And so will you, when you
taste some of the enticing
lamb dishes that Armenians
have been making for centu-
ries. Bestof all, Mr. Khayyam
tells you how you can make
a pound of lamb do for four

RMENIA is a country where you never
ask “What's cooking?” because you
know already that it is lamb in some

form or another. In fact, Armenians have
such a healthy respect—and relish—for that
animal that they even cook the tail. In that
country, through ages of breeding, the shep-
herds have evolved lambs with fat, meaty,
toothsome tails so heavy and unwieldy that
toy trailers are sometimes hitched behind
the animals to keep them from dragging
on the ground. In the U.S., where sheep
range the mouniains, the tails are too negli-
gible for cooking.

Teaching Americans to appreciate Jamb
was a pleasant hobby with stout, jolly George
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Epicures come from far places to consult George “Omar” Mardikian about his baked lamb, shish kebab and other Armenian dishes,

A

BY FRANK J. TAYLOR

Mardikian, whom some folks call Omar and
others call Mr. Khayydm, because Omar
Khayydm’s is the name outside his restaurant
door in San Francisco. With wartime meat
shortages, his hobby blossomed into a one-
man crusade.

“There are more ways of preparing lamb
than any other kind of meat.” says Mr. Mar-
dikian. “I say this as an authority because I
have traveled all over the world and seen it
done.” To prove it, he has just written and
had published a cookbook——Dinner at Omar
Khayydm’s.

There are about 51,000,000 head of sheep
in this country and 125,000,000 more in
Australia—enough to keep us plentifully sup-
plied with baked lamb chops, broiled lamb on
skewers, lamb shoulder baked in parchment
with vegetables, lamb kidney brochette. not
to mention misov spannak. turlu guvej,
mosov sempoog, and Victory Garden dolma.
which are Armenian dishes advocated by Mr.
Mardikian to make one pound of lamb
satisfy four hungry people.

“I owe so much to America, and the only
way I can pay it back is in good things to
eat,” he explains. “The big moment of my
life,” he continues, telling of his struggling

days in this country, “is when I walked out of
the courthouse with my citizenship papers.
I wanted to stop everybody on the street and
say, ‘Excuse me, please, but I am now an
American citizen.””

With his citizenship papers in his pocket,
Mr. Mardikian signed on a round-the-world
liner as steward. After working for a time in
Alexandria as cook’s helper to crusty old
Cholakian, famous Near East chef, Mar-
dikian visited refugee colonies in Genoa,
Marseille and Venice, where he pored over
ancient parchments in an old Armenian
monastery, absorbing the cooking lore of the
heyday of Armenia’s great kings.

Two years later, Mr. Mardikian was the
new owner of Coffee Dan’s, a few hundred
feet up O'Farrell Street from the site of the
cafeteria where he first washed dishes in San
Francisco. Soon he had transformed the fa-
mous old night spot into Omar Khayydm's,
with walls done in soft murals depicting
stanzas from The Rubdiydt. Here he featured
lamb cooked in more ways than at any other
spot on earth, and here epicures came when-
ever their travels brought them near by.

The trick about cooking lamb, says Chef
Mardikian, is to start right, with cuts from
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He’s the final authority

yearling lambs, not over sixty pounds in
weight. You can tell a lamb’s age by looking
at the fat; if it is pristine white, it is lamb. 1f
the fat is yellowish, look out; the butcher’s
trying to palm off some mutton.

The prize lamb dish among Armenians
and Americans alike at Omar Khayydm's is
shish kebab, which is to say, diced squares of
lamb broiled on skewers. Mr. Mardikian
soaks the pieces of meat, cut in one-inch
cubes from leg of lamb, in sherry for severa
hours before skewering them alternately witb
slices of onion and green pepper. Then he
salts and peppers them and adds a dash o
origan herb, before broiling them over
charcoal fire.

“When 1 first opened Omar Khayydm’s,
was compelled to break my Boy Scout vov
not to tell a lie,” Mr. Mardikian confesses
“My patrons would come in and tell me the
wanted this shish kebab, but, no, no, the
cannot eat lamb. ‘All right, I will make it ou
of beef,” I would tell them. After they ha
eaten the shish kebab with great relish,
would say, ‘I am sorry, but I have fooled you
What you ate was lamb.” I had to do tha
at first, to get some people to eat lamb.”

(Continued on page 68)




He flies alone— be flies unarmed—and bhe must get back! He is a photo-reconnaissance

pilot, and the solitary, hazardous missions that be flies each day are paving the

1he Focus-Cat...

highroad to Tokyo, hastening the day of total victory and the new age of total peace.

Typical of the job being done by America’s photo-
reconnaissance pilots — “Focus Cats” in the flying fra-
ternity — is the recently disclosed account of one pilot’s
2,200-mile flight over the main islands of Japan.
Flying squarely through the Japanese radar screen,
without even a cloud for cover, he gambled his life
on the performance of an airplane and his own flying
skill, and the stakes were among the highest of this
war . . . From this pilot’s “deck” of photographs was
dealt a blow at the heart of Japan by our great B-29

Superfortresses which followed in his path.

America’s favorite airplane for the high, hot flying
of photo-reconnaissance work is a stripped down Lock-
heed Lightning — known as the Lightning F-5 — with
five cameras in the nose instead of guns.

Today, the men and women who build the Curtiss
Electric Propellers for this extremely versatile airplane
share with the builders of the F-5 their pride in the
plane’s amazing performance.

And as total victory draws nearer, they share too

e

the tremendous promise which American airpower
holds for the future . . . the promise of lasting peace,
of jobs for our fighting men, and a new era of trade
and security.

That promise depends upon straight thinking and
sound planning owuside the aviation industry as well
as within. That promise depends upon 4! of us!

Look to the Sky, America!

CURTISS
WRIGHT

Manufacturing Divisions
CURTISS-WRIGHT AIRPLANE DIVISION

A photograph interpreter studies sections of a
mosaic map of Japanese held territory photo-
graphed by the Navy’s famed “VD-1" recon-
naissance unit based on Guadalcanal. The stereo-
viewer reveals gun emplacements, revetments
and buildings in 3-dimensional form.

Loaded with cameras instead of cannons, the
Lockheed P-38 Lightning becomes a Lightning
F-5. “Fighter planes win battles while camera
planes win wars”, says a top military authority,
and the Lightning — one of this war’s fastest
planes — serves magnificently in both roles.

- objectives and brings them home with pictures.

The Lockheed Lightning, equipped with 2 Cut-
tiss Electric 3-blade propellers has proved sen-
sationally effective in paving the way for in-
vasion. Flying at substratosphere heights, or in_
rough top dives, it carries recco pilots through to

WRIGHT AERONAUTICAL CORPORATION
CURTISS-WRIGHT PROPELLER DIVISION

* Buy War Bonds Today %

© 1944 CURTISS-WRIGHT CORPORATION,
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"WOOL for WARMTH
OUTDOORS

COTTO‘N '
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COMFORT INDOORS
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| Duofold—the double range under-

| wear — protects ‘you from quick
temperatyre changes. Step out in-
to bone chilling cold, and you're
dressed for icy blasts. . vreturnto
indoor warmth and you're com-

" fortable, :

| The secret is Duofold's two loyer,
insulated construction. The outer

Duofold

lhya UNDERWEAR

50

COLLIER'S

“Listen, Mrs. De Puyster, do you want to have to make
the rounds of the domestic help agencies again?” geames xercer

Blitz on the Anthony J.

Continued from page 24

everything thrown to it. Up above, on deck,
the noise from the hold was terrific.

“You see? It's no damn’ good,” said the
bos’n, and he got the purchase ready. He said
to the old man, resolutely, “We're going
down.”

“I’m not responsible,” said the skipper,
nervously.

“Who the hell’s asking you to be? When
we give you the signal, heave away.” The
bos’n held the hook that was made fast to the
tackle in one hand, hoping to slip it into one
of the towing.eyes in the forepart of the tank.
Once he got close enough to accomplish that
he felt the tank could be beaten.

“God be with you,” said the old man.

“Chips,” said the bos’n, laughing, “the skip-
per’s going to lead a prayer.”

HEY went into the darkness like two

divers descending into the water. Below,
it was stuffy and warm. For a moment the
bos'n and Chips stood by until their eyes
grew accustomed to the darkness.

“You got the crowbar?” asked the bos’n.

“Yah, sure.”

“If the bugger gets away and looks like
she’s heading for me drive the bar into the
treads.”

“She’s sliding, not rolling on her treads,”
said Chips.

“Got to try something.”

“Yah, sure.”

Cautiously, as though he were stalking a
deer through the woods, the bos’n crept for-
ward. Suddenly the Anthony J. rolied and
the tank went charging across the space it had
cleared for itself.

“Duck,” yelled Chips.

The tank hit another truck, smashing it to
pieces.

“Here goes,” yelled the bos’n. He ran to-
ward the tank. Again the ship rolled. The
bos’'n barely escaped being crushed between
the tank and a case. Pausing a moment he
breathed hard, wiped the perspiration from
his face with his sleeve.

“Maybe,” said Chips, “we better let ’er go,
eh?”

“Get her this time,” said the bos’n, as

though he were talking with the tank. Again,
hook in hand, he made a dash for the tank.
This time the machine swung around and slid
in a forward direction. Its steel treads
screeched deafeningly as the tank sideswiped
the bos'n. He went hurtling through the
darkness. In a moment his fo’c’sle mate was
at his side.

“You hurt?” asked Chips, breathlessly.

“In my feelings,” said the bos'n, disgustedly.

“It’s like it was alive,” whispered Chips.

“What the hell you whispering for?” asked
the bos’n. “The lousy thing can’t hear.” He
got up rubbing his bruised shoulder. Again
he stalked the tank, head down, as though
he were actually afraid the iron beast would
see him.

Up on deck the old man yelled, “How
you coming down there?” .

“Jerk,” muttered the bos'n. Then he
shouted back, “Come on down, we’re playing
squat tag.”

“Get ’er when she’s rolling port,” shouted
Chips.

“Seems to see me coming, the bugger.”

“She’s starting to roll.”

There was a shattering report as the tank
hit the ship’s side. The side battens were al-
ready smashed into splinters, the sounding
pipes ripped from their moorings.

“Don’t think she’s leaking yet,” said Chips,
examining the side of the ship.

“Give her one more shot like the last one.”

Jumping down from a case, the bos'n
charged at the tank as though he intended to
tackle it with his shoulder. But again he had
to run for cover. Now he climbed up on a
crate and waited. As the tank hit the side
again he jumped down on it. Then the ma-
chine went hurtling to the starboard side of
the hold, the bos’n hanging on precariously.
Rather than be torn off his perch he had to
let go of the tackle.

“Get up there, Chips,” shouted the bos'n,
“and hand me the tackle as we come
through.” The tank crashed into the already
pulverized trucks, nearly jarring the bos’n off.

“Jump,” yelled Chips, terrified.

“Like hell; 1 got her now. Get up there,
damn you.”

Collier's for November 18, 1944

Try Jeris instead!

Scalp itching ends...dry

loose dandruff disappears...

hair is lustrous and easy to
keep well-groomed...
when you massage daily

with:

at all drug stores and barber shops

AR R

More fun than ever . . . music such as
you've never played before—with the
Solovox attached to your piano! You
play the Solovox with your right hand
—producing effects of violin, organ,
saxophone and many more—to your
own piano accompaniment. It’s the
magic of electronics put to work creating
gorgeous musical tones! Solovox at-
taches to any piano; doesn’t affect
piano’s ordinary use or tone. An out-
standing hit before the war, it will be
back when our war job is done.

HAMMOND

Solovox

Made bythe Makersof the HammondOrgan

Write for free folder S-4, Hammond tnstrument

Co., 2971 N, Western Ave,, Chicago 18 Pl::hl



Right Dress

Women in war plants vote for
dresses.—New Item.

Once more femininity
Raises its head!

Off with the shapeless
Old denims! Instead,
On with the glamorous
Gear of romance—

Our fetchingest frocks!
No pants in our plants!

—FEthel Jacobson

Chips, obeying the bos’n, climbed up on a
case and stood by with the tackle and hook.
Now the ship rolled port and the tank came
crashing out of its hole. It hit the pile of
cases upon which Chips stood, and the Ne-
gro came down in a heap. The bos’n caught
his breath, waited for Chips to get up. There
was no sound in the hold, no movement.
Then Chips yelled, his voice sounding muf-
fled and distant, “Pass me the tackle.”

“You hurt?”

“Damn it, pass me the tackle!”

Climbing down, the bos’n handed the hook
to Chips, still lying between the tank and a
crate. “Lord,” murmured the bos’'n, “let her
roll the other way or he’ll get smashed.”

“She’s all fast,” called Chips.

“Get up,” shouted the bos’n. “Hurry be-
fore she rolls again.”

“My arm’s caught,” groaned Chips.

Flashing his electric torch for an instant
the bos’n peered into the darkness. Chips’
right arm was pinned under the tank tread.
It was bent up in so fantastic a manner that
the bos’n was sickened by the sight of it.
Disregarding his crushed arm the Negro had
secured the tackle with his left hand.

“Soon as she rolls the other way,” called
the bos’n, “I'll pull you out.”

But now, as though the iron beast had
taken hold of its victim, it refused to let go.
The tank would no longer slide with the roll
of the vessel. Quickly the bos’n rigged the
hauling end of the tackle so that when the
winches were turned the tank would be pulled
off Chips’ arm.

“Heave away,” he yelled, as soon as he had
finished.

Slowly the tank moved over, freeing Chips.

Y THE time they had gotten Chips to his
B bunk the sky was growing gray in the
east. The bos’n turned out the fo’c’sle light
and opened a porthole. It was very gray in
the room, and Chips lay there with his eyes
shut, his lips pressed tightly together.

“Do you feel any better now?” askéd the
bos’n.

“The morphine’s wearing off,” said Chips.
“Pain’s getting worse.”

“The old man said you can have all the
whisky you want.”

“Very kind and Christian of him.”

Leaving the room the bos’n soon returned
with a bottle and several glasses. He put
them down and went over to straighten the
blanket that was covering Chips. It was
soaking wet with blood.

“The tourniquet hurt?” asked the bos’n.

“Plenty.”

“I'm afraid to ease up on it. You might
lose too much blood.”

“What'’s it say in the book?”

“To ease up on it every so often. Wish we
had some of that plasma. But the destroyer’ll
be alongside soon. They’ve got plenty of it,
and a good surgeon aboard.”

Chips opened his eyes and tried to smile.
It turned out to be a very sad excuse for a
smile. “Break out the whisky,” he said. His
efforts to hide his suffering were futile.

After they both had a drink the bos™m
asked, “Feel better?”

“Dizzy as hell.”

“I always could take two to your one,
Chips.”

“I guess,” said Chips, “I'm going to lose
my arm.”

“No.”

“You're a good shipmate, bos'n. You
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“Herbert, will you promise not to laugh if T ask you something?”
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Any magician can pull a rabbit out of a hat.

But it takes a special kind of magic to conjure
up a Dry Martini of this perfection, today!

The special magic of HEUBLEIN’s DrY
MARTINIS is that they’re made with scarce,
smooth, pot-stilled MiLsHIRE GIN, and the
world’s finest Dry Vermouth.

Ask for a bottle at your local liquor store.
Completely ready to add ice and serve.

THE FIVE POPULAR COCKTAILS

Side Car, 60 proof
Daiquiri, 70 proof
Old Fashioned, 80 proof

HEUBLEIN'S

Dry Martini, 71 proof
Manhattan, 65 proof -«

COCKTAILS

Milshire Distilled London Dry Gin is 90 proof, distilled from 100% grain nevtral spirits. 6. F. Heublein & Bro., Inc., Hartford, Conn.

51



ther o

TO EVERY NOOK AND CRANNY ...

Is your bedroom colder than you like it on winter
mornings? .. Is your bathroom as warm as you would
like it for the early morning shower or the evening tub? .. Does
your recreation room get enough heat when your living room

is just comfortable? .. Are your halls drafty and cold?

Chances are that your home suffers from one or
more of these discomforts, which are impossible to
cure with the present “on and off” control of
heat supply, no matter how pleatiful that supply
may be at the source, the heating plant. But
cheer up! There is good news ahead. Moduflow,
the amazing new control system developed by
Minneapolis-Honeywell, will provide a continuous
flow of modulated heat to every nook and cranny
of the modern home. It is easy to install in your
present automatic heating system, whether it burns
coal, gas or oil. In new homes Moduflow can provide
varying temperatures for different parts of the house, according
to their use. And more good news! It is available right now
for installation in a limited number of homes throughout the nation:

Before you build your new postwar home, or remodel
your present one, be sure to investigate
Moduflow. Send today for the
interesting booklet, “Heating and
Air Conditioning the Postwar Home.”

Keep them Winning—
Buy MORE Bonds!

LISTEN . { ; The Blue Jacket Choir; with
Danay O'Neil every Sunday 11105 to 11:30 A. M.,
Eastern War Time, Columbia Broadcasting System

SEND FOR THIS BOOK

d

Minneapalis-Honeywell Regulator Co.
2720 Fourth Avenue South
Minneapolis 8, Minnesota

Please send my free copy of *Heating and F RE E

Air Conditioning the Postwar Home”

—————l L ey

THE NEW HONEYWELL CONTROL SYSTEM G - .
DESIGNED FOR POSTWAR . . . AVAILABLE NOW U



™ Toun
A maUsass

COLLIER'S

“If that’s Bill, Mother, talk to him while I get dressed.
Discuss pattern bombing—that’s all he knows” s soux xausus

aren’t like most white folks. You don’t hate
me, do you?”

- “What a loused-up question! Here I've
been living in the same fo’c’sle with you,
drinking with you and you pull one like that.
If you could stand up I'd knock you down.”

Said Chips, “Even with one wing I could
still take you.”" A sharp pain pierced through
the Negro's exterior of calm and he winced,
pushing. his head back on the pillow until

. the skin over his throat was stretched taut.

HERE was a long, uncomfortable pause
in the conversation, then the bos’n said,
vYou'll collect heavy dough for this accident,
believe me.”
“They’ll say it was an Act of God.”
“Act of God! You think He was riding in
the tank?”
. “Don’t say that,” said Chips.
The bos’n looked quizzically at his fo’c’sle
mate. “Want more whisky?” he asked.
After he had downed his drink Chips said,
“Feel a little better now. You want to do me
a favor?”

“Anything short of getting you a girl.”

“Take the book out of my jacket and read
to me. Don't tell anyone.”

Removing a worn, leather-bound book
from Chips’ pocket the bos’n stood there
looking at it, curiously. It was a Bible,

“Now,” said Chips, apologetically, “you
think I'm nuts.”

“] didn’t say anything, did I?”

“But you're thinking.”

“Hell, I'm a thinking man, ain’t I? Where
do you want me to start reading?”

“You think I'm a hypocrite in reverse,
don’t you?”

“Stop beating your gums.
start?”

“It’s good literature,” said Chips, “that’s
all.”

“I didn’t ask for any excuses.”

When the destroyer came alongside Chips
was unconscious. The bos’n still sat beside
his fo'c’sle mate, reading to him in a low,
hoarse voice, entirely unaware that Chips no
longer heard him.

THE END

Where do 1
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“The girls have to use other methods to keep in touch
with their dates since we can’t get a telephone installed”  sere xeare
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.!g_n.- Brakes Are Dangerous When:

They need frequent adjustment
Brake pedal goes almost to floor
Brakes act slow or grabby

Car pulls to right or left on braking
Brakes squeal, groan or chatter
They make grinding noise when used
Car nose dives on applying brakes
They do not work evenly

DIVISION OF:

‘Collier's for November 18, 1944

Im thankful for good brakes'

~says Stopper

Safe stop brake service is featured in
repair shops and service stations by
American Brakeblok, makers of the
safety brake lining, now in use on
millions of motor vehicles. This brake
lining is quickly available through 38
NAPA warehouses and ;
jobbers everywhere. La 7
These warehouses also

carry a companion line Aoris
of clutch facings, fan
belts and radiator hose.

wf /ety

Bad brakes cause most wrecks — have your brakes checked today

Americon Brokeblok Division
Detroit 9, Michigan
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He had led with his heart
once, and he was taking no
more chances. Then a girl
named Jean set out to show
him love was still a good bet

HE rest of the office had their desks

I cleared, the “In” baskets emptied, and

the phone cords lying neatly coiled
around the phones when | came back from
seeing the boss. There wasn’t much done on
Saturdays. The boys tried to clean up their
stuff before twelve-thirty and then sat around
talking about what they were going to de
over the week end. For the last year and a
half I hadn’t worried about my week ends. I
just let them go and filled my book with a
movie on Saturday night and another after
a dinner downtown on Sunday.

1 pushed the papers on my desk together
with both hands as you would shuffle a deck
of cards, and threw them in the desk drawer.
The men started drifting out and I. was by
the water cooler reaching for my hat when
Walter Simons and Dwight Abell came up.

The two of them stood there looking at me
for a minute. Then Wall began:

“Where you going, Jack?”

“Home.”

“Look, Jack, it’s none of my business, and
you know I'm not a guy to stick his nose into
anybody’s life, but—"

“What's up?” I asked.

“Well, look, Jack, Helen’s giving a dinner
tonight. Dwight and Alice are coming, and
Bill and Mary Tyler. There’ll be a few other
people around too, and 1 thought maybe
you'd like to come along.”

“Thanks, Walt, I've got something on for
tonight,”

“Yeah. vour suit,” Dwight Abell said, and
then softly, “The movies stink this week,
Jack.”

“Thanks,” I began again, “but there’d be
all you people there, and me alone kibitzing,
and I'd be no good there.”

“That's just it,”” Walt said. “Listen, there’s
a girl works down at the courthouse with
Alice—heck of a nice kid, I’'ve met her—and
1 figured, well, maybe you and she . ..” He
stopped talking like he was tired, and I could
see he wanted to quit.

I put my hat on and stood there watching
the two of them. Then I moved out between
them, but Dwight took my left shoulder in his
right hand.

“Jack, your wife's been dead a year and a
half,” he said. “So have you. That’s a long
time, Jack.”

Walt walked around behind me and stood
between the two of us,

“Look, why don’t you call up this girl,
Jack, and maybe pick her up this afternoon,

ILLUSTRATED BY CHARLES

and go for a ride or something, and then if
you like her you can bring her along to the
house tonight, and if you don’t—well, you
still haven’t lost anything.”

“Her name is Jean Thompson.” Dwight
said, still holding my arm. With his left hand
he reached into his pocket and gave me one
of the firm’s cards. 1 turned it over in my
hand, and on the back I read, “Elkurst 6544.”

They stepped away from me then and be-
gan walking toward the door. Dwight was
whistling, but Walt kept watching to see if
I would tear up the card. I put it in my
pocket still telling myself 1 wasn’t going to
call, and Dwight whistled louder and then
looked at me and laughed. I laughed too, and
the two of them stopped and like a couple
of kids they put one hand over their mouths
and with the other hand they each pointed
at me.

E WALKED over together to the

parking lot behind the building and
split up there. I moved out of the lot and
drove into town slowly. It was a mean day,
cold, and the sky was dirty with clouds.

L thought about phoning her as [ was hav-
ing a double malted and a Swiss cheese at a
drugstore, and I guess I knew I was going to
call her all the time. And I knew why: I just
wanted to talk to a woman again. I wanted
to sit across a table from her, and light a
cigarette for her, and ask her questions about
herself, and let her lie a little, and when she
asked me, to let me lie a little. I wanted to
smell perfume again, and help a woman on
with her coat. .

In the phone booth, I got out the card and

LA SALLE

Jean held up her right hand, with
the middle finger crossed over the
index finger. The banker asked me
to shoot, and I came out with a ten

looked at it, then dialed quick, the way you
call for an ambulance.

Someone said, “Hello,” using a good voice,
deep and round.

“This is Jack Gurnee,” 1 said.

“Hello, Jack.”

“Miss Thompson,” I started. “Miss Thomp-
son, I—" 1 tried again: “Miss Thompson,
Walt Simons said that you, he said we—"1
was going great.

She was laughing. “My name is Jean. I've
been expecting you to call. I’'m not doing
anything this afternoon, but I'm wearing
slacks and if that’s all right with you I won’t
change.”

I said something about wearing a sports
coat, and then she told me where she lived
and 1 said I'd drive right out. She was sitting
on the porch when I drove up, and when she
saw me, she came down the walk toward the
gate of the fence. She walked slowly, wear-
ing slacks and a man’s plaid shirt open at the
neck. She was blond, and you could see she
didn’t stop at drugstores to buy stuff for it
all the time. I tried to make up my mind
whether or not to get out of the car and was
still arguing it out when she opened the door
and got in. She put out her hand and I took
it, and we said hello. Then 1 thought of
the one thing that could keep me busy, and
not let me make too much of a sap out



