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“The Furious Physician”

On “Storyteller” Monday

A celebrated doctor whn pretended having a bad temper mo as to
anger & wounded soldier and thus raise emotions that saved his life,
wijl be identified hy Marvin Mucller during the Cornnet Storyieller _.
broadcaxt over WJZ Monday at 9:55 p. m., EWT.

taila of the deception which enabled the doctor to perform a vital

operation,

An artist whose command of the
oil extends even into hig conversa-
tion enters into the life of the
Bumsteads, whrn “Blondie Sits for
Her Portrait.” on Monday, at 7:30
p. m, over Station WABC., The
painter, one Sascha  Bolinzoff,
enmes to the attention of the Bum-
steads when hie Hying body lands
practically at therr feet, i an evie-
tion for non-pyment of rent.

“Sweer amd Lovelv™ should be
the theme -~ong on “Blind Date”
aver WIZ Maonday at B:30 p, m.,
EWT. when a thin of beauties will
be on hard te act as dates for]
three »f =i service men compet-
ing for thewr company, The girls
are Ruth Bond. whko lends allnre
tn the Broadway hit. “One Teuch
of Venus™; Grace Clement, modet
for the topnoieh illusirators: and

Jay Meredith. one of radie's pret- _

tiest actreszes. A free evening of
fun 1s provided for thc winners by
the =ponsor and a celebrity gocs
wlong with them to act as *chap-
erone.”

The sziory of a chaplain who
went inte battle with only spiritual
weapons and won the admiration
and respect of all his men i= mov-
ingly told on "Cavaleade of Amer-
jea” Monday, over WEAF. 8 p. m.
EWT. Brian Donlevy plavs the
leading role.

Titled “My Fighting Congrega-
tion,” the broadeast 1= based on the
experiences of William C. Tuag-
gart, chaplain with the 19th Bom-
bardier Group of the U. 8 Army,
as he related them in hizs bouk of
the same name.
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God’s Front Door

By KETTI FRINGS

CHAPTER 1

Harrison was ane of
wasg sure he wag not
Youd watch him.

Minky
thoge who
gong 1o die.

D after chow, al night. lving on the

cand,  prapped on one elbow, ke
harr matehing the flame of the
desert sunget, and histen 1o the [ife
he poured :nto that tinny harmon-
1wa and think, "Good Ged, how
can anvone he that young!” There
was vnuth in hig eves and  his
freckles and in the song he played
. .. and the others who =a{ around
listening marveled.
that they had been that wav, ton,
when thev first came out here. He
was =a eager, confident: “Wait till
1 set eves on my firast German!
I'romised to send a scalp back to
Martha!”

Pinky was always talking about
hi= Martha, just as thn he were
going to see her teonighi, tomor-
row, mnext day. Grinning, his
eves dancing. Playing his rongs
te her. reading her letiers aver
and over. Martha was going to
have a babyv, any day now. “Can
vou heat that! A baby — me,
twentyv-two vyears old and a fam-

ilv. man already!”™ He loved the
idea. He  Thored evervbody to
“death with it.

Net quile “bored.” More real-
istically. it disturbed them a little.
Pinky had only been here three
weeks, Most of the others had
been here three months. They

remembering .



