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MAN, haven't you? Yini 
man learn the newel of 

bathing with one soap that ban- 
ishes body odor, and at the same 

lime adorns your skin with a 

protecting fragrance men love! 
Don't risk your daintiness with 
an unpleasant smelling soap 
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ocrmrmr anti it's quite an asset 

In romance. Vi ha I n more, thousand* nl 

lovely women have proved to themselves 
('.aaimiere Bouquet is one |>crfunic«l 
snap that won't irritate their skin! 
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THAT'S A SWILL IMA Ill'll |4raiw lo 

give a Mil art girl like ywt a glamour him 
... lo Irll you abuul the lovelier way In 

a void offending w it h ('.anhmere Bouquet 
Soap! Kemrmher, there's no finer 

complexion aitl than daily rare »ith 
Cashmere Bouquet it’* one per- 
fumed soap that can agree with yout 
skin! Be- smart, be lovely gel some 

(jsh>iiere Bouquet Soap—Indav! 

"SIGNAL IN THE NIGHT" 

SEWELL PEASLEE WRIGHT 

A new story by this popular writer 

of murder mysteries.. .in which 
another "perfect crime" goes wrong. 

COMING NEXT WEEK 

The Noblest Act 

HOSPITAL TRAIN 
by Frank Gervasi 

THIS WEEK Itaa asked famous 
authors and tear correspondents 
to describe the noblest acts—by 
soldier or civilian—that they hate 

witnessed during World War II. 

This is the third of these articles. 
— THE EDITOR 

You 
know the sounds a train 

makes as it moves along snow- 

covered tracks. The click of the 
wheels is muted, dull, distant. The 
whistle is shrill and clear and you pos- 
sess a great sense of inwardness and 
aloneness. It is somewhat the same 

in the desert. The sand is a moonlit 
waste and glitters like snow, and the 
sounds the train generates in its rush 
through the night are soft. 

This train had a small whistle, thin, 
high-pitched — not the full, brawly 
baritone of ours back home. It was 

an Egyptian train, crossing the desert 
margin of the Mediterranean from 
Mena Matruh to Alexandria. We 
were moving eastward toward Alex 
and away from the blood and sand 
and incredible noise of war. but death 
anu pain moved with us. This was a 

hospital train. 
We had 262 on board and there was 

the smell of death in the carriages. 
I was sitting with Captain Benson. 
the conducting officer who showed me 

around at the front. We restrained an 

impulse to walk back through the cars 

and talk to the wounded. We had had 
enough war. We were, technically, on 

neutral soil now. There were big Red 
Crosses on our rooftops. The enemy 
would not bomb or strafe us here. The 
war was over for us. temporarily. For 
the men back there the war was over 

too, permanently. 
We were very hungry, Benson and 

I. We had had nothing to eat for 

nearly three days. The station wagon 
we used at the front had smashed up 
and we’d hitchhiked in ambulances 
from Sidi Barrani. We’d had only 
water and an occasional cup of tea on 

the way. Our ambulance made Nlerza 
Matruh just in time for us to clamber 
aboard the hospital train with our 

bedding rolls. We were very hungry. 
And we had 16 hours of journey ahead, 
through the cold night and the hot, 
dusty day tomorrow. 

No Pampering 
Some of the wounded were what 
you call "walking wounded.” They 
weren't hurt badly enough to give 
them beds in the hospital cars. Our 
coach was half second-class compart- 
ments and half third-class lx'nches. 
The third-class half was filled with 
Italian and German prisoners. They 
were hungry too. You don't pamper 
the wounded on the trains. You shove 
them aboard and move them olf. They 
get water and there's some thin soup 
for the bad cases, but the object is to 

get them to hospitals in Cairo and 
Alex and Ismailia. Those hospital 
trains haven't any club cars! 1 thought 
of food you could get on the Broadway 
Limited and the Washingtonian and 
the Flying Scotsman in England. 1 
described my last meal on an Ameri- 
can diner to Benson and he said: 

“I say, old boy, will you stow it! 
Pack it away or I’ll bash you one.” 

We were unrolling our bedrolls. We 
hadn't used them for three nights. 
We'd been moving too fast for that 
kind of luxury. I was shaking the sand 
out of a sour-smelling blanket when 
Benson let out a yip, and a tin clat- 
tered to the floor. It was a long tin, 
about a foot long, and four inches 
square. It bore the label of Fortnum 
and Mason's, Piccadilly, London, and 

contained--chocolatc-covercd graham 
crackers! Benson held it before him, 
an end in each hand, as you would a 

football, and let out a yell that com- 

peted with the whistle. He tore at the 
top and couldn't open it. It was stuck 
all round with gummed paper. He 
tried his nail, gave up and rummaged 
through his duffle for a knife. 

1 le'd got the top off and was rustling 
the waxed brown paper aside with 
clumsy fingers when we became con- 

scious of faces peering at us from the 
other side of the glass doors and pan- 
els of the compartment. There were 

three or four men there, one of them 
with a liandagcd head. Two were Ital- 
ians and at least one other was a Ger- 
man Before I could stop him. Benson 
stood up, pulled aside the sliding door 
and began passing out the crackers, 
one to each. He went through the car 

and presently returned with one 

cracker. He divided it neatly in two 

portions and we sat on the edges of 
our long seals, taking small bites, 
fighting, each of us, an impulse to 

gulp, chew and swallow. We sat there 
for a long tune, not talking. There 
was a faint light from the blue bulb 
overhead. 

For a few minutes we hadn't been 
conscious of the train’s movement, 
or the sounds it made. Then the 
whistle blew, long and shrilly, and we 

could hear the engine huff-huff-huff- 
ing ahead. That is, I could. Benson 
was lengthened on his dusty, rumpled 
bedroll, asleep. 

It wasn't until a long time after- 
wards that the whole thing came prop- 
erly into focus. Then 1 liked Benson 
very much. Up to then I hadn’t, 
really. Somehow the Boston Tea Party 
had come between us. It was all tight 
after the cracker business — a slight 
thing, but it was all right after that. 
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