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liard to Get! 

Find KLEENEX Tissues hard to get? Don't give up! 
Your dealer will have some shortly. Output is 

somewhat curtailed, but rather than skimp 
on Kleenex size and strength,wei-e determined 
to keep Kleenex quality 'tops" in every particular! 

TELL ME AN OTH E R 
sAYs /e X* 

AND WIN A $25 WAR BOND 
for each statement we publish on why 
ycim like Kleenex Tissues better than 

any other brand. Address: 
Kleenex 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago ti, Illino 

When you reach fora KLEENEX Tissue, during 
colds, there's no fumbling In the dark! Unlike 
other brands, Kleenex hos that handy box that 
serves u PJ ust one "double tissue at o time. 

(from a letter by G. J. S., Waltham, Mass.) 

One and Only! 
There's only one Kleenex! 

Just let anyone try 
to tell me any other 

tissue is :just as good "! 
(from a letter by R. D., 

Leominster, Mass.) 

rReduce Absenteeism 
-EVERY M /4'07 CO(/N15' 

Authorities say that y2 of all work -time lost 
in war industries from illness is due 
to the common cold. So use Kleenex 
when sniffles start - to help keep 
your cold from spreading to others! 

*T. M. Rea. U. S. Pat. 
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I Sowed the 
stiTEDS 

WHENEVER I used to read interviews with prominent 
actors or composers or politicians or social workers 
who were products of the East Side of New York 

and who spoke nostalgically of the color and excitement 
and fascination of New York's slums, it used to infuriate 
me. I lived all my life on the lower East Side, and I hated it. 

We lived on Rivington Street, for business reasons. My 
father, known as Pop McGill, owned a lunchroom there. It 
wasn't a very impressive lunchroom but it gave my folks 
a living. To my disgust, Mom and Pop really liked the 
neighborhood. 

Before prohibition and the last war, my father had had 
quite a big restaurant on Division Street, but he couldn't 
compete with the speak - easies and so he lost his big place 
and his money. 

The lunchroom was small. Pop did the cooking. Mom 
was cashier and bookkeeper. Two waitresses and a dish- 
washer completed the staff. My brothers, before they were 
married, used to help out evenings. As a matter of fact, they 
both still did when they and their wives came to spend an 
evening with us. 

I used to wait on table while I was in high school and I 
hated this too, but not because it was hard work. I hated it 
because the lunchroom was dingy and not too clean and I 
hated the people we served. The storekeepers and truck - 
drivers; the peddlers, and the noisy, foreign- speaking shop- 
pers who drifted in; the pert salesgirls from the bigger 
stores; the fat, good -natured, unlovely slum women and 
the tough guys who talked out of the sides of their mouths. 
These loafers, however, treated me with a sort of careless 
diffidence. 

We lived in a flat over the store, but we only slept there. 
All our social life and waking hours were spent downstairs 
in the lunchroom, except that I did my homework in my 
small bedroom which had no window but faced on an air - 
shaft. My mother kept our flat scrupulously clean and tidy 
so that I couldn't complain about that, but I loathed our life 
anyway, and could hardly wait until I graduated from high 
schools where I was taking a business course, so that I could 
get a job and live uptown. 

My parents knew I hated the East Side, but I never told 
them my plans to leave home. The reason for this was that 
I adored my Pop and Mom even though I rebelled against 
our poverty and our way of living. It made me furious that 
Mom actually enjoyed her life. She used to say she'd die 
of lonesomeness if she ever had to give up the lunchroom. 
She sat behind her cashier's desk and talked and laughed 
all day long. 

Mom knew everybody for blocks around, and she enjoyed 
talking to everybody -gangsters, fishwives, longshoremen, 
cops. She was especially interested in the refugees who came 
to live with their relatives who, only twenty years before, had 
themselves been emigrants. Mom couldn't speak any lan- 
guage but English, but she believed that by talking very loud 
she could make foreigners understand her. Pop could speak 
a horrible mangled Italian, Yiddish, Polish and German. 
Mom, however, didn't let a little thing like language stop 
her. 

I used to marvel at her -a little round woman with grey- 
ing brown hair and lovely straight features -so interested 
in foreigners, when she herself was a Morris whose fore- 
fathers were among the signers of the Declaration of Inde- 
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pendence. I could Understand my father's interest in the 
"old country." Pop's father came from Ireland in the famine 
of 1850, but Mother could have been a D. A. R. if she wanted 
to be. Yet she lived among foreigners and liked it. 

My parents both spoiled me. I came to them late in life 
when my two brothers were already young men, so that I 
never knew them too well. I was a reserved child and I 

knew I was pretty, but the conflict in my heart showed in 
my face, even at eighteen. 

I was disdainful and aloof and a terrible snob. Mom used 
to say fondly, when I was called stuck -up, that I was a lady 
like her folks. Pop rumpled my thick red hair. "She'll get 
over them high and mighty ways. Wait 'til she falls in 
love," he chuckled. 

Grimly I vowed I'd never fall in love with anybody from 
our part of town, and I didn't. The tough mugs who came 
into the lunchroom used to tease me, but they were awed 
at my cool disdain and the frigid look of contempt in my eyes. 

For the most part the loafers from our part of town -some 
of whom were racketeers, killers, gangsters and gunmen 
ignored me. Yet if a stranger had laid a hand on me or 
annoyed me, it would have been worth his life.... 

A week after I graduated from high school, I began look- 
ing for a job. I was a fairly competent 'stenographer and 
typist. I wore a neat blue suit with tan accessories, and 
I tried to hide my quaking nervousness by a cool, dis- 
dainful expression which, I didn't realize until long later 
when I was in love, was becoming habitual with me. 

An agency sent me to the swank offices of John Spencer, 
Public Relations Counsel, in the magnificent Palladium 
Building. I had never seen such a place before. The floors 
were heavily carpeted in deep sky blue; the walls were 
tinted a soft coral; and the furnishings were all chromium, 
upholstered in heavy grey and white fabric. Several girls 
sat in the reception room, waiting to be interviewed. They 
all looked beautifully groomed and poised. 

My heart sank as I waited, but I noticed they all walked 
stiffly out. Finally a soft -voiced receptionist told me I could 
go in. As I did so, I passed a short, dark -eyed girl who 
whispered, "They only want Protestants. If you're a Catholic 
or a Jew, you ain't got a chance." 

I was too astonished to answer her but, a moment later, I 
was in the presence of John Spencer. He was a handsome. 
sharp -eyed, grey -haired man, and he sat behind an enor- 
mous desk in a room so beautiful that it made me gasp. He 
saw that I was impressed, and he was pleased. 

"Sit down," he invited smiling. He had an attractive smile 
which softened his sharp features. As I listened to him 
outline the job, I yearned to get it. How I'd love to work in 
this beautiful room and take dictation from this dynamic 
man. The view behind him out the window was breath- 
taking. We were thirty -seven stories above the street. 

"You're the type of girl I like," Mr. Spencer was saying. 
"Well -bred, reserved, intelligent. If you have good refer- 
ences, I'll take you." 

I stammered, "My school principal told me I could use 
his name." 

"Splendid, Miss -?" 
And then I did an unforgiveable, terrible thing. 
"I'm Irene Gill," I said. 
"Gill? What nationality are you ?" he asked. 
"English descent," I said -which [Please turn to page 88] 
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I Sowed the 
SEED HATRED 

:CS'.N1'INÙED e'. 

was only half the truth. My mother was 
English way back, but my name was Mc- 
Gill, and my father was of Irish de- 
spent. 

'What is your religion ?" Mr. Spencer 
asked. 

"Protestant," I said in a. low voice. 
"Splendid!' Mr. Spencer beamed. "Ns(vt. 

that I'm intoierant" he addee ,st lily r g:. 

"but I believe in certain inalienable rights 
for our own native horn. Your parents 
are American -born, I hope ?" 

"My mother is a D.A.R." I answered 
defiantly. At least that could have been 
the truth! 

Well, I got the job. I was uneasy and 
unhappy at having lied. I wondered 
whether I would like it here after all, but 
Mr. Spencer was gracious and everyone 
in the office was awfully nice to me and 
gradually my conscience stopped bother- 
ing me and I got used to being called 
Miss Gill. 

One of my school friends, Madge Arm- 
strong, lived with her widowed mother, 
a nurse, in a nice apartment near 
Gramercy Park. I was invited to dinner 
there the day I got my job. 

"I wish I lived uptown," I told Mrs. 
Armstrong. "I hate to travel in the sub- 
way, and it's so crowded in the morning." 
This wasn't my real worry. My fear was 
that my boss would find out where I lived 
and that I had lied about my name and my 
descent. 

"You can stay with us any time you 
like, Irene," Mrs. Armstrong said. "In 
fact I wish you'd live with us, because 
when I'm on night duty I hate to leave 
Madge alone." 

So now I had a good address and a good 
job and such a good salary that I was able 
to buy some smart clothes and give Mom 
some money each week, besides paying 
my board at the Armstrongs. 

My job was fascinating, and soon it 
absorbed every moment of my life for 
there were dinners and conventions and 
meetings connected with it. A whole new 
world opened for me -a smart, sophisti- 
cated, clever, new world, and I took to it 
like a duck to water. 

I soon got the hang of our work. We 
"sold" certain people to the public. Mrs. 
Billings, who wrote a book warning 
Americans against the menace of Russia, 
was one of our clients. We also had some 
publishers and several lecturers. 

Our most important work, however, 
was an organization called American 
Masthead. I was assigned to this organiza- 
tion and, at first, my job was to type 
endless envelopes which enclosed printed 
matter pamphlets and mimeographed 
letters, which I identified by number. 

"Send the G mailing list pamphlets four 
and seven," Mr. Spencer would instruct. 
I was so busy, I scarcely had time to read 
them and after awhile I didn't bother, 
for it seemed dull stuff to me. 

Our morning mail was enormous, how- 
ever, and each letter contained money. 
"Subscriptions from the suckers," Mr. 
Spencer joked. He often added, "There's a 
moron born every minute." 

What surprised me most, however, was 
the terrible hatred the office and everyone 

Back the War! Buy more and more War Bonds 

conned with it had for foreigners and 
Negrcc and Catholics and Jews. They 
blamed the Jews for everything, espe- 
cially the European war. 

I forgot all this, however, the day Ralph 
Spencer breezed into the office. Breezed 
is the only word to describe the dynamic 
entran.c he made. From the moment our 
eves ;met, a delicious excitement shivered 
down my spine. 

"Who's the new doll ?" he asked, taking 
my hand in his. 

Miss Archer introduced us. "Watch 
yourself with him, Miss Gill. He's a wolf 
in sheep's clothes. Don't be taken in by all 
that charm," she said dryly. 

"Nonsense, Archer, you're just jealous 
of my personality. Irene, may I call you 
Miss Gill ?" 

"No, I mean, yes," I stammered and then 
laughed at his infectious merriment. 

Ralph was a fast worker. An hour later 
I was having lunch with him. Ralph fasci- 
nated me, as I did him. 

"You're so-so sweet and untouched - 
looking," he marvelled. "You must have 
led a very sheltered life." 

"Oh, I did," I assured him demurely; 
but I wouldn't talk about myself in spite 
of all his efforts to draw me out. 

"Tell me about you," I urged. 
He had just returned from a speaking 

tour of the middle west. 
"You ought to hear me spellbind the 

morons. I'm terrific," he assured me. 
"Oh, I have no doubt," I laughed. `But 

do you call all your followers morons? 
I notice your father does, too." 

Ralph shrugged. "Listen, sugar, most 
people are dumb like sheep. This country 
is ripe for good leadership -someone whc 
can direct the country's thinking and the 
wealth and manpower. 

"That's why we're doing such an im- 
portant job with American Masthead," he 
continued. "We've got a magnificent or- 
ganization and we wield enormous power. 
You'd be surprised. Some day big things 
will come out of American Masthead. My 
dad, you know, is a genius." 

"And I imagine you think you're a chip 
off the old block," I ventured. 

Ralph laughed uproariously. "Say, I like 
You! Remind me to tell you you're a clever 
gal." 

I saw a lot of Ralph in the days that 
followed -when he wasn't tied up aí 
committee dinners and mass meetings 
It was obvious to everyone that Ralpl 
was intrigued by me. I knew that, if I 

wanted to, I could make him fall in love 
with me. 

He would be a wonderful catch, I kept 
telling myself, yet something held me 
back. I could think of him dispassionately, 

practically, calculatingly; but I knew I 
could never Iove him. 

Ralph was grand to date and run around 
with, however, and I knew I was the envy 
of all the girls in the office... . 

As the days grew colder and shorter, 
Election Day came near, and our office 
was in a frenzy of excitement. We were 
short of men to handle the distribution of 
literature and the enormous rallies we 
sponsored, so Mr. Spencer put an ad in 
the paper, and that's how Matt Blanchard 
came into our office and into my life. 

[Please turn to page 96] 
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I Sowed the 
Seeds of Hatred 

[CONTINUED FROM PAGE 88] 

Can you recall the moment when you 
met your husband and you both knew you 
were meant for each other? That moment 
came for me the instant I saw Matt -the 
split -second I heard his pleasant deep 
voice asking for Mr. Spencer. I was just 
passing through the reception room on 
my way to the files. We smiled at each 
other -ánd I knew. 

"I knew it, too," Matt told me later. 
"The moment you smiled at me, I said to 
myself, `Blanchard, you're going to get the 
job because that girl is going to be your 
wife.' "` 

Matt was a senior at Columbia Uni- 
versity. He wasn't handsome, as Ralph 
was handsome, but there was something 
above -board and pleasant about him. He 
had a bigness which wasn't just physical 
but radiated from his personality. He was 
studying to be an economist and was 
attracted to this job because it was part - 
time work. He was not only paying his 
way through college, he was helping to 
support his widowed mother and his 
younger sister. 

"It's been a long tough haul," Matt told 
me cheerfully, as we ate our dinner that 
night in a Chinese restaurant, "but it's 
nearly over. The kid finishes her course 
in February and she's got a job lined up 
in a textile firm. I'll be through in June 
and Mother's going to take it easy, believe 
you me, when we're both on our feet." 

"I think you're wonderful, Matt," I 
breathed. I meant it too. 

"I think . you're pretty special yourself, 
Irene. I can't wait until you meet Mother 
and my kid sister." 

Matt started to work the next afternoon. 
He had classes until two and he came to 
the office at three. On alternate days he 
was to work until midnight, handling the 
literature and contributions at street 
meetings. 

We only had a few moments together in 
little snatches those first few days. Lunch; 
or a minute in the file room; a note ex- 
changed, or a hurried word in the hall. 
But those moments were filled with wild 
happiness for us both. Matt was with us 
less than a week when he leaned over my 
desk late one afternoon. 

"Irene, I've got to talk to you. Can you 
have dinner with me before the meeting 
tonight ?" 

"I don't know, Matt. Mr. Spencer has 
asked me to work. We usually just have a 
tray brought up." 

"This is urgent, honey. Slip out at five 
and I'll meet you next door in the cafe- 
teria." Matt blew me a quick kiss and 
darted away. 

The thrill of Matt's first kiss still clung 
in my memory. He had kissed me that 
first evening when he took me home. He 
had said goodnight to the Armstrongs, and 
I had walked with him out into the hall. 
While we waited for the elevator, he put 
his arm around me and gently, deliber- 
ately, he lifted my chin and brought his 
lips down on mine- softly at first and then 
with a pressure that melted my bones and 
sent shivers of ecstasy racing up my spine 
to my scalp. One kiss -and the whole 
world had changed for me! 

There hadn't been another like it. We 
hadn't had time in the flurry and excite- 
ment of our jobs. But that kiss hung 
between us -a glory and a promise of 
other kisses to come... . 


