
You can 

depend on 

KRAFT 

QUALITY 

Here's what you get ... a neat-slicing, smooth- 

spreading, smooth-melting cheese food, with deli- 

cately rich yet mild Cheddar cheese flavor and 

wonderful nutiients from milk I Actually Velveeta 

offers: complete, high-quality protein, milk calcium 

and milk phosphorus, food energy, the vitamins A 

and G (riboflavin). And this pasteurized cheese 

food is digestible as milk! All this—when you get 
the Kraft quality cheese food. 
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SOON ASAIN, W1 NON—Become of the 

Government’s tremendous need for cheddor 

cheese, these two famous Kraft varieties have 

been missing from your food dealer's display. 
But soon again, we hope, civilians can have 

Kraft American with the wonderful medium- 

meBow flavor, and our famous Old English 
with the tantalizing sharpness of rare, aged 
Cheddar. Keep on the lookout for the return 

of these favorites. 
Com. 1945, by Kraft Cbecm Co 

The World’s Favorite Cheeses are 

made by the Men and Women of 

He Knew It Was Love! 
BY JOSEPH ANTHONY 

IllutfrafoJ by William Rota 

Pfc. Roguski may have been 

a dope — but some things he 

understood very well indeed 

Fuvate Victor Roguski was a huge hulk 
of a man, whose long arms, dangling 

from his powerful shoulders, gave him a 

clumsy, off-balance look. When smiling amia- 
bly, which was most of the time, he looked 
like a meek giant. 

At Camp Crandall, the instructors of the 
special training unit for illiterates had been 
unable to get Roguski to the point where he 
could read: “This is my rifle. I keep my rifle 
clean.” All the same, he did keep his rifle 
as clean, and aimed it as straight as any man 

in the outfit. He found a watch or a clock an 

annoying contraption, but in his native 
Poland he had learned to tell time by the sun 

and the stars. 
Once, on maneuvers, Roguski protested to 

the sergeant who was leading a scouting party 
in the woods: “The Lootnant tell us go 
North, Mr. Sergeant, but we going East.” 

“My compass says we’re heading North. 
Get going!” the sergeant answered. 

“Yes, Mr. Sergeant,” said Roguski respect- 
fully. But he lagged behind, threshing around 
in the underbrush, and a few minutes later he 

disappeared... It was the sergeant’s com- 

pass, not Roguski’s sense of direction, that 
was out of order. Victor came back alone to 

give a sharp-eyed report to Lt. Blaine; the 
rest of the party were listed by the umpire 
of the maneuvers as casualties. 

Lt. Blame, when commended by Colonel 
McCabe for the disposition he had made of 
his force, gave the credit to Roguski’s scout- 

ing. The big Pole was made a first-class 
private, proudly wearing the only stripe on 

any sleeve in the special training unit. From 
that time on, there was a look of gratitude in 
his eyes whenever he saw the Lieutenant. 

Roguski felt now that he had everything 
a sensible man could want. He was a first- 
class private in the U. S. Army; he had a girl 
in Pittsburgh, to whom he always sent roses 

instead of letters; and he had an old accor- 

dion, on which, when lonesome, he could play 
Polish folk songs. 

When he got a pass for the evening. 
Roguski would strap his accordion around 
his neck and walk to a near-by town. There 
he would go first to the florist’s, then to 
Korsak’s Cafe, a little Polish restaurant, 
where he spent the evening drinking beer with 
the proprietor and playing his accordion. 

At Korsak’s bar one evening, Roguski 
struck up a lively tune that drew applause 
from the crowded tables. Korsak beamed, 
and set up a double-sized beer. ‘This one is 
on the house, Victor.” Roguski lifted the 
mug and drained it at a gulp. 

“Look, Victor,” the proprietor said proudly. 
“Over there, at the second table on the right, 
is Miss Cooper — one of the elite Coopers. 
Big society is coming already to Korsak’s!” 

Big society meant nothing to Roguski. He 

wiped his mouth with the back of his hand 
and lifted his accordion again. Then he saw 

the table toward which Korsak had nodded, 
and put his instrument down. Lt. Blaine — 

who, as far as Victor was concerned, was the 
highest ranking officer in the Army — was 

seated at that table. With him was a slender 
girl whose face was like a trim cameo. 

Roguski caught Blaine’s eye. “Excuse, please, 
Mr. Lootnant,” he said shyly. "I am dis- 
turbing you maybe with my playing?” 

Miss Cooper answered: “Disturbing us? 
Why, that song was lovely. Please play some 

more.” Roguski still hesitated, his eyes on 

the officer. “Ed, he’s waiting for you to say 
it,” she whispered to the Lieutenant, who was 

staring moodily into his glass. 
Blaine looked up, his friendly self again. 

“Do your stuff, Victor. As a matter of fact. 
I’ve been boasting that you belonged to my 
outfit.” 

Roguski beamed. “For you and lovely 
lady, I play Polish wine 9ong,” he said, and 
filled the room with a lyrical tune. 

“Ed, aren’t you glad I discovered this 
place?” asked the girl. 

Lt. Blaine nodded. 
"It has a nice, gay air about it. Isn’t that 

something, in this droopy town?” 
"Uh-huh.” 
“Uh-huh! Ed, what’s got into you? If a 

great explorer came along tonight, and told 
you he’d discovered a brand new ocean, 

you’d say ‘uh-huh’!” 
Blaine filled her wine glass with delibera- 

tion. “I do like this place, Mary. It is gay, 
and it has character... It also has another 
advantage.” 

“What’s that?” 
“It’s out of the way. No one here is likely 

to tell your mother that you committed the 

crime of going out with me. That’s the real 
reason you picked this place, isn’t it?” 

“Well, Mother does disapprove of you,” 
she confessed. “But how did you guess?” 

“Just the look she gave me at that party. 
I’ve only been looked at in that way once 

before — by a little girl whose rag doll I’d 
stepped on. Do you know what I mean?" 
Blaine asked. 

“I ought to. That reproachful look is 
Mother’s secret weapon.” 

“I’m still wondering what my offense was.” 
Mary fastened her brown eyes on him 

resolutely. “All right — I’ll tell all. Mother 
thinks you’re taking up time that I ought to 
devote to my job. And Mother’s idea of my 
job is to marry a nice, stuffy gent with a nice, 
fat bank account.” 

“I see,” he said bitterly. 
“Ed — you don’t think I take her seriously, 

do you?” 
“Then why are you afraid to let her know 

you’ve been seeing me?” 
"In the Army, don’t they teach you that 

sometimes it isn’t cowardly to take cover?” 
“Okay, Mary,” he said grimly, lifting his 

glass. “Here’s to discretion! Here’s to your 
mother! And here’s to that fat bank account!” 
he added. 

Mary, too, raised her glass high. She 
bounced it against his with a clash that sent 
the red wine swirling: “Here’s to stuffiness! 
I didn’t know you had so much of it!” 

Seeing the anger in her eyes, he suddenly 
forgot his own. “Gosh, Mary, I’m sorry if 
I hurt you. I guess I got out of line. I — 

“Please — I’d like to listen to the music.” 
Mary turned her chair sideways to the table, 
being the accordion player, whose tune was 

drawing to a close. At a nod from her, he 
smiled benignly, and struck up another mel- 

ody. It was one of those rich and weepful 
songs of blighted love. 

The next time Blaine met Roguski was two 
weeks later, at Regimental Headquarters. 
The Lieutenant had been detailed to get rid 
of an accumulation of paper work, and it 
seemed to have gotten him down, for he was 

looking uncommonly tired and drawn. But 
when he saw the big soldier looming over his 
desk he pushed aside the sheaf of reports. 
“Glad to see you, Victor,” he said. “What’s 
on your mind?” 

“Mr. Lootnant, always I send roses to 

my girl instead of letter. Now I like to send 
letter.” 

"Righto — it’s a lot less expensive.” 
“I don’t care about money, Mr. Lootnant. 

I got hundred bucks already, for diamond 
ring. But first I must send letter that ask 
her to marry with me.” 

“And you want me to write it for you?” 
Roguski nodded. “I know it is big nerve—” 
“Not at all. It’s a little out of my line, 

but I’ll do the best I can for you. What do 
you want me to tell her?” 

“I like to begin the letter: ‘Darlink.’ 
I hat is how i can ner. 

“Fair enough,” said the Lieutenant, as he 
scrawled: “Darling.” 

Neither of them noticed that Colonel 
McCabe had poked his head into the room 

from the open doorway of the adjoining office. 
To the Colonel, everything that happened 
in his regiment was a matter of official busi- 
ness, and he watched quietly. 

“Say like this, please,” Roguski continued: 
"Darlink, I know it is nerve when big dope 
like me ask wonderful girl like you to marry 
him. But in this world there is no such thing 
as justice. Sometime man get better break 
as he deserve. So maybe you marry with me 

anyway, Darlink. ... You say that nice for 

me, with fancy words — yes, Mr. Lootnant?” 
But Blaine didn’t believe in gilding the 

lily. He thought Victor’s sentiments were sin- 

cere and to the point, and needed no fancy 
words. He wrote the letter almost as it had 
been dictated, with just a casual bow to 

grammar. 
“Here you are, Victor. Ask the sergeant 

outside to type it for you. You can sign it 
with your mark.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Lootnant,” said Roguski. 
Then he and the Lieutenant snapped to 

attention, as Colonel McCabe entered. 

“Keep your seat, Blaine,” said the Colonel. 
“I am indeed glad to see you taking such 

a personal interest in your men.” 
Continued on page 16 

Roguski beamed. "For 
you and lovely lady, 

^^Iplay Polish song" 

Take a peek! In millions of homes, families are 

turning to Hi Ho Crackers because of their finer flavor! 

Try these crunchy-crisp crackers with meals, snacks 

beverages. They’ll be the favorite cracker in your home, too. 
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