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Purtct Dictures MOSCOW SKETCHBOOK

By HOWARD BRODIE

For almost 20 years, Collier’s combat artist-correspondent
Howard Brodie has been covering wars and their aftermath
—first in World War Il for the Army magasine Yank, and
later in Korea and World War HI for Collier’s. Now, in
1960, Brodie reports fromm Moscow. His assignment: to catch
the indomitable, determined, hopeful spirit of the Russian
people. The captions under the pictures are Brodie’s own
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BERK-LOCK
3 in 1 CHAIR

Cossack Taras Greegoryev
and other warrior horsemen
work at rebuilding Moscow,
His future plans? He roared
his joke: “Show Americanski
movie cowboys how to ride!”

A NEW KIND OF
“ LEISURE FOR A
. LIFETIME OF
COMFORT

“It is an old Russian proverb,” ,
said Father Nikolai, “that a ey
river never flows backward. h
But now it will low backward
into God—and forward into a
new sea of spiritual freedom”

SOOTHING RELIEF
FOR TIRED

) BODY AND NERVES
BERK-LOCK

Here are the érfé' dr'ners for

health-giving rest — the BERK-LOCK

3-in-1 chair, America’s No. 1 comfort
value, and the BERK-LOCK LEISURE
LOUNGE, contour-molded for com-

I sketched student Oleg Rodzi-
anko hetween classes at the new
Moscow Technical College. “I
want to be an engineer,” he
said, “not just a cog in the en-
gine, as we were in the old state”

plete reloxation. Visit your favorite
furniture or depariment store — ask
for BERK-LOCK by name — select from
a }wide variety of styles and fabrics

or plastics at a price you can afford.

WRITE TODAY FOR DESCRIPTIVE LITERATURE Grandma Anna Popofffsloo«}) paltltli:niéy in a
THE BERKLINE CORPORATION food queue a short way from Pushkin Square.
MORRISTOWN, TENNESSEE “Ah, da,” she told me cheerfully, “we wait
in line still—but much shorter than before”
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STANDOUT PERFORMERS... SEASON AFTER SEASON

This Fall, no matter why or where you travel, make sure smart-looking Pennsylvania Vacuum Cup Tires are built
you go in safety on sure-footed Pennsylvania Vacuum Cup extra strong to give you extra long mileage . . . extra safe
Tires. Big, rugged and tough beyond compare, they give to provide maximum security. Make motoring doubly
you the priceless protection of exclusive vacuum cup tread pleasant this Fall by putting your car on Pennsylvania
design for quick, sure stops on any road, in any weather. Vacuum Cup Tires now! Your Pennsylvania Tire dealer
Quality products of precision engineering and design, these will be happy to serve you at the sign of the Keystone.

THE MOST IN MILEAGE FOR YOUR MONEY!

PENNSYLVANIA RUBBER COMPANY

MANSFIELD A




ont Let Winter Catch Yo!
in the ZERO HOU

YoU can bank on it! The first cold day will
start a rush on the service stations.

Everybody and his brother will be lining up,
three deep, for anti-freeze, winter oil, a cold-
" weather grease job, a pre-winter check up,
chains.

Servicemen will be busy as bird dogs. And
remember, the best and fastest mechanic
has only two hands. With the best will in the
world, he can’t give your car the painstaking

Leading automotive engineers join COLLIER’S and your own common
sense in reminding you that care will save your car . . . and that it is
better to have your car checked a week too early than a day too late.

Cane witl sane youn car

attention it deserves, when he is pressed
for time.

So, why wait for that first cold day? Why get
caught in that “Zero Hour Line-Up?”

See your serviceman now. Allow him time
to give you the thorough, conscientious car-
inspection that you want—and he wants to
give you . . . the kind of inspection that will
protect your car and you from winter
driving hazards.

A Good Inspection is Your Protection

L] 3 e [ J L]
against Winter Driving Hazards
Your serviceman can quickly check, detect and correct minor
troubles which, if neglected, may result in big repair bills.

Here are some of the things that a thorough inspection and
check-up can protect you from this winter.

SKIDDING caused by badly adjusted brakes, POOR VISION due to inefficient w

worn brake lining, worn tires, wheels out of shield wipers, defective headlights, bu
alignment, or lack of chains. out bulbs and bad glass.



. REPAIRS - LUBRlCATIC ‘

v

RD STARTING AND STALLING due to CARBON MONOXIDE FUMES from

ty ignition system, battery, spark plugs faulty muffler or tail pipe. P. S °
wiring, or to gum and water in the FREEZING due to clogged or leaky cooling .

uuretor. system, lack of anti-freeze solution. .

NED FINISH. A good wax job is a resl  EXCESSIVE OIL CONSUMPTION. Have Preventive
1omy. Be sure the bare spots are touched compression checked —and new piston rings —

vith paint first. This not only preserves installed, if needed.

"
Service
appearance of your car but prevents AND OF COURSE you will want to Change St
ly corrosion. to winter oil. If your oil filter is dirty have

it replaced Is Car Care
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Do you have enough light to see at night?

HOW TO PLAY SAFE WHEN
YOU BUY SEALED BEAMS:

1. FEEL THE SEAL. There is no seam where
glass reflector and glass lens are fused into

2. SEE THE G-E. It's on the

the top. It's your assurgace
that your headlamps WILL
NOT GROW DIM.

WAe One piece. Dirtand moisture can't get in. ]

back of the headlamp near ja2/ (|

Because they’re “All-Glass” and all one piec

(see cutaway at left) dirt and moisture can’

get in to dim light output. Tests show Geners

Electric headlamps average 99% as much ligh

output at end of lamp life as when new. Insist o

G-E headlamps for safer night driving.

You can put your confidence in—

GENERAL @D ELECTRIC



Moscow Olympics

rasing all national lines. It was urged
hat the athletes be grouped according to
1eir events, without regard to nationality
—that the sprinters, swimmers, distance
unners, weight lifters and so on of all coun-
jes march by groups under the massed
ags of all competing nations.

General Omar Bradley, who retired from
is defense post in 1956, and who is now
resident of the International Olympic
.ommittee, knocked that proposal on the
ead. “In our enthusiasm for international-
m,” he said, reporting the committee’s de-
sion, “we must not make love of country
shameful thing.”

So the athletes will be marshaled on the
21d under their own flags—although one
novation is a standardized Olympic uni-
rrm bearing the five-ringed symbol and
¢ name of the nation the athlete repre-
nts. And when their ranks are formed,
. Olympic torch will arrive. A week ago
1 olive-wood brand was lighted by the
.ys of the sun in the Temple of Zeus at
lympia in Greece. Relays of Boy Scouts
e lugging the sacred fire across the Con-
1ent as this is written,

‘When the holy fire arrived in London in
148, it was borne into Wembley Stadium
+ one John Mark, a Cambridge blue,
osen for the role because he was tall
d blond and handsome, the superb Eng-
h version of a Greek god. The guy picked
haul the torch into Dynamo Stadium is a
1all, swart, wiry, tough, young man of
thteen, named Nikolai Sayanov.

* * *

Nikolai is an alumnus of the Bezprizor-
ve, the horde of lawless youngsters who
a1 wild in postwar Russia until the United
tions was able to effect rehabilitation by
‘pping them abroad. Young Sayanov was
1t to Australia, learned much about
sep ranching there, and has come back
me to help produce wool for Russia.
He was selected as the Olympic torch-
arer not because of any athletic prowess,
t because he epitomizes the new Russia
tough of spirit and hard of sinew, small
stature but great in promise. Intro-
zed to the press yesterday, he sat on a
;k in the headquarters of the Russian Or-
lizing Committee and gabbed away
sezily in the splendid Cockney speech
ich some Australians manage so much
ter than any Limehouse spiv. The in-
mality of the interview delighted news-
n who remembered the 1948 Olympics,
en they had to have an appointment to
et the press agent for the games.
‘f Nikolai Sayanov is a symbo} of the new
ler, so is the man who will take the his-
ic Olympic oath after Nikolai has circled
track and climbed to the peristyle and
1g his torch into the big concrete bird-
h where the Olympic flame is to burn
sughout the games.
Customarily, the oath -has been taken by
1e over-age athlete who represented the
t nation in an earlier Olympic competi-
1. Russia, however, has no athletes with
‘mpic experience, for the Communists
er were willing to play with other na-
15 and run the risk of defeat. So Russia
asked Yugoslavia to send the father of
ria Serdic—the eight-year-old child who,
1ding near Tito, became the first victim
World War II1—to take the oath.
“his is pure symbolism, meant to (drama-
Russia’s break with the past and her de-
nination to let bygones be bygones.
“hat’s about all there’ll be to the first
's ceremonies. The Russians aren’t go-
in for the fancy trimmings that have
nded other openings. They will not, for
ance, commandeer half the pigeons in
country and turn ‘em loose over the sta-
n, as London did in 1948. After the
twar years of famine, Russia has a bet-
use for squab.
‘ood has been a matter of concern to
Organizing Committee since the plan

lier’s for October 27, 1951
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first was broached to bring the games here.
Like many English in 1948, many Russians
felt it was foolish for a nation that had
been hungry so long to take on the respon-
sibility of feeding 7,000 athletes and 100,
000 tourists from abroad. To the Russian
people as a whole, however, this oppor-
tunity to play host to the world means that
Russia has at long last taken her rightful
place in the world community. If it also
has meant making sacrifices, they have
made them cheerfully.

To the visitor, living conditions here
seem surprisingly good. True, he eats fish
instead of sirloin, takes herring instead of
eggs at breakfast and does not ask for
cream in his coffee because Russia’s milk
supply belongs to Russia’s children. Prices
are high, as they are everywhere, but there
is no evidence of an active black -market.
A few posh restaurants and dining clubs,
serving a limited clientele because their
supplies are limited, manage on occasion
to produce such special items as kavkazki
shashlyk, morsels of broiled lamb packed
on spits. Bread is plentiful and so is vodka.

For the visiting athletes, Moscow will
not be able to produce the exotic dishes of
their native lands. There will be substantjal
vittles for all, though. Probably the United
States representatives will fare best. Char-
ley Ornstein, the old Olympic miler on the
American committee, has done the same
great job he did in 1948, when he shipped
our team in London supplies of American
meats, fruits and frozen vegetables.

Berlin built two Olympic villages in 1936
to house the men and women athletes. Hel-
sinki was doing the same in 1940. London
in 1948 lacked time for new construction
and had to quarter competitors over a wide
area, from Wimbledon to Henley and the
military academy at Sandhurst. With the
prefabricated materials flown in by UNI-
HOPE, Moscow has erected model villages
for all the performers.

Nonathletic tourists are, of course, on
their own. Those who cannot find or do
not wish to pay for limited hotel accom-
modations will discover unlimited invita-
tions to lodge in private homes at modest
prices. Already the advance guard of vis-

ACME

FOOTBALL
IS MY LIFE

By
GREASY NEALE
with TOM MEANY

First of a three-part
antobiogruphy in

Next Week’s Collier’s

itors is in town. They walk the streets and
gawk at the leveled places—now neatly
cleared—where buildings stood before the
A-bomb fell. .

Russians stare at the visitors with the
same frank curiosity the visitors show.
These people never really saw tourists be-
fore this summer. The Iron Curtain kept
strangers out before the war. Since then,
foreigners have been numerous, but al-
ways uniformed.

Moscow has been wearing party dress
for weeks. Everywhere the eye turns are
the flags of all nations, topped by the Rus-
sian tricolor of white, blue and red which
has replaced the hammer and sickle, and
by the five-ringed Olympic banner,

* * *

The papers concede that the big team
from the United States probably will carry
off a major share of honors, as usual.
American supremacy is acknowledged in
her home-grown game of basketball, in the
flat races from 100 to 800 meters, in the
hurdles and pole vault, and in women’s
swimming competition.

There has been wide speculation con-
cerning the chances of George Robinson,
young cousin of the Brooklyn Dodgers’
veteran manager, Jackie Robinson, becom-
ing the first American to sweep the sprints
and broad jump since Jesse Owens won
the 100-meter, the 200-meter and the jump
in Berlin. Young Robinson, although he
has yet to set foot on Russian soil, already
is considered almost a demigod here.

Russians are confident that they will
have their first Olympic champions in good
proportion. They were going to compete
for the first time in Helsinki and they ex-
pected to win some events; indeed, Stalin
had given direct orders to his representa-
tives—to win, or else. Some of the men
who might have won in 1952 are dead, as
are so many of our finest. But Russia has
a formidable array of weight throwers,
wrestlers and weight lifters, and the world’s
most famous soccer team.

Also, the brawny Russian girls are
considered the class of the ladies’ track-
and-field detachment. Not since Holland’s
strapping Hausfrau, Mrs. Fanny Blankers-
Koen, won three medals in London has
there been a woman champion to compare
with Maroosya Klyachko, Kiev machinist,

Russia expects to score heavily in the
equestrian events and it is considered a fore-
gone conclusion that the walking competi-
tion at 10,000 and 50,000 meters will go to
Moscow’s Pyotr Gromyko. He would be
the first heel-and-toe specialist to score a
double since Ugo Frigerio, of Italy, won at
3,000 meters and 10,000 meters in 1920.

Japanese swimmers, Scandinavian dis-
tance runners, Czech gymnasts, British,
German and American oarsmen are rated
fops.

Only by incantation and sorcery could
one predict what records will be broken.
Some surely must go in this greatest sports
production of world history. It seems im-
possible that Earle Meadows’ twenty-four-
year-old pole-vault mark of 14 feet 334
inches could survive. Last time Olympians
gathered, only one man in the world had
cleared 15 feet. A dozen or more have
done it since.

In 1948, the four-minute mile was a
dream. In the last three years, the magic
figure has been surpassed three times, by a
Finn, by a Swede, by a Belgian. The Olym-
pic record of 3 minutes 478 seconds for
the 1,500 (the metric mile) is almost cer-
tainly a dead duck.

Inevitably, there will be disputes and
debates, wrangling and bickering, protests
and disqualifications. It wouldn’t be the
Olympics without such, But maybe that
sort of furor is a healthy thing. It is the
voice of a friendly world at play. And it
has been so long since there was time for
play. THE END
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A mucked-up oil filter can cost you
plenty in engine repairs. Get in a
new Purolator” Refill —quick!

Are you wondering if your oil filter
looks as horrible as this? Chances are
it does—if you haven’t had a filter
check in the past 5,000 miles.

What to do? Don’t delay—get in a clean
filter refill—fast. Which make? Pays to
buy the best—a Purolator Micronic*.
New accordion-type design gives up to
10 times the filtering area—with pores so
tiny they trap particles you can’t even
see. Cost much? Strictly small change—
$1.38 to $3.00 depending on car make.
Purolator Products, Inc., Rahway, N. J.;
Toronto, Ontario, Canada.

#*Reg. U. 8. Pat. Of,

PurOlator

MICRONIC

OlIL FILTER

WALTER CATLETT co-starring in
“FATHER TAKES THE AIR" A Monogram release
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A dirty, damaged or over-age motor
thermostat impairs your car’s cool-
ing system, often causing engine
“boil-overs” with loss of anti-freeze.
An over-heated engine wastes gas
and oil... while one that runs too
cold fails to heat up your car heater.

So get your Service Man to check
the thermostat while winter-condi-
tioning your car...and if it needs
a new thermostat —

the “Original-Equipment” thermostat

Get faster starts and faster warm-
ups with Autostat. Get more miles
per gallon, more comfort per mile.
Save oil and reduce car maintenance,

There’s an Autostat to fit every
make and model; quality-made by
the pioneer builder of car thermo-
stats—the company that makes the
heat controls for the finest ranges,
water heaters and other dependable
appliances. '

In home and industry, EVERYTHING'S UNDER CONTROL

Robertshow-Fulton

CONTROLS COMPANY

@ FULTON SYLPHON
o PDIVISION

] k\\ KNOXVILLE, TENN.

"‘“ v BRIDGEPORT

THERMOSTAT DIVISION
BRIDGEPORT, CONN.

Trouble at Tuaviti

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 44

She smiled when she saw what he was
carrying. “Hooked you again, I see,? she
said.

“Yeah.”

“You should have been a high-steeple
preacher.” She yawned, “In Seattle you
wouldn’t have had such problems.”

Matthew grinned and kissed her good
morning. “You know how I feel about this
island.” He stepped into the kitchen and
put his fish in the screened cooler, with the
three that were left from last time. No, sir,
Tuaviti was where he belonged. Back home,
Janet had had war jitters; she liked it here,
in their own private, inviolable world, His
whole duty lay here. If he had disturbing
little doubts about that, once in a while,
he'd better just forget them, in the inter-
ests of everybody.

“We have eggs for breakfast again?” he
called.

“No. Hot cakes.”

“Good.” Matthew paused, listening.
Somebody was playing the little pump or-
gan in the chapel beside the house. Must
be Tia. But the music was something he’d
never heard before.

“Tia's getting good,” Janet said. “T've
taught her more music in three years than
I could have taught anyone else in ten.”

“What’s that piece she’s playing?” Mat-
thew asked, The music had a sweet
peacefulness to it that seemed exactly to
fit Tuaviti.

“Schafe Kénnen Sicher Weiden. It’s from
a Bach cantata. In English it’s called Sheep
May Safely Graze.”

“*Oh,” Matthew said. “Well, I like it.” He
strolled over to his desk and glanced ab-
sently at his notes for tomorrow’s sermon,
but he was still listening to Sheep May
Safely Graze. It seemed just about the
most serene and noble melody he'd ever
heard—even mixed up as it was with the
wheeze of the organ’s bellows. He was sur-
prised that anybody could have composed
such a piece of music without ever having
seen Tuaviti and its gentle people. “I'll ask
her to play it in church,” he said, as he sat
down to his hot cakes.

* * *

After breakfast, he and Janet strolled
outside, past the row of plantains and cro-
ton bushes, to the beach. They could still
hear Tia’s music. She was repeating the
Bach thing. Matthew noticed now that
there was a little phrase in the treble that
sounded like part of Yankee Doodle, of all
things. For Matthew, as he gazed out over
the lagoon and the sea, the whole piece had
a most touching poignancy, even the
Yankee Doodle part. Perhaps especially
the Yankee Doodle part. Matthew was a
long way from his own country.

Suddenly he gasped and shouted, “Look!”

The moving fin he had seen earlier in the
morning had appeared again, just beyond
the reef, but it was rising now. A gleaming
cylinder pushed up under it out of the sea,
and an immense knife of steel broke water
thirty yards beyond. Swiftly the submarine
brought her whole length to the surface,
streaming water from her sides, and then
lay silent and motionless in the deep blue
water beyond the reef.

Janet grasped Matthew’s arm. Some-
where down the beach a native shouted.
Soon the islanders were running toward
Matthew from all directions, pressing close
to him, staring at the magical craft.

For a moment the submarine lay dead.
Then Matthew saw a hatch open on the
deck, and three men stepped out. They
threw something shapeless and gray into
the sea. It inflated and became a rubber
boat. They stepped into the boat, and one
of them began rowing it toward shore. Be-
hind them, other men issued from the hatch
and walked out along the wet deck of the
submarine, stretching their legs, waving
their arms, and punching one another play-
fully. Their voices carried clearly enough

over the water, but Matthew couldn’t un-
derstand the words. They seemed to be in
a foreign language.

“I think you'd all better go inside your
houses,” he said to the islanders. “Take
children. Go home. I'll talk to them.”

The rubber boat was making directly for
where he stood, and he could see now that
one of the uniformed men in it held a pis-
tol in his hand. By the time the boat hit
the beach, Matthew and Janet stood alone
to meet it. A large man stepped out and
saluted them, then gave Janet a brief glance
and removed his naval officer’s cap. “Est-ce
que vous parlez francais, Monsieur?” His
French was fast but guttural.

“I speak English,” Matthew said.

The big officer looked annoyed for a
moment, then ran his hand over his heavy
jowls and put on an unconvincing smile.
“It is good,” he announced. “Let us speak
English. I am Commander Ilya Trubet-
skoy.” He stopped.

“Matthew Lincoln,” the missionary said.
“My wife.”

The commander bowed. “We come to
ask for hospitality,” he said abruptly, He
was careful to smile again,

* » »

Matthew glanced uneasily at the two
men in the boat. Each of them was play-
ing with a heavy automatic, as if examin-
ing something that had been offered for
sale. ‘“Tuaviti is British,” Matthew said to
Trubetskoy. “I'm afraid I can’t deal with
your request one way or the other. Per-
haps if you applied to the authorities at
Suva or at Ocean Island—"

“You are very kind, but it is impossible
for us to do as you suggest. We have had a
mechanical failure. We must remain.”

“How long will your repairs take?”

The Russian gave Matthew a bland look.
“It will not be possible to make repairs.”

“You won't be permitted to stay,” Mat-
thew said stiffly. “The British—"

Trubetskoy held up his hand, “It will not
be known that we are here.”

Matthew was about to explain that the
monthly mail boat was due in two days, but
he caught himself in time. That little sur-
prise might come in handy later on.

Trubetskoy turned to the men in the
rubber boat and fired off a volley of orders
in Russian. The two sailors puiled the boat
up on the dry sand, left it, and crossed the
beach to Matthew’s house. Trubetskoy
smiled at Matthew. “My men will search
most politely. If they find no radio trans-
mitter, they will disturb nothing.”

Matthew watched the two strangers en-
ter his house, and--although he was a
slow man to anger—he could feel the blood
rising to his cheeks. “What’s your real
business here?” he said.

“This is a case of mechanical break-
down,” the Russian said imperturbably. “It
is quite without other meanings. We will
live with you in harmony for an indefinite
time. That is all.,”

“I see.” Matthew was pretty sure he
knew how much of a “shipwreck” it was.
But why were they doing it? What use
could the Soviets have for this little lop-
sided ring of coral in the middle of no-
where? And how could they expect to hold
it? Tuaviti was thousands of miles from
any Red sphere of influence., The Great
Powers had been on the edge of open con-
flict for months, but Matthew and Janet
had heard a news broadcast on their own
fittle battery-powered radio last night; the
world was still at an uneasy peace. The
Reds would have to keep their tiny conquest
a secret, if they were to keep it at all.

That fact gave Matthew hope. He held

one ace: he hadn’t told them about the’

mail boat.

“Today,” Trubetskoy said, “we will set
up a tent on the top of your mountain, if
you do not mind.”

Fat lot of good it would do if 1 did
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When your engine
needs attention
take it where
you see

Here you will find mechanics who are
engine experts. They'll know what to do
to make your car run like new, stop oil
and gas waste, restore smooth power.

Pain, Burning,
Tenderness
Quickly
Relieved

You'll quickly forget you
have painful callouses, ten-
derness or burning on the
bottom of your feet when you
use Dr. Scholl’s Zino-pada.
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mind, thought Matthew., He watched the
two sailors return from their search and re-
launch the rubber boat. All three Russians
climbed in, but before they rowed away
toward the submarine, the commander
gently trumped Matthew’s ace, I will
speak to you tomorrow, Mr. Lincoln,” he
called, “about what to do on Monday,
when the mail boat comes.” :

By the middle of the afternoon, the rub-
ber boat had made several trips from the
submarine to the shore, bringing wooden
packing cases of peculiar shapes and vari-
ous sizes. Sailors carried all the boxes up
the mountain to a tent they had set up on
the summit. Matthew, feeling angry and
helpless, watched the work from the ve-
randa of his house. After all the crates
had been landed, the boat made another
trip, bringing two passengers who were not
in uniform.

There were several odd things about
these two. They were both middle-aged,
and both wore glasses. One of them had on
a very baggy and cheap-looking tweed suit.
The other was in shiny blue serge. As the
two men started up the beach toward the
mountain, Matthew heard them talking,
and got a surprise. The language they
spoke was not Russian but German.

Matthew's curiosity about the whole
thing grew as the afternoon passed. Appar-
ently the Soviets needed a Pacific island,
but why had they chosen Tuaviti? Was it
because Tuaviti was surrounded by an im-
mense area of empty, unpatrolled ocean?
So were plenty of other islands. Why hadn’t
the Reds avoided trouble by choosing one
that was uninhabited?

Matthew scratched his chin. Maybe they
had purposely selected an island with peo-
ple on it, so that things wouldn’t go so
badly if they got caught. The presence of
unharmed witnesses would prove that the
Russians had meant nothing wrong. It
would make their excuse of mechanical
trouble more plausible.

But still, why Tuaviti? There were plenty

of other spots, far from shipping lanes and
land. What did Tuaviti have that most
small atolls didn’t?

A mountain?

Matthew raised his eyes to the place
where he had prayed a few hours ago.
A mountain. Was that what they needed?

Early in the evening, he made a decision
and started up the beach toward the moun-
tain. He intended to climb to the top and
find out what was going on. At the foot
of the trail, he was stopped by a sailor
armed with a carbine. The sentry appar-
ently could speak no English, but his ges-
tures with the carbine were -eloquent
enough, Matthew scowled at him and then
turned around and went home.

“What did you find out?” Janet asked,
looking worried.

“Nothing.” He wished he could tell her
more. He loved Janet so much that her
anxiety was like a knife in his chest.

“What do you suppose they're here for?”

“I don’t know. I-—" Abruptly Matthew
held up his hand and said, “Listen!” A land
crab was clattering across the coral under
their window, but the sound Matthew had
heard was something else. Somewhere in
the distance a gasoline engine had started,
coughed, died, then started again and set-
tled down to a steady drone. i

“Airplane?” Janet asked uncertainly.

“No. It’s something on the mountain.
Might be a generator.”

“What would that mean?”

“Maybe ngthing.” Matthew fought down
his misgivings. “Maybe they just want elec-
tric lights to eat their supper by.”

Janet stepped to the window and looked
up at the mountaintop. “I don’t see any
lights,” she said.

Matthew slept little that night. He kept
wondering about those two Germans in ci-
vilian clothes. Hadn't he read somewhere
that some of the Reds’ work on rockets and
guided missiles was being done by captured
German scientists?

Matthew lay quietly and tried to decide
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what to do. Surely his first responsibility
was for the sdfety of his own flock. But
was the safety of Tuaviti all he ought to
think about? Didn’t he have some responsi-
bility for the rest of the world? That gues-
tion brought back the secret doubt that had
been chewing at him ever since he came
here. Had he been right to refuse the Seattle
job and devote all his energy to this little
handful of islanders? After all, these people
were a small group, and so simple and iso-
Jated that they were scarcely a part of the
great world at all.

Even before breakfast, Janet noticed his
eyes. “Matt, you haven't slept!”

He smiled and said, “Not much, I guess.
It doesn’t matter.”

* * »*

After breakfast he felt much better, It
was Sunday morning, the only time he ever
got a chance to see all the islanders under
one roof, and he always enjoyed it.

Tia was already in the chapel, seated at
the midget organ, when he got there. She
was a slim, golden-skinned girl of eighteen,
in a lava-lava of red cotton. Matthew said,
“When the others start coming in, I wish
you'd play Sheep May Safely Graze.”

“You like it too, then?” asked Tia.

“1 like it very much,” said Matthew.
*“And you play it like an angel.”

Tia giggled. Giggling was an unfortu-
nate habit of the islanders, and something
you had to get used to, church or no church.
Matthew believed it was a sign of a clear
conscience and a whole heart, and there-
fore should not be discouraged, especially
in God’s house.

The people of the island began filing in.
They sat down on the benches, their Sun-
day dignity interrupted by awed whispering
about the intruders. A few of the men wore
trousers and shirts, and a few of the women
wore cotton dresses, but most of the mem-
bers of both sexes were in native dress.
Even the children wore something, because
it was Sunday.

The tension among the people relaxed
when Tia began to play. Matthew listened,
marveling at how intensely the island girl
brought out the meaning of the music. By
the time she had finished playing, the
chapel was full. After several hymns—
sung badly, but lustily by everyone—Mat-
thew told the story of Cain and Abel. The
line, “Am I my brother’s keeper?’ was
what particularly interested him this morn-
ing, because he’d thought so much the night
before about his own responsibilities.

He was approaching the end of his ser-
mon when he saw someone standing in the
chapel doorway, behind the backs of the
congregation. Trubetskoy. The Russian
waited in silence until the sermon ended;
then he walked up the aisle.

“I will say a few words, if you don't
mind.” Without waiting for permission,
Trubetskoy turned toward the islanders.
“For your own good, I must tell you some-
thing,” he said, shouting like a man who is
unused to public speaking. “My people
and I are guests of you. But this must not
be known. You know it, but you must not
tell it. Not when the mail boat comes. Not
when other strangers come, if they should
come. You must not tell it. You must live
exactly as before.” He paused. Then he
said deliberately, “If one of you tells it, all
will be killed.”

Trubetskoy stopped. Matthew was thun-
derstruck at the baldness of the threat, or
bluff, or whatever it was. He saw that the
islanders were looking at Aim now, waiting
for his words—all the islanders except one.
The thoughtful eyes of John-Enoch had
not left the Russian.

Matthew considered for a moment and
then said, “That’s right. Do not tell.” . ..

When he got home, he found Janet feel-
ing nervous and trying to hide the fact.
“Do you think they mean to do anything
to us?”’ she asked casually.

“That depends on who you mean by
‘us.”®  Matthew frowned, because he was
nearing the core of his problem. “If ‘us’
means you and me and the people of this
island, then the answer is no. The com-

mander and his comrades want us to go
right on as usual.”

“Then maybe everything will be all
right,” Janet started setting the table for
lunch.

Matthew nodded. “Maybe it will. But if
‘us’ includes your mother in Seattle and
samebody’s Uncle Oscar in Charleston—
then I'm not so sure about how safe we
are.” He stepped to the window and looked
up at the mountaintop. He could make out
the figures of two men, working on a plat-
form that was lashed to the crown of the
highest coconut tree. They seemed to be
setting up some kind of antenna—an odd
rig that looked like a couple of shiny
bicycle wheels, standing on edge, one above
the other. “I'm not so sure,” he said again.

He and Janet listened to their radio as
they ate. The news of the world was as un-
settling as ever. “And I thought we’d got
away from all that,” said Janet, wistfully,
as the grim recital ended.

While they were having their coffee, they
heard the Russians’ generator start up
again. Soon after that, something suddenly
ruined their radio reception. A pulsating,
crackling static was. all they could hear.
Then, gradually, the static died away. Mat-
thew thought of the generator on the mouau-
taintop. Something ominous was beginning,
and he didn’t like it.

Half an hour after lunch, there was a
knock on the door. The visitor was Tru-
betskoy, and he was alone. He came in and
stood opposite Janet and Matthew, his
finger tips on the table. “You will wish to
send letters on the mail boat,” he said.

“Naturally,” said Matthew.

“Very well. But I am afraid that I must
be permitted to read them first.,”

Matthew swallowed his anger and tried
to think clearly. If he was going to rebel,
tomorrow would be the day for it-—not to-
day. “All right,” he said. “We can have
our letters ready for you by ten o’clock to-
morrow morning. The mail boat usually
gets here around noon.”

“It happens to be about two hours be-
hind schedule this time,” Trubetskoy said
with a smile. Then he answered Matthew’s
unspoken question. “The radio transmit-
ter on the mail boat is quite talkative. The
submarine listens.”

Matthew said, “All right. Then twelve
o’clock should be soon enough for you to
see our letters.”

“Very good,” said Trubetskoy.

* * *

After the commander had gone, Matthew
spent two hours writing letters. Harmless
ones. When he had finished, he took a
stroll outside. He walked alone, since Janet
was busy in John-Enoch’s house, teaching
her class in English.

Thinking hard, Matthew wandered past
the chapel and down the beach, away from
the mountain. What a simple thing it would
be, tomorrow, to tell Jim McBride the
whole story! Jim was captain of the mail
boat, and Matthew often paddled a proa
out beyond the reef to talk to him for a
few minutes while the mail boat stood out-
side Tuaviti’s lagoon. It would be the easi-
est thing in the world to paddle out there
tomorrow and tell Jim,

If one of you tells it, all will be killed.
Trubetskoy had almost certainly been
bluffing when bhe said those words. The
murder of the islanders wouldn’t help the
Russians any, once the secret was out. And
it would ruin their fiction about a mechan-
ical breakdown.

Still, be couldn't be sure. If he told the
secret, he’d be risking the lives of forty-
three people who loved and trusted him.
Not to mention risking his wife’s life, and
his own. The Reds might only be using
Tuaviti as a radio outpost anyway.

Matthew had been walking slowly, ap-
proaching the western tip of the island.
When the noise began, he stopped walking
instantly, stopped thinking, stopped breath-
ing. He stopped everything and listened
to the screaming in the sky.

Something like an immense bullet had
passed over him, high in the air, and was
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ow disappearing toward the south, mov-
1g so fast he could scarcely get his eyes on
. It had made no sound as it approached,
ut now—although it was miles away—
e air was heavy with its whistling shriek.
As he watched, it went into a long,
weeping turn. Within seconds, although
s noise was dying out, the thing itself be-
wm growing larger again, coming toward
im at fantastic speed. It flashed past the
p of the island at a distance that might
ave been a mile or two, and Matthew saw
iat it had wings, of a sort. They were
nall, almost like fins, and they were swept
wck sharply. As it passed him it began
rning again, and only then did the ter-
ble sound of its passing strike his ears.
A half-formed suspicion made him turn
s head and look at the top of Tuaviti's
ountain. The shiny loops of the antenna
are turning! The screaming bullet was
/ing in a great curve around the island
yw, and the antenna turned lazily, con-
antly presenting the same side to the
issile, carefully following its flight.

No, not following! Guiding!

The gleaming missile circled the island
ur times and then straightened out, going
irth, gaining altitude rapidly. It was still
mbing when it disappeared in the dis-
nce. Its course was straight now, and the
tenna on the mountaintop stood still.

it were used. “We can’t permit Tuaviti to
be the home of such things, even if we
die. Do you see that?”

“I see it,” John-Enoch said.
morrow be as you say.”
., Matthew went home. He hated to tell
Janet his decision, but she had to know.

She listened very calmly. controlling her
fear so well that he was filled with admira-
tion. “That Red Navy commander is a bag
of wind, and 1 know it,” she said. *“But
I'm very proud of you, Matt.”

Tia was playing the organ again in the
chapel beside the house. Matthew smiled
ruefully, Sheep May Safely Graze.

“Let to-

* * %

He got an ironic enjoyment, the next
morning, out of seeing how much trouble
the Soviets went to, in preparation for the
coming of the mail boat. They removed
their control antenna and its platform, and
they even dismantled their tent, because
the top of it would be visible from the sea.
By eleven o'clock the mountaintop looked
just as it always had, although all the
equipment was still there, hidden among
the trees. The submarine, lying off the reef,
ready to submerge, was the only visible
sign that Tuaviti was in Russian hands.

At twelve thirty, the Soviet commander
presented himself at Matthew's house. “Are
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Matthew made for John-Enoch’s house.
hated the thought of what he had to do.
‘ohn-Enoch was at home, although the
glish class was over and everyone else
1 left. He was sitting in his doorway.
stood up as Matthew approached.
Aatthew said, “I must tell you something
y bad, John-Enoch.”

‘Speak, Shepherd.” The fear of the
inge flying missile he had just seen was
| in the Kanaka's eyes.

Sit down, John-Enoch, and I'll sit down
. I have a lot to say.”

] »* *

hey sat facing each other, just inside
Kanaka’s doorway, and Matthew
ed. He told of his own country and
v he loved it, and how for some years
v it had been in the shadow of a great
He told of coming to Tuaviti with
et, and of the house and chapel he had
‘t. He told of the nursing and teaching
et had done. He described, as well as
could, his love for the island and its
ple. He did his best to make John-Enoch
how he felt. Then he said, “I have come
ay to you that tomorrow I must tell Jim
Bride about the Reds.”
‘he expression of the Kanaka’s face
wed that he hadn’t forgotten Trubet-
y's threat. “We will then be killed.
th?” he asked.
[ doubt it. But we must put our trust
yod. My radio says my country is not at
with their country. Not yet.”
Let it be as you say, Shepherd. But
t was the flying thing?”
[atthew explained what little he knew
ut the weapon they had just seen. He
itted that this flight had probably been
" a test, and that the missile might never
1sed for killing, so long as there was
iew war, But he told John-Enoch about
thousands of lives it would destroy, if

lier’s for October 27, 1951

the letters ready for inspection?” he asked.

Matthew handed Trubetskoy the sheaf
of unsealed mail—his own and Janet’s. .

The commander sat at the table and read
carefully for almost an hour. When he had
finished, he said, “Very well,” and leaned
back in his chair. It was at that moment
that things began going wrong.

Matthew waited impatiently for the man
to say good-by and go aboard the subma-
rine, but Trubetskoy made no move to go.
Instead he asked, “Which is the best of the
natives?”

“Their leader is a man named John-
Enoch,” Matthew said, sealing the last of
his envelopes.

“Will you call him, please?”

Matthew stepped out on the veranda,
saw John-Enoch sitting in his doorway,
and called to him. ~

As soon as the Kanaka got inside Mat-
thew’s house, Trubetskoy stood up and
picked up the stack of mail. “You will re-
main here,” he said to Matthew and Janet.
Then he said, “Come,” to John-Enoch and
led him out to the beach.

A moment later, Matthew and Janet
could hear the Russian’s voice, shouting
a long and menacing harangue at the
Kanaka. After a few minutes, Trubetskoy
returned, still red in the face from his ora-
tory, but looking pleased. He sat down
again. The time was one forty-five.

Janet stared at him. “Aren’t—aren’t you
going to the submarine?”

“But of course not.” Trubetskoy smiled,
took his automatic from its holster, and
put it on the table. “I shall wait here until
the mail boat has gone. I must be certain
that you make no communication with it.”

Matthew looked out the window. The
submarine had disappeared. He felt as if
the ground had dropped away under his
feet. “Then John-Enoch will be the one to
meet the mail boat?" he asked.
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“Yes.” Trubetskoy smiled. “He is suf-
ficiently frightened. 1 have described to

. him what I would do if he betrayed us.”

Matthew sat down and put his head in
his hands. How he despised the use of
fear to rule men! And how ashamed he
was at having been tricked by such a man!
Five minutes later, when the mail boat
finally wallowed into view around the end
of the island, sounding her siren, Matthew
was watching from the window. He saw
John-Enoch waiting in his proa. He saw
Jim McBride throttle down, take the packet
of letters from the Kanaka and hand him
a packet in return. There was a space of a
minute or so when the two men might have
been talking. Then the mail boat moved on,
“Very good,” said Trubetskoy, when the
mail boat was half a mile away. He put his
automatic in its holster and left the house.
Janet put her hand on Matthew's shoul-
der. “I'm sorry, Matt,” she said. “You did
all you could.”
Matthew shrugged. ‘“Maybe it's better
this way. At least they've lost their reason
to kill anybody.” He tried to smile, and
made a dismal failure of it.
He and Janet walked out on the veranda,
The submarine had surfaced and launched
her rubber boat. Trubetskoy was waiting
for it at the water's edge.
John-Enoch, looking very sober and full
of dignity, came up from the beach and de-
livered the packet of letters without a
word. He and Matthew and Janet watched
as the two German civilians came ashore
and walked up the mountain with the com-
mander. The antenna was being hoisted
back into place when John-Enoch spoke at
last. “I told it,” he said.

“You what?”

“I told it. To Jim McBride.”

NNO!"

John-Enoch nodded. “Truth.”

Matthew glanced at the submarine and
saw that someone was standing on her
deck, wigwagging frantically at the moun-
taintop. The submarine’s radio must al-
ready have picked up Jim McBride's
message to the authorities at Suva.

Matthew turned to John-Enoch. “You"
better go home. You may be safer there.
Then he put his hand on the Kanaka’
shoulder. “You've done well, my brothe
—whatever happens.”

For just one moment, brief and solemr
Matthew forgot all about the Reds anr
what they might do. The question tha
had been gnawing at him for three year
had suddenly found its answer. As h
watched John-Enoch turn and start fo
home, he knew beyond a doubt that thes
island people were a part of the gres
world, as much as anybody. Tuaviti wa
where Matt Lincoln belonged, and he coul
be proud of it—if he lived.

The Soviet commander came hurryin
down the mountain to the beach. He ws
met there by an excited radioman frot
the submarine. Matthew, watching the tw
Russians yell at each other, felt a curiol
mixture of fear and exultation. Judgin
by the radioman’s excitement, Jim M
Bride must have managed to couch h
radio message very effectively. Perhag
he had hinted that the nearest warshig
were nearer than they really were.

As soon as Trubetskoy understood tt
situation, he shouted a long string of oath
orders, or both, and then directed a lor
look at the missionary's house. Even
that distance Matthew could see the veng
ful fury in bis face. But apparently ti
Russian had no time to deal with Matthe
and the islanders at the moment. He turne
and hurried back up the mountain.

The Soviet sailors set to work feve
ishly. They carried all the equipment dowv
from the mountaintop, without even bot
ering to crate it, and ferried it out to t!
submarine in three rubber boats.

As he was watching this frantic activit
Matthew heard Janet ask: “What will ha
pen when Trubetskoy gets around to us?”

“I've been thinking about that.” M:
thew did his best to sound reassuring. “Au
I think there’s a fair chance he won't do
thing. He knows there’ll be British a:
American warships here before long. U
less the U.S.S.R. is ready for war, the
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ships had better find everybody in good
health.”

Janet was silent a moment. Then she
said, “He looked awfully angry, a while ago
—maybe too angry to care how much trou-
ble he starts in the world.”

“Maybe so,” Matthew admitted. “But
look at the trouble he’d be starting for
himself. He already has plenty of music
to face, back in the Soviet Union. Tuaviti
can’t be the place where the war starts.” He
paused. “Trubetskoy will have to tell the
high command that he let himself get
caught after only two days, just because he

He’s probably been wotried about some-
thing like that all along. I can't believe he’ll
stick his neck out any farther by ordering
a massacre.”

“You think he was bluffing when he
made the threat?”

“I just don’t know,” Matthew said hon-
estly. “But there’s a chance.”

* * *

Janet was silent for a long time. She
and Matthew watched the Soviet sailors
on the beach, loading a rubber boat. The
load was very light this time; it must be the
last one. Slowly and thoughtfully, Janet
said, “Maybe John-Enoch knows.”

Matthew looked at her in astonishment,
and then he realized what she meant: not
that John-Enoch would know anything
about a Soviet officer’s relation with the
high command, but simply that he might
have seen something that betrayed the
bluff. It could be true. John-Enoch’s mind
was something like Tia’s. It got at the es-
sence of a problem, just as Tia’s playing got
at the essence of Bach.

Matthew said, “You may be right. I'm
going over to talk to John-Enoch.” But
at that moment he saw Trubetskoy ap-
proaching from the beach. The Soviet
commander strode angrily up the path to
the house and stepped onto the veranda, his
teeth clenched and his face red. He was
obviously in a towering rage, and that was
at least half the reason why the speech he
proceeded to make was so extraordinary.

“Mr. Lincoln,” he said, biting off the
words furiously, one by one, “I am pleased
to inform you that the mechanical difficulty
with our submarine has now been repaired.
I wish to thank you for your hospitality. I
trust you will report no inconvenience from
our involuntary visit. I assure you that I,
personally, am to blame for any bad thing
which may have been done. Good-by.” He
saluted, walked to the rubber boat, and
climbed in. Two sailors rowed him to-
ward the submarine.

“Good evening, Shepherd.” It was John-
Enoch again. “Are the Russians going
away?”’

“I think so,” Matthew said. He wasn’t
quite sure yet; two sailors were standing
by the submarine’s deck gun. The gun,
however, still had its waterproof jacket on.

Janet said, “We want to ask you a ques-
tion, John-Enoch.”

“Yes,” said Matthew. “Why didn’t you
obey the Soviet commander when he told
you to keep his secret? He went to a lot of
trouble to scare you into it.”

John-Enoch smiled and spoke, using ges-
tures that were like a solemn dance. “He
asked me fiercely, and I thought I would
obey. He asked me fiercely, and I thought
I would not obey. He asked me fiercely”—
the brown man shrugged—*“and I saw his
heart in my hand.”

The two sailors were leaving the deck
gun now and following their commander in
through the hatch. Matthew grinned,
and put his arm around Janet’s waist. “You
saw his heart in your hand,” he said, feeling
much better, but still puzzled. “What does
that mean, John-Enoch?”

The submarine had begun to move and
to submerge. The Kanaka watched it until
the only thing that showed above the wa-
ter was what looked like the protruding fin
of a very large fish, disappearing toward
the north.

I “I saw that he was afraid,” said John-
| Enoch. THE END

came up against a Kanaka he couldn’t scare.-
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A MINUTE OF ANYTHING

YOU TYPE, WRITE o+ DRAW

.« « « NO stencils, no mats,
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DIRECT ‘“LIQUID’” PROCESS DUPLICATOR

HUNDREDS OF
USES

* SALES LETTERS
® BULLETINS

* MAPS

® PRICE SHEETS
* MENUS

* QUOTATIONS,
BIDS

* POSTCARDS
* ESTIMATES dle
* BLANK FORMS L 4R
* SKETCHES | -
osTaTEments  |] FEEED R
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* GRAPHS '
¢ CONTRACTS AN
* MUSIC SCORES | LM 7
* HOUSE ORGANS
* NOTICES -

¢ RADIO SCRIPTS i
o DRAWINGS

* EXAMINATION
QUESTIONS

¢ NEWS RELEASES
® LESSON SHEETS
* REPORTS

The new Ditto D-10 provides the quickest,
most economical and the most satisfactory
way to make copies. It's ready for imme-
diate use—no stencil to cut, no type to set,
no inking, no make-ready.

It copies directly from your original writ-
ing, typing or drawing; one, two, three or
four colors in one operation; 120 copies
per minute; 300 or more from each master;
on varying weights of paper or card
stock; 3" x 5" up to 9” x 14" in size.

PRINTS IN ONE TO FOUR COLORS AT ONCE

The sleek lines of the D-10 proclaim worth-
iness within. It has smooth, balanced action.
It has wear- and corrosion-resisting stain-
less steel parts. With “Magic” Copy Control
it prints each copy brightly. Sure and simple,
it makes an expert of any user. Mail the
coupon for a fascinating folder providing

.moredetails. .. free and without obligation.

DITTO, inc., 688 S. Oakley Bivd., Chicago 12, lllinois
in Canada: Ditto of Canade, Ltd., Teronto, Ontario

DITTO, Ine., 688 $. Oakley Blvd., Chicage 12, lilinols

Gentlemen: Without obligation,
B“f Please send liserature featuring the new Ditto D-10
icator and samples of work produced on it.
B“ I Arrange a demonstration of the new Ditto D-10
plicator for me.

Name........ iviersess beeeranee Cretrertseniraas beraeas
COMDENY .+ a0 tvsrvivioessrssisisnnsnres T T
Address........ .. PP benseneanas (&1 R
Post Office........County..............5tate,.....,
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In the air....as on the road...
Kaiser-Frazer builds to better the best!

at schedule-breaking speed, from other production
lines rolls a steady stream of Kaisers and Henry J’s
to join the 600,000 already on the road.

Come behind the scenes at Willow Run and
see how America builds for peace while preparing
for defense—and takes bhoth jobs in stride!

In our great plant at Willow Run we are now
constructing a vast air armada of C-119
Fairchild “Packets,” the transport plane now in
service in Korea, and Chase C-123, a new

type of cargo transport plane soon to be with
our armed forces.

We are proud of the fact that we have become

a major automotive manufacturer in so ;
short a time as five years—and prouder still
of the fact that we can carry on this
great accomplishment while beginning another

great new chapter in the history of

And while this vital aircraft building goes on aircraft mass production,

The C-119 Fairchild “Packet”

More “eye-opening” reasons why you ought fo own the 1951 Kaiser foday!

Kaiser styling is better styling! Kaiser vision is wider vision! Kaiser power is thriftier power!

Take off the blinders

The ’51 Kaiser is 1951’s most beautiful
car! And it’s officially confirmed!
Kaiser has just won its second

World’s Beauty Prize!

Kaiser comfort is greater comfort!

Years ahead of other cars in riding
luxury, it has the lowest center of
gravity of any car today—plus aircraft-
type shock absorbers matched to
synchronized springs!

Kaiser has the largest glass area of any
6 passenger four-door sedan — plus the
narrowest corner posts. The safest
vision-engineering combination yet!
Kaiser safety is greater safety!
You're safer in your Kaiser because
Kaiser has bigger brakes than most cars.
And as an extra protection, Kaiser

gives you the famous Safety-Cushion
Padded Instrument Panel!

You get better economy with Kaiser’s
High-Torque Supersonic Engine! It uses
less oil, needs less upkeep! Has Flash
Chrome rings, 100% counterbalanced
crankshaft, full-length water jackets!

That’s why Kaiser value is better value!
Drive it —see for yourself! When you

add up all the many extre advantages

Kaiser gives you, you'll realize what a
smart investment it is for the years ahead!

see ‘he differe"ce i" the Kaiser ’See it at your KaiserxFrazer dealer’s today!

£:1951 KAISER-FRAZ2ER SALES CORPORATION. WILLOW RUN. MICHIGAN



Folks have been calling for

Paul Jones for five generations!

So smooth, so mild,
so rich and mellow —
You just can’t buy |
a better drink!

Frankfort Distillers Corp., N.Y. C. Blended Whiskey. 86 Proof. 72%4% Grain Neutral Spirits.



Brings every station closer
-makes every picture clearer

DVANCE to Arvin TV now!
Big 17, 20 or 21-inch pictures!
Mighty Dual Power Chassis with
26 tubes including rectifiers and pic-
ture tube. So powerful that a special
control is provided to reduce sig-
nals of nearby stations. Wide choice
of expertly crafted cabinets in beau-

tiful selected woods. Arvin is first to
offer TV sets with UHF tuner
built-in; easily converted to color,
too. Screen sizes from 8! to 21
inches. Prices from $128.95, plus tax
and warranty. Arvin Industries,
Inc., Columbus, Indiana, (Formerly
Noblitt-Sparks Industries, Inc.)

Also makers of Arvin Radios, FElectric Housewares, Car Heaters, Metal Furniture and Ironing Tables.
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Superb in its regal beauty, authentic in its French Provincial styling, a source of deep pride and superlative entertain-
ment far years! 2l-inch Perma-Focus picture, with brightness ond contrast controls that automatically hold from sta-
tion to station. True-to-life Velvet Voice tone. Truly the TV of your dream! (Model 5212CFP, shown open below}

Tops in table model TV, with
17-inch Perma-Focus Picture;
mighty Dual Power chassis;
mahogany or blond cabinet.
Table to match, extra. (Model
5171TM or 5171TB)

Blond or mahogany console
of outstanding beauty, with
17-inch Perma-Focus picture
and Arvin's famous Dual-
Power Chassis, {Mode!
5170CB or 5170CM)




