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^UFFY, the doorman at Eight Eighty 
One, touched his cap respectfully as 

' ^ ^ i B f l Mrs. Roland Gardner approached. "I'd 
^ ^ ^ like to talk to you for a moment, 
Duffy," she said. 

"Yes, ma'am," Duffy answered politely. A tall 
man, he inclined his head shghtly as she spoke. 

"I have a request to make of you," she began. "It 
may surprise you, but it's important, and 1 want 
you to treat it with strictest confidence—" 

"Of course, ma'am." 
She shifted the mink scarf on her shoulder. "I'm 

afraid Ginny has been seeing too much of a certain 
young man. I've taken steps to put an end to the 
situation but it's going to take a little time. I'm 
quite sure you know who I mean." 

"I believe I do, ma'am." 
"Good. Now, whenever possible I want to know 

when she is seeing him. I don't think he'll be call
ing for her but he'll probably be bringing her home. 
That's where you come in, Duffy. I want you to let 
me know whenever you see him here." She flashed 
a quick, frozen smile. "I'm going to count on you, 
Duffy." 

"I understand, ma'am," he said easily. 
"That's fine." She stepped into the foyer. 
Duffy resumed his post, watching the cars and 

the taxis stream past on Park Avenue. He wasn't 
the least bit surprised. After twenty-five years 
on the job there was little he didn't know about the 
eddying human currents of Eight Eighty One, nor 
was there anything that could startle him. It wasn't 
the first time someone had dragged him into a per
sona] intrigue. 

Usually Duffy could roll with the punch but this 
time he felt it where it hurt. He lifted his cap and 
ran his fingers contemplatively through his curly 
gray hair. A wonderful kid, Ginny Gardner. He 
wondered how someone like Mrs. Roland Gardner 
rated a daughter like that. 

Duffy could remember when they'd brought her 
home from the hospital twenty years ago. He'd 
watched her grow—take her first steps—ride off to 
Central Park on her first bike. He'd given her pen
nies for her bank. Yes, there'd even been a time 
when he'd spanked her for sticking chewing gum 
all over the elevator. 

She'd grown up fast, all right, and first thing he 
knew she was introducing him to friends from fin
ishing school, and to her dates. Duffy Uked to 
imagine he could see outright affection in her 
lovely blue eyes when she'd present him as "one of 
the swellest guys in the world," or her "favorite 
Dutch uncle." 

The night she made her debut she had planted a 
kiss on his cheek as she swept out, a vision in white 
and ice blue. His Ginny—and now her mother 
was doing her best to keep her from being happy. 
Not only that but she expected him to help— 

Knowing Laura Garoner, Duffy could under
stand why young Tom Kellogg wasn't very eli
gible as a prospective son-in-law. He had no 
family pedigree, no money, no entree to the better 
circles. And a middle-rung job with an air line, so 
far as Laura Gardner was concerned, wasn't an ac
ceptable substitute for any of them. 

But they were wonderful kids, those two, and 

Duffy could understand why young 
Tom Kellogg wasn't very eligible 

as a prospective son-in-law 

i* - i " 

Duffy got a great kick out of watching them walk 
over to Madison or Lexington for a bus or subway 
on their way to the movies or theater. (Balcony 
seats.) Seldom a cab. Once in a while he was able 
to borrow his brother's venerable convertible for 
something special like a drive in the country. 

No, Dufi'y wouldn't worry about them making a 
go of it. A burning resentment began to build up 
within him as he considered Laura Gardner's re
quest. It was all wrong, shamefully wrong, and he 
wished he could somehow take a silent hand in 
protest. 

Two weeks later, shortly after noon on a Satur
day, she approached him again. "Anything, Duffy?" 

He shook his head. "Nothing, ma'am." 
"She's been seeing him. 1 know she has." 
"Perhaps they've been meeting someplace." 
"Quite likely." She opened her purse. "You'll 

report to me, however," she said, handing him a 
folded bill. 

With his infallible manners he did not look at it, 
putting it immediately into his pocket. "Of course, 
ma'am. Thank you." 

After she had stepped into her taxi Duffy took a 
look at the twice-folded bill. It was a twenty. He 
smiled faintly. She really wanted to be sure of his 
co-operation. 

IT WAS perhaps a half hour later when Duffy saw 
the convertible pull around the corner and park 

at the end of the building. Tom Kellogg was alone. 
Then Duffy saw Ginny coming out of the building. 
She had a large suitcase in one hand and a hatbox 
in the other. Duffy sprang forward to help her, but 
she smiled and shook her head, and Duffy imme
diately realized why. 

"I'll get 'em, Duffy," Tom was saying as he got 
out of the car. 

"So—" Duffy said, looking at them sharply. 
"We're eloping, Duffy," Ginny said simply, "but 

you haven't seen us at all." Then with a quick 
shake of her head she said, "You don't think it's 
wrong, do you?" 

"You're asking me?" Duffy said softly. 
She nodded. Tom had slipped his hand through 

her arm, as though he wanted to get going. 
Duffy didn't have to think very long or hard. 

"It's wonderful," he said. "You can't miss." 
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She gave a tiny chirp of delight and Kellogg 
grinned. "Thanks, Duffy," she said. 

"You won't have any trouble?" he blurted. 
"Trouble?" Her voice rose on the word. "Get

ting married—or with Mother?" 
"Both, now that you mention it." 
"I think I'm old enough and wise enough to 

know what I'm doing," she said. "And we don't 
need a waiting period where we're going to be mar
ried." She looked up at Tom. "We're sorry if 
Mother is hurt by this but there'll be nothing she 
can do about it. Nothing." There was a finality 
about it that told Duffy all he needed to know. 

"Bless you both," he said. And then, in a burst 
of inspiration that left him tingling slightly, Duffy 
thought of something. "Ginny, darling," he said, 
"I'd feel very proud and pleased if"—he smiled 
broadly—"if you'll let me be the first to give you a 
wedding present." 

"Oh, Duffy," she began. But he'd already reached 
for the twenty-dollar bill. "Get something real nice 
—something you'll have around for a long time to 
remember me, sorta." He took her hand and 
pressed the folded bill into it. For one bad second 
Duffy thought she might refuse it, but she was too 
genuinely decent and considerate. 

"Thanks, so much, Duffy," she said softly. "It's 
so sweet of you." 

Then they were gone and Duffy watched the car 
travel south on Park. Before it got out of sight he 
began to smile to himself. So Laura Gardner 
wanted him to turn them in, did she? Slipped him' 
a twenty to make sure. Duffy chuckled as he 
began to look forward to the whopping big lie he'd 
be telling. 
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have been, too, because the farm he's on 
—not that anyone ever farmed it—is 
called Baviaansfontein—baboon spring. 

"The spring's just near his hut, that's 
wheie he gets his water. The farm behind 
is called Baviaansberg. Baboon Mountain 
IS a good name for it, too, because most 
of it is in the vertical plane and fine for 
baboons and rock rabbits, and a few 
klipspringer and the like. A wild place, 
indeed, but beautiful with protea shrubs 
and ferns, with flowers and wild birds." 

"Birds," Mr. Herbert said, "birds." 
"Some people like them," the third 

man said. 
"I do," Herbert said. "A nice plump 

partridge, now that takes some beating." 
He made a little tight, round gesture in 
front of his stomach to describe a 
partridge's breast, and said, "And hung 
just right. Not too high and not too 
fresh. An' brown with a strip of bacon 
over it, and nice fresh water cress and 
mashed potato." 

THE barman said, "Baboons, nothing 
but talk of baboons in here now. 

Baboons, bavians, bobbejaans—English, 
Afrikaans—it's the same every night and 
I'm sick of it. Just because a man goes to 
live in the berg." 

"There's lots of men living in caves 
in Table Mountain. Bergies, they call 
"em. And women too." Mr. Herbert 
turned to the third man. "My name's "Er-
bert," he said. 

"And mine is Clarke," said the other. 
"Clarke? Any relation—?" 
"Yes. That's why I'm here. Fm his 

uncle." 
"Very tragic." 1 said. "I mean it must 

be terrible for the family." 
"I don't know," Mr. Clarke said. "I 

really don't know. It might be worse, 
you know. No real harm in it, after 
all—" 

"Harm," Herbert snorted, "maybe 
there is no harm in it, but if he was my 
nephew—" 

"You're from these parts yourself?" 
Mr. Clarke inquired. 

"Me?" said Mr. Herbert. "Certainly 
not. 1 couldn't live in a dead-and-alive 
hole like this. No lights, no pictures, no 
young ladies. No," he said, "1 come 
through here once every six weeks. I'm 
a traveler, 1 am, a salesman." He pro
duced cards and handed them around. 
"Keep them," he said. "Mr. Alfred 
Herbert. Representing Steeger and 
Company, 52 Bond Street, Cape Town. 
Old firm. Soft goods. Nothing but the 
best. 'Bestest and softest,' that's what 
1 say—soft goods for soft limbs—and I 
like the business. Plenty of young ladies, 
my line," he said. "Plenty: and they 
like the things I've got to sell." He held 
invisible panties up in front of his paunch 
and simpered. 

Mr. Clarke said, "He might have gone 
to prison, for instance—been a criminal, 
or taken to drink, or got some girl into 
trouble. No." he said, "that's what I 
told his mother. It might be much 
worse. It's just a revulsion from people. 
He wants to be alone. Pamela under
stands it." 

"Who's she?" I said. 
"Girl he's engaged to. Beautiful girl, 

beautiful." 
"Well if I was engaged to a beautiful 

girl—" Mr. Herbert said. 
"Quite, Mr. Herbert," Clarke said. 

"Quite. But then it takes all sorts to 
make a world, does it not?" 

"Not monkey lovers, it doesn't," 
Herbert said. "And give me another 
brandy, Willy." 

"I'ni a journalist, Mr. Clarke," I said. 
"I wonder if you'd tell me—" 

"We don't want any more publicity," 
he said. 

"All right," I said. "Off the record. 

then. I'm interested—curious—and curi
osity is the basis of knowledge—it all 
boils down to curiosity in the end. But 
how did it all begin, Mr. Clarke? I mean 
was there anything in his childhood—?" 

"That is what we have all been think
ing about. Things that might explain 
it." 

"And?" 
"And there are certain factors which 

seem to add up. I'm even responsible for * 
it. anyway, which is why I've come to 
talk to him. Not an easy job." 

"Talk to him?" I said. "Where?" 
"Here. He comes here every Friday 

for provisions. And so I said I'd come 
and bring Pam." 

"Where is she?" Herbert said. "I'd 
like to see her." 

"Out in the car. Ladies aren't allowed 
at the bar in South Africa, you know." 

"You were saying it was your fault," 
I said. 

"Only in a way," Mr. Clarke said. 
"But when he was about six I was in 
Namaqualand and just as I was on my 
way back I met a Boer with a baby 
baboon. 'Want to buy the klcin bob-
bejaan?' he said. And I said, 'No, what 
would I do with it?' And he said, 'Fine 
for the kids. Mister,' and then I thought 
of Nobby. He always expected me to 
bring him something strange, when I 
went on a trip." 

"So you called him Nobby even when 
he was a kid," Herbert said. 

"We were all called Nobby," Mr, 
Clarke said. "His dad, me and my other 
brother. All Clarkes seem to be. Very 
confusing sometimes.'' 

"See?" Herbert said to me. "Just what 
I said, like redheads being called Red in 
America,"' 

"Yes," I said. 

MR. CLARKE went on, "I thought 
Nobby'd like him. Mad about ani

mals, he was. So I bought him for ten 
bob. Well, he did like him. They were as 
thick as thieves, those two, never left 
each other. Find 'em in bed together 
unless they were watched. Frightened 
his mother out of her life—" 

"Treacherous, eh?" Mr. Herbert said. 
"Treacherous? Certainly not, Mr. 

Herbert. But the baboon would take 
him climbing. Led him up the big gum 
tree at the back of the house and the 
two of them sat there, sixty foot up, with 
their arms about each other, and Ella— 
that's my sister-in-law, his mother—wept 
and wrung her hands. 'All your fault.' 
she said and I said, "Don't let him see 
you're frightened. Make him nervous.' 

" 'Frightened, you silly fool,' she said, 
and then she slapped my face. Just 
nerves. Very nervous women are about 
their childiien." 

"Bachelor," I said. 
"Yes," he said. "Anyway when they 

did come down—and they only came 
because they were hungrj'—Nobby said, 
'It's nice up there, swaying and looking 
out over the hills.' His mother covered 
her face with her hands and began to 
cry. He wanted us all to come up with 
him and Bobby—that was the baboon's 
name—and see how nice it was. But 
what was I saying?" 

"About what his mother wanted when 
they did come down." 

"Oh, yes, she wanted Bobby shot. I 
said, 'You couldn't do that,' and his fa
ther agreed with me. 'You see,' I said, 
'if you did that it would be murder to 
the boy and he'd never forgive us,' 

" 'He's only six,' his mother said, 'he's 
just a little boy, he'd foiget,' 

" 'That's just it,' 1 said, 'he's a boy. 
Kill that baboon,' I said, 'and you'll kill 
something in vour son.' 

" 'Then what shall I do?' 
" 'Tell him it's all right. That it must 
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at 
be wonderful up there but that you don't 
like heights. And ask him not to go too 
high. But you'll never keep those two on 
the ground.' 

"So she did what we said, and they 
compromised. There was a sort of ar
rangement between Ella and Nobby and 
the baboon not to go too high—only as 
high as the roof, and that was bad 
enough. Of course, afterward he joined 
the Alpine Club and became quite well 
known as a climber. So there you have 
it," he said. "The baboon's my fault, 
and because of him he learnt to like 
climbing; and because he liked climbing 
and being high up, he grew to love 
nature—the birds and the flowers, the 
buck and the rock rabbits. There's only 
one animal he doesn't like," Clarke said. 

"What's that?" I asked. 
"Dogs," he said. 
"Something wrong with a man who 

does not like dogs," Herbert said. 
"Why doesn't he?" I said. "Bitten as 

a child?" 
"No," Mr. Clarke said. "He says they 

are too slavish, for one thing. That they 
aren't real animals; been selected by 
man for too long. And they chase things. 
He doesn't like things to be chased." 

"Had a wonderful ratter once," Her
bert said. "Fox terrier called Tiger. 
All white with a spot over one eye. 
Everybody said, well, why didn't you 
call him Spot? And I said no originality 
in it, that's why. I'm an original, I am—" 

"Nobby's all right," the barman inter
rupted, "even if he is a little touched in 
the head. So might anybody be, after 
what he's done and what's been done to 
him. But I'm sick of baboons. Today 
Nobby, yesterday it was the trap man." 

"Who's he?" Herbert asked. 
"Man who's been making traps to 

catch baboons for the farmers round 
about. Quite an argument, there was, 
about them being humane or not." 

"I hope he doesn't come tonight," Mr. 
Clarke said. "Might be trouble. Nobby's 
against traps and all that." 

"I told him not to come," the barman 
said. "I said, 'The baboon man's 
coming'—that's what we call Nobby. 
'Comes to fetch his groceries, so you'd 
better not be around. Might be trouble.' 
Those were my very words. And he 
said, 'Baboon man, who's he? Like to 
meet him.' So I told him the story and 
all he said was, 'Must be Crackers, that 
chap—nuts.' And I said, 'Most of us is 
nuts about something—^fishing, or golf 
or girls—'" 

"Girls," Herbert said. "Mad about 
the girlies, that's me. And they're mad 
about me." 

"That's right," the barman said. "Al
ways letters from girls waiting for him 
here," 

"Waiting for me everywhere," Mr. 
Herbert said. He turned as the door 
opened. 

"Scented," the barman said. "That's 
how I know. I smell 'em." He looked 
up at the newcomer and said, "Well, 
gentlemen, there he is." 

THE man came up to the bar, and the 
barman said to him, "I thought I told 

you not to come. We don't want trouble 
here and this is Mr. Nobby's night. We 
like him in these parts and don't want 'im 
upset." 

"Very kind of you," Mr. Clarke said. 
"Nothing at all," the barman said. 

"We like him and he likes us." 
"And the baboon?" Mr. Herbert said. 
"Likes everybody," the barman said. 
"That shows 'e's off 'is 'ead," Herbert 

said. "Proves it." 
"My name's Fenton," the stranger 

said, looking from Herbert to Clarke. 
"I'm here trapping baboons. I've in
vented a simple trap. I put one up for 
a farmer and he pays me for doing it and 
gives me a reward for the first ten ba
boons I catch. That's as well as the 
government reward." 

"What sort of trap is it?" Mr. Clarke 
asked. 

"Just a strong wire cage with two or 
more compartments, each six by six by 
four. I bait it with oranges or mealies." 

"We call that corn in the States," 
Herbert said, "and very nice it is, too— 
green, with plenty of butter and salt." 

"When they eat the bait," Fenton went 
on, "the door falls and they're caught." 

"Then what do you do?" 
"Shoot 'em with a two two." 
"Must be fun," Herbert said. 
"The argument," Fenton went on, 

"was that it was cruel because they might 
be left to starve in the trap. But if you 
leave them overnight the other baboons 
will clear out, and you won't catch an
other for weeks. And shooting them 
that way seems better to me than wound
ing them at long range." 

"Quite," Mr. Clarke said. "It does 
seem better. But on the other hand 1 
believe in living and letting things live." 

"Not vermin," Mr. Herbert said. 
"Who defines vermin?" Clarke said. 

"Does God say these animals are vermin 
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and those are not? It's a dangerous 
thing to define vermin, Mr. Herbert. 
You see, people get the habit of judging 
first animals and then their own kind. 
According to the way some people see 
it, Jews and Negroes are vermin. Ac
cording to others, rich men, gentlemen— 
even businessmen like yourself—are 
vermin. You see what I mean, I trust. 
It's just the point of view." 

Herbert snorted, "And what's that got 
to do with a pack of monkeys except &at 
they're Communists, too, just like I 
said?" 

WHILE he was talking, a tall thin 
man who looked like a gypsy had 

come in and stood staring around. That's 
Nobby, I'll bet, I thought. 

Only the barman and I saw him. The 
bar faced the door and I had turned to 
look t)ack for a moment without know
ing why. He was a striking-looking boy 
of about twenty-four, dark with black 
eyes; very sunburned and thin, but not 
thin from lack of food—it was just that 
there was no fat on him. He had come 
in softly like a cat: One minute he had 
not been there, and the next he was. 

Fenton said, "Well, it's none of my 
affair. They're classified as vermin and 
a reward is paid on them, and farmers 
want to get rid of them so I trap 'em and 
sell my traps. It's my way of making a 
living and it keeps me in the open air. 
It's a nice life; bit of sport and change." 

"Nice girlies on the farms," Herbert 
said. "Corn-fed, as they say in the 
States, fine big girls." 

"I wish they paid on size, though," 
Fenton said. "I got a big one today. 
One of the biggest I've ever seen. Old 
male, he was, and he looked me right in 
the eyes when I shot him. Wasn't more 
than five yards away from him." 

No one else had seen young Nobby 
yet. I looked at him quickly. He was 
standing still and he was quite pale and 
his black eyes looked bigger and blacker. 
They made two holes in his skull. As I 
looked, he took hold of himself and came 
forward. 

"Evening," he said. "You shot a big 
baboon, did you, Mr.—?" 

"Fenton's the name." 
"Mr. Fenton?" 
"Yes I did. One of the biggest I've 

ever killed. Hard to get the big ones, 
you know. They're wily. But this one, 
why you'd have thought he was tame." 

"Did you notice, by any chance, if he 
had lost the outside finger—the little 
finger—of his left hand?" 

"Funny you should ask that," Fenton 
said, "because he had. Had he caused 
you any trouble?" 

"No more trouble than one's friends 
usuaUy cause one, Mr. Fenton," Nobby 
said. His face was white now under the 
tan. "Trouble, for instance, when you 
hear they have been murdered." 

"What are you talking about?" 
"You shot my friend, Fenton. That 

was Bobby, my friend. He lost that 
finger rescuing his wife when she was 
trapped by a big perlemoen and drown
ing. And you only caught him because 
his baby had got into your damn' trap 
and he was trying to get him out when 
the door fell behind him. The little chap 
was too light to spring it. But Bobby 
knew.what it was all right, and that's 
how you got him." 

"Well, I'm damned," Fenton said. 
"And I certainly never guessed he be
longed to anyone." 

"He didn't," Nobby said. "He wasn't 
my baboon." 

"Then what's the trouble if he wasn't 
yours? I thought you said he was tame." 

"He was," Nobby said. 
"But he wasn't yours. I mean he 

didn't belong to you." 
"He didn't belong to anyone. He was 

wild." 
"Then you've got no case," Fenton 

said. "I mean if he'd belonged to you— 
was a tame one—it would be different. 

But he was just a wild one, belonged to 
no one." 

"So something has to belong to some
one?" -

"Certainly, it has." 
"An animal, a baboon, or a buck, or 

even a tree, has no rights of its own, eh? 
It can't be free. It has to have a contract 
of some kind before it has legal status 
and the right to live." 

"You're crazy," Fenton said. "I don't 
understand what you're talking about. 
But just to put things right I'll give you 
the reward. I don't want any trouble." 
He put his hand in his pocket. 

Nobby was getting a queer look in his 
eyes and his lip was twitching, so that I 
pushed in front of Fenton and said, "I'm 
very interested in all this, Mr. Clarke. 
I wonder if you'd tell me how it all 
began. I mean your association with the 
baboons." 

"Drink this," his uncle said and 
pushed a whisky and soda into his hand. 

"Highball," Herbert said. "Nothing 
like a highball—that's what we called 
them in the States—bourbon, rye—" 

"Began," Nobby said vaguely. "It 
began when I was at the cottage. I went 
there w;hen I got out of the Army. Very 
nervous state I was in, like lots of the 
chaps. You know, had to be alone. The 
war was a terrible thing," he said. 
"Terrible. The fires and flying through 
the night, and the losŜ  of your friends 
and then shot down and a prisoner. 
Trapped," he said, "caged like an animal. 
So when I got out I went to our cottage 
by the sea. It was winter and no one 
was living near by. It's very isolated 
anyway, but in winter it's practically 
cut off after every big rain. 

"Anyway, there I was all alone with 
some books and things. I read, I did a 
bit of painting, collected shells—I have 
a fine collection of shells—and watched 
the baboons. A big troop near there and 
in the evening if the tide was low they'd 
be down among the rocks getting shell
fish—winkles, clams, limpets and the Uke. 
The strandloopers, I caUed them. Like 
children they were, scampering over the 
rocks, looking in the pools, and the baby 
baboons splashing each other Uke kids. 

"Well, that's the way it was. 

" T ^ HEN one night it was bright moon-
JL light—I had been for a walk and 

just turned in when I heard screaming 
down by the sea. Terrible screams of 
horror they were, and terror. Like a 
woman," he said. "Frightful. I put on 
some clothes and ran to the sea. As I ran 
some big baboons passed me running 
my way. Baboons, I thought, that's 
what it is. One of them's in trouble and 
the big boys are going down to see. 
That's what I called the big old males— 
the big boys. There were five of them 
and one extra—the big leader—six in all. 

"They passed me, naturally, and when 
I got there they Were squatted on the 
rocks round two baboons that were in 
the water. One had its hand caught by 
a shell—like a damn' big round limpet— 
it had been trying to get off a rock. The 
other one of the big boys—the sixth— 
was trying to help it. His left hand was 
bleeding badly by now—that's when he 
lost his finger. Then he put it up to his 
mouth and sucked it. 

"So it's a female, I thought, and her 
mate. That accounted for the other 
males coming. When he'd failed to 
rescue her himself he'd called them 
down from the cliffs where they hved 
more than a mile away. Very rarely do 
baboons leave their sleeping places at 
night, but of course it was nearly as light 
as day with the big round moon cutting 
a wide silver path across the ocean. But 
the tide was coming in and it wouldn't 
be long before the baboon was drowned, 
unless someone did something, so I 
shouted, 'It's all right, Bobby, I'll get her 
out for you.'" 

"He always called them Bobby," Mr. 
Clarke said, "I mean, after that first one 
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I got him. He called him Bobby be
cause it was short for bobbejaan." 

"I always call them that," Nobby 
said. "I mean when I see one 1 say, 
'There goes a Bobby.' Somehow I al
ways felt I might come across him again 
one day. But anyway I said, 'It's okay, 
Bobby, it's okay, don't you worry.' But 
he was worrying—barking and cough
ing, almost wringing his bloody hands. 
He was wet, too—soaked, and trembling. 
Must have been in the water pulling at 
her a long time. He'd even smashed one 
of his teeth biting at the shell. You know 
the things—conical shell nearly a foot 
across, very pretty inside, all colors, 
green, pink, blue, mother-of-pearl— 
that's why they call them perleinoen." 

"Abalone," I said. "Abalone, they 
call them in America. Get 'em on the 
West Coast, make nice ash trays and 
things." I wanted Herbert to know that 
I'd been in America too. 

"That's it," he said, "same thing, I 
suppose. But a man can get caught by 
them. The whole thing is just one great 
muscle clinging to the rock. You've got 
to catch them unawares to get then-
loose. They're very good to eat. But 
this one was aware, all right. There it 
was clamped on the bobby's wrist anc 
she was pulling and struggling. She har 
stopped screaming now I had come, but 
still pulled and every now and then a 
wave would come and lap at her. 

"The water was well over her belly by 
now and a big wave, if one came in, 
would have gone over her head. Lucky 
it was calm, but you get big waves here 
sometimes even when it's calm. They 
just come up for no reason. Anyway, 
it wasn't far to the cottage, so I ran back. 
As I ran I wondered what I'd got I could 
use. 1 didn't have many tools. Just the 
car tools with a hammer among them, 
luckily. And that's what I brought back, 
the hammer and two tire levers. 

"When I got to the rocks again the 
big baboon was beside her again with 
his arms around her. I wondered if he 
would let me near. I wondered if she 
would bite. As I came up he coughed, 
showing his big dogteeth about the size 
of a great Dane's. I said, 'It's okay, 
Bobby, it's okay,' but I wasn't so sure. 
And even if he didn't go for me, she 
might bite me. The other baboons on 
the rocks came nearer till they were all 
round me. The biggest one of all, the 
chief baboon leader, was nearest to me. 
The other five were a little behind. They 
were big too, but not as big as the leader, 
who was enormous; but all were very 
big old-dog baboons—old men. 

"When I went nearer still they all 
barked and then the leader gave a louder 
bark. Like an order, almost, and they 
were still and silent watching me in the 
moonlight. Except for the husband— 
he was muttering, growling, making little 
choking noises .which were meant to con
sole and encourage her. 

"It all came back to me then," he said. 
"I recognized what he was saying. He 
was saying in baboon language, it was 
okay. I began to talk to him the way I 
talked to Bobby when I was a kid. In
stead of saying okay in English I said it 
in baboon. That's what Mother always 
called it. 'That child will talk baboon," 
she'd say. Anyway as soon as I did the 
other baboons all barked. I barked back 
at them and then they all closed in. I 
wasn't at all afraid because they were 
talking as they came, and I talked back. 

THEY said, Wliat is it all about? 
What are you going to do? I said, 

I'm going to fix it up, I'm going to get her 
out. I raised the hammer for them 
to see. The husband put out his hand to 
touch it. I let him. Then I tapped the 
shell so that they could see what I was 
going to do. J was afraid that when I 
raised the hammer they might think I was 
going to hit her on the head. So I raised 
it again and brought it slowly down onto 
the shell. They all watched. Their 
heads went up as I raised the hammer 
again, and followed it down—like peo
ple watching the ball at a tennis match. 
Then I gave the shell a big crack. It took 
three to break it. 

"I was standing in the water beside the 
trapped baboon while I worked. She 
flinched like a man when I struck, but 
said nothing, did not even struggle. But 
she could feel the perleinoen weakening 
its hold, because after the second blow 
she talked. She said, Tliat's better. 
That's good. And the men talked. They 
said, Stay quiet. He'll get you out. 
Then I used the tire lever, and in another 
minute she was free. 

"I took the perleinoen home with me. 
Eat it, I thought. Eat it for lunch to
morrow; and it wasn't till afterward I 
thought any of it at all odd. I mean 
funny that I'd got out of bed to rescue a 
baboon trapped by a shell and had been 
talking baboon to them the way I'd 
talked to Bobby when I was a kid. I'd 
thought he and I just had a way of 
getting on together, understanding the 
sounds we made to each other, but he'd 
taught me baboon talk. Not advanced, 
of course. Not the way I know it now. 
But baby baboon talk, which may be 
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why the baboon I rescued was not 
afraid of me. Bit of luck, hey? She 
couldn't believe a man who talked like 
a baby baboon could do her harm. And 
he was the same, Bobby was—her hus
band. After a bit I could do anything 
with him." 

"He certainly didn't seem afraid," 
Fenton, the trap man, said. "Cheeky. 
A cheeky one, he is, I thought. Looked 
right at me till I put up the two two and 
then he covered his face with his hands. 
That's when I noticed his finger had 
gone." 

The man did not know when to keep 
his mouth shut. Put your foot in 
properly, you have, I thought. 

"And then you shot him," Nobby 
said, "in a cage. Shot my friend where 
he couldn't do anything. Outside and 
without a gun you'd have been afraid of 
him. He could have killed you. Just 
torn you to pieces. But you had him 
behind wire, so you could torture him." 

"—Only took two shots—" 
"Torture him the way men torture 

each other now, and murder each other." 
Nobby was trembling with rage and 
moving forward very quietly. 

I don't even know. if anyone else 
noticed him moving. But I'm a very 
observant man and while he spoke he 
had come two feet nearer to Fenton. I 
noticed, too, that his uncle had left the 
bar. Nice time to go, I thought. Wish 
I'd gone too. There's going to be trouble. 

"Two shots," Nobby said. "There 
was another friend of mine. An Ameri
can pilot, and they took six to kill him, 
but they were just using him as a target. 
They said he'd attempted to escape so 
they let him run. More sporting as it 
were. And he's only one. No end to it 
all—shooting, killing. So one more won't 
matter, will it, Mr.—?" 

"Fenton." 
"•—Mr. Fenton? Not one more. Be

cause I'm going to kill you. I'm going 
to tear you to little pieces like Bobby 
would've done." 

He lowered hjs body by bending his 
knees. His hands hung low. If he 
hadn't been a man I'd have said he was 
going to spring. I believe he was going 
to spring. All that climbing with the 
baboons had changed his muscular de
velopment, brought new muscles— 
muscles that are almost atrophied in man 
—back into play. 

BUT as he crouched a girl stepped in 
front of him. She was a little thing 

not more than five feet high with greeny-
gray eyes and brown hair; brown face 
too; brown as a gypsy she was. He 
straightened up when he sa\y her. Mr. 
Clarke was back too. So you fetched 
the dame, I thought. Pretty intelligent 
of you, Mr. Clarke, I thought, because 
the boy's going crackers. Something 
vyas just going to snap when she came 
in and took the tension off. 

"A good thing you got her, Mr. 
Clarke," I said. 

He said, "Yes, Pam understands him. 
I wish he'd marry her." 

"She—you mean she wants to marry 
him?" Herbert asked. "Why, he's nuts. 
A pretty little thing like that—" 

"No gentleness, no peace, Pam," 
Nobby said, "no rest, no quiet, just cages 
and traps and murder!" 

The barman said, "Ladies aren't 
allowed here. I could lose my license. 
No ladies. That's the law." 

"Then get a policeman," Herbert said. 
"If it wasn't for 'er you'd need one, to 
my way of thinking, to pick up the 
corpse. Pretty corpse Mr. Fenton would 
have made." 

"Come with me," Pam said. She took 
Nobby by the arm. 

"With you?" Nobby said. "Not to 
town. I couldn't do that. My friend," 
he said, "they'll need me more than ever 
now—to get them out of the traps, to 
break the traps, to—" His voice rose. 

"Who said to town, Nobby?" the giri 

broke in. "We'll go to the shack. I 
brought my things. I'm coming up to 
the shack with you." 

"With the baboons all round? You 
won't be afraid?" 

"When a woman marries. Nobby, her 
husband's friends are her friends." 

"Baboons," Herbert said. "A girl like 
her—why anybody—Baboons. . . ." 

The girl said, "Come, Nobby." She 
put out her hand. He took it. 

"I'll bring the stuff," his uncle said. 
He picked up the box of groceries. 

I got hold of half a bag of mealies. 
He bought a bag each week but divided 
it into two parts to make it easier to 
handle on the mountain path. I was'* 
pretty proud at the way I managed it on 
the flat. We came back for the rest of 
the stuff. 

Herbert said, "She's going with him?" 
"Yes," I said. 
He said, "I thought maybe it was just 

a trick to let Fenton get away. Scared 
the daylights out of him, young Nobby 
did." 

"No," I said. "She's going, isn't she?" 
I asked Mr. Clarke. 

"Yes," he said, "and she'll save him. 
Wonderful girl, that—" 

"To the bloody monkeys," Herbert 
said. "That girl. Why," he said, "why, 
they aren't even married." 

PAM had come back into the bar. The 
barman said again, "Ladies aren't 

allowed in the bar." 
"I know," Pam said. Then she turned 

to Herbert and said, "You're quite right 
about us not being married, Mr. Herbert, 
but we will be. Tomorrow. Would you 
like to come to the wedding?" 

"I could be a witness," Herbert said. 
"You could indeed," Clarke said, "you 

and me." 
"And me," I said, "I want to come." 
"Of course," Pam said. 
Herbert picked up his suitcase. "Pres

ents," he said, "presents." He opened 
the case. "Silk," he said. He held the 
things up against himself. "Silk," he 
said again, "nothing but the best at 
Steegers. And I tell you what I'll do, 
I'll give her the bloody samples, that's 
what I'll do. Silk to wear on 'er 'oney-
moon with the baboons in the moun
tain—" 

"Thank you, Mr. Herbert," Pam said. 
"And I can kiss the bride?" 
"Of course," she said, "everyone kisses 

the bride." She put up her face. 
He kissed her and she said, "Nobby 

says they'll be waiting for us." 
"Who will?" Herbert said. 
"The baboons, Mr. Herbert. He says 

they come to help carry things up from 
the car." 

"Well, I'm damned," Herbert said. 
"Do you believe that, Mr. Clarke?" 

"I don't know," Clarke said. "It's 
not natural, but he has a way with ani
mals." 

"And girls," Herbert said. "Fancy a 
girl going—" 

"The mealies are for them," Pam said. 
"It's been a bad year, you know, very 
dry, and even a bag a week doesn't go 
very far among so many." 

"I'U make the arrangements," Mr. 
Clarke said. 

"Yes," she said, "please do." Then 
she smiled at us all and said, "Good 
night." She said a special good night to 
the barman and he said, "Good night, 
Miss," and added, "But ladies aren't 
allowed in here, you know." 

She said, "I know and I'm going." 
She said good night and smiled again. 

I've never seen a girl look so happy. 
"She's 'appy," Herbert said. 
"Going to the baboons," I said. 

"Straight up the uphill path"—which I 
thought pretty good. But they were all 
too busy thinking their own thoughts 
to notice. Thinking about tomorrow, 
no doubt. I was. And about the ba
boons coming down to meet the car. 
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Collier's believes... 
TmS DAY AND AGE 

THE WORLD IS at the moment more than com
monly grim. Political problems, particularly world 
political problems, are exceedingly difficult. The 
Russians are disagreeable and threatening. Some 
of our own people, Henry Agard Wallace, for in
stance, seems to be much more of a dupe of the 
Communists than you would expect a healthy Iowa 
boy to have turned out to be. 

We can't, however, blame all of our troubles on 
the Russians or the chuckleheaded Americans who 
try to kiss the Communists into submission. Many 
other types are making mischief after their own 
fashion. 

Many like to fish in troubled waters. Many 
hope to profit by muddying the waters. There are 
hell-raisers North and hell-raisers South who hope 
to get something for themselves out of embittering 
race relations. There are selfish arrogant men in 
business, in labor unions, even some in farm or
ganizations, willing to make any amount of trouble 
for others in order to get mean advantages for 
themselves. 

Collier's thinks the time has come to heed the 
normal rather than the abnormal. Collier's thinks 
that the American people have no problems that 
cannot be solved by patience, intelligence, good 
will and courage. Collier's thinks that instead of 
being on the verge of catastrophe the United States 

In this editorial Colliefs restates for 
this new era and a new generation its 
faith in the enduring American principles 
that made the United States the prom
ised land to so many millions of immi
grants and tliat offers hope now more 
than ever to the oppressed around the 
world.—Ed. 

and all the world may be at the beginning of one of 
the truly golden ages of mankind. In cherishing 
these beliefs we do not think we are ignoring reality 
or committing the fallacy of wishful thinking. 

The number one fact is that for the first time in 
history Americans, in particular, and the world in 
general, know how to produce enough so that hon
est, industrious, reasonable people everywhere can 
earn for themselves the essentials of a good life. 
There is no settled spot on the globe at which it is 
not now possible, granted peace, for busy intelligent 
men and women to sustain themselves decently. 

This has not always been true. It is emphatically 
now true, and very especially in the United States, 
that the means exist whereby we can produce and 

distribute enough so that all races and classes may 
live decently and well and develop whatever capaci
ties they possess. 

Collier's thinks to live at such a time of infinite 
promise is a very great privilege for citizens and in
stitutions, including magazines. Collier's looks for
ward to aiding all that it can in making available 
these new opportunities for a good life for all. 

Moreover, we don't despair about peace. We 
know that one nation can inflict war on other na
tions or upon the world if it pleases. We know 
that a few fanatic men in Moscow can or could 
attack the United States or any European country. 
We hope Russia will not embark upon any such 
adventure. 

We are sure that great skill, great patience, great 
good will must be used if we are not to blunder 
into war. We think that the chances are good that 
our leaders will have the wisdom and the character 
so to manage our affairs that war will be avoided 
and a peace of good will gradually won. 

Collier's aims to aid in every sound measure to 
preserve the peace and to safeguard the free life 
that is the crowning glory of mankind. So in spite 
of the tumult and confusion of the day. Collier's 
looks ahead to that better time we hope not far 
away when the energies of all, their imagination, 
and their skill will be used to create more and more 
good things to feed the bodies and souls of men. 

Such is our faith. Such is our purpose W.L.C. 

• • H -

"It is the aim of Collier's to reflect impartially the best contemporary thought and on its own 
behalf to speak fearlessly without partisanship on all questions affecting the nation's wel

fare. It aims furthermore to keep always before its readers a high, sane, and cheerful ideal 
of American citizenship." . . . ROBERT J. COLLIER • • • 
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