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The Bathing Beauty 
By Elsie Singmaster 

"I sent for them boys to luint for the murderer," answered Milton in a shout. "She told nie she knew he'd kill her" 

A mounlaineer''s love for art 
finds a sirnplp pxpression ivhich 
stands him in good stead in an 

emergency 

DRESSED in the suit which he 
wore for his work of road mak
ing, a brown corduroy stained 
with earth and out at elbows, 

Allen Mclntyre stepped from the bed
room of his cabin into the kitchen. He 
was twenty-three years old, of dark 
complexion and slender, wiry figure. 
When his face was not clouded by un-
happiness he was attractive, and even 
with his present look of anxiety he was 
handsome. His great-great-grandfather, 
a Scotchman, had settled in South 
Mountain, and heie the family had re
mained until the present generation, 
when roads were opened and messen
gers from the world showed the way 
out. 

State employees came and went— 
rangers who guarded the woods from 
fii-e; officers of the court who compelled 
stubborn parents to send their children 
to school; even nurses who, according to 
one's point of view, were angels of 
mercy or prying devils. 

Of Allen's family only a sister sur
vived. To Grace the state nurse had 
been an angel of liberation; with her 
aid she herself had entered the profes
sion, and now served as a visiting nurse 
in Harrisburg, fifty miles away. 

When she went Allen was courting— 
or to speak exactly, being courted by— 
Erma Hough, a neighbor, older than he, 
taller than he, whose blood was dis
eased. To Ph'ma he had been married 
for five years. Love was long dead be
tween them; he felt in its place pity and 
irritation, Erma jealousy and hatred. 
She was ill, never to be better, but likely 
to live many years; she was slatternly 
and fiercely quarrelsome. In the rem
nant of the Mclntyres there was pos
sibility of attainment; in the numer
ous Houghs there was none: evil was 
their heritage and their practice. They 
were owners of stills; they set the for
ests on fire; they knew no moral and 
kept no civil law. 

Allen was dressed in his working 

suit, but he expected to change. The 
making of the road five miles away, 
upon which he was employed, bad come 
to a pause for lack of material, and he 
intended to go to Harrisburg to see 
Grace—to this no decent wife could ob
ject. 

The ultimate aim of his journey 
was not so innocent. He meant to ask 
Grace to suggest some way by which 
he might escape his loathsome and de
grading existence. He would continue 
to supply Erma with money if he could 
earn it, but he would never return to 
the cabin alive. He had not seen Grace 
for two years. Then she had talked to 
him, against his will, of finding work in 
the city and attending night school. 
He had been angry because her con
cerned and affectionate eyes saw his 
desperation, but now his broken spirit 
knew no anger. 

Erma was in the kitchen. Standing 
in the garments in which she had slept, 
she bent over the stove, enveloped in 
the siMoke from frying bacon. Smoke 
covered the windows and darkened the 
room. The house was almost hermeti
cally sealed; it was difficult to tell 
whether the season was winter or sum
mer. Erma had, like many mountain 
people, a horror of night air; to Allen, 
who breathed the fresh air all day, the 
closed atmosphere was asphyxiating. 

Erma spoke without turning from the 
fire. Her malady made her voice hoarse. 
A physician would have listened, star
tled, and veiled the expression of his 
eyes. She would not consult a physi
cian, but consumed bottle after bottle 
of patent medicine. 

"You bring me a new spider or you 
don't get another meal cooked for you 
in this house. This one is fried al
most through. I won't take no excuses. 
You have money, you know you have 
money." 

Q H E began to scream, though scream
ing was perilous for degenerating 

blood vessels. Regardless of danger, 
she sometimes screamed for a long time, 
even when she was alone. "You want 
to go away in your car and take a 
woman with you!" 

Allen made no answer. There was at 
this moment a sound from without, the 
measured tread of a horse's feet punc

tuated by a clear whistle. Ranger Yellis 
was going to the fire tower to relieve 
Ranger Hough. Yellis was a student at 
the Forestry School, studying at the age 
of thirty after years of hope and effort: 
a tall, blue-eyed, silent man who seemed 
to be forever gazing at the distant scene 
in search of ominous puffs which indi
cated danger. 

Ranger Milton Hough was Erma's 
brother: tall, low-browed, dull and vi
cious like Erma herself. He spent long 
periods at the cabin when Allen was 
away. Between him and Yellis there 
was no communication except what 
their duties made necessary. 

Ei'ma's cries grew louder. "I say I 
know what you want a car for!" she 
screamed. 

"Do you want Yellis to hear you?" 
"I say I know what you want a car 

for!'' she screamed again. "You want 
to get away, that's what you want. You 
want to get away and take a woman 
with you!" 

"What woman?" 
"I know!" screamed Erma vaguely. 

"I'll get Milt after, you! You'll see 
what he'll do to you!" 

Having finished his breakfast, Allen 
opened the door and looked out—into 
paradise. 

The May sky was blue; the May air 
fresh as the morning of creation. 

A CROSS the narrow grass-grown 
-̂ *- track white blossoms drifted from 
a tall shadbush; above its delicate white 
crown showed the bright red seed ves
sels of the hard maples; beneath swung 
its yellow tassels. Still higher on the 
rising mountain gleamed the delicate 
gray of young aspen leaves against 
walls of pine and hemlock. 

"Go in or go out!" shrieked Erma. 
"Do you want to kill me?" Kill was a 
word beloved to Erma. 

Alien turned back into the room and 
closed the door behind him. "I'm going 
to Harrisburg to see Grace," he said. 

His face grew deadly pale, and so 
also did Erma's. His remained pale, 
but hers turned a brilliant red. 

To his astoni.shment and relief, she 
said nothing. His eyes avoided her; he 
opened the door again and went round 
to the side of the house. There in a 
shed stood his most valuable possession. 

a small worn car in which he went to 
and from work. 

The car was not alone a necessity for 
the earning of his living; it had upon 
it recently acquired decorations which 
satisfied the demand of his soul for 
beauty. Pasted on the windshield was 
the likeness of a young woman, dressed 
only in a red bathing suit, her hands 
clasped in the position of a diver. On 
the rear window was a similar picture, 
turned upside down, so that while she 
plunged into the waves in the front of 
the car, she floated upward toward 
them in the rear. 

These were merely minor ornaments, 
like tiny landscapes set playfully along 
the margin of an etching. The real 
ornament was on the roof, a bathing 
girl of large proportions, almost as tall 
as Allen himself. Presented to him by 
the clerk in the drug store from whom 
he had bought her small sisters, and 
pasted on carefully, she had delighted 
his soul for a week. 

The sight of his car cheered his 
heart. He began to work, tightening 
the nuts, brushing off carefully the 
mud accumulated for days, and at last 
washing the car. He grew anxious 
once more when he remembered that 
he must bathe and dress. Fortunately 
the shed door was in plain view from 
the bedroom window, and Erma could 
not approach the car unseen. It was 
likely that she would refuse to heat 
water for him. Then he must bathe in 
cold water: he would engage in no bod
ily struggle for possession of the stove. 
He began to mutter, as though he were 
Erma herself, "I must go! I must go!" 

nnO HIS astonishment, Erma made no 
-'- further objection. When he entered 
she sat rocking back and forth. She 
turned her head to look out the win
dow; she did not look back when he 
was in the room. To his further 
astonishment, he saw a kettle filled 
with hot water steaming on the stove. 
He lifted from the floor the wooden pail 
which was the family bathtub and car
ried it and the steaming kettle into the 
bedroom and came back for cold water. 
Erma still sat rocking. She looked 
deathly ill, but the vigor of her mo
tions showed abundant vitality. 

Refreshed by hot water and rubbing, 
Allen stepped across the room and lifted 
a curtain behind which hung what were 
called "Sunday clothes," though Sun
day was regarded in no other way. His 
body was as yet unaflfected by his hard 
labor; unclad, he looked even younger 
than twenty-three. Keeping his eye on 
the door of the shed, his ear alert to-
wai'd the kitchen, he lifted down the 
brown suit. Something odd in its ap
pearance startled him and, shaking like 
a leaf, he carried it to the window. A 
triangular patch had been cut from the 
back of the coat, and the trousers had 
been almost divided in half. 

For a moment he stood still. Repair 
was impossible, even for an expert with 
ample time in which to work. He had 
feared a punctured tire, but he had not 
anticipated this. He heard a sound in 
the next room; he listened earnestly 
and heard it again. It was a soft but 
dreadful sound—the chuckle of hatred 
become insane. 

Stooping, he gathered froin the floor 
his wet, earth-stained, ragged suit and 
put it on. Like a child in an ogre's 
cave, he looked up at the ceiling, round 
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at the walls, down at the floor. He 
looked last of all at the door into the 
kitchen. He was now weak with fear 
—Erma might wait for him on the 
other side. He saw himself struggling 
with her, overpowered, or—what was 
more hideous—overpowering her, a 
woman. He felt the impact of her body 
falling upon him. 

He heard again the low chuckle, then 
a footstep, and instantly he turned and 
lifted the window sash and scrambled 
out. He leaped across the intervening-
space and into his car. It was in order: 
there was water in the radiator; gas in 
the tank. He turned the key, pressed 
the throttle; there sounded the familiar 
snort and roar. Driving out of the 
shed, he saw the house door open and 
heard a scream. Erma stationed her
self in the middle of the road: he must 
run her down or stop. 

Instead he turned upward on the 
track which had as yet been traveled by 
no car, his act that of the sailor who 
plunges from a burning deck into the 
sea. The motion of his car was not un
like that of a boat in the sea. The right 
wheels rose, the left wheels sank, the 
left wheels rose, the right wheels sank. 
He knew little of prayer, but he began 
to pray: "Oh, God, let me through! 
Oh, God, let ine through!" He caught 
a glimpse of the fire tower high against 
the sky. It seemed to typify Deity, and 
he directed his thoughts toward it, "Oh, 
help me! help me!" 

The car continued to ascend. It ca
reened now against a bush of wild 
azalea; now it crushed coiled ferns. 
But it persisted bravely until Allen 
halted it so that it and he might breathe. 
He wiped his brow; he heard the song 
of a bird, smelled the delicious perfume 
of wild crab. His prayer was answered, 
he was safe from pursuit. From now 
on he would descend, coming out in 
the neighborhood of Shippensburg, and 
from there he would go to Carlisle and 
thence to Harrisburg. He was glad 
Erma had stood in his way and driven 
him up the hill; if he had descended, 
he would have passed the house of her 
brother. His heart leaped. He was free, 
he would never go back. 

TTE WAS on the lofty plateau on 
•'-•^ which not far away, but now hid
den from him, the tower lifted its slen
der height. 

He eased the car carefully down the 
hill, on a road like the dry bed of a 
creek. He found that he was holding 
the wheel with a hard grip. He loosened 
his grasp, and immediately a strange 
thing happened, yet not strange. His 
breakfast had been unfit for a human 
being; he had since been shocked, hor
rified, enraged, excited. He found that 
he was violently ill, and he got out of 
the car and lay for a long time upon 
a mossy bank. A half hour passed, 
another and still another. When he 
climbed back he was muttering again, 
this time his sister's name. . . . 

He saw at last beneath him the roofs 
of houses, the spires of churches and 
the large buildings of a school—he was 
approaching Shippensburg. He was 
suddenly on a macadam road, oiled and 
hard as concrete. He saw a sign: 
"Sandwiches." That was what ailed 
him—he was hungry! He drank a cup 
of coffee, ate a sandwich and climbed 
back into the car. The proprietor of the 
refreshment stand made admiring and 
even envious comment upon his mam
moth bathing girl, and he smiled wanly. 

While he ate and drank a change 
came over the sky and air. The sky 
was no longer blue: it was dimmed, and 
here and there it was gray. The drought 
was past, the men would come down 
from the tower, their watch ended until 
autumn. His thoughts were still the 
thoughts of home. Henceforth Yellis 
would not hear Erma scream, and Milt 

Hough would work on the roads and 
not idle in the cabin. 

The road bisected lengthwise a broad 
valley, set with limestone b;irns and 
houses. The wheat was green; farm
ers were planting corn. Following his 
sense of direction alone, disobeying 
traffic signals which he did not recog
nize as such, he drove through Carlisle, 
and again entered another wide valley. 
He traveled s'nwly and many times, 
racked by illness, he stopped and waited 
until the qualm had passed. Had he 
looked upward, he might still have de
scried the tower against the sky. 

TTE SAW no tower, but drove without 
-'--'-thinking; conscious thoughts until 
lain drops began to sprinkle on his 
windshield. .\n early twilight was at 
hand, but he did not think of turning 
(••n his lights until a passing driver 
shouted at him. 

He began to bite his lips. By and by 
a little drop of blood appeared upon his 
lip, then another. He lifted his hand 
absently and brushed them down across 
his chin. 

He saw on one side an iron railing, 
on the other passing cars, and between 
the two he must make his accurate way. 
His eyes grew more wild, his look more 
dreadful. The car before him halted; 
he halted also. The driver handed a 
coin into an outstretched hand. He saw 
on both sides beyond the railings and 
the cars vast spaces of glittering water. 
He knew where he was. This was the 
Susquehanna: when he crossed it he 
would be in Harrisburg. 

"How much?" he asked, speaking 
loudly in order to speak above his 
fright. 

"Nickel." 
He gave the toll keeper the coin and 

drove on. They were not yet across; 
Tiot yet, he believed, half across. He 
followed the rear light of the car in 
front of him; it was his only guide. 
It turned to the right; he turned to the 
right. It turned to the left; he turned 
to the left. He saw the colored lights 
of business streets, the flaring head 
lamps of trolley cars. If the car bo-
fore him had driven 
into the river, he 
too would have driv
en into the river. 

The driver in front 
of him put out his 
hand and drew to 
the side of the street. 
He also put out his 
hand and followed 
suit. The driver got 
out of the car, and 
he called to him 
faintly. 

" W h a t did you 
say?" The driver re
turned. "Six teenth 
Street? Next block. 
What's the number? ' 
That's just around 
the corner." 

Peace came into 
Allen's heart. He 
stumbled in the dark
ness, but found the 
house without diffi
culty. 

As he climbed the 
steps he shivered. 
When approaching 
his cabin in the evening he had felt the 
same chill, not knowing what horror of 
hysteria or rage might greet him. He 
reminded himself that it was not sav
age Erma but kind Grace whom he 
should see. He stepped into the upper 
hall and walked toward the open 
door of a room. Within was a bright 
light. 

"Grace!" he called faintly. 
There was no answer. He took a fal

tering step and found himself inside. 
He saw in the bright light two men 

dressed in dark gray uniforms with 
side arms. One of them held his re
volver in his hand. 

"We want you," he announced. "Bet
ter come without making any fuss." 

Allen's mouth opened wide. In the 
bright light, with the stain of blood 
across his chin, ho looked not only for
lorn but desperate, even criminal. 

"Where?" he faltered. 
"Rack homo," answered a grim voice. 
"Where's my sister?" asked Allen 

stupidly. 
"Don't know," said the officer. 

"Where's your car?" 
"Out there." 
One of the officers took him by the 

arm and led him down the steps. 
"What's the matter?" asked Allen. 

"What have I done?" his voice rose hys
terically. 

"Enough,'' answered the officer beside 
him curtly. 

The officer on the front seat drove 
the car at its full speed, down upon the 
viaduct, through the town, across the 
bridge which spanned the water, not 
even stopping to pay toll. He drove to
ward Gettysburg-, the shortest route to 
the mountain. 

A bright yellow car sailed by and 
vanished. 

"Queer!" said one of the officers. "A 
taxi!" 

"What have I done?" asked Allen 
again, his voice now faint as well as 
hoarse. 

"You'll soon find out." 
He sat erect; it was not only rain and 

the voices and lights which wakened 
him; it was a gnawing pain in his stom
ach. He clasped his hands across his 
body and bent forward. He felt the 
car bump over the tracks at Sevenstars; 
he felt the road rise at Cashtown. The 
pain in his body dulled his alarm; he 
did not know who or what he was, or 
ask again where he was going. 

When the car left the concrete and 
climbed roaring upward into the black, 
dripping wouds he was arou.-iOd by its 

The huge, red bathing-beauty poster 
was the envy of all who owned cars 

rough motion and looked out into the 
darkness. In the house of Milt Hough 
a dim light burned, but no one ap
peared, though a car in the road at 
night would naturally bring Milt and 
all his family to the door. At the house 
of Jim Hough, who was a cousin of 
Erma's. he saw another dim light, but 

there were apparently no inhabitants. 
The car climbed on, taking first this 
side of the road; then that. He smelled 
the odor of slippery elm impregnating 
the damp air. The tall trees stood at 
the last bend of the road: in another 
instant he would see his cabin. 

The car stopped, and both officers 
stepped down. They pressed him close
ly, the hand of one at his holster. 

"What on earth's that taxi doing 
here?" he asked. 

"Search me," said his companion. 
With a show of authority and a pre

tense of force, they led Allen in the 
rocky path to the door. He saw, 
astounded, the bright lights of the yel
low car illuminating the front of the 
house and shining in the open door, add
ing to the lights of the smoky lamp 
within. He saw the glowering face of 
Jim Hough, the vicious face of Milt, 
the faces of curious children, who were, 
alas, not greatly shocked! All looked 
from him to an object far beneath the 
level of their eyes—Erma, lying prone 
upon the floor in the shadowed corner 
beyond the stove. 

"What's the matter?" he asked faint
ly; then, seeing blood, began to shudder. 

A snarling voice mocked him. He 
turned his head. Men had hold of Milt 
as though to restrain him. 

"Look at your work!" he shouted. 
"There she lies, hit on the head, and 
you off! Who else would have hit her 
in the head? Tell me that!" 

A LLEN lifted his free hand to his lips 
•^^ It covered the blood stain on his 
chin, a fact not unobserved. He was 
smitten not so much with terror as with 
a paralyzing horror. They were like 
wolves, these men and women and chil
dren; no, they were worse: they were 
like Erma. They were Erma. He 
grasped his throat, his eyes turning 
from their eyes, from the body on the 
floor, out into the black shadows of the 
woods. 

From there, to his unspeakable 
amazement, a strange woman stepped 
forward. It was she who had been the 
passenger in the taxicab. 

A g a i n A l l e n 
pressed his throat, 
his eyes aflame. 

"Grace!" he cried 
hoarsely. The officer 
who held his wrist 
felt him quiver, and 
grasped his arm more 
firmly. 

Grace looked not 
at him, but at the 
officers of the law. 

"I'm Grace Mcln-
tyre," said she. Her 
voice was soft, yet 
deep and firm. The 
sound increased the 
tension in Allen's 
throat; he heard his 
mother's voice, his 
grandmother's, oth
er voices of his 
childhood. "I under
stand you came to 
my apartment and 
lay in wait for my 
brother. Who sent 
you?" 

"I sent for them 
boys to hunt for the 

murderer," answered Milton in a shout. 
"You didn't send for a doctor? A 

doctor would have told you that she 
fainted and that falling she struck her 
head." 

"She was felled by a blow!" shouted 
Milt. "I can swear she told me many 
times she knew he'd kill her. I have 
folks that heard her screamin' early in 
the afternoon. Yellis heard her scream 
in' something fierce. You get Yelli.- : 
he'll tell you; he'll—" 

Appearing as (Contumvd on pugc 4J) 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



34 C o l l i e r s for December 22, 1928 

How vî ould^^^You play it ? It's Your Own Fault 
Continued from page 29 

A 
v? 
0 
* 

West 

J-y-8-2 

K-8 

4-3-2 

5-4-3-2 

TH E a b o v e A u c t i o n 
Br idse hand was given 
in last week's Coll ier 's ; 

a play-by-play description follows: 

The Auction 

South opened wi th a bid of one No 
T r u m p and everyone else passed. At 
Contrac t Bridge the bidding would va ry 
to this ex t en t : South, having a count of 
19 with four sui ts stopped, would bid 
two No T r u m p s ; 17 is the minimum for 
tha t bid with four sui ts stopped, so 
South is two over the marg in . 

Nor th , with a count of 7, would j ump 
South 's two No T r u m p s to three . 

The Play 

"West's opening lead was the four th 
best of the sti'oiiger of his two foui'-
card su i t s ; and when the Deuce of 
Spades was led, the Declarer with Ten 
and one small in Dummy and Ace-King 
and one small in Closed Hand , hoping 
t h a t the lead had been from Queen-
Jack, played the Ten from Dummy. But 
when E a s t played the Queen, Declarer 
won the t r ick in the Closed Hand. He 
could see t h a t he wished to lead Clubs 
from Closed Hand, H e a r t s and Dia
monds from Dummy, and of course 
s t a r t ed by leading his Clubs toward 
Dummy. In selecting the Club to lead, 
he picked the Jack because it might in
duce West to covei- with, the Queen if he 
had i t ; and in t h a t event Dummy would 
have four Club entr ies . 

West, however, played the Deuce and 
the Declarer refused the finegse, play
ing the King from Dummy. When a 
finesse can be postponed it is a lways 
foolish to take it on the first round. 
Fu r the rmore , by covering, the making 
up of Dummy's entr ies could be facili
tated. The dropping of E a s t ' s Queen 
was of course a piece of r a r e good luck. 

To tr ick 2, Declarer led a Diamond 
fi'om Dunnny because Dummy had four 
Diamonds and only th ree Hea r t s , and 
the Closed Hand was s t ronger in Dia
monds than in H e a r t s . When E a s t 
played a small Diamond, Closed Hand , 
hav ing A-Q-10, made the double finesse, 
p laying the Ten. This is the correct 
way to handle the double tcnace when
ever the to ta l holding of the combined 

hands in the suit is eight 
or less. The Ten of Dia
monds won. 

The res t of Declarer 's play was clear
ly marked . To tr ick 4 he led the Ten 
of Clubs from Closed Hand , over taking 
with the Ace in Dummy so as to put 
Dummy once more in the lead; and then, 
to ti'ick b, a second Diamond from 
Dummy and, the Jack fall ing, he won 
with the Queen. Now the equal division 
of the two remain ing adverse Diamonds 
was clearly marked, and the dropping 
of them on the Ace was assured ; so 
Declarer led the Ace of Diamonds. 

Trick 7, the Declarer ' s E igh t of Clubs 
was won wi th the Nine in Dummy. 

Trick 8, Dummy cashed his th i r t een th 
Diamond, and Closed H a n d discarded 
his Seven of Spades. 

To t r ick 9 Dummy of course led a 
Heai ' t ; and when Eas t played small, the 
Declarer had a real problem to solve. 
He had no way to place the H e a r t hon
ors, a l though he could count t h a t West 
or iginal ly had held but two H e a r t s . 
This he could figure because West had 
held four Spades, four Clubs and three 
Diamonds. W h a t those two H e a r t s 
were, however, he had no idea. The 
best chance for a Small Slam was to 
play the Nine, hoping Eas t had the 
Ten. Dame For tune smiled again and 
the Nine forced the King. 

Trick 10 was a Spade, won by Closed 
H a n d ; t r ick 11 Declarer utilized Dum
my's last Club entry . Then came tr ick 
12, and the final H e a r t finesse (not un
a t tended by risk because West with 
King-Queen probably would have false-
c a r d e d ) . I t won and South scored a 
lucky but well-played Small Slam. 

Next week's hand is given below; 
make up your mind how you would bid 
and play it before you read next week's 
description. 

North Eu'<l 

s. 
H . 
D . 
C. 

s. 
H . 
D. 

C. 

A-Q-1 
A-5-3 
K-.J-2 
7-6-3-2 

West 

J-7-fi 
B-'l-2 
10-6-8 
J-O-S-l 

S. 
H 
D . 
C. 

S . 
H 

n. 
c. 

K-l()-9-
K-9-8--
Q-l-o-h 
10 

South 

ri-3-2 
Q-.I-H) 
A-ii-l 

A-K-Q-

compete with otlier individuals can u,;)'-
aliy work with other individuals . 

To hear the so-called "cl iaracter ana
lys t s" talk, one would th ink t h a t they 
were able to " r e a d " personali ty a t a 
glance. These cha r l a t ans a re prey ing 
on manut'acturoi-s and employment 
manage r s general ly. They main ta in 
" ins t i tu tes . ' ' They advert ise—violent-
l.y, even I'idiculously. Chief among them 
are the so-called "head hun te r s . " 

There is at least one big ins t i tu te in 
New York t h a t takes annual ly out of 
indus t ry a comfortable foi 'tune for se
lecting men on the basis of head meas
urements .' But put these measures to a 
test . Ask any of these gent lemen to go 
with you to the places where immi
g r a n t s a re tested. Ask them to pick out 
the defectives from the normals from 
head measurement s. 

r i c l u r e s Show Charac te r l 

Dr. Yc|)se!i of the Tra in ing School a t 
Vineland, N. J., w'rote me not long ago : 
"\Vc would like to have a litt le money 
to take a sei ies of motion-picture photo
g r a p h s to sliow tha t it is u t ter ly and 
absolutely impossible to pick out even 

i the feeble-minded fi'om the normal be
cause we feel it would be a good th ing 
if indus t ry actual ly knew these fac t s . " 

The next type of exper t is he who 
claims to be able to read the personal
ity and charac ter of individuals from 
photographs . You don't actual ly have 
to b r ing the appl icant in front of h im; 
all you need to do is to show him a pho-

I tograph . Think of t h a t ! 
I Let ' s challenge these expe r t s to a 

photographic test to be made under 
these condit ions: Let one of these gen-

' t lemen go to the home for the friend
less and pick out a half dozen bums who 
have been bums since they were five 
years of age, men with known records. 
Then let him go to Sing Sing and pick 
out six pr isoners , per.^istent cr iminals 
from adolescence. And then let him 
pick out ] 2 of the finest men ho can get 
in science or in academic or business 

[ life. Let him take them all to the barber 
shop for a clean shave and a fashion
able ha i rcu t . Next put them all in eve
ning clothes. Then photograph them. 

Then let him pick out the six bums 
and the six cr iminals from the 12 very-
famous men ! 

I have t r ied unavai l ingly to get these 
men to accept this eminently fair set 
of conditions and put their skill to the 
test . 

There is another group of fakers who 
will agree to pick your employees on the 
basis of ha i r color, t e x t u r e of the skin, 
and color of the sk in! 

Some of our la rge exper imental labo
ra tor ies have been ti 'ying for years to 
correla te genera l intelligence, special 
abilities and the like with color of the 
individual 's skin, the t ex ture and color 
of the ha i r and the like. All the find
ings show t h a t there is not the slight
est scientific evidence suppor t ing any 
of these claims. 

The phrenologist is another rap id 
personal i ty reader . The bumps on your 

, head, he says, reveal everything to h i m ; 
a bump means a development of a cer
tain par t of the brain in which a cer
ta in capaci ty or vocation resides. By 
charting- the bumps, therefore , he 
char t s the individual 's abilities. 

j Unfor tunate ly , the j umps on the skull 
have nothing to do wi th the shape or 

' the size of the brain. Indeed, a bump 
on the skull may mean a slight con
striction of the crania l or brain cavity, 
because a bump sometimes works both 
ways—pushes both out and in. 

Phrenology passed out of the in teres t 
of scientific men many, m a n y decades 
ago. 

Then we have the graphologis ts , those 
who would tell us by our handwr i t ing 
w h a t our potential i t ies and cha rac t e r s 
ai'e. Let us not be too hard on them. It 
is an amusing avocation, th is read ing 
cC charac te r by signs. Certa inly we can 
get something from the handwr i t i ng of 
an individual—whether he is so ex
t remely careless (or so emotionally dis
tu rbed) t h a t he doesn't finish his words, 
v.-hether or not he wr i tes hurr iedly and 
so on. 

The correlat ions psychologists have 
found to exist between one's handwr i t 
ing and one's abil i ty have been very 
sketchy and very insecurely grounded. 

Therefore I th ink we can lay it down 
as established t h a t there is not one 
gra in of t r u t h in the claims tha t the 
head hun te r s , skin and ha i r searchers, 
bump measu re r s and handwr i t ing ex
per t s can make a proper selection of 
personnel . 

The psychologic fakers d i s tu rb the 
worker himself. I cannot tell you how 
many times I have had individuals come 
to me seriously distressed about the i r 
vocation. They were doing well in their 
work, but some characterologis t had in
formed them t h a t the i r fu tu re lay in 
g rand opera, in diplomatic work or in 
some field other than the one in which 
they were w-oi-king, and they felt t h a t 
they ought to give up their present jobs 
to seek th is unknown, untr ied and 
therefore roseate fu ture . 

Indus t ry has no ready-made tool the 
exclusive use of which will enable it to 
select and promote its personnel with 
any degree of surety . Unquest ionably, 
where ps\'cholog'ists have come into or
ganizat ions which have to select year ly 
a lai'gc numbei' of individuals, their in
telligence and performance tes ts have 
been helpful, but the conclusions of 
most m a n u f a c t u r e r s have been verified. 
Thei r own experience has t augh t them 
t h a t THKUE IS NOTHING LIKE DAILY OB
SERVATION OVER A PERIOD OF SOiVIE 
iMONTHS FOR MEASURING THE CAPA
BILITIES, THE ABILITY TO LEARN AND 
THE EMOTIONAL MAKE-UP OF THE AP
PLICANTS. Many g rea t indust r ies r u n 
t r a i n i n g schools. I don' t believe the 
psychologists have any th ing be t te r to 
offer than these schools. 

The Limits a re Narrow 

There is no scientific reason why per
sonality cannot be changed, bu t the 
prac t ica l l imits of change a re usually 
na r row indeed. Think of the millions 
of hab i t s t h a t become set and fixed dur
ing the first 30 yea r s of life. Then re 
member tha t personal i ty is a cross sec
tion of all these habi ts . Can you change 
all th is in a few short days or weeks? 

Theoretically you can change a p e i -
sonality as long as the individual can 
L E A R N . But, as a rule, we do not 
have sufficient control over the life of 
the individual, even if he were to put 
himself in our hands , to set up recon
dit ioning processes. Possibly if we had 
absolute control over FOOD, SEX, S H E L 
TER—if we had some g r e a t recondition
ing labora tory where the individual 
could be brought for a year for r ig
orous study and exper imenta t ion—we 
might be able to undo for him in a year 
w h a t home n u r t u r e had done for him in 
30 yea r s . 

But , with humans as lazy as they a r e 
about themselves and lacking th is ex
per imenta l set-up, the zebra can as eas
ily change his s t r ipes as the adul t his 
personal i ty . 
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