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THE BETTER LIFE

by CHARLES V. DeVET

Everything in the universe is subject to the force we
call the will. McMahon found the secret of using will
power, and if made a great, great change in his life

A blast of wind jerked at the

window as Roy McMa-
hon opened it. He slipped—
and he was dead.

He still breathed; the blood
of life still flowed through his
veins; he still reasoned. But
no power on this Earth, or out
of it, could stop his hurtling
fall to the sidewalk fourteen
stories below.

Or at least that was McMa-
hon’s first thought. After the
initial shock of dismay—the
realization that he was falling
to his death—a strange some-
thing happened to his mind. It
acquired a lucidity and swift-
ness of function that amazed
him. It was as though the
reality within which he moved
had paused and lengthened.
He had often heard that a

man’s life passed before him
at the instant before death,
and now he knew that it was
true.

He thought with regret of
the many things that would be
left undone; he knew a swift-
ly passing sorrow for his many
mistakes. All these he weighed
and measured, and dismissed:
All his past thoughts, emotions,
likes and dislikes, passions
and hates arrayed themselves
before him—and assumed
their true perspective. All had
been picayune, childish. He
exulted in his new wisdom.
And for the first time knew
true peace.

He was surprised to find
that he no longer feared his
approaching death. After a
moment he understood why.
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Nothing can frighten a man
who has already given his life
as lost.

He turned his attention to
"the phenomencn at hand. He
saw then that all this intro-
spection had taken place while
bis- slipping fingers still
-grasped {futilely at the window
ledge. If so much inner con-
templation could be achieved
in so brief a span of time, he
reasoned, the amount he could
dc  before he reached the
ground should be stupendous.

With renewed interest he
regarded his present predica-
‘ment. For a man possessed of
.the wisdom he had acquired,
even saving his life should not
.be impossible. He sought for
the means. The answer was
waiting for him, like a friend
in a warm room,

Will power!

Some philosopher—probab-
ly  Schopenhauer—had said
that everything is subjzct to
the force which we call will.
That too had been correct. To
save his life would take great
concentration—that was the
secret of will power—but he
knew he was capable of it.

He closed his eyes to better

orient the subtle flow of force
which he felt generating with-
in his brain. He pictured him-
self slowing in mid-air, bring-
ing his body around into an
upright position, and coming
softly to rest on the sidewalk.

A moment passed. He felt
the hard cement surface press

‘gently against his shoe soles,

and his descent stopped. He

‘had succeeded!

McMahon’s effort of con-
centration had been so great
that when he first opened his
eyes his right seemed Dlurred
in a great gray blanket of
fog, but gradually the sidewalk
and the buildings Dbeside it took
shane, and finally pedestrians
appeared on the walk, and
automobiles in the street, None
of the passers-by secmed to
have noticed his fall and
passed him with the usual I'm
interested-in-me-only  expres-
sions.

McMahon’s own emctions
were a bit difficult to definz.
He felt as though he had wak-
ened from a dream; glimpses
of what he had experienced in
his fall came and went. The
celerity and cold logic of mind
were gone, but he still felt,
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deep within, the strength of
will which he had discovered.
He rcturned to his office and
did not mention his accident to
anyone. They would not have
believed him, and he would
have appeared ridiculous try-
ing to convincz them.

When he returned home he
kept his secret to himself, for
the same reason. But all
through the night the new
thing within seemed to throb,
with a subdued purr of
potential power.

HE next day McMahon

returned to his job at the
garment factory. He held a
very minor exzcutive position
there; ascistant to the assis-
{ant personnel director.

Semetime during the early
part of the afternoon NcMa-
hon glanced up and saw old
Vic Peterson, the plant pro-
duction manager, passing by
the glass door of his office. It
would be nice to have his job,
McMahon thought idly, as he
had done often in the past.

Peterson paused in his ab-
sent-minded strolling. He
.secmed to look about him in
puzzlement, Then his face
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-cleared and he turned and

entered McMahon's ofiice. He
smiled. “Afternoon, Mac,” he
said. His tone was more cor-
dial and friendly than McMa-
hon remembered ever hearing
it.

Peterson came over and sat
on the edge of MecMahon's
desk. “You know, Mac,” bhe
said, “I've just this minute de-
cided to ta%e mwy retirement,
I've been thinking about it for
several vearz, and now I have
a chance to buy a lake place
at quite a reasonable price.
I'm going to do it!”

McMahon felt his eyebrows
rise, He sought for words to
agree that Peterson was doing
the right thing, but not to ap-
pear too eager to sce him go.
This had taken him completely
by surprize. Not so much that
Peterson was retiring, but that
he should be the first to hear
about it. Peterson had never
been particularly friendly to-
ward him, He was quite certain
that Peterzon had always re-
garded him as merely another
minor cog in the organization.

“I've always regarded you as
one of our better young men,”
Peterson further surprised him
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by continuing. “I'm going to
put in a gocd word for you to
Baudette when I tell him I'm
leaving.”

Peterson held up his hand
to halt the sputiering thanks
McMahon tried to get out.
“Oh, it won’t be as easy as all
that,” Peterson warned. “Yo.x'll
have to sell yourself. Baudetie
is a sharp one. My advice is to
think up a good sales talk. And
make it really good.” He
clapped a f{riendly hand on
McMahon’s shoulder and leit.

McMahon took Peterson’s
advice and concentrated on
what he would say, ii and when
his interview with the execu-
tive vice president came up.

AUDLETTE called him in

three days later. By that
time the news of Peterson’s im-
minent retirement had become
general knowledge. The office
grape vine also had it that
Baudette had already inter-
viewed several other potential
production managers from
among his executive force. All
of them held more responsible
positions than McMahon,

“I'll be frank,” Baudette
said between puffs, as he lit
his pipe, “I wouldn’t have con-
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sidered you for the position if
Vic hadn’t been so insistent on
it. I didn’t know he was such
a good friend of yours,” He
held his voice up in a half
question,

“We aren’t exactly friends,”
McMahon said. “I was sur-
prised as you must have bzen
when he said he was recom-
mending me.”

“Well, no matter,” Baudette
figuratively brushed the topic
aside, “but one thing, Peterson
is no fool. If ha says you have
the stuff there must be some-
thing more than ordinay
there.”

“T hope he was right.” Mc-
Mahon was careful not to say
too much.”

“Do you have any ideas?”
Baudette asked suddenly.

“I beg your pardon?”

“If I made you production
manager, how would you go
about bettering the business?”

“This would have to have
your approval, of course, and
probably that of the board,”
McMahon began, striving for
just the correct manner of
confidence plus deference,
“but an idea occurred to me
a few days ago that might do
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a great desl to promote the
company's business.”

Raudette nodded encourag-
ingly. “Go on.”

“The idea’s quite simple.
Perhaps for that reason it
could be very good. We al-
ready make ‘stretch’ stcck-
ings that fit any foot. Why
don’t we make ‘stretch’ under-
wear—shirts and shorts?” As
Baudette’s eyes widened with
scme emotion he could not
quite define, McMahon want
on. “Using the ‘stretch’ ma-
terial would eliminate consid-
erable overhead. It would save
much sizing and pattern work,
enable us to carry a smaller
inventory, and cut losses on
obsolete styles. On the sales
end, ihe retailer also could
get by with a smaller inven-
tory. And finally, we would
be first on the market with
the new articles—the novelty
value would be great, you
know.”

Brudette’'s - pipe had gone
out. For a moment he stared
straight ahead. “Why didn’t I
think of that?” he murmured.
“Why didn't anybody think of
i”
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“YHE f{ollowing week Mc-
Mahon was made pro-
duction manager. However, by
that time he was not as thrilled
as he might have been earlier
with the promotion. He had
learned more about the power
within him—and it was so
great that it staggered his im-
agination,

Te was on his way home
one evening, hurrying to
catch his train, with a crowd
of other commuters blocking
the platform ahead of him. “I
wish they’d get out of my
way,” McMahon thought.

A path opened through the
crowd and with startled unbe-
lief McMahon walked through.
Abruptly the pattern clicked
into place in his mind. He

_could control the actions of

those about him! He recalled
then how Peterson had so un-
expectedly decided to retire—
and recommended him for the
pesition. That had not been a
coincidence.

On the way home McMa-
hon mentally fondled the new
gift he had found like a man
savoring wine on his tongue
before swallowing. But there
was still more to come,
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His wife, Elena, met him at
the door. “How’s your sinus?”
McM:zhon asked, kissing her.
She had been troubled with it
for the last several years. It
had been getting progressive-
ly worse.

“3till as bad as it was this
morning,” El:na answered.
“This headache is killing me.”

A new thought occurred to

‘McMahon: Would it be possi-
ble, ke wondered, to cure h:ir
headache? He concentratzd.
“I'm glad you're home,”
Elena said after a minute,
“I'm beginning to feel better
already. I believe my head-
ache’s going away to0o.”
“That’s good,” McMahon
answered, keeping his exvlia-
tion hidden behind his calm
words. He looked at he: fond-
ly. He hadn’t paid ioo much
aitention lately, but she had

chan~2d considzrably since
tiey’'d been marriad twelve

vears ago. She had put on
more weight than was either
comfortable or attractive, and
sinus drainage had formed
pcrmanent pouches under her
eves, She had lost much of her
early zest for life, and while
she was not unhappy, there
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was litile that thulled her

these days.

McMahon won'ered just
how great his new power was.
Could his influencz make hor
more like the happyv, excit'ng
girl he had married? He d:-
cided to try. But he wowd
have to be subtle. No sudiden,
unnatural change; it would

have to be done gradually,

carefully.

IX months later McMa-

hon’s wife was more beauti-
ful than she had ever be>n—
and more contented and hap-
py..In addition, his company
had prospered gieatly unier
his direction. He was a success-
ful man.

The day he toox a mental
inventory of hiinszli, and his
new power, ke riczived a lat-
ter from Generzl 1lotors., He
knew waat would be insid2 tie
envelone,

A few days belors h= had

2ard that they were looking
for a new general manager; he
had asked for and received an
interview.

He had recommended that
they make their motors in
sealed units, such as was used
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in refrigerators. When any
autornchile developad troubl:
the motor could be replaced—
with the use of a simple crane
—in ten minutes’ time. The
defective unit would be sent to
the factory and repaired on an
assembly line. Thus, for a few
dollars more a manufacturer
could guarantee his automo-
bile for life. The idea would
revolutionalize the industry.
McMahon was certain that
the envelope contained the of-
fer of the job. Life had became
a beautiful thing, he reflected.
There was no limit to what
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he could achieve, to the go:ls
he could attain; no limit to the
help he could give other men
and women with h's great
power. He was just b:ginning
to realize the scope of what he
could, and would, do.
McMahon knew {rom then
on life would bz adventurous,
blissful; that there was little
that would prove impozsible
for him. He knew all this—
but there was one thing he did
not know.
He did not know that he
was dead.
THE END
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