
“YOU LOOK LOVELY IN THE MORNING,” HE SAID 

J 
SHE SMILED AT HIM IN A WAY SHE HA 
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JT im Charter kept his hands 

mS on the wheel and his eyes 

|^K on the road. He was listen- 
■ ^ ing to Julie Treadwell’s 
latest set of reasons for not want- 
ing to marry him. 

“The trouble with you is,” Julie 
said, “you don’t produce.” 

“But look,” he reminded her, 
“how I consume. Where would you producers 
be without me?” 

Julie was in no mood for logic. She got down 
to cases. 

“Ted Anders is driving a truck. Bill Wether- 
ington is with a road gang. Tommy Pell is being 
a lifeguard. Just because they couldn’t find 
jobs in the things they majored in, they aren’t 
sitting around idle all summer.” She warmed to 
her subject, “Practically all waiters and truck 
drivers these days are college graduates. It 
shows you what’s happening.” 

Kim said, “A good many of our captains of 
industry are college graduates, too." 

Julie sniffed. “You aren’t even a private. You 
haven’t any spirit of industry.” 

“Neat,” Kim complimented her. He sighed. 
“So in order to win you as my bride I’ve got to 

get into overalls and get callouses on my 
palms.” 

"Oh, you’re calloused enough.” 
"You’re slipping,” Kim said critically. She 

moved her smooth young shoulders in a little 
twitch of impatience. 

“What are you slowing down for?” 
“Gas,” he said meekly. “There’s a station 

coming up.” 
The attendant who emerged from the small 

mustard-colored mosque was a handsome lad 
with curly blond hair, a straight nose and a 

stubborn chin. There was a smudge cm his nose. 

Kim saw Julie looking at it tenderly. The name 

“Chester” was embroidered in red over the 
pocket of the young man’s yellowish overalls. 
Julie looked at it. So did Kim. 

She smiled at the young man in a way she 
hadn’t smiled at Kim for a long time. Chester 
gave no sign of seeing her at all. 

“How many?” He had a deep baritone voice. 
Kim opened his mouth to answer but Julie 

forestalled him, 
“You may till it up, please,” she said sweetly. 
Chester nodded, retired, pump hose in hand, 

to the rear of the car. 

Kim said, “His name is Chester.” 

“I know,” breathed Julie. “Yes, I know.” 
“No doubt," offered Kim, “he is a Rhodes 

scholar.” 
“He has a sensitive face,” Julie said dream- 

ily. “An idealist’s brow. Full of the discontent 
of the frustrated dreamer.” 

“Some fellows look that way,” Kim said, 
“when they just naturally don’t like to work. 
So what you are full of is prunes.” 

The young man re-appeared. “Check the 
oil?” He sounded weary. 

Kim started to say no but Julie murmured, 
“Do,” as if the young man had offered to play 
the Moonlight Sonata. She studied Chester’s 
perfect profile while he checked the oil. 

“Three-twenty,” Chester said. Kim paid him 
and stepped on the starter but Julie said, “Wait. 
She leaned out of the window and turned on a 

look which Kim understood perfectly. It used 
up a compound of baby stare, shy smile and 
lurking dimple. 

“Please tell me,” she said, beseechingly, 
“are you a mechanic? Because there’s some- 

thing the matter with my car. No one seems to 
be able to find out what the trouble is. Not this 
car. Mine.” 

The young man emitted a surprisingly em- 

bittered laugh. “Probably the carburetor. Car- 
buretors are always making trouble but not 

many people understand ’em.” 
“Oh." breathed Julie, “but you do?” 
He laughed again. “Me? Listen, I ve in- 

vented one that won’t need fixing.” 
“Marvelous,” Julie cried, clapping her hands. 

“Then I’ll bring my car here tomorrow. May 
I?" 

“O.K.,” Chester said indifferently. Kim 
roared his engine. He was having all he could 
do not to take a poke at Chester. 

Julie said loudly, “Morning or afternoon?” 
“Morning. A little before noon.” 
“I suppose,” shouted Julie, “we’ll have to 

take a ride in it first so you can see just how it 
acts.” 

“Oke,” agreed Chester. 
Kim’s tires ripped through the pebbles to the 

highway. 
“I never saw a more brazen pickup,” he said. 
This brought on some pretty heated give and 

take. It ended at Julie’s door where Kim apolo- 
gized and said fie’d be around at eight as usual. 

But Julie didn’t recover as quickly as he did. 
She said, "I don’t want to see you tonight. In 

fact, I don’t want to see you again at all unless 

you’re working—working! Do you understand?” 
Kim’s heart went down into his shoes. But 

not for long. He grinned. 
“All right,” he said. “You’ll be seeing me.” 

He went away whistling. 

Signor Salvatore Vanucci was taken off relief 
by being put on a WPA job. It was quite a 

change. It took him out of his cool house and 
planted him on a hot highway where the sun 

beat down on his back while he swung a pick. 
The road was closed to traffic except for a 

strip of dirt detour running along one side. 
During the lunch hour a young fellow stopped 
a stylish car outside the sawhorse barrier. He 
walked up to Salvatore who, unable to speak 
Polish or Swedish, sat moodily apart from the 
rest of the crew. 

The young man smiled and said, "How’s the 

job going?” 
"Breaka da back. Sweat like hell.” 
“How much?” queried the visitor. 
“T’ree dollar day.” Salvatore narrowed his 

eyes. “Whatta you care 'bout dees job?” 
The young man sat down on the grassy slope 

beside him. “Let me do it for you this after- 
noon,” he suggested. 

Signor Vanucci’s dog-in-the-manger leaped 
up, growling. 

“You wanta take my job? Neex. Me, 1 gotta 
wife, da keeds — 

“Hold everything,” the young man said 
soothingly. “Look.” He drew a ten dollar bill 
from his pocket. “Give you this if you let me 

do your work for the afternoon.” 
Salvatore's beautiful brown eyes bulged. He 

licked his lips. Then he saddened. He described 
circles around his head with a forefinger. “You 
better go home. Get outta da sun.” The stranger 
added a five to the ten. Salvatore swallowed. 
Just then the whistle blew. “You gotta feex 
wit’ boss. Dat'sboss.” he said weakly, pointing. 

Kimberly Charter “feexed wit’ boss” for 
another ten. Then he took off his tie and coat 

and shirt. Salvatore, lying on his back in the 
grass, decided that relief liad been good but this 
was damsite better. 

They were all swinging picks lustily when 
Julie and Chester came along in Julie’s car. 

Kim had blocked the detour with his own car. 

so Chester had to stop. He blew the horn several 
times but Kim was working too hard to notice. 

“Move that car!” Chester yelled to the Ger- 
man boss. 
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The gang leaned on their picks and stared at 

Chester. Salvatore sat up and gazed romantic- 
ally at Julie. He’d been quite a conqueror in 
his day. 

“You gotta moof dot car uff yours,” the boss 
said to Kim. 

“Certainly,” Kim said. He put down his pick 
and came forward. He was very dirty and the 
sweat was rolling down his bare and slightly 
hairy chest. Julie's mouth opened and then 
closed firmly. He leaned on a sawhorse. 

“Imagine meeting you here,” he said in a 

pleased tone. 
“If it’s an act,” Julie said, “it’s not bringing 

down the house." 
“Getta t’ree dollar day,” Kim said proudly. 

“Breaka da back. Sweat like hell.” 
Chester said, “This is wasting my time. I v 

had to lock up the station to do this.” 
Kim looked surprised. “That won’t do,” 

he said, kindly reproving. “A young fellow 
shouldn’t leave the job to go skylarking around t 
with girls.” 

“You mind your business and I’ll mind mine,” 
snapped Chester. He wasn’t wearing his over- 

alls. He put his thumbs into the white belt that 
nattily encircled the waistband of his light gray 
trousers. “Now move that car,” he commanded, 
and pushed out his lip. 

“Yes, sir,” Kim said respectfully. He got 
into his car and when he had moved it he— 
saluted and said blithely, “Well, I’ll see you to- 

night, Julie.” 
She gave him a quick freezing glare and 

Chester stepped on the gas. 
The Charters had lived in Rhysdale six 

months before Kim had met Julie. Since then 
he had emerged from what seemed to be a 

somewhat anti-social state and stepped out a 

bit among the young. It became apparent after 
a while that one of his major resolves was to 


