TWIN HOBBIES, PHO­
TOGRAPHY AND OUTDOOR COOKING, 
CAME UP. ONLY FROM A HELPFUL ASSO­
CIATE DID I ICARN THAT HIS ACHIEVE­
MENTS HAVE WON HIM AN HONORARY 
DOCTOR OF ENGINEERING DEGREE FROM 
IOWA STATE; THE MARSTON MEDAL 
FOR ENGINEERING IN 1939; A CITATION 
FROM THE CZECHOSLOVAK IAN GOV­
ERNMENT; AN INVESTITURE AS KNIGHT 
OF THE ORDER OF ST. OLAV BY THE 
KING OF NORWAY; THE CROSS OF THE 
LEGION OF HONOR FROM THE GOVERN­
MENT OF FRANCE. 

TODAY WE HAVE OVER 3 ,000 ,000 
MILES OF ROADS IN THE UNITED STATES 
— VIRTUALLY AS MUCH AS ALL OF 
EUROPE WITH FIVE TIMES OUR POPULA­
TION. AND UNDER MACDONALD'S TIRE­
LESS STIMULUS, 4 8 DIFFERENT SPIDERS 
HAVE MANAGED TO SPIN A SINGLE 
SPIDER WEB OF HIGHWAYS WHICH 
MAKE A FAIRLY ADEQUATE NATIONAL SYS­
TEM THAT IS THE ENVY OF THE WORLD. 

H E KNOWS THE W E A K SPOTS 

B U T CHIEF MACDONALD WELL KNOWS 
EVERY SINGLE SPOT WHERE THAT SYS­
TEM IS WEAK; WHERE IT MOST NEEDS 
IMPROVEMENTLIRST. AND THAT KNOWL­
EDGE IS CLEARLY SET DOWN IN HIS 
EXHAUSTIVE REPORT ENTITLED "INTER­
REGIONAL HIGHWAYS," WHICH NOW 
FORMS THE BASIS OF HOUSE BILL 2426, 
PROPOSING $ 3 , 0 0 0 , 0 0 0 , 0 0 0 IN FED­
ERAL AID (TO BE MATCHED BY STATE 
FUNDS) FOR THE POSTWAR RENAIS­
SANCE OF OUR ROADS. INSTEAD OF TOY­
ING WITH THE GLAMOROUS PROJECT OF 
EXPRESS HIGHWAYS FROM COAST TO 
COAST, THIS PROGRAM OUTLINES 34 ,000 
MILES OF EXISTING THOROUGHFARES 
WHICH, IF BROUGHT UP TO DATE, WILL 
ACCOMPLISH the greatest good for the maximum number <>f ppoplc with the mimmttni . m i l i v of '/nllars. 

ANOTHER EXAMPLE OF MACDON­
ALD'S FORESIGHT: IN THE PAST TWO 

YEARS SOME 2 3 "FLIGHT STRIPS" HAVE 
BEEN CONSTRUCTED BY HIGHWAY DE­
PARTMENTS ADJACENT TO IMPORTANT 
ROADS; SURVEYS ARE UNDER WAY FOR 
THE IMMEDIATE COMPLETION OF ABOUT 
5 0 MORE. TAKING THE PLACE OF EMER­
GENCY LANDING FIELDS, THESE STRIPS 
COME INTO THE HIGHWAY BUILDER'S 
DOMAIN BECAUSE ALL MAJOR AIR ROUTES 
OF THE COUNTRY VIRTUALLY DUPLI­
CATE THE ROUTES OF OUR MAJOR ROADS. 

WAGON WHEELS TO WINGS 

Vrciiit.Y, THE CHIEF'S PROBLEMS 
HAVE EXTENDED OVER A VAST RANGE 
FROM WAGON WHEELS TO WINGS. BUT 
THE ONE WHICH CHALLENGES HIS VISION 
MOST RIGHT NOW - - THE ONE HE'LL 
TALK ABOUT FOR AN HOUR WHILE HIS 
SECRETARY FRETS --- IS THE ROLE OF THE 
MODERN HIGHWAY (OR EXPRESS STREET, 
IF YOU WILL) IN THE ELIMINATION OF 
CITY SLUMS — AND THE PREVENTION 
OF MORE SLUMS ALREADY IA THEIR IN-
CIPIENCY IN METROPOLITAN AREAS. 

"LONG BEFORE THE WAR," SAYS 
MACDONALD, "AMERICAN CITIES WERE 
PLAGUED BY TRAFFIC CONGESTION, SEC­
TIONAL DECADENCE OF PROPERTY VAL­
UES, MENACING TAX DELINQUENCY, 
GROWING DEFICITS BETWEEN COSTS OF 
CITY GOVERNMENT AND REVENUES, 
HIGH TAX RATES AND A LOSS OF CONFI­
DENCE OF INVESTMENT CAPITAL IN DE­
SIRABLE HOUSING VENTURES. 

"IF THE CITIES WISH IT, OUR INTER­
REGIONAL SYSTEM WILL AFFORD THEM 
AN UNPARALLELED OPPORTUNITY FOR 
REBUILDING ALONG FUNCTIONAL LINES, 
FOLLOWING RATIONAL MASTER PLANS, SO 
THAT VALUES IN DECADENT AREAS WILL 
BE PROGRESSIVELY RESTORED AND THOSE 
IN THE CENTRAL BUSINESS DISTRICT PRE­
SERVED BY THE CONVERSION OF ALL 
URBAN LAND TO ITS BEST USE." 

THIS IS A FAR CRY FROM THE MUD OF 
IOWA IN 1906 — BUT IT GIVES YOU 
A GOOD IDEA OF THE MENTAL MACHIN­
ERY OF ONE BUREAUCRAT WHOM CON­
GRESSMEN ADMIRE. " I GUESS YOU 
COULD SAY I HAVE A ONE-TRACK MIND," 
HE OBSERVED DEPRECATINGLY. 

WELL, THOMAS H. MACDONALD 
MAY HAVE A ONE-TRACK MIND. HUT 
H'- -N RN FNIRITIE^RIMF ~I-IND-i. A . . 
IT CERTAINLY LOOKS LIKE AN EIGHT-LANE 
SUPERHIGHWAY! The End 

' V I T A M I N S BI, AND D 

• MAHKIS ft E W I N C 

ALASKAN HIGHWAY WAS A MACDONALD JOB 
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ft* It's such a pleasant cleanser to work with!" 
You couldn't ask for a nicer cleanser than Bon 
Ami . It's so while and clean- -so gentle on your 
hands. It's even odorless! But what woman 
would use a cleanser -however pleasant—if it 
weren't effective, too! That's where Bon Ami 
shines. Though it's free from scratchy grit, it 
makes dirl and grease disappear in a jiffy . . . 
polishes as it cleans. Try it- -and see! 

Bon Ami 
'HASN'T SCRATCHED Y E T ! ' 

* t t ABIJ1 SOPITI^A S I P 

W O R T H L O O K I N G FOR 

ESCOFFIER SAUCES MAY BE HARD TA 

FIND THESE DAYS SINCE THESE FINE 

SAUCES CAN NO LONGER BE IMPORTED 

FROM ENGLAND. HOWEVER, A FEW OF 

THE BETTER STORES, HOTELS AND RES­

TAURANTS STILL HAVE A SMALL SUPPLY. 

501E AGENTS: 
Julius WILE Son* & Co. , Inc. 
2 Pork Avenue, NEW York 

Devil's Food 
CAKE MtX 

LAST CALL FOR CAMPS . . . 
CONSULT THE CAMP DIRECTORY, PAGE 
28 . . . OR WRITE, PHONE OR VISIT 
THE CAMP B U R E A U , N , V . HERALD 
TRIBUNE, 2 3 0 W . 41ST ST., N . Y . C . 
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BY LOKAINE FIELDING 
Illustrated by William Rose 

WAITING FOR HER HUSBAND, 
JOAN WAS VERY HAPPY, BUT 
WORRIED. THEN SHE HEARD 
HIM IN THE PHONE BOOTH . . 

THE MAY SKY WAS SOFT WITH DUSK. STREET­
LIGHTS NICKERED LIKE TALL MATCHSTICKS DOWN 

the LONG CHASM OF STREET. SPRING AND VIOLETS 
in THE AIR — AND GAS AND MUTED NOISE. JOAN 
Ordway, SWINGING AROUND THE CORNER OF 52ND, 
thought: SUCH AN EVENING COULD HAPPEN ONLY 
to New .YORK. 

- •Glancing at the SMALL WATCH ON HER WRIST, 
: She ravoluritarily QUICKENED HER STEP But IT 
wasn't really necessary. Jim HAD SAID AN-

TOINE'S AT 7:00; AND ANTOINE'S STRIPED CANOPY 
WAS ALREADY VISIBLE IN THE CENTER OF THE BLOCK. 
FIFTEEN MINUTES LEEWAY. BUT SHE WAS GLAD, 
FOR IT WOULD GIVE HER THOSE FEW EXTRA MOMENTS 
IN WHICH TO ANTICIPATE THE EVENING AHEAD. 

CROSSING EAST, SHE DEXTROUSLY MANEUVERED 
HER STEPS BY A FLORIST'S WINDOW FOR A FINAL 
ONCE-OVER IN THE REFLECTION OF THE GLASS. THE 
RESULT WAS SATISFYING. TALL AND SLIM AND SLEEK, 
JIM HAD ALWAYS CALLED HER; WELL, SHE WAS STILL 
THAT. 

FOR ALL OF HER THIRTYISH YEARS, SHE WAS 
A STRIKING WOMAN. THE BLACK SHEER CLUNG TO 
HER FIGURE WITH JUST THE RIGHT TOUCH OF ALLURE; 
THE CLUSTER OF ROSES ON HER TINY HAT CAUGHT UP 
THE GLOW OF THE LIGHT, AND HER FACE IN THE 
SWATHE OF BLACK VEILING LOOKED FRAGILE AND 

HUSBAND HOME NF T*-R SIX. MONTHS APART AND 
STILL BE HIS WOMAN OF MYSTERY. 

WITH A QUICK LITTLE INTAKE OF BREATH SHE 
CONSCIOUSLY SLOWED HER PACE AS SHE APPROACHED 
ANTOINE'S. THE DOORMAN SMILED AS HE AD­
MITTED HER, AND THOUGH IT WAS OBVIOUS THAT 
SHE RECALLED BUT VAGUE RECOGNITION, IT GAVE HER 
THE LIFT SHE NEEDED. A YEAR AGO SHE WOULDN'T 
HAVE CARED; TONIGHT IT MEANT COMMENDATION 
— AN ASSURANCE THAT SHE WAS ALL JIM WOULD 
EXPECT OF HIS WIFE. 

THE SWEET, UNSUNNED AIR OF THE RESTAURANT 
DREW HER IN, AND SHE PAUSED IN THE SMALL FOYER 
AND LOOKED AROUND. ANTOINE'S. ITS SOFTLY-
LIGHTED INTIMACY GAVE HER A TUGGING FEELING 
OF NOSTALGIA. THE TALL LEATHER STOOLS AT THE 
BAR WERE GOLD LEATHER NOW; THE INNER ROOM 
HAD BEEN REDONE — BUT IT WAS STILL ANTOINE'S, 
WITH THEIR TABLE IN THE CORNER. "OUR SPECIAL 
ANNIVERSARY TABLE," JIM HAD ALWAYS SAID. 
"THE ONLY ONE WHERE I CAN HOLD YOUR 
HAND... " HER HEART CONTRACTED SUDDENLY. 
COULD IT HAVE BEEN A WHOLE YEAR SINCE THAT 
LAST TIME? THERE HAD BEEN GARDENIAS ON THE 
TABLE THEN — JIM'S — THERE WERE GARDENIAS 
NOW! QUICK HOT TEARS STUNG THE BACK OF HER 
EYES. (OH JIM, YOU SWEET, SENTIMENTAL DAR­
LING. . . ) 

TURNING, SHE COMPARED HER WATCH TO THE 
SMALL CLOCK OVER THE DOOR AND, CROSSING TO A 
NARROW RUNNER OF BENCH, SAT DOWN. HER EYES 
SKIPPED OVER THE WAITING GROUPS. THE CROWD 
HAD CHANGED. LESS FESTIVE. THERE WAS A SCAT­
TERING OF SERVICEMEN NOW, AND A GIRL IN A TRIM 
BLUE UNIFORM DRANK A MARTINI AT THE BAR AND 
SMILED UP AT A LANK LIEUTENANT. SHE WAS PRETTY 
AND YOUNG, AND THERE WAS AN EASY CASUALNESS 
ABOUT HER... UNCONSCIOUSLY JOAN SMOOTHED 
HER SKIRT. SHE WONDERED IF SHE WERE OVER­
DRESSED. SHE HADN'T DONE THIS SORT OF THING FOR 
SO LONG THAT SHE DIDN'T KNOW; SHE FELT DREAD­
FULLY OUT OF THE SWING. 

LIGHTING A CIGARETTE UNSTEADILY, SHE OPENED 
HER PURSE. JIM'S TELEGRAM LAY NEATLY FOLDED 
INSIDE. 

SHE KNEW EVERY WORD OF- IT BY HEART: 
"ANTOINE'S AT 7:00," IT SAID; "DARLING, TO­
NIGHT IT IS . :\ " TEVEN AT THW MOMENT HE WAS 
STRIDING UP THE RAMP OF GRAND CENTRAL STA­
TION. . . JIM IN UNIFORM — JIM TO BE WITH HER 
AGAIN IN JUST A FEW MINUTES... 

THE WOMAN BESIDE HER GOT UP AND MOVED 
ACROSS THE FOYER. SHE WORE A SUIT OF HYACINTH 
BLUE AND A GREAT CART WHEEL OF BLACK FELT. 
THERE WAS A CHIC SIMPLICITY ABOUT HER THAT 
GAVE JOAN AN ODD FEELING OF INFERIORITY. THE 
WOMAN PAUSED MOMENTARILY IN THE DOOR, 
AWAITING HER ESCORT, HER EYES GOING TO JOAN'S 
HAT, LINGERING IN CRITICAL STUDY. 

JOAN RAISED HER HAND, READJUSTING IT IN 
VAGUE DISCOMFORT. "WELL OVER ONE EYE," THE 
LITTLE MILLINER HAD SAID, AND NOW JOAN WON­
DERED. GLANCING UP, SHE CAUGHT HER REFLECTION 
IN THE MIRRORED WALL. IT WAS ALL WRONG... 
THE HAT RODE TOO HIGH ON HER HEAD, AND SOME­
HOW, WITH ALL THE ROSES AND FROU-FROU, IT 
LOOKED PAINFULLY INGENUEISH. IT DOESN'T DO A 
THING FOR ME, SHE THOUGHT IN SUDDEN MISERY; 
AND SHE HAD SPLURGED SO WICKEDLY. THE WHOLE 
BUDGET THAT SHE HAD SET ASIDE FOR THE DRAPES 
HAD GONE INTO IT — AND NOW... SHE BIT HER 
LIP AND LOOKED AWAY IN HEAVY DISAPPOINTMENT. 

THE HANDS OF THE CLOCK LEVELED AT SEVEN 
NOW, AND A STEADY STREAM OF PEOPLE TRICKLED 
THROUGH THE DOOR. IT WAS THAT TIME IN NEW 
YORK WHEN EVERYDAY LIVING TURNS TO AN ILLU­
SION OF EASE AND SOFTNESS AND ESCAPE. 

JOAN SHIFTED UNEASILY ON THE BENCH, HER 
EYES GLUED TO THE DOOR. ANY MINUTE NOW JIM'S 

LEST EVERYTHING NOT. BE RIGHT. 1-IKE AN ACTRESS 
WAITING FOR A CURTAIN TO RISE ON AN UNSEEN 
AUDIENCE, SHE THOUGHT IN SUDDEN MISGIVING: 
HERE 1 AM WAITING FOR A MAN to WHOM I'VE 
BEEN MARRIED AND LIVED WITH IN CLOSENESS AND 
UNDERSTANDING FOR SEVEN LONG YEARS — AND 
YET I'M TERRIFYINGLY UNCERTAIN OF MYSELF. 

WAS IT ONLY THAT A WAR COULD MAKE A WOMAN 
REALIZE THAT AFTER ALL A MAN IS ONLY A MAN AND 
A WOMAN A WOMAN, WHETHER THEY BE LOVERS 
OR HUSBAND AND WIFE? NERVOUSLY SHE GROUND 
OUT HER CIGARETTE, BUT THE THOUGHT WAS STILL 
THERE; THERE WAS SOMETHING ALARMINGLY REAL 
IN THIS NEW DEMAND OF MARRIAGE THAT WENT 
FURTHER THAN MERE OBLIGATION. 

THE DOOR OPENED IN A RUSH OF AIR, AND A TALL 
UNIFORMED MAN STRODE INTO THE FOYER. HE 
WORE A TRENCH COAT, AND A SINGLE SILVER BAR 
CAUGHT THE LIGHT ON HIS SHOULDER. 

"JIM — " JOAN WAS ON HER FEET. THE MAN 
WHIRLED ABOUT, HIS FACE LIGHTING WITH PLEASURE. 
"DARLING." HIS OUTSTRETCHED ARMS CLASPED 
HER, AND FOR A LONG MOMENT THEY STOOD LOST 
IN EACH OTHER, JAMMING THE SMALL FOYER. 

ARMS STILL LINKED, THEY FOLLOWED THE WAITER 
TO THE CORNER TABLE TUCKED INTO THE MIRRORED 
WALL. 

JOAN LOOKED AT HER HUSBAND. HE WAS LEANER 
AND BROWNER, AND THERE WERE AUTHORITATIVE 
CRINKLES AROUND HIS EYES THAT SPOKE OF WORK 
WITH MEN. A TIGHTNESS CAUGHT IN HER THROAT. 

"OH, DARLING," SHE SAID, "TO HAVE YOU 
BACK — " HER HAND GENTLY TOUCHED THE FLOW­
ERS. "MY SPECIAL GARDENIAS, YOU DIDN'T FOR­
GET." 

"MY SPECIAL WIFE." WITH A SWIFT LITTLE MOVE­
MENT HE GRASPED HER HAND. "GOSH, IT'S GREAT 
TO BE HERE! GLAD TO SEE ME?" 

"GLAD TO SEE YOU — " SWIFTLY SHE LOOKED 
AWAY, FOR NOW THAT THE MOMENT HAD COME — 
THEIR MOMENT — SHE FELT AN ODD CONSTRAINT. 
IT HAD BEEN SO LONG, AND NOW SHE DIDN'T KNOW 
QUITE HOW TO PICK UP THE THREADS. 

"YOU HAVEN'T CHANGED. YOU'RE LOVELIER 
THAN EVER." HIS VOICE BROUGHT HER BACK. 

"I'M JDAD.̂  WANTED YOU TO FIND ME THE 
SAME," SHE SAID SIMPLY. BUT SHE THOUGHT: 
"YOU'VE CHANGED. YOU'VE A NEW DIGNITY AND 
SOMEHOW THE OLD YOU IS MISSING. 

SHE COULD FEEL HIS EYES ON HER; THEN ABRUPTLY 
PLACE IN SWIFT APPRAISAL. "ODD," HE SAID. 
"TIME HAS CHANGED NOTHING — AND YET THESE 
INTERVENING MONTHS — " 

"HAVE CHANGED THINGS?" 
HE NODDED. "WAR BRINGS A DIFFERENCE." 
"I SUPPOSE IT DOES. "FEELING THE INADEQUACY 

OF THE REMARK, HER HEART WAS STRANGELY TORN 
FOR THE LONG MONTHS SHE HAD DONE WITHOUT HIM, 
AND HER SUDDEN INABILITY TO BRIDGE THE GAP. 
THEN THE FEELING PASSED, WITH JIM'S VOICE 
DRAWING HER INTO HIS MAN'S WORLD; A NEW LIFE 
OF WHICH SHE HAD NO UNDERSTANDING — IN 
WHICH SHE WAS AN ALIEN. 

THEY LINGERED OVER COCKTAILS. THE OLD INTI­
MACY OF THE ROOM GENTLY CLOSED THEM IN, 
AND IT WAS THEIR WORLD AGAIN, RIPE WITH THE 
POIGNANT AWARENESS THAT HAD BEEN THEIRS IN 
EARLY MARRIAGE. THE SAME AND YET NOT THE 
SAME, JOAN THOUGHT. JIM'S EYES FULL OF HER — 
YET FULL OF A WORLD APART; JIM'S GLASS TOUCHED 
HERS — YET HIS TOAST TO HER WAS SHARED WITH A 
NEW LIFE IN WHICH SHE HELD NO PLACE. 

"MISS ME?" SHE ASKED. 
HIS HAND TIGHTENED OVER HERS, HIS EYES TOLD 

HER WHAT SHE WANTED TO KNOW — YET NOT 
ENOUGH... THEY TALKED OF MANY THINGS; GAVE 
LITTLE OF THEMSELVES. 
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