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Here are 3ome denizens of almost any oJBfice, reflected in an arrangement of various stationery items 
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M^' 
_%-^ut:^s i nn-kii'. office manager, rules the 
place with her squared rubber-band chin, 
stubborn gluepot nose and gummed-label 
eyes highlighted by those sharp staple pupils 

B-r.:ssnms ,\ . S**,«}H". |HMt, i is the boss 
behind whose inkwell brow lies a great brain. 
The pen-cigar always points up; his metal-rim-
tag eyes and rubber-band ears miss nothing 

(!..JS|-5a F4'-a«l«*rJsfa.s(. the receptionist and 
switchboard operator, kills visiting salesmen 
with her tag permanent and paper-clip eyes, 
but she wears good-behavior stars for earrings 

,: »'*'HH.| .I»1, , . . ,_̂ ^̂ ^ 

i | ; ; r « H i >i»tll'i'H!ii*t«si!i'*i typewriter eraser 
beard and rubber-finger nose point him out as 
the creative genius. He's fussy about his tape 
tie, proud of his sweeping riu>ber-band hair 

irntv >r̂ .i • i/)H.f-5. sales manager, is as 
sharp as his bank-pin hair and thumbtack 
eyes. He got the bent binder-clip nose when 
he fell in the potato race at the office picnic 

\iiib5-«»i<» SSijiit. with his date-stamp nose 
and mouth, is the natural-born bookkeeper. 
The thinning rubber-band hair and squinting 
eyes are the result of proving bank balances 
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I'll MC: 1 in v HOMESITI 111 Gaiinum. NLimbcr 54 in the series "Home Life in America." 

In this lrieii(il\. Itcedoin-loving land 

of ouis-beer belongs,.. enjoy it! 
Beer and ale— 
mealtime favorites 

. • ^ ' " ^ ' % AMERICA'S BEVERAGE OF MODERATION 
Sponsored by the United States Brewers Foundation...Chartered 1862 \^M ^ 
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YET—your future 
welfare may rest 
in their liands— 

UNLESS you have the foresight to 
4MMHHMBMMBMBW*' mKKUm' «i^l«»"»» ••^W»» wai^HwiaMaH iii> mmi» 

carry adequate liability insurance. 
^mmmmt •^••••••taMaHi* aaBnnMHMifc muiiHiMiiiaii iimtMia. 

THEN should 12 Strangers decide you are 
liable—you will be adequately covered 
against loss. 

CONSULT an America Fore agent today. He 
will tell you what insurance you need. 

• • • 
Rely on your local America Fore Insurance Man for sound 
insurance protection—and for full, friendly help in settling 
claims! To locate your nearby America Fore Insurance Man, 
or Claims Office, call Western Union by number, ask for 
Operator 25. 

THCSf riVi COMMNffS COMfOSC THt AMCMCA FORE INiUKANCl C«OUP 

CONTINENTAL * FIDEUTYPHENtX * NIAGARA * AMERICAN EAGLE 
FIDELITY... CASUALTY COMPANY . r . . . T . M 

LOOK FOR WIS SEAL ON YOUR POLICIES 
Anrnmafmi, 
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that Veach lifted his head a little to look 
at her through the dark glasses. Hateful 
man, she thought, watching me bumble my 
way along. I loathe him. Even if his hair 
is his own, I loathe him. And if it isn't̂ —• 
She was at the last tree now; she turned her 
head to survey the lake through the watery 
glare. Her heart lurched. 

There was flat brilliance everywhere, 
light that smacked your eyes so hard it 
made your skull ache. But the peaceful 
lake seemed empty even of mud hens and 
terns. "Winifred!" 

Veach's boat turned a little, as though it 
drifted with a current. She couldn't see 
that he used the oars, or even that he 
moved. The motion of the boat, smooth 
and gliding, brought his back toward her. 

THEN something erupted from the wa
ter. Not near Veach, but yards away in 

another direction. There was a burst of 
foam, arms that threshed and churned, 
streaming yellow hair, a strangled yip. 

Veach made no move to look around. He 
seemed intent on something he was draw
ing from the water, a sodden bit of weed 
which had fouled his line. 

All this Monica saw as she saw things 
in nightmares: with a hideous, lightning
like illumination in which faces, bodies 
and background seemed picked out with a 
hellish distinctness. She was running; she 
felt the hard, gritty sand underfoot. She hit 
the water clumsily and began to swim. 
Four tir five desperate strokes; then pain 
gripped her and doubled her up, and she 
rolled in the water and went down. 

She was strangling. A pulse beat behind 
her eyes; her throat seemed to be bursting. 
Her mind said coldly, "You damned fool, 
you're drowning yourself instead of saving 
Winifred. How dumb can you get?" With 
a painful effort, she forced her arms from 
her sides and made them reach out, to pull 
her through the water. The pain was fiery, 
the water like ice. She sucked water into 
her lungs and coughed. It seemed forever 
until she felt the sudden clutch of Wini
fred's hands. They settled on her; the arms 
followed, wrapping around her neck, and 
Monica and Winifred went down together. 

Monica fought clear and got up to the 
surface, then grabbed a handful of yellow 
hair and rolled on her side. She saw Wini
fred's face break water. She bit her lips 
and began to pull for shore. 

The lowboat danced on the watery hori
zon. She couldn't tell if Veach was on his 
way. She couldn't wait; he might not be. 
She heard the roar of a motor, a screech of 
brakes, then yells, then splashings. Her 
arms pave out; her face went under. 

She flung up her head. Stevens was in the 
water, not far off, coming fast. His wet face 
looked white in the glare—white and furi
ous, as though she'd done something very 
wicked He reached out, roaring in Mon
ica's ear: "Give me the kid! Can you 
make it?" 

"Yes." She gargled the word; it didn't 
get past her lips. 

He pulled away, leaving her and not 
lookins; buck. Winifred lay on her back; 
she was like some dead thing he towed 
through the water. Monica swam after, 
but couldn't keep up. The stabbing pain 
returned and she doubled up again, put out 
her hands, and went down retching. She 
let the water take her. Her feet went down 
slowly and then she found that she could 
stand. Her head was out of water. 

After that came a period of confusion 
when things happened in a sort of void, 
without reason or connection. She lay on 
her face on the beach, and the world spun. 
There was a hollow silence, a vacuum, in 
which all sounds were so loud that they 
hurt. No one paid Monica any attention. 
In a moment of awareness she saw that 
they were all gathered around Winifred. 

She heard Stevens say, "Stand back, 
please. No, don't do that, Mrs. Veach." 

Monica raised her head. The blond 
woman had stepped back from Stevens. 
She was shaking her head and smiling as 
if in apology for offering to do something 
that had been unnecessary. She had on a 
lavender organdy dress and a big yellow 
straw sun hat. Very dressed up for the 
mountains, this fisherman's lady—and there 
was something else about her, something 
that made Monica's nose twitch. A smell. 
A heavy odor of perfume. 

I've got to think, Monica said to herself. 
There's something I've got to remember, 
but I hurt like hell. I'm going to have to 
grit my teeth . . . 

A long, roaring, breathless time went by. 
Out of the vacuum, Stevens said, "She's 

coming around all right. I'm going to take 
her inside. Open the door of that last 
cabin for me, will you, Mr. Brill?" 

A man Monica hadn't seen before—one 
of the hunters, perhaps—went ahead. Ste
vens followed. Winifred's legs dangled 
from the crook of his elbow. 

The blond woman was bending over 
Monica. "Can I help you, honey?" 

Monica raised her head enough to shake 
it. "No, thanks. I'm all right." 

Still the woman lingered. "Was it 
cramps?" 

Monica looked at her fuzzily. Some fu
gitive thing nibbled at her brain, something 
she was supposed to know, to recognize. 
"Was what—" 

"The little girl. Did she have a spell of 
cramps in the water?" 

Monica said, "No, I think she must have 
stepped into a hole." She turned her head 
and forced her eyes to focus on the flat, 
bright water. "Your husband was fishing in 
a boat. I don't see him now." 

"He came ashore when the excitement 
started." 

"I don't see how he helped hearing the 
rumpus we made." 

The woman blinked, rather slowly. "He's 
pretty deaf." 

Monica put her head down. The sun was 
beginning to make her feel drowsy. The 
blond woman went away. 

GRADUALLY Monica became aware 
that her skin was too hot. She staggered 

to her feet and made her way through the 
pines to the cabin. Winifred was in the bed, 
propped up with pillows. Stevens sat in a 
chair, talking to her. 

When Monica came in, both of them 
looked up. Winifred smiled but there was 
unmistakable anger in Stevens' eyes. 

Monica went to her own cot, sat down 
gingerly, felt of her ribs, and winced. 
"Thanks for helping," she said to him. 

He rose from the chair and took a few 
steps to stand over her: "Why did you let 
her go out that far?" 

She was surprised at the anger in his 
tone. "I didn't. She was hot and bored, 
and I told her to go in but to stay close to 
shore. I don't see how she got out so far." 

"You ought to have your head exam
ined." 

Monica tried to control her rising tem
per. "You could keep a civil tongue in 
your head," she said. "I 'm half drowned 
myself, you know." 

"I don't have a civil tongue for a fool." 
Monica started to count to ten and then 

gave it up. "If my ribs weren't giving me 
hell, I'd slap your face," she told him. 

Stevens ran his hands through his hair; 
his cold eyes flickered from Monica to 
Winifred. "You," he said, "why did you 
go out into deep water?" 

Winifred squatted on her haunches on 
the cot and appeared to reflect. "There 
was a little bitty bird," she said at last. "It 
got in the water and couldn't get out." 

"Where?" 
"Close at first. Only when I tried to catch 

it, to save it, the bird sort of wobbled away." 
"Did it make a sound?" Stevens de

manded. 
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Winifred rubbed her wet mane thought
fully. "No. I guess it didn't." 

"Did it go toward the boat?" 
"What boat?" Winifred asked. 
In Monica's mind a picture re-created it

self: Veach, bent over, clearing a draggled 
something from his line. She stared at 
Stevens, at his unreadable face. "What are 
you trying to say?" she demanded. 

He gave her the wise, knowing look 
again, the one that infuriated her. He didn't 
answer. He walked over to the window and 
looked out. He spoke over his shoulder. 
"Your car's okay except for the glass. You'll 
have to replace that in town. A bent fender 
—it's not bad. The lights work." 

"Thanks," she said. "If you'll leave now, 
we'd like to get out of these wet suits." 

He started for the door. He turned there. 
"I owe you an apology. Miss Marshall. I 
shouldn't have shot my mouth off about the 
kid going in the lake. It wasn't your fault; 
you were laid up, all but crippled. You did 
save her." 

Monica gulped in astonishment. Wini
fred's face crinkled in a smile; her hero was 
redeeming himself. 

"I'll be back after a while," he said, "to 
see about getting you both some lunch." 

He shut the door. A moment later, 
Monica was up, peeling off her suit. "Get 
your clothes on, Winifred. We're clearing 
out of this place—fast." 

"You ought to go back to bed." 
"Nuts to that. I can't even feel those 

ribs now, I've got such a tizzy in my head. 
I don't care who Veach is, who the blonde 
is—" 

"She's Wanda." 
Monica went on grimly, "—or what went 

wrong with the car, or what kind of a bird 
you saw on the water, or what Mr. Stevens' 
mysterious little game is—we're leaving. 
We'll go back to Los Angeles, sell the car 
and take a train to New York." 

She grabbed the suitcases, propped them 
open, and began stuffing them with clothes. 
Infected by the hurry, Winifred skittered 
about. "Here's Beezer's carrier. But where's 
Beezer?" 

Monica stopped, her hands full of 
clothes. "Didn't he go to the lake with 
you?" 

Winifred tiptoed toward her, eyes big, 
face paling. "They've got him!" 

"Who?" 
"Them!" Winifred jerked her head to

ward the row of cabins to their right. 
This was the snapping point; ridiculously. 

it was the idea that her cat might be in 
danger that gave Monica courage. 

She dressed in a hurry and walked from 
the cabin, limping from the pain in her side. 
She went up the path to the Veach cabin, up 
the steps to their screen door. And was 
stopped there by the innocent scene inside. 

The blond woman and Veach sat at a 
table in the center of the floor; there was 
food on the table before them, a lunch of 
canned stuff and crackers, but they weren't 
giving it their attention. They were watch
ing Beezer. Beezer was lapping from a 
white dish near the door. 

The blonde must have noticed Monica's 
figure against the light. She looked up, 
squinting. "Oh, hello." 

MONICA had no words to say; she stood 
rooted to the porch. The noise Beezer 

made, the shipping and splashing of his 
gluttonous tongue in the milk, was the only 
sound in the silence. Veach sat with his 
face turned toward Monica, his eyes fixed 
on her face. 

They were peculiar eyes—yellowish, and 
with a motionless quality that made them 
seem strangely aware and alert and not 
quite human. She had, Monica remem
bered, glimpsed something much like them 
in a den at the zoo. "I came for my cat." 

Veach rose. "Oh. Is the animal yours?" 
"He's so funny!" chortled the blonde. 

"We were here eating, and all at once he 
was at the door, begging. He's just bulging! 
This is his third dish!" 

"1 know," said Monica. 
The blonde got out of her chair, picked 

up Beezer and stroked him, and came to 
unhook the .screen. 

Monica backed down the steps with Bee
zer in her arms. A wave of violet sachet 
flowed from the blond woman. 

Monica wanted to run. Now I know, she 
thought; and her mind began backtracking, 
picking up details as it went. The steps in 
the hall at the hotel. Mrs. Lannon: "She 
knows things." The blonde, clicking her 
teeth. Mr. Veach, who was smaller and 
younger—with those eyes he could do any
thing; he probably refreshed and renewed 
himself from time to time in the way of 
vampires. The face at the window of the 
lodge. The brakes that mysteriously went 
to pot. The little bird on the water, drawing 
Winifred out to drown. 

"You look a little pale," the blonde said 
through the screen. "I'd take it easy for a 
few days. Quite an experience you had in 

TIP'S WAR 

"You don't see any of the other fellows 
going all to pieces over a few little 
snakes and meadow mice, do you'/' ' VIRGIL PARTCH 

READER'S DIGEST'' Reported 
That Brushing Teeth 

The Same Research Which Proves 
Right After Eating with 

COLGATE DENTAL CREAM 
STOPS TOOTH DECAY BEST 

S? ?)'.^^^iJf«»%^BWW«( 

^ 

Collier's for April 7, 1951 

Use Colgate Dental Cream 
To Clean Your Breath 
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ORAL HYGIENE K N O W N TODAY! 
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the lake this morning. Things like that 
leave you weak, you know." 

"vSo they do," Monica said. She turned 
and walked away. 

At her cabin, she found another surprise 
waiting. Stevens was there, sitting down in 
the middle of the obvious preparations for 
flight. He had a bottle of whisky on the ta
ble, some ice, and a siphon of soda. 

"What's wrong?" Stevens asked. 
"Nothing." Monica put Beezer on the 

floor, rubbed her temples, then sank down 
on the cot and took a good look at the 
cabin. She felt that she had never seen it 
clearly before. The shabbiness now seemed 
sinister, the aloneness of the place frighten
ing. Why had she been so stupid as to come 
here? And—incredible blunder—how had 
she managed to find the very people who 
must be bent on doing Winifred harm? 

Then she remembered the clerk at the 
hotel, so solicitous, so eager to make all ar
rangements for her. And so eager to tirrn 
over to another, for a fee, the information 
of where she meant to go. 

"It strikes me that you could stand a 
drink," Stevens said. 

She nodded mechanically; then her eyes 
swung to him. She felt a rush of the initial 
antagonism and suspicion. But, no—if he 
were in on the thing, whatever it was, why 
should he have pulled Winifred from the 
water? And why should he have been so 
genuinely angry and insulting over what he 
considered Monica's carelessness? 

She took the drink he offered, and sam
pled it. The whisky was good Scotch, and 
warming. 

"I take it you have something on your 
mind," Stevens commented. 

He'd seen the suitcases, anyway. "I 'm 
leaving for Los Angeles," she said. 

He took his drink dov/n by a couple of 
inches. "Yes, I thought you might be. You 
haven't had too good a time of it." 

She shuddered, a motion he must have 
noticed. She was remembering the down
ward lurch of the car high at the top of the 
grade, the nightmare panorama of flying 
shrubbery, curved roads, trees. 

"I want to look your car over first," he 
said. 

SHE was stung anew by suspicion. This 
morning at the lake, had he seen that she 

was rescuing Winifred anyway, and decided 
to put on a show to win their confidence? 
Or had the hunters been on the verge of 
coming in sight of the lake, so that Stevens 
had known she would soon have help and 
that his had better be first? 

"I'm going to Bishop late today. I'll 
drive you that far," he added. 

"Oh, good!" Winifred cried happily. 
Monica frowned. "You won't have any 

way of getting back." 
"Yes, I will. There's a party coming 

through on their way here." 
It didn't sound convincing: it was a lie. 

She made up her mind to be rid of him. 
"I'm afraid the car will be pretty full with 
all of our stuff." 

"Full? With just suitcases?" 
"Too full to give you a lift," she said 

firmly, looking him in the eye. 
He assumed an indifferent manner. 

"Okay, then. Drink up." 
The whisky masked the pain of her 

wrenched side and the fright that had filled 
her mind. She began to think optimistically 
of the trip to Los Angeles. She'd make it in 
one jump, driving straight through. Then 
her thoughts returned to Stevens. "How 
long did you say you'd worked here?" 

"I didn't." Stevens bent and picked up 
one of Winifred's pine-cone men otT the 
floor and dangled it in front of the cat. 

"You're not what you pretend to be," 
she said. 

"Neither are you." 
"Neither is Mr. Veach." There was a 

sense of foolish daring in thus hinting at 
her suspicions. The whisky was loosening 
her tongue; she had sense enough to realize 
it and stop drinking. 

But Stevens poured her a new drink and 
she didn't protest. It was good to feel calm 
and relaxed. 

Stevens looked at Winifred. "How do 
you like Mr. Veach, kiddo?" 

"He has wolfs eyes," Winifred said. 
Stevens smiled on one side of his mouth. 

"A pretty good description." When he 
thought Monica wasn't noticing, he poured 
some fresh whisky into her glass. 

He's trying to get me drunk, she thought 
with amusement. She gave him a tipsily 
drowsy smile, and laughed inwardly at the 
way he brightened up. He's got something 
up his sleeve. If Stevens hadn't centered his 
real interest so obviously on the child, she 
might have considered that he had designs 
upon herself. But that wasn't it. She decided 
to try him out a bit. She let him make more 
drinks, and put on a show of becoming 
sleepy. She stretched out languidly on the 
cot after a while, propping her head up with 
a pillow. 

Stevens said guardedly, "I thought you 
said you were leaving?" 

"Am leaving," she insisted with the care-

cion flickci in his eyes. Monica said. 
"Hadn't \oo better go change your clothes? 
We'llwiiit. Mix me a new one to work on 
while you're gone."' 

Her desire for further liquor reassured 
him. He used most of what was left in the 
bottle to make a new drink. "There you 
are. As good as new. I won't be long." 

Stevens went out and shut the door be
hind him. A moment later Monica went to 
work in a frenzy. She stuft'ed the last of the 
clothes into the suitcases, put Beezer into 
his carriei. checked Winifred's appearance, 
and then looked out the door. 

"Are we i unning away from something?" 
Winifretl asked. 

"We are leaving Mr. Stevens in what is 
known as the lurch." 

"Mr. Stevens? Isn't he a nice man?" 
"He's a boor and a cheat, plus other 

probable things which 1 won't put into 
your innocent young ears." With a stag
gering rush, burdened by the bags and other 

"Well, we're not exactly inter
ested in the yacht itself— 
we're interested in who hu\s it" GREGORY D'ALESSIO 

ful distinctness of a drunk. "Am leaving, 
taking Wiffred. Going to L. . \ ." 

"Hadn't we better be getting started?" 
"That's right." She let her eyes close for 

a moment, then jerked them wide. Stevens 
was bending toward her. His tanned face 
was expressionless. He might have been 
watching the struggles of a fish he expected 
to have for dinner. 

"You coming along?" she mouthed, as if 
she were puzzled. 

"If you want me." His tone was clipped 
and businesslike; she could read whatever 
she wanted into the words. Monica decided 
that she was expected to read a lot. 

She reached out and caught his fingers 
in hers. "You're awful big. Awful quiet. 
But cute." 

Winifred giggled and hopped about. 
Stevens winked at Winifred as though 

they shared a joke. "Sure I'm cute. You 
just didn't notice it before. Have a new 
drink." He mixed one and held it out to 
her. 

She looked around woozily. "Where's 
yours?" 

"Right here." It was, she thought, the one 
he had started with, reinforced with fresh 
soda. 

"Right where?" She wriggled on the cot, 
sat up, reached over, and poured the drink 
from her glass all over his pants. 

He stood up quickly, and she saw suspi-

paraphcrrialia, Monica led the way to the 
car. She stowed Beezer and the bags in the 
rear sent, put Winifred in front with her, 
slid in behind the wheel, and closed the door 
as quietly a^ she could. The car didn't look 
bad, except that its left fender was dented 
and the windshield was gone. Monica 
turned the switch and tried the starter. 

Nothing happened. 
All tlic frantic rush, the deception, had 

been for nc^hing. By and by Stevens came 
out of his cabin, carrying a suitcase. The 
motor ground and ground, and then Monica 
leaned on the wheel and cursed to keep 
from crymg. 

"Move over," said Stevens. 
"It won't start," Monica said to him, rag

ing. 
"Oh. ves. That thing. You damaged the 

automaiic choke. Wait a minute." He lifted 
the hood and did something to some gadget 
in the engitie. Then he came back, crowded 
Monic;i over, and stepped on the starter. 
The engine roared. 

"You re smart," Winifred said. "You 
fl.xed it." 

"Oh, I'll get by," Stevens said, with a side
long look at Monica. 

He Einiiied the motor several times, with 
what si-cmcd an almost deliberate effort to 
draw ailcntion to their leaving. Then they 
rolled .jut of the camp, and climbed the 
road that led to the pass and the highway 

to the town of Bishop. With the windshield 
out. the rush of air was terrific. Monica 
had Winifred get into the rear seat; she tied 
up both their heads with scarves. 

They had passed the summit and started 
down when Stevens suddenly gave a jerk to 
the steering wheel and sent them into a 
dim side road. 

A lump rose in Monica's throat, choking 
her. She put a hand on the door, crouching 
far from Stevens. He gave her an impatient 
glance. "Take it easy." The car crawled 
into a clump of stubby pine trees and rolled 
to a stop. Stevens got out from behind the 
wheel, opened the rear door of the car, and 
unsnapped his suitcase. He put something in 
his belt, under his coat, patted the coat 
into place and said, "Come on. No, not 
you, kiddo. You stay here." He took Mon
ica's hand and guided her with him into a 
thick clump of brush. 

"Look," said Stevens. 
From the clump of brush they could see 

the road. In a moment Veach's big car 
swept by below with Veach and the blond 
woman in the front seat. 

THEY waited. There were no sounds ex
cept faint ones made by the birds in the 

brush. After a while, Stevens touched Mon
ica's arm. "Let's go." 

She had forgotten him; her mind had 
been filled with her own fear. "Won't they 
realize that we've stopped somewhere?" 

"Not for a while, anyway. And we're not 
going to follow them. We're going back, 
over the ridge to the Lodge and down the 
other side into the San Joaquin Valley. It'll 
be a hell of a drag, but worth it. " 

She looked at him angrily. "All that busi
ness about your needing to go to Bishop, 
about getting a ride back with people who 
were headed for Raboldi's—" 

"Just as phony as your drunk," he said 
grimly. "Come on." 

"You can drive us back to Raboldi's. 
Then you can stay there. We'll go on over 
the ridge." 

"No, I'm going with you." 
She stuck her chin out. "I don't intend 

to stay in Los Angeles. I'm going to sell 
the car and take a train East, back to New 
York, where Winifred will be safe." 

"The kid won't be safe anywhere." He 
was taking the gun from his belt. It was 
a surprisingly big gun. 

"You're not scaring me with that," Mon
ica snapped. "And you seem to know an 
awful lot of things, all at once." 

"I've always known them." He stuck the 
gun back into his belt and took her by the 
shoulders and shook her, impatiently and 
hard. "Get it through your head that I'm 
trying to help you." 

"Th-thanks for being so nice about it," 
she stuttered, jolted. 

"Just don't be so damned independent." 
"Are you a detective?" she said. 
"Don't talk now. You'll scare the kid." 
They got in. Winifred was sitting up 

straight, her gaze curious. With a half 
grin, Stevens said, "1 thought I saw a lost 
dog over there." 

But Winifred was sharp. "There was a 
car went by on the road," she told him. 
"They followed us, I bet." 

This was the pattern, Monica thought: 
Winifred with her eternal bogies. Only 
they were real, fearfully real, and Winifred 
right along had been speaking the truth. 

"Who are those people?" Monica de
manded. Stevens gave her a sharp look and 
shook his head; he wasn't going to talk in 
front of Winifred. Monica turned around 
to face the child. Here was a source of in
formation all too ready to divulge what it 
knew. "What did you mean when you said 
Veach was smaller? How coidd he be?" 

"He wasn't much smaller," Winifred said. 
"He was flatter on his feet, sort of." 

Stevens was looking straight ahead, his 
eyes narrowed against the rush of air. 

"1 don't get it," Monica said in exaspera
tion. "I don't understand why they should 
want to—" 

"Save it," Stevens cut in. 
Her mind went on: Why should anyone 

want to hurt Winifred? Who was she that 
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she should be shaken up in an accident, 
half-drowned in the lake? A half-orphan, 
soon to be a whole one, with a father in 
a condemned row of the penitentiary, a 
mother murdered, a dim-witted aunt— 

Well, for one thing, Monica's own 
thoughts answered, she's the only one on 
earth who believes that Jerry Huffman 
didn't kill her mother. 

But how could that be it? A kid's simple 
belief, built up on nothing but faith— 

She was distracted by seeing Stevens take 
the gun out of his belt and lay it on the seat 
between them. She drew away. He seemed 
a violent and unreadable man. "Do you 
expect trouble?" 

"L don't know." They had come out of 
the defile; the camp lay below in its cup
like valley. There seemed to be no one 
stirring. 

"But Veach and the woman are gone." 
He went on squinting into the wind. 

"They could have friends." 
But they passed the camp without inci

dent, without even seeing anyone. The lake 
looked lonely and peaceful. The boat from 
which Veach had fished was tied to the 
end of the pier, rocking a little. 

"Aren't you going to tell me anything?" 
"Yes, I think so." He drove in silence 

for a while. They began to climb the steep 
grade to the ridge. The rushing wind 
smelled clean and woodsy. "We'll stop at 
the first good-sized town and get this glass 
fixed. We can't drive all the way to Los 
Angeles without a windshield. When we 
get to the city I'm going to take you to a 
place where you and the kid will be safe. 
At least, I think you'll be safe. Then I want 
you to meet a man I know. His name is 
Demarist. He is a very rich man." 

"Are you working for him?" 
Stevens shook his head. 
She went on, her voice picking up heat. 

"Don't you think you're taking us over in a 
pretty highhanded manner? I haven't asked 
for your help or your protection. I'm grate
ful, of course, for the help you gave this 
morning in the water, but I was making it 
okay when you showed up." 

"You were getting ready to drown the kid 
and yourself," Stevens said. "I thought for 
a minute there that I'd have to go back for 
you." He gave her a glance out of the un
readable gray eyes. "Let me set you straight 
about something. You brought this all on. 
You. If the kid had stayed at Mrs. Lan-
non's place, she'd have been safe. Nothing 
would have happened to her." 

"Now I know who you're working for!" 
"Mrs. Lannon?" He laughed. "No, I'm 

afraid I'm not in her set." 
"And your name probably isn't even 

Stevens!" 
He shrugged. She could think what she 

wanted to. What she thought wasn't im
portant, anyway. Monica raged, "Why 
don't you tell me the truth?" 

"Wait until you talk to Demarist," he 
said. "Then you'll know as much as I do." 

1"^HE house was in the San Fernando Val
ley. It stood at the end of a winding 

road, no other houses were close, and the 
place must have contained a quarter acre of 
ground fenced in steel link, with a pad
locked gate. Inside the gate, a couple of po
lice dogs lay on the green lawn. When the 
car drew up and stopped, the dogs lifted 
their heads. 

Through a few scattered eucalyptus trees 
Monica could see the house. It was low, 
sprawling, Spanish, white stucco and red 
tile, with a broad, deep porch facing the 
drive. Stevens got out of the car and went 
to the stone gatepost and pushed a button. 
Presently a woman in a white dress came 
out on the porch of the house and opened a 
box on the wall. Stevens opened a cubicle 
in the stone post, took out a small telephone 
receiver and spoke into it. A man came 
around the house from the rear, walked 
down the drive, and unlocked the gate. He 
was a big man in gardener's overalls. He 
watched without curiosity as the car went 
through, then locked the gate. 

The woman in the porch shadow was 
about fifty, well-built, well-preserved, with 

a pleasant face and neat gray hair. The 
white dress was a nurse's uniform and there 
was a nurse's cap on her gray hair. She 
smiled when she saw Stevens. 

Stevens went up the red-tiled steps. "I 
called from Bakersfleld. You weren't in, 
but they took a message." 

"Yes, I was expecting you." She came 
down toward the car. 

Stevens opened the car door for Monica. 
"This is a sanitarium," he said matier-of-
factly. "A private mental hospital. Nobody 
gets in or out without some difficulty. 
You'll see what I mean. Mrs. Adams, this 
is Miss Marshall. And the kid is Winifred." 

The woman gave Monica her hand. "You 
must be very tired." 

Monica nodded. Her head buzzed; her 
eyes burned from the long hours of watch
ing the highway. The tape had become an 
intolerable agony, gripping her flesh. 
"There's a cat in the back seat. He's pretty 
hungry by now." She rubbed a hand over 
her face; she felt gritty, unwashed. I must 

same tender spots, but tight, making her 
feel like a mummy again. 

When she was in a nightgown and in bed, 
a young and timider nurse came in and tried 
to stick a thermometer in her mouth. This 
was the last straw. 

"I'm not sick!" Monica raged. "I'm beat, 
I'm dying for some rest! Now get out!" 

She turned over, and sleep rolled through 
her like a tide. 

IT WAS morning. Early. A lot of spar
rows were making a fuss in one of the 

eucalyptus trees outside the window. The 
light was thin and milky. 

Monica got out of bed and went to sit on 
the window seat. There were iron bars 
fitted into the concrete sill. She rattled 
them absently, a gesture of defiance. I'm 
in a mental hospital, she reminded herself. 
Just suppose there was a deep dark plot 
hatching to declare me incompetent and to 
take Winifred away. What could be neater 
as a .start? Here I am, already shut up. 
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look awful, she thought. And no doubt I 
look a fit patient for a private—or even a 
public—insane asylum. 

"We'll take care of everything. Don't 
you worry for a moment," Mrs. Adams 
said. "Come inside and I'll show you your 
rooms." 

They went into a pleasant small parlor. 
At the opposite door was a desk; seated at 
it was another woman in white—this one 
square-jawed and big, with beefy shoulders. 
"This is Miss Wice," said Mrs. Adams. 
"Miss Wice, this is Miss Marshall and her 
niece, Winifred." 

Monica, in spite of the tired fuzziness. 
tried to look sharply at Stevens. No won
der he'd kept calling her Miss; he'd known 
all along that she had hed about Winifred 
being her own. She tried to get mad, but 
Stevens' appearance distracted her. She 
hadn't noticed before how he looked: there 
was a stubble of beard over his face and 
his eyes seemed hollow and burned out. 

I'm too tired to hate him right now, she 
told herself. But he needn't think I'm going 
to take his bossing lying down. 

She wanted to fall into bed right away, 
but the nurse Mrs. Adams summoned to 
help wouldn't let her. No, first the old tape 
had to come off. After it was off a confer
ence was held over the condition of the skin 
under it. Then she must bathe. She fell 
asleep in the tub and the nurse roused her 
before she drowned. Then she had to sub
mit to being daubed with sticky ointment 
where the tape had rubbed her raw. Hc'r 
ribs, freed of the binding, at first felt good 
and then felt horrible. She gritted her teeth; 
the nurse saw it. 

Another conference. The sticky stuff 
was removed and more tape was applied. 
Not so much and not gripping in quite the 

This line of thought made her nervous. 
She went over to the wall near the bed and 
punched a button. By and by the timid 
nurse stuck her head in. Monica went out 
of her way to sound civil. "Is it too early to 
have sornething to eat?" 

"Breakfast isn't quite ready yet," the 
nurse said. But I can fix you a cup of cof
fee." 

"Fine." 
"Creani and sugar?" 
"Black this time, please." 
The nurse went out. When she came 

back witli the coffee, Beezer walked in at 
her heels. He looked up into Monica's 
face and licked his jowls. It was his milk 
signal. 

"Is Winified up?" Monica asked. 
"She's vtill asleep," the nurse said. She 

gave Monica an under-the-eyelash look. 
"Mr. Stevens was asking how you felt." 

"Tell liim 1 died during the night," Mon
ica said. Beezer jumped up on the bed and 
thrust hi'. >ellow face close to hers and 
purred liuully. Monica petted him and he 
pretended to bite her. "I'm going to get 
dressed," .Monica told the nurse. 

The muse went out and Monica dressed. 
Her clothes had been unpacked and hung 
neatly in the closet and most of the wrinkles 
had fallen out. Monica put on a gray silk 
dress with a dark blue belt. She brushed 
out her liack hair and powdered her nose. 
With lipMick. she thought, she didn't look 
too bad. Ihc nurse came back with break
fast, made the bed while Monica ate at the 
window seat, and admitted Stevens when he' 
knocked 

He still looked tired and a little pale, 
though he vvas freshly shaved and had on 
clean cliithcs. He took a chair close to 
where Monica sat eating. He lighted a ciga

rette, waiting for the nurse to go. He looked 
not at Monica, but through the window 
above her head, as if he were thinking. 

When the nurse had gone, he said dryly, 
"I'm glad to see you pulled through." 

"Curiosity kept me alive. I'm waiting to 
hear who you are and what your busi
ness is." 

He went to the bedside stand for an ash 
tray. "You know who I am. My name's 
Stevens." 

"What did you do with Mr. Raboldi? 
Durnp him in the lake? Can't you at least 
explain the stuff at the resort?" 

He came back carrying the ash tray. 
"Yes, I'll tell you that. You were being 
followed. The clerk at your hotel on Wil-
shire was paid to keep track of you. I was 
paying him, but so was someone else." 

"And the real Mr. Raboldi?" 
"He didn't mind taking a few days off 

when I convinced him there might be trou
ble coming. He was very friendly." 

She thought it over. "You got to Ra-
boldi's ahead of Veach?" 

He nodded. "I flew to Bishop and hired 
a car there. Raboldi took the hired car to 
make the return trip, leaving me the truck." 

"So there you were, all set. Doesn't Veach 
know you?" 

"Not yet. When he does, I won't be sit
ting so pretty." 

She frowned. "What does Veach want?" 
"I don't know," Stevens said surprisingly. 

"The kid obviously represents some danger 
to him. But I don't know what it is." 

STEVENS crushed out his cigarette and 
got up to walk impatiently across the 

room and back. "Why didn't you believe the 
kid when she told you she knew Veach?" 

"She said he was smaller and younger," 
Monica answered. "Besides, she'd already 
told some whoppers—that Mrs. Lannon 
had followed us to the hotel, that my sister 
left her outside a bar while—" 

"What bar?" 
"It wasn't true!" Monica said. "Biddy 

didn't drink!" 
He studied her levelly. "Why the fuss? 

You do." 
"Yes, but she was younger, and—and al

ways a lot more conventional and scru
pulous. She wouldn't have left Winifred 
outside a bar while she went in to drink!" 

He shrugged as though it didn't matter, 
and went on walking the floor. 

Monica's mind returned to something 
he'd said. "Why were you paying the hotel 
clerk to tell you where we went?" 

"Let's say I just wanted to know," he an
swered. "I thought Veach was going to be 
interested, and that I'd better be ahead of 
him. It meant coming out where he could 
see me, but that couldn't be helped." 

He wasn't going to tell^her what she 
wanted to know, the basic reason for his 
interest and intervention. She changed her 
tack. "Why did you bring Winifred and me 
to this place? How.did y«u know of it and 
how were you able to get in?" 

"When I first got in touch with Demarist 
—the man I mentioned, the one in Bev
erly Hills—he was here." 

"Then he—he's been—" 
"No, he's quite all right mentally. He 

went through a bad time. You'll under
stand when you meet him today." 

She looked at him impatiently. "It's all 
so foolishly mysterious, so asinine. I don't 
see why Winifred and I .should have to hide 
or be afraid. I can go to the police and tell 
them everything." 

"Tell them what?" 
She stopped. What did she have for the 

police? Footsteps in a hall, a bird on the 
water . . . "My—my brakes. They'd been 
tampered with, to go out like that. There 
must have been some evidence." 

"The brakes were damaged," Stevens 
said, as if explaining to a child. "They 
could have been damaged in other ways 
than by deliberate tampering. If they were 
worked on with the idea of killing you and 
the kid on the grade—who did it? Where 
was it done? Do you have proof? In other 
words, what can you pin on Veach?" 

She tensed all over with anger. She didn't 
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want to acknowledge it, but what he had 
said was true. "Nothing. Damn it." 

He stood over her, implacable, com
manding. "Unless yo\i want to keep the kid 
locked up behind bars like these for years" 
—he motioned toward the window—"you're 
going to have to string along with me." 

She let him see the scorn in her eyes. 
"And you're doing what?" 

His face twitched; then he turned and 
went to the door and put his hand on it. He 
stood there for a moment. She thought he 
meant to walk out of the room. But 
he came back. "What gives with you?" 
He leaned over her. "What's the eternal 
chip on your shoulder all about? Did some 
man stand you up once? You look like the 
kind who wouldn't forget. But give the kid 
a break, even if you are a man-hater." 

A pulse began to beat through her tem
ples. She felt almost ill at his insolence. 
"No man ever stood me up," she managed 
to say evenly. "I can take men or leave 
them alone. You with the rest." 

"It sticks out all over you," Stevens said. 
"The first moment you met me, you had 
your claws out. You didn't even know me. 
I hadn't done a thing." 

Her face felt hot, burning. "You remem
ber, you criticized me for bringing a cat to 
a place where hunters already—" 

"That's it! You won't take a breath of 
criticism! You're not a man-hater. You're 
an everybody-hater. Everybody who doesn't 
agree instantly with you." 

She felt tears—tears of rage—ache in her 
eyes. "You'd have let me drown, when 
Winifred and I—" She cut it ofif, biting her 
lips. She wouldn't let him see how she felt. 
Or rather, how much she felt it. 

He withdrew a little. When he spoke it 
was calmly. "Let's agree to an armed truce. 
Miss Marshall. For the little girl's sake. 
She's a kind of a nice little kid." He made 
an abrupt, oddly broken-off gesture. 

"Why are you interested in Winifred?" 
His eyes stayed on her blankly. "Don't 

you think she needs friends—any friends?" 
"You're asking me to take you on trust— 

on nothing," she insisted. "I have a right 
to know your motives in this business." 

He turned back to the door. "I'll be ready 
to leave for Beverly Hills around nine. I'll 
meet you in the waiting room then." 

SHE poured and drank the last of the cof
fee in the silver pot. Then she retouched 

her make-up and from the closet took a 
light coat and a scarf for her hair. Beezer 
watched from the bed; when he realized 
that she was getting ready to leave and 
that no milk would be forthcoming, he set 
up a howl. An instant later the door 
popped open and there was Winifred. She 
was in pajamas, slippers and robe. The 
child and the cat greeted each other like 
exiled compatriots. You'd think, Monica 
told herself wryly, that they were comfort
ing each other for my common meanness 
to them. "I'll bring you a bottle of milk," 
she promised the old cat. 

Winifred crooned over him for a mo
ment. "We're in jail. I saw the bars over 
the windows, just like in the movies." 

"It's a mental hospital," Monica said. 
"Didn't you hear Mr. Stevens explaining 
yesterday?" 

"Are we crazy?" Winifred asked. 
"1 wouldn't be surprised. Not for my

self, at any rate." She went to the bed and 
stroked the tumbled yellow hair. "When I 
get back I'm going to have a talk with you." 

A wary light settled in Winifred's eyes. 
"What about?" 

"Lots of things." 
"Mrs. Lannon, I bet," said Winifred. 
"You're psychic, kid," said Monica, rub

bing her cheek against the small head. 
Winifred took one arm oflf the cat to 

circle Monica's waist. "Will we stay with 
Mr. Stevens?" 

Monica stiffenedi "Why do you like him?" 
"I don't know," said Winifred, on the 

defensive. "I guess maybe it's because he 
listens, though. When we went out in the 
boat to fish I told him lots, and he listened 
to every word. He even believed it, I bet." 

For some reason, Monica was aware of 

acute mental discomfort. She gave Wini
fred a final pat, then went to the m i n o r and 
put on the coat and adjusted the scarf. 

"You look nice," Winifred told her. "I 
bet Mr. Stevens likes you." 

"Just like arsenic," Monica said absently. 
"Don't you like Mr. Stevens?" 
Monica was aware that her hands had 

clenched into fists on the dresser top, that 
the knuckles had turned white. How silly, 
she thought in anger, to let Stevens get you 
down. 'He's quite a guy," she said to Wini
fred, keeping her voice casual. She walked 
to the door "You and Beezer stay indoors 
and be good. You won't find Mrs. Lannon 
peeping in any windows here." 

THEY climbed the canyon road. "It's a 
little ofl' the beaten path and out of our 

way," Stevens said. "But if anyone's fol
lowing, I'll spot them." 

But no one followed. The crest of the 
grade was hot and sunny and de.serted. The 
flanks of the hill gave off the smell of wild 
sage. The downward road was winding, 
closed in, shaded with eucalyptus and bor
dered with masses of ragged robin. 

Monica took a slip of paper and a pencil 
from her purse, and began to make notes. 
Stevens looked at her sidewise. "A shop
ping list '" 

She shook her head. "I'm making a check 
on everything I didn't believe before. I'm 
going to talk to Winifred when I get back." 

"I'd like to be there, too." 
She shrugged. "I don't mind." 
They weren't in Monica's car, but in one 

that Stevens had had sent out from a rental 
agency. It was a black sedan, not too new, 
and inconspicuous. After a while Monica 
noticed that Stevens had slowed down, and 
that he was watching parked cars, and the 
rearview mirror. He swung off the main 
drive into a side road. Here were concrete 
and stucco walls shutting in big estates. 
Monica didn't know she betrayed any par
ticular feeling, but Stevens—who must have 
eyes in Ihe side of his head.—said, "Preju
diced against the rich?" 

"Yes. 1 guess so," she admitted. 
"Demaiist is going to surprise you." 
"There's nothing I loathe more," she told 

him, "tlian a rich hypocrite pretending to 
be democratic." 

"My. my," he said. "We're very opin
ionated loday." 

' M y father was a chemist." she said 
without expression. "He spent his life in
venting a varnish that made another man 
rich. My father left fifteen thousand in in

surance when he died. The other man left 
more than fifteen million." 

Stevens drove for a minute in silence. 
Then he said, "I 'm beginning to get it." 

"What?" 
"That chip on your shoulder." 
"You can stop trying to figure me out," 

she said coldly, "and do some explaining 
about this man Demarist." 

Stevens didn't answer. He drove the car 
into still another side street and then into 
a private drive. The house was big, a man
sion sitting on a little knoU. Wide lawns 
glittered from a fresh sprinkling. The roof 
of a greenhouse showed through some 
trees. A fountain near the drive had a 
bimch of nude marble girls pouring water 
from stone pitchers. "Yeah, it's pretty aw
ful," Stevens said, following her glance. 
"But Demarist is getting ready to turn this 
place over to a religious order for an or
phanage. They'll take down those naked 
women." 

"The naked women don't offend me." 
"Something's making you grit your 

teeth." 
"My ribs hurt." 
With an air of apology that was obviously 

spurious, Stevens helped her from the car. 
They crossed a broad terrace, then entered 
the porch between two columns. Stevens 
pushed a button in an ornate decoration on 
the door. Presently the door was opened 
by a pleasant-looking man in a white uni
form. Monica glanced at Stevens cynically. 
So he isn't crazy, the glance said. 

Apparently the man in the uniform knew 
Stevens from some previous visit. "Hello," 
he said. "Come this way, please. Mr. 
Demarist is waiting for you in the den." 

THE hall was long, with a parquet floor, 
and had a few chairs and decorative 

tables here and there against the paneled 
wall. The chairs weren't the kind anyone 
would care to sit in, except perhaps a monk 
doing penance, Monica thought, remember
ing the remark about the religious order. 
The man in white led the way to a door half
way down the hall, and stood aside. 

It was quite a den. Stuffed animal heads 
and mounted fish adorned the walls. A small 
fire burned in the grate. The room was hot. 
Monica began to take off her coat. 

Across the room, near soine windows, 
two men waited. One rose as she and Ste
vens entered. The man in the wheel chair 
sat where he was. He was a big, bony old 
man in a faded blue cotton-flannel bath
robe, his legs wrapped in a white blanket. 
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The other man, the one who stood up, was 
in his thirties. He had on a silk sport --hiit 
and cocoa-colored slacks. He was dark, 
slender and extraordinarily good-looking, 
Stevens didn't know this second man; .Mon
ica saw his quick, appraising stare. 

The man in the wheel chair held out a 
hand. "Hello, Stevens. This is Miss Mar
shall, 1 take it." 

"Miss Marshall, I'd like to present Mr. 
Demarist," said Stevens. 

The flesh hung on the old man's face as 
if it were tired and getting ready to drop 
off. His eyes were tired, too, tired and 
pale; but in their depths glittered a feverish 
impatience, as though he knew he was 
short of time and had to be about things 
while he could. He turned to his compan
ion. " Ih is is my nephew, and atlornev, 
Richard Aldeen. Miss .Marshall—Mr, Ste
vens." He took a minute to watch the re 
action among them. Stevens held out his 
hand; he and Aldeen looked at each other 
steadily for a moment, a measuring stare. 

When Aldeen took Monica's hand, he did 
it with a certain flourish, an effect of heel-
clicking and bowing, though he did no nioic 
than incline his head. There was a certain 
flamboyance about the man that Monica 
found amusing. Mr. Demarist went nv. 
"Since I'm feeling none too chipper tlic'-e 
days, and since the affair concerning ni\ 
ward must go on even alter I am dead. 1 
wanted Mr. yVldeen in on the investigation. " 

Stevens obviously didn't like it. Hi-- tlai 
stare fastened on Demarist. "I thought wc 
had agreed for safety's sake to limit oui in 
formation to as few people as possible," 

Demarist touched the sagging flesh of hi-, 
face with lingers that shook a trifle, "rni 
not really a person any more. I'm a hulk 
a ghost—a spook without sense enough t.i 
lie down where 1 belong." 

"I'll withdraw, if you find my pieseiice 
objectionable," Aldeen said sliflly. his dark 
face flushing. "I'm as eager to find Mai 
garet as anyone is. 1 wouldn't want lo ham 
string the investigation." 

"No, no," Demarist said brusqiieh. " I he 
estate- Margaret's estate—must be repre
sented after 1 am gone. I have no hopes of 
living until she chooses to come back to u-. 
He swung the wheel chair to face the room 
more squarely. "Sit down, please—all of 
you. 'Would anyone care for coffee?" 

"[ would," Monica said. Aldeen said, "I 
would too." His tone was bristling, of 
fended. Well. Stevens simply had a gift foi 
making people dislike him at first sight. 

"See if you can locate Henry," Demaiist 
said to Aldeen, 

"You ought to have bells put in," .Aldeen 
said. 

"I'here were bells," Demarist said ab 
senfly. "I didn't like them. If made me feel 
as if I were summoning a robot." 

Aldeen went out. returning in a moment 
with Henry. "'Ves, Mr. Demarist?" 

"Do you suppose Irene is still in the 
kitchen?" Demarist asked. 

"I don't know, sir. If she isn't there, 1 
could H\ whatever it is you wish. Is it cof
fee, sir?" 

"Yes, we thought we might have a pot of 
it in here while we talk." I^emarist's lone 
was almost apologetic, as though he feared 
to overwork the people he had hired. 

Demarist was smiling at Monica. "I'd 
like to hear about the little girl," he said. 

A T O U C ; H of fear fled through Monica's 
thoughts. So many people seemed to 

be interested in Winifred, so much curiositv 
was shown about her, so many minds in 
.such odd places seemed waiting to soak up 
knowledge about her. Even here, in this 
immense house which must belong to a mil
lionaire, there was someone wanting \o 
know— "What is it you'd like to hear','" 

"What has she told you about the man 
named Vcach?" 

Monica found herself glancing at Ste
vens. He wasn't looking at her; he v\as 
watching Aldeen. Monica said, "She dis 
likes Veach. She says he has wolf's eyes." 

"Mr. Veach is, indeed, a very terrible 
kind of wolf," Demarist said. "I believe 
Mr. Stevens, on the phone, made mention 
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of some incident at the lake in the moun
tains. What was Veach's part in it?" 

"Veacli was in a boat, lishing or pretend
ing to fish," Monica told him. "Winifred 
went into the water, went far out, stepped 
into a hole, and almost drowned. She said 
that a bird had fallen into the lake and 
couldn't get out, that it wobbled ahead of 
her. just out of reach. 1 saw Veach take 
something from his line, a draggled thing I 
took to be a piece of weed." She stopped, 
aware of her own heart's thudding. 

"You are afraid, iiisi thinking of that," 
Demaiist said, studying her. 

'"Ves, I'm very frightened." 
"But there was no proof that Veach had 

done anything'.'" 
"No." 
"Did the child seem to connect Vcach 

with her misfortune?" He watched Monica 
shake her head. "But she recognized him?" 

"In a way." Monica frowned, feeling 
baffled, "She said that he was smaller and 
vounger. She insisted on it." 

'That 's very odd," Demarist said. 
"CDuldn't there have been some mis

take?" Aldeen said. 
' rhere was no mistake," Stevens put in. 

'It was Veach, all right." 

D IVIARIST looked at Stevens as if he 
expected him to go on. to make an 

explanation of Veach'v appearance, but 
Sle\ens said nothing further. He seemed to 
he in an unpleasant mood because of Al-
decn'v presence. Demarist said, "I should 
he \erv cautious. Miss Marshall, in giving 
\ uacli the opportunity to get at the little 
g!,'l. He IS an unscrupulous arid evil man. 
1 would like to tell \ou 

SicNCH'̂  interrupted: ".Miss Marshall 
kiunw nothing about _\our ward, Mr. Dem
arist. You'll have to start at the begin
ning." 

Demarist lifted his white eyebrows. 
"11.le- ^tic J^now Veach's profession?" 

" \ o " 
Dcniarist nibbed his knuckles together, 

looking ai Vfonica. 'A'each is one of the 
human \einiin who have taken advantage 
of ifiL- interest in. and the recognized need 
for. p'-ychological guidance. He is not a 
ph\-.ician, '\t one tune he studied for the 
minislr\ in ,i small Hastcrn interdenomina-
tion.ii college. He didn't finish the course, 
hut from il he seemed to acquire a mannei 
of authoril;v and righteousness. He took up 
\oga and other autosuggcslive cults, briefly 
finalh .ibandoning all of them to set himself 
up boldly as a 'psychiatrist.' Under the pres
ent lax laws governing the practice of this 
bi.inch of medicine, he is able to operate, 
taking m many dupes and extracting their 
nioncv and sending them away again no 
betier, if not actually worse." 

Deniarist's face sagged. "You sec, 1 know 
much about him. I was one of his victims." 

Stevens, Monica recalled, had said: "He 
went thiougli a had time—" 

"Il took me some time in a sanitarium to 
get over the effects of Mr. Veach's min-
isirations. My troubles hadn't been serious 

until 1 went to him. In my absence from 
here, he gained the confidence of my ward, 
a girl I had adopted and raised." Demarist 
turned to „\ldecn. "Get Margaret's photo
graph fioin the study, will you, Dick?" 

Richard .Aldeen went out of the room, 
and came b;ick with a large picture in a 
plain gfild frame. Monica took it from him. 
I he girl in the picture was slight and young, 
vMih a simple and obvious type of prettiness. 
She was blond; the tinted photograph 
sliowed deep-blue eyes in a childish and 
rather expressionless face. 

"That picture was taken when Margaret 
was seventeen." .\ldeen said. "She's twenty-
tuo now, and looks older." 

"She seems very innocent," Monica com
mented. giMiig the picture to Stevens. 

•liuuiCeni she i>.,'' said Demarist. He 
rubbed ,i tl.ip of skin beside his mouth. He 
was ohiioiiNly deeply d.islressed. "A trust
ing eliild. alv\ays. Ihere was no way 1 
coiiM piepare her for the ways of the world. 
.She IS-- handicapped." 

.Monica Stared at him blankly. 
.Aldeen said, "Margaret is a little slow; 
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not much. Not enough that you'd notice it 
immediately on meeting her. But, as Uncle 
Dem says, trusting. She believes anything 
she's told, the way a child does." 

Monica's throat grew dry. She was re
membering Veach as he had looked in the 
cabin. "And Veach^—has her?" 

Aldeen shrugged. "She went to him will
ingly. Uncle Dem was ill. I couldn't hold 
her here." 

"We heard from her, just once," Dem-
ariiit said. "She asked us not to try to find 
her. There was a desperately pleading tone 
to the note. I sensed that some dreadful 
trouble was hanging over her. It was al
most immediately after the Huffman mur
der. I wouldn't have connected the two 
events, except that Veach was called as a 
witness in the Huffman case. You knew 
that, didn't you?" 

"No. I didn't follow the trial. She was 
my sister and I—I didn't want to know." 

"You believed in Huffman's guilt, then?" 
"It seemed certain." 
"There is something very strange under 

the surface of the case," the old man said 
slowly. "I am sure that if I could locate 
my ward, she could cast some new light on 
it. She is afraid to come to us, afraid for us 
to find her. I am sure she has some guilty 
knowledge." 

"I 'm not sure that I agree with Uncle 
Dem," Aldeen said. His dark eyes were 
narrowed. "There are a lot of coincidences 
possible in a thing like that. Veach wasn't 

an important witness at the Huffman trial. 
I've studied the case records." Aldeen 
paused to clear his throat. "My own opinion 
is that Margaret may have been subjected to 
experiernes which shamed her and made 
her reliiclant to come home." 

There was a short silence. It's queer, 
Monica thought—we all know what he 
means, though he didn't put it into words. 
She thonghl of the trusting, not-quite-nor
mal young girl with Veach, and goose flesh 
came out along her arms. "Haven't you 
gone to ihe police?" 

"We have no grounds for police action," 
Aldeen answered. "Margaret is of legal 
age. Uncle Dem would never attempt to 
have her declared incompetent, even if her 
condition made it possible. She had a con-
siderablo amount of money of her own. 
We suspect that Veach has it now. Any 
other funds left to her by Uncle Dem will 
be put in tuist." 

"I have a plan—" Demarist began, but 
he was interrupted. The door opened and 
the man in white came in bearing a large 
silver tr;iy. There were fine china cups and 
saucers, silver spoons, sugar and cream in 
ornate conliiiners. "I'm going hack for the 
coffee, Mr,' Henry said to Demarist. "I 
couldn't quite bring it all at once." 

"Hea^y stuff," Demarist complained. 
"Why (hain't you pile it together on the 
small aluminum tray?" 

"You want -to show off your nice stuff 
now anJ then, Mr. Demarist," Henry said. 

He went out and came back a minute or so 
later with a larger silver coffeepot. Henry 
poured, and passed the sugar and cream. 

Monica was beginning to like Mr. Dem
arist. Something about his tired, friendly 
manner reminded her of her father. 

When Henry had gone, Demarist put 
down his coffee cup and resumed what he 
had been about to say. "I have a plan 
which will, I think, force Veach to show his 
hand. I'm going to write to Margaret in 
care of him, and tell her that because of my 
state of health I am ready to turn over to 
her a substantial part of what will be her 
inheritance—provided she can account for 
the money she had when she left. I'm not 
going to mention Veach; I'm simply going 
to state that I know she has closed out her 
bank account and that I'm wondering if she 
used the money wisely." 

Demarist's pale eyes seemed to burn in 
his sagging face. His voice was husky and 
urgent. "Veach is going to be on a spot. 
He's going to have to restore the amount of 
that bank account in order—as he will think 
—to get his hands on a much greater sum. 
He's going to have to let Margaret present 
the proof of that restoration." 

Demarist straightened and grew tall in 
the wheel chair, as if he were already savor
ing his triumph over Veach. But it seemed 
to Monica, listening, that there was danger 
in the plan—nothing definite that she could 
put her finger on. But danger nevertheless. 

(To be continued next week) 

Burridge Curries On 
COrSTINUED FROM PAGE 17 
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that was; only a feeling that the distance 
between there and Fifth Avenue was not 
calculated in mere miles. A faint stirring 
rose within her and she pushed it down— 
that was best forgotten; this didn't concern 
her. 

In the servants' sitting room, lunch was 
in progress and Haines was pouring beer. 

"Someday she'll act up once too often," 
cook was saying, "and then she'll have no 
one to blame but herself." 

"Well, but she can't forc^ the girl," put in 
the housemaid. "Or can she? Poor Miss 
Angela." 

"Consider the facts," said Haines judi
cially. "You know the mistress'-—ah—tack-
ground. Unaccustomed to position, she is 
socially ambitious. W tiat follows? She 
engages domestics who," he said com
placently, "have served the highest aris
tocracy. She struggles, as it were, to shine. 
She sets her heart on this brilliant marriage 
but the daughter has other ideas. What 
follows?". 

"Hell breaks loose," said the housemaid. 
"There you are," said Haines. 
"But we know all that," cried cook im

patiently. "Wliat comes next?" 
"Ah," said Haines, "what next, indeed." 
Burridge said nothing. The faint stir

ring had come back, bringing a bitter flavor 
of the thing she wanted to forget. 

BURRIDGE had started out as kitchen-
maid at Lord Ivor's—was that thirty-

eight years ago? Yes, she'd been seventeen. 
Ivor Park was purest quality, but dreary, 
and she'd taken to slipping out nights to the 
Boar's Head where there were jokes and 
songs. Therc'd been a young hostler, too, 
and no knowing where that mightn't've led 
if the players hadn't come. 

They gave Shakespeare for five nights 
and Burridge hadn't missed a performance. 
Afterward she'd rushed back to the Boar's 
Head to watch them come in to supper. 
The first night, as she stood staring by the 
door, a pretty young actress gave her a mis
chievous wink and when Burridge, curt
sying, murmured, "Oh, thenk you. Miss," 
the girl laughed. Burridge watched out for 
her the next night; saw the back of her hem 
dragging. Trembling yet resolute, Burridge 
stepped forward. 

"If you please. Miss—your hem is out." 
"Bother!" The girl screwed her head 

around. "This is the only decent thing I've 
got—and I'm so tired!" 

"Oh, Miss, if you'd let me fix it! It 'd be 
such a pleasure." , 

"Putting in hems a pleasure?" 
"Putting in yours. Miss." 
The ^liyl winked again but then her eyes 

grew si'ber "I know—footlight fever. It 
makes the whole thing glow, every least bit 
about It. Well, now, this hem. What's 
your name?" 

"Mary Ann Burridge, Miss." 
"Riglit, Burridge. Come along." She 

led the >\ay to a small, dingy room on the 
top floiij. and undid her dress. "Here, you 
sit by the lamp." 

Burndge sewed and the girl watched. 
"This is like having one's own maid—my 
soul, if I ever get to that!" She began pos
turing, holding out her arms. "Burridge, 

my peignoir—and don't jerk my hair, 
clumsy!" 

And then a queer thing happened. The 
dingy room turned into an elegant boudoir 
and the shabby girl became as great a lady 
as the Countess of Ivor herself. Burridge 
left off sewing. "Lawk, Miss, you do that 
just like." 

"And how do you know it's like?" 
"Because, Miss. Many's the time I've 

seen her ladyship . . ." She told of her 
place at Ivor Park. 

"Oh, tell me everything! I've never seen 
a real countess and I've got to know." 

That was how Burridge's real life began, 
with her first knowledge of Sybil Austen 
whose puckish character sketches were to 
entertain most of London. Eagerly Sybil 
Austen drank in the doings of quality; gave 
back what Burridge told her and became 

" T h e r e ' s n o t h i n g s t r a n g e a b o u t that n o i s e . 
001 LiER'8 It's jus t the k i t c h e n w i n d o w b e i n g opened ' ' AL IMUELLER 
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quality; gave back Burridge's own words 
and became an awkward young maid talk
ing of quality. "You see? One day I shall 
make all this come alive. And when I do, 
you shall be my maid. That's a promise." 

"Oh, thenk you. Miss!" She never ex
pected to see Sybil Austen again but the 
drear feeling was gone. 

Two years later, when the image of that 
strange night had begun to blur and the 
hostler was safely married to the barmaid, 
a telegram had come from an address in 
Gower Street. It said: PROMISE FUL
FILLED COME AT ONCE SYBIL AU
STEN. There had been upheaval in the 
housekeeper's room. 

The Gower Street address was a drab 
lodging and Sybil Austen looked shabbier 
than she had. "I'm opening in my own act 
next week. My first try on my own and I'm 
way down on the bill. It'll look good, 
though, it I have a maid. I hope you're not 
particular about wages at the start? And 
oh," she added, with a wink, "you might let 
me have that hat you're wearing." 

First it had been frowsy diggings and 
shattering train trips, but even then the act 
was good and it got better. And then it 
ivas top billing at the Palladium and a flat 
of their own in Portland Place, and cheers 
for "our Sybil." And the sketch that al
ways brought down the house was the one 
with the awkward young maid who wore 
Burridge's hat and talked of quality. 

From the start they understood each 
other. They read Shakespeare together and 
took walks about London looking for new-
bits for the sketches. Sometimes it \^as 
Burridge who found them; when Miss Sybil 
tried them out, she offered pungent criti
cism. And sitting together over late sup
per, they gossiped about who came to the 
dressing room. First, stage-door Johnnies, 
then City men. then proper swells. They 
all came in and Miss Sybil let them all go 
out again. Except young Percy Ffoulkes. 

Young Percy's uncle was the Earl of Har-
court, he knew everyone worth knowing, 
and there he'd stand, laughing and joking 
with Burridge while Miss Sybil took her 
curtain calls. Burridge was glad when 
young Percy came around. Mi.ss Sybil 
could look farther and fare worse. 

AND then he stopped coming round and 
^ Miss Sybil, looking strangely worn. 

took her supper with Burridge again. Then, 
reading out the paper while Miss Sybil had 
her breakfast, Burridge stumbled full on 
the announcement of young Percy's en
gagement to Lady Gweneth Hare. 

"Why, the bounder!" she gasped. 
"Not at all," said Miss Sybil. "I sent him 

packing." 
"You did? But, duckie, whatever for? A 

quarrel?" 
"Only the one I picked," said Miss Sybil, 

throwing the line away as she did in the act. 
"But, are you mad? You know perfectly 

well that he—" 
"Never mind what I know." Miss Sybil 

set down her teacup. "And I'm not mad. 
Now look, darling, Percy Ffoulkes belongs 
to one of the greatest families in England. 
He has big things before him and he de
serves big things. And she's the .same sort. 
She'll help him where a—a music hall 
queen'd simply block his way. Now you 
know. And let me alone about it." 

Burridge had let her alone about it. And 
she'd never stopped reproaching herself. 

They saw him only once more, years 
later. He was Lord Harcourt then. Miss 
Sybil was giving six performances a day, 
in hospitals and lofts, to a whizzing obbli-
gato out of Berlin, and after one of the 
shows he just stood there looking hungrily 
at her. He asked if there was anything he 
could do for her and she said no, not a thing. 
A moment later she said she must rest be
fore her next show and he told her not to 
overdo and Miss Sybil smiled, her eyes 
seeming to look past the stoutish man be
fore her, at someone who wasn't there. 

When the war work was over and she 
opened again at the Palladium, Miss Sybil 
fainted one night, coming off. The doctor 
ordered complete rest. Burridge knew the 
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truth even before he stopped in the hall to 
explain something about the heart. "How 
long?" she asked. 

"Who can tell? Maybe weeks, maybe 
years. Or tomorrow." 

They went to Devonshire and lived on 
their joint .savings. Burridge read out the 
theater new, and talked buoyantly about 
new contracts. Eight months ago, she'd put 
Miss Sybil to bed one night and hadn't been 
able to wake her in the morning. 

WHEN she could think again, she saw 
one thing with agonizing clarity: for 

all the years of work and glamor. Miss 
Sybil's life had been a loneliness. And Bur
ridge had done nothing about it. 

Burridge had had plenty of offers—not 
a star in London who didn't know Sybil's 
Burridge—but she couldn't face the old 
routine. She'd come to New York where 
the past wouldn't glare at her; and when the 
employment office asked for references, she 
said she'd never worked outside her own 
home—which, in a sense, was true—and 
they'd have to lake her on her face. These 
were the things Burridge never talked about. 

That evening, a littlish Mr. Carter came 
to dinner. Mr. Carter had just returned 
from a six-month government mission 
abroad (ah, the mission, Burridge thought), 
and his talk was full of big names. Mrs. 
Talbot hung on his words while Miss An
gela studied the tablecloth, and Mr. Talbot 
studied Miss Angela. As she brought in the 
vegetables, Burridge mentally compared 
Mr. Carter's hint of baldness and smallish 
eyes with young Roger's thick dark hair 
and eager smile. 

Two nights later there was a larger din
ner and Mr. Carter was again present. The 
next day he came alone for cocktails. The 
moment he left, Miss .Angela shot out of 
the room. Mrs. Talbot called her back per
emptorily. Burridge, without shame, busied 
herself at the bar. 

She could hear a murmur of voices, one 
more subdued than the other. Then the less 
subdued voice flared into Mrs. Talbot's tan
trum voice. ". . . enough for me to want a 
thing and you oppose it!" 

"But you can be decent to him, can't 
you? A man as important as that!" 

"Mother, to please you, I've told Roger 
not to come—not even to phone. But any
thing more -" 

"Roger' A fifty-dollar-a-week engineer 
—a clerk! And for tlial you set yourself 
against a man who can give you back
ground, position—everything. Why, this 
new appointment in Washington—" 

At that moment, Haines came through 
the pantry door and Burridge disappeared 
down the corridor. She had a queer feeling 
about Miss Angela. What ailed the girl? 
True, she was young, and the mistress was a 
tartar; but she coidd take a stand. Unless 
she had some kind of freakish idea. . . . The 
picture of Miss Angela blurred and Bur
ridge was back at home, in the bedroom, 
where Miss Sybil, strangely worn, was talk
ing about young Percy. "Now you know. 
And let me alone about it." Burridge roused 
herself now. The two cases weren't alike. 
Not a bit. Burridge told herself not to be a 
fool about what didn't concern her. . . . 

When she took in Miss Angela's break
fast, next day. the girl was staring out of 
the window. Her shoulders drooped ab
jectly. 

"Beg pardon. Miss." 
"Oh?" She turned quickly and Burridge 

glanced away from the look in her eyes. 
"Your breakfast, Miss." 
"Oh. Yes, of course. Thank you." 
Burridge set down the tray and turned 

to go. Then she stopped, took a step for
ward, uncertainly, as if still hoping to pro
tect herself against her own folly. "Beg 
pardon. Miss. What 1 am about to say may 
seem like a liberty but it is not so meant. 
'I'ou-- you are not happy. Miss." 

The girl shrugged. "1 don't suppose I'm 
the only one these days. Besides, there's 
nothing to he done about it." 

"Ah, there's where you're wrong, Miss! 
You can marry him." The words out, Bur
ridge saw she'd given away more than she 
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had any business knowing. But Miss An
gela didn't seem to notice. 

"Vou don't understand. It isn't—I mean, 
it's simply—" She stopped short. 

"Look, Miss." Burridge came a step 
nearer. "The person as meant most to me 
did similar to what you're doing. She let him 
go. And—" Burridge, too, stopped short. 

"And what?" 
"Why. nothing, Miss. That's just the 

point. Her life was a—a loneliness. Don't 
let it happen to yon, Miss." 

After a silence. Miss Angela said, "He's 
enlisting." 

"7here you are. Miss. Marry him first." 
"He wants me to. But—" 
"Come, Miss. It wouldn't be one of those 

hasty things. You'd've married him any
way—or should." 

"But it isn't as simple as that. My 
Mother—she's had disappointments. If 1 
added to them, I'd feel—oh, it's all so mixed 
up, I don't know what to do!" 

"Easy, Miss," cried Burridge wildly. She 
was thoroughly involved in the Talbots' af
fairs and she had the odd sensation that the 
old Earl of Harcourt was somewhere in it, 
too. "Easy! Just you go out and take a 
walk. Stop at a booth and ring your young 
man. Ring your father too. Miss, at his 
club. Then you need never feel you've done 
the shabby. That is, of course, if Mr. Tal
bot isn't also opposed." 

"No. Oh, no. He likes Roger. That's 
part of the—the upset." 

"Then setlle it, Miss. It'd be terrible to 
see the same thing happen twice!" 

Miss Angela stood wordless, her face 
drawn. Presently she turned back to the 
window. 

CARRYING Mrs. Talbot's tray down the 
corridor an hour later, Burridge saw 

Haines at the front door. 
"1 may be a bit late," came Miss Angela's 

voice from outside. "I'm going to take a 
walk." 

The next days passed normally enough. 
Mr. Talbot went to his club. Mrs. Talbot 
asked Mr. Carter in for cocktails, and Miss 
Angela, rosy from her walks, was so pleas
ant to him that Haines commented upon it 
in the servants' room. 

"You watch," the housemaid warned, 
"she'll wear that poor lamb down yet." 

Burridge said nothing. 
On Thursday, Miss Angela rang for 

breakfast earlier than usual. Her desk had 
been cleared, the dressing table set in or
der. Miss Angela had color in her face and 
her eyes looked alive. 

"Come in and shut the door." she whis
pered, radiant. "It's this afternoon! Dad's 
meeting us at the Municipal Building. He's 
as excited as we are. Yesterday we all went 
shopping together, for valises and clothes 
and things, and hauled the stuff down to 
Roger's place. Oh, Burridge, you've been 
wonderful!" 

"Not wonderful," said Burridge thought
fully. "It's merely what I should've done 
years ago." 

The morning passed. Mrs. Talbot went 
out to lunch. Later, there were guests to 
tea, Mr. Carter among them. Presently 
Mrs. Talbot sent Haines to find out if Miss 
Angela had come in. It seemed she had not. 
"I wonder what's keeping her," Mrs. Talbot 
kept saying. 

In the middle of the party, Mr. Talbot 
came in with a happy look. 

"Hello, Kitty," he said comfortably. 
"Hello, yourself. Sit down and have tea. 

Do you know if Angle's come in?" 
"I didn't see her," said Mr Talbot pleas

antly. 
"Well, she'll be here any m.oment. She 

went out for a walk but," Mis. Talbot said 
with a glance at Mr. Carter, "she knows we 
have guests," 

As she crossed the room with a plate of 
cakes, Burridge fancied that Mr. Talbot 
was looking at her. 

Presently the guests began to leave. Mr. 
Carter stayed on, but after a while he had 
to go, too. Mrs. Talbot went out to the 
foyer with hirp; came back and began pac
ing the long room. 

"That crazy child! Whatever can be 
keeping her? I told her—You don't sup
pose anything's happened?" 

"Well—" said Mr. lalhot. "Come on 
over here and sit down." Clearing off the 
tea things, Burridge hurried to the buffet 
behind the arch. "Look, Kitty," Mr. Talbot 
went on easily, "Angle isn't coming. At all. 
She's married." 

"What?" said Mrs. Talbot. Then she 
screamed. 

"Oh, cut it, Kitty," said Mr. Talbot cheer
fully. "Too late now for dramatics. Angie 
and Roger were married at ten minutes past 
one. It was very nice; no more fuss than we 
had ourselves—remember? And they're ter
ribly happy; makes you feel good to see "em. 
They're in the country. Going to stay there. 

to the excilecl talk around her, Burridge 
saw what '.he had to do. . . . 

The ncM miming she sought out Haines. 
"I should like a word with you, Mr. Haines. 
I—well, I wish to give in my notice." 

"Ah'.'" Mr. Haines's eyebrows went aloft. 
"A bit sudden." 

"Well— yes," said Burridge. 
"And ydii'vo quite made up your mind?" 
"Quite." 
"Well, I 'hall be sorry to lose you, Bur

ridge. Vei ; . -Still, 1 cannot say I blame you. 
If I weren't i family man myself, I'd've 
given notik^c long ago. I've seen a good bit 
in my d a \ , ' Mr. Haines went on conversa
tionally, ' and I've taken abuse from the 
highest aristocracy, Burridge. But to take it 
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I guess, fill Roger joins his outfit. He en
listed, you know." 

There came a smaller scream; a choked 
gulp, then silence. Tiptoeing to the pantry 
door, Burridge saw Mrs. Talbot cover her 
face and Mr. Talbot put his arm about her. 

In the pantry, Burridge suddenly set down 
the tray. Her arms trembling, her breath 
coming fast, she stood there savoring a 
beautiful feeling that pressed the burden of 
all those years into smaller compass. 

IN THE servants' room there was tower
ing excitement. All of them were giving 

detailed explanations of what they had 
thought and felt on learning of Miss An
gela's marriage, speculating on what the 
mistress would do now. 

"That yell she let cut—like a wild ani
mal!" 

"It upset me so, I dropped the saucepan 
with the peas." 

"Well, that does for Mr. Carter and his 
titles." 

"Thank goodness, there's nothing she can 
do about it." 

"The master, now. He's beaming." 
Full of happiness. Burridge let the talk 

swirl around her. But gradually it came 
nearer, piercing her. The mistress. She'd 
used her place in the mistress' household— 
you might almost say—to deceive her. 
Then she trimmed off the almost, and her 
happiness sank beneath a weight of guilt. 
The end of her adventure was right enough 
—but the means? With what feelings would 
she next face Mrs. Talbot? As she listened 

from an tipstart musical-comedy girl—" 
Burridi-;': did not hear the end of the sen

tence. Sbt: felt a lurch, as though the floor 
were buckling under her. "M—musical-
comedy t'liT.'" 

"Didn'i )oit know?" asked Mr. Haines 
blandly. 1 thought everyone here knew 
the mistrL•s^' background. Oh, yes. Before 
her mari ingc, Mrs. Talbot was in the 
chorus. Kitiy West, she called herself. 
Once, ye • s ago. a gentleman dined here 
who remcmbeied her. I cannot easily for
get that . ' .ering." 

"Al l?" iiiimiured Burridge. 
"She v ishcs to live it down. It is evident 

she wish.'s to live something down. Well, 
that's it. Alter the evening 1 mention, I 
took the trouble to hunt up old records. 
The pictt 11's v\ere quite unmistakable." Mr. 
Haines siivicJ. "In one place, it said Kitty 
West hati hei-n promoted to the front row." 

Burr idx nodded, trying to remember 
somethinii. And then she did. It was Mr. 
Talbot slirivving the picture in his watch and 
telling l is wife she had nothing to be 
ashamed .)f. Burridge drew a deep breath. 
At last i: wris all clear—the tantrums, the 
climbing i-verything she'd wondered about. 
The misiicss was trying to live down what 
she was: struggling to be what she wasn't. 
The misiicss was ashamed of the stage. 

". . . luiwever," Mr. Haines was saying, 
"I'd prefci your giving in your notice direct. 
Consideiiiig what we've been through this 
past day, ihcm that's leaving can face her 
better th. n 'hem that's staying." 

Mrs. 'lalhot kept to her room, after yes

terday's upheaval, and it was afternoon be
fore Burridge could see her. She approached 
the boudoir in a new frame of mind. One 
could harbor no qualms about a musical-
comedy girl who was ashamed of the stage. 
Full of peace, Burridge knocked smartly on 
the door. 

MRS. TALBOT lay on the chaise longue, 
with an eyeshade and a bottle of 

cologne on the table beside her. "I didn't 
ring," she said languidly. 

"No, madain," said Burridge, and her 
mind said: Look at you there. A musical-
comedy girl. Ashamed of the stage. "But 
if I might have a word? I wish to give in 
my notice." 

"Now? But it isn't at all convenient 
after—" 

"Beg pardon, madam. You have a 
month." And how did you get on when you 
were a chorus girl? Burridge thought. 

"Oh, I can't be bothered. If it's more 
money you want—" 

"It is not, madam. It is merely that I 
have felt out of my sphere." 

"Out of your sphere?" Mrs. Talbot sat 
slightly upright, 

"Yes, madam. I am used to a very dif
ferent world—the world of the theater," 

"Oh?" Mrs, Talbot sat quite upright 
and gave Burridge an odd look. 

With no preparation, Burridge said, 
"Miss Sybil Austen." It gave her a shock 
to speak that name aloud, but she went 
firmly on. "I had the honor to serve Miss 
Sybil. Five-and-twenty years." 

"Sybil Austen?" Mrs. Talbot's tone had 
lost its languor. "You were with Sybil 
Austen? But, she was perfectly wonder
ful! I used to go see her when the comp— 
when I was in London. Every chance I got. 
Oh, to play like that! And you were— 
Imagine! If I'd known that, I—" Mrs, Tal
bot checked herself. "Well, I suppose you 
do miss it." 

"I miss Miss Sybil, madam, more than 
words can tell." 

"Oh, and the life!" Mrs. Talbot's eyes had 
a faraway look. "The feeling of a dressing 
room just before curtain t ime—" 

"Yes, madam," said Burridge severely. 
"The callboy tapping on your door—and 
the people v.'aiting tor you, wanting you, 
wanting the lift they know you will give 
them. A proud thing, madam, to reach 
people's hearts that way. I am speaking, of 
course, of the artist." 

There was a moment of silence. Then 
Mrs. Talbot said, "I used to sing a bit." 

"Indeed, madam," said Burridge dis
tantly. And now you're ashamed of it, she 
said to herself. 

"1 once thought of doing something about 
it. A young girl's whim." Mrs. Talbot 
stopped, gave a little laugh that sounded as 
if it hurt, "No, it wasn't a whim. [ longed 
with all my soul to do—what you just said. 
Well, I never did it. Hadn't the gift, I sup
pose. I didn't do anything. But it was a 
lovely feeling." 

Suddenly Burridge realized something. 
The mistress was lonely, too. Lonely for 
something she'd never rightly had and never 
could have. And that was perhaps the lone
liest loneliness of all. 

". . . all my life." Mrs. Talbot was saying, 
hali to herself, "I wanted to—to get some
thing out. It's too late now, of course. Ex
cept for—for keeping faith with vAafs in 
you. I see that now. I didn't then, .And all 
these years . . ." She swung herself off the 
chaise longue and came to Burridge. There 
was energy in her motion and her eyes were 
ahve. They looked exactly like Miss An
gela's. "And now, just when you could talk 
to me, help me—Burridge, must you go?" 

Burridge stood looking at her. It was a 
good service. And it wasn't the stage the 
mistress was ashamed of. She was ashamed 
of herself. And you couldn't rightly hold 
it against a person that he lacked the gift. 
Then the queerest thing happened. Miss 
Sybil seemed to be there—right there be
side her, as clear as clear—smiling and giv
ing that wink. Burridge fetched a long 
breath. "Well, madam, suppose we carry on 
together?" THE END 
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dousting with MeGratv 
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 31 

BAND-ArO meant MADE BY 

Something snapped inside McGraw when 
he lost, as he himself admitted. We umpires 
always reported to National League head
quarters every morning when we were in 
New York and the incumbent president 
would frequently say, "Get ready, boys, 
McGraw's lost two straight and there's 
bound to be trouble," And there would be, 
unless the Giants got away in front. He 
would fight with the cash customers, the 
umpires, the opposing ballplayers and mem
bers of his own team. Nothing was sacred 
when he unloosed his tongue. We used to 
say that the fellow who wrote "Sticks and 
stones may break my bones but names will 
never hurt me" never heard John McGraw 
or Frank Chance. 

The first time I saw McGraw was when I 
appeared at the Polo Grounds in 1905 to 
umpire. He came out to home plate just 
before the game started and presented me 
with a silver balls-and-strikes indicator 
which was a present from the Lakewood, 
New Jersey, High School baseball team. He 
had real charm—and he could turn it on 
when he wanted to. Three innings later I 
was forced to eject McGraw from the park 
for the first time. I was to repeat that cere
mony in every stadium in the National 
League, plus cow pastures and bush-league 
fields from coast to coast. 

The second day there was a close play at 
first base that went against the Giants. Mc
Graw said nothing, but when the inning was 
over he trotted by me on his way back to 
the bench from the coaching lines. As he 
passed he said, "J can lick any umpire in 
baseball, you know." 

I yelled at his back. "No, you can't!" 
He turned and trotted back. "Who can't 

I lick?" 
"You're looking right at him. And I 

can't fight." 
The Little Napoleon looked at me for a 

second, turned and went to his bench. 
Before the series was over 1 was in an

other battle and McGraw made his favorite 
threat: "I 'm going to get your job, you 
busher." 

"Mr. Manager," I answered, "if it's pos
sible for you to take my job away from me, 
I don't want the job." 

H o w U m p i r e s Lost T h e i r Jobs 

The shameful thing about it all was that 
McGraw could get my job. At least he had 
got the jobs of umpires who preceded me 
and he was to get men fired who were my 
colleagues. McGraw himself never ap
peared at headquarters to press for an um
pire's dismissal. But his owners obeyed his 
instructions and the league presidents suc
cumbed. That was what was wrong with 
McGraw and baseball. 

I was not the only umpire to fight Mc
Graw. Most of them tried to get along with 
him to the complete detriment of their work 
and self-respect, because there was only one 
way to keep McGraw oflE your back. Little 
Bill Byron, the Singing Umpire, took noth
ing from the Little Napoleon. But his atti
tude cost Byron a beating administered 
under the stands by the Giants and, in time, 
it was to cost him his job. 

McGraw could understand me. When he 
got choleric, I did too. When he hammed 
it all over the field protesting a called strike, 
I gave it a little of the showboat, too—as I 
tossed John out of the game. But Byron 
laughed at McGraw. If McGraw became 
too difficult, Byron would sing: 

To the clubhouse you must go 
You must go 
You must go 
To the clubhouse you must go 
My fair manager. 

Byron also had a little refrain for batters 
who complained about a called strike—par
ticularly a called third strike. Keeping 
time with his whisk broom, he would chant: 

Let i»e tell you something, son, 
Before you get much older. 
You iiinnot hit that hall, my friend, 
With your hat upon your shoulder. 

Byron's unkindest cut of all was to say to 
a raging McGraw, "Why, they chased you 
out of Baltimore." 

There was some basic truth in this state
ment about John's departure from the town 
that had taken him to its heart. But I have 
always felt the real reason John departed 
from Baltimore was Ban Johnson, president 
of the American League. For two years 
John had managed Baltimore, in that league 
at the time, but the stern Johnson broke 
McGrav 's heart by refusing to listen to 
club ovners ' complaints about umpires. 
John could bully no American League 
umps, so he got back to a league where he 
could. 

It is highly doubtful that John McGraw 
ever won a fist fight. And it is without 
question that he never ducked one. Pat 
Newman, managing in the Texas League, 
gave MuGraw one of his most awesome 
shellackings It was typical that McGraw 
could be just as unpleasant in his efforts to 
win an unimportant exhibition contest in 
Texas as he would be in a pennant decider. 

Pitchers were McGraw's favorite targets, 
next to umpires, and for the same reason. 
He was working on their confidence and co
ordination, and using personal abuse as his 
weapon. He so ired Ad Brennan one after
noon in Philadelphia that Brennan walked 
from the mound and knocked McGraw cold 
with one punch. The league disciplined 
Brennan, of course. Next day the fans of 
Philadelphia presented Brennan with a huge 
floral piece. 

I had a thousand battles with McGraw 
on the piaymg field and a play-by-play re-
countal would serve no purpose here beyond 
proving that the Little Napoleon, like the 
original, didn't know when he was licked. 
It is important to note, however, that every 
time he tangled with me he did get licked. 
That bolstered my ego, which as you know 
needed bolstering like Texas needs oil. But 
it did do something really important: it 
proved to the cult of McGraw imitators 
that then idol was vulnerable when he tan
gled with an umpire who knew the rules and 
stood his ground. As a result, the rowdies 
started behaving and a lot of umpires started 
umpiring. 

McGiaw loved to play tricks with the 

VIRGIL PARTCH 

rules. There was the time he, or one of his 
players, caught me squarely in the back of 
the neck with a pitcherful of water tossed 
from the bench. It happened before the 
game started, so I was powerless and Mc
Graw was hysterical at my fury. 

In the fourth inning McGraw left the 
bench to wave his shortstop closer to second 
base. I halted play. "Mr. Manager," I bel
lowed, "you're off the ball field." 

"Why?" 
"There are 10 men on the field. You are 

the tenth." It was a low trick on my part 
taking advantage of an unenforced rule, but 
it taught John to drink his water after that. 

P i t c h e r D idn ' t Get R a t t l e d 

Another time, the Giants were up to their 
favorite ninth-inning tricks. They would do 
anything to get on base or to rattle the 
pitcher. This day the pitcher was Patsy 
Flaherty of Pittsburgh and, to my secret de-
hght, he was not being rattled. The Giants 
were sticking their elbows and backsides in 
the way of Patsy's pitches trying to get on 
base. I refused to let them get away with 
it and McGraw led a storm of screaming 
players. 

I restored order but Sandow Mertes, the 
Giant batsman, sat on his haunches and 
refused to take his place in the batter's box 
after I had called one strike. I ordered 
Flaherty to pitch. This is always danger
ous for an umpire because, nine times out 
of ten, the pitcher will become rattled and 
the umpire is forced to grant a walk to the 
batsman he is trying to discipUne. But 
Flaherty split the plate twice more and 
Mertes was out. 

Billy Gilbert came to bat and attempted 
to foil me by standing on home plate. I 
evicted him from the game and Sammy 
Strang came up to hit for Gilbert. Sammy, 
a good pinch hitter, whaled the first pitch 
almost out of sight for a triple. It won the 
game for the Giants and a Pittsburgh paper 
carried a headline: "Klem Beats Pirates." 

Another time, after a rough afternoon in 
Cincinnati, we were going to the dressing 
rooms when I heard a voice yell, "Catfish! 
Catfish Klem is a thief!" 

I yelled back, "1 heard you, Muggsy, and 
it'll cost you plenty." I knew McGraw Celt 
about being called "Muggsy" as I felt about 
the nickname "Catfish." 

I made an issue of it, telling John Hey-
dler, the league secretary, "It's McGraw or 
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me." McGraw was suspended by Heydler 
and told he could not return until he apolo
gized for calling me a "thief," which was 
the word I chose to emphasize in my report 
on the incident. McGraw immediately left 
the club to beard Heydler in his den. He 
begged to be relieved of the letter of apol
ogy but Heydler, bless him, stood firm. 
Finally, the letter was written. It was brief. 
As brief as possible. But so great was Mc-
Graw's rage when he wrote it that every 
period and every dotted "i" was made with 
so vicious a jab that the pen went through 
the paper. 

On another day I came to the bench for 
the Giants' line-up—a practice which I soon 
stopped by forcing the managers to bring 
the line-ups to home plate. But this was be
fore such a rule was in effect, so I had to 
get in among the players and absorb what
ever pregame abuse they chose to proffer. 
McGraw started off with, "Drunk again, 
eh, Bill?" 

"Give me your line-up," 1 persisted. 
Mike Donlin, sitting next to McGraw 

said, "You don't drink, do you, Bill?" 
"Haven't had a drink in 14 years, Mike." 

This was true. 
Now McGraw switched from raillery to a 

snarl. "That's a lie." 
I switched, too. "Give me your line-up, 

Mr. Manager, and let's play ball." 
"That's a lie, Klem," McGraw repeated. 

"I saw you drink a bottle of beer on a train 
last year and I'll swear to it." 

"Mr. Manager," I said deliberately, "you 
are a dirty liar." 

The battle concluded with McGraw 
threatening my job again. I think he lasted 
two full innings that day. It mu.st be re
membered that drinking was a serious 
charge. Umpires sneaked a beer like it 
was a beaker of cocaine. The reason: too 
many old-time umpires had become drunks 
as the result of trying to sooth raw nerves 
with alcohol. 

By the time my reputation for having 
"never missed one in my life" had been es
tablished, 1 managed to miss one. I was 
loafing and I anticipated the play too much. 
It was a simple infield grounder hit by 
Larry Doyle and I underestimated Doyle's 
speed. I called him out and realized im
mediately he was safe from here to China. 
1 also knew that John McGraw was coach
ing on third base. Out of the comer of my 
eye I saw John stiffen and then topple over 
in a mock faint. Complete grounds for 
dismissal from the game. But John could 
have kicked me in the shins after that play 
and I would not have ejected him. 

The Boston bench started .screaming at 
me. "Look at McGraw, Bill. He's falling 
dead on you." 

I stared the boys down and yelled back, 
"Gentlemen, I can't see him." And I 
couldn't, because I kept my back to him 
until play resumed. 

I still do not know why McGraw did not 
put on one of his patented scenes. He was 
indeed a perverse irishman. 

A Delicate Social Problem 

McGraw and I developed a strange off-
the-field relationship. We frequently dined 
together during spring training and, in the 
few years when his team was not in the 
pennant race, we would dine after a game. 
I had a rule not to mix socially with any 
player or manager if his team was in the 
race. I could never get my beloved friend 
Uncle Wilbert Robinson to understand this 
idiosyncrasy. To Robbie a friend was a 
friend and a ball game was just something 
you did in the afternoon for a living. 

Robbie, incidentally, was an Oriole with 
McGraw and for a long time he was Mc-
Graw's right-hand man. Robbie was the 
Oriole's "smoocher." While the other boys 
pushed and screamed at umpires, it was 
Robbie's job to try to sweet-talk them into 
being friendly to the Baltimore cause. Rob
bie's split with his friend McGraw came 
after years of loyal service and was in
dicative of McGraw's personality. 

McGraw attended a riotous reunion of 
the old Orioles. The Giants had just lost the 
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1913 World Series and McGraw chose the 
reunion celebration as the time to yell aloud 
at Robbie. "You looked pretty bad on 
those coaching lines, Robbie." 

Robbie answered quickly, "John, you 
made more mistakes in that Series than all 
the rest of us put together." 

"Robbie, you're fired. This is my party. 
Get the hell out of here." 

"All right. I will," said the usually gen
tle Robbie taking his leave, hut not before 
pouring a glass of beer on the Little Na
poleon's head with the suggestion, "This'll 
cool you off a little, John." 

McGraw's mercurial rages were usually 
followed by frantic efforts to regain the 
friendship lost, if it could be done without 
the overt apology which was so deserved. 
Robbie never came back to McGraw and 
went on to manage the Brooklyn Dodgers 
and win the affection of every fan in Brook
lyn and the National League. 

1 got a bit bored with McGraw's abuse 
followed by invitation to dinner, and I told 
him so. He said, "Bill, please don't feel 
that way. The tougher the battle we have 
on the field, the quicker you must have din
ner with me." I never felt so sorry for 
John McGraw in my life. 

Reviewing the "Merkle Boner" 

It is rronic that McGraw, the greatest 
umpire-baiting manager of all time, was 
himself the victim of Johnny Evers, his 
prototype among players. Evers talked a 
great and good umpire. Hank O'Day, into 
making the rottenest decision in the history 
of baseball and it cost John McGraw a 
pennant. It was the famous case of the 
"Merkle Boner"' and 1 am sick of reading 
for 42 years of what a great play Evers 
made. It was not a great play. It was bad 
umpiring and gutless thinking at league 
headquarters. 

Before offering my negative opinion 
about Merkle's boner, I must preface it 
with another opinion 1 have always had. 
The rules of baseball were written exceed
ingly well, but they were written by gentle
men for gentlemen. They should have been 
written for professional athletes who were, 
in the main, completely unfainiliar with the 
meaning of the word "gentlemen." 

The Merkle incident actually started in 
Pittsburgh where Chicago was playing the 
Pirates. With two outs and Pirates on first 
and third and the score tied in the ninth, 
somebody hit a single deep into the outfield. 
The winning run scored and the man on 
first ran a few steps and headed for the 
clubhouse without bothering to touch sec
ond. Fvers pointed out to Umpire O'Day 
that a technicality existed. If the ball was 
returned from the outfield and a Chicago 
man stepped on second with the ball in his 
possession, he could complete a force-out 
which would be the third out. And the rules 
say that runs scored during the completion 
of a force-out which is also the third out 
shall not count, even if the rim scores be
fore the force is completed. 

But any judge will tell you that it is the 
intent of a law which counts, not the 
phraseology. The intent in this rule ap
plied to infield grounders and such. It does 
not apply to cleanly hit drives to the out
field that make a force-out impossible un
less the runner on first drops dead. And 
custom, another strong factor in all law, 
had long established the right of a man to 
leave the field when there was no reasonable 
doubt that the game was over. 

Shortly after the Pittsburgh incident, the 
Cubs came into New York fighting for their 
pennant lives. Chicago and New York 
went into the last of the ninth inning tied 
at 1-1. With two out. Moose McCormick at 
third base and Fred Merkle on first, Al 
Bridwell slapped a single to the outfield 
and McCormick jogged home with the win
ning run. Merkle lit out for the clubhouse 
after running only a few yards toward 
second. Evers saw this—had been waiting 
for it, in fact—and yelled for his outfielder 
to throw him the ball so he could make the 
third-out force play at second and tech
nically nullify McCormick's run. It was 
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What's the Recori i 

What are these? 

:: Where is this? 

Who is this? 

If you do not know the answers to these questions you'll 
find them below . . . and of course you find them all in 
Collier's Encyclopedia plus many, many more. This is only 
a sample of the many thousands of facts you and every 
member of the family, from Junior to Grandpa, will have 
in the ONLY encyclopedia that's absolutely and completely 
NEW from cover to cover. It's FUN finding the answers in 
this newest and most modern source of interesting, exciting 
information because Collier's Encyclopedia gives you com
plete, authentic facts written to be easily and clearly under
stood by all ages. Here are a few more questions to test 
your knowledge! 

J. What is a diamond? 
2. From what common substance is Streptomycin, one of 

the miracle driigs, prepared? 
3. Can you wear milk and eggs? 
4. What is the ''Daily Dozen?" Who developed them? 
5. What new medical field received great impetus during 

and after World War 11. 
6. What famous British admiral crossed the "J"" and in 

what battle? 
7. What is the difference between a photomicrograph and 

a microphotograph? 
8. What is the meaning of the Arabic word "shah mat" and 

hotv does it apply to a favorite American game? 
9. In what church was King Arthur married to Guinevere? 

10. Do you weigh more (1) at the Equator or at the ISorth 
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have been produced completely new since the end of 
World War U? 
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'"•I'l^Ji punoy ''HI JO ai"oi{ aq) puB uiopaur5[ aq') jo JEIKIBO a\\\ '^oiauiB'j ui 
ijaaimo s^uaqdaig jg •(, asaiia jo auiBJS a jo Siiipua aiji saijiuiiis pus ..pBap 
SI Siij^ ai|i , suEaui ,,^BIU I(BI[S.. (} qtlBjacnomi (Biuaou B JO uojvanpaj ]|BUIS 
/C'lpioidoosojaiiu B SI mlBiSoioqdojJiui B aiiijAi 'laofqo ojiioosojoiui B jo qdBjS 
-o(oqd paJijHiua Aiiaaji) B SI qdBjSo.i;)[uioioqd y 'i pHBiiiif jo ajvisq oqi uj 
aoaqiof y nqof [BJiUipy 9 ssaujd ipbq |)UB suoiioma aqi uaaMjaq diqsuoii 
-B|aj aqq q i ;« JiuijBap auiaipaiu jo qauBjq Avaii B 'auijipa|\[ aiiBttiosoqa/Csj 
•5 duiB^ JaijBW iCq pasiAop sasi'ajaxa dii-Sinrias ajB ^ uazoQ ^IJBQ^^ oqx ' t 
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thrown to him, but Iron Man Joe McGin-
nity of the Giants, realizing what was up, 
intercepted it and tossed it to the fans. Ev-
ers somehow got another ball and stepped 
on second. He ran to O'Day, leaving the 
field, and reminded him of the Pittsburgh 
incident. Later O'Day ruled Merkle out. 
It was, he said, a 1-1 tie. 

In other words, he was accepting a tech
nicality and ignoring perhaps half a century 
of custom, usage, tradition and the intent 
of the rule. He was, to repeat, making the 
worst decision in the history of baseball. 
There can be no question of O'Day's physi
cal courage because, had he been short on 
guts, he would not have favored the visit
ing team against the home team. 

Litera l V i e w of R u l e U p h e l d 

McGraw appealed the verdict to the 
league president, Harry PuUiam, who spent 
a week debating McGraw's claim that the 
hall game was over and won against Chi
cago's insistence that a rule was a rule. 
Pulliam took the Chicago viewpoint and 
ordered the game replayed should it prove 
a factor in the pennant race. It proved to 
be the factor because Chicago and New 
York finished up tied and whichever team 
won the play-off of the "Merkle affair" 
would win the pennant. 

As the season drew toward its close it 
became apparent that a Chicago-New York 
play-off was a possibility. I was umpire 
for the final series in New York. 

On the last day of the regular season I 
found myself with a shadow. A man met me 
as I was leaving the park and sat beside me 
on the el going downtown after the final 
game. As we talked, it became apparent 
that he was trying to bribe me. 

It was fantastic, sitting in the rattling el, 
trying purposely to misunderstand this man. 
First, I wanted no scandal, so I did not rise 
in righteous wrath and have him arrested. 
And, second, he was a nice guy. a man 1 had 
known for some time. I begged him not to 
talk such nonsense, but he persisted. 

"Listen, there isn't enough money in the 
world to bribe me," I told him. "And I have 
no reason to believe I'll umpire the play
off. Nor have you." 

I was stretching a bit there. I knew I was 
to umpire the game with Jim Johnstone. But 
it hadn't been announced publicly and I 
wasn't telling him. 

"Bill, you'll work the play-off and you'll 
be set for life if the Giants win. Tammany 
Hall has assured me of that." 

"Don't talk such damned nonsense. 
You're being silly." 

I wanted to duck this man and I wanted 
no approaches from anyone else before 
the important game that would decide the 
National League pennant. I tried to ditch 
him by leaving the train at Forty-second 
Street, making him believe I was going to 
my home. 

I did go there, but left immediately to 
spend the night at my hotel. I bought a 
magazine and told the hotel clerk, "Don't 
call me unle.ss President Pulliam telephones, 
or Mr. Heydler. No one else." 

I was in bed by eight with my reading 
matter. Bright and early the next morning 
I was at National League headquarters. 
Jim Johnstone was there, too, talking to 
Secretary Heydler. I told Heydler I had 
something for Pulliam's ear. Heydler said 
Pulliam was in Detroit. 1 wanted to talk 
only to Pulliam, but Heydler said, "Oh, 
what's on your mind, Bill?" 

I did not want to talk about it in front of 
Johnstone, but Heydler gave me no choice. 
So I said, "John, they're after me with 
money." 

"Oh," sighed Heydler. 
"They're after me too," said Johnstone. 

He told a vague story about a couple of 
men telling him on a train that they would 
like to talk to him. I said nothing more. 

Heydler was disturbed, of course. But 
there was nothing he could do. A public 
statement would put us on an intolerable 
spot. The substituting of two different um
pires could be done only over my dead 
body. So we all hoped for the best and 

went to the ball park. That was.the most 
exciting day of my umpiring career. 

Johnsiunc and I dressell and started un
der the ^tands for the field. The man was 
waiting for me behind a post. He shoved a 
roll of hills at me and said. "Good luck. 
Bill." I pushed him up against a post. 

"What's (he matter with you?" I asked. 
"Going cra/.y?" 

1 almost ran onto the field. 
Johnsione and 1 called the rival man

agers, McGraw and Chance, together. 
"They've j;(U the fence down in two places 
and if tli;)t mob gets in we can't play. We'd 
better start ;is soon as we can," 1 said. 

Chance and McGraw agreed. We got the 
game slaited about 15 minutes ahead of 
schedulf. The Cubs beat the Giants 4-2 
with Christy Mathewson the losing pitcher. 
I never umpired a better ball game. 

Somehow the newspapers got hold of the 
essence uf the bribe story. Not from me, be
cause 1 never told it until today. The Na
tional ( ommission, which ruled baseball 
in those pre-Landis days, ignored the im
mediate public demand for an investigation. 
But the newspapers pounded away and a 
secret hearing was held the next spring. In 
-April, 1909. the man who tried to bribe me 
was barred for life from entering any park 
in organizetl baseball. The fact of his dis-
barmeni was printed, but I believe this to 
be the first public recital of the full tale. 

I will go to my grave wondering where 
the money he offered me came from. Cer
tainly nor from Tammany Hall, because 
they didn't care ten dollars' worth. And 
certaini) he himself had neither the bank 
account nor the property to raise any large 

,sum. 
In the winter of 1913-'I4 the National 

Commission assigned Jack Sheridan and me 
to umpire a round-the-world barnstorming 
tour between the Chicago White Sox and 
the New York Giants. Sheridan and I 
agreed that this was to be a pleasure trip 
and thiit normal big-league discipline and 
the nonfiatcrnization rule could happily be 
ignored. But we overlooked two vital 
things: any ball game—anywhere, any
time—between an American League and a 
National League team is for blood. The 
other thing we overlooked was that John 
McGraw was going along. 

We played for almost a month in the 
United Slates and, after two weeks, we 
had to :>Mmmon McGraw and Jimmy Calla
han, the t 'hicago manager, for a lecture. 

An U l t i m a t u m o n R o w d y i s m 

"Gentlemen," I began, "your clubs are 
not playing big-league ball. Your players' 
rowdyisin is giving both major leagues a 
bad name out here in the West. 1 am warn
ing yon both that starting tomorrow the 
same rules apply as would cover a sched
uled contest. And if things do not improve 
I am gomg to wire the National Commis
sion that this tour is detrimental to the be.st 
interest of baseball." 

That staited a terrific row and the only 
points of agreement between Callahan and 
me wen: that the Giants were rowdies, and 
between McGraw and me that the White 
Sox weiij thugs. 

However, the trip across the country was 
most pleasant day and night. The latter 
was OL.upicd with friendly but earnest 
poker i^imcs run by Christy Mathewson in 
the cliiH tar . Sheridan was ahead $500 
when u t: got to San Francisco. 1 showed a 
neat pioiit slightly in excess of $1,000. 

In San Francisco, McGraw was on Sher
idan a:tid me all afternoon. I whipped off 
my mask and yelled, "McGraw, cut out that 
kind ot talk." 

McCiiiiw came off the bench and elabo
rated on his theme. 

"Mr .Manager," I bellowed, "you're out 
of the tianie. Leave the field." 

"Bill." >clled McGraw, "would you put 
me out in front of all my friends in Califor
nia? In an exhibition game?" 

"I wi'iild and I have. Mr. Manager. 
You're out." 

Mc(iia\v was spitting. "Klem, if I go, 
you'll never get on that ship." 

Once again he was threatening my job. 
I answered, "Never mind the ship; you're 
out of the game, John." 

"Lm paying your wife's expenses around 
the world!" McGraw screamed. 

"Don't mention my wife's name out here 
on the ball field." I shouted back. "Leave 
the field! And take the Lieutenant with 
you!" The Lieutenant was "Turkeyneck" 
Mike Donlin, who acted as a one-man 
Greek chorus in most of McGraw's verbal 
outbursts. 

That night Mrs. Klem and I ran into 
Charley Comiskey, owner of the White 
Sox. "Bill," he said, "they tell me you're 
not going to get on the ship." 

"That's what they told me this after
noon, Charley." 

"You tell McGraw and the rest of them 
that you will be on the ship. And tell them 
that this is no one-man affair—-whether 
McGraw thinks so or not." 

McGraw took to sulking and refusing to 
speak to me, which was always the way I 
best liked McGraw. After three days of 
silence I walked past Christy Mathewson 
and McGraw in the hotel lobby. Christy 
grabbed me and said, "Hey, Bill, you and 
McGraw know each other, don't you?" 

McGraw, still sulking, said, "Yeah, we 
know each other, and he always gives me 
the worst of it." 

Inf ie ld-Fly W a g e r R e f u s e d 

We sailed for Japan. In Brisbane, Aus
tralia, I got the chance to teach McGraw 
another lesson. 1 called Germany Schaefer 
out on an infield fly. McGraw thought I 
had called it too quickly, but he did not pro
test on the field. After the game, at a recep
tion, Schaefer began needling me about the 
decision. He offered to bet me $500 I had 
misinterpreted the rule. He wouldn't stop 
until I took him aside and reminded him 
we were guests in a foreign country. 

Aboard the .ship again, I called his hand. 
Jimmy McAleer, owner of the Boston Red 
Sox, was to decide. I knew Schaef didn't 
have $500 because he had gone broke dur
ing the poker game in the States. So 1 fig
ured McGraw had put him up to it and 
fii/rni,shed the money. 

I offered to bet Schaefer $1,000. I was 
not a bit surprised when .Schaefer turned to 
McGraw and McGraw handed him another 
$500. The money was set on a table. I 
pulled a rulebook out of my hip pocket, 
read the rule for McAleer, tossed him the 
book and left for a walk around the deck. 

When 1 finished my first turn, I looked in 
the smoking room and the argument was 
still sizzling. So 1 walked around again. 
The boys were quiet when I finished my 
second turn, so 1 enteied and, walking to 
McAleer, I said, "Well. Judge, who wins 
the money?" 

"The umpire wins all the money," Mc
Aleer intoned and shoved it at me. 

I slammed my hand down on the table 
and grabbed the $2,000. I handed $500 to 
Schaefer. 1 turned to McGraw and gave 
him $500. "That one is yours, too, John," 
1 .said, pointing to the $500 in Schaefer's 
hand. "You put Germany up to this. And 
you ought to know by now that you'll never 
get fat betting the Old Arbitrator on base
ball rules." 

The remainder of the trip was uneventful, 
save an episode at the Marylebone Cricket 
Club's Lord's grounds where His Britannic 
Majesty George V applauded in amazed 
amusement. His Majesty was nice enough 
to state later that it was all pretty strange, 
this thing called baseball, but he enjoyed the 
performance of Mr. Klem immensely. 

Many things that are commonplace 
in baseball today came about only 
after 20-year feuds or, at least, bitter 
arguments among reasonable men. 
Many of these innovations can be 
traced to Bill Klem, who takes you be
hind the scenes of baseball progress in 
the next Collier's. Order a copy now 
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The Man Who Runs New 
England^s Tax Gestapo 

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 33 

post office and keeps an eye on the mail 
carriers. Any parcel the size of a cigarette 
carton is suspect. The house at which it is 
delivered will before long be honored by a 
bill from Henry Long for, say the tax on 
five cartons. The size of the bill will be 
protested and Henry will settle for the one-
carton tax he expected all along. 

The manager of a manufacturing plant 
in Boston began to import cartons from 
North Carolina in lots of a dozen—some
times 10 dozen. He sold them at cost to his 
employees, who were so enthusiastic that 
they couldn't keep it quiet. Mr. Long set
tled that by billing the company for the 
tax on 50 dozen cartons. 

It is not at all clear just how much 
Henry Long has added to the Massachusetts 
treasury by thus keeping his ears alert. But 
by watching the post offices in only one 
town of 13,000 souls he has tagged nearly 
100 ladies and gentlemen who have been 
getting their cigarettes by mail and has col
lected all sorts of sums from them—any
where from 60 cents to $30. 

Mr. Long also has received some help 
from Congress, which passed the Jenkins 
Bill on October 20, 1949. This requires all 
interstate shippers of cigarettes to furnish 
state tax departments with the names of 
those to whom the smokes are mailed. Just 
recently Mr. Long obtained from a firm in 
one of the seaboard states the names of 
7,500 Massachusetts residents who had sent 
in cards requesting cigarettes by mail. These 
have been processed and Mr. Long now is 
collecting what he calls "substantial sums." 

To circumvent the Jenkins Bill—now 
Public Law Chapter 363 of the Acts of 1949 
—many cigarette "bootleggers" are going 
down into Maryland and North Carolina, 
buying cases of cigarettes at warehouses 
specializing in this type of business, and 
trucking them North for resale in the states 
where cigarette taxes are high. 

W a r on Inters ta te S m u g g l i n g 

But you don't get around Mr. Long that 
easily. His director of field investigation, 
Ralph H. Caspole, makes regular trips into 
Maryland to spy on the "bootleggers" load
ing up. He trails them over the state border 
and then puts the heavy hand of the law on 
them. In this work the tax departments of 
Massachusetts, New Jersey, New York and 
Pennsylvania work together in apprehend
ing these cigarette road agents. 

It pays. In Henry Long, for $11,000 a 
year, Massachusetts is getting its money's 
worth. Unless there is something big brew
ing, he leaves his oflSce at six thirty every 
evening, gets into his car and drives 25 miles 
to his home in Topsfield, Massachusetts— 
the town where he was born. He is back in 
his office at eight in the morning. 

His recreation is taxes. His wife man
ages now and then to drag him off to a 
movie but he can never remember what it 
was about nor who was in it. He's much 
too occupied figuring out how much it cost 
and what it produced in taxes. 

For all this, he is one of the most re
laxed and least jittery public servants we 
have ever observed. The secret of this, he 
says, is to have a conscience and stomach 
which agree with you. He's extremely re
luctant to give advice to the young and reci
pes for living. But if you insist, he answers: 

"Decide what you can do best. Equip 
yourself to do it. Do it. Keep at it." 

He says it is none of his business how 
men make their money so long as they pay 
Massachusetts proper taxes. And he means 
all men—gamblers, for example, horse par
lor operators, bookies, numbers racketeers, 
dog track bowwows and bone-rollers. 

Every so often. Treasury agents drop in 
on Henry Long and try to wheedle out of 
him the names of such Massachusetts slicks. 
Henry Long is not to be wheedled and they 
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have known it for years. But they are hard 
to discourage. He always gives them the 
same answer: 

"You're the cop. I'm just the tax col
lector. I'm not asking you to do my job for 
me, am 1? Anyway, the law won't let me 
divulge any income tax information." 

It is Henry Long's firm belief that the 
gamblers and racketeers come across with 
their Massachusetts taxes about as honestly 
as others in more sanctified livelihoods. As 
a matter of fact, he thinks there are law
yers and doctors less honest. 

C a s h F e e s M a y E s c a p e T a x 

"Lots of lawyers—of a sort—want ca.sh, 
not checks." he says. "You go to a doctor 
and he (.-barges you, say $10. You pay in 
cash. That cash, like the lawyer's fee, goes 
into his pocket. And that's just about the 
end of it so far as the tax collector is con
cerned." 

Dining prohibition, Henry Long made it 
his busintss to know and cultivate those 
lawyers who most frequently appeared in 
court in defense of bootleggers, hijack
ers, rumrunners, alcohol cookers and speak
easy owners. He neither bought nor drank 
what their clients sold, but never ceased to 
remind them that "it is no crime to pay your 
taxes. They can't put you in jail for that." 

These mouthpieces never forgot Henry 
Long. After the repeal of prohibition, 
when their clients went into other rackets, 
the lawyers began dropping into Henry 
Long's office frequently. His reputation as 
a resourceful and remorseless tax gatherer 
was growing. Little by little and at an ever-
incieasing rate, the racket boys' lawyers 
would fetch with them income tax declara
tions frt)m their clients. The clients were 
designated variously—interior decorators, 
amusement promoters, salesmen, brokers, 
advertising writers, real-estate speculators. 
Things like that. 

Massachusetts levies a 3 per cent tax on 
"intangibles" and Henry Long regards the 
bookmaker's slip and the gambler's chit as 
intangibles. The lawyers for these dealers 
in intangibles have confidence in Henry 
Long's integrity and discretion. 

In the words of the fast-dollar boys, Mr. 
Long "is no cop and he don't rat." Whether 
Mr. Long regards this as the very last word 
in character acclaim is doubtful. Even if he 
were inclined or legally privileged to reveal 
names and incomes to state and federal po
lice agencies, he'd have no proof that any 
of them were gamblers or racketeers. He 
has been very careful not to inquire into 
the affairs of people who come across tax-
wise to his satisfaction. Not that he's a 
wide-eyed innocent. And not that he always 
accepts the mouthpiece's evaluation of a cli-
ent'-) income. Very gently one day he chided 
a lawyer who, in his opinion, had made a 
palpable understatement. He wasted no 
words. 

"As you know," he said, "it is none of my 
business how your man earns his living. But 
I have excellent reasons for asking you to 
go over these figures again and drop in in a 
day or two." 

The lawyer returned with the income 
declaration trebled. Henry Long thanked 
him and said he was glad that the interior 
decorating business was so flourishing. 

That kind of thing Henry Long considers 
one of his simpler tasks. He is still under
standably convinced that the Common
wealth of Massachusetts is not getting its 
proper income from liquor smuggled across 
its borders. And that bothers him. Al
though he now devotes an average of only 
20 to 40 minutes a day to the problem, 
there are spots in Boston where you can get 
eight to five that before he's through he'll 
have licked New Hampshire, Maryland 
and North Carolina. Those boys know 
him. THE END 

a R Al N FAl R+ original 
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The Phantom of Woinni Spring 
CONTINUED FROM PA(.( 1 1 

Confederate defeat but rarely even a mo
mentary Confederate flinching. And that 
was the way, Tucker believed, it should 
have been. 

"We're goin' campin'," Tucker called. 
"We're fight in' ttie North too. We've started 
the war again." 

"That's the stuff, boy!" Soldier yelled. 
"Don't never give in to 'em! Ever' time 
you lay eyes on a Yankee shoot 'im right 
through the belly but ton I" 

"Yes, sir," Tucker said stanchly. 
And once more, just as invariably hap

pened, be felt that some communication of 
spirit had passed between them—between 
himself, direct descendant of irreconcilable 
Grandfather, and the old man who in his 
day had been a sharpshooter with Imboden. 

The army trod on up the road. They had 
reached Walnut .Spring when they saw, sit
ting on a limestone rock, a character so 
suspicious-looking that Tucker ordered a 
halt and began an interrogation. She wore 
a skimpy cotton dress and was dawdling 
her toes in the dirt. With the amariiig fac
ulty that enabled her to progress to dis
tant points without apparent expenditure 
of either energy or time, she bad soared 
a mile and a half around the back way, 
through ailanthus and swamp, and probably 
reached the spring a full ten minutes ahead 
of them. 

"What're you doin' up here?'' he de
manded. 

"Ah guess Ah kin set here on thishere 
rock," the suspicious-looking character said. 
"Thishere big road's one thing yawl doan 
own." 

"Where you think you're goin' anyway?" 
"Ah ain't decided. Ah'm liable to go 

anywheres Ah feels like." 
"Did Ginnie say you could come up 

here?" 
"Ah never remembered t'say nuthin' to 

her about it," she said unconcernedly. 
"What's your name?" 
"Yawl knows mah name well's yawl 

knows yoLU' own—Teaberry Williams." 
"What're you doin' in a military area?" 
Tucker was quite annoyed with her. She 

not only tagged at his heels wherever he 
went hut she was under the delusion that she 
was his guardian—a fantasy created by Fa
ther in a moment of jest and nurtured each 
Sunday morning when Father solemnly left 
seven pennies for her under his breakfast 
plate. 

".Ah wants t'go 'long with yawl." 
"Aw letter go 'long." Captain Hoy said. 

"I'm gettin' tired of all this playin". I 
wanta catch some fish." 

The General considered quickly. He 
looked at the one who claimed to be Tea-
berry Williams. "All right, you can be a 
private," he said reluctantly, "but I'd like 
to know where you think you'll sleep." 

"Ah'll sleep w'hurever .Ah happens t'be," 
she said, and already she had joined them 
as they moved on up the road. She was in
extricable now from either the army or the 
expedition because, although posing a new 
problem for their conscience—that of abet
ting her in .slipping away without getting 
Ginnie's consent—she had absolved Ihem 
from the more important one of leaving 
her behind in the first place. 

HOOKER'S forces were trapped and ex
terminated in the big ailanthus patch. 

But the wily Grant was nowhere to be seen. 
Tucker climbed the rail fence of the hay-
field and swept the terrain svith his glasses. 
Grant had vanished from that whole part 
of the country. Had he turned tail back up 
the valley? Crossed the mountain? Or was 
he lurking in the woods? One thing; Grant 
was obviously sober today and when sober 
he was dangerous. 

"All right," Tucker informed his staff as 
he climbed ofl" the fence, "we'll proceed to 
the Poplar Hole at the river and wait for 
orders from l.ee." 

"Aw let's cut out all this playin'," the 

cynical Captain Hoy protested again. "I 
wanta hurry up and get at them fish." 

"You can fish all right." Tucker told him. 
"The army needs provisions." 

Captain Hoy assured them he would 
catch plenty of fish; he had already caught 
a do7xn or more in his life. Colonel Harvey, 
panting a little as he walked, shifted High 
Tension in his arms, and looked mysterious, 
indicating that he was going to show them 
something new and memorable in the busi
ness of catching fish. He had the theory 
that he could run a wire into the Poplar 
Hole and all the fish would come to the 
surface already boiled. 

At this time of day all of life had a way 
of changing, of growing softer, of renewing 
itself. The heat had departed. They walked 

ral. He changed the subject with a sharp 
order tc turn into the lane that led down to 
the Poplar Hole. But something was left 
hanging in the approaching twilight—a 
faint nose of uneasiness and of eternal mys
tery. There were legends that on certain 
pitch-bliick nights strange spectral things 
were asi i in the valley. Brooding shapes 
arose from the old colored cemetery and 
were glimpsed as shadow-fragments just be
yond lanieni glow. There were stories told 
by grov 11 and reliable men of encounters 
with the ghosts of Confederate soldiers 
roaming iihout. trying to find their way back 
to homc^ in Kentucky or Tennessee . . . 

Unde: the stalwart poplar at the river 
they brt>ke ranks. Captain Hoy established 
himself on ihe bank, baited his hook and 

along in the shadow of Broomsage Hill cast. C 
kicking up silent dust. There was a hush, down to 
a pause, a time-in-between. Tucker turned hole; he 
and looked back in the direction of home, currents 
He could just see the roof and chimneys of so the : 
the house above the maple trees. The cows must be 
were slowly grazing along the edge of the Tuck( 
swamp toward the barn with their bags bly k n c 
hanging heavy and low and hundreds of way, he 
huUbats—first harbingers of night—were attract • 
wheeling over the meadow. cheerful 

There were long shadows everywhere thing to 
now. Soon foxes would stick their sniffing home ai 
noses out of dens on the hill. Owls would Sabei 
begin their ghostly hooting and the whip- making 
poorwills would sing. A whole new set of spread i 
creatures would take over the world. and dr\ 

As they rounded Chinquapin Turn, a so- bring a 
berness was upon the whole army. It was in a cin, 
Teaberry who voiced the mood. two an 

"Yawl ever hear things on that?" she orders. 
a.sked Colonel Harvey warily. She was ob- eralship 
viously under the impression that High her she 
Tension had some kind of mystic power. not. Pi 

"Might, once in a while," he said. her star 
"What's Santy Clans goina brung me?" who ha-
Tucker did not like Ihe topic. He was of the i 

not quite certain what he thought of mat- dling w 
ters tending to venture into the supernatu- Soon 

il'.mel Harvey took High Tension 
the riffles at the lower end of the 

v,a^ convinced that all high-tension 
moved toward the North Pole, and 

•xperiment, for maximum results, 
made from south to north. 

d-cided that, since Grant proba-
. Ilic location of their bivouac any-

uu: better have a big fire going to 
he attention of Lee. Besides, a 
i v(. is just a good, companionable 
la-.c when one is two miles from 
J night is near. 
in 'land, he instructed Teaberry in 
he campsite ready. He had her 

li: blankets and then gather twigs 
limbs. Finally he ordered her to 

number of good-si/ed rocks to put 
,• to contain the fire. She brought 

I n.i more. Tucker barked stern 
1 le offered to promote her to a gen-
;f -he finished the work and told 

vwiuld face a firing squad if she did 
omise and threat alike simply left 
vlinii and gaping at Colonel Harvey, 
I H gh Tension planted at the edge 
idle, and was stiuatting over it, fid-
iih wires, his face deadly serious. 
Colonel Harvey got up and an

nounced soberly, "Stand back, everybody! 
There's liable to be a big flash." His chubby 
face was strangely white. 

Teaberry ran toward the cornfield fence, 
turned her back and stuck a finger in each 
ear. Captain Hoy, not budging, glanced 
once at his brother in high scorn. 

Tucker retreated a few respectful, cau
tious steps and watched Colonel Harvey, 
who had a small coil of wire in his hand. 
One end of the wire was attached to High 
1 ension and the other end was free. The 
Colonel planted bis feet and called to Cap
tain Hoy, "Better get your line outa the wa
ter!" 

Captain Hoy looked at him casually. 
"What for?" 

"Current's liable to run up your line." 
.Standing like a statue. Captain Hoy said, 

"Anything comes up on this line it'll be a 
fish and that's the only way one of 'em'll 
come outa this hole, flah!" 

"All right, take your chances. If you get 
killed, don't blame me." 

"Hah!" 
Colonel Harvey look a deep breath, 

swung the line like a lasso and let fly. At the 
same instant he raced away from the pool. 

"Hah!" said Captain Hoy. "Crank 'er 
up again." 

TUCKER, Colonel Harvey and Private 
Teaberry all cautiously approached the 

water again. "Run up there along the bank," 
Tucker ordered leaberry , "and see if any 
fish are floatin' on top yet." 

She ran up the bank to where Captain 
Hoy stood watching the whole proceeding 
with utter detachment and faint scorn. 

"Ooan see nuthin' floatin' on top," she 
reported. 

"Took down in the water. See if there're 
any dead ones layin' around. Maybe they're 
too big to float." 

Tucker had not really expected a titanic 
explosion. But he had thought it possible 
that some of the big pike and bass under the 
bank might be so stunned they would float 
out with their white bellies turned up. 

Teaberry crept over to the edge, flopped 
down and peered into the water. "Doan 
see nuthin' atall but one little of hog 
sucker." 

"Does he look dead?" 
"Not very. His gills is workin'." 
"Maybe he's dead and don't know it," 

Colonel Harvey said. "Does the water look 
hot up there?" 

"Doan see no bubbles. Ain't no steam 
comin' up oft'n it neither." 

"Wait'll 1 take the wire out, and then 
stick your hand in it and see if it's hot." 

"Ah ain't stickin mah hand in that wa
ter!" 

"I better myself," Colonel Harvey con
ceded. "Might still be a pretty heavy charge 
in it." 

"Hah!" croaked Captain Hoy. 
Colonel Harvey pulled in the wire, coura

geously plunged hi<< hand into the water 
and promptly snatched it out to see if it 
had dropped off at the wrist. "Warmer," 
he said. "I'll try another hookup." 

Tucker, having pretty much lost faith in 
the e.xperiment, ordered Teaberry to finish 
bringing up rocks to put around the fire. 
She hopped up, ran down to the riffles, got 
one more rock, raced up the bank with it, 
dropped it at the campsite without break 
ofstride and ran over to Captain Hoy. .She 
flopped on the bank beside him and fastened 
her eyes on the hook lying at the bottom 
of the pool. Every few seconds she would 
report that a minnow, and now and then a 
small redeye, seemed to he headed in the 
direction of Captain Hoy's hook. She lay 
big-eyed, holding her breath, then relaxing 
to say: "Nope, went on by." 

Tucker saw he was not going to get any 
more work out of her. He had to sheathe 
his saber and bring up the rest of the rocks 
himself. The blue edges of night were 
creeping closer. Two miles down through 
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l\\t bonds William mi I boujfif 
fir our counfals (jefense 

helped builo a house fir us! 

HOW U. S. SAVINGS BONDS PAID OFF FOR 

MRS. ROSE NYSSE OF BRISTOL, PA. 

Making her yard a garden showplace is the rewarding 
hobby of Mrs. Rose Nysse. "There's nothing more 

wonderful than a house and garden of your own," she says. 
*^And there's no surer way to own one than to save for it 

through United States Savings Bonds!" 

Mrs. Rote Nyst* toys, " I t seems 
only yesterday, that day back 
in 1942 when William and I 
started making U. S. Savings 
Bonds a part of our plan of 
financial security. I joined the 
Payroll Savings Plan at the 
Sweetheart Soap Co. where I'm 
a supervisor, and began buying 
a $100 bond each month. What 
a relief it was to William and me 
when bond buying took the sav
ing worries off our minds!" 

Bond buying through Payroll 
Savings is one of the surest of 
all savings methods. I t 's an 
au toma t i c , sys temat ic , and 
"painless" way to build a sub
stantial cash reserve. 

"Savings Bonds aleno made a 
$5,000 down payment on our 
house!" says Mrs. Nysse. "Al-
togetlier, we've saved $8,000 
just in bonds bought through 
Payroll Savings, and we're keep
ing right on with the plan. In 
these critical times, we believe 
bond buying is patriotic as well 
as practical. And when we re
tire, our bonds will make the 
difference between comfort and 
just getting by." 

Whatever your goal—a new 
home, bett«r education for your 
children, financial independence 
—you'U reach it faster with the 
help of U. S. Savings Bonds! 

YQO m io v^a+tba Nysses are doing 
-ilie-HmetDstartisnow^! 

Maybe you can't save quite as much as William and Rose 
Nysse, maybe you can save more. But the important thing isto 
start now! I t only takes three simple steps. 

•to put saving /irst—before you draw a 1. Make the big decision-
single penny of your pay. 

2. Decide to save a regular amount systematically, week after week 
or month after month. Even small sums, saved on a systematic 
basis, become a large sum in an amazingly short time! 

3. Start saving automatically by signing up today in the Payroll 
Savings Plan where you work or the Bond-A-Month Plan where you 
bank. You may save as little as $1.25 a week or as much as $375 a 
month. If you can set aside just $7.50 weekly, in 10 years you'll 
have bonds and interest worth $4,329.02 cash! 

You'll be pro'viding security not only for yourself and your 
famUy, but for the blessed free way of life that's so important 
to us all. And in far less time than you think, the financial inde
pendence the Nysses enjoy will be yours to enjoy as well! 

FOR YOUR SECURITY, AND YOUR 

COUNTRY'S TOO, SAVE NOW-THROUGH REGULAR 

PURCHASE OF U.S. SAVINGS BONDS! 

Yuur ^um-nment docs nul pay fur this adii-riinemenl. It is donated by this puhlicalion in cooperation with the Advertising Council 
and the Magacijie Publishers of America as a public sen ice. 
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/^(^fk^e^m^ -fhre 

as^cfc^-fcf^ 

asSe/n^ '^e/*e... 

COMFORTABLE, DEPENDABLE, 
AND —ABOVE ALL —SAFE! 

COPrRIGMT 19^1, THE PULtMAN COMPAN 

the fields the outlines of housetop and chim
neys and barn grew dimmer and dimmer. 

By now Tucker had a faltering fire 
started. He sent an order down the line for 
all sentries to take their posts. He wondered 
how many hundreds of times Grandfather 
McCantland had issued just such an order. 
He wished that he himself had been alive 
in those days and could have marched be
side such heroes as Grandfather, Stonewall 
Jack.son and Soldier Parrish. 

Up on the side of BroomsagE Hill, the 
first whippoorwill sang — long, lonely, 
plaintive. Whip-per-ivfo/. Whip-per-u'ea/. 
Without a word, Teaberry came up and sat 
down cross-legged, looking raptly into the 
fire. And now another whippoorwill began, 
sudden and startling, in the sycamores di
rectly across the river, in a different key and 
with a different accent upon the phrase it
self, ly/i/p-pah-wuhl. JF/i(p-pah-wuhl. This 
one had a curious baritone note, giving the 
call an eerie deliberation. 

Teaberry rolled her eyes in the direction 
of the sycamores. 

"Somebody goina—" 
"Hush!" Tucker said. "That's no sign 

anybody's goin' to die." 
"Whippahwill gits too close by, it's shore 

sign next person you see—" 
"It's not any such thing," Tucker said. 

"They got to be right on the doorstep be
fore it's any sign." 

He unwrapped the bread and took out 
Father's jackknife. He cut six uneven slices 
and then cut two of the slices in half. He 
was aware in a moment that he was sur
rounded by his entire staff. Colonel Harvey 
had waddled up from the rifiles with High 
Tension. Captain Hoy had set his pole over 
a forked stick and weighted the end down 
with a rock. Tucker passed the meager ra
tions around. The staff looked at them 
rather glumly. 

"Didn't ya never even bring no toma-
ters?" Private Teaberry asked. 

"The army was dependin' on fish," Tucker 
said. 

"Just never got quite the right hookup," 
Colonel Harvey said thoughtfully, leaning 
over the tangle of batteries and wifes and 
making a new adjustment. 

"Don't seem to be any fish in that hole," 
said Captain Hoy. 

"Didn' ya bring none of that ham nei
ther?" 

"Ginnie wouldn't give me any. Said they 
were goin' to have it for supper." 

"Wish I'd been there for supper," Colonel 
Harvey said wistfully. 

Without butter the bread was a little dry. 
The staff ate in silence as night closed in, 
absorbing hills and trees. 

Suddenly, somewhere up on Dunlap 
Mountain, a long piercing wail rose. It 
held, quavered. Then it trailed off and was 
lost in the inexplicable sounds of the night. 

"Whuh was that?" Teaberry demanded. 
"What was what?" 
"That thing," Teaberry said, her eyes very 

large. 
"Oh, nothin' much. Just some old owl or 

somethin'." 
"Never sounded like no ol' owl to me. 

Sounded—" 
"Hush. Keep quiet." 

THEY were all quiet, huddled around the 
fire. Teaberry was the first to hear the 

almost imperceptible pit-patting of a horse's 
hoofs on the sand of the road. And once 
more they listened. 

"Just somebody goin' by on a horse," 
Tucker said, letting out his breath. 

"Ain' nobody ride he horse at night," 
Teaberry said, "lessen ole Mist' Soldier 
Parrish out gittin' hisself drunk agin." 

Sometimes Soldier did totter out and put 
a bridle on his old bony sorrel mare and 
ride off up the road, not only in search of a 
hard-cider barrel and perhaps someone to 
listen again to his account of the Battle of 
Mill Mountain, but as if he were really in 
search of something else—an old, lost and 
never-to-be-regained thing. 

They were all cocking their ears toward 
the road now, but even as they listened, the 
fragile sound was no more. Except for one 

smack of iron on stone, the hoof-clopping 
had been so faint it might have been a phan
tom horseman. 

Memories of the tales of those old lost 
Civil War horsemen still wandering about 
seeped into Tucker's thoughts. A great 
longing overwhelmed him. He wished he 
could direct all those old heroes back to 
their homes. He had a sudden vivid impres
sion of the dining room at his own home, 
where, within the glow of the green-shaded 
lamp. Mother would be crocheting and Fa
ther would he looking at the Colonial 
Springs News-Leader. It seemed to him, 
all at once, that it had been an incredible 
time since he had seen Father. 

"Any ghosts come aroun' here," Teaberry 
said, suddenly, loudly, belligerently, "Ah'm 
goina bust 'em over the haid 'th thishere 
fryin' pan." 

"Who said anything about ghosts?" 
Who iiad said anything about ghosts? 

Who could say anything about ghosts? Who 
was qualified to determine the matter one 
way or another? It was not so much who 
had said anything about them—who had 
first voiced a thing better left unvoiced— 
but now the subject had quietly penetrated 
their individual minds. But if one did be
lieve in ghosts, this was the very time when 
they were beginning to stir, just getting up 
out of their graves and yawning and stretch
ing their arms and getting the cramps out 
of their muscles and looking around to see 
whom or what they could ha'nt. 

Tucker stood up and threw two limbs and 
some twigs on the fire. A pleasant shower 
of sparks flew up, outlining the branches of 
the poplai tree. On the delicate question of 
ghosts he found himself vacillating. In the 
daytime he certainly did not believe in 
them. But at night, well, somehow his feel
ings took a different tiun—left room for the 
possibiiitv that, perhaps, just once in a 
while, one might see or hear something that 
was not fully explainable according to day
time standards. He sat back down rather 
close to the fire. 

WhippiiorwiUs were now singing away 
at a dozen points around them in the fields 
and up on Broomsage Hill. Frogs were 
croaking over along the river. The whole 
army sat very silent for quite a while. 

'^Are there any ghosts around here?" 
Colonel Harvey asked finally. 

It was a full minute before anyone an
swered. 

"Plenty of 'em," Teaberry said then. 
"Ghosts cverywhurs you goes." 

At least three minutes passed. 
"Aw, who's scared of ghosts?" Captain 

Hoy asked. He got up. He spat into the 
fire. He bravely walked over and yanked up 
his fishing pole. He examined the hook and 
set the pole again. He strode back and spat 
into the fire once more. 

For a long time this seemed to be a satis
factory expression of the group attitude, but 
at length Colonel Harvey had to admit 
flatly: "I don't like strange ghosts." 

"Ah doan like no kinda ghosts," Tea
berry said. 

"Hook up your High Tension and sizzle 
'em," Captain Hoy said to Colonel Harvey. 

"Any ghosts come aroun' here whur 
Ah'm at—" Teaberry began. 

"Hush!" Tucker said. "I hear somethin'." 

HE WAS listening intently. Beyond ques
tion he was hearing something, but at 

first he had no idea what it was. He did 
hear, again, that faint and mysterious clop-
ping of hoofs on the sand of the road, ap
proaching slowly from the direction of the 
upper valley. But now he felt almost confi
dent that he was hearing, or almost hearing, 
something else, something coming from a 
remote place and to be heard only by the 
most earnest listening. 

"What you hearin'?" 
"1 don't know, but I think I'm beginnin' 

to get some orders." 
"I'd like to see them," Captain Hoy said 

dubiously. "Where they from?" 
"I don't know." Tucker said honestly. 

"It's like it's in invisible ink." 
"I don't even see any papers," Captain 

Hoy protested. 
"Invisible papers too," 
"Who they comin' from?" Colonel Har

vey asked. 
"I think they're from General Lee. They 

sound like General Lee's orders." 
"Ahhh," Captain Hoy scoffed. "You 

ain't gettin' any orders. You ain't got any 
way of gettin' any orders." 

"I swear I am!" Tucker said earnestly. 
"I keep hearin' them." 

"All right then," said Captain Hoy, 
"how're you hearin' 'em?" 

"I think I'm hearin' them," Tucker said 
with conviction, "over that High Tension 
Set." 

And it was true, almost absolutely true. 
He put his ear close to the tangle of bat
teries and wires. High Tension was bring
ing a message. And if the message did not 
take the precise form of a voice emerging 
from the set and entering his hearing, but 
chose to transplant itself inside of him first 
—within the heart—and emerge from there, 
he could not help it. 

r" 

"Oh, nothing at all, Agnes. Just sitting 
C O L L I E R S around with old Tough-day-at-the-office" HANK KETCHAM 
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"Lemme listen," Colonel Harvey saitl. 
He knelt over High Tension. In a moment 
he looked up and said with quiet reverenee. 
"I hear somethin' too." 

"Aw, bull!" said Captain Hoy. 
"It's not bull either," Tucker said. "It's 

orders." 
"There's somethin' comin' in on it all 

right," said Colonel Harvey. "1 can hear it." 
"Lemme listen," Teaberry breathed, and 

she crawled around the fire toward the set. 
She halted about a foot from it, poised on 
all fours, ear cocked. "All Ah kin hear is 
that ol' ghost ridin' along the road. Soun' 
like he comin" right down the lane too!" 

"Just somebody ridin' by," Captain Hoy 
snorted. 

"Keep quiet," Tucker said. "1 think 
some more orders are comin' in." 

"What does them orders say?" Teaberry 
asked in a very subdued tone. 

"Advance!" Tucker said with sudden em
phasis. "Advance through fire and water!" 

"What do that mean?" 
"It don't mean anything," Captain Hoy 

said, "because he ain't hearin' anything. 
Just somethin' more he's thinkin' up." 

"Means just what it says," Tucker said, 
ignoring Captain Hoy. 

"You think you're goina get me to climb 
up on that mountain to them old breast
works you got another think comin'," Cap
tain Hoy said. 

"Me too!" Teaberry whispered. 
And then, as each of them must have 

realized at the same instant, the phantom 
rider was there, in the lane, just beyond the 
farthest glow of the fire, possibly human or 
pos.sibly an apparition: a grizzled old Figure 
wearing the battered wide-brimmed slouch 
hat of a Confederate cavalryman and a 
shabby gray battle jacket with brass buttons 
glinting feebly. The figure was astride an 
old bony sorrel, halter reins in one hand 
and in the other an object dim and jug-
shaped: sitting there stark, memorable, in
credible—vivid in its very dimness. 

And then an ancient, cracked voice 
bleated, "Whar's Imboden?" 

Already Tucker was at respectful atten
tion. "He's not here, sir! This is McCant-
land's encampment!" 

The grizzled face lifted for an instant, 
harsh in shadow, and the ancient noble 
voice said, "Old fire-eatin' McCantland! 
God bless 'em! Stood like iron afore Phil 
Sheridan's hellions. Left sixty thousand of 
'em in one pile. I wanta shake his hand." 

The head, with its sweep of hat and the 
lean old face with its grizzled whiskers, low
ered, as if in terrible weariness. And then 
the figure stiffened and the face again lifted 
in defiance and indestructibility and once 
more came the quavering bleat: "Tell 'em 
I rid by! Tell 'em I'm like iron! Tell 'em 
ever' one of us is tired but we'll stand like 
iron ontell Judgment Day!" 

Now the dim, jug-shaped object came up 
and for a long moment obscured the face 
that might have been an apparition. Then 
it was lowered and the bony sorrel, itself al
most a skeleton, was wheeled and then held 
frozen a moment longer while once more 
the voice spoke: 

"Don't fergit tuh tell McCantland we'll 
stand like iron!" 

"Yes, sir," Tucker said reverently. "I'll 
tell him." 

Then hoofs were heard in a soft jog up 
the lane and into the road and down it. 

EVEN after the possibly phantom pit-pat 
of the possibly phantom hoofs had van

ished into the night. Tucker stood at rigid 
attention, holding a sharp salute, his throat 
strangely dry, an unaccountable moisture 
in his eyes, an unaccountable warmth swell
ing his heart. 

"That a ghost," Teaberry said as neither 
question nor exclamation, She had risen 
too, ready for that astounding locomotion 
which was not mere nmning but rather a 
phenomenon, like ghosthood, involving 
neither space nor lapse of time. 

"Aw, that wasn't any ghost!" Captain 
Hoy said. "Just—" 

"It was a spirit," Tucker said, not know
ing precisely what he meant. He was now 
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in the near-hypnotic mood that possessed 
him when he sat in the parlor hearing 
Grandmother recounting the deeds of all 
the old valiants. And he could almost see 
a silent parade down the dark road—not 
only Soldier, but alongside him the erect 
figures of Lee, Jackson, Grandfather Mc
Cantland and all those others who would 
have no surrender in their hearts in what
ever di.stant regions they might be now. 

"They're marchin' down the road," he 
said. "They're after Grant," 

"Whur he haided?" 
"Toward the house. We got to cut him 

ofl̂ !" He flashed the saber and ordered the 
blankets rolled. 

"Bull!" Captain Hoy snorted. "Let 'im 
go!" 

"Can't!" Tucker said earnestly. "Sheri
dan's with him. They'll burn the house and 
murder everybody down there!" 

Teaberry's lower lip dropped and began 
quivering. Her face screwed up and a faint 
blubbering broke from her. 

"Aw!" said Captain Hoy. "He's just 
puttin' all this on." 

"Break camp!" said Tucker, "Fall in to 
march!" 

"I expect maybe we better," Colonel 
Harvey agreed uneasily. "You reckon they 
left any of that ham from supper?" 

Realizing he was outvoted. Captain Hoy 
went over to get his pole. "Some flshin' 
trip!" he announced disgustedly, spitting 
into the darkness. 

"Stop cryin'," Tucker told Teaberry. 
"We'll save your mother." 

"Ah ain't thinkin' about that so much," 
she said, trying to straighten out her fea
tures and control the quivering lip. "Efn 
they does somethin' bad down there Ah 
might ntver see niah pinny a day agin." 

IT MIGHT have been that Father heard 
them when they trooped across the side 

porch as quietly as they could. Or he might 
have heard them tiptoeing up the stairs. 
More likely he heard Tucker open the oven 
door to get the ham. It was some time be
fore Father came up the stairs with the 
lamp in his hand. 

They were already settled then. A platter 
with the spent remains of the ham lay on 
top of High Tension beside the bed. The 
General and his two senior ofiicers lay side 
by side under the covers with the sheathed 
saber across their chests, and Teaberry, 
already comfortable imder the light blan
ket, lay crosswise on top of the bed at their 
feet. 

When Father opened the door and stood 
with the lamp in his hand and a look of 
perplexity on his face, he said, "What in 
thunderation?" And then the expression on 
his face changed. "I thought this army was 
out on a big expedition that would keep it 
away all night." 

"Yes, sir," Tucker said, "but we changed 
our minds." 

"You didn't by any chance get scared, did 
you?" Father asked in his jocular tone. 

"Not very much, sir," Tucker said. 
"Teaberry," Father said with mock stern

ness, "why didn't you make them hold onto 
their nen'e? What do you think I'm payin' 
you that big salary for?" 

Teaberry rolled her eyes up at Father. 
"Yawl still owes me fer last week," she 
said meekly. 

Father's shoulders were shaking and he 
was jiggling the lamp a little 

"What is it, Father?" Tucker asked. 
"Oh nothin'." Father said. "Just some

thin' Sherman said about war," 
Tucker could not recall at the moment 

what it was that Sherman had said but he 
presumed it to be very funny from the way 
Father was laughing as he went down the 
stairs. He lay thinking for a moment about 
ghosts and spirits. Comfortable in bed and 
near sleep, he was almost confident now he 
had never believed in ghosts. But still there 
was something in this coimtry in which he 
had been born and in which he lived that 
was not to be cleaii.. seen or ever fully ex
plained—something that knew no suilen
der and woidd go on and on always as a 
part of the valleys and (he hills. THE KNO 
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"I think it's 

perfectly wonderful about 

the Sylvania Service man. 

I mean, it's wonderful how 

he keeps my radio and tele

vision sets in such perfectly 

wonderful condition." 

Miss Wilson is star of CBS's "My Friend Irma." 

You'll be enthusiastic, too, when you call 
on the man who displays this Sylvania 
sign of dependable service. He'll banish 
radio squeaks and television streaks, 
and replace weak tubes with famous, 
long-life Sylvania quality tubes. 

RADIO AND 
TELEVISION PICTURE TUBES 

Sylvania tUdric Prodvcts Inc. alto manutatturmt Tmlavltion and Radio Sots; Phatalampti light Bulbt; 
(foctronfc Prodwcfs; Electronic Tost Cquipmonf; Fluoroscont Tubes, f ixtures. Sign Tubing, Wiring Devices 
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KENTUCKY 
CIUB 

Tfe Itierougkbred a^ 

TRY KEISITUCKY CIUB 
^OR A WEEK 

S w i t c h to K e n t u c k y Club to 
day . Try it for a w e e k — a n d 
not i ce h o w m u c h bet ter y o u r 
p ipe tastes-r-how much fresh
er your motuth fee l s . Choice 
w h i t e B m ' l c y »s t h e s e c r e t . 
That ' s why i K e n t u c k y Club i s 

; s o s m o o t h land mi ld . That ' s 
w h y it's th^ t h o r o u g h b r e d of 
p ipe t o b a c c o s . N o , y o u don't 
h a v e t o pay fancy pr ices for 
K e n t u c k y Club. Get a t in n o w . 

Produced by the Makers 
of Famous 

MAIL POUCH TOBACCO 
Wheeling, West Virginia 

F O R P I P E L O V E R S 

FINE PIPES AT BIG SAVINGS 

Kentucky Club Dividend Coupons (in every 
tin and canister) offer you a rare opportunity 
to obtain choice pipes at worth-while savings. 
Details on each Dividend Coupon. Or send 
for free catalog. Mail Pouch Tobacco Co.. 
Wheeling, W. Va.. Dept. 28. 

Lions 'ft' Tigers 'w' Clyde Beatty 

one man to vifhom almost everything has 
happened. On several occasions the lights 
have gone out during evening performances, 
and somehow, in the dark, surrounded by 
wild animals, he has managed to feel his 
way along the bars to the safety cage, a 
small cage through which he enters the main 
arena. 

He has been caught in the middle of ani
mal gang fights and has emerged dripping 
blood. An elephant named Jojo once 
knociced him flat with a sweep of its trunk 
and then tried to impale him with its tusks 
because Beatty smelled of lions and tigers. 
Fortunately, each tusk went into the mud 
on either side of Beatty's body, and he 
somehow got his arms around Jojo's tusks 
and held on amid violent contortions until 
his keeper could drive Jojo oil. 

W a r n e d by Boy ' s L o o k of F e a r 

On another occasion, having driven his 
cats to the top of their pedestals, Beatty 
was taking a bow when he saw a look of 
horror on a boy's face in the front row. 
Instinctively, he dropped to the floor of the 
cage while Empress 11, a sneaky tigress, 
went sailing over his head. 

In Chicago, a cage boy forgot to tie the 
safety cage door to keep it from swinging 
open too far, and after a sudden dash to the 
small cage, he was astonished to find that 
he couldn't get the door closed in time to 
keep Pearl, a roaring 500-pound lioness, 
from coming in after him and sharing the 
four-foot enclosure. While the crowd 
screamed in terror, the diminutive Beatty 
desperately delivered a mighty kick to 
Pearl's chin as she towered over him, saliva 
dripping from her teeth, and miraculously 
enough the lioness toppled back into the 
arena. 

As close a call as that was, an even worse 
experience befell Beatty in Peru, Indiana, 
on January 13, 1932, while the Hagenbeck-
Wallace Circus, one of his numerous alma 
maters, was in winter quarters. The inci
dent still ranks as the most harrowing mo
ment of his life. 

With a handful of spectators looking on, 
Beatty was working several lions and tigers 
when Nero, a lion, started over a hurdle. 
Instead of going straight, however, he 
swerved suddenly, catching Beatty off 
guard. Whip, chair and gun went flying, 
and Beatty was knocked to the ground with 
Nero standing directly over him. Fran
tically, he put his hand against the lion's 
upper lip and pushed. Nero snapped his 
head back to relieve the pressure, then 
brought it down again, and Beatty's hand 
slipped into his mouth. For some reason, 
Nero failed to bite it off. All Beatty remem
bers is that he scraped most of the skin 
from his hand on Nero's sharp teeth and 
tongue when he yanked it free. 

Eyes gleaming, Nero lowered his head 
again. "This time he sank his teeth into 
Beatty's upper right leg and closed his 
jaws. With Beatty unconscious on the 
floor of the cage, Nero began dragging him 
through the sawdust. Then suddenly, as 
quickly as it had begun, it was over. Nero 
inexplicably let go of Beatty's leg and 
started for a nearby lioness in whom he 
had some special interest. Carried from 
the cage and rushed to a hospital, Beatty 
vi'as more dead than alive for several weeks, 
and the incident nearly cost him his leg, to 
say nothing of his life. As it turned out, he 
escaped with nothing more serious than a 
deep scar and a mysterious lion-bite fever 
which has since disappeared but which at 
the time rendered him unconscious every 
night for 12 consecutive nights. 

Beatty has also had his share of trouble 
with escaped animals, both his own and 
other people's. Last year he was in Mexico 
City when a leopard allegedly escaped from 
the Oklahoma City zoo by leaping out of a 
so-called "open" cage. The incident threw 
the surrounding countryside into a furor, 
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and authorities in Oklahoma called Beatty 
repeatedly for advice. Each time he told 
them he thought the leopard was probably 
still in its cage. "If it isn't," he said, "I 
don't know where to look." As a precau
tion, however, he told them how to build a 
simple trap device, but so far as he knows 
this suggestion went unheeded. 

Instead, a portion of meat loaded with 
sleeping powders was thrown into the cage, 
and the leopard was found shortly there
after, dead from the lethal overdose. Beatty 
still feels he was right all along, that the 
leopard never left the cage but instead was 
lying in a recess of some kind or was other
wise hidden from view. 

"1 know as well as I'm sitting here," he 
told a friend not long ago, "that that leopard 
was right where I said he was all the time. 
Why would he make a terrific leap to get 
out of the cage and then turn around and 
jump back into it? If he had wanted meat, 
he could have killed an animal on the 
outside. It just doesn't make sense, and I 
personally think the leopard was killed 
needlessly." 

It may be that Beatty is right. In any 
event, his own numerous brushes with es
caped animals qualified him long ago as an 
expert, and of all the escapes with which 
he personally has had to contend, none was 
more spectacular than one which occurred 
in Detroit in 1929 when he was preparing to 
give a private show for a convention of au
tomobile salesmen. 

Beatty had quartered his animals in the 
basement of the Shrine Temple, and at ap
proximately three thirty in the morning, 
while more than 100 persons were sleeping 
upstairs, a watchman saw a striped head 
emerging through the bars of one of the 
cages. That was enough for him. Streaking 
up the stairs, he frantically sent word to 
Beatty, through the night clerk at Beatty's 
hotel, that a tiger was loose. 

Beatty rushed to the Temple and went 
immediately to the basement. Gracie, a 
400-pound tigress, was gone. Although 
Beatty was unarmed and without so much as 
a flaslilight, he grabbed the watchman's fold
ing chair and started up the stairs. At each 
landing he paused, peering through the dimly 
lighted corridors for a glimpse of Gracie, 
but there was no sight or sound of her. 

Finally, he reached the top floor—the 
fifth—where a swimming pool was under 
construction. Pu.shing the door open a 
criick, he looked in. A mass of timbers, 
mortar bags, scaffolding and other building 
material was dimly outlined in the feeble 
light. Almost positive that Gracie was 
somewhere in that room, Beatty blocked 
open the swinging door leading into it. 
Holding his chair out in front of him, he 
stepped cautiously into the room. It was 
dcathl; quiet. Then, from behind him, he 
heard a soft, rustling sound. Instinctively, he 
jumped to one side as the tigress hurtled 
past him. 

The: e then ensued a battle which lasted 
for approximately an hour. Slowly, taunt
ingly, Beatty worked the tigress down, a 
flight of stairs at a time, wielding the watch
man's chair and a two-by-four he had 
picked up by the side of the pool. Once 
Gracie bolted past him at a landing, raced 
down a corridor, and turned into a room. 
Fortunately, the room was unoccupied. 
Beatty went in after her. She charged him 
and smashed the watchman's chair. He 
snatched up another one by a dressing ta
ble and lesumed the game. Gracie smashed 
that chair and Beatty replaced it with a 
telephone table. 

Finally, he worked her out into the hall
way again. When she balked at the last 
landing, he smote her a savage, impatient 
blow over the head with the two-by-four. 
Gracie winced, then rose on her hind legs 
and lashed out furiously, sending both the 
table and the two-by-four clattering out of 
Beatty S hands. It was a heart-stopping mo
ment. Then, seemingly unaware that at 

last she had Beatty cornered and defense
less, Gracie whirled into the basement and 
dashed into her cage. The battle was over. 

After 30 years of this sort of thing, it is 
not surprising that Beatty has become a 
sort of human encyclopedia on the behavior 
of wild animals. Having lived, he learned. 
The surprising thing to the amateur psy
chologist is that Beatty, or any other ra
tional human being, would deliberately 
choose the profession of wild-animal train
ing as a way of earning a livelihood. 

Beatty himself is not quite sure how it 
happened. As a boy on an Ohio farm, he 
had the usual farm boy's love for dogs, rab
bits and guinea pigs, which he "trained" 
after a fashion, but there was no consuming 
fire burning inside him at that age to step 
into a cage with several dozen jungle killers. 

Even after he had gone with Howe's 
Great London Circus in search of excite
ment as a cage boy in winter quarters at 
Montgomery, Alabama, he was undecided 
as to his eventual niche under the big top, 
and he spent much of his time practicing to 
be an acrobat. He became more and more 
fascinated with his animal charges, how
ever, and when he injured an ankle in the 
course of an unsuccessful back flip, he de
cided to turn to training. Ultimately, he 
became so engrossed in it that he even 
taught his wife, Harriett, whom he met on 
the Hagenbeck-Wallace show in 1930, to 
train wild animals, and she achieved a con
siderable reputation in her own right be
fore her death last year. 

Over the years, Beatty has worked with 
a dozen circuses at widely varying salaries. 
In 1936, he was able to command $3,500 
a week on a vaudeville tour, but vaudeville, 
with its four or five shows a day, was too 
strenuous, and he was forced to abandon 
the tour after three engagements lest he 
suffer a nervous breakdown. His circus 
earnings, even when he was risking his hfe 
daily as the headliner with Ringling Broth
ers at Madison Square Garden, seldom ex
ceeded $250 a week, although he reached 
a point from 1935 to 1939 where he was 
earning $600 a week, plus a share of the 
profits, as a one-third owner of the Cole 
Brothers-Clyde Beatty Circus. 

In recent years, movies and novelties 
have brought him a comfortable income in 
addition to the profits he derives from the 
Clyde Beatty Circus, which he formed in 
1945. The first of this year he began a 
thrice-weekly half-hour adventure series 
over the Mutual network. 

A R e w a r d T h a t N o b o d y W a n t e d 

In the early thirties, Beatty worked 40 
lions and tigers at one time in one cage, 
probably as daring an act as has ever been 
performed by a wild-animal trainer. The 
circus announcer used to offer $50,000 to 
anyone who would go into the cage and 
equal Beatty's performance, $100,000 to 
anyone who could exceed it. Naturally, 
there were no takers. 

The act, however, was also foolhardy, 
and Beatty now doubts that he would ever 
risk it again, particularly since his legs have 
lost some of their spring and he is now re
quired to compensate more and more with 
nimble thinking. At the time, however, 
he felt he could handle almost any number 
of animals aitd he reduced the number to 
32 finally only when John Ringling, one of 
the famous circus brothers, pointed out to 
him that he was so little the spectators 
couldn't see him. "All they can see is 40 
lions and tigers," Ringling said. "You ought 
to cut the act down." 

Since wild animals frequently kill one an
other and are subject to other misfortunes, 
the number in his present act varies, but he 
carries around 30 lions and tigers on the cir
cus train and a good share of them are usu
ally in the ring with him. He would like to 
carry more but wild animals are not being 
imported in the usual quantities, and they 
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are becoming expensive. Where a good ti
ger used to cosl from $500 to $f>0(), most 
dealers are now asking from $2,501) to 
$3,500 for a good Bengal or Siberian. 
Lions are cheaper, running generally under 
$1,000. but the price of a small elephant 
has gone up to $4,000 and a baby gorilla 
costs around $5,000. 

Even the chairs which Beatty uses in his 
act are scarce. He prefers the old-fash
ioned round-backed chair, which is fairly 
easy to handle, but even though they are 
reinforced, his lions and tigers sma.sh them 
to the tune of 50 or 60 a year, and the sup
ply is getting short. The result is that he 
spends a good deal of time combing hotels, 
taverns and other public places for roimd-
back chairs which have been replaced and 
presumably are stored in some back room. 

Beatty also carries a whip, of 
course, which is used to cue the ani
mals and not, as some people have 
complained, to punish them. The gun 
on his hip is empty, since he was once 
painfully burned by the accidental 
discharge of a blank cartridge, but 
the revolver he carries in his hand 
contains the usual number of six 
blanks. He does not carry a gun 
loaded with live ammunition for ob
vious reasons: if he were forced to 
shoot at an animal, he might well hit 
a spectator, and if he did manage to 
hit the animal and then only wounded 
him, he would be in more danger 
than he was in in the first place. 

As it is, he does not assume he is 
frightening a lion or a tiger with his 
blank cartridges, but he does find that 
a sudden loud report will take an ani
mal's mind off whatever devilishness 
it is contemplating at the moment. 

Beatty has deliberately contrived a 
"fighting act" in contrast to the acts 
of most foreign trainers, who are gen
erally content to spend years in train
ing their animals to be fairly subdued 
while in the ring. The fact that he is 
thus particularly vulnerable to a sud
den leap or swipe of a paw precludes 
any clowning in the ring, and he was 
once provoked into deep thoughtful-
ness over the effectiveness of his act 
when a businessman in one of his 
ports of call suggested for an adver
tising scheme that he wear a sand
wich-board sign saying, "Be a Social 
Lion. Learn to Dance at . . ." 

Beatty is guided by certain telltale 
signs in the ring and he does not 
expose himself unnecessarily. He 
knows, for example, whether a tiger 
is right-pawed or left-pawed and 
therefore which way he can be ex
pected to charge. The swishing of a 
tail often indicates, though not al
ways, that a spring is coming, and 
most lions and tigers flatten their ears 
against their heads when they are en
tertaining evil ideas. Similarly, their eyes 
frequently light up in anticipation of some 
sudden move. 

Beatty does not resort to such foolish
ness as pretending to stick his head in a 
lion's mouth. There are two excellent rea
sons for this, one being that the lion is apt 
to bite it off and the other being that a lion's 
breath is positively overwhelming. He holds 
no brief, either, for trainers who pretend to 
stare an animal down or to hypnotize him. 
Looking a tiger straight in the eye gets one 
ab.solulely nowhere, but a trainer with a ri
val circus a few years ago claimed he could 
hypnotize wild animals. 

Beatty's circus promptly posted newspa
per ads offering him $50,000 if he would 
come over and hypnotize Beatty's lions 
and tigers. Not only would he come over, 
the rival trainer replied, but he would hyp
notize Beatty, too. He never showed up. 
What he had actually been doing was to 
place two men with iron rods, which had 
been used to beat his lions unmercifully, 
outside the cage. The lions, who had natu
rally learned to fear the rods, simply lay 
there, intently eying the instruments of 
torture while the trainer pretended to he 
hypnotizing them. 
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Certain animals, of course, have idiosyn
crasies which set them apart. One of Beat
ty's lions would eat nothing but hamburger, 
and another lion was afraid of Beatty only 
when he carried his whip in his left hand. 
If he carried it in his right hand, the lion 
would charge him. But which animal is the 
smartest or the most dangerous is a ques
tion which not even Beatty can answer with 
any certainty. He thinks, however, that the 
polar bear comes close to being the most 
dangerous because it bites in a series of 
savage crimches; and he thinks that perhaps 
the chimpanzee is the most intelligent ani
mal. 

Of the chimpanzees Beatty has known, 
Mickey was probably the smartest as well 
as one of the meanest. He had already ex
pressed his unpredictability by killing a 
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tiger cub and biting a child's finger off when, 
one day in Gary, Indiana, his keeper failed 
lo secure the padlock on his cage. Mickey, 
who had been waiting for just this sort of 
opporttuiily. unfastened the lock when the 
keeper left, stepped out of the cage, walked 
lo the main tent, and calmly shinnied up 
Ihe centei pole while a trapeze act was in 
progress. 

Frighlened almost out of their wits, the 
aerial artists literally froze in mid-air as 
Beatty and the keeper tried to coax Mickey 
down with bananas. Instead. Mickey 
worked his way across the rigging to the 
front door, dropped down, and scrambled 
out into the midway with Beatty and the 
keeper in frantic pursuit. 

.lust at the moment they were ready to 
seize him. Mickey shrewdly took the hand 
of a little girl who was promenading down 
the midway with her father. To the child's 
delight, the chimpanzee walked along with 
ihcm, casting an occasional glance over 
his shoulder at the nonplused Beatty and 
keeper, who had been forced to withdraw 
lest Mickey kill the child in a fit of pique. 
It was a harrowing few minutes, but eventu
ally Mickey got impatient with the game, 
made his break for freedom, and was cor

nered and captnred a few minutes later by 
a group of men who came at him from 
around the merry-go-round. 

Also, somewhere in this world today, if 
he is still alive, is a bewildered gentleman 
who was once strolling the banks of the 
Wabash River in Indiana when Beatty, a 
total stranger carrying a kitchen broom, ac
costed him and asked. "Have you seen any
thing of a polar bear?" The man was too 
astonished to answer, but a polar bear actu
ally had escaped from winter quarters and 
was -somewhere in the vicinity. Beatty 
found it an hour or so later and, by wav
ing the broom at it, drove it back to its 
cage. 

As for the circus itself, Beatty, like all 
circus people, is in love with it. But where 
once there were as many as 15 circuses 

plying the rails, there are now only 
two, the others being truck-and-
trailer shows, and the once thrilling 
circus parade is a thing of the past. 
Although it seems only yesterday that 
the elephants and the camels were 
marching triumphantly down the 
main street, there hasn't been a real 
circus parade since the mid-thirties, 
mostly becailse of modern traffic con
ditions and the fact that parades 
require a good deal of special equip
ment which is best left behind at win
ter quarters to make room for more 
importaitt props. 

As it is, the Clyde Beatty Circus, a 
$300,000 show, requires 15 railroad 
cars, most of them specially built 
double-length fiatcars, and carries 
from 450 to 500 people. Beatty him
self travels in a private car which is 
furnished with rattan furniture from 
Manila and would be entirely suitable 
as a rolling home for a jungle planter. 
There is a painting, over a desk, of a 
tiger defending her cub, a number of 
tropical plants and a miniature lion 
for a doorstop, to say nothing of two 
bedrooms, a galley and a real bathtub. 

The railroads charge different fees 
i for hauling his train, depending upon 
i the distances involved and the time 

spent on one line, but the average 
overnight move costs around $X00. 
Last year, for example, it cost Beatty 
$640.66 to move from Brigham, 
Utah, to Salt Lake City, a distance of 
only 60 miles. From Provo, Utah, to 
Pueblo, Colorado, a distance of 535 
miles with three intermediate stops, 

• the charges were $5,268.63. Haulage 
is therefore a substantial item, and it 
looms even larger when it is realized 
that the Beatty circus must take in 
$4,800 a day just to break even. 

With a circus, anything can hap
pen. In 1945, when the show was on 
trucks and in trailers, the ticket 
wagon was stolen in Alton, Illinois; 
there was a blowdown in Pennsyl

vania; and to top it off, the side show got 
lost for three days in Arkansas. In 1947, 
near Hubbard. Nebraska, the train was de
railed, one man was killed, half a dozen 
were injured, and equipment was strewn 
over half of Nebraska. 

The cause of the wreck was later attrib
uted to a broken rail, but the Chicago and 
Northwestern Railroad, which was hauling 
the train, claimed that Beatty's equipment 
was too heavy and sued for $10,000 dam
ages. The suit is still pending. 

Beatty at times is a good deal like the kids 
his circus hires in every town to help put 
up the big top. He likes what he is doing, 
even though it is hard work and is sotne-
times not as rewarding as he would like. 
The Clyde Beatty Circus never stops at a 
town hut what at least one mother, anxious 
for her boy, comes to the lot. Seeking out 
George Smith, the circus manager, she asks, 
"Is my boy here'.'" 

Smith, a big 200-pound Irishman (for
merly with Ringling) looks her straight in 
the eye. 

"He is indeed, madam," he says. "And 
leave him alone. He's having the time of 
his life." 

So, it appears, is Clyde Beatty. THE END 
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all excellent fodder for Communist propa
gandists. 

Lately, the United States has offered the 
Philippines some fresh shots in the arm. 
Economic aid would total about $2.10,000,-
000. We have made a definite new pledge to 
defend the Islands from external aggression. 
JUSMAG—the Joint U.S. Military Advi
sory Group that's been helping reshape the 
Philippine Armed Forces—may send offi
cer-advisers into the field to help the 1,200-
man Philippine Battalion Combat Teams. 

Such a move undoubtedly would draw 
hypocritical screams from Moscow and 
Peking—hypocritical because almost from 
the start of their revolution, the Huks have 
been receiving political, financial and mili
tary aid both from Chinese Communists 
and from Chinese agents acting under di
rect Moscow orders. 

There are 1.35,000 legal Chinese residents 
in the Philippines. At lea.st another 100,000 
are in the Islands without permission after 
having entered as temporary visitors or hav
ing been smuggled in from Borneo. Some 
20,000 are regarded as pro-Communist, and 
one half of these belong to Communist 
tongs, or secret societies, chief of which are 
the Kong Fan. the Kong Ti and the Wa Chi. 
The last named is a military organ. 

Here in the Philippines, as elsewhere, 
there have been running tong wars between 
the pro-Kuomintang and the pro-Commu
nist Chinese; in the last year, especially, 
there have been murders, extortions and 
kidnapings. The less violent activities of 
the Communist tongs include infiltration of 
fraternal, labor, cultural and youth groups 
in Manila's teeming Chinatown and 
throughout the Island.s, as well as hoarding, 
smuggling and black-marketeering. 

As a matter of fact. Communist activity 
on the part of Chinese agents here predates 
the Huks, going all the way back to 1927. 
Early that year, one Yang Ching Tung came 
to Manila for a few weeks from Shanghai 
and then continued, circiiitously, to Mos
cow. For the next five years, he studied 
Communism there, with special attention 
to how it could be imported to the Orient. 
Then Yang returned to the Philippines. He 
has since spent much of his time shifting 
back and forth between the Islands and 
China. About 1940 he made another trip 
to Moscow, remaining six months. 

Yang, I have been told authoritatively, is 
a top Soviet, rather than Chinese Commu
nist, agent, although he is at prdsent an 
important official in Mao Tse-tung's Com
missariat for Overseas Chinese in Shanghai. 
He has worked closely in the Philippines 
with three other Chinese; Ong Kiet, Lee 
Ying-hao and Co Pak. 

Communist Leaders in Flight 

Ong Kiet is the military counterpart of 
Yang Ching Tung. He came to the Philip
pines in mid-1942, under specific orders 
to create disciplined Communist working 
cadres in the burgeoning Huk movement, 
then an anti-Japanese guerrilla force. Help
ing Ong was Lee Ying-hao. Sometime late 
in 1946 or early 1947, these two were 
among a dozen Chinese Communist leaders 
who fled the Philippines, driven out by fear 
of assassination at the hands of undercover 
Kuomintang agents. 

Ong Kiet has been reported back in the 
Islands or due back momentarily. Lee defi
nitely is said to be here now. 

The financial end of the revolution was, 
until recently, in the hands of Co Pak, the 
number four conspirator. Co, alias Felix 
de Rosario, had made himself a multimil
lionaire in a variety of ways, legitimate and 
illegitimate (among other things, he had 
operated in the black market and run 
houses of prostitution). 

On the direct order of President Elpidio 
Quirino, Co was deported to Formosa late 
last February to face almost certain execu-

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 1 2 

tion for aiding the Communists. But while 
he was in Manila, Co Pak promoted the 
"donation" of an estimated million pesos 
(the peso is worth 50 cents U.S., oflficially, 
but its black-market value is about 25 
cents) to the Huks; he also got them weap
ons. 

Practically all this money came from 
wealthy Chinese individuals here; at least 
150,001) pesos were given by Co Pak him
self. Co also is said to have financed surrep
titious trips to China for several hundred 
tong members between 1945 and 1947. 
An undisclosed number of these soldiers 
returned to the Philippines and are now 
fighting with the Huks. 

OfficKils say there is every reason to be
lieve that a large Chinese fifth column 
here is waiting to come out into the open at 
the proper time and that it may someday 
make an open bid to capture full control of 
the Filipino revolt. Meanwhile, the degree 
of guidance and aid the Huks are receiving 
from the local Chinese has increased since 
Mao's mainland victory. 

It's doubtful, however, that the Huks are 
receiving any material help from the Soviet 
Union directly, although there are constant 
reports that Russian submarines have 
landed men and equipment. The important 
thing t.) remember is that it could easily 
happen: during the war we used subma
rines ourselves to support friendly guer
rillas. 

Some aid for the insurgents has definitely 
come from AiTierica, mostly from groups 
with Communist leanings. Money, propa
ganda rtuiterial, and such valuable nonmili-
tary equipment as mimeograph machines 
and typewriters have been smuggled in. 

There are perhaps a dozen American ex-
GIs fighting with the Huks in the hills. 
Most of them are simply AWOL adven
turers, hut at least one of them is a lot 
more than that. He is William J. Pomeroy, 
of Rochester, New York. 

Pomeroy has been a full-fledged member 
of the American Communist Party since 
19.38. He landed in the Philippines with the 
Fifth Air Force in 1944 and in 1946 went 
back to ,'\merica, where he was discharged 
as a staff sergeant. He then returned here 
almost at once with the knowledge and ap

proval of the Party. He married a Filipino 
Communist at the University of the Philip
pines, where he studied under the GI Bill of 
Rights, and the two together took to the 
hills soon after their graduation. 

While maintaining his connections with 
American Communists, Pomeroy rates as a 
high Huk official who heads the move
ment's vital education program, edits a 
magazine and is a top-ranking political 
strategist. 

Apart from the growing and pernicious 
influence of foreign Communists here, 
Philippine Communism has had its own de
velopment. An Indonesian, the late Tan 
Malaka, sowed the seeds among a group of 
Philippine Socialist theorists, headed by 
Pedro Abad Santos, in 1925, two years be
fore Yang Ching Tung first showed up. 

Another Mission to Moscow 

By the time Yang appeared, the ground
work had been laid; he chaperoned four 
labor leaders to Moscow, and when they re
turned after two years they established the 
Partido Komunista sa PiUpinas, with Com
intern connections. 

Since then, three kinds of home-grown 
Communist leaders have developed in the 
Islands. 

The first has been an intellectual type, 
brilhant, idealistic and readily disillusioned 
by moderate reform. This group was and 
is headed by the Lava family: remember 
that name—Lava. 

Number two has been the typical Far 
Eastern "nationalist" Communist, who has 
found it increasingly impossible in the last 
few years even to pretend to be independ
ent of Moscow. Prime Philippine example 
is the man generally, hut falsely, repre
sented as the top Huk, Luis Taruc. Taruc, 
now thirty-seven, is a colorful and dynamic 
speaker who actually is only the chief day-
by-day military planner of the movement, 
a sort of over-all operations officer. 

In 1948, with six of his bodyguards, 
Taruc came out of the mountains to accept 
the amnesty offer of President Quirino and 
take his seat in the House of Representa
tives, which had been denied to him on 
grounds of terrorism during the 1946 elec-
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tions. The amnesty deal fell through after 
Taruc returned to the mountains, ostensibly 
to urge his comrades to resume normal life. 
The Huks charged the government with 
continued troop depredations, and the gov
ernment accused the Huks of failing to sur 
render their arms as promised. It's prohahle 
that Taruc was upbraided by his tougher 
Communist cohorts for having believed the 
government in the first place. At any rate, 
ever since then Taruc has been somewhat 
isolated in the Huk command. 

The third type of Communist leader 
comes from the ranks of labor, specifically 
from the Communist-led Congress of Labor 
Organizations, which belongs to the Com
munist-dominated World Federation of 
Trade Unions. These Reds are represented 
in the Huk command by at least three key 
men: Mariano P. Balgos, Guillermo Capa-
docia, and Alfredo B. Saulo. Both Balgos 
and Capadocia are strictly Moscow hatchet 
men who were ordered to the hills from 
their Manila labor posts last year—after 
the Peking WFTU meeting in November, 
1949. Saulo followed them. 

As Huks, Balgos and Capadocia have 
the longest records of Communist activity 
in the Philippines. They were among 14 
Communist leaders who were jailed in 19.32 
when the Filipino party went underground. 
The Party re-emerged after the late Presi
dent Quezon issued pardons; but when the 
Japanese invaded the Philippines, several 
Communist chiefs were put in Fort San
tiago, worst of the Jap prisons. 

However, others who escaped to the hills 
quickly saw the war as the great opportu
nity for the Communists to take over a 
popular front of resistance. 

O r g a n i z i n g Guerr i l l a F o r c e s 

The nucleus of the Huks was accordingly 
created at a secret countryside meeting of 
peasant youth, labor and civic groups in 
Nueva Ecija Province, Luzon, in February, 
1942. In those days, "Huk" was short for 
Hukbalahap, which stood for Uukho ng 
Bayan Laban sa Uapon or People's Anti-
Japanese Army. Luis Taruc was named 
commander-in-chief. 

From the outset, the Huks played a lone 
guerrilla game. Attempts to bring Ihem 
into the guerrilla organization secretly oper
ated from Australia under USAFFE 
(United States Armed Forces, Far East) re
sulted in the murder of USAFFE contact 
men. Several shot-down American fliers 
were beheved to have been executed by the 
Huks. 

As early as 1943, under the direction of 
the Chinese "field general" Ong Kiel, the 
Communists succeeded in establishing their 
complete domination of the Huks, who 
grew to a wartime strength of 20.000, in
cluding thousands of unwitting members 
who just wanted to fight Japs. By the end 
of 1943 an orgy of terrorism, kidnaping, 
ambuscade and murder began to be directed 
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against persons in central Lu
zon who were known anti-Com
munists. 

The top "native" leadership 
of the Philippine Communist 
Party, and of the Huks, was sup
plied by that fascinating brood, 
the Lavas. Although Jose Lava, 
until recently the Huks' political 
leader in the Islands, is now in 
prison on a charge of attempting 
to overthrow the government, a 
younger Lava, Jesus, has already 
taken over as the working Huk 
head, both politically and mili
tarily. 

The Lavas are ace scholar-
revolutionaries. There were 13 
in the family originally. Vicente, 
the oldest, was a trigger-minded, 
American-educated chemist who 
taught at the University of the 
Philippines until his death three 
and a half years ago. His widow, 
Ruth Propper Lava, an Ameri
can of Czech extraction, lives in 
Manila. She is a good friend of 
Taruc's. During the early part of 

the war, Vicente Lava was the political 
chieftain of the Huks in the mountains, and 
his wife for a time was with him. When 
Vicente died, his place was taken by his 
brother, Jose. 

Sometime within the last two years, the 
Huk command in the field realized that it 
had to have some central body, preferably 
in Manila, through which directives, money, 
and the like could be channeled. An elabo
rate network was established, and a "Polit
buro" of 10 men created, including various 
commanders in the field, among them 
Taruc, Balgos, Capadocia, and Jesus Lava. 

K e y M e n at W o r k in Mani la 

As the man in Manila, Jose Lava was the 
key. and around him a smaller group, called 
the "Secretariat," was set up. In addition 
to Lava, the top Huks in the Secretariat 
were Ferdinand Maclang. in charge of mili
tary affairs, and Angel Baking, propaganda 
research chief. The latter, until recently, 
was an official in the Philippine government 
Department of Foreign Affairs. 

The government's Military Intelligence 
Service guessed many months ago that the 
Huks had a nerve-center somewhere in Ma
nila, MIS agents followed all leads and 
finalh. on the night of June 23, 1950, they 
swept down on the sumptuous Mayflower 
apartments on Taft Avenue Extension. In 
a suite there, they made their first big haul 
of incriminating documents. The papers 
clearly showed the intent of the tight Com
munist command to overthrow the Philip
pine government by force using the Huk 
army as its means. 

But the MIS boys missed their human 
prey. Jose Lava; someone had warned him. 
So the MIS made no revelations and just 
kept on sleuthing. 

The next big break came in October, a 
month after Ramon Magsaysay, bustling 
congressman from Zambales Province, was 
named Secretary of Defense. Magsaysay's 
elevation marked a turning point in the 
government's campaign against the Huks. 
He is a big, warm, friendly fellow, forty-
three years old, who is both fearless and 
honest and has a fine sense of humor to 
match his iron will, A farmer, a lumber
jack, and former manager of the transporta-
ticin company, during the war Magsaysay 
headed 12,000 guerrillas in his native Zam
bales. He has that rare and necessary qual
ity of any top leader—the common touch. 
People turn to him because they believe 
in him. 

One who believed was a top Huk leader 
who. for security reasons, mu.st be nameless. 
He had become disillusioned with the Huks' 
program of violence and murder and sent 
word to Magsaysay that he wanted to talk. 
For several nights, the two held long dis
cussions, each time in a different isolated 
place. After about a week, Magsaysay had 
the missing links the MIS needed. 

Late in October, 22 houses were raided 
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in Manila. In all, 100 persons were ar
rested, but only 30 were held for prosecu
tion. Among them were Lava and other 
key men of the Secretariat—including Mac-
lang. Baking and those in charge of the 
vital courier and finance functions. 

Lava, after his arrest, made no bones 
about his Communist views, although he 
would not admit he was a Party member. 
He did say, "1 believe in Communism as 
the only final solution for the problems of 
the Filipino people." 

From all over town, piles of seized docu
ments were brought to MIS headquarters 
for analysis. These papers further revealed 
the Communists' intentions. Since then, 
additional important writings have been 
captured. 

It's worth looking at some of these Huk 
"state papers." A recent one, headed "The 
New Situation in the Cities and Towns," 
declared: 

"Like China, the development of our 
armed struggle for liberation will naturally 
start from mountain bases, from which it 
will expand its areas of influence and con
trol. . . . No overt military struggle, similar 
to that in barrios and fields, should take 
place until the armed revolutionary work
ers and other elements . . . begin to seize 
strategic indu.stries and plants, government 
and other public buildings, enemy garrisons 
and other enemy installations. . . ." 

As "a necessary first stage leading to the 
over-all seizure of power on a national 
scale," another document stresses the im
portance of creating "liberated areas" (as 
in China) in outlying areas of the archi
pelago, thereby forcing the government to 
disperse its troops. This is exactly what 
has happened in the last several months; as 
government pressure has increased in cen
tral Luzon, the Huks have concentrated on 
building up in north and south Luzon, in 
the Visayan island group and in Mindanao. 

A S c h e d u l e of E x p a n s i o n 

The ambitious Huk timetable to raise the 
movement's mass strength envisages a pro
gressive development whereby each Party 
member signs up a new Party member 
every three months. Another captured 
document reveals the exact schedule of ex
pansion. For the July-September quarter 
of 1950, it showed a strength of 3,600 
cadres containing 10,800 Huks, and backed 
by a "mass" of 30,000. Twice as many 
groups and members were anticipated by 
December of 19.50, with the size of the 
"mass" up to 90,000. This rate of growth 
was to continue until, by September, 1951, 
there were to be 56,000 cadres totaling 
172,000 men, and supported by 2,430,000 
sympathizers. 

The government's bold new military pro
gram to drive the Huks from their moun
tain lairs has already resulted in the 
burning of many of the dissidents' secret 
training areas, thus putting something of a 
crimp in the expansion program. But rank
ing Filipino intelligence officers still regard 
the potentialities of the Huks as extremely 
serious. Even if the guerrillas rally a fifth 
of the number they expect, the revolution 
will have reached really dangerous pro
portions. 

Observers agree that the Huks will con
tinue to get support from three sources: 
young boys who enjoy the roving life; fire
brand students who are disillusioned with 
the Quirino administration; and landless, 
poverty-stricken peasants. 

A farmer in Pampanga Province, whose 
tenants are often "visited" by the rebels, 
told me: "My farmers are miserable, of 
course, and 1 don't blame them for believ
ing the Huks. The government promises 
are old—those of the Huks are newer. I 
myself have to pay the Huks money when 
they come asking—otherwise I couldn't go 
on farming." 

The fact that the Quirino administration 
had done little or nothing to counteract 
Communist propaganda in the Islands 
hasn't helped matters. Privately, about a 
year ago, an Anti-Communist League of 
the Philippines was started by Frank 

Tenny, an American who formerly was an 
MP major in the Army here. Tenny has 
made some headway in stirring up a pro
gram of combating Communism at the 
barrio level. 

Separately, the Voice of America and 
the United States Information Service en
gage in various forms of propaganda to 
counteract Communist appeals. But there 
is nothing that compares as yet to the 
subtle manner in which the Huks operate. 

H u k Tact ics in T r o u b l e Z o n e s 

After spending a week in the field with 
Secretary Magsaysay, moving around by 
plane and car from one trouble zone to an
other, I got a clear picture of Huk methods 
and saw what a tantalizing game it is to 
track them down. 

They travel and attack mostly by night, 
in groups that range from 20 to 500 men. 
But they do their undercover preparatory 
work by day, as well as some of their best 

the people in the government today, but we 
will promise you a better way of life based 
on work and loyalty to your new state." 

When the Huks feel, however, that the 
town is unfriendly, they resort to violence. 
In such cases they descend from the hills 
at night in armed bands. Ambush patrols 
are placed on surrounding roads to cut off 
government troops. Telephone wires are 
cut. The main buildings of the town are 
sacked and burned. Black-hsted "collabo
rators" are murdered. The town safe may 
be cracked and additional funds obtained 
at the point of a gun. Selected young men 
often are kidnaped and taken to the hills 
for ind<Ktrination. Convicts in the jails 
are apt to be taken away for use as car
riers. The Huks usually hold the town un
til dawn, pillaging looting and terrorizing. 
Then thc\ melt off into the hills again. 

So long as government forces, in Secre
tary Magsaysay's words, "preferred to sit 
around in restaurants and night clubs and 
wait for the Huks to attack," the dissidents 

''I'll n e v e r fo rg e t the day I first m e t y o u r 
m o t h e r , a l t h o u g h H e a v e n k n o w s I've tried'' DICK CAVALLI 

ambushing. Their amazing knowledge of 
the mountain and swamp terrain enables 
them to inove swiftly, by day or night, 
from one range to another over old carabao 
trails. 

From their mountain lairs, a Huk squad
ron will swoop down on a town or barrio 
some time between dusk and midnight. 
The ground work has been laid in advance 
by having reconnoiter squads enter the ob
jective a few days before—usually no more 
than three or four men dressed in simple 
polo shirts and slacks. These men move 
around the town, talk to people, sound 
them out, and make an outright propa
ganda speech if they feel they can get away 
with it. Villagers who talk back are care
fully marked down for a subsequent liqui
dation. Known sympathizers are tipped off 
about what's to come. 

In many cases these include town oflS-
cials, even the mayor—and, until Secre
tary Magsaysay's cleanup campaign, local 
troops, who used to make themselves scarce 
when forewarned. 

If the Huks feel the town is essentially 
receptive, perhaps no more than 20 men 
will return a day or two later. The leader 
hands out literature and makes a formal 
speech in the native dialect. "You have 
been told that Communism is bad," he may 
say, "but we will prove it is the very best 
thing for you, under the present circum
stances. We do not promise you luxuries 
like the American imperiaUsts have given 

had free rein. To make it worse, troops 
maltreated civilians and even killed Huk 
"suspects" about whom false information 
had been purposely planted by the Huks 
themselves to cause dissension. 

Earl;, in 1950, the Philippine army was 
reorganized into the present combat teams, 
incorporating the constabulary and so-
called local "temporary police." 

A r m y D e a d w o o d C l e a n e d O u t 

When Defense Secretary Magsaysay took 
office last fall, he acted swiftly and with a 
free hand to get rid of deadwood. Wherever 
possible, he replaced older men with 
younger olficers willing to fight. Recently 
he paved the way for men from some of 
the best wartime guerrilla units, including 
his own, to join up. Officers found guilty of 
misconduct and depredations against civil
ians have been summarily removed. "1 
don't give a hang what they think of me," 
Magsaysay says. "I'll clean up the armed 
forces of crooks and misfits if it kills me." 

By iiisisiing that the combat teams con
stantly press the Huks farther into the 
jungle, Magsaysay hopes to starve the dissi
dents om and keep them from their sources 
of food and supply. 

The new secretary is indefatigable, sleep
ing an average of six hours a night. By 
swinging around from one zone of opera
tions to another, he keeps everybody on his 
toes, fi om colonels to buck privates. He is 

ruthless in punishing laxity. The slightest 
item catches his attention. 

One of his proudest accomplishments so 
far, and perhaps a chief cause for hope, has 
been his start in creating a "citizens army" 
of his ouin. He has managed to restore con
fidence in the government sufficiently so 
that he now receives six or seven letters a 
day from individuals willing to tip him off 
to where the Huks are hiding. He has also 
launched his pet project—the resettlement 
of surrendered and captured Huks and their 
families on 30 acres of land each in Minda
nao, after a period of "re-education." 

Notwithstanding these encouraging signs, 
Magsaysay's campaign is just beginning. 
Forced to move about in smaller groups, 
the dissidents are undoubtedly le.ss co-or
dinated than they were, at least for the 
moment. But their intelligence system still 
enables them to keep one jump ahead of the 
opposition, and their striking power is still 
potent—witness their continued ability to 
ambush and kill government men, even in 
armored convoy. On a trip I made with 
Magsaysay into the mountains, a plot was 
uncovered for us to be ambushed en route 
and for the secretary and his staff to be 
assassinated. It came close to working. 

S u s p i c i o u s of the Mil i tary 

There are still only a few areas where 
the barrio folk and the man over the plow 
have begun to smile at a soldier. The most 
improved area is in Bulacan Province, 
guarding the vital northern gateway to Ma
nila, where a crackajack Battalion Combat 
Team under thirty-three-year-old Lieuten
ant Colonel Napoleon Valeriano has really 
got the Huks dancing. 

I spent two days and two nights with 
Valeriano's men in the Sierra Madre range. 
I was probably the first American many of 
the people had seen since 1945; all along 
the way I kept hearing happy cries of 
"Hello. Joe!" 

Although Valeriano has only contempt 
for the Huks—"They don't stand up and 
fight unless they're cornered or unless they 
know they outnumber you"—the mission 
we were on attested to the guerrillas' elu-
siveness and to the soundness of their tac
tics. A few weeks before, Valeriano's men 
had burned out an important Huk settle
ment high in the mountains, believed to be 
the insurrectionists' Bulacan headquarters. 
Now we were after the same area. The 
Huks had moved back in. 

On that first occasion, Valeriano had at
tacked with 450 men, who had to hack 
their way through the jungle with machetes. 
Their specific objective was an area of sev
eral square miles, part of which had been 
cleared and cultivated. Here the Huks grew 
root crops and some rice; they even had an 
irrigation system, channeling water from a 
nearby mountain creek. 

After killing about 100 Huks in several 
fire-fights, it took Valeriano's men three 
days to burn up the entire area. Further 
north, where the Huks had been hiding out 
in a series of deep mountain caves, the 
colonel called on P-5]s with bombs and on 
artillery, lugged up the mountains by cara
bao, to help dynamiters on the ground blast 
shut the entrances and exits. 

Undoubtedly, the letting of blood on both 
sides won't solve the Huk problem. The im
portance of an over-all solution cannot be 
overestimated. "Give me a year, by golly, 
and we'll put them on the run," Magsaysay 
will declare, hopefully. But his chances de
pend as much on what happens down in 
Manila, in the president's palace, and in the 
procrastinating, bickering Philippine Con
gress, as on what takes place in the jungle. 

Magsaysay knows this. The Americans 
are aware of it too. Undoubtedly Stalin 
and Mao Tse-tung also know it. 

For despite the innate freedom-loving na
ture of the Filipinos, and the fact that their 
ardent Catholicism is a powerful antidote to 
Communism, it's been shown elsewhere that 
a hard core of Communist leadership, with 
just enough misinformed "popular" sup
port, can take over a country while the de
mocracies are caught looking. THE END 
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^'Flavor of Romanee and 
Spice of Danger^^ 

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 20 

Marib was the capital of Saba, or Sheba 
as the Bible calls it. Saba was one of the 
four spice kingdoms. The others were 
Ma'in, Hadhramaiit and Qataban. The ob
jective of our e.xpedition, geographically, 
was the Beihan Valley, which had been the 
center of Qataban, and the ruins of its 
capital, Timna. 

Sheba and Ma'in occupied land which is 
now Yemen, part of Saudi Arabia and the 
western division of the Aden Protectorate. 
The Kingdom of Hadhramaut extended 
through what is now the eastern part of the 
Protectorate of Aden—roughly, the huge 
wadi of the Hadhramaut. To reach Beihan. 
which lies behind the almost impenetrable 
mountains at Arabia's southwe.stern corner, 
we had to traverse part of the east-west 
Wadi Hadhramaut, and we soon learned 
why the Book of Genesis refers to it as 
Hazarmaveth—the "enclosure of death." 

T a l e s of A r a b K i l l i n g s 

Sometimes, as our trucks rattled over 
the so-called road through the steaming 
heat and we listened, here and there, to 
tales of Arab killings, I wondered why I'd 
ever left the sidewalks of New York. It 
was in New York, before the shining desks 
of businessmen, and moneyed audiences, 
that I'd raised most of the cash for the ex
pedition. 

By telephone and letter I gathered my 
personnel and stuffed the members aboard 
ship and plane. The group consisted of 
American and European scientists, and a 
few students, all of whom would work in 
the field for little or nothing. 

There was Professor Albright, chairman 
of the Oriental Seminary at The Johns Hop
kins University. He is sixty and fearless to 
the point of carelessness. His reputation 
among the Bedu is impressive enough to 
bring them riding in for miles each day to 
watch his performance. This includes, be
sides tireless work, teetering on tops of 
shaky walls and ignoring the most vicious 
of snakes and spiders. 

There was William Terry, noted World 
War II photographer and our field director; 
for the early part of the field work Charles 
Inge, Aden's Director of Antiquities, who 
chiefly influenced Professor Albright and 
me to begin digging at Timna instead of the 
many other possible sites in south Arabia; 
Dr. Alexander Honeyman, professor of 

G4KAGE 

'It'll r u n ya a r o u n d $ 9 0 . 0 0 , 
but of c o u r s e , that don ' t in
c l u d e the labor a n d parts 

GEORGE CRENSHAW 

Oriental studies at .Scotland's University 
of .St. Andrews; Dr. Albert Jamme, profes
sor of Oriental studies at Tunis University; 
Dr. Friso Heybroek, geologist from The 
Hague; Dr. Richard Le Baron Bowen, engi
neer-archaeologist from Providence, Rhode 
Island; Kenneth Brown, University of Cali
fornia student; Mrs. William Terry, one of 
the world's foremost women explorers; Dr. 
Louis Krause and Dr. James McNinch. 
both from the University of Maryland and 
both of whom ran our friend-making dis
pensary in the Beihan; Charles McCollum, 
of Concord, California, our chief of motor 
transport; George Farrier, of Glendale, 
California, my assistant, and Octave (Ocky) 
Romaine, of New York, our photographer. 

The expedition to Beihan last spring and 
another following it this year are the 
achievements of a new organization. The 
American Foundation for the Study of 
Man. It was created last year after long 
and careful planning. I head it as president 
and Professor Albright is first vice-presi
dent. Fleet Admiral Chester W. Nimitz, 
Samuel F. Pryor, Jr., Lowell Thomas. Brig
adier General T. A. Mclnery, S. Bayard 
Colgate, Charles Nager, of New York, and 
James K. Moffitt, of San Francisco, are its 
directors. 

We were without question the world's 
best-equipped expedition. We were push-
buttoned, refrigerated, motorized and armed 
like Marines. We traveled half around the 
world, set up camp in Beihan and hired 200 
Arabs to dig and haul sand. Then, while 
Qataban waited for its unveiling, Charles 
McCollum, chief of motor transport, ran 
up to me with the awful truth. 

"Wendell. I've looked everywhere and 
there ain't any." 

"Ain't any what?" I roared, my blood 
beginning to run cold. 

"There ain't any shovels. There ain't any 
hoes. There ain't any baskets." 

We finally got what we needed by 
scrounging through the city of Aden and 
assorted Arab villages. The baskets, which 
were used to carry sand, were the toughest 
problem. They had to be made. 

Raising the rest of the money we needed 
was rougher than getting the equipment. 
The ship carrying our party was on the high 
seas with everyone else aboard before 
Wallace Richards, director of the Carnegie 
Museum in Pittsburgh, came to my aid. 
Through his oflBces the museum agreed to 

establish a grant-in-aid and 
arranged to exhibit our south 
Arabian finds. E. Roland 
Harriman. Alan and Sarah 
Scaife, H. J. Heinz 11, the 
A. W. Mellon Charitable and 
Educational Trust and many 
others gave us major finan
cial aid. too. 

Finally solvent, Gladys 
Terry, our business manager, 
and I were able to take a 
plane for Aden. In London, 
en route, we were inter
viewed by the press. Here, 
beautiful, blond Gladys stole 
the show. 

The Daily Mail carried an 
eight-inch picture of her with 
this caption: Fourteen Men 
and Girl Hunt Queen of 
Sheba. 

"An American girl with 
the figure of a mannequin 
and the determination of a 
prize fighter will fly to the 
lost world of Sheba," said the 
Mail. Then, quoting me, it 
continued: "Nobody knows 
what we may find. We do 
not expect to discover the 
remains of the Queen of 
Sheba sitting in her bath 
holding hands with King Sol-
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omon. But we hope to find her remains." 
There is no reason to doubt, as many do, 

that she actually existed. It should be con
firmed by archaeology soon and we hope to 
be the first. Archaeology has already estab
lished Kuig Solomon as a real person who 
reigned from 961 to 922 B.C. 

Much tradition and fantasy has been 
woven around this queen, who appears in 
First Kings and Chronicles. She came to 
Solomon, the Bible says, and "gave the King 
a hundred and twenty talents of gold, and 
of spices a very great store, and precious 
stones: there came no more such abundance 
of spices as these which the Queen of Sheba 
gave to King Solomon." 

The Queen of Sheba's trip to Jerusalem, 
around 950 B.C., coincided with the greatest 
expansion of camel caravan trade in ancient 
history, and it's more than likely that she, 
as head of south Arabia's wealthiest and 
most powerful state, made the trip to help 
establish the spice route as well as to see 
Solomon. 

Most of the incense trees grew in south
ern and eastern Hadhramaut. Teardrops of 
hardening sap were peeled from trimks of 
myrrh and frankincense trees, loaded on 
camels and carried nearly 2,000 miles to the 
Mediterranean. The route generally took 
them west through the Hadhramaut, then 
north adjacent to the eastern shore of the 
Red Sea. We would try to follow part of it 
on our way to the Beihan Valley. 

After London, Gladys and I flew to the 
city of Aden, which is the Protectorate's 
capital, and there I had a difficult audience 
with the governor. Sir Reginald Champion. 
I had made a preliminary visit to Aden some 
months before while looking for an archae
ological site and had at that time got per
mission to go into the Beihan Valley from 
the acting governor, since Sir Reginald was 
in England. Sir Reginald's first words when 
he saw me were: 

"Young man, if I had been in Aden when 
you were here last, the expedition would 
never have been allowed to enter. There 
are just too many political and security 
problems involved in the areas you wish 
to explore." 

He paused and I cleared my throat for 
action. 

"However," the governor continued, smil
ing now, "so long as you and your party 
have arrived, I wish you welcome." 

Sir Reginald was not being difficult. The 
British co-operated in every way they could. 
They gave us a guard of 15 government 
Arab soldiers, commanded by one of the 
toughest iTien in Aden, and a letter to show 
all interior Arab officials that our mission 
was neither military nor commercial, but 
purely scientific. 

W a r n e d Aga ins t A m b u s h e r s 

This was important. The south Arabian 
will kill a man driving a truck if he thinks 
the truck is taking "trucking" business away 
from him and his camel. We were warned 
before we started to keep our eyes peeled 
for riflemen who might be waiting for us 
behind rocks. 

The discovery of oil in northern Arabia 
has all but put the camel out of the trans
portation business, an economic disaster of 
the first water. Most Arabs in south Ara
bia can't afford the initial cost of a truck, 
let alone its upkeep. Trucks can't live on 
twigs and thorns, go for days without water, 
and provide food and hair for weaving 
when they are through as beasts of burden. 
Only the well-heeled are beneficiaries of the 
new deal, and the camel owner in Aden, still 
pretty much undamaged by the competition 
of the truck, is ready to fight. 

But the chief danger along our inland 
course lay in the dispute over territories 
between the Yemen and the British. I had 
already received a letter from official Ye
meni sources. 

"It is to be noted," said this letter, "that 
incidents (of violence) taking place in areas 
of the southern regions of Yemen have so 
disturbed the people of that area that travel 
might prove hazardous in some of the re
mote parts." 

From Aden, where I'd flown from Lon
don to catch up with our ship, we plied east 
by sea along the brown coast of Mukalla, a 
very old seaport that, like the gypsy girls, 
looks beautiful only from a distance. Close 
in, the buiklings wnlch had seemed to gleam 
whitely on the edge of the blue water now 
only glared grayly, and the odors of dry
ing fish and an extremely unsanitary city 
crowded out the smell of clean salt air. 

Low wooden dhows snaked out toward 
us. lazily propelled by long Arab oars, and 
we began the ticklish job of balancing our 
trucks to shore on them. Dhows have all 
the stability of a birchbark canoe and we 
nearly lost a power wagon when one shifted 
suddenly at dockside, parted its moorings 
and began to tip. The truck was going 
down stern first when someone got a rope 
around its bumper and winched it out of 
the wet. 

Much more serious was the customs hur
dle I had to clear that morning. A road-
building program was on Aden's planning 
boards and we were asked to contribute to 
it as the price of our entry. 

"Okay," 1 said to Jehan Khan, Indian-
born finance secretary to the Mukalla gov
ernment. "How much?" 

"I suggest that £. 16,200 would do," Khan 
said in his excellent English. 

I looked at Charles Inge, who'd accom
panied me to Khan's office. "That's 50,000 
American." I said. "We haven't got it. 
Whafs he want to do, start an expedition 
of his own with all that dough?" 

Inge laughed, and in a matter of hours 
we'd worked out something. The Mukalla 
government would be satisfied if we gave 
it a steam roller or a road grader, and 
when it developed I had neither on me at 
the moment. Khan agreed to accept my 
lOU. I'm happy to say that this season 
I've been able to make good. 

Thai Sunday afternoon we had an audi
ence with his highness. Sir Salih bin Ghalib 
al Qu'aiti, Sultan of Shihr and Mukalla and 
the highest chieftain in the eastern half of 
the Protectorate. He summoned us to din
ner that evening. 

As long as I live, I'll never forget stand
ing to the left of His Highness, introducing 
members of the expedition. 

The sultan was a man of wide interests 
who spoke fair English and wrote books on 
philosophy, science and religion. He liked 
modern equipment, and had equipped his 
palace with fluorescent lights and a wire 

recorder. As I was seated beside him at 
dinner, the first question His Highness asked 
was directed to me. It was completely over 
my head. He wanted to know—of all things 
—the specific gravity of the newest metals 
for jet planes. I referred the matter to 
Terry. 

"Hey, Bill," I called across the wide din
ner table, and he came over. Terry knows 
about things like that. 

We got started the next morning, Mon
day, February 20th. Our caravan roared 
out through the city's gate about noon and, 
moving in column, began the first steep 
climb inland. 

Our course would take us north, over a 
series of high plateaus collectively called 
the Jol, to the Wadi Hadhramaut. We 
would turn then and, skirting the southern 
edge of the desert, Ramlat Sabatain, go 
west until we reached the southern end of 
the Wadi Beihan. 

Cities u n d e r D e s e r t S a n d s 

The Ramlat Sabatain is a vast unbroken 
triangular sea of sand on whose rocky 
shores three of the four ancient kingdoms 
of south Arabia once thrived—Ma'in on 
the north, Hadhramaut on the east, Sheba 
and Qataban on the south. Marib, Sheba's 
capital, sat on the northwest corner of this 
no man's land, and Timna on the southwest 
corner. Both cities are now under sand 
that blows everywhere in modern, poorly 
irrigated south Arabia. 

From the end of Roman times, around 
500 A.D., when Christian Abyssinia, fol
lowed by jealous Islam, entered south 
Arabia to end paganism there, until the 
1920s, no more than half a dozen Euro
peans visited the Hadhramaut. N o organ
ized expedition of Americans had ever seen 
this or the remote Wadi Beihan until we 
came along. 

The Hadhramaut is nearly 400 miles long, 
bordered by limestone plateaus reaching 
thousands of feet into the white, hot sky. 
There is httle rain, and when it comes it 
spends its wealth in the mountains. Water 
collects there, first in rivulets, then in 
streams and finally in torrents that sweep 
down from on high and roar through the 
wadis, carrying everything before them. 

Crossing the high and chilly Jol, we 
were careful to protect ourselves against 
truck-hating Arabs, Each night Mubarak 
Abdulla, captain of our guards, arranged 

''Maybe y o u w o u l d n ' t irr i tate t h e s e 
g u y s so m u c h if y o u ' d just s top re
f e r r i n g t o yourse l f as a 'pugi l i s t ' " 
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AL TARTER 

R o u t e to B e i l i a n took P h i l l i p s ' e x p e d i t i o n t h r o u g h "the e n c l o s u r e 
of d e a t h " — a n e a r - i m p e n e t r a b l e m o u n t a i n area in east H a d h r a m a u t 

our vehicles in a hollow square, as the pio
neers did with their covered wagons, and 
mounted machine guns on the tailboards. 

We thought we were in for trouble on our 
third day. The wheelway on the Jol is 
only wide enough for a single vehicle. On 
each side the terrain is full of small boulders 
and very rough. I was driving the lead ve
hicle, a reconnaissance truck, when I no
ticed a cloud of dust up ahead. It soon 
turned into two locust-control trucks. Lo
custs are thick in Arabia. They hang from 
bushes in clusters and Arabs pluck them 
like berries and pop them, still kicking, into 
their mouths. 

The trucks stopped in front of me and 
four Arabs, carrying their rifles, climbed 
out. Professor Albright was with me and 
through him they ordered us to back off the 
road. Now I could see no sense to having 
16 trucks get out of the way for two. I said 
so. One Arab shifted his rifle. For a min
ute I thought: This is it. 

Then I heard Mubarak's voice as he 
walked up from the power wagon which 
had just stopped behind me. 

"Put that rifle down," he shouted in 
Arabic. 

The man lowered his gun, and said, "Who 
are you?" 

"I am Captain Mubarak Abdulla." said 
Mubarak. "If you don't get out of the way 
I'll fill your heads with holes, all of you." 

W h e n His Guest W a s M u r d e r e d 

The four Arabs moved to obey with 
alacrity. Mubarak's reputation is wide
spread in the Hadhramaut. Once he sent a 
guest to a wedding at the encampment of 
an uncle. The guest was murdered. When 
word of this came back to Mubarak he 
bought a new rifle and a quantity of ammu
nition and set out to avenge his name, ac
cording to his rights under tribal law. 

By the end of another year Mubarak's 
conscience was at ease again. He had 
killed the three members of his family who 
had been responsible. 

He rode regularly beside Gladys and al
though, as pacesetter, she often got out of 
sight around a turn or over a hill, I never 
worried about her. I was sure she would be 
safe as long as Mubarak drew breath. For 
he was a tremendous admirer of her driving. 
To an Arab, anyone who can drive or fly is 
a superior person, and Gladys is terrific, 

either at the wheel of a truck or the con
trols of a plane. 

During the expedition I led two years ago 
for the University of California she drove a 
six-by-six Army truck from Cairo to Cape 
Town, 5,000 miles; and she set a record in 
the Middle East by making six trips in 10 
days from Cairo to Mount Sinai last year. 
Jefferson Caffery, the American Ambassa
dor to Egypt, who made one of those trips 
with her. couldn't get over it. 

A cool veteran of the safari, Gladys took 
everything in her stride. Her pacesetting 
was so expert that not a truck blew a tire 
or broke a spring on the rocky road to 
Beihan, a feat I would have thought im
possible. 

Her power wagon led the motor caravan 
regularly, while 1 shot around in an Army 
reconnaissance truck from wadi wall to 
rock outcropping. My chief training is in 
paleontology, and the marvelously exposed 
geological formations fascinated me. Some 
of them date back to the time when the 
earth was nothing more than a naked, wind-
whipped ball of rock. 

I was in front when we first saw Shibam. 
city of tall buildings and strife. The heat 
was blistering at the noon hour when my 
truck gained the top of a rise and the city's 
panorama suddenly spread before me. Even 
our leather-skinned Bedouin guards were 
wilting. The desert danced around us in the 
shimmering haze and the city's towers 
seemed to hang in the air, floating with sil
very detachment over the sand. 

Shibam is called the Chicago of the 
Hadhramaut for no better reason than that 
its buildings are the tallest in the interior. 
They push 9 and 10 stories above the walls 
that surround the town and protect it from 
the desert tribes. For there are two kinds 
of Bedouins, the city dwellers and the no
mads. 

Only the insecurities of mud, mixed with 
straw and camel dung and reinforced with 
wood floor beams, keep the buildings from 
going still higher. The height is for added 
protection and is not necessarily due to the 
cost of building lots in Shibam. The higher 
you live, physically, the sooner you see 
your oncoming enemies. 

I'd heard the stories of Shibam, one of 
the bloodiest battlefields in modern Arabia. 
It was the scene of a century-old struggle 
for dominance between two great families 
of Arabs, the Qu'aitis, who finally won, and 

Next Weeh 

the Kathiris, who lost their power there. 
This is the story: 

For some now incomprehensible reason 
Sultan Mansur, the Kathiri ruler of Shibam, 
in 1830 permitted much of the city's prop
erty to be purchased by the Qu'aitis. Then, 
when everyone was nicely settled, he had a 
change of heart. The newcomers became 
"intruders" and he began to put the sword 
to them. That started it. Some of the 
Qu'aitis got away, came back with an army 
and finally forced Mansur to divide Shibam 
between their side and his. 

M a n s u r Catches a T a r t a r 

Things went quietly for a time until the 
unpredictable Mansur, again spoiling for a 
fight, slyly invited three important Qu'aitis 
to dinner. Gunpowder was on his menu, but 
no one was fooled. The three scheduled for 
liquidation turned up with a much larger 
party than Mansur had planned for and 
the struggle began again. In the end Mansur 
wound up with his throat slit from ear to 
ear. From that time on, the remaining Ka
thiris in the district have been slowly, inex
orably exterminated. 

Until the so-called Peace of Ingrams a 
few years ago, when the British put a stop 
to organized kiUing, it was never safe to 
walk or ride alone by day in Shibam. Every 
man's home was his fort. If you were poor, 
you killed your own enemies. If you were 
rich you hired men to do it. 

The assassins were always rewarded, 
either with money or death, and sometimes 
both. When the decimation of one family 
had gone too far, the lo.sers usually tried to 
settle with the winners. They would arrange 
a great feast and as a part of the festivities 
seek terms for the payment of blood money. 
Family fortunes would sometimes be wiped 
out before a vendetta could be ended. 

In spite of Mubarak's protective pres
ence during our trip into Beihan, I got two 
bad frights one day, first over Gladys, and, 
right on the heels of that, over the fate of 
our whole party. We had passed Shibam 
and reached the lonely fort of Bir Asakir. 
We were to spend the night there. 

As we got out of the trucks, about 20 of 
the small, dark women of the desert Bed
ouin, who'd brought their tribe's camels to 
Asakir's well, crowded around Gladys. The 
women poked and tugged at her strange-
looking slacks and white blouse, pushing one 
another to get close. The jostling alarmed 
me, but as I hurried toward the scene I saw 
with relief that the native girls were going 
to be gentle, that theirs was a friendly if 
poorly controlled curiosity. Gladys looked 
surprised at first and then began to laugh. 
As she laughed the crowd drew away a lit
tle, forming a tight circle around her to 
nudge one another, stare and occasionally 
giggle at the golden-haired stranger. 

Then suddenly from out over the sand 
country of the Wadi Hadhramaut came a 
scattered crackling of rifle fire, the staccato 
signal of trouble we'd feared ever since 
leaving Mukalla. I looked quickly in the 
direction of the racket and then raced for 
my rifle. Because in the distance I could 
see a cloud of kicked-up sand. In its midst 
were unmistakably the swaying figures of 
hard-riding camelmen. 

On the barren site of fabled Timna, 
Wendell Phillips^ expedition dug its 
way into the third century B.C., and 
found the remains of a people who 
had been called "Children of the 
Moon God." The author tells of his 
findings in next week's Collier's. 
Order a copy at your newsstand now 

What Truman Would Do to Congress 
By JONATHAN DANIELS 
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and thrust it at Joanie's mouth, which im
mediately clamped shut like a small hand
bag. "I wouldn't know," Fran said sharply. 
"I only get out of the house to remove the 
garbage." 

Joe looked up abruptly. He opened his 
mouth and closed it again. "I met Connie 
Sloane," he said. He turned back to the 
cord. "She's sort of a traveling saleswoman 
for some cosmetic firm; she's only in town 
for a day or two." 

Fran's hand, holding the spoon, tightened. 
"Connie Sloane?" she said. "The girl you 
used to go with?" But she didn't need his 
answer. She knew that Joe had gone out 
with Connie for about a year—just before 
Fran had come into his life. Sometimes, 
she kidded Joe about Connie. "How come 
she threw you over?" she would say. "You, 
the prize catch of Beaver Falls?" And Joe 
would grin and say: "I guess she had other 
strings to her bow. Connie was always 
headed for the big time." 

Now Fran stirred in her chair. "Is she 
married?" she said. 

"No. I guess you'd call her a career 
woman." Joe straightened and threw down 
the screw driver. "1 thought it would be 
nice if we had her over for dinner tonight 
or tomorrow. She seemed awfully anxious 
to meet you." 

"Oh, fine, fine," Fran said. A far greater 
amount of egg had landed on the outside of 
Joanie's face than had goue inside; Fran 
controlled her exasperation with an effort, 
and scraped back her chair. "Dinner com
pany is all I need. I'm so tired now that I—" 

"You're always tired," Joe broke in. He 
stood looking at her with a queer expres
sion. "Maybe you ought to see a doctor." 

"I don't need a doctor," Fran snapped. 
"A six-week cruise to Bermuda is all I 
really need." And then something in Joe's 
face made her suddenly ashamed. "Oh, Joe, 
don't mind me. It's just the house and the 
kids and the rain." She sighed. "Maybe I 
wasn't cut out to be a housewife; maybe 
I was meant to be a career woman, too." 

HE WENT into the hall to get his hat and 
coat. "You do too much." he said. 

"You're a perfectionist. You're not satisfied 
just to have the house clean; you want it 
sanitary, like a hospital. Sometimes, I ex
pect to find a couple of interns coming 
down the hall." He put on his coat and 
reached for his umbrella. 

"I can't help being the way I am," Fran 
said. "I was brought up to want things just 
so." The two children had started yelling in 
the kitchen and she turned her face away 
from Joe. "Stop that!" she shouted to the 
children. "Go up and play in your room!" 
Joe was bending over to peck at her cheek; 
he was saying something but she hardly 
heard him. Her mind was in the kitchen, 
where she had left a sharp knife on the 
table. She mumbled good-by to Joe and 
headed toward the kitchen. . . . 

After she had finished the breakfast 
dishes, she went upstairs and started the 
beds. The back doorbell shrilled twice, and 
she went down each time and went up 
again. Upstairs for the third time, she heard 
Roger beginning to play his piece on the 
piano in the living room, and at the sound, 
her teeth gritted. Roger had only taken les
sons for a month but he already knew one 
piece to which he was slavi.shly devoted. It 
was called Dancing Butterflies and he could 
play it for an hour, over and over again, and 
still find the melody fresh. 

Now he played the notes loud and clear, 
and each one crashed hideously against her 
ears. Dum-dee; dee-dee dum; dum-dum 
tiddly dee. At the end, with scarcely a 
pause, he started over again. Dum-dee— 

Fran stood motionless with the pillow in 
her hand, a little muscle twitching in her 
cheek. Dum-dee; dee-dee dum— Finally 
she walked out to the landing. "Roger!" she 
called down. "You don't have to practice 
today!" 

The notes did not stop, but Roger's voice 
rose above them. "That's okay!" he yelled. 
He sounded cheerful. "I like to play!" 

Dum dee—Fran clenched her hands and 
then yelled: "Play it different, for a change! 
Play it backward—skip every two notes! 
Anything—but just change it around!" With 
a very red face, she went back into the 
bedroom. 

Later, he came upstairs. "Mom," he said. 
He walked over to the window and gazed 
out, his hands in his pockets. "If a person 
gets to be famous and gives a concert at 
Carnegie Hall, do they send flowers even 
if it's a man?" 

Fran said, "I think only ladies get them." 
As she looked at Roger, she was touched. 
He was lost in dreams as he stood there, 
his round, freckled face bemused. No 
doubt, she thought, he's picturing himself 
on the stage, playing Dancing Butterflies 
before a packed, hushed audience. She had 
dreamed crazy dreams like that, too; all kids 
did. She always meant to sound out Roger 
on some of his but there never seemed to 
be time-—like now. "I've got to go down 
and start lunch," she said. 

At the thought of Joanie and the coming 
meal, ihe thing inside her tightened again. 
It was ulways a terrible ordeal getting one 
decent meil into the little girl, who was so 
sallow and thin—Fran .shook her head as 
she started down the stairs. A sparrow, she 
thought, could get rickets on what she eats 
every il;iy. 

She started the chicken and the telephone 
rang; it was somebody representing a char
ity she ric\cr heard of, asking for some old 
clothe;-. "I'm sorry," Fran said. "We're 
wearing them." She went back to the lunch 
and while she was peeling potatoes there 
was a liuinp upstairs followed by a piercing 
scream. Still clutching the potato knife, 
Fran I'ounUed up the stairs. It turned out 
to be ii small cut on Joanie's knee as a re
sult of a fall. Time out for iodine, more 
screaming, a makeshift bandage. The back 
doorbtll rang and she went downstairs 
again, fhc cleaners. She went upstairs for 
Joe's blue suit. She came down again and 
gave it to the boy. The peas had boiled over, 
makin.;; a mess on the floor. As she was 
mopping it up, Roger began to play his 
piece again. Dum-dee— 

Fran took five deep deliberate breaths, 
telling herself that she mustn't give way to 
nerves then she went on seasoning the 
peas. When she called Roger, he sat down 

and, as usual, ate quickly and stolidly. 
Watching, Fran thought: He stows it away 
like a preacher at a free church supper. 
She let him finish and leave; it was Joanie's 
turn now, and Joanie's mealtimes were al
ways an ordeal. "Peace and quiet," the 
books on children advised. "The meal hour 
should be one of relaxation and enjoyment." 

Fran added more butter and cream to the 
mashed potatoes; she cut the breast of 
chicken into small, inviting pieces; she 
spooned up the bright peas. "Joanie!" she 
called out. "Your lunch is ready, dear!" 

AFTER three calls, Joanie finally came 
x\_ into the room very slowly, as if she 
were entering a death chamber. Fran put 
the steaming dish on the table, and siniled 
brightly. "Will you look at this delicious 
lunch!" she cried. 

Joanie came closer and saw the brimming 
plate. She recoiled as if she were looking 
at the Loch Ness monster. "I just want a 
banana," she whined. 

"Nonsense!" Fran said sharply. "A ba
nana isn't lunch!" She immediately toned 
down her voice. "Now sit down, darling, 
and while you eat, I'll tell you a story." 

Joanie brightened. "About a cowboy," 
she said. She sat down and picked up the 
spoon, holding it like a scepter. 

"All right. Once upon a time—fill your 
spoon, Joanie." She paused, while Joanie 
fished around interminably and finally came 
up with two peas. "Once upon a time— 
Put it in your mouth—there was a cowboy 
named Big Bad Bill. He lived way out on a 
ranch— Swallow." Pause. "Well, sir, it was 
the biggest ranch you ever saw, and one 
day— Fill your spoon, Joanie." The little 
girl trailed the spoon vaguely through the 
mashed potatoes. 

"There's no shooting in it," Joanie com
plained. "I like a story with shooting in it." 

Fran began to put some shooting in it; she 
added a band of cattle rustlers, a brave 
white horse and a gun fight behind the 
rocks. The trouble was, Joanie forgot about 
the food before her; and sat there staring up 
at Fran, her eyes dark and intent. Fran im
mediately killed off the cattle rustlers and 
introduced a small, spotted calf and a little 
girl: she described how they loved to play 
together in a daisy field. Joanie's eyes 
drooped and she began to pile the potatoes 
and peas together, patting the whole thing 
efficiently with the back of her spoon as if 
she were making a sand pile. 

"That raise I asked for—your son 
wauls me to elope—or do I get it?'' 
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Fran gave up the story and seized the 
spoon wordlessly, the line of her jaw rigid. 
The food, which had looked so steaming 
and appetizing a half hour ago. was now a 
soggy mess. It seemed to Fran that there 
was more on the plate now than there had 
been when Joanie had started. 

She took a deep hreath. She filled the 
spoon generously and held it out. "Fake a 
bite for a poor little girl," she said. "She's 
starving, this poor little girl." It was an old 
stratagem, an appeal to the child's sense of 
charity—and it never worked. 

Joanie turned her head away. "I'm not 
hungry," she said. 

Fran tried another dodge: a whimsical 
one. "Take a bile for Uncle Charlie." she 
said. "He would be so happy." 

Joanie shook her head. "He didn't bring 
me anything last time." she said. 

Suddenly it was too much. The hell with 
child psychology; if I3rs. Gesell and Spock 
didn't like it, they knew what they could do. 
Fran threw the spoon on the table and stood 
up, breathing heavily as she stared down 
at her daughter. "Then take a bite for your 
country!" she shouted. "Take a bite for the 
American flag!" Her eyes weie hot and her 
throat hurt. ' 1 don't care if you're four feet 
tall when you're twenty-one. do you hear'.' 
I don't care if you turn green with beriberi. 
•\'ou don't deserve any better!" 

Joanie scraped back her chair. She looked 
frightened. "1 don't like you," she said 
thickly. "You're not my real mommy." She 
stared up, her lower lip quivering. "My real 
mommy is Mrs. Hermann across the street. 
She never hollers at me." 

Fran stared at her, curiously shaken. She 
opened her mouth to say something but the 
doorbell rang and. walking like a sonniani 
bulist, she went to answer it. In the hail, she 
realized that her whole body was trembling. 
Something is wrong with me. she thought 
something terrible has happened. 1 never 
used to be like this before. 

WHEN she opened the door, she saw a 
young woman standing before her. 

She had a rather lovely face and dark hair, 
curling neatly under a small hat. She wore 
a beautifully cut suit and a broad detacha
ble fur collar. 

"Mrs. Blair?" she said. She smiled -a 
very sincere smile and, Fran acknowledged 
grudgingly, a very attractive one. "I'm Con 
nie Sloane. Perhaps Joe mentioned seeing 
me—he said he was going to." 

Fran stared, a little foolishly and perhaps 
even rudely. "Well, hello!" she said. Her 
voice sounded hoarse. "Come in, won't 
you?" She was suddenly conscious of the 
fact that she hadn't touched her hair or 
looked at her face since early morning. 

"I know this is unforgivable of me." the 
young woman said as they entered the had 
together. "1 should have called you lirst. 
of course. But 1 didn't know until a little 
while ago if I'd have time to look in on yon 
at all before my train left. And then, in the 
taxi, I found that I had a good thirty min
utes.'' She took a deep breath. "I was so 
anxious to see Joe's wife and children--ani.1 
I knew I might never have the chance again. 
So I just came along." 

She looked breathless and so appealing 
that Fran, reluctantly, found herself liking 
this young woman. 

"I'm glad you did," Fran said. "Let's go 
inside and sit ilown." And she thought: 
How lovely she is. 1 don't blame Joe for 
falling for her; he must have suffered plenty 
when she let him go. 

"Joe told me about your work," she said 
as they went inside. "It sounds terribly ex
citing." 

"Exciting?" Connie sat down. She was 
smiling a little. 

The children sidled in, looking shy. Con
nie grinned and held out her hands. She 
talked to the kids, easily, naturally, with
out a trace of patronage. In a few moments, 
they were giggling: in a few more moments 
Joanie was reciting her poem about the rab
bit, and Roger showed off shamefully and 
sang a chorus of his Day Camp .song. .All 
the while. Fran found her eyes wandering 
to Connie again and again. Why did she 
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come? She wondered: Why was she so anx
ious lo meet me and the kids? 

Connie leaned back and sighed after the 
children had been sent upstairs. "They're 
wonderful." she said. "They're—fun. Yon 
should be proud of them—the>'re nice-
looking kids." 

Then for a moment the room was very 
quiet. Fran stared at Connie. "Tell me 
about your work." Fran said, with labored 
politeness. 

They talked for a few minutes. Connie 
looked down at her watch and stood up. 
"I've got to go." She sighed. "J always seem 
to be going somewhere: I'm the original 
whirling dervish—always catching a train, 
packing a bag in some hotel room, unpack
ing it in another. It's an interesting job 
but il'>. a lonely life; there are no roots in 
it." She looked at Fran. From upstairs, 
they could hear the chiklien laughing and 
slioiUing. 

FOR the first time, Fran noticed that 
Coniiie's eyes were tired. "Look." Fran 

said. "Wh\ did you really come, Connie?" 
Connie Hushed; she tlrew in her breath. 

"Bec:iiise," she said. "I wanted to see the 
girl Jdc clui^c for his wife instead of me." 

f-ran gaped at her. wondering what kind 
of joke il was. "1 don't understand," she 
said. "I thought- I thought you were the 
one who Ihrew Joe over." 

Connie smiled again, a skeptical, ver\ 
honc-l ^mile. "Joe just let \ou believe that, 
because he's such a gentlein:in." She sighed. 
"I loved Joe. 1 would have taken him like a 
shot it he had asked me. Maybe he would 
have 1 don't know. But you came along, 
and- " COnnie made a little gesture with 
her hand. 'Exit, smiling, for Connie Sloane. 
1 scippose 1 ought to hale vou, but J don't." 

For a moment, they stood looking at each 
other: then Connie picked up her gloves. 
"1 really uuist go." She held out her hand. 
"Ciood-by." she said, fhen she was gone. 
Connie was gone; she would never come 
back again. 

Flan heard the children running around 
upsiaiis; she heard Roeci's voice calling 
out: ••> <;iu go liist. Joanie!" In a few hours, 
I-'ian wouki fix a good dinner in the bright 
kitchen and Joe would come home. . . . 

Fran was dizzy for a minute; she felt like 
throwing Lip. but she knew that would be a 
waste of lime. She closed her eyes—and 
then slic opened them again. She moved; 
her -lep quickened. She ran into the h:ill 
"Rogei '" Fran called up the stairs. "Joanie! 
C ome on down! We're going to have a 
birthday party!'' 

She heard the children running to the 
landing; she saw their astonished faces 
peering ilowii. "Whose birthday is it?" 
Roger shouteil. 

"'I'ours'" Fran said. She laughed, irre
sponsibly, and threw her hands up in the 
an. "loauie's! Mine, maybe!" She fell 
as gjddy as a child. 

In the kitchen, she poured ginger ale into 
ct)cktail glasses and added a cherry as the 
kids pressed close lo her. She made pan
cakes with jelly, brought out cookies, set out 
colored plates. She proposed a toast, and 
they clinked the cocktail glasses. Fran 
lighted an imaginary cake and they blew 
out imaginary candles: she invented an im
aginary guest named Hubert, who kept spill
ing everything on his clothes. Fran had 
never heard the children laugh so much; she 
had never seen their faces so shining. . . . 

Later- much later—when the children 
had gone to bed, Fran heard Joe opening 
the front iloor. She took a deep breath and 
weni out into the hall. "Hi. Joe." she said. 
He was fumbling in the closet, hanging up 
his coat ;ind hat. Fran thought he looked 
tired: sjic l^id an irrational impulse of pity 
Iow:iid him. 

" H I , ' he said. "How goes il?" He beni 
over to give her a stingy kiss. "Kids all 
right'.'" 

" Ihey're fuie." Fran fell a little sick. It 
all seemed so perfunctory--Joe's greeting, 
his kiss. She shook her head. 

As lie started for the living room, she 
followed him. "Joe," she said. "You know 
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who was here this afternoon? Connie 
Sloane." 

He turned around. "Yeah?" he said, rea
sonably surprised. "How did you like her?" 

•'I liked her fine. I thought she was 
lovely." Fran hesitated. "She must have 
been a real beauty—eleven years ago." 

"She was." Joe walked over to the win
dow. He seemed anxious not to remember 
how Connie looked. "She was the best-
looking girl in town." 

"Joe—" Fran groped for words that 
wouldn't make her seem a fool. "Joe, how 
come you picked me instead of Connie?" 

He turned slowly and looked at her, smil
ing. "Who can explain those things? You 
just—had something for me, that's all." 

She looked up at him. "But what was it?" 
she whi.spered. "What was it I had, Joe?" 

"Oh—" He was still smiling, uncertainly. 

"You made me laugh. You always made me 
feel g(Hid. I gue.ss." 

Tea IS suddenly glazed Fran's eyes. She 
shook her head. "Oh. Joe." .she said. "I'm 
such a dope. Half the time, I can't see the 
woods lor the trees." 

"Hey," Joe said. "Take it easy." He 
started to come over to her, but at that 
moment the children came bursting into the 
room; they hurled themselves at him, al
most knocking him over. "We had a party!" 
Joanie shrilled. "'A birthday party. Daddy! 
With cocktails!" And Roger, disengaging 
himself, ran over to the piano. "Listen to 
me!" he cried. "Listen to me, everybody!" 
He sal down and began to play Dancing 
Butterflies 

"Oh, my Lord," Joe said. "Not that." 
Frail suddenly began to laugh; she could 

not stop. Joe looked at her and he began to 

laugh, too. From the fireplace. Joanie 
looked at them both with big, solemn eyes. 

Fran .stopped laughing. She didn't want 
to laugh now; all she could see was very 
beautiful. She saw her husband and her 
children, accepting one another, and—how 
odd it seemed—enjoying themselves. 

"What's the matter?" Joe asked. 
She turned her head and saw Joe looking 

at her. "Nothing," she said. "I just love 
you, that's all." 

Joe smiled at her, almost as if he under
stood. For a moment, he didn't say any
thing and then he smiled. "As a matter of 
fact," he said. "1 love you, too." 

They looked at each other. Roger began 
his third rendition of Dancing Butterflies. 
They didn't hear him. There were times 
when even the little things couldn't get in 
the way. THE END 

Gertie and the King of Siawn 

and then broke character and grinned. They 
could afford to. By then it was apparent 
the show was in quite capable hands. 

As if an astrological guarantee, music by 
Richard Rodgers, book and lyrics by Oscar 
Hammerstein and the artistry of Gertrude 
Lawrence weren't enough, the show is also 
an adaptation from one of the great best 
sellers of the past decade, a book with a 
demonstrably universal appeal, Anna and 
the King of Siam, by Margaret Landon. 
(The title had to be shortened to fit on a 
theater marquee.) This book has sold over 
a million copies in its English-language edi
tions, has been translated into 18 foreign 
languages (including Siamese), and been 
made into a successful movie, starring Irene 
Dunne and Rex Harrison. 

During the war, when Gertie was enter
taining troops at the front under harrowing 
conditions, she used to say that she could 
always give a performance so long as she 
still had her false eyelashes. She has more 
than false eyelashes to work with now. The 
production has been staged in a manner to 
make "lavish" an imderstatement. When 
the show opened this week it represented 
the efforts of the theater's best available 
talent, and an outlay of over $300,000. 

Uncle Tom in Oriental Guise 

John van Druten, noted author of The 
Voice of the Turtle, Bell, Book and Candle 
and other dramatic hits, skillfully directed 
the production. Jerome Robbins, an ex-
chorus boy now regarded as one of our 
most creative choregraphers, staged the 
dances. His delightfully stylized ballet, 
The Small House of Uncle Thomas (Uncle 
Tom's Cabin as presented by the dancers 
of the Siamese court), will be long remem
bered. 

Irene Sharaff, a costume designer who 
spends Broadway and Hollywood money 
with equal ease and effectiveness, has 
stitched up 225 costumes that are note
worthy beyond their beauty. Since the scene 
is Siam she has, logically and expensively, 
made her costumes of materials imported 
from Siam. "Of course," she says, "Dick 
and Oscar gulped a few times when they 
saw my budget, but they bore up bravely." 
It must have taken unusual courage. The 
Buddhist priests, for example, who appear 
only fleetingly, wear robes dyed a tradi
tional yellow and woven in a manner espe
cially prescribed for ritualistic garments. 

Gertie wears elaborate mid-Victorian 
costumes keyed to the barbaric splendor of 
the court's garb. One of the hoop-skirted 
numbers has a curious background. Miss 
Sharaff copied it from a gown once worn 
by Princess Alexandra of Denmark. When 
Gertie learned of this she looked at Miss 
Sharaff strangely, then left the room. She 
came back with a framed photograph of 
Princess Alexandra, and said, "I've had this 
picture since I was a child. My father was 
Danish and my full name is G-e-r-t-r-u-d 
Alexandra Dagma Klasen. I was named 
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after the princess. Chum, I find this rather 
uncanny." 

Jo Mielziner, one of Broadway's most 
Imagiriiilive designers, has created sets of 
such lush Oriental beauty that Arthur 
Segal, whose Studio Alliance builds sets for 
many Bioiidway shows, says, "It's probably 
the most beautiful production we've ever 
worked on. It couldn't be more lavish— 
short of using 14-carat gold." 

All of this opulence forms a fitting back
ground for this musical version of a true 
story ihat was little known, even to his
torians, before the publication of Mrs. 
Landon s book in 1944. In 1862, Anna 
Leonowens, a twenty-seven-year-old Eng
lish widow living in Bombay, accepted a po
sition -js schoolmistress to the 67 children 
of King Maha Mongkut, in order that she 
might support herself and her son. She 
taught for five years in the Royal Palace at 
Bangkok, where the king lived surrounded 
by 9.0110 female slaves, wives and concu
bines. 

The king, born to a belief in his divinity 
as a ruler, look slavery and concubinage for 
granted, Anna's ideal was Abraham Lin
coln, and she stanchly defended the innate 
rights iif all human beings to freedom and 
respect Ihe two clashed, quite frequently 
and forcibly. Nevertheless, the king grew 
strangely dependent upon this young 
woman who stood up and talked back to 
him in'.tead of groveling at his feet as his 
subjects did. Anna, in turn, felt strongly 
drawn ;<> him, to her great puzzlement. 

She ne\er, however, succeeded in win
ning bun over to her concept of humanity. 

But she did have an impact on him, as is 
shown in the king's letter which, in the 
show, bridges their final and most violent 
quarrel: 

"While I am lying here, I think perhaps 
I die before I see you again, wherefore I 
write down things that must be said . . . 
You have spoken truth to me always, and 
for this I have often lost my temper on 
you . . . nor do I even give promised raise 
in salary, but now I do not wish to die 
without saying this gratitude . . . I think it 
very strange that a woman shall have been 
most earnest help of all. But, Mrs. Anna, 
if 1 have not always graciously said this be
fore, you must remember that you have 
been a very difficult woman, and much 
more difficult than generality." 

Winning Freedom for Slaves 

During her tenure at the palace Anna 
helped one of the king's wives translate 
Uncle Tom's Cabin into Siamese, and saw 
that wife free her own slaves. And Anna 
so thoroughly indoctrinated Crown Prince 
Chulalongkorn with her beliefs that he 
promised her before she left the country 
that, "If I live to reign over Siam I shall 
reign over a free and not an enslaved na
tion." When Chulalongkorn succeeded to 
the throne, his first public proclamation 
was ". . . that from the first day of January, 
1872, slavery shall cease to be an institution 
in our country." 

The role of a gravely beautiful English 
schoolmistress who changed the face of a 
country is a far cry from the role Gertie 
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played, at fifteen, when she first escaped 
the anonymity of the chorus. She wiis 
touring the English provinces in a ic\ ue 
entitled Miss Plaster of Paris. One skit re 
quired, for some now forgotten reason, a 
pretty girl to sit alone on top of a shm 
column. 

Gertie won the honor because, as she 
puts it. "Mine was the smallest posterior in 
the company." Only a few years later she 
scored her first triumph in this country in 
Chariot's Revue in which she introduced 
the now classic Limehouse Blues. In the 
same show she also appeared in a confec
tion called Cigarette Land, in the role of 
"A French Cigarette." opposite Beatrice 
Lillie as "A Scented Cigarette." Theatre 
Magazine that sea.son ran a picture of Ger
tie over the caption, "A True Artiste, in 
Whose Arresting Personality Wistfulness 
and Roguery Consummate a Perfect 
Blend." 

Since that day the well-blended Miss 
Lawrence has displayed a dual theatrical 
personality, in a long series of musical 
comedies, here and in London, she has won 
general recognition as the most glamorous 
woman on the stage—not in the Hollywood 
seen-at-thc-Mocambo .sense of the abused 
word, but in the midnight-supper-with-
champagne-and-a-cold-bird tradition. Not 
that all of Gertie's midnight suppers struck 
a Viennese waltz mood. The summer she 
played Gershwin's Oh, Kay! in London, the 
youngest Indian Prince of Hyderabad be
came so enamored of her he took a box for 
the season. He had so many, and such 
difficult, names that Gertie settled for call
ing him "Baby." 

Baby frowned upon frivolity, and wooed 
her with eminently practical gifts, such as 
a jeweled miniature cannon that shot forth 
a lighted cigar. Then, before his departure, 
he gave a sumptuous supper at the Savoy. 
A small gold kidskin bag was at Gertie's 
place. When she picked it up she felt sev
eral small, round hard objects. Ahl she 
thought, nothing less than emeralds. Or 
pigeon-blood rubies. Baby beamed and 
.said. "It is something ladies like very much. 
1 hope yon like . . ." Gertie pulled the 
drawstrings, and a handful of the betel nuts 
Indian women chew to blacken their teeth 
tumbled into her e^pectant palm. She has 
never visited Hyderabad. 

The other side of her theatrical person
ality has been displayed in a group of suc
cessful legitimate plays, ranging from Noel 
Coward's Tonight at S:?l) to George Ber
nard Shaw's Pygmalion, in which she has 
proved herself an accomplished and versa
tile actress. She has also remained blithch 
impervious to the erosions of time. If Rod-
gers and Hammerstcin needed a column-
sitter in this show, Gertie would still get the 
job. 

South Pacific defied tradition in present
ing a middle-aged man as a romantic hero. 
The King and I offers an almo.st bald-
headed man as hero. That Rodgers and 
Hammerstein seem to have again guessed 
right was indicated shortly after rehearsals 
began when a girl in the cast, after thought-' 
fully studying their choice, licked her lips 
and sighed, "Uummmmm, catnip." 

A Man o n the F l y i n g T r a p e z e 

Yul Brynner, who plays the king, is 
thirty-five, and from the front seems to be 
as bald as a mandarin. The son of a 
Romany Gypsy mother and a Mongolian 
father, he got into the theater literally by 
accident. At sixteen, he joined the Cirque 
d'Hiver as an apprentice acrobat and he 
eventually developed into a flying trapeze 
artist. During a performance of the circus 
in Paris he did a .somersault off the trapeze 
platform into the net below. The net had 
worked loose and instead of throwing him 
into the air it tossed him against a wall. 
The 47 fractures he suffered ended his 
acrobatic career and he became an appren
tice again, in the Theatre des Maturins. 

He came to this country in 1940 and 
learned enough English in three months to 
join a Shakespearean touring company. 
After war work as a liai.son man with the 
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French underground he went, in 1946. into 
his only other Broadway show. Sidnev 
Howard's Lule Song, as Mary Martin's 
leading man. It was Mary who insisted to 
Rodgers and Hammerstein that Yul was 
the on!> actor who could do justice to the 
role of the violently capricious king. He 
was auditioned only once, and the part 
was his. 

Over .•'.OOO actors, dancers and singers 
were auditioned before the other .S9 mem
bers of the cast were chosen. Two of the 
featured players came from the concert 
stage and the operetta field. Dorothy 
Sarnolf, the distingirished soprano, is still 
rather surprised to find herself playing 
Latly Thiarig. the king's head wife. "1 had 
the fullest ccMicert schedirle this year I've 
ever had," she says. "And what do 1 do'? 
C'ancel three quarters of it because 1 can't 
resist the chance to play in a Rodgers and 
Hammerstein show. Not only that, 1 meekly 
dye m> hair black, to make like a Siamese, 
when I'd just bought a new mink coat to go 
with m\ blond hair." 

Doretta Morrow, a lovely young lyric so-
prarro from the operetta field, was equally 
willing to dye her hair in order to play 
rirptinr, the concirbine whose right to love 
another man, so fiercely championed by 
Anna, precipitates the show's climax. 

K i n g Had T o o M a n y Ch i ldren 

1 he big casting problem of the show was 
the chiMren. 1 o avoid including all 67 of 
the krng's children in the cast, Hammer
stein ga\c the king a line of dialogue which 
says, "Mrs. Arrna, you will teach only chil
dren of mothers who are in favor with king 
—which at the moment are very few, very 
few indeed." Even so, 14 youngsters, aged 
seven to fourteen, were reqirired. No show 
rn living memory—Peter' Pan has only 8— 
has used so many children. 

Part <t( the problem was solved by calling 
back intii ser\ice a box and a girl who had 
previously played, and oirtgrown. the roles 
of lerorrie and Ngana, the two children in 
Sorrth Pacific. Johruiy Stewart was taken 
from the Rodgers and Hammerstcin pro-
dtrrtion of I h e Happy Time, his hair was 
dyed black, and the role of the crown prince 
was filled. A son for Gertie was located at 
the King-Coit .School for professional chil
dren, in the person of ten-year-old Sandy 
Kerrnedy. winner for the past two years of 
that school's Katharine Cornell scholar
ship. When Sandy learned he'd landed the 
job he demanded an increase frtrm 25 cents 
to SI in his weekly allowance, and payment 
forthwrtli, riien, his dollar clutched in his 
hand, he jammed his coonskin hat on his 
head and rrrshed out to buy some Siamese 
stamps. 

With a cadre of old pros to strengthen 
their ranks, Rodgers and Hammerstein then 
sent out an open call for children of Orien
tal, Negro and Puerto Rican extraction and, 
in audition, selected the remaining ten 
youngsters they needed. 

These theatrical neophytes include Baay-
ork Lee..a little girl of eight who has to be 
careful not to sit on her long pigtails, and 
who took the whole arrdition in a very blase 
rrt.irrner. because, "1 'spected to win," and 
lames and Alfonso Maribo. identical twins 
of eleven who have always been insepara
ble and of one mind. Now, however, they 
are hegrnnrrrg to eye each other somewhat 
susprciouvly, since they have both devel
oped a romantic interest in the same beau-
trful show girl. The show girl, Andrea del 
Rosario, aged nine, has adroitly managed 
to keep both of her suitors guessing and 
interested. Arrdrea is also, in the age-old 
tradrtliMi ol show girls, a very material-
minded little creature. Her plans for the 
future rnckrde a mink stole and a washing 
rnachiirc tor her mother and an automobile 
lor Dad. 

Orlando Rodriguez, a solemn, dignified 
Irttle Puerto Rican boy of seven, who two 
year-, ago spoke no English, is the youngest 
child in the show. Gerdine Perkins, his 
second-grade teacher at P.S. 102, is quite 
astorrished that her very bright but equally 
unassuming pupil should win a part in a 
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Broadway show. To the best of her knowl
edge he has never before filled any more 
dramatic role in life than that of the moni
tor who removes the plants from Room 
307's window sills when classes end. "He's 
so completely unobtrusive." she says. Or
lando has depths his teacher has not yet 
plumbed. 

As Prince Suk Sawat. Orlando was given 
a line to speak; he was to exclaim, in utter 
disbelief, "What? Walk on water!", when 
Anna describes ice to her tropical charges. 
A week of rehearsals passed and Orlando 
still insisted on giving the line an offhand 
reading: he couldn't get excited about ice, 
the February streets were filled with it. 

Orlando Averts a Tragedy 

Director van Druten was in despair. 
Finally, one afternoon. Van Druten asked 
little Bunny Warner, ex-South Pacific, to 
read the line. Bunny gave it a polished, pro
fessional reading and Van Druten nodded 
his head in satisfaction as silence fell over 
the stage. This was stark tragedy. A 
brother actor was about to be deprived of 
his whole speaking part. Suddenly, in this 
silence, Orlando rose to his feet—all 60 
pounds and 49 inches of him—and sang 
out, loud and clear and authoritatively, 
"What? Walk on water!" 

It was a reading a Barrymore could be 
proud of. The cast roared with laughter, 
and Orlando had his precious line restored 
to him. 

Orlando has not only become the darling 
of the company, he has also become some
thing of a celebrity on Manhattan's East 
113th Street. Before two weeks of re
hearsal had passed he had memorized most 
of Anna's and the king's lines and taught 
the leading lady's part to his six-year-old 
sister. Elsie. Before The King and I ever 
opened in New York his neighbors in the 
300-block were given nightly, capsule pre
views of the show in Orlando's living room. 

Success, of course, brings new problems 
into one's life, as Orlando has learned. "I 
want to buy things with my money," he 
says. "But I don't know what to buy 'cause 
there's so much money and so very many 
things." 

Rehearsals began on January 2.5th, on 
the barren stage of the Majestic Theater, 
and continued unrelentingly, day and night, 
until February 20th. 

Then the cast moved to New Haven for 
six days of dress rehearsals before opening 
in that city's Shubert Theater on the night 
of February 26th. 

Rehearsals are always monotonous and 
repetitive but these were enlivened some
what by the presence in the show of a num
ber of Thespians to whom bubble-gum and 
magic putty were as important as grease 
paint. Youngsters disappeared into the dim 
reaches of the balcony with comic books, 
or fell asleep in corners while stage man
agers went about pleading, "Children, chil
dren, where are you? You're wanted on 
stage." 

And when they did get on stage there 
was more than one occasion when Director 
van Druten was driven to yell out, "Will 
someone please get those gaw—, goldarned 
children together and sit on them!" On 
the whole, though, they were very well be
haved—possibly because six or seven moth
ers were always on hand, ready to whisper 
harshly, "Child, you think you running this 
show? Every 10 minutes getting yourself 
someplace different! Now mind me, stay 
where you're put." 

These rehearsals were different in an
other respect, too. The air was tainted with 
none of the pessimism so common to re
hearsals. Although it was largely unspoken, 
the cast and staff seemed to take it for 
granted they were working on a hit. The 
only question was: Of what magnitude? 
Two people were, of course, solely responsi
ble for this air of quiet self-confidence— 
Rodgers and Hammerstein. 

These two unexcelled theater craftsmen 
are generally thought to have begun writ
ing together in 1942, when they wrote Okla
homa!. They actually wrote their first song 

together in 1920—Always Room for One 
More—for the Columbia Univershy Var
sity show. Fly with Me. 

The hitherto unpublished chorus of their 
first opus went: 

My heart is an airy castle filled with 
girls I adore; 

My brain is a cloud of memories of 
peaches galore. 

There was Jane, and Mollie, and Ruth, 
and Sue 

Camilla, Kit, and Patricia, too: 
My heart is filled to the brim with you, 
But thei'e's always loom for one more. 

Then, possibly frightened apart by their 
own handiwork, they went their respective 
ways, Rodgers to write such hits as Present 
Arms. A Connecticut Yankee, By Jupiter 
and Pal Joey; Hammerstein to turn out 
shows like Rose Marie, The Desert Song 
and Show Boat. They were reunited by 
Oklahoma! and then wrote Carousel, 

That'll give Gertie the feeling and the 
tempo- then .she's off." And he goes back 
to his mail 

A litlle later Van Druten stops in the 
middle of a scene and takes Hammerstein 
into a comer for a whispered conference. 
By the lime rehearsals are ready to begin 
the following day Hammerstein is on hand 
with tht stone entirely rewritten, and dou
bly effc^tivo. 

If it had been lyrics that needed rewrit
ing thf iob wouldn't have been done so 
quickly Hammerstein "bleeds" over his 
lyrics foi days, and even weeks. "And by 
a stranyc coincidence," he says, "my lyrics 
are beiler than my dialogue." To which 
Irving licrhn adds. "The difference between 
Oscar ,ind the rest of us lyric writers is 
that he > i\ poet." Hammerstein approaches 
his lyrics like a scene writer; they have to 
build character ar advance the story or out 
they go and to hell with whether or not 
they could make the Hit Parade. 
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C O L L I E R ' S 

'Slug, are you run down, ti icd, over
worked, unable to sleep iil night?" LARRY REYNOLDS 

Allegro and South Pacific—which wrested 
from their own Oklahoma! the record for 
being the greatest hit in American theater 
history and grossed something like $8,-
597,000 in its first two years. The team 
has also found time to present, as pro
ducers, such shows as Happy Birthday, 
Annie Get Your Gun and The Happy 
Time. 

Rodgers, at forty-eight, is short and trim, 
gray and alert, and looks more like a 
broker than a composer. Hammerstein, 
fifty-five, is tall and burly, slow and shaggy, 
and would look at home at any local 
grange meeting. Both men have a cheery, 
confident approach to their work. When a 
worried stage manager said, "I figure the 
show runs at least 45 minutes too long," 
Rodgers grinned and said, "I'll tell you just 
how we'll fix that. We'll take out the slow 
stuff." 

They seem to have a faculty for fixing 
anything. When Van Druten wails that he's 
got to have a musical bridge to cover an 
entrance for Gertie and lead her into a 
song. Rodgers looks up from the mail his 
secretary has brought to the theater and 
gives a full 30 seconds' thought to the prob
lem. Then he calls to his assistant at the 
piano, "Remember that G-sharp, F-sharp 
figure? All right, keep your bass notes but 
double your sixteenths in the first tour bars, 
then go back to four bars of eighth notes. 

Betvveen them, they generally write 24 
to 26 songs before they settle on a final 16 
for a show. And if a singer has trouble with 
one of his melodies, Rodgers simply re
writes it to fit the singer's limitations. 
Helen Hayes had never sung a song on the 
stage befoie the nuitiber she sang in Happy 
Birthda>. Rodgers found the low key and 
the hign key she could sing most comforta
bly and then wrote her song between them. 
Before he composed Ezio Pinza's South 
Pacific music he went to Pinza's music 
coach to learn where Pinza's voice was 
most c(>mfortable, and then wrote all of 
his music in those ranges, to help the opera 
singer through the unaccustomed task of 
singing eight shows a week. 

A Musical in the Making 

Whenever they write a show the two 
men spend months talking it over in minute 
detail l:?efore a word of dialogue or a note 
of music is put on paper. They break the 
story into scenes, spot the songs and decide 
on the mood and pace and the charac
ters. l-Aich song is carefully plotted in ad
vance, they decide on its content, length, 
form, whether a slow I would be better 
than ! time, the type of melody the situ
ation requires, and what the melody and 
lyrics are to try to express. 

A legend has grown up on Broadway to 

the effect that Rodgers dashes off his mel
odies in a matter of minutes, in contrast to 
the manner in which Hammerstein "bleeds" 
over the lyrics. It is true that Rodgers is an 
astonishingly fast composer, and Hammer
stein has said of him, "Hand Dick a lyric, 
then duck." 

Rodgers says, "People are always writing 
about how I wrote such-and-such a song in 
so many minutes. No one ever explains that 
I've been walking around for days, proba
bly, composing the damn' song in my 
head. Take the opening song in Oklahoma!, 
Oh What a Beautiful Mornin'. There's one 
I actually did write in about the length of 
time it took me to read Oscar's lyrics. But 
for weeks I'd known I was going to open 
the show, and set its mood, with a gay, sim
ple waltz to be sung by a man walking along 
full of the joy of living. It was half written 
before 1 ever sat down to the piano." 

This careful, conscientious preliminary 
workmanship saves, in the end, considera
ble wear and tear on the Rodgers and Ham
merstein nerves. Most theater writers take 
a terrific beating during a show's out-of-
town tryout period, sitting up night after 
night at the endless, grueling task of rewrit
ing. But there was very little rewriting 
done on Oklahoma! and South Pacific and 
only a fair amount on Allegro. They mis
calculated on Carousel and had a big sec
ond-act problem to lick while they were out 
of town. When The King and I opened in 
New Haven they seemed to be back in 
stride. 

The show ran a good 45 minutes too 
long, but, now that it had been tested be
fore an audience, its authors were ready 
"to take out the slow stuff." They were in 
the happy position of having an over
abundance of good things to play with. 

Trivial First-Night Mishaps 

The world premiere, itself, was unevent
fully successful. Of course, the knee pads 
for the "dogs" in the Uncle Tom ballet failed 
to arrive and, as a result, the girls who en
acted these canine roles left some skin on 
the rough ground-cloth that covered the 
stage floor. A dancer sprained her ankle 
three hours before curtain time, but with 
her ankle strapped and "frozen" with novo
cain, she was able to go on, with no one in 
the audience the wiser. For an opening 
night, this was well below par for the 
course. 

During the 64 hours of temper-fraying 
dress rehearsal that consumed the five days 
before opening night, Gertie threw a fright 
into the company. She picked up a virus in
fection germ that laid her up for three days. 

Orlando also picked up a germ. When a 
doctor ordered him to bed his only fear 
was that his precious line would be taken 
from him. When a stage manager reas
sured him, so great was his peace of mind 
that he was able, during the two days of his 
invalidism, to find a solution to his pressing 
problem: what to do with his money. He 
decided, "I'm going to buy toys, many cow
boy clothes, and dinner." 

Gertie again proved that there is no sub
stitute for her great talent, despite the fact 
that even the weight of her voluminous 
hoop skirts was a severe drain on her in her 
weakened condition. She gave a perform
ance that led members of the cast to say, 
"Gertie make a miracle." in paraphrase of 
a line in the show, "Buddha make a mir
acle." 

In fact, so many miracles were made that 
Rodgers and Hammerstein, with their 
wives, Dorothy and Dorothy, gaily joined 
the after-theater crowd at Kaysey's Restau
rant—no all-night rewrite in a smoke-filled 
hotel room for them. 

Obviously, however, you can't satisfy ev
eryone. Of all people. Gertie had a heart
felt complaint to register. "There's one 
thing 1 definitely don't like about this 
show," she told her bosses. "It's just dawned 
on me that you chaps never give me a 
chance during the whole show to sit on 
anything that has a back to it. And me a 
Victorian lady what has to sit prim and up
right. Oh, my aching back!" THE END 
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You Get What You Want 
CONTIiM'KD FROM PACK 2 " 

to organize iaboratories for technical re
search to accomplish the minor miracles 
which the market researchers keep finding 
that you expect. For when you do agree 
among yourselves, it's often to insist on a 
product's being improved—or at least 
changed—in some way that the men who 
first devised it never dreamed of. 

Take even so simple an item as peach 
ice cream. When it first went on sale, it 
was made with fresh, ripe peaches. >'ou 
liked it and bought some, but not ncaily 
so much as the makers had hoped. The 
market researchers went to work and re
ported that your objection was that it JList 
didn't taste "peachy" enough. 

M a k i n g P e a c h e s Tas te B e t t e r 

There's not too much logic in a de
mand that .something taste peachier than 
peaches. But it does no good whatsoever 
in stich cases to point out illogicality. The 
chemists had to buckle down, and eventu
ally they found a combination of peaches 
and nectarines plus a little pink coloring 
which seems to add up to what you want. 

Some problems which result from your 
demands are quite irrelevant to the basic 
nature and purpose of the products con
cerned. When synthetic detergents first went 
on the market for household use in the 
thirties, they proved excellent for many 
washing purposes. Huge advertising and 
publicity campaigns broadcast this news far 
and wide. You were sufficiently impressed 
to give the detergents a trial, but you 
weren't very enthusiastic. 

The puzzled manufacturers turned to the 
market researchers. 'Vou just didn't know, 
the latter found, whether detergents weie as 
good as they were suppt)sed to be. 

Why not? the researchers wanted to 
know. Didn't they do a good cleaning job'.' 

Well, that might be, you temporized. But 
the stuff didn't make suds. You had got 
used to the idea that the more suds a soap 
produced, the better job it did. 

So back went the detergents to the labo
ratories. If you wanted suds, the chemists 
had to find a way of making detergents pro
duce them. And they finally turned up a 
sudsing agent which could be blended into 
the detergents without interfering with their 
action. It convinced you, and sales .soared. 

You are seldom content for long, how
ever, with a big new development like de
tergents, and in a field as highly competitive 
as the soap business the manufacturers have 
to keep finding something new. The I.ever 
Brothers Company, for one, maintains a 
continuous study of family washday habits 
in thou.sands of homes in order to find out 
what changes in its products will please >ou. 

"If Mrs. Consumer were to start demand
ing a soap which would do everything from 
the breakfast dishes to putting the cat out 
at night," says Lever's director of marketing 
research, "we'd have to try to find it.'' 

Occasionally, you grow downright capri
cious in your demands. When the makers of 
foam rubber first adapted the material for 
pillows, they made them as soft as possible 
on the theory that the whole purpose of a 
pillow is softness. But many of you ob
jected. You liked "hard" pillows. So the 
manufacturers made some firmer, some 
more yielding. 

The result was confusion compounded. 
When those of you who like your pillows 
soft found foam-rubber ones which were 
firm, you took the notion that all pillows of 
this material were too hard for you. You 
finally drove The Dayton Rubber Company, 
which makes Koolfoam pillows, to desper
ate measures. The company has adapted 
the Goldilocks story and now puts out a 
Baby Bear pillow labeled very soft, a Mama 
Bear pillow which is medium .soft and a 
Papa Bear pillow which is quite firm. 

At the opposite extreme from items on 
which you make such outrageous demands 
are those about which you don't know very 
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clear!) what you want. Automobile manu
facturers spend millions every year to coax 
fioni you a few hints on' what you expect of 
a car. Hut thc\ have found that you can be 
oddly equivocal about what you want. When 
>ou consider a car in the abstract, you say 
one thing. But when you set out to buy 
one, you often do the opposite. 

One company's qaesti(.)nnaire, for in
stance, lists 1(1 general automobile features 
such as dependabilii\, economy, comfort 
and appearance, and asks which you con
sider most important. You nearly always 
put dependability or economy near the 
top of the lis! and appearance near the bot
tom But ulien you buy a car, say the 
dealers, appearance almost always seems to 
be your chief ,ind sometimes your only con
cern. .And you can be contradictory about 
appearance. When asked about chrome 
trimming, most of you say the less the bet
ter. Bui when the chrome on a new model 
is cut down, its sales drop precipitately. 

One of the most elaborate systems for 
trying lo sound you out iin a new product 
IS ihe Cieneral Electric Company's Con
sumer Advisors Council, This is composed 
of 2,()()() families scattered all over the 
ciHintiv and representing every income 
group and cities of all sizes. Usually, GE 
first asks these people what they think of a 
new idea, then, if they like it, sends them 
samples to ti\ out. 

What makes this arrangement so useful 
is that (idd. unpredictable quirks constantly 
turn up 111 your reactions to new products. 
When GE decided to try a foot pedal for 
openinj; the door of its refrigerator, one 
member of itii. council had a singular com
plaint: "I don't like foot pedals," she an
nounced. "My cat thinks he's people. He'll 
sit on it and open the door to cool off." 

So, before Cjeneral Electric put refrigera
tors so equipped on ttie market, it designed 
the pedal to take more pressure than cats or 
other house pels could apply. 

What (Champagne Labe l s M e a n 

Perhaps the oddest of all your quirks is 
your occasional insistence on being hood
winked. Champagne labeling is a case in 
point. Both United States producers and 
impoiteis ha\e enteied a sort of half-open 
conspiracy vvitli you not to call things by 
Iheir nghl names. 

What lies behind this is that most people 
v.ho dunk champagne like it to taste fairly 
sweet. But there's a general belief that a 
true champagne connoisseur wants it to taste 
dr>. Naluially, most people who drink it 
Hant to think of themselves as connoisseurs. 
So the champagne men label their prod
uct "Brut" which means absolutely dry 
—when ver\ little sweetening has been 
adtled. "Dr \" when it's a bit sweeter and 
sometimes "Extra Dry" when it's sweetest. 

.Mong the same line is your frequent 
refusal lo believe in a new product until 
it is dramatized for you. Such dramatizing 
is one of the chief functions of industrial 
designers like RaymontI Loewy. 

Not too long ago a new client turned up 
at Eoevvi's office. He was the maker of a de
vice for automatically cooking and vending 
hoi dogs and hamburgers. When a customer 
inserted a coin, the wrapped sandwich 
dropped into view, was cooked from the 
inside out clectronicaily in a little over a 
minute and was then ready to eat. 

The machine worked perfectly, did ev-
er\thlng it was supposed to do. But most 
people flatly refused to believe in it. On 
being questioned they admitted that the 
sandwiches were delivered hot and seemed 
to he cooked. But, said the customers, they 
couldn't see anything happening. So they 
suspected some trickery. Loewy's solution 
was simple. He installed orange-red lights 
which glowed while the sandwich cooked. 
They hud nothing to do with the cooking 
process, but they convinced you that some
thing was happening. THE END 
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Collier's Editorial. 

HARRY DEVLIN 

Keep It Simple, Boys 
OUR USUAL SESSION with the morning pa
pers on a recent Sunday yielded up a news item 
out of Washington tJiat sounded quite encourag
ing. It said that tlie new government control 
agencies would benefit greatly from the expe
rience gained by similar agencies in World 
War 11. But a few pages farther on we came 
across another story with a Washington date 
line which suggested this legacy of experience 
wouldn't be an unmixed blessing. For here was 
an example of pure officialese or bureauese or 
gobbledygook or whatever you choose to call it 
which reminded us all too vividly of the reams 
of directives, press releases and pamphlets we 
waded through during the late big conflict. 

The item we refer to was the Wage Stabiliza
tion Board's "explanation" of Regulation No. 6, 
which has to do with 10 per cent pay increases 
above the scale of January 15, 1950. It was in 
question-and-answer form, and we hurried as 
quickly as the writing would permit to what 
seemed the heart of the matter. Here's what we 
found: 

Q. What is the purpose of Regulation No. 6? 
A. Disparities as between groups of em

ployees as a consequence of such factors as 
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different expiration or wage reopening dates in 
collective bargaining agreemems or other spe
cial circumstances during 1950, 

That stopped us. Slightly di/z) from the im
pact of the simplified explanation, we went back 
to the beginning of the sentence and picked our 
way painfully through the tangled verbiage in 
search of a verb which we felt must surely be 
there. But the search was fruitless, as anyone 
can see who wants to take the ^mie journey. So 
we passed along in search of some easier read
ing, and found it in Walter Wiiichell's column. 

It might be noted here that \1r Winchell has 
been conducting a campaign for the last year or 
so against the overblown voc;ibulary. On this 
particular day he was chidin;i tlie New York 
Times' drama critic for referring to a "satire on 
egaHtarianism." "He means equality," the col
umnist helpfully explained. A few days later, 
Mr. W. teed off on the same paper's top movie 
reviewer for this sentence: "To pretend that the 
aural felicities are even remotelv matched by the 
visual content of this picture would be senseless, 
however." Again Walter was on hand as inter
preter: "He means that wot >ou hear is better 
than wot you see, see?" 

We're strictly on Mr. Winchell's side in this 
matter, and we wish him well in his modest cru
sade. But we also wish he'd give the Times a rest 
and go to work on Washington, where the pick-
in"s are really good. 

Maybe he could even figure out what there 
is about government service that clouds and 
congests the writing vocabulary of an other
wise normal person to a point where his fellow 
man can't comprehend his meaning. 

We recall that Sir Ernest Gowers offered a 
possible explanation in his little book called 
Plain Words. It was his theory that this allergy 
to simplicity is a morbid condition contracted in 
early manhood. Children show no sign of it, he 
pointed out. And he offered as proof an essay 
by a ten-year-old English boy. It was the result 
of an assignment to write something about a bird 
and a beast. And, since Sir Ernest guarantees 
that it is genuine, it seems worth reprinting as an 
example and model for our Washington literati: 

"The bird that I am going to write about is the 
Owl. The Owl cannot see at all by day and at 
night is blind as a bat. 

"1 do not know much about the Owl, so I will 
go on to the beast which I am going to choose. 
It is the Cow. The Cow is a mammal. It has six 
sides—right, left, an upper and below. At the 
back it has a tail on which hangs a brush. With 
this it sends the flies away so that they do not faff 
into the milk. The head is for tlie purpose of 
growing horns and so that the mouth can be 
somewhere. The horns are to butt with, and the 
mouth is to moo with. Under the cow hangs 
the milk. It is arranged for milking. When 
people milk, the milk comes and there is never 
an end to the supply. How the cow does it I 
have not yet realized, but it makes more and 
more. The cow has a fine sense of smell; one 
can smell it far away. This is the reason for the 
fresh air in the country. 

"The man cow is called an ox. It is not a 
mammal. The cow does not eat much, but what 
it eats it eats twice, so that it gets enough. When 
it is hungry it moos, and when it says nothing it 
is because its inside is all full up with grass." 

That, for our money, is fine, clear writing. 
There is no mistaking the author's meaning, and 
his slight inaccuracies cannot be charged to con
fusion or obscurity. The young man knew pre
cisely what he wanted to say. We wish the same 
could be said for those who regulate our getting 
and spending from Washington. But since it 
cannot, we suggest a possible solution: there 
should be an experienced newspaper copy-
reader in the information division of every gov
ernment department and agency. 

Preferably he should be a casehardened vet
eran with a green eyeshade, a peptic ulcer, and 
an acid disdain for gold-tooth words and fancy 
writing. He should have the absolute authority 
to throw copy back at its author with the com
mand to "Write this so I can understand it." 
And there should be no appeal from his decision 
to keep on throwing it back until the thing 
emerged as understandable English. 

in the present state of Washingtonian confu
sion, clarity is important. As of now, the new 
agencies aren't very sure of what they are going 
to do or how they are going to do it. That's bad 
enough. But once they've made a decision, 
there is no excuse for their passing it along in 
such shape that nobody else can understand it. 
The pompous, legalistic muddiness of bureau
cratic language can end up in a waste of time 
and money. And the way things are now, we 
just can't afford it. 
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