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Bottoms Up n Kin^ 

f IHE fat man ordered a glass of beer. He took 
I a long drink, then went over to the cigarette 

-» machine. He dropped a quarter in the slot. He 
pushed the lever opposite the brand he wanted. 
Nothing happened. The fat man shook the ma
chine. It rattled, but no cigarettes slid out. 

He went back to the bar. The bartender was 
fixing a sandwich, and while he waited the fat man 
drained his glass. 

When the bartender came .up to his end of the 
bar, the fat man said, "Look. 1 put two bits in that 
cigarette machine, but I got no cigarettes." 

The bartender looked at the fat man. He looked 
at the machine. His eyes came back to the fat man. 
"You sure you put a quarter in?" 

"You think I'm lying?" The fat man was ag
grieved. "For a lousy pack of cigarettes?" 

"You'd be surprised what some guys do to con 
me," the bartender told him. "You wanna drink?" 

"I want my two bits," the fat man said. He wasn't 
truculent. He was firm. "Then I want another 
beer." 

"I only got two hands," the bartender said. "The 
fight's coming on. I'm busy. You gotta wait." He 
went down the bar to serve a beer. 

The fat man took off his hat. He scratched his 
bald head. He put his hat back on. He picked up 
his empty glass, studied it morosely and put it 
down. He went back to the cigarette machine. He 
pushed the lever in and out. Nothing happened. He 
shook the machine. It rattled. Then he kicked it. 

The bartender called out, "You there, Mister! 
Whadda you trying to do—wreck the joint?" 

"My quarter," the fat man said. "I put two bits 
in this damn' machine. I got no cigarettes." 

Most of the people at the bar had turned around 
and were staring at him. The fat man walked back 
to the bar. His stool had been taken by a thinnish 
man with a red nose. The fat man squeezed his bulk 
between the red-nosed man who'd taken his stool 
and another patron. 

The bartender came up. "You wanna beer?" he 
demanded. 

The fat man said patiently, "Look. Like I told 
you. I want my two bits. Then I want a beer." 

The bartender put his hands flat on the bar. "Mis
ter," he said. "I ain't got no time to check that ma
chine to see if you put a quarter in it." 

"I told you I put two bits in it," the fat man said. 
"I ain't never seen you before," the bartender 

said, and while the fat man was trying to answer 
that one he walked away and began serving more 
beer. Finally the fat man groped in his pocket and 
pulled out a dime. The bartender was coming 
back. He had a freshly drawn glass of beer in his 
hand. 

The fat man said, "Okay. I'll wait on that two 
bits. Give me a beer." He shoved the dime out. 

The bartender placed the glass of beer on the 
bar in front of the man on the fat man's right. He 
looked at the clock. He said to the fat man, "You 
gotta wait now. The fight's coming on. I gotta ad
just the television set." 

"You served him." 
"He asked me before. You gotta wait." 
"Now, wait a minute!" said the fat man, but the 

bartender was already down at the end of the bar, 
adjusting the television set. The television screen 
was getting everybody's rapt attention. The fight 
was at Madison Square Garden. An announcer 
said, "And now, ladies and gentlemen, our national 
anthem." An unseen band blared The Star-Span
gled Banner and a large American flag fluttered 
across the television screen. 

The thin man with the red nose to the left of the 
fat man, the one who had usurped his stool, 
belched. Then he put a hand on the fat man's arm. 
"Your hat," he said thickly. "Take it off." 

The fat man turned. "What?" he said. 
"Take off your hat." 
"Why," asked the fat man, "should I take off my 

hat?" 
"Because," the red-nosed man said with unsteady 

belligerence, "they're playing the national anthem." 
The fat man looked surprised. "So what?" 
"So what?" said the man. "You an American?" 
"Certainly I'm an American," the fat man said. 
"Then talce off your hat." 
The fat man began to look stubborn. "That's 

Madison Square Garden. I ain't there. I'm here." 
"That's the national anthem, ain't it?" the man 

said darkly. 
The fat man said, "Now, wait a minute—" 
But the man with the red nose said suddenly, 

"You know what? I think you're a Communist." 
The fat man started to turn away, saw the bartender 
standing there watching him, and he sensed that 
others along the bar were listening. The fat man 
felt uneasy all of a sudden. 

"Look," he said to the bartender, "forget about 
that two bits. Just give me a beer." 

The red-nosed man said, "A Communist, that's 
what!" and the bartender said, "What's the matter, 
Joe?" and the man said, "This fat guy. He wouldn't 
take his hat off when they played the national an
them. I think he's a Commy." He belched. 

The bartender said, "He's been acting funny 
ever since he came in." His eyes went up and down 
the fat man. "Let's have no trouble. Mister," he 
said. "This is a respectable place." 

"Look," said the fat man. "AH I want is a beer." 
The fat man's face had a harried look now. He 

could almost taste the animosity around him. Also, 
he was thirsty. The red-nosed man next to him 
muttered something about "dirty Commies!" He 
got up and wove past the fat man, giving him a 
dirty look as he went by. 

The fat man was sweating a little. His eyes 
ranged over the bar. The bartender came up. The 
fat man said, "Look. I want to buy a beer—" 

The bartender said, "Didn't I tell you—" 
"For the bar," the fat man said resignedly. 
"Well, now!" the bartender said. He studied the 

fat man calculatingly. The fat man dug into his 
pocket. The whole place watched him. It was be
tween rounds of the fight, and the commercial was 
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on. The fat man dumped out two crumpled one-
dollar bills. He added a dime to the dime already 
on the bar. 

The bartender counted the money at a glance. 
He said, "Okay, Mister." Then he began to draw 
beer. When he had set beer glasses in front of each 
patron he came back to the fat man, wiping his 
hands on his apron. "That," he said, "will be two 
dollars and twenty cents." 

The fat man pushed the two one-dollar bills to
ward him. Then he pushed the two dimes toward 
him, and then there was nothing left in front of 
the fat man. The bartender took the money and 
started for the cash register. 

"Say," said the fat man, "I haven't got a beer." 
The bartender turned. "That'll cost you another 

dime." 
The fat man looked quickly down the bar. "How 

many beers did you serve?" he asked. 
"I served twenty beers," the bartender told him, 

and then the fat man said with a certain triumph, 
"Look, I gave you two dollars and twenty cents. 
That leaves twenty cents I got coming. Give me 
two beers." 

"I'll give you nothing," said the bartender. "I 
ain't drawed myself a beer yet, and I ain't served 
Joe the beer he's got coming on you." 

NOW the fat man was sweating heavily. He went 
through his pockets. Down the bar he heard the 

red-nosed man, Joe, mumbling, "That's how them 
Commies work." Joe belched. In the bar mirror 
the fat man could see eyes sUther his way before 
they went back to the television screen as the fourth 
round began. The fat man brought his hands out 
of his pockets empty. 

"Skip it," he said dully to the bartender. "Just 
skip it." After that he just stood there, holding on 
to his empty beer glass sort of frantically, not pay
ing any attention to the fight. 

Just before the round ended, the bartender came 
up. "Say, Mister," he said. "If you ain't gonna 
drink, would you mind stepping back so that a cus
tomer can get in?" 

The fat man stepped back from the bar. The 
red-nosed man named Joe staggered into the spot at 
the bar the fat man had vacated. He put an empty 
glass down on the bar. He said to the bartender, "I 
got one coming." He belched. "On this Commy." 
He jerked his head at the fat man. He belched 
again and nearly fell off the stool. 

The bartender said, "You're loaded, Joe. Why 
don't you coast for a while?" But when the red-
nosed man said, "Listen. That beer's paid for, ain't 
it? I want it now," the bartender said, "Okay. Okay. 
Let's have no more trouble," and he served him. 

The fat man looked crushed. He started out of 
the place, but he went over to the cigarette ma
chine first. He shoved the lever. Something dropped 
into the machine's trough. The fat man brightened. 
He reached down. He heaved a vast, disappointed 
sigh. It was a book of matches advertising the bar 
the fat man was just leaving. THE END 
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... Jirst choice of all 
tv engineers 
"A TV engineer can see at a glance that 
Spartons are built by experts in electron
ics. There's no skimping on tubes, vital 
parts or the engineering details it takes 
to turn out the finest in television." 
(Signed) Gilbert L. Anderson, Engineer
ing Supervisor, TV Station, Cleveland. 

Why not take a tip from the experts in television ? 

Compare Sparton with any other television 

model anywhere for picture clarity . . . for tone 

. . . for value! You'll see 50 years of electronic 

experience reflected in the performance and 

design of each Sparton receiver. ABOVE: The 

aristocratic Sheffield, with 17" rectangular high-

decorators 
"The authentic styling, fine lines and rich 
finishes of Sparton cabinets go perfectly 
with the finest furniture, too. Spai-ton 
craftsmanship is evident to a decorator's 
trained eye." (Signed) Betty Delbridge, 
Consulting Decorator, Maurice Wood, 
Inc., Grosse Pointe, Mich. 

contrast black picture tube. In mahogany, 
blonde and limed oak. 

Sparton Television is sold only through one 
exclusive dealer in each community or 
metropolitan shopping area, at Sparton 
direct-to-dealer savings. See "Sparton" in 
your classified telephone directory. 

dealers 
"We Sparton dealers deliver sensational 
TV value, too! Sparton sidesteps the 
wholesaler, sells direct to us. Savings 
go into the set, off the price-tag . . . and 
Sparton owners get higher quality TV 
at lower prices." (Signed) E. dinger, 
Calumet Radio and Television, Chiciigo. 
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TThe Man Who Says No to Statin 

...-that gunk in our ear? 

A mucked-up oil filter can cost you 
plenty in engine repairs. Get in a 

"^^ Pm'ol°*o''* R8fill~q«'ickl 

See what yovir filter can look like 
after 5,000 miles of driving. Choked 
up with over 2 pounds of sludge, it jvist 
can't continue to work effectively. 

What to do? Don't delay—get in a clean 
filter refill—fast. Which mako? Pays to 
buy the best—a Purolator Micronic*. 
New accordion-type design gives up to 
10 times the filtering area—with pores so 
tiny they trap particles you can't even 
see. Coft much? Strictly small change— 
$1.38 to $3.00 depending on car make. 
Toko long ? Only a few minutes—at your 
favorite service station, garage or car 
dealer, •R«.u.8.p«t.ofr. 

RirOlatDr 
I C R O N I C 

OIL JilLTBIt 
Right you a r t - i t ' s FIBBER McGEE and MOLLY 

on NBC every Tuesday at 9:30 PM, E.S.T.-
sponsored by Pet Milk. 

commander of Soviet security and watch
dog of Soviet political affairs in Austria. 
Zlieltov pounded the table and raged at 
Gruber for firing Communists. 

"I am the Austrian Foreign Minister," 
Gruber replied coldly. "I don't tell you 
how to run your department. I don't expect 
advice from you on how to run mine." 

Unlike other small nations which suc
cumbed to Soviet pressure, Austria has 
been fortunate in having the Western 
Allies around as a deterrent to a swift Rus
sian coup. Besides, the U.S. has poured in 
more than a half billion dollars to help the 
Austrians get on their feet and turn a deaf 
ear to Communism. Nevertheless, weaker 
men than Gruber would have yielded to the 
Russians long ago. 

Recently, Gruber and Vishinsky were 
passing through Paris simultaneously. They 
had a hasty informal meeting between air
planes. Vishinsky asked Gruber why he 
was so pro-American. 

"The U.S. has practically paid for the 
new Austria and asked for nothing," 
Gruber said bluntly. "You nofonly take 
what doesn't belong to you, but also try to 
meddle in our affairs." 

So closely does Gruber identify himself 
with Americans that the English he learned 
originally at Austrian schools has been ex
panded to include colorful expressions 
uttered by the late John G. Erhardt and 
General Mark Clark. The first American 
postwar Minister to Austria, Erhardt was 
bom and raised in Brooklyn. Clark, the 
first American military commander here, 
comes from the Midwest. Unless he holds 
himself in check, Gruber can stagger a 
listener with his fluent Americana. 

If a non-English-speaking visitor cannot 
speak German, Gruber will converse in 
English through an interpreter. Custom
arily, he does this with the Russians—an
other mark they have against him. 

Proof on the Map of Europe 

Much of the American interest in the 
welfare of Austria can be ascribed directly 
to Gruber. When he doesn't have tin\e, he 
has a simple yet highly effective way of 
proving that a non-Communist Austria is 
vital to the security of the free world. 

"Here we are," he says, pointing to a 
centrally placed wedge on the map of Eu
rope. "On the east we border Czechoslo
vakia and Hungary, both Soviet satellites. 
To the south are Yugoslavia and Italy. 
In the west lie Switzerland and West Ger
many. In a Communist Austria . . .?" 

He shrugs significantly. A Communist 
Austria means that the Russians would 
penetrate a couple of hundred miles far
ther into Western Europe, would be massed 
on all of Tito's northern frontier and would 
look menacingly down on Italy's industrial 
valleys. 

A one-man traveling promotion agency 
for his country, Gruber never tires of em
phasizing the necessity to keep Austria free 
of Russian domination. Between crises 
with the Soviet Union, he squeezes in trips 
to all international conferences to plead 
Austria's case. Twice—in 1946 and again 
last year—he stumped the U.S., hitting the 
whistle stops and great cities, to make 
Americans Austria-conscious. 

His refreshing frankness about affairs of 
state and a country-boy air, induced by 
tousled hair and baggy clothes that drape 
a rawboned frame, brought Gruber more 
speaking engagements than he could handle 
in America. He has, too, additional appeal 
to women, who like his flashing hazel eyes 
and handsome, rugged features. 

"Why don't you stay here and run for 
ofiice?" an overenthusiastic lady asked him 
in Buffalo. 

Gruber's tenure in ofl3ce has earned him 
unstinted praise in his own party, the Peo
ple's party. The other partners in the 
government, the Socialists, and the diplo-

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 31 

matic corps of the Western World agree 
that Gruber richly deserves the accolades. 

"Vice-Chancellor Schaerf keeps an eye 
on the Foreign Office for our party," a 
ranking Socialist told me. "But Gruber is 
very fair-minded. He's also independent 
and strong. He's above discussion within 
the parties and he's not tainted by any 
Fascist background." 

"Gruber is one of the ablest men I've 
ever met," U.S. High Commissioner Walter 
J. Donnelly said. "He has a staggeringly 
broad knowledge of world problems." 

"A phenomenon," a military man with 
years of political experience described 
Gruber. "For my money he's the toughest 
Foreign Minister in Europe, maybe in the 
world. You just can't scare him." 

The spirit of resistance is inherent in 
Gruber. He was born in the mountains 
of the Tyrol, which produce tough-minded, 
taciturn men like Andreas Hofer who led 
the first rebellion against Napoleon. Gruber 
has known only the hard way to success. 
The third son in a poor family of five chil
dren, he had to work to earn money for an 
engineering degree and a Doctorate of 
Laws. 

Splitting rails and stoking engines in the 
mountains gave him the prodigious stamina 
that today enables him to work 18 hours a 
day and knock off with a three-mile walk 
before going to bed. Since he took office, 
his boundless energy has resulted in three 
broken legs—always the right one—from 
skiing, mountain cUmbing and an automo
bile accident. 

His drive has worn down batteries of 
Foreign OflSce aides, who view every trip 
out of the office as an arduous obstacle 
course. "I was happy to be reassigned," 
one of them told me. "Not that I didn't 
like working for the Minister. But I didn't 
bargain for swimming in the winter. Proto
col demands that we follow, too." 

When Gruber obtained his degrees, he 
became a technician for the Austrian Post 
Office. He started political life as a mili
tant anti-Nazi, which cost him his job when 
Hitler forced the shotgun annexation of 

Austria to Germany in March, 1938. He 
was then employed by an electrical firm 
and, just after the war broke out, he met 
Helga Ahlgrim, a lovely, slender, Tyrolean 
brunette. 

They were married in October, 1939, and 
together plotted the resistance that was to 
oust the Germans from western Austria. 
Multilingual and graciously charming, 
Helga Gruber is one of those rare women 
who combine beauty, brains and courage. 
Gruber's enemies like to say that Helga 
really runs the Foreign Office. 

"That's not bad, if it's the worst they can • 
say," Gruber laughed when I mentioned 
the gossip to him. "But they're very wrong. 
I do my own thinking and deciding—on 
foreign affairs." 

A Leader of the Resbtance 

Under the nom de guerre of Karl Brandt, 
Gruber kept in touch with the American 
OSS after the U.S. entered the war. He 
was transferred to Berlin by his firm, but 
his wife remained in the Tyrol, communi
cating with him through their own courier 
service. Late in 1944, Gruber bolted his 
job and went to Innsbruck to take over 
active leadership of the resistance. 

Everything went off fairly smoothly in 
the next few months except once—when 
Gruber and his staff had the Nazi com
mandant of Innsbruck imder arrest in the 
German's own headquarters. 

"The door suddenly flew open and sev
eral German soldiers entered, their rifles 
pointing at us," Gruber related with a 
grimace. "The commandant jumped out of 
the window, which was close to the ground. 
The bewildered soldiers ran for the win
dow. Then we escaped out the other." 

Gruber, however, armed 2,500 men with 
Wehrmacht equipment and took over the 
Innsbruck radio station, proclaiming the 
end of the German occupation. He sent a 
runner to American units near Munich and 
told them to come ahead, the coast was 
clear. His action was responsible for saving 
many American lives, because the moun-
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tainous Tyrolean area he seized had been 
designated by Hitler as a "last redoubt." 

By the end of the war, Gruber's name 
and reputation were known throughout 
Austria. Anti-Nazi and anti-Communist 
political leaders were in contact with him, 
preparing to establish a government in ac
cordance with the Moscow Declaration of 
1943. That was the year the Allies solemnly 
pledged the restoration of a free and inde
pendent Austria. 

The promise was blunted, though, by a 
little clause which said that shattered Aus
tria also had to pay the penalty for her 
contribution to the German war machine. 
This meant occupation and reparations, no 
army and a woefully unequipped police 
force. It also meant that Austria would 
be divided into four zones, like Germany, 
although the central government would be 
recognized as sovereign in internal affairs. 

At Soviet insistence, the Allied Control 
Council was armed with veto powers which 
could effectively sabotage Austrian admin
istration. Prospects for Austria's rehabilita
tion were bleak indeed and they didn't look 
any better when the Russians pulled a fast 
one on their allies. 

Jumping the gun, the Soviet high com
mand set up a provisional 
government in Vienna with 
Communists in many of the 
key positions, especially the 
police. It was the same 
stacked hand the Russians 
dealt in eastern European 
countries. They had not 
reckoned, however, with the 
dedicated Austrians who to
day run the government. 

Men like Gruber, Chan
cellor Leopold Figl, fresh 
from a concentration camp, 
and tough, squat Oskar 
Helmar, now the Socialist 
Minister of Interior, were 
determined not to tolerate 
any more of the kind of alien 
influences which softened up 
the country before. Hitler 
marched in. 

As soon as the news of 
the Soviet-blessed provisional 
government leaked, the anti-
Communist leaders con
verged on Vienna. Gruber 
led a delegation from west
ern Austria which got 
through Soviet checkposts 
by bribing Red Army sen
tries with swigs from a bot
tle of cherry brandy. 

"That was the best bargain 
we ever made with the Rus
sians," Gruber recalled. "That bottle of 
brandy enabled us to meet with the rest of 
the anti-Communist groups and smash 
Communist police power when we re
formed the provisional goverimient." 

Emboldened by talks at Russian head
quarters, the Communists demanded the 
immediate reinstatement of their hand-
picked police chiefs and Minister of In
terior. If the jobs weren't restored, the 
Communists threatened, their "battalions" 
would march. 

The People's party and the Socialists 
closed ranks and accepted the challenge. 
Every district police commissioner, includ
ing those in the Soviet zone, was dismissed. 
Headed by Gruber, a delegation went into 
the Russian zone to back up the govern
ment's action by denouncing Communist 
tactics. 

All this, mind you, in the autumn of 
1945! Those were the days when the 
Western World skipped lightly over Com
munist excesses, and anti-Communists were 
reviled as "Fascists." To support their 
defiance, Gruber and his associates had a 
police arsenal of exactly seven pistols. 

"That didn't stop us, and our weakness 
in weapons has never affected our pro
gram," Gruber observed. "I've made more 
than 100 speeches in the Russian zone right 
in front of note-taking Russian officers. We 
had to educate the people in the spirit of 
resistance." 

The elections of November, 194i, 
showed conclusively that the anti-Commu
nists knew their Austria well. The Com
munists obtained only 5 per cent of the 
vote; the rest went to the People's party 
and the Socialists. The results hardly 
changed in 1949, and the Communists have 
polled even less in every municipal election. 

"Our success rests on the conviction that 
you cannot appease the Russians or the 
Communists," Gruber said. "You cannot 
permit them to meddle in internal affairs. 
If you do, you get Russian-type elections." 

The choice of Gruber for Foreign Min
ister was spontaneous. He spoke English, 
some French, and he had been in touch with 
the Americans during the war. In a nation 
drained of trained man power because of 
war, concentration-camp deaths or Nazi 
associations, Gruber was a young hope for 
a tired, battered Austria. 

Becoming Foreign Minister meant that 
Gruber had to leave his native Tyrol and 
come to bombed-out Vienna. Even for the 
childless Grubers, setting up housekeeping 
amid the rubble was an epochal task. 

Prince Eugene's old falcon house in the 
Belvedere was the property of the state, 
but in frightful shape. Yet the Grubers 

^«««<t*« . 
"Oh, chef—^here's a new gen

tleman with us who isn't 
quite satisfied with his eggs!'' 

COLLIER'8 BORIS DRUCKER 

took it cheerfully. It was rent-free and 
Gruber was earning 2,000 shillings a month 
—worth about $10 during the inflated post
war days. 

Helga Gruber told her husband to forget 
about making the house habitable and to 
concentrate on his job. She rounded up 
workmen, hauled timber from the Tyrol and 
renovated it. into the pleasantest home in 
Vienna. 

"It's easier now," Gruber said. "I get 
5,000 shiUings a month. That's almost 
$200; but the cost of living in Vienna is 
much cheaper than most other places. I 
also have a government car, so we get 
along." 

Right after they moved into the Belve
dere with their two huge Airedales, Jackie 
and Schnippsy, the Grubers were awakened 
by a great commotion in the garden. Gru
ber dashed out and saw that the policeman 
assigned to his house was being dragged 
away by two drunken Russian soldiers. 

"The dogs had been trained to respect 
uniforms because of the guard," Gruber 
laughed. "They just licked the kidnapers' 
hands. Then they barked at me because 1 
chased them away." 

Gruber was in office only a short time 
when a frightened associate told him that 
the Russians demanded he inform on the 
Foreign Minister's activities. Characteris
tically, Gruber telephoned the Soviet Min
ister, Eugene Kisselev, once consul general 
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in New York, and asked him over. "We 
have no secrets," Gruber said to the 
discomfited Russian. "We suppose the So
viets have the courage to say so, if they 
want their own representative in my secre
tariat." 

Kisselev blew up. The Russians, he said, 
had private ways of finding out what went 
on in the Foreign Ministry. 

"That was his big mistake," Gruber ob
served. "I knew we still had leaks in our 
department. I narrowed down the suspects, 
fired them and I haven't had any trouble in 
my secretariat since." 

His action didn't produce a cordial at
mosphere for Gruber's next proposal. He 
wanted the Russians to temper their use of 
the veto in the Allied Control Council. They 
were indiscriminately vetoing every piece 
of Austrian legislation, thus making a joke 
of the government's sovereignty. 

Extracting the Veto's Teeth 

Gruber offered this solution: The veto 
would remain in force only for constitu
tional issues. On all other questions, Aus
trian laws would be valid, except when 
there was unanimous disagreement among 
the four Allies. The Western Powers 
quickly agreed and Gruber took the pro
posal to the Russians. 

"They were suspicious, of course," Gru
ber said. "Months and months I worked the 
issues around. I pointed out to them that 
they still retained a veto. They weren't giv
ing up much, I emphasized." 

Almost a year later the Russians agreed 
to the change. Once they signed the 
amended veto resolution, the roof felt in on 
the Soviet high command. What the Rus
sians, in their slavish devotion to detail, 
had failed to note was that constitutional 
questions arise about once every five years. 

Molotov swiftly reshtiffled his political 
advisers' department on Austrian affairs and 
paid Gruber a grudging compliment: 

"I should have thought of that kind of 
idea myself," he grumbled. 

Besides trying to outguess and outma-
neuver the Russians at home, Gruber has 
to cope with them outside Austria as well. 
That has been especially true in treaty ne
gotiations which have been dragging on for 
five years. Failure to obtain a treaty has 
not been Gruber's fault. The Western Pow
ers and his government all agree on that. 

The Russians just don't want a treaty, be
cause they would have to withdraw their 
troops and leave behind an anti-Communist 
nation in the heart of Soviet Europe. Gru
ber, however, has never desisted in trying 
to bring them around. He keeps sounding 
out Big Four representatives, encouraging 
support among smaller nations and offer
ing compromises that would not endanger 
Austria's sovereignty. 

In Gruber's opinion, 1947 was the turn
ing point in the postwar history of relations 
between the free world and the Soviet Un
ion. It began with the fruitless Big Four 
meeting in Moscow which only widened 
the cleavage between East and West. Gru
ber is convinced that General George C. 
Marshall, then Secretary of State, created 
the vast American economic aid program— 
the Marshall Plan—as a result of the Mos
cow Conference. 

"We will stand firm and we won't be 
beaten down by threats," Gruber promised 
Marshall at the end of the meeting. "But 
we will need help to develop our country 
and so instill patience in our people." 

Gruber asked Marshall and General 
Clark if the U.S. couldn't start that aid by 
paying its own occupation costs in Austria. 
The idea struck home. Its political effects 
were felt not only in Austria but throughout 
central and eastern Europe, where Red 
armies live off the land. 

What the agreement provided was that a 
victorious nation should, for the first time, 
pay rent for its occupation troops and dis
claim all further charges against the van
quished. Unfortunately, despite constant 
prodding by Gruber, the British and the 
French haven't gone that far; but they have 
slashed occupation costs to the bone. 

The Russians not only spurned the pro
posal but decided they had to get rid of 
Gruber: he was causing them too much 
embarrassment. The Austrian Communist 
party was instructed to do the hatchet work. 

"Hang Gruber," was the slogan that 
opened and closed all Communist meetings. 
Buildings in Vienna were covered with 
posters demanding Gruber's dismissal. If he 
didn't go, the Communists threatened, 
they'd string him up outside his office. 

Ernst Fischer, the dreamy-eyed, bum
bling leader of the Austrian Reds, went to 
see Chancellor Figl. He asked for Gruber's 
resignation and wholesale inclusion of 
Communists in the government. Other
wise, Fischer said complacently, Austria 
would never get a treaty from the Russians. 

Figl informed Gruber of the Communist 
demands. They called the rest of the Cab
inet for a political council of war. 

"It lasted about one minute," Gruber 
recalled with a smile. "We agreed unani
mously to tell the Communists to go to 
hell." 

Then Gruber went on the air with a blis
tering denunciation of Soviet and Commu
nist tactics. At first the Russians, who 
control one of the two radio stations in Vi
enna, refused to permit the speech to be 
transcribed, unless the Foreign Minister 
toned down his attack. Gruber went to So
viet headquarters. 

"I intend to remain right here," he in
formed Zheltov, "until I can get my speech 
out uncensored. If I stay indefinitely, the 
impression will be that I'm held a prisoner." 

His speech went out uncensored. 
A few weeks later, the world was shocked 

by the brutal Communist coup in Hungary. 
Austria's immediate eastern neighbor. Un
der the hard-bitten guidance of Lieutenant 
General V. P. Sviridov—now Soviet 
commander for Austria—the Hungarian 
Communists swept a freely elected non-
Communist government from office and 
established their own dictatorship. 

Hardly had a "people's democracy" been 
installed in Budapest when several roving 
Russian diplomats passed through Vienna 
and visited Gruber. They suggested that 
things would go easier for Austria if Com
munists were brought into the government. 
Look what happened to Hungary, they 
added. 

Gruber and the government replied the 
next day. The Foreign Minister and other 
Cabinet members hurried down to the heart 
of the Russian zone. 

"What happened in Hungary cannot hap
pen here, if we remain firm in our anti-
Communist convictions," Gruber said in a 
half-dozen speeches. "We must resist all 
Russian pressures." 

In Fear of Soviet Reprisals 

The government strengthened Gruber's 
speeches by ordering the immediate dis
missal of the few remaining police officials 
in the Soviet zone who were still suspected 
of pro-Communist leanings. The Western 
Allies in Vienna braced for infuriated So
viet reaction. There were gloomy predic
tions that the Russians would force a 
division of Austria, as they had Germany. 

"They will do nothing of the kind," Gru
ber reassured the worried Allies. "They 
will have to go to war to carve us up." 

He was right. The Russians called the 
members of the Austrian government "Fas
cists" and did nothing. 

"That convinced me. more than anything 
else, that you must keep your internal ad
ministration clean of Commimist influ
ence," Gruber told me. "In every crisis, we 
have never lost sight of that basic fact of 
political existence." 

In 1948, Gruber had to approach the 
Russians about the Marshall Plan. Mem
ber countries agree to American supervi
sion of all Marshall Plan goods that enter. 
The Soviet Union vowed it would not per
mit Americans to roam around their zone 
of Austria. Gruber solved the problem with 
Washington and Moscow. 

"I told the Americans that Austrians 
could do the supervising for them in the 

Corner's for May 26, 1951 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



Soviet zone," he explained to me. "Then 
I informed the Russians that Austrians 
would handle Marshall goods in their area. 
Of course, I reminded the Russians that 
Austrians had the right to move all over 
Austria." 

Gruber's arguments prevailed. Marshall 
Plan goods flowed into the Soviet zone of 
Austria without Russian interference, and 
still do—the only Russian-controlled terri
tory in the world that benefits from direct 
.'American aid. The Foreign Minister com
memorated the initial distribution by tack
ing up one of the first placards in the 
Russian zone, thanking America for her 
help. 

Although Gruber and the government 
have obtained for Austria infinitely better 
living conditions than exist in any of the 
Soviet satellites, the Austrian Communists 
snipe away at the administration for neg
lecting the "masses." 

Last October, they left oft sniping and 
organized a full-dress attempt to stampede 
the government out of office, with their 
"shock brigades." It was the first time the 
Communists attempted all-out organized 
sabotage and violence. For three hectic 
days and nights the government ministers 
stood resolutely at the Ballhaus Platz. 

"This was the supreme test of whether 
we had successfully purged the police and 
the administration of Communists," Gru
ber said. "This was the decisive hour when 
we could tell, by their response, if the peo
ple had sufficient morale to stand by us." 

The Communists deployed mobile gangs 
to stop all civilian traffic throughout the 
Russian zone, which includes the districts 
encompassing Vienna. They stormed post 
offices and communication centers, as the 
Russians watched attentively but passively. 

It seemed certain from the first onslaught 
that the Russians would not commit them
selves until they were certain of how things 
would go. The Western Allies placed their 
garrisons on the alert. But none of the oc
cupation powers budged. It was up to the 
Austrian government, by its own action, to 
stand or fall. 

"We placed police details around the 
chancellery so the Communists couldn't in
filtrate and grab the government," Gruber 
told me. "We went on the air and appealed 
to the people to resist Communist aggres
sion and to disobey their commands. Then 
we sent special police details to the Rus
sian zone to pitch the Communists out of 
government buildings they had seized." 

The Austrian people, sparked by Social-
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ist trade-unionists, responded magnificently. 
They dared the Communists to use weapons 
when they evicted Reds from the factories. 
With their bare fists they smashed Com
munist picket lines and with their hands 
they tore up Communist roadblocks. 

In the Soviet zone, police entered Com
munist-occupied buildings and arrested car
loads of intruders. Then the Russians 
stepped in. At Wiener Neustadt, an indus
trial city 30 miles from Vienna, the Red 
Army commander threatened to dislodge 
government police with his troops. 

Reds Get an Ul t imatum 

Word was flashed by the embattled gen
darmes to the anxious men in the chancel
lery. The Russians had to be told to keep 
their hands off; the riots were an internal 
matter. Telling the Soviet command was in 
Gruber's department. He went to Soviet 
headquarters. 

"The issue is simple," Gruber told the 
Russian high command. "Either you fol
low the legal agreements with this gov
ernment in which you have pledged no 
intervention in internal affairs, or you use 
force. If you use force, you will be re
sponsible for what I assure you will be 
Austrian resistance." 

The Russians have a reputation for pro
tracted delays in emergencies. This time 
they acted with lightning swiftness. The 
Communists suddenly called off their 
"strike." The police in Wiener Neustadt 
weren't touched. 

"We will never again have illusions about 
the Communist party," Gruber told Gen
eral Sviridov, the brains behind the Him-
garian Putsch, a few days after tranquillity 
returned to Vienna. 

But the significance of the October riots 
hasn't been lost on Austria. All anti-Com
munist Austrians—95 per cent of the people 
—are determined to throttle any future 
Communist disturbances before the Reds 
can whip up steam. The Austrians have vol
untarily made themselves the eyes and ears 
of the government. That means Gruber 
and his associates today know about every 
Communist meeting, every Communist cell 
discussion and every Communist plan. 

•'What's happened around here since the 
disorders?" 1 asked Gruber. 

"We checked carefully and found a little 
residue of pro-Communists in a few gov
ernment jobs," Gruber replied with the 
flicker of a smile. "Know what we did? We 
fired them!" THE END 
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Cancer Quacks 
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 24 

she was back at work in the hospital, ap
parently fully recovered. She's still on the 
job today, feeling fine, and firmly con
vinced that Dr. Hett's secret serum saved 
her life after surgery and X-ray treatments 
failed. 

Those are the facts taken from the rec
ords of the hospital where the nurse is em
ployed. Everything about the nurse's story 
is true—except her conclusion. According 
to medical experts, she was not cured by 
Dr. Hett's serum; instead, weakened by 
necessary radical surgery and under tre
mendous mental tension, she made three 
understandable and human errors which led 
to her being victimized. 

The Nurse's Three Mistakes 

Did you detect the three errors? If not, 
here they are, based on an evaluation of the 
case history by Dr. Charles Cameron, Med
ical and Scientific Director of the American 
Cancer Society: 

(1) The nurse mistook the attacks of 
nausea which normally follow intensive X-
ray therapy as evidence that surgery had 
failed. Actually, as her recovery indicates, 
the hospital treatment was successful. 

(2) The nurse accepted Dr. Hett's blood 
test as confirmation of her fears that the 
cancer was spreading and her case was 
hopeless. Actually, no blood test for can
cer, standing alone, is medically accepted as 
proof of the presence of malignant disease. 

(3) The nurse attributed her recovery to 
Dr. Hett's serum, instead of to the surgery 
and irradiation which preceded his injec
tions. Actually, surgery has accompUshed 
similar cures for thousands of patients who 
recovered from breast operations without 
using Hett injections. Moreover, the mild 
discomforts which attend extensive X-ray 
treatments subside completely within a few 
weeks; this accounts scientifically for the 
improvement which the nurse experienced 
while a patient of Dr. Hett. 

The reactions of this distraught nurse 
over a two-year period demonstrate how the 
psychology of cancer favors the quacks. 
Medical authorities hold that once malig
nant cells escape from operable areas, such 
as the breast or pelvis, to other parts of the 
body, a patient is doomed. 

"Consequently," a noted cancer diagnos
tician commented recently, "when you ad
vise a patient honestly that her condition is 
either hopeless or doubtful—as in the case 
of the nurse who went to Hett—the patient's 
instinct for survival sometimes triumphs 
over her good sense. She looks around for 
somebody—anybody—who will hold out 
hope for a cure. Eventually, she locates a 
quack with some sort of a secret remedy. 

"In one way," the diagnostician added, 
"the nurse who went to Hett was lucky. 
She had received adequate treatment be
fore she fell into the hands of a quack. 
The really unlucky victims are the ones 
who go to a quack in the early stages of 
their illness and are thereby prevented from 
receiving scientific examination and treat
ment at a time when prompt surgery might 
still save their lives." 

Slick promoters have been quick to at
tempt to cash in on the lush financial op
portunities uncovered by the cancer quacks. 
On October 24, 1950, Nathaniel L. Gold
stein, Attorney General of New York, 
forced the dissolution of Cancer Welfare 
Fund, Inc., which had collected in excess of 
$100,000 under the guise of charity and 
used approximately $5,000 to help cancer 
victims. The balance—95 cents of every 
dollar contributed—was paid out in salaries 
for the promoters and in expenses. 

Cancer Welfare Fund, Inc., circulated 
appeals for funds in envelopes containing 
dollar bills. Recipients were asked to re
turn the dollar bill with an additional con
tribution. 

This same dollar-bait technique raised 
about $600,000 in new money in a period 

of 10% months for the so-called National 
Cancer Hospital of America, a fund-rais
ing organization with headquarters in De
troit, which was exposed by Walter 
Winchell. The columnist accurately pre
dicted that Goldstein would apply for an in
junction to stop that group from soliciting 
funds in New York State. 

In his column of November 2, 1950, 
Winchell sizzled: ". . . The (New York) 
Attorney General's audit will show none of 
the actual contributions (about $600,000) 
has gone toward creation of the National 
Cancer Hospital of America, except a $10,-
000 deposit on the purchase of a vacant lot 
in Detroit. This transaction was made late 
in September when they learned a probe 
was under way. . . . And get this: A direct-
mail firm in N. Y. (which put up the origi
nal $2,000 for the one-dollar letters) was 
paid $219,000 for 'mailing expenses and 
commissions.' . . . That's over 1,000 per 
cent in less than a year." 

So much for the pitfalls of cancer quack
ery. Now, let's take a closer look at some 
of the notoriously successful quacks un
covered by Collier's survey. 

Last February 23d, accompanied by Col
lier's photographer George Emme, I visited 
the Hett Foundation, a remodeled two-story 
residence in Windsor's dingy water-front 
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A Reporter in Search of Cod 

WHAT SOLDIERS 
BELIEVE 

section, only 20 minutes by auto from 
downtown Detroit, yet safely across the 
border from bothersome U.S. Food and 
Drug Administration agents. 

Dr. Hett claims to provide effective treat
ment for stomach ulcers and arthritis, in 
addition to therapy which creates "immu
nization against cancer." He is (a nurse 
told us) too busy to make appointments. 
His patients receive numbered cards in ro
tation as they come in; then, they wait for 
treatment until their numbers are called, 
like customers queued up at a market meat 
counter. 

Dr. Hett's office hours that Friday after
noon were from one to six o'clock. When 
we arrived at one fifteen, the waiting room 
was packed with 37 patients. They huddled 
together on benches and squatted on the 
stairs leading to the second floor, and each 
one of them clutched a small white card, 

Irtjections Yield Big Income 

Dr. Hett boasts of having "treated thou
sands of Americans with amazing results." 
Since injections cost $10 each, and patients 
receive upward of 50 injections before be
ing pronounced cured. Dr. Hett's income 
may well exceed $100,000 a year. 

Dr. Hett is a quick, nervous little man 
with ruddy cheeks and a large white mus
tache. Now eighty years old (according to 
biographical material in his advertising 
pamphlets), he moves about spryly and 
spends eight hours a day, six days a week, 
in his office. Four nurses (who perform 
the serum injections) assist him in servic
ing the patients—reportedly as many as 
100 in an afternoon. 

Almost without exception, the patients 
are American citizens who cross over into 
Windsor in response to Dr. Hett's widely 
distributed promotional literature. How
ever, Dr. Hett does not advertise or sell his 
serum in Ontario, according to Canadian 
medical authorities—a precaution which 
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Question: Wfia+s tfie best state \o vacation \fi ? 

Answer: The relaxed state! 

You step into your Pullman car. 

There's no worry, no tension. Just complete peace 
of mind. 

You s-t-r-e-t-c-h out on that big, soft Pullman 
seat. You can almost feel every nerve, every muscle, 
ever blessed part of you relax. 

I t 's relaxation that comes from within . . . from 
knowing that you're even safer in a Pullman than 
you are at home. 

You keep this feeling of safety throughout your 
trip. You sleep deep and undisturbed. You enjoy all 
the sights, all the conveniences, all the pleasures of 
going Pullman. 

And, best of all, it makes no difference whether 
you and your family are going to a dude ranch in 
California or a seaside resort in Maine. 

Your vacation begins and ends in the best state of 
all—the relaxed state—when you go Pullman. 

Go Villi marl 
COMFORTABLE, DEPENDABLE, 

AND—ABOVE ALL—SAFE! 

There's a Pullman accommodation to fit your family's 
vacation needs. See your railroad ticket agent soon. 
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Every 2̂ 2 Minutes 
ANOTHER NEW OR REBUILT FREIGHT CAR GOES 

TO W O R K FOR THE P E N N S Y L V A N I A R A I L R O A D 
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For any transportation requirement of industry or defense, new and 
rebuilt freight cars are going into Pennsylvania Railroad service this 
year at an unprecedented rate . . . on the average, a car every IVi 
minutes of the working day . . . hopper cars, box cars, gondolas 
and flat cars. 

Many car shops, including our own, are working on this freight car 
production program. From the car builders last year we ordered 
20,000 new box cars and gondolas, the biggest freight car order in 
railroad history. These are in addition to 6,610 new cars under 
construction in our own shops. More than 14,000 of these new 
freight cars have been built and delivered. Furthermore, in the 
Pennsylvania's shops we have almost completed the rebuilding 
of 34,000 freight cars. 

When the building and rebuilding program is completed this year, 
the Pennsylvania will have more than 200,000 freight cars in service 
for industry and defense. 

World War II revealed the vital role of railroad transportation. Ever 
since then it has been our goal to remain ready for any emergency. 

PENNSYLVANIA 
RAILROAD 
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apparently enables him to escape molesta
tion by Canadian drug officials. 

While Emme was loading his camera. 
Dr. Hett produced a large vial containing 
a brownish solution having the appearance 
of iodine. "This is my serum," he said. 
"What I call the mother liquid." 

"How does it work?" I asked. 
'The mother liquid is diluted in an equal 

amount of distilled water," Dr. Hett said. 
"Then one drop of the resulting solution is 
added to 10 drops of distilled water and 
injected." 

"Into the vein?" 
"Yes, it's a veinous injection. We've 

been getting .some marvelous results lately. 
Not only for cancer, but arthritis and dia
betes, too. Complete cures." 

The office was drab and sparsely 
equipped. It contained an examination 
table, littered with old newspapers; a white 
metal stand, which held a sterilizing cabi
net, three syringes, and half a dozen vials 
of serum diluted for injection; Dr. Hett's 
own desk; several straight-backed chairs, 
and filing cabinets. While Emme took pic
tures. Dr. Hett volunteered that he had 
devoted his entire life to the conquest of 
cancer. "1 wrote Walter Winchell about 
the serum," he said, "but I never heard 
from him directly. The Damon Runyon 
Committee referred my letter to the Na
tional Cancer Institute and those institute 
doctors wanted to know all about the 
serum—formula, preparation, everything. 
But I couldn't give it to them. Wouldn't 
be safe." 

"Why not?" 
"Observing the reactions of patients after 

an injection is extremely important," Dr. 
Hett said. "A doctor would have to work 
with me here and learn the technique be
fore it would be safe for him to use the 
serum. Why, look what happened when 
Ehrlich announced his 606 cure for syphi
lis. Other doctors tried to use it and there 
were many deaths from improper handling. 
I don't want that to happen with my 
serum." 

Subsequent analysis of Dr. Hett's serum 
by a Chicago laboratory revealed the pres
ence of B. coli and Streptococcus fecalis— 
bacteria normally found in human or ani
mal fecal material. 

"This stuff could have come from bowel 
washings," a lab technician asserted. 

51 
It is the opinion of expert biologists that 

any solution containing B. coli and Strep
tococcus fecalis and injected into the veins 
of a human being would produce the chills 
and fevers experienced by Dr. Hett's pa
tients. Under certain conditions, such 
fecally contaminated material also might 
cause blood poisoning. However, there is 
no medical evidence to support the theory 
that any of the effects of such an injection 
could cure cancer. 

ludging from the laboratory analysis of 
Dr. Hett's secret serum, it would appear 
that the nurse recovered in spite of his in
jections. 

Doctor Accused of Chicanery 

The secrecy surrounding Dr. Hett's 
serum has been denounced as "outright 
chicanery" by the Council on Pharmacy 
and Chemistry of the American Medical 
Association. The council, which evaluates 
drugs for the medical profession', further 
observed: ". . . If, indeed, a cure for cancer 
had existed since 1931 as claimed by Dr. 
Hett, then the responsibility for all .the 
deaths from the disease since that time 
could be ascribed to his failure to make 
known his discovery to all other physicians. 
Obviously, the real reason for secrecy lies 
in the fact that Dr. Hett has no cure." 

Although the story of Dr. Hett's secret 
serum may sound fantastic, there are 
equally fantastic examples of cancer quack
ery in every sizable city. 

In Pittsburgh, a mold extract called Mu-
corhicin is being sold as a cancer remedy 
at $10 per half ounce. The doctors asso
ciated with this product have never re
ported on the results of their experiments. 
These Mucorhicin experiments were initi
ated by a hospital dietician named Lillian 
Lazenby and an automobile tire salesman 
named Philip Drosnes who announced in 
Pittsburgh in 1947: "We can cure cancer!" 
One sample of Mucorhicin, tested by 
microbiologists at the National Cancer In
stitute, revealed the presence of fungi, 
mites, and their fecal material, unidentified 
insects' wings, and yeast spores. 

In New York, bizarre cultists are advo
cating the "Orgone Theory" propounded in 
the pseudo-Freudian writings of Dr. Wil-
helm Reich. Among other things, patients 
sit in a cabinet made of sheet iron and card-
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A trooper of The Life Guards on duty in 
Whitehall — part of London's daily pag
eantry. The regiment was founded in 1660. 

By LOWELL THOMAS 

1951 is the chance of a lifetime to see 
Britain in all her glory, while the nation
wide Festival of Britain is in progress and 
the dollar is worth more than ever before. 

KING GEORGE opened the Festival of Britain on May 3rd. 
For the next five months, Britain—the whole country from 

• the White Cliffs of Dover to the highlands of Scotland, 
from the Eastern shores of England to Wales and Northern Ire
land—will be "At Home" to visitors from the four corners of the 
earth. 

Thousands of Americans and Canadians are changing their 
vacation plans at the last minute to spend more time in Britain 
this summer. 

Never before have the British organized such an impressive 
succession of pageants, fairs, exhibitions and carnivals. There 
will be regattas, agricultural shows, concerts, drama festivals, 
firework displays and sporting events. In fact, all Britain will be 
on show. 

As for your comfort in Britain . . , you will find food plentifiil 
in restaurants and hotels all over the coimtry, offering excellent 
service to suit all tastes and all pockets. 

There is gaiety at night and the finest British goods await you in 
the shops. You can drive as far as you like—gasoline is unrationed. 
Your dollar buys more in Britain than ever before, and you have 
special shopping privileges. 

Next to the engaging gentleness of English manners, the thing 
that surprises most visitors to this enchanting island is the mini
ature scale of everything, including the geography. It's amazing 
how much there is to see within a radius of two hundred miles! 

However, don't imagine you can see Britain in three or four 
days—it would be a thousand pities to stay less than a fortnight 
in this gala Festival year. The Festival will be going on in more 
than 20 different places during a period of 150 days from May 
3rd to September 30th. If you miss this vacation-of-the-century it 
will be a chance gone forever. 

Britain in 1951 is a great bet. Don't miss it. Go on over, and 
take your family. The holiday will do them good and they won't 
forget the experience as long as they live. But here's a warning. 
Do something about it now! Mail the coupon today for free illus
trated booklets, or better still—call your Travel Agent immediately. 

COME TO BRITAIN 
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T h e Festival of Britain is nationwide, but its centre is the dramatic South Bank 
Exhibition in the heart of London. This includes the architecturally interesting Dome 
of Discovery, world's biggest dome, with a span of 365 feet, sprung like Phoenix 
from the ashes of a war-scarred area —a symbol of British resurgence and vitality. 

Edinburgh will welcome visitors at a mass Gathering of the Clans, to be followed 
by the great International Festival of Music and Drama, with Sir Thomas Beecham, 
Sir John BarbiroUi, Myra Hess, the Sadler's Wells Ballet and the Glyndebourne Opera. 
At night you can see dazzling ceremonies by kilted troops in the Castle courtyard. 

Choirltoys like those shown above from the Chapel Royal at Hampton Court, will 
take part in the nationwide Festival program of choral, orchestral and chamber 
music, ballet and opera, art exhibitions and drama. Where these choristers now sing, 
monarchs have been christened and—according to legend—royal ghosts still walk. 

Garden Lovers can inspect lovely gardens like this one in Surrey. Scores of others 
are open to visitors, including Lord Aberconway's at Bodnant in Wales, Hampton 
Court Palace and that mecca of horticulturists, the Royal Botanic Gardens at Kew. 
"England is a nation of shopkeepers" said Napoleon: he might have added goreierter*. 

T h e Earl of Warwick, whose casde is shown above, like other great landowners, 
often personally welcomes tourists to his stately home. Windsor Castle also will be 
open to you through the gracious permission of His Majesty the King, whose open
ing of the Festival from the steps of St. Paul's Cathedral was an impressive ceremony. 

MAIL THIS COUPON 
Bri t i sh Travel Cent re 

Box 705 , 3 3 6 M a d i s o n Avenue 

N e w York 17 , New York 

Please rush me free i l lus t ra ted booklets m a r k e d be low: 

n Festival of Britain 1951 
• Information and Events 
• British Isles 
n London 

n North England 
n South England 
D East England 
D West England 

M y special in teres ts a r e : 

n Abbeys and Cathedrals 
D Art Galleries 
n Museums 
n Drama and Music 

Name 

AHrlreso 

Cilv & Zone 

D American Associations 
n Hiking 
D Cycling 
D Motoring 

• Northern Ireland 
n Scotland 
n Industrial Areas 
n^^'ales 

n Fishing 
n Yachting 
n Racing 
DGolf 

Stale 

For expert advice in planning your tour, see your local travel agent. 
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The more you delay - flie more you pay! 

KEEP YOUR CAR 

OUT OF THE 

DANGER 

ZONE 

WARNING I DAHGEJt \ 
ZONE ZONE I 

.̂ ^pJgTfeL '--•.^MiSi^ 
NEEDS TUNE-UP | NEEDS MINOR 

REPAIRS 

Oil-pumping in your car is a warning that your piston rings are wear
ing out. You're asking for trouble—for a big repair bil l—if you don't 
replace them before your engine gets into costly Danger Zone No. 3. 
The more you delay, the more you pay. 

At the first sign of oil-pumping, loss of pep or power, ask your 
motor specialist for a Danger Zone check-up. If you need new 
piston rings, get Hastings Rings. 

Hastings Piston Rings are engineered for replacement service 
exclusively. They stop oil-pumping, check cylinder wear and restore 
performance. It's the best money you can spend on your car. 

FREE! Send for your Danger Zone Booklet. It shows you how to 

save money on engine repairs. Write Department C, Hastings 

Manufacturing Company, Hastings, Michigan • Hastings Ltd., Toronto 

STEEL-VENT PISTON RINGS 

board called an "Orgone Accumulator." 
As the patients sit, they supposedly ac
cumulate orgone, a highly imaginary sexual 
factor. (Inhibitions of the sex life are 
blamed for many diseases.) Regarding 
cancer, Reich observes: " . . . A local cancer 
affection is a result of a disturbed sex-
economy of the organism. Consequently, 
a radial fight agaiiist cancer requires a 
radical change in the sexual hygiene of the 
total population . . ." 

At Savannah, Missouri, the Nichols Can
cer Sanatorium, an impressive four-story 
building on a 70-acre tract, grosses up
ward of $250,000 annually by treating 
patients externally with caustic pastes. Ac
cording to skin specialists, such treatment 
causes unnecessary disfigurement and can
not check or eradicate deep-seated tumors. 

As Curative as a Juke Box 

From Los Angeles, Mrs. Ruth Drown 
promotes a machine which she claims treats 
patients suffering from cancer and sundry 
other diseases. Mrs. Drown's apparatus, 
complicated as a juke box and possessing 
approximately the same therapeutic po
tency, works by remote control and "tunes 
in" on her patients' radio frequency any
where in the country. 

At Denver, Colorado, a chiropractor 
named Leo Spears advertises, "We have 
lately been successful in the relief, through 
natural methods, of certain types of cancer." 
Spears operates a pretentious sanitorium 
and health club estimated to be worth $8,-
000,000. 

Spears's flamboyant advertising, distrib
uted nationally in a 48-page tabloid, claims 
chiropractic "cures" in cases involving di
abetes, epilepsy, goiter, undulant fever, 
nervousness, arthritis, eczema, asthma, mul
tiple sclerosis, St. Vitus's dance, infantile 
paralysis, sleeping sickness, appendicitis, 
heart disease, kidney disease, spastic paraly
sis, constipation, liver trouble, stomach ul
cers and crossed eyes. A report submitted in 
1949 to the Attorney General of Colorado, 
John W. Metzger, revealed that a large 
number of deaths at the Spears Sanitorium 
were due to cancer. 

Readers of Bernarr Macfadden's health 
pulps have a choice of two "natural" can
cer cures. Macfadden originally advocated 
a milk diet for cancer sufferers, but recently 
he has been campaigning for a grape-eating 
routine. 

However, there are no authenticated 
cases of cancer cures resulting from a pa
tient's following Macfadden's advice to eat 
grapes and drink nothing but water. 

Macfadden also unselfishly endorses the 
methods of "colleagues" Hoxsey and Koch. 
In the magazine Health Review, dated May-
June, 1950, Macfadden writes: 

"Cancer killed Damon Runyon and Babe 

Ruth outright. Rex Beach killed himself 
because of cancer. How many people do 
you know who would do as Rex Beach did 
if they suffered cancer agony? Many have 
said: 'If I had cancer, I'd kill myself.' 

"But thousands who have had cancer 
HAVE been cured by natural methods of 
diet and oxidation and exercise. And these 
cures have been proved in court testimony, 
in cases involving Dr. William Frederick 
Koch of Detroit and the Hoxsey Cancer 
Clinic of Dallas, Texas. Records are availa
ble to all who care to investigate. CAN
CER HAS BEEN CONQUERED AND IS 
BEING CONQUERED EVERY DAY. 
There is no need to abandon hope . . . and 
kill yourself." 

At Dallas, the previously mentioned 
Harry Hoxsey, whose clinic treats external 
cancers with arsenic compounds, also dis
penses a liquid cure for internal cancers 
which has been analyzed pharmacologically 
as approximately 96 per cent tap water, 
plus potassium iodide and cascara sagrada. 
The latter is a household laxative, at any 
rate. 

Hoxsey may be regarded as the most 
spectacularly successful promoter among 
the elite group of cancer quacks who con
coct, advertise, package or sell their own 
individual nostrums. However, the hard 
core of cancer quackery in this country 
comprises the more than 3,000 less ingen
ious fakers who peddle Dr. William Freder
ick Koch's Glyoxylide. 

During 1942, in the course of preparing a 
suit to restrain Dr. Koch's alleged mislead
ing advertising, the Federal Trade Commis
sion conducted hearings involving Koch 
practitioners in 21 cities: Detroit, Chicago, 
Washington, Charleston (South Carolina), 
New Haven, Boston, Jacksonville, Tallahas
see, Tampa, Miami, Palm Beach, Kansas 
City, Wichita, Oklahoma City, Denver, Los 
Angeles, San Diego, Portland, Medford 
(Oregon), Sidney (Nebraska) and Terre 
Haute. 

The hearings revealed that Koch's cus
tomers ranged from credulous but other
wise reputable doctors (who were misled by 
his advertising) to outright fakers with no 
medical training whatsoever. 

Subsequently, Oliver Field, a former 
Federal Food and Drug agent who now 
heads the A.M.A.'s bureau of investigation, 
characterized Koch as "the answer to a 
quack's prayer." 

Field, whose bureau maintains extensive 
files on all types of medical quackery, re
ported: ". . . Each order of Glyoxylide is 
shipped individually in a package which also 
contains a hypodermic syringe. Customers 
are instructed to inject the drug immediately 
and return the syringe at once to the Chris
tian Medical Research League headquarters 
in Detroit . . . 

"This feature of merchandising Koch's 

WHY QUACKS SUCCEED 

According to John Teeter, of the Damon Runyon Memorial Fund staff, 
there are fiive basic reasons why cancer quacks are able to hoodwink their 
victinos: 

1. Improper Diagnosis—Quacks capitalize on occasional faulty diagnoses 
by reputable physicians and ballyhoo "cures" of such patients, who 
never had cancer; also, quacks dehberately make false "cancer" diag
noses, then "cure" their duped patients. 

2. Impatience—Many cancer sirSerers are unwilling to imdergo the pro
longed and drastic treatments (surgery and X ray) recoinmended by 
reputable physicians or wait for these treatments to have their full effect; 
instead, they choose easy-to-take pills and serums of the quacks. 

3. Panic Psychology—Many cancer sufferers, when informed by reputable 
physicians that their cases are either doubtful or hopeless, go to quacks 
who have no compunction about promising complete "cures." 

4. "Loaded" Evidence—Quacks advertise their "miraculous cures" but 
conveniently forget cases where the patient succumbs to cancer. Dead 
men tell no tales. 

5. "Padded" Statistics—Quacks buUd up their "reputations" by treating 
skin cancers, which are 95 per cent curable, and imply they have similar 
success treating internal cancers. 

Corner's for May 26, 1951 
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Help yourself to the open road and as far as 
the eye can see in any direction! Ford's new 
Victoria gives you the "wide-openness" of a 
convertible^ and the comfort of a trim sedan! 

Take your pick of a wide variety of 
smart solid or two-tone body colors! 
And the Victoria's "Luxury Lounge" 
I n t e r i o r f e a t u r e s l o n g - w e a r i n g 
Craftcord-leather-vinyl uphols tery 
combinations, luxurious modem trim 
and a new "Safety-Glow" Control 
Panel—all keyed to outside colors! 

^^ie^offiie ivor/c/ 

ly -^e wheel in ihe 

'Si FORD 
ViCTORM/ 

Yoo get power to match the "let's go" look of the 
FordVictoria—the famous IOO-h.p.V-8 engine and 
your pick of Conventional Drive, Overdrive* or 
the new Fordomatic Drive*. With any of them. 
Ford's Automatic Mileage Maker delivers high-
compression performance on regular gasoline! 

can pay mote 
Suf-you cant 
6uy hefkrf 

Relax as you ride! Ford's Automatic Ride 
Control smooths out the bumps before they 
can reach you. The Automatic Posture Con
trol front seat insures the most comfortable 
driving position. What's more, you have the 
assurance of Ford's Luxury Lifeguard Body 
with a solid steel top, and Ford's double-drop 
box-section frame with five cross members! 

You're set for the years ahead —with 43 
"Look Ahead" features from Key-Turn 
Starting to extra-big "Tell-Tale" Rear 
Lights and "Double-Seal" King-Size 
Brakes! See the '51 Ford Victoria -"Test 
Drive" it —today at your Ford Dealer's. 

*Ot'erdrive, Fordomatic Drive and white sidewad tires Hf available) optional at extra cost. 
Equipment, accessories and trim subject to ctiange without notice. 
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Ride in Safety for a 
Long, Long Time! 

Give your motoring future long-term protection now 
with quality-built Pennsylvania Vacuum Cup Tires. 
Precision-made to give the maximum in dependable all-
season performance, these great new tires feature exclu
sive vacuum cup tread design for safe, fast stops . . . 
positive traction. What's more, Pennsylvania Vacuum 
Cup Tires give the most in mileage for your money. 
Stop today at the sign of the Keystone for Pennsylvania 
Tires, best on the road. 

THE MOST IN MILEAGE FOR YOUR MONEY! 

PENNSYLVANIA RUBBER C O M P A N Y 

MANSFIELD OHIO 

nostrum appeals strongly to the quack ele
ment among practitioners who are not au
thorized by law to inject drugs. . . . 

"By injecting and returning the syringes 
as directed, these quacks get rid of the evi
dence of their lawbreaking in a hurry. Also, 
they capitalize on Koch's bona fide Ph.D. 
from the University of Michigan, which 
gives an aura of respectability to his fan
tastic published claims describing the way 
Glyoxylide is supposed to work . . ." 

Nearly 10 years have passed since the 
Federal Trade Commission opened its in
vestigation into Dr. Koch's activities, but 
Koch's products are being distributed in 
greater volume today than in 1942, and his 
quack army has almost doubled in size! 

Why? The following blow-by-blow legal 
account of the U.S. Government vs. Dr. 
William Frederick Koch illustrates why it 
is tremendously difficult, and sometimes vir
tually impossible, to put a quack out of 
business through court action. 

Dr. Koch was indicted by a federal grand 
jury at Detroit in March, 1942, and charged 
with shipping three misbranded drugs— 
Glyoxylide, Malonide and Benzoquinone 
—in interstate commerce. The indictment 
specified that Koch's drugs lacked therapeu
tic value and were in fantastic dilution. Ex
ample: Glyoxylide was branded to contain 
one part active ingredient to one trillion 
parts of water (1:1,000,000,000,000). 

Commenting on this astronomical dilu
tion of Koch's medications. Assistant U.S. 
Attorney John Ray said: ". . . that it would 
be like dumping a cocktail in the Detroit 
River at the foot of Woodward Avenue 
and expecting to get a kick out of the water 
going over Niagara Falls." 

The government's case against Koch 
went to trial on January 12, 1943. The 
government produced 43 witnesses, many 
of them experts of national and inter
national reputation, who testified that Dr. 
Koch's products were misbranded and not 
efficacious in the cure or treatment of 
cancer. 

In rebuttal, the defense produced 104 
witnesses who testified that Dr. Koch's 
remedies were efficacious in the treatment 
of 69 distinct diseases ranging from acute 
appendicitis to herpes zoster, with special 
emphasis on cancer, tuberculosis and coro
nary thrombosis. 

And the Jury Was Deadlocked 

At the end of 18 weeks of testimony, the 
longest trial in the history of the Food and 
Drug Administration, the court transcript 
of testimony exceeded 9,000 
pages (2,250,000 words). 
The jury deliberated eight 
days without reaching a ver
dict and was dismissed. A 
newspaper poll revealed the 
vote stood nine for convic
tion, three for acquittal from 
the very beginning of deliber
ations. 

Dr. Koch was brought to 
trial again on February 19, 
1946; but after another five 
months of involved testi
mony, a juror became ill and 
a mistrial was declared on 
July 23d. The government 
later dismissed the indict
ment. 

In August, 1948, following 
a government inspection of 
Koch's laboratories in De
troit, Dr. Koch announced 
that he was going out of busi
ness. His attorneys advised 
the Food and Drug Admin
istration that Koch drugs no 
longer would be distributed 
in interstate commerce. 

However, on October 1, 
1948, Carbonyls, Inc., was 
organized to distribute Koch's 
products; and on October 4th 
drug shipments were made 
under the new firm name. 
These shipments continued 
until November 24th, and on 

December 4th the Christian Medical Re
search League of Detroit replaced Car
bonyls. Inc., as the distributor of Koch 
products. 

Since 1948, the Christian Medical Re
search League has made good use of what 
appears to be a loophole in the federal 
law requiring all drugs shipped in interstate 
commerce to be plainly labeled as to in
gredients and correct usage. Inasmuch as 
this labeling provision is suspended on drugs 
sold on prescription, the league printed 
thousands of Glyoxylide prescription 
blanks and distributed them to Dr. Koch's 
"satisfied customers." Thanks to this 
stratagem, the league has been able to sell 
Glyoxylide on prescription only during the 
last three years with virtually no interfer
ence from Food and Drug agents. 

League Background Analyzed 

However, it should be emphasized that 
the Christian Medical Research League 
has no known affiliation with any Christian, 
medical or research organization. It was 
incorporated "not for profit" under Michi
gan laws, by two fire-and-brimstone 
evangelists, the Reverend William Watson 
of St. Petersburg, Florida, and the Rev
erend Sam Swain of Akron, Ohio. Watson 
and Swain are assisted by Laurence 
Thatcher, a dealer in tombstones at Imlay 
City, Michigan. 

A spokesman for the Akron Ministerial 
Association has described Swain as "an 
itinerant preacher with a low rating of re
spectability in the community." During 
a recent interview at CMRL headquarters 
in Detroit, Swain told this reporter that 
Dr. Koch (he took off for Brazil after fed
eral agents had made an inspection of his 
laboratories in 1948) would, return to this 
country "very soon." 

By way of explaining Dr. Koch's immi
nent arrival, Swain said: "He's developed 
some marvelous new drugs. He's got a 
cure for hypertension that has everything 
else beat a mile, and he's got another one 
that's a sure-fire cure for sterility. We've 
tried it out on about 20 married couples 
here in Detroit and every one of them's had 
a baby inside 10 months. We tried the 
same stuff on a bull everybody thought was 
too old, and he was back 'in service' in 18 
hours." 

Sam Swain is dark, balding, flftyish, 
sharp-featured. He drives a $3,500 auto
mobile and boasts he flies "in and out of 
Willow Run Airport more'n any other man 
in Detroit." Last year, he held Koch in-

MARTHA BLANCHARO 

Yonr Language, Sir! 

My lord, in stumbling must you bark 
At garden tools left in the dark; 

Forgetting, in your mad tirade— 
You used to call a spade a spade? 

—CINDY MARCKS 

Corner's for May 26, 1951 
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Du Mont ^10% 

outstanding peifoimance 
.̂  (M ^%~^^ 

Today, next month, years from now 

a Du Mont Teleset* will work when you 

want it to work and work well. The reason 

is simple. Every Du Mont Teleset 

is built with over-size parts, more tubes, 

more power . . .built with matchless 

precision and craftsmanship. Du Mont 

gives you many other exclusive 

features—for example, the Sensituner* 

or Selectuner* that enables you to tune 

to the exact point where both picture 

and sound are best! . . . the celebrated 

Lifetone* Picture Circuit that brings you 

the sharpest, clearest, most lifelike 

pictures you ever saw . . . and the 

Signalock* that guards against roll-over 

and distortion. 

To own a Du Mont is to know 

true television enjoyment— 

unequalled performance combined 

with lasting reliability. 

•Trade Mark 

THE MT. VEBNON, by DuMont, with 19-inch, direct-view tube, Lifetone* Picture 
Circuit, built-in static-free FM radio, plug-in for record player. Hand-rubbed 
mahogany or blond finish. Cabinet designed by Herbert Rosengren. 

^^i^^^i^ /^^^^T^^^^^iC^^^A^ 

Copyright, 1951, Allen B. DuMont Laboratories, Inc., Television Receiver Division, East Paterson, N. J. and the DuMont Television Network, 515 Madison Avenue, New York 22, New York 
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Born 1820...still going strong 

MEET SCOTLAND'S FAVOURITE SOJV 
. . . S m o o t h , suave, m e l l o w . . . a n d the cho i ce of conno i s seu r s t he w o r l d 

over. Yes, tha t ' s J o h n n i e W a l k e r — Sco tch from S c o d a n d , a n d Sco tch at 

its best always. JOHNNIE I/^^ALKER B l e n d e d Sco tch W h i s k y 

. . . t he same h i g h qual i ty the 

w o r l d over. 

Canada Dry Ginger Ale, Inc., 

Kew York, N. Y., Sole Importer. 
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doctrination clinics in a dozen cities, rang
ing from Havana, Cuba, to Los Angeles. 
Swain does not have a medical degree, but 
this is not an insurmountable handicap in 
his type of work because very few of the 
quacks who trade with him have medical 
degrees, either. 

How thoroughly Swain organizes a 
territory can be judged by his success in 
selling Koch therapy to California's Asso
ciation for the Study of Cancer and Allied 
Diseases. A newsletter released in August, 
1950, by ASCAD Secretary John F . Wahl 
was headlined: "One Day Program Greeted 
with Enthusiasm." 

"Headed by Dr. Charles J. Pflueger, 
M.D., of Los Angeles (the story ran) and 
Dr. Wendell G. Hendricks, D.O., of Bak-
ersfield and Hollywood, with John F . 
Wahl as moderator, successful one-day 
training programs were recently held at 
San Francisco and Portland . . ." 

Among "those present at San Francisco" 
the ASCAD letter listed practitioners 
from Oakland, Camino, Turlock, Val-
lejo, Sacramento, Los Gatos, San Francisco 
and Santa Maria. 

The Portland meeting attracted Koch 
disciples from Seattle, Medford (Oregon), 
Crescent City (California), Portland, Spo
kane, Emmett ( Idaho) , Roseburg and Eu
gene (Oregon). 

Dr. Pflueger, ASCAD president, en
dorses bust developers. John W. Wahl, 
ASCAD secretary, is the son of the late 
Reverend A. C. Wahl, one of the original 
directors of the Christian Medical Re
search League, who died two years ago. 
Cause of death: cancer. 

The late Dr. Albert L. Wahl (John's 
brother) , also died of leukemia, a form of 
cancer, July 1, 1948. Dr. Wahl was the 
author of two books. The Birth of a Science 
and Least Common Denominator in Anti
biotics, which enthusiastically endorsed 
Koch therapy. In the latter volume. Dr. 
Wahl described the miraculous case his
tory of his sister, Mrs. Marian Lyons, of 
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, who allegedly 
was cured of lymphosarcoma, a deadly 
form of cancer, after being given up as a 
hopeless case by a reputable physician. 
Mrs. Lyons died last February 7th. Cause 
of death: lymphosarcoma. 

Despite the failure of Koch's products to 
prevent the deaths of three members of 
the Wahl family who suffered from various 
types of cancer, John F. Wahl continues to 
do business with Sam Swain and the Chris
tian Medical Research League! Moreover, 
Wahl is actively engaged in promoting the 
use of Koch products on the Pacific Coast! 

A Prof i tab le M o r n i n g ' s W o r k 

During my visit to Christian Medical 
Research League headquarters in Detroit, 
Sam Swain checked a list of 47 orders for 
Olyoxylide which had been received in the 
morning mail. Prepared for shipment, 47 
orders of Glyoxylide would contain ap
proximately 94 cubic centimeters of dis
tilled water—roughly, three fluid ounces. 
The average retail price for distilled water 
is 30 cents a gallon, and there are 3,840 
cubic centimeters in one gallon. Con
sequently, at $25 per ampoule, Swain & 
Company would gross $1,175 on less than 
one cent's worth of distilled water. (Actu
ally, the cost would be .734 of a cent.) 
Not a bad morning's work. 

The difficnlties of prosecuting cancer 
quacks cannot be blamed entirely on loop
holes in federal and state drug laws. There 
also are serious human factors involved in 
the quack's apparent immunity from legal 
action. For example, the reluctance of 
victims to admit they have been deceived 
frequently hampers investigators; more
over, many credulous victims are firmly 
convinced that they have been helped by 
the quacks: and even when competent 
evidence is secured, local prosecutors have 
difliculty coping with the slick defenses of 
the quacks. 

For example, when the government at
tempted in 1950 to enjoin Hoxsey from 
shipping his mixtures in interstate com

merce as a treatment for cancer, a federal 
judge in Dallas in his findings of fact 
stated ". . . that the percentage of efficient 
and beneficial treatments by respondents 
(Hoxsey Cancer Clinic, et al.) is reason
ably comparable to the efficiency and suc
cess of surgery and radium, and without 
the physical suffering and dire conse
quences of radium, if improperly adminis
tered, and surgery, if not successful in 
completely removing the entire malignant 
portion." 

This opinion by Judge William H. At-
well is being appealed by the government at 
this writing. 

In the already mentioned 1949 civil ac
tion for libel and slander, Hoxsey was 
awarded two dollars on a $1,000,000 claim 
against a magazine which described him as 
"Cancer Charlatan." Judge Atwell ruled a 
statement that Hoxsey had "hoodwinked an 
eminent jurist" was false. The court also 
held that a statement concerning Hoxsey's 
late father, which attributed his death to 
cancer, was recoverable under Texas stat
utes, although the court also found that the 
father (from whom Hoxsey claims to have 
inherited his formula) died of cancer. 

U n u s u a l T e s t i m o n y Offered 

In both the injunction and libel cases. 
Judge Atwell permitted witnesses to testify 
that they had had cancer; that they had 
been to Hoxsey's clinic; and that they were 
well at the time of their testimony. The 
usual procedure is to require such testi
mony from either attending physicians or 
skilled diagnosticians. 

The second Koch trial produced numer
ous examples of the bizarre testimony 
which characterizes quackery cases. 

John Koch (Dr. Koch's son) testified 
that Glyoxylide had cured him of infantile 
paralysis. 

A Franciscan nun testified that tumor
like lumps disappeared from her body after 
Dr. Koch placed her on a diet of apple 
juice supplemented by Glyoxylide. 

A Canadian physician testified that one 
of his patients suffered a heart attack while 
taking his son for a sleigh ride. However, 
after receiving Glyoxylide treatments, the 
heart patient took his army physical, 
passed, and joined the commandos. 

A minister from Youngstown, Ohio, 
testified that Glyoxylide completely cured 
one of his women parishioners. However, 
when the minister returned to Youngstown 
three days later, he was asked to preach at 
the "cured" woman's funeral. Cause of 
death; cancer. 

A seventy-two-year-old physician from 
Texas testified that Glyoxylide was effec
tive in treating coronary thrombosis and 
angina pectoris. 

Dr. Marvin Eby, of San Diego, Califor
nia, testified that he treated cancer patients 
with Glyoxylide at their homes rather than 
subject them to ether-contaminated air in 
hospitals. Dr. Eby also stated that in open
ing Glyoxylide ampoules he always stood 
outdoors in such a position that the pure 
air could blow germs away from the medi
cation; then, after filling the syringe, he 
rushed indoors and performed the in
jection. 

Eby's dissertation on the purity of outdoor 
air is typical of the medical mumbo jumbo 
which surrounds Koch therapy. Sam Swain 
contends that the mother liquid for Gly
oxylide must be manufactured at high al
titudes "where the air is clear and the 
ingredients can be subjected to the direct 
rays of the sun." 

Whatever the effect of the sun's rays on 
Glyoxylide, Swain later admitted that the 
active ingredient which supposedly is pres
ent in Glyoxylide is manufactured at Del 
Ray Beach, Florida, where the altitude is 
approximately seven feet above sea level. 

As the Koch trials indicate, the govern
ment's campaign against cancer quackery 
has encountered legal reverses. The sad 
truth of the matter is that the quacks seem 
destined to survive and prosper until 
science provides a complete cure for all 
types of cancer. THE END 
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TEie Bridge 
CONTINUED FROM PACE 36 

Roland held his breath and listened. 
"I tell you, Sam, it ain't natural for a 

woman to be postmaster, especially if she's 
unfriendly like Nelly Craven," the first man 
was saying. "A man likes to go into his 
post office and even if he ain't got no mail 
coming to him, he likes to sort of stand 
around and pass tlje time of day. Ain't as 
if the post office didn't belong to him; he 
pays taxes." 

The other man laughed. "Nelly ain't un
friendly. It's just her way. She's had it 
tough, and it's clammed her up. Lose a 
husband in one war and then your only boy 
in the next and you'd be a mite sour too." 

"And those kids," the first man said. 
"Every spring she goes and gets one out of 
the County Home and every fall she re
turns it. That ain't natural, Sam, and you 
know it ain't. What does she want to keep 
returning them for?" 

Sam laughed again. "Maybe she's figur
ing on trying them all out until she finds 
one fit to keep." 

Roland let his breath out and gripped the 
rough stone until his hand hurt, and waited. 

"Like hell she is," the first man said. 
"She keeps those kids selling cigarettes and 
canned soup and I don't know what all to 
the summer people. And that's another 
thing. I don't know if it's legal to split up 
a post office, even if it's in your own home, 
so it's half store and half post office. She 
just works those kids; maybe that's why she 
has to get a different one every summer." 

"Well, it ain't none of my atfair, and 
what ain't my affair I don't go sticking my 
nose into." 

"Like the kid she's got this year. Every 
day he's up at the lake, selling bait around 
the hotels. Bet he never sees a red cent of 
the money. Nelly Craven is tighter than the 
skin on an orange." 

The images in the water broke and dis
appeared. The men's footsteps died away, 
and now it was so still that the silence 
seemed to rush in under the bridge and 
press down on him. He gripped the edge 
of the rock with both his hands and stared 
down at his face in the pool, forcing his 
dark eyes wide apart, fighting against the 
tears that somehow had flooded up right 
behind his eyelids. OF King was no good; 
and his rock throne was no good; and the 
knights' horses were nothing but rocks. 
This place, the only place he had ever 
found, was no good for anything any more. 
He got to his feet and started clambering 
up the bank; then, remembering his trap, 
he went back and got it. 

He went up the back path very slowly. 
The kitchen door was open. Aunt Nelly sat 
in the rocker next to the table, with her 
reading glasses on, peeling potatoes. Roland 
.stood in the shadow of the apple tree, watch
ing her. He didn't know how long he had 
stood there secretly watching her, but the 
suddenness of her voice made him jump 
with surprise. 

"Well, boy, you going to stand there all 
day just staring?" 

He hung his head and moved away from 
the tree, up to the door. 

"And don't be bringing that old frog trap 
of yours into my clean kitchen either." 

BLUSHING, he unslung the trap from 
his shoulder and let it sink in the rain 

barrel; then he came back to the doorway 
but didn't enter. How could she think that 
he would bring old bait frogs into the 
kitchen? In the evenings, with the curtains 
drawn, the kitchen was even better than un
derneath the bridge; he would sit on the has
sock at her feet and she would read to him: 
first a chapter from the Bible, which he pa
tiently sat through, and then a chapter from 
King Arthur, which sent him off to bed with 
his head filled with knights and dragons. 

"What's got into you, boy?" Aunt Nelly 
said in her calm voice. "You ain't spoke a 
word. How many did you get?" 

"About two dozen," he answered. The 
lie was out before he could catch it. 

The bell on the front door tinkled, and 
the next moment a woman's voice called: 
"Any mail for me, Mrs. Craven?" 

"Nothing today, Mrs. Russell." 
"Oh," the voice said. "Well, could I 

have a couple of packs of cigarettes?" 
Aunt Nelly looked at Roland question-

ingly. Selling cigarettes was one of his 
chores. He stared at her, looking for con
firmation of what he had heard under the 
bridge. Then he dropped his head, hung 
onto the door and stubbornly tightened his 
lips. A moment later, he heard Aunt Nelly 
heave her two hundred pounds up out of 
the rocker and go out into the office. 

When she came back, he did not look up. 
She said, "What's wrong, boy? Something's 
wrong. Tell me." But he could only stand 
there shaking his head and biting his lip. 

The rocker began to creak again. "Well, 
maybe you'll tell me later," she said. "You 
want something to eat now?" 

He shook his head without lifting it. He 
stood there, awkwardly twisting one bare 
foot on the other, until the silence became 
too much for him and he whirled around, 

ft.>t. «Me«krci_ 

•'I th ink what 's r e a l l y b o t h e r i n g m e is 
a p a i n in the n e c k . B u t I don ' t s u p p o s e 
there ' s a n y t h i n g I c a n d o a b o u t her'' HANK KETCHAM 
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the bit| treat 
In catsup flavor 

Full of zip. Full of pep. Tha t ' s the 
exciting th ing about DEL MoNTE Catsup. 

For Pineapple 'Vinegar has a way 
of bringing out the extra-goodness in 
tomato catsup flavor—makes those 
fine, ripe tomatoes and piquant 
spices t as te even bet ter . 
Ge t l i v e l y - t a s t i n g 
DEL MONTE Catsup today. 

Get to know the whole 
family of DEL MONTE 

Tomato Products. 

CATSUP 
^the brand that puts flayof first 
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"Giatk Hotel' 
on rails 
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Daity between Qucago and Los Angeles 

Be pampered every mile of the way... on the new 
Super Chi&f, with all the luxuries and services 
of a fine hotel! 

Enjoy the Turquoise Room-r the only private 
dining room on rails... 

The Pleasure Dome—"top of the Super, next to 
the stars"... 

Smoother-riding cars—all room and room-suite 
accommodations with "push-button" radio and music 

in your room when you want it. 
For reservations, consuk any 

ticket agent or travel agent. 

Santa Fe 
31 W. 
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lifted the trap out of the rain barrel and 
slung it over his shoulder and ran up the 
lake road. 

Mr. Johnson was on the dock of the Lake 
Lodge, waiting for him. As Roland came 
up, the fisherman called, "Got any, son?" 
and Roland nodded his head. 

"How many you going to let me have to
day?" Mr. Johnson asked. 

Aunt Nelly had told him when he had 
first come, first started baiting, that he 
should always divide the catch among as 
many different customers as he could. She 
explained that if he did this, it wouldn't 
matter to him who among the summer vis
itors stayed or went home; there would al
ways be some customers left. But Aunt 
Nelly was a liar and tighter than an orange. 

There was a note of defiance in his voice 
as he said, "You want them all, Mr. John
son? Three dozen?" 

The fisherman looked a bit puzzled but 
nodded his head. Roland started the pre
carious transfer of slippery frogs from the 
trap to Mr. Johnson's bait box. "Thirty-
seven," he said as he snapped the tin dcnr 
shut. "The extra's for good luck." 

Mr. Johnson grinned. "Thanks, son, I 
sure need it." He took two one-dollar bills 
from his wallet and gave them to Roland. 
"Three dozen comes to a dol
lar eighty. The twenty cents 
is for good luck." 

Mr. Johnson got into his 
boat. Roland handed him his 
box and looked down at all 
the wonderful things in the 
boat: the two rods across the 
thwarts, gleaming steel and 
shiny lacquered bamboo; the 
mysterious green box, so 
like a carpenter's chest, with 
its lid thrown back and the 
silver and bronze and bright-
feathered lures lying in a 
row; last of all, the powerful 
outboard. 

Once he had tried to de
scribe to Aunt Nelly what 
Mr. Johnson's boat looked 
like when he started out to 
fish, but the words had just 
come out like a list of stuff 
in a store window. 

He sensed that Mr. Johnson was staring 
up at him and he looked away. 

"Son," the man said, "I don't remember 
ever seeing you out on the lake. You got 
some special place you go?" 

Roland shook his head. 
"You mean you don't like fishing?" 
Roland dropped his eyes and nodded. 

Another lie. But how could you tell a stran
ger, a summer man like Mr. Johnson, that 
you'd never been fishing in your life, that 
you had no rod, no hooks, nothing; that you 
had to wait on the people in the post-office 
store so many hours, catch bait so many 
more hours, and that no matter how much 
money came into your hands, it must all be 
handed to Aunt Nelly and put into the blue 
china teapot. How could you teil Mr. John
son any of that? You just couldn't. 

The outboard motor started with a roar 
and then settled down to a steady hum. The 
fisherman made ready to cast off. 

"Mr. Johnson," Roland said. 
"Yes, son?" 
"Could you please give me change for 

this one dollar?" 
Mr. Johnson took the dollar and went 

through his pockets. "Four quarters all 
right?" he asked. 

Roland nodded and thanked him. The 
man cast off, and the motor roared, and 
Roland watched the boat take off in a wide 
sweep out into the blue water, heading to
ward the North Bay where the big bass and 
the pike lay underneath the lily pads in the 
heat of the day. 

ONCE around the bend in the road, Ro
land placed all the money on a flat 

rock. The four quarters flashed in the sun. 
He computed carefully: two dozen frogs— 
that was a dollar and twenty cents, and the 
man could easily have given him a nickel 

tip. He picked up the dollar bill, wrapped it 
around a quarter and held it in his right 
hand. Scooping up the remaining three 
quarters, he pushed them deep in his over
all pocket with his left band. 

It's mine, he thought with a sudden fierce
ness strange to him. It's all mine. And no
body else's. Not even Aunt Nelly's. She 
was mean, bad. The man on the bridge had 
said so. As he walked slowly toward the 
post office, his mind began to fill with a 
nightmare picture: Aunt Nelly hovering 
over her blue teapot, her face all crooked 
and contorted, her eyes enormous behind 
the spectacles, her fingernails as sharp as 
claws. The picture grew and grew, until 
she stood revealed as the witch of Hansel 
and Gretel. 

FOf 
ha( 
)R the first time that summer, the house 

had a strange look. Stepping from the 
bright sunlight into the shadowy kitchen, 
Roland squinted his eyes. For a second 
everything was indistinct. He saw the 
woman turn from near the sink, and in her 
hand was the big carving knife. Guilt and 
fear overcame him and he shrieked with 
terror and took the money, all of it, and 
threw it on the floor at her feet, yelling over 
and over again: "No! Please! No! I lied! I 
lied!" Then he pressed himself into a corner, 

Poor Edna! The very first day 
that she got her driver's li
cense, she hit a police parade'' 

COLLIER'S GARDNER REA 

trembling and sobbing and hiding his hands 
behind his back. 

"What is it, boy?" she said. "You gone 
crazy with the heat? Come, tell me." 

She came up to him and put her heavy 
arm around his shoulders and, for the first 
time, he felt himself pressed against her 
side. All the while, the calm even voice was 
talking to him, saying words he didn't com
prehend. Slowly his hysterical sobbing sub
sided; the quivering went from his body. 

She said, "All right. Come sit in your 
place." 

Reluctantly, for he would never trust 
her again, Roland shuffled across to the has
sock. He forced himself to sit down at her 
feet, but he would not look up into her 
face. She waited patiently. The minutes 
went by. The kitchen grew very still. 

"Now tell me," she said quietly. 
The very softness of the request made 

him start to cry again, but more gently. 
"Please, boy," she said. 
Against his will, he found himself chok

ing out the whole story: what the man on 
the bridge had said, how he had caught 
three dozen frogs, not two, and all about 
the lies and the knife. Then he was silent, 
feeling empty, absolved, and he ventured 
a glance upward at her face. She was star
ing down at her hands in her lap. He began 
to squirm with embarrassment. 

The big woman got up, went to the cup
board and came back and sat down in her 
chair again. On the floor, directly beneath 
his lowered face, she placed five little books 
in a row. He had never seen books like 
them before. They were thin, light brown, 
and on the face of each was stamped a pic
ture of the same building. 

"I don't know how much of this you're 
going to understand, Roland"—he looked 
up quickly into her face and down again; it 
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Courtesy of International Harvester Company 

,*^i»f*asp 
•.'/•^'"< I n . * 

The farmer's friend, Nlckel helps check the wind and water 
erosion that have already destroyed one-fifth of this country's crop
land. Nickel alloys add strength and toughness to critical parts of 
implements used in contour plowing, terracing, ditching, reforesta
tion, and other soil conservation operations. Truly, Nickel and Nickel 
alloys are good "friends of the land." 

.IvXrW""*"' 

The flood fighter's friend, Nickel helps engineers regulate 
the disastrous floods that cost taxpayers millions a year in 
damaged homes, job lay-offs, ruined crops. On many big dams, 
for example, the stems operating giant control valves are Monel 
—tough, corrosion-resisting Nickel alloy. 

Whether you're fighting dust . . . 
or fighting floods... 
or fighting forest f i res . . . 

.. .you have an "Unseen Friend" 
in Nickel 

This country'is great "land army" of dust fighters, flood 
fighters, forest fire fighters needs Nickel for vital parts of 
equipment used to conserve your natural resources. 

And the need for Nickel—hard, tough, corrosion-
resisting metal that it is—was foreseen . . . years ago. 

And production planned accordingly! 

You find this long range planning in everything Interna
tional Nickel does . . . year after year. For example . . . 

With surface ores running out, it dug down, down, 
down into old Mother Earth . . . to develop additional 
j«isurface ores. 

To process them, it is revolutionizing mining, smelting, 
refining techniques. . . building huge, new p lan t s . . . and 
adding miles to its underground rail trackage. 

In all, Inco invested $100,000,000 in the past ten years. 
With more to come! As a result, millions of pounds of 
Nickel are being supplied for defense requirements, for 
Government stockpiles, and for essential civilian needs. 

THE INTERNATiONAL NiCKEL COMPANY, iNC. 

Know "Your Unseen Friend" better. Write 
for your free copy of "The Romance of Nickel" 
.. . The International Nickel Company, Inc., 
Dept. 241 a, New York 5,N.Y. 

Courtesy of V. S. Forett Service 

The fire fighter's friend. Nickel helps woods
men fight the fires that yearly destroy enough 
trees to build millions of homes. Nickel alloys 

EMILEM ^ OF SEKVICE 

"muscle up" the fast-moving crawler tractors 
that punch out fire lines. Nickel alloys make 
track pins tough, drive gears strong. 

auim -AUt «KiiilkL 

ANickel T R A O f M A I t K 

O 1961.T.1 .N.Co. ...Your Unseen Friend 
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INTERCONTINENTAL GIANT-The Consolidated B-36 
is the world's largest bomber. It can carry a 10,000 
pound bomb load to a target 5 ,000 miles away, drop 
it and return to base. Equipped with 6 Pratt & Whitney 
Wasp Major engines of 3,800 h.p., each, and 4 J-47 
jet engines, it has a top speed of over 435 m.p.h. and 
flies af&in altitude of more than 45 ,000 feet. 
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RANGE: Anywhere on [arth 
•and Your Air Force has it! 

mmmmmmmmmmmm 

Performance of America's Long-Range Bombers Proves Again That: 
^^All the years of work are worth it 
when the prize is air supremacj/^ 

IN THE PRESENT EMERGENCY, Amer
ica holds a priceless advantage in the 

ability of its long-range bombers to de
liver a heavy bomb load anywhere on 
earth. As America gears up to produce 
the required quantity of bombers, it can 
be thankful for the years of work that 
have gone into insuring their quality. 

THIS WORK started ten long years 
ago—when intercontinental bombers 
were just a gleam in the Air Force's 
eye. In 1941, far-sighted military air
men called for designs of an aircraft 

capable of carrying devastating bomb 
loads from advanced bases or from the 
U. S. itself to targets halfway around 
the world. 

CONSOLIDATED VULTEE started the de
sign of a new bomber with the then un
heard-of range of 10,000 miles. Boeing, 
producer of the famous Fortresses, plan
ned ways of extending the range of its 
bombers. The Pratt & Whitney Aircraft 
division of United Aircraft was already 
at work on a new engine capable of 
providing the unprecedented power that 

both of these projects would require. 

IN 1948, the world's first intercontinen
tal bombers were delivered to the Air 
Force. Into their development had gone 
over eight years and literally millions 
of man-hours of engineering effort. 

BUT thanks to that effort—and to the 
foresight of nMlitary strategists—it is 
your Air Force whidx now has the Con
solidated B-36 and the Boeing B-50 . . . 
and a vital margin of superiority in the 
performance of its long-range bombers. 

:.;»^m ."-'-*•" 
THI WASP MAJOR I N O I N I for the B-36 and B-50 was 
first conceived on Pratt & Whitney's drawing boards in 
1940. From that time until the first experimental engine 
went on test, Pratt & Whitney engineers devoted hun
dreds of thousands of man-hours to the task of design
ing, building and pre-testing the 23 ,000 parts that 
make up the Wasp Major engine. An experimental 
model of the Wasp Major was first test flown in 1942. 

I N 1 9 4 4 , this engine made aircraft history by being the 
first to develop 3,000 h.p. in on official 150-hour test. 
But this was only the end of the beginning. Ahead lay a 
long program of further development and test until it 
had been thoroughly proved and was in quantity pro
duction. All told, more than $40 ,000 ,000 hove been 
spent on the design and development of this one type 
of engine. 

THI IWOn POWIRrUL nSTON I N O I N I in the world, the 
Wasp Major now has a maximum output of 3,800 
horsepower with still more to come. To meet the growing 
needs for this engine in the national defense program, 
Pratt & Whitney Aircraft is expanding its own produc
tion as rapidly as possible and has also granted the 
Ford Motor Company a royalty-free license to produce 
the Wasp Major in quantities. 

ffnifecf Aircraft 
NOTE TO ENGINEERS 
To carry on Its vital defense work. 
United Aircraft now needs ex
perienced engineers in many 
categories. Write to our Person
nel Director, stating your com
plete qualifications. 

* * 

MAKERS o r PRATT A WHITNtY ENGINES • HAMILTON STANDARD PROPEUERS 
CHANCE VOUOHT AIRCRAFT AND SIKORSKY HEIICOPTERS FOR THE 

UNITED STATES ARMED FORCES AND THE FINEST AIRLINES IN THE WORLD CORPORATrON 
EAST HARTFORD, COHHECTICUT 
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H&/er necjlect a 
Ifiorn stab 

The tiniest injury can become infected. 
Never take a chance. Always use 
BAND-AID, the only adhesive band
age that gives you Johnson & Johnson 
quality. 

Always look for the name 
on the box 

was the very first time she had used his 
name—"but I'm going to tell you anyhow. 

"Those are bankbooks. Do you know 
what a bankbook is, boy?" He shook his 
head. Aunt Nelly pursed her lips in per
plexity, and went on: "The man on the 
bridge was right in part and wrong in part, 
like most folks. Every year, for the past 
five years, I have taken a child from the 
Home to spend vacationtime with me." 
Her voice became gentler. "Yes, they all 
tended the store just the way you do. It 
isn't so hard, is it, boy?" 

He shook his head. 
"All the money made from the store," 

she said, "all the money from the bread I 
make and sell to the summer people, and 
the rolls, too, goes first into the teapot 
and then into the bank for whichever child 
is living here. See. Five books. One for 
each child that's been here. Five summers. 
Five books. That last one, the one near 
your left foot, is yours." 

He looked with awe at the little brown 
book, waiting for it to fly magically open 
and disgorge its quarters. 

"Do you understand what I'm telling you, 
boy?" 

"You mean the money from my frogs is 
in there?" he said, pointing at his book. 

"All of it," she said. 
He picked up the book and shook it. 

Nothing came out. He stared up at her, 
suspiciously. "Where?" he asked. 

"Not actually in the book. In that build
ing, in the bank." 

"What good is that?" he asked. 
"So that the children, when they get 

older and leave the Home, have at least 
something, a nest egg anyway." 

It was a trick; there was nothing but 
sheets in the book. He hated her. She was 
bad. He sprang to his feet, inching away 
from her. "You tell lies. It's all lies. 
You're bad, bad, just like the man said." 
Then fear at his own temerity pushed him 
on and he shouted, "Your hand should 
be cut off. Cut it off—of! . . ." and his 
hysteria began to mount again. 

"Boy!" Her voice was sharp now. "Go 
to your room! And stay there until you 
think you know how to act decent!" 

He backed to the doorway, never taking 
his eyes from her and, with a quick turn, 
fled from her up the stairs. 

1ATE that afternoon Aunt Nelly did an 
J unprecedented thing. She closed and 

locked the doors, first calling him downstairs 
from his room where he had sat out the long 
hours in stubborn self-imposed punishment. 
She explained to him that as the house was 
partly government property it must be 
locked if she left it for any length of time. 
It made no sense to him. Then she told 
him that he was to be locked in until she 
came back, and that he wasn't to be afraid, 
because she would come back as quickly 

as she could. It was only what he had ex
pected: his punishment was about to begin. 
He closed his lips tight, in defiance. 

At five thirty he heard the truck come, 
and peeking from the upstairs dormer win
dow, saw her get in next to Luther Hard-
son and drive off. He went back to his bed, 
hurt at her neglect and feeling terribly 
alone. He lay there flat on his back and 
the minutes dragged. The complete stillness 
of the house became oppressive. He could 
hear the purUng of the water in the stream 
as it swept down underneath the bridge. 
The fear grew that he was to be left in this 
terrible, quiet house forever. 

He watched the sun on the drawn shade. 
The yellow crept higher and higher, until 
at last it showed only in the crack above 
the roller. Finally, he dropped oft to sleep. 

The sound of the truck pulling up to the 
house waked him. Barefooted, he crept 
halfway down the stairs and crouched there 
watching and waiting. A key turned in the 
lock, and the next instant the lower floor 
and the kitchen were flooded with light. 

"Boy?" her voice called softly. 
He made no sound. She came to the foot 

of the stairs and, looking up, saw him 
crouching there. "Come down, boy," she 
said. "I brought you something." 

Tempted, he came slowly down the steps, 
and she placed the long paper envelope in 
his arms. His fingers tore at the string and 
tape. The paper fell away and he saw a 
fishing rod as beautiful as any in Mr. John
son's boat: all gleaming steel and shining 
guides and nickeled reel. An ivory spool 
wound with black thread line fell out of the 
bottom of the package, and last of all two 
shimmering lures. 

He dropped to the floor and lined his 
presents up in front of him, touching each 
one gently. He put the rod together, then 
took it apart, then started the whole pro
cedure all over again. 

She let him bring the rod to the table. He 
sat with it in his lap and could barely eat 
for touching it all the time. And in bed 
after supper, he could not sleep while he 
thought of it standing in the corner of the 
kitchen. He waited patiently until he heard 
the door to her bedroom close; then he crept 
down the stairs and brought the rod up
stairs. With it lying close to him under the 
blankets he finally fell asleep. 

He dreamed that he was sitting on his 
rock underneath the bridge and Ol' King, 
the frog, squatted across from him. He 
tried to raise his rod, but his arm was 
frozen. He couldn't move it. And all the 
time o r King grew bigger and bigger. 
Then, slowly, the enormous head with its 
glittering eyes came down and down straight 
at him. Now his entire body was frozen. 
The enormous jaws opened and he looked 
down an endless pink throat. 

He woke up screaming, "Aunt Nelly! 
Aunt Nelly!" 

He lay trembling, listening to her bed 
squeak, then the shuffle of her slippered 
feet down the hall. At last she was in the 
room. She switched on the light. 

"What is it, boy?" she asked. 
" o r King," he said. "He was going to 

swallow me up." 
She quieted him and pulled the blankets 

up under his chin. He felt stealthily at his 
side, then frantically. The rod was gone. 
He sat up, his eyes hard and watchful. "My 
rod," he said, his voice full of suspicion 
again, "you took it back." 

"Fishing rods don't belong in beds," she 
said. "I took it and put it in the tool house. 
That's the proper place for things like that. 
Every time after you use it, it goes back in 
the shed. Each and every time. You bear?" 

He nodded his head, but his eyes were 
still watchful. "It's mine for keeps, isn't 
it. Aunt Nelly?" he asked. 

"For keeps," she said. "And you can use 
it whenever you want. Even next winter. 
I'll show you how to cut a hole in the lake 
ice. That's the way to get the big ones." 

"Next winter?" he said wonderingly. 
She nodded slowly. 
"You mean I'll be here in winter, too?" 
"Next winter, and the next, and the one 

after, and all the winters forever, God will
ing." She stood up. "Go to sleep now, boy." 

He felt very happy, but his suspicions 
died hard. "The other four—the other chil
dren. You didn't ask them to stay for the 
winter. Why?" 

SHE was silent for a long time, looking 
down at him. "Because the first four 

were girls, just here for their vacations. You 
take what the Home gives; it's not a proper 
thing to pick and choose. You were the first 
boy." She paused. "The child I lost in the 
war—he was a boy too." 

He was a boy, and boys were better than 
girls. He understood that, and the day's 
suspicions disappeared. Aunt Nelly reached 
up and snapped off the light. 

"Aunt Nelly," he whispered, "stay with 
me a little while. Please." 

She sat down again in the chair. 
"Aunt Nelly?" 
"Yes, boy?" 
"Hold my hand. Please. Just for a little." 
She said nothing. He felt her hand on 

the blanket and he took it in both of his 
and drew it to him. He pressed his cheek 
firmly against it, snuggled his head down 
into the pillow, and, as he closed his eyes, 
he thought he heard her sigh. THE END 

Howard Maier is one of the authors 
represented in Collier's Best, a book 
of short stories recently published by 
Harper & Brothers, 49 East Thirty-
third Street, New York 16, N.Y. 

BAND-AID means MADE BY 

Baseball Hercules 

embankment in center field, which none of 
the wartime Reds could reach with their 
drives, was being cleared by Ted's wallops. 

Schwab informed Manager Bill Mc-
Kechnie of this momentous intelligence. 
Bill had a look for himself and decided 
that Ted was for him. He approached Mc-
Millin, the football coach. After all, the 
Reds were guests of the university and it 
didn't seem exactly cricket to kidnap as 
promising a prospect as Kluszewski right 
off the campus. This was in the spring of 
1945 and Bo already had his sights leveled 
on the Conference championship which 
Kluszewski was to help him gain that fall. 

After thanking McKechnie for observing 
the amenities. Bo said, "If you make Ted an 
offer, he'll come to me for my advice and 
this is what I'll tell him: 'If you're worth 
whatever Cincinnati offers you now, you'll 
be worth twice as much to them a year 
from now.' " 

McMillin kept his pass-grabbing end, and 

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 19 

the Reds kept the inside track on Kluszew
ski. 

When 1946 rolled around, Ted decided 
he'd had enough of football glory and could 
use some of baseball's gold. He also decided 
it was high time he and Eleanor were mar
ried. McMillin, while regretting the loss of 
such a fine gridman, admitted that a foot
ball injury could deprive Ted of any chance 
for the baseball money and gave him his 
blessing. Ted and Eleanor were married 
and set out for the Tampa training camp of 
the Reds. Both Kluszewski and Warren 
Giles, the Cincinnati president, are coy 
about the bonus Ted received for signing, 
but it was close to $20,000. which is about 
his salary as a player this season. 

Kluszewski represented a big investment 
for the Reds. The tremendous power he 
had exhibited at the plate hack on the In
diana campus was in evidence at his first 
training camp, but his fielding was some
thing which had to be seen to be believed. 

He was farmed out to Columbia, South 
Carolina, in the Sally League. Playing un
der Keith Molesworth, himself an old foot
baller of note, Ted batted a rousing .352 to 
lead the league and earn himself another 
training-camp trip with the Reds in the 
spring of 1947. 

This time Kluszewski stayed with the 
parent club until after the National League 
season opened, pinch-hitting a few times 
with no notable success. He was then 
shipped to Memphis, where Doc Prothro 
was managing. Although late in reporting 
because of the death of his father-in-law, 
Ted hit a whacking .377 that year to lead 
the Southern Association in batting. It was 
during this time that Walter Stewart, the 
Memphis sports columnist, expressed a 
grave doubt that Kluszewski could catch 
a bear in a phone booth. 

The Cincinnati management realized that 
Kluszewski had the power to become one of 
the game's better hitters, but there was 
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ABOVE: Home Model Hammond Organ, used in more homes than any other organ, 
Hammond Organ prices siarf ar $J235* for fhe Spinet Model (not illustrated above], 

IV/ia/ other ̂ J285* investment 
will pay such dividends? 

O F ALL THE THINGS that you. can buy for 
11285,* how many will bring you pleasure 
every day of your life, and last you as long 
as you live? 

The Hammond Organ will. 
Compare what your money buys when it 

buys a Hammond Organ: 

A very personal way to relax 
Tlie Hammond Organ offers more than mu
sic. It offers you a very personal way to relax. 

You play — every kind of music to suit 
your mooil. All the great sounds of music 
come alive at your touch—from the whisper 
of strings to the Ijold beauty of brasses. 

An easy way to enjoy music 
Although the Hammond Organ responds 
to the most exacting demands of the 
professional artist, you can play simple but 
effective music on it in less than a month 
—without ever having had a lesson before. 
Thousands of owners have proved this to 
themselves. 

A wonderful way to enrich family life 
K Hammond Organ enriches family life, 

lielps a family create its recreation in the 
home. It can stimulate your children's in
terest in music. It can furnish you with a 
lifetime hobby that lets you fdl your free 
time creatively. 

A sure way to enhance your home 
A Hammond Organ says fine things for your 
way of life. 

Vet your home needn't be large: a space 
four feet square is all the Hammond Organ 
requires. Installation? Plug this organ into 
an electric outlet and it's ready to play. 

Maintenance costs? Forget them. This is 
the only organ in the world that never needs 
tuning.-J- requires minimum upkeep. And 
modest payments can be arranged through 
your local dealer. 

Compare what your money buys 
in a Hammond Organ 

Have a demonstration at your dealer's this 
week. As you listen to the glorious tones of 
the world's most widely-used home and 
church organ, ask yourself: what other 
.1)128.5 investment will pay such dividends? 
For more information, mail the coupon. 

PRICES START AT JUST $ 1 2 8 5 * FOR THE SPINET MODEL 

HAMMOND OPIGAN 
MUSIC'S MOST GLORIOUS VOICE 

Complete line of 2-manual-and-pedal Hammond Organs $1285* 
up, including tone equipment and bench. *f. o. b. Chicago. 

Hammond Instrument Company 
4207 W. Divcrscy Ave., Chicago 39, Illinois 

Without obligation, please send me information on the following 
Hammond Organ models; 

D Spinet Model O Church Model 
Q Home Model n Concert Model 

Name-

Street.. 

City- - -P.O. Zone State _ ] 
^ )»SI, HAMMOND INSTRUMENT COMfANY 5 I 

CHURCH MODEL, used 
in some 20,000 churches. 

Concert Model has 32-note 
AGO pedal keyboard and an 
additional tPedal Solo Unit, 

tunable to preference by 
the organist. 

*f. o. b, Chicago 

some question whether his fielding would 
permit him to survive long enough to at
tain that end. Bill Terry, who was so styl
ish around first base for so many years with 
the Giants, was called out of retirement to 
tutor Kluszewski at the Cincinnati training 
camp in 1948. After one look at Kluszew
ski, Terry told a friend: 

"The way that boy fields, he'll have to 
hit .400 to stay in the major leagues." 

Kluszewski didn't hit .400, but he did re
main in the majors—and he bids fair to re
main there for many more seasons. Terry, 
undaunted by the magnitude of the task 
confronting him, worked hard with Ted. 

"He helped me a great deal," Ted de
clares. "I was lucky in having three men 
work with me who had been excellent first 
basemen themselves—Terry, Johnny Neun 
and George Kelly. 

"A big guy like myself is no gazelle un
der any circumstances. You look awkward 
even when you're doing what you're sup
posed to do. And when you mess it up— 
oh, brother!" 

The late Jimmy 'Wilson was a coach un
der McKechnie when Kluszewski first re
ported to the Reds. A correspondent with 
the club observed to Jimmy that if Ted ever 
became a major-leaguer, the writer would 
be prepared to eat his typewriter in Cincin
nati's Fountain Square. 

"What kind of sauce will you take with 
it?" Wilson asked the correspondent. "Be
lieve me, this boy will be a major-league 
star someday." Although Jimmy didn't live 
to see it, his prophecy is being borne out. 

Steady Progress in Batting 

Kluszewski batted only .275 in that first 
season, but he boosted it to .309 the next. 
Last year, Ted was seventh among the 
regulars in the National League in batting 
and second only to Del Ennis of the cham
pion Phillies in runs-batted-in. Ted's slug
ging average, arrived at by dividing his 
total base output by his times at bat, was 
the highest attained by a Cincinnati player 
since Ival Goodman achieved the identical 
mark, .515, in 1939. 

Kluszewski says it took him two years to 
get rid of his "football shoulders," a mus
cular tightness which interfered with the 
freedom and rhythm of his swing. Both he 
and his wife, a petite blonde who is a foot 
shorter than Ted's six feet two inches, are 
keen baseball students. Mrs. Kluszewski, a 
former southpaw softball pitcher, took her 
own movies of Ted and together they study 
them when he is in a slump. 

"The movies Eleanor shot showed me I 
was falling away with my shoulders," ex
plained Ted. "I thought my fault was over-
striding. As soon as we ran the movies, I 
was able to correct the mistake." 

Kluszewski bats from a spread stance, 
his feet about 26 inches apart, and takes a 
long stride with his right, or front, foot. 
Although a left-handed batter and fielder, 
he can generate power to any field and has 
hit some amazingly long drives to center. 
In 1948. he hit one over the left-center-field 
fence in Pittsburgh, something rarely ac
complished by a portside swinger. 

Pitchers Found a Weak Spot 

Originally, Ted was a low-ball hitter and 
could do little with a ball pitched across 
his letters. Opposing pitchers concentrated 
on this weakness and so did Ted, with the 
result that he now hits a high pitch with 
more authority than he does a low one. 

Possibly as a result of the success Ted 
had with the motion pictures made by Mrs. 
Kluszewski, the Cincinnati club took of
ficial pictures in training this spring for 
future use. Ted is enthusiastic about them, 
particularly some shot during a two-day 
stretch in which he hit safely seven times in 
nine tries, three times for king-size homers 
(one of the latter was a 400-foot drive that 
he hit one-handed, pulling the bat through 
with his right hand). 

"I like to see pictures taken when I'm 
going good," said Ted. "I'm not so much 
interested in seeing my mistakes as I am 
finding out what I'm doing right, so I can 
keep on doing it." 

Kluszewski couldn't say that one pitcher 
bothers him more than another. "Or that I 
bother one pitcher more than another," he 
added hastily. "When you're going good, 
you're able to hit any of them—right
handers or left-handers. And when you're 
in a slump, they're all equally tough." 

Mel Queen, the ex-"yankee who went to 
Pittsburgh, is one hurler who regards Klus
zewski not only with respect, but with sus
picion. The Reds were closing out a series 
at Forbes Field last summer and Mel 
apparently had the game wrapped up hold
ing a 3-2 lead with two out and nobody on 
in the top of the ninth. The Cincinnati 
batter, Johnny Wyrostek, lofted an easy fly 
to Wally Westlake, but Wally lost the ball 
and it struck him on the chest. Queer 
walked the next two batters, which filled 
the bases and brought up Kluszewski. 

Quickly Mel whipped two strikes past 
Ted. Then, as standard operating proce-

COLLIER'S 'Is that okay?' CHARLES R0DRIGUE8 
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PSYCHOLOGIST 
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"I dislike my neighbor'' DAVID HUFFINE 

dure, he trjed to waste the next ball. Ted 
climbed aboard it for a slashing hit which 
won the game for the Reds. Later, as the 
club piled into the bus which was carrying 
them to the railroad station, Kloo's mates 
were congratulating him on his blow. 

"What's the matter with that Queen?" 
inquired Kluszewski mildly. "Doesn't he 
know I'm a bad-ball hitter?" 

As befits an outsize man, Kluszewski is 
as capable with a knife and fork as he is 
with a bat. There is nothing of the epicure 
about him. Like Yankee coach Jim Turner 
—who for years had one of the greatest 
appetites in the majors without benefit of 
publicity—Ted is strictly a steak and po
tatoes man. 

After a night game at Crosley Field last 
summer, the Kluszewskis visited Mecklen
burg's, a restaurant famed in Cincinnati, a 
town of doughty trenchermen, for com
bining quality with quantity. An acquaint
ance sitting nearby observed that Ted 
ordered a brace of hamburgers. 

"I naturally assumed that one was for 
Eleanor," related the friend, "but when the 
waiter brought the food, Ted ate both ham
burgers! And the hamburgers they serve at 
Mecklenburg's are about the size of a first 
baseman's mitt! Ted must have noticed me 
looking at him because he leaned over and 
explained that Mrs. Kluszewski had had 
dinner before the game." 

The Kluszewskis, who have no children, 
have moved from Argo and purchased a 
home in Cincinnati, where Ted in the off 
season serves as a good-will ambassador 
for a brewing company which sponsors the 
broadcasts of the Reds' games. He is as 
popular with the fans as he is with his 
teammates, who call him "Big Kloo." 

Mishap Lucky for Roommate 

Currently Ted is rooming with Joe Ad-
cock, an outfielder who, indirectly, owes 
quite a bit to Kluszewski. Joe was bitting 
about .186 last year when Ted suffered an 
unusual accident. Going toward the stands 
at Crosley Field for a foul pop, he noticed 
that a small boy had wandered onto the 
field. Swerving to avoid the youngster, Ted 
crashed into the stands and jammed his 
wrist so painfully he had to leave the game 
for more than a week. 

In desperation, Sewell used Adcock at 
first base. Joe started to pound the ball 
vigorously and when Kluszewski was able 
to return to first, Joe was placed in the out
field where he continued his excellent hit
ting as a regular. 

Off the field, Ted dresses so conserva
tively that he doesn't look nearly so big as 
he does in uniform. Like most big men, he 
is easygoing and even seems embarrassed 
by his great power. As the cUche has it, he 
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doesn't know his own strength, which the 
following incident will illustrate. 

When Mike McCormick, now with 
Washington, was playing right field for 
Cincinnati a few years ago, a pop fly was 
hit behind first base during spring training. 
Mike charged in for the ball and Kluszew
ski, arms outstretched although the ball was 
50 feet in the air, charged out, looking like 
nothing so much as a washerwoman pur
sued by a swarm of bees. In the course of 
their joint chase, Mike and Ted met. 

Later, as he was being helped to his feet 
by sympathetic bystanders, McCormick 
mumbled something about getting the li
cense number of the truck. Ted returned to 
see what all the excitement was about. 

"What happened?" he asked amiably. 
"What happened?" said an outraged wit

ness. "Why, you almost killed McCor
mick, that's all that happened." 

"I'm sorry, Mike," said Kluszewski hum
bly. "I thought I just brushed by you." 

"Well," said McCormick, who by now 
had regained his speech and some of his 
faculties, "if you just 'brushed by' me, I'd 
hate to meet you head on." 

Kluszewski was the unwitting cause of 
another player injury last September, when 
a line drive from his bat fractured the jaw 
of Philadelphia pitcher Bubba Church, an 
accident which seriously complicated and 
almost ruined Eddie Sawyer's pennant plans 
for the Phillies. 

Although this would appear to bode ill 
for other pitchers who must stand up to Big 
Ted's liners, National League umpire Larry 
Goetz is reserving his sympathy for others. 
Goetz tells of working in an exhibition 
game in Pittsburgh last year between the 
Red Sox and the Pirates. As an added at-
traction,Ted Williams and Ralph Kiner had 
a home-run-hitting contest before the game. 
Goetz was sitting with a group chatting 
about this and that when somebody, in
spired no doubt by the awesome hitting of 
Williams and Kiner, declared it was inevi
table that someday a pitcher would be 
killed by a line drive batted back through 
the box. The general opinion was that if the 
ball got any livelier, such a fatality would 
be only a matter of time. 

"I was pretty well convinced that there 
was such a possibility," relates Goetz, "un
til a week later, when I was working a 
game in Cincinnati. This big Kluszewski 
comes up for the Reds and Ke powders one 
over the right-field fence, on a Une against 
a building across the street from the park. 

"It was then I changed my mind about 
the chances of a pitcher becoming the first 
person killed by a batted ball. I decided 
that the first victim would be some guy 
walking along Western Avenue, minding 
his own business, who would be conked by 
one of Kluszewski's homers." THE END 

Thar she blows! 

Walk-Over Koolies 
This is the life. When it's hot—you're not. 

Every little breeze wafts through 

the weaves—and cools your feet. 

T h e mesh is nariiral n y l o n -

light, flexible, strong. 

Handsomely teamed with 

bridle tan leather . Superb 

Walk-Over craftsmanship. 

Easy, restful fit. 

Tropic 

Geo. E. Keith Company 
Brockton 63, Mass. 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



68 

iWEhR 
FALSE TEETH 
yet my mouth feels 
fresh, clean and cool ^ 
No" DENTURE BREATH 

You know what Mrs. McE. means-
it's a wonderful feeling to know that 
you're not offending friends with 
Denture Breath. And it's great when 
your plates feel clean and cool and 
fresh—from their Polident bath. 

Remember, dental plates need the 
special care of a special denture 
cleanser. Don't brush, soak them in 
Polident (only about a cent a day) 
to keep them sparkling clean, free 
from Denture Breath. Get Polident 
tomorrow. 

NO BRUSHING 
Soak plate or bridg* 
daily—fifteen minutex 
or more—in a fresh, 
cleansing solution of 
Polident and water. '•'^fe' 
POUDCnT 
RECOMMENDED BY MORE DENTISTS 

THAN ANY OTHER DENTURE CLEANSER 

Village on Stilts 
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 26 

languages are as numerous as at the Tower 
of Babel. "Manuelo!" calls a woman's voice, 
and there climbs down from a boat a Span
iard with a costume so flamboyant he might 
have stepped from a scene in Carmen. "You 
no catch shrimp today. Kin?" asks a tall 
Slavic figure, as he passes a Filipino walk
ing with a pretty little wife and toddling 
baby. Sewing up a net is a Portuguese, dark 
as ebony, whose accents mark him from the 
Cabinda, steaming African colony at the 
mouth of the Congo; in the doorway of a 
tin-roofed hut there stands a brawny Turk. 
Once there was even a Laplander, named, 
appropriately, Iceport. 

There are many Cajuns, genial souls 
speaking the rough French patois of the 
marshes, with an occasional American from 
Texas or Montana or the hills of Arkansas; 
adventurers all, come to try their luck at the 
shrimp, the leaping gold of the sea. Over 
them presides a Chinese owner, like Ping 
Wing, who sits in his little mainland store at 
Manila Village, seeing all, knowing all, yet 
always remaining bland, courteous, imper
turbable. 

Just how the platforms started, there 
seems to be some question. Information in 
the marshes is often as hazy as the gray fog 
that rolls in from the horizon. The most au
thentic legend seems to be that Manila Vil
lage was founded by a Filipino who chanced 
to visit the area, an alert traveler named Kin 
Ting. The waters of Barataria Bay and the 
Gulf beyond teemed with shrimp, so prized 
by the Oriental taste. Why not, thought 
Kin, start a colony of fishermen to catch 
and prepare shrimp for the Oriental mar
ket? 

The idea, once born, was quickly put into 
execution. Other Orientals came to join the 
pioneer. Out of the shallow bay rose the lit
tle wooden huts of the fishermen, on stilts 
as they had been built for centuries in Kin 
Ting's native land. 

Growth of an Infant Industry 

Soon 200 fishermen, mostly Filipinos, 
moored their shrimp boats at the tiny 
wharves. With heavy booted feet, they 
tramped the shell from the boiled shrimp, 
as the peasants of Europe tramped grapes 
for wine. Dried shrimp from Manila Vil
lage began to go out to China and the world. 
As Kin prospered, others followed his ex
ample, now employing men of all nationali
ties; in a short time seven platforms dotted 
the waters of the bay. It has been many 
years since Kin's meh drove the first pile 
below the muddy water. But his memory 
lingers. To this day all Filipinos at Manila 
Village are nicknamed Kin. 

There are still 200 fishermen on each of 
the platforms in the shrimp season (mid-
April to mid-June, and mid-August to mid-
February), rough individuals living in an 
atmosphere much like that of the old sailing 
ships in the days when the pirate Jean La-
fitte was ruler of the marshes. They are 
subject to all the strains and emotions com
mon to undisciplined men who live together 
anywhere. Sometimes, when the rougher 
ones have drunk heavily, there is a fight, and 
the bland proprietor must interfere to keep 
the battle from spreading. Yet the lack of 
violent crime is remarkable. 

This is probably due to the childish sim
plicity of most of the inhabitants; they 
possess a kindhness that many of the dwell
ers on the mainland might envy. 

A friend of mine was engaged in rescue 
work among some of these shrimp fisher
men during the great hurricane that struck 
the region in 1947. For days the rescue 
workers tried to reach one group completely 
isolated by the huge seas. Certain that all 
the food had been washed off the platform, 
the rescuers were greatly concerned that the 
fishermen might starve. 

After a tremendous struggle, the rescue 
boats at last reached the battered dock, 

I with its buildings still sitting in two feet of 

water. As feared, the fishermen were 
gathered in a half-submerged shed, suffer
ing badly from hunger. As the rescuers 
hastened to distribute their supplies, my 
friend noticed half a dozen great fish swim
ming about in the water that covered the 
floor, washed into the building at the height 
of the hurricane, and trapped in some 
fashion so they could not escape. So help
less that they could have been caught by a 
child, the fish would have made a good meal 
for all those marooned in the shed. 

My friend, wondering, asked why the 
shrimpers hadn't eaten the fish, instead of 
almost starving. The fisherman he ad
dressed, a gaunt Mississippian, looked at 
him in shocked surprise. "We couldn't eat 
them fish," he answered. "Them fish was 
fighting for their lives, same as us." 

Today the men on the platforms come 
and go freely, as men do anywhere. But 
there have been times, not many years ago, 
when shanghai parties would hurry off to 
shore at the height of the shrimping sea
son, and gather up all the wrecks of hu
manity that lay in a drunken stupor in the 
dives of New Orleans. One "recruit" might 
be a former doctor, another a bank clerk, 
one a broken-down actor, another a roving 
ironworker, all the flotsam and jetsam of 
the Boweries of the world, "on the skids" 
from trouble or alcohol. 

Some of these derelicts, benefited by the 
hardy life and the fresh sea breezes, elected 
to stay on the platforms. Many, working 
for good pay, were restored to society. 
Others wearied of raising nets or minding 
the boiling kettles, and left for the main
land and their old dives once more. 

On certain of the platforms in the past, 
there were rumors of other breaches of the 
law. There were stories of illegal immi
grants smuggled into the marshes from 
Cuba and Mexico, grim tales of Chinese 
fastened to chains (when, in a pursuit, the 
chain was tossed overboard, illegal entrant 
and evidence went swiftly to the bottom). 
There were rumors of dope, of marijuana 
grown in flowerpots. Occasionally a gov
ernment boat would steam up to the wharf, 
and the officers would search diligently in 
some cabin. But in recent years the owners 
of the platforms have been watchful of 
their tenants, and the cpastguardsmen no 
longer keep such a wary eye. 

It is a man's world, these platforms, 
though there are some women. Occasion
ally, a fisherman will bring a wife from 

shore. There have been many fine children 
brought up on the platforms, their school
ing perhaps sketchy, but their minds keen 
in the ways of the porpoise and the pelican. 
With all the races and nations represented, 
the result of the platform marriages is 
often unpredictable; the more unusual prod
ucts are jocularly known by the name of the 
complex distillation of sea food so popular 
in the region, a "gumbo file." 

In this half-world of the marshes it is 
easy for even the sophisticated to credit the 
weird and the magical. Small wonder, then, 
that superstition is widespread among the 
fishermen—particularly among those older 
individuals who, unable to read or write, are 
unaware of scientific discovery. 

A Few Pet Superstitions 

If a woman chances to step on a fisher
man's gear, all fishing for the day might as 
well he abandoned. If he should stamp on 
the great congo snake that hides out in the 
marshes, he is certain to be afflicted for 
many days with violent rheumatism. If he 
is troubled with those curious sinus head
aches known as "sun-pains," there is an 
easy remedy. He has only to go to an old 
woman in the marshes who is gifted as a 
healer, and reach her cabin before the 
break of day. She will make a cross on his 
forehead, and blow the pain away. 

The sky, the earth, are full of signs and 
portents. Even the cats who stalk haughtily 
up and down the platforms, fat as prize 
pigs, are regarded by some of the veteran 
fishermen as possessing special power. 

"I tell you, my friend, this is so," said 
Henrique, a little old Cajun with wrinkled, 
leathery face that matched the bare feet 
he was dangling over the side of his shrimp 
boat. "Maybe you think is crazy, but these 
cats they can tell the hurricane. Ten years 
ago there is a cat here named Lobito, be
long to a Portuguese we call Jo. This cat 
Lobito, when the wind going to blow, his 
fur get sticky like molasses, and he not eat 
shrimp or nothing. Only he sit and cry. And 
in his eyes, which are green, come many 
white spots, like you sprinkle sugar, maybe. 
It is by a cat's eyes that you tell the weather, 
my friend. 

"This time, the spots in Lobito's eyes are 
the worst I have seen. I tell you, when I see 
this. I am very afraid. 1 tell the other fish
erman. 'There is going to be one terrible 
storm,' I say. 'Tie your boat with many 

KEl^fNESAW 

^ \ 

'Better put these overshoes on. 
Bessie just scruhbed our dirt floor" REAMER KELLER 

Collier's for May 26, 1951 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



69 

With Rubber needed for Defense 

LETS MAKE EVERY TIRE GO MORE MILES 
To help yon, Seiberling offers 

Exclusive 7 ^ ^ Service 
Wherever you see this sign, you 
will find an Independent Seiberling 
Tire Exper t . His exclus ive T*C 
(Tire Care) Service will get the best 

possible mileage from your present tires . . . 
regardless of make. Your Seiberling Dealer 
will gladly tell you about this new T* C Service. 

/ . Tread Wear Inspection 
Removing foreign objects and repairing 
cuts while they are small will prevent in
convenient, expensive tire trouble later! 

2. Accurate Inflation Service 
... with tested gauges. Faulty gauges can 
result in dangerous tire failures. 

3. Wheel Alignment Test 
—by an expert. Avoid rapid, uneven. . . 
and costly! . . . tread wear. 

4. Tire-Balance Check 
Properly balanced t i r e s . . . easier steering, 
more riding comfort, many extra miles! 

5. Tire Rotation Every 5000 Miles 
Prevents uneven wear, adds thousands of 
miles to the life of your tires. 

6. Expert Retreading Guidance 
Before retreading, make sure the tire-body 
is RIGHT, and the time to retread is RIGHT. 

Drive Wherever You Must.. . but do it more carefully than 
ever before. Every gallon of gasoline, every quart of oil, every 
pound of rubber which you can save will help the Defense Effort. 

Tfw^U--eL__. 
President A 

SEIBERLING 
Seiberling Rubber Company • Akron 9, Ohio • Toronto, Canada 
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O n fhe highways o f Connecficut as . . . 

ftsQuakn^^ 
Jor (fQ^fft^ ! 

FROM coast to coast . . . border to 
border, Quaker State Motor Oil 

is the quality choice of car owners. 
There's a good reason. There's no 
finer motor oil for your ear pro
duced anywhere in the world! 

40^ per U. S. Quart, including Federal Lubricating Oil Tax 

Member Pennsylranio Grade Crude Oil Auociafion 

Quaker State Oil Refining Corp., Oil City, Pa. 

ropes. Maybe it is better if you go far away 
from here, up the Mississippi.' 

"Some of the fishermen listen to me, 
and look at the cat and say, 'Okay, Hen
rique,' and tie their ropes. Some laugh and 
say, 'Henrique, you big fool'—but they tie 
the ropes anyway. That night come the 
worst hurricane ever Barataria. It kill plenty 
people all over. But here nobody. It was 
this cat which save them, every one." 

He made an expert cigarette of the 
tobacco I had brought him. "The cats they 
maybe needed not so much now, maybe. 
The men of the Coast Guard and the radio, 
they watch these big storm and tell the peo
ple. But ask me, my friend, and I will tell 
you. Between the radio and a cat like this 
Lobito, 1 will take the cat." 

There is good reason to fear the hurri
canes. Of the seven platforms that once 
flourished, only four remain; the three 
others lie at the bottom of the bay, 
crumpled by the wind and the water. 

Characters like Henrique seem to de
velop on the platforms as easily as the tall 
grass grows in the marshes; others are 
attracted as though by some natural force, 
like gravity. Each new shrimp boat^that 
ties up may add a picturesque resident. 

There was one man said to be a duke, 
and another an ex-millionaire; there were 
others more mysterious, fugitive marsh 
dwellers seeking safety from the law. At 
intervals, even today, a state or federal 
boat comes up to one of the platforms to 
disembark a detective. There are a few 
quiet inquiries, and some stranger, lately 
come to the region, is taken away in hand
cuffs, leaving his fellows to speculate for 
weeks whether love of woman or money 
was the reason for his fall. 

M, Theophile's "Profession" 

But perhaps most remarkable of all the 
colorful inhabitants was dapper Theophile 
of Paris, a devotee of fine food and grand 
opera. Though he worked as a laborer on 
the platforms, legend said he belonged to 
the highest social world of the French 
metropolis. Six months of each year, the 
story went, he spent in grimy overalls, his 
companions the pungent shrimp; the other 
six months he spent with the queens of 
French society, working as a gigolo. 

There have been characters among the 
proprietors of the platforms as well. Gen
erally they are Orientals, though now and 
then an American has been owner of one of 
the properties. There was one rotund 
Chinese who waddled about with Chinese 
servants padding before and behind, like 
some august Oriental emperor. Another 
owner practiced expert sleight of hand for 
the entertainment of all he met. 

There is universal admiration for these 
Chinese proprietors among the fishermen 
and the dwellers on the shore. They never 
cheat, say those with whom they deal; they 
never forget a favor. An American I know 
chanced to do a slight courtesy for two of 
these Chinese who together operated one 
of the platforms. Years later the Ameri
can set up his own business. On the same 
day, within a few hours of each other, both 
the Chinese came to pay a friendly call, 
and each offered to lend him $25,000. 

To be a successful platform operator, a 
man, whatever his nationality, must be 
father-confessor, doctor, judge. He must 
know when to see nothing, and know the 
exact moment when to interfere. Above 
all, he must possess the tact of a saint. 

The shrimpers, like most fishermen, are 
notoriously prodigal of their money. With 
their childish natures, they will spend the 
earnings of weeks on some useless trifle 
pressed on them by a clever salesman. At 
the end of the year, although pay in a good 

season is high (about $3,500 for eight 
months' work), the most improvident often 
owe a considerable sum to the proprietor. 
But that tactful individual, in figuring the 
accounts, always takes care never to report 
the disastrous truth, and sees that a little 
cash is forthcoming. For, Uke a child who 
receives nothing when all the other chil
dren are laden with presents, the fisherman 
would sulk; next morning he would steal off 
and be lost to the platform forever. 

The shrimper does not stay constantly 
on his wooden island. When the nets begin 
to come up empty and the trapping season 
is right, many of the fishermen take to the 
marshes, to catch muskrats and other furry 
animals that roam the grassy wastes. 

Up and down the limpid bayous they 
paddle their pirogues, those tipsy little craft 
which are direct descendents of the Indian 
dugout, often cutting a new channel across 
the swamp to reach some distant trapping 
ground. Here in tiny cabins they live alone 
for weeks, with only the mewing of the 
white sea gulls and the cry of the loon for 
company. They may work for a time help
ing the Frenchmen up a bayou; they may 
call on the fresh-water fishermen who live 
in their shanty boats up Bayous Pigeon and 
Sorel, catching the catfish and the buffalo. 

"I tell you, my friend, after you work on 
the platform you get along good in the 
marsh with everybody," said the wrinkled 
Henrique, as he calked a seam in his bat
tered boat. "Only do not come in a pirogue 
where Jean Lafitte bury all his money. 
Somebody cut your throat quick. This is 
what a Sabine Indian has told me, and it is 
they who know where this money is. 

"There been plenty Indian people work 
on the platforms. Plenty people say they 
French or Spanish, when they are Indian. 
I tell you sure, my friend, how to find out 
if a man have this Indian blood. Make 
him to write something on a piece of paper. 
If he is even one small part Indian, some
where in the writing he will put a little 
arrow. A Indian cannot write without 
putting in an arrow." 

As the fisherman roams about this mys
terious wilderness, he may meet a startling 
visitor, a strange-looking vehicle that can 
move over grass or water, the marsh buggy 
of an oil company searching for a site to 
drill a well. And he will regard it with 
deep suspicion, as a dweller in the open al
ways regards the approach of the newcomer 
that threatens his domain. 

For progress, in the guise of the oilman, 
has wrought vast changes in the marshes. 

Drilling Crews in the Bayous 

Derricks rise everywhere, and drilling 
crews churn the waters that once knew only 
the turtle or the alligator. Machinery 
clanks and groans behind some trapper's 
cabin, and the great pumps labor miles out 
in the gulf, producing the stuff that civili
zation runs on. At night the flares leap 
luridly into the sky. 

The fisherman will wander for weeks 
along the bayous, even stop for a while in 
some little town. But, if he is a true son 
of the platforms, when the shrimp are 
running again he will return to his queer 
wooden village. He may grow old and die 
on the platform, to be buried in the "Chi
nese graveyard" that lies at the extremity, 
one of those curious stonelike piles so com
mon in the region, where the water has 
swept up the oyster shells and formed a 
shallow island. 

Or, if age prevents him from working, 
and he must leave the platform, he will not 
move far away. He will go only to Lafitte, 
a sleepy, pleasant village at the edge of the 
mainland, where he can buy his groceries 
at the friendly store. Sitting about with his 

comrades, he can talk of the hurricanes, 
and about the Saturday nights when the 
catch was big and Frenchie, the accordion
ist, played like the angels in heaven. 

For they ask little, these men of the plat
forms. Frenchman or Greek, Yugoslav or 
Turk, Texan or hillbilly from Arkansas. 
They are dreamers, who live under the 
magic spell of the river and the sea. 

Their attitude toward life is perhaps best 
expressed by Captain Frank, the weather-
beaten philosopher who lives alone at the 
end of the marshes, on a boat where the 
shrimpers and the other fishing craft must 
stop as they enter Louisiana waters. Hold
ing no college degrees. Captain Frank has 
studied the plants and animals of the region 
with an intentness and an expertness that 
have won him the admiration of the state's 
men of science. Here, beside a stretch of 
marsh which most call Devil's Island, Cap
tain Frank, by himself occasionally for 200 
days at a time, has found some of the 
answers to the riddle of the universe. 

The Wisdom of Captain Frank 

"How can any person be lonely in the 
marshes?" he asks, while a great brown 
gull, one of his pets, stands on a piling near 
the boat, waiting patiently for a scrap from 
the kitchen. "If he wants music, there is 
always the sound of the waves. If he wants 
pictures, there are always the clouds, going 
past all day, like a circus parade. 

"There are the otters that make chutes 
out of mud and slide down them like chil
dren. There are the porpoise that dance, 
and the birds on their way North or South, 
their wings every color of the sunset. There 
is God's great gift to us, the bird, though 
some people don't recognize their blessings. 
I'd sooner kill a man than kill a bird." 

He took out his worn diary, and showed 
me an entry: "Today there were worlds of 
cormorants and one friendly loon." 

"Lonely? There is so much going on it 
would take a man with a thousand eyes and 
ears to watch or hear properly. A while 
ago I saw a small plant on one of the 
islands here suddenly begin to shake and 
twitch, though there wasn't a trace of wind 
blowing. I searched carefully, and couldn't 
find any animal in the branches, or any
thing alive in the ground about the roots. 
Yet the plant kept moving. 

"What's the answer? I'm still puzzled. 
Maybe there's some tiny animal or worm 
inside shifting its weight. Or maybe there's 
some fife in vegetation that we haven't yet 
learned about. Here I can worry over the 
problem. On shore it's always money, 
money, money. Out here in the marshes 
we don't worry about money." 

The gull on the piling flapped its wings 
as a delicate hint that it was still waiting. 
Captain Frank tossed it a bit of fish, and 
called to some other gulls standing off at a 
distance, as a farm woman calls her 
chickens. His weather-beaten face lighted 
as they came flocking. "It's like this about 
money. It's what an old Indian I met out 
here told me. God made paper money, 
and it blows away. God made silver 
money, and it rolls away. If God wanted 
you to keep money, he'd have made it 
square so it would stay where you put it." 

The birds ate, then flew away to follow a 
boat bound for one of the distant shrimp 
platforms. White, motionless, the gulls 
floated, sometimes appearing hke magic 
creatures carved from ivory, sometimes 
seeming to dissolve and become part of the 
fleecy clouds drifting across the sky in all 
the shapes of fantasy. Below them, the 
porpoise, which the fisherfolk say are really 
men, danced and played in the blue water. 

It is a place of mystery, the marshes— 
and of wisdom. THE END 

Next Week-

"KOWFADAKUV!" 
By Lucius Beebe 

Big Business Must Help Our Colleges 
By Alfred P. Sloan, Jr. 
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TONE THAT 
CHALLENGES 

ALL COMPARISON / 

Philco Table Radio-Phonograph 1330, $9».95* 

Plays LP's, 45's 

and 78's . . . all sizes, 

all speeds automatically... up to 

5 hours of continuous music 

C o m p a r e , a n d you'll be convinced! Just play a record 
on this remarkable Philco, then play the same record on 
any other phonograph. You'll be amazed at how much of 
the actual music you can miss on an ordinary phonograph! 

Philco Laboratories have engineered this great new 
Philco to give you quality tone and performance from a 
table model. With the famous Philco Super-Tone Repro
ducer you get the "highs" and "lows" that give true 
richness and beauty to recorded music. 

It plays all records, all sizes; 
all speeds —LP's, 45's and 78's. 
It provides as much as 5 hours of 

continuous music from a single loading of LP records. 
There's just one tone arm, one central control — the 
simplest 3-speed changer ever designed! 

Of course, like all Philco radio-phonographs, this 
handsome table model brings you the glorious Philco 
radio — notable for fine sensitivity and dependable 
performance. 

Once you've heard this new Philco, you'll agree 
"There's no tone like Philco-tone." Yours from Philco 
. . . famous for quality the world over! 

*Price subject to change. 

Compare—and you'll agree nothing equals 

PHILCO 
-hhe Full-FWeli+y Phonograph 

No Tabic for the Lady Piumber 
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 22 

Fire Island, and our boat, and the golf we 
had played together and the suppers on the 
porch in the summer evenings. I thought 
about how Carl, Maggie's brother, and 
Whitey Crane had taught me to shoot 
ducks. I thought about how much I en
joyed going to work every morning at the 
supply house, the decent guys 1 worked with 
there and the laughs we had together. Ev
erybody in this small town had gone out of 
his way to make me feel at home. Then I 
thought again about Maggie. As Mrs. Fen-
ton said, it had been a big change in my life. 
I wondered how suave Andy Delessio, the 
major-domo at the Cote d'Azur, had sud
denly fallen into all this at the age of 
thirty-eight. Somebody must have been 
praying for me. 

Mrs. Fenton could not see suave Andy 
Delessio being satisfied with small-town 
married life after ten years of associating 
nightly with captains of industry, big-shot 
politicians. Social Registerites and cele
brated stars of stage, screen and radio. 
Mrs. Fenton had a lot to learn. You can 
get very tired of being suave. After a 
couple of years, I had seen enough movie 
actresses with bad manners and enough 
big operators who wanted everyone in the 
room to know how much they were spend
ing. I also stopped being impressed by 
Cromwell. I began to wonder if the barring 
of an illiterate young millionaire from the 
Cote d'Azur for alcoholic misbehavior was 
really as serious as exile to Siberia. 

Cromwell sensed the way I felt and 
started to dislike me. "This joint is too 
rich for your blood, Delessio," he said. 
"Why don't you work someplace else?" 
1 gave him the dead pan and said I was 
happy at the Cote d'Azur. Underneath I 
was wishing I had the guts to sell vacuum 
cleaners from door to door. But I was 
afraid to start all over again in another 
business. I had been in this one since 1928, 
when my father died and I quit Fordham 
and got a job as a bus boy at the Sherry-
Netherland. 

1WAS relieved when I had to leave to go 
into the Army. But, after the war, I 

found myself back there. After three years-
overseas, the Cote d'Azur was harder to 
take than ever, and Cromwell became much 
more important. He had a big house on 
Long Island where he entertained big names 
from Washington every week end. He no 
longer knew the old friends who had staked 
him back in the prohibition days when he 
ran a speak-easy on West Forty-eighth 
Street. 

I wanted to quit more than ever, but I 
couldn't bring myself to do it. I made ex
cuses to myself, but none of them were 
good. Looking back on it now, J can see it 
was just plain lack of courage. I would still 

be working in the Cote d'Azur if it wasn't 
for a broken hot-water heater and a sixteen-
year-old schoolgirl from Philadelphia whose 
first name is Lorry. 

It started one Tuesday night about ten 
thirty when I was standing at the front 
door, listening to Louis tell me his troubles. 
Louis is the man in charge of the velvet 
rope. He had been eaten out by Cromwell 
for letting in two actors who were wearing 
loafers. Cromwell had given Louis orders 
to discourage men who wore loafers. He 
said they made the room look bad. 

WHILE I was talking with Louis, a 
party of three, two women and a man, 

came in and asked him for a table. There 
was something about one of the women that 
made it tough for me to take my eyes off 
her. She wasn't young—a few years over 
thirty—and not especially pretty and rather 
heavy, but she had a poise that some of the 
more intelligent size-twelve Conover mod
els would envy. I gathered it was her party. 
The couple with her were both younger and 
acted as if they were engaged or married 
to each other. 

"Sorry," Louis said. "If you haven't a 
reservation, we haven't got a thing." 

It didn't make sense. There were plenty 
of empty tables inside and these people 
seemed like desirable customers. I looked 
at Louis in surprise, which was a mistake. 
The older girl caught the look on my face 
and knew the score immediately. 

"Come on, Carl," she said to the man 
who was with her. "Let's not trouble 
them." 

She made me feel ashamed of Louis and 
myself and Cromwell and the night-club 
business in general. Louis watched them 
walk out and shrugged his shoulders. 

"Why didn't you let them in?" I said. 
"The waiters aren't doing anything but dis
cussing tomorrow's entries at Aqueduct." 

"Orders from the boss," Louis said. "The 
new Cole Porter show is opening tonight 
and the boss expects a big crowd in formal 
evening clothes when the theater breaks. 
So he wants the whole house in black and 
white ties tonight. He told me not to let in 
any strangers before eleven-thirty unless 
they are in evening clothes." 

Two days later Cromwell drove me out 
to his home on Long Island. He was stag
ing an extra-special week-end party, with 
a Cabinet member as the guest of honor, 
and he wanted me to check on the arrange
ments. When we arrived, his wife came 
running out to meet us. 

"Oh. Larry!" she said. "There isn't a 
single drop of hot water in the house. 
Larry, what are we ever going to do?" 

"What do you mean?" Cromwell said. 
"What's the matter with the hot water?" 

"Something's broken in the heater. The 

"I bit off m o r e than my 
husband could chew" RAY HELLE 
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THE "TORCH TEST" is typical of many 
checks used by GM engineers to im
prove comfort. To measure toeather-
tightncas, a giavi vacuum pump sucks 

out air inside car. Then a smoking torch 
is passed along door and wiyidow joints. 
Smoke inside shows where a tighter 
seal is needed. Tests such as this insure 
greater comfort, safety, durability. 

\ife carry a torch for your comfort 

COMFORT in a car is a matter of continuously checking 
countless details, like engineering a weather-sealed fit 

Ijetween door and pillar. So GM engineering persistently 
studies and restudies every detail in a car from engine to 
axle, from bumper to bumper. 

At GM, moreover, engineering is sparked regularly not 
only by the latest discoveries of long-range research—but 
also by continuing reports on cars in action from GM's 

car-building divisions. And—it keeps proving the value of 
all innovations from cotter pins to automatic drives, out 
on GM's ovk̂ n 1,268-acre Proving Groimd. 

The pay-off on all this is something more than the greater 
comfort and driving ease you find in all GM cars. It assures, 
too, advanced skills and unmatched production facilities 
for renewing America's strength in these critical times. 

G E l ^ E I i A J L ]%dlOTO»S 
• M O R E A N D B E T T E R T H I N G S F O B M O R E P E O P L E " 

C H E V K O L E T • !• () N T 1 A C • O 1. D .S M O B 1 I. K • B IJ 1 C K • C A D I L L A C 

B O D Y R V F I S H K K • C M C T K U C K & <:()A<;H 

Hrar liKNHy .1. TA VLOH on ihf air i^urry Moniltiy evr.rt^nu uwr thr A BC lirtwiiik. IWIHI UI 'miM. 

YOVH KKV 
TO tiMtKATEH VAJLt 

the kvy to u 
0ivneral Motors 

Cat-

w^ Kvy to better rvaearch 
4^ DEVELOI'MENT OF BETTER BRAKES goes on 

continuously in GM research. Here brake 
"squeal" is recorded on a high-frequency indicator 
that reveals the causes. This is suppleynentcd by 
studies of linings, drums, and tests of cars under 
all conditions. Results? Not only sure, smooth 
brakes —but also data for military production. 

i BUSINESS 

• 
THAHSPOinjtTJON IS 

mrtrBOor't Htccssirr 

"̂ -' % Wkt 
rty^r *»•» to "on-time'" itrodaction 
*^ GUN-WELDING BETTER BODIES-another example 

of improved manufacturing. These high-speed 
welding "guns" make it possible to weld body as
semblies together with greater strength—and in 
less time. Another reason why you get more dura
bility, more value in a GM car. 
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Let your 
shoe repairer show 

you how to make 
your shoes go 

imes 

With 

cars 
cutter h^ 

so/w 

^l^eSOUof sconoi]]^ 

man from the gas company is here but he 
says we have to send to Pittsburgh for the 
part that's broken. We won't have hot 
water for four or five days. Oh, Larry!" 

"Four or five days!" Cromwell yelled. 
"The guests will be here tomorrow." He 
blew his top for several minutes and then 
turned to me. 

"Drop everything else, Delessio, and 
straighten this out," he said. "And 
straighten it out today. I don't care what 
it costs." 

M RS. CROMWELL had not been exag
gerating. The safety pilot in the auto

matic gas water heater had to be replaced. It 
is easy to get spare parts for any one of the 
four or five popular makes of heaters, but 
Cromwell, of course, had a heater from a 
manufacturer in Pittsburgh that few Long 
Island plumbers had ever heard of, and 
parts to fit it could be obtained only at the 
factory in Pittsburgh. It seemed as though 
Cromwell's celebrities from Washington 
would have to shave and bathe with cold 
water. 

After some thought, however, the re
pairman came up with a bright idea. "This 
heater doesn't look a year old," he said. 
"Why don't you call up the plumber who 
installed it and find out where he got it? He 
won't have spare parts for it, but he might 
still have another heater of the same model 
in stock. If he's in the mood to do you 
a favor, he might take the safety pilot out 
of the new heater and let you have it this 
afternoon. When your safety pilot gets here 
from Pittsburgh next week, you could turn 
it over to the supply house." 

I thanked him and went to telephone the 
plumber. He gave me the name and ad
dress of the supply house in a small town 
between Smithtown and Port Jefferson 
where he had bought the heater. "I know 
they've got another one like that," he said. 
"At least, they had one last week and I 
don't suppose they've sold it yet. They're 
nice folks and I think they'll help you out." 

I found the supply house without any 
trouble, a big barn and yard filled with boil
ers, bathtubs, sinks and pipes. There was a 
glass-enclosed office in one corner of the 
barn and I saw a woman inside sitting at a 
desk. She was wearing a red baseball cap 
and the olive-drab denim coveralls that the 
Air Force mechanics wore during the war. 
She took off her tortoise-shell glasses and 
put down the book she was reading and 
yawned. 

"Is the boss around?" I said. 
"I'm the boss," she said. "What can we 

do for you?" 
I told her my story, making it very dra

matic. I made it sound as though every 
important person in Washington, including 
General Marshall and Margaret Truman, 
was coming to my house for the week end. 
I suggested that it was a patriotic duty to 
supply them with hot water. 

"Yes, we've got one of those heaters," 
she said. "It would be easy enough to take 
the safety pilot out of it and let you have 
it. But the answer is no. Sorry. If you 
haven't a reservation, we haven't got a thing 
for you." 

I have a good memory for faces, but the 
baseball cap and the coveralls had thrown 
me off. It was the girl Louis had turned 
away from the Cote d'Azur Tuesday night. 

I felt myself blushing a very deep red. 
If I had only recognized her when I came 
in the door, I would never have opened 
my mouth about the water heater or the 
safety pilot. This girl was the last person 
in the world I wanted to ask a favor of. 

"Now, wait a minute," I said. "About 
the other night—" 

"Never mind the other night," she said. 
"Forget it. Let's talk about this water 
heater. You say you're entertaining a lot of 
important people from Washington at your 
house this week end. Your house?" 

"Well, as a matter of fact—" 
"As a matter of fact, it's Cromwell's 

house over near Smithtown. We're only 
country people out here but give us credit 
for a little intelligence. And, as a matter 
of fact, this is a pretty big favor you're 

asking me to do for Cromwell. If he doesn't 
have hot water in his house this week end, 
his big, fancy party for all those important 
people may very well be a flop. Right?" 

"Right," I said. 
"Well, I'll let you in on something," she 

said. "You know what? I kind of like the 
idea of Cromwell's party being a flop. So 
the answer is still no." 

"All right," I said. "Let's forget about 
Cromwell and his party. And let's forget 
the safety pilot. I don't want it. But before 
I walk out of here, I wish you'd let me ex
plain to you about what happened Tuesday 
night." 

I wondered why I was trying so hard to 
make a good impression on her. It seemed 
very important. She leaned back in her 
chair and looked at me for a minute. Then 
she began to smile. 

"Okay," she said. "Don't stand there so 
tense and nervous. Sit down and have a 
cigarette. By the way, my name's Maggie 
Fitch. What's yours?" 

I explained to her that Louis had turned 
her and her friends away from the Cote 
d'Azur only because of Cromwell's foolish 
rule about formal evening clothes. 

"Believe me, it was nothing personal," 
I ended up. "I wish you'd come in for din
ner some night next week as my guest. 
Bring that fellow and girl along with you 
and dress any way you like." 

She thought about it. 
"Maybe, with us, it was just a question 

of the way we were dressed," she said. 
"But how about all the other people Crom
well keeps out because he thinks they're 
not good enough for him? I could see you 
didn't like it any more than we did. But 
you just stood there and watched and said 
nothing. How long have you been working 
at the Cote d'Azur?" 

"Ten years," I said. 
"How often in those ten years have you 

just watched and said nothing? Each time 
you do that, it takes something out of you. 
Pretty soon, boy, you won't have anything 
left." 

1STOOD up to leave. I should have felt at 
least a little sore, but instead I was only 

wishing that I could sit there and talk with 
her for another hour and then, maybe, ask 
her to go somewhere and have a drink 
with me. 

"Don't forget we're expecting you for 
dinner next week," I said. 

"I doubt if we'll be able to make it," she 
said. "But thanks, anyway." 

'My wife and I have never had 
an argument about money— 
although several times she 
has dared me to start one'' 

COLLIER'S LEO GAREL 

I drove back to Cromwell's place and got 
on the phone to see if extra money could 
persuade a plumber to work all night in
stalling a completely new heater in the 
cellar. The plumbing business must have 
been good on Long Island that year. No
body snapped at the job. I was select
ing more numbers from the classified 
directory when Cromwell's butler came 
into the room and said a lady was at the 
front door. 

It was Maggie. She said, "I'll hate my
self in the morning, but here it is. I'm only 
doing this for you, not for Cromwell." She 
handed me the .safety pilot. We looked at 
each other. After a while, I said, "What 
night are you coming in for dinner?" 

"Wednesday night," she said. "Wednes
day night about seven thirty." 

"You had me worried," I said. "I was 
afraid I might never see you again." 

"Well, you can stop worrying," she said. 

WHEN I came into the Cote d'Azur for 
work Wednesday night, there had 

been a fight in the kitchen between Pierre, 
the head chef, and Tony, the meat chef. No
body had been stabbed, but Tony was get
ting dressed to go home and none of the 
other cooks were speaking to Pierre. I 
brought Tony back to the kitchen and sat 
him down with Pierre and opened half a 
dozen bottles of expensive champagne for 
everybody. By the time the peace confer
ence was over, it was after seven and I had 
not yet had time to change to the dinner 
jacket I wore for work. I ran upstairs, 
changed and, while I was tying my tie, the 
phone in the locker room rang. Louis 
wanted me at the front door right away. 

"If it's that party of three I told you 
about," I said, "put them at table fourteen 
and give them a bottle of wine right away." 

"It's not that party of three," Louis said. 
"It's something else. Come down and see." 

I finished knotting my tie and went down
stairs and saw a wide-eyed young girl, 
about sixteen, in a tweed suit and a sweater. 
She was standing at the door beside Louis 
and staring in at the crowd around the bar. 
Louis put his hand on her arm and said, 
"This is the gentleman you wish to see." 
The girl paid no attention to him or to me. 
She was too busy drinking in the atmos
phere. Louis had to speak to her again. 

"Oh!" she said. "I was so fascinated I 
didn't hear you. I've been dreaming about 
seeing the Cote d'Azur for years! Are you 
Mr. Cromwell? I've read about you so 
much in Dorothy Kilgallen's column." 

I assured her that I was not Cromwell. 
"Are you waiting for someone. Miss?" I 
said. "Or is there someone inside who's 
expecting you?" 

"Oh, no," she said. "I have a special 
favor to ask of you. I've read so much 
about the Cote d'Azur and I'm dying to 
see it. I know you don't allow ladies to 
come in without escorts, but do you sup
pose you could let me go inside? Just for 
a few minutes. Then I'll go away and I'll 
never bother you again." 

"We're very busy right now," I said. 
"Couldn't you drop in some afternoon 
when there aren't so many people here?" 

"I don't want to see it in the afternoon," 
she said. "I want to see it at night, with all 
the people and the music and everything. 
Besides, I can't come any other time. I 
have to be back at school tomorrow." 

"Where do you go to school?" I said. 
"Does your family know you're here?" 

"If Mother ever knew I was in New York 
City tonight, alone in a hotel room, she'd 
just about die. We live in Philadelphia, and 
I go to school in Connecticut. Our vacation 
ends today, and Mother thinks I'm staying 
over with Patty in New Jersey tonight and 
going up to school with her tomorrow. 
She's my roommate. I've been saving 
money and planning this for months, just 
so I could see the Cote d'Azur. Won't you 
let me in? Just for a few minutes? Please." 

"Wait here," 1 said. I could see she was 
telling the truth. She was not one of those 
daffy autograph-hunting teen-agers who 
haunt the doorways around the Colony and 
21. I phoned Cromwell upstairs and told 
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him the story. Cromwell must have won a 
bet that day or figured out a new deduction 
from his income tax. He didn't give me the 
short answer 1 expected. 

"I'll talk to her myself," he said. 
The little girl told Cromwell her story 

all over again. He asked her a few ques
tions. Then he looked at her clothes. 

"Do you have an evening dress at your 
hotel?" he said. 

"Yes!" the girl said breathlessly. 
Cromwell turned to me. 
"Escort the young lady back to her ho

tel," he told me. "Wait while she changes 
into her evening clothes. Then bring her 
back here for dinner. You sit with her all 
evening and see that she has a good time. 
At twelve o'clock, and not a minute later, 
see that she gets back to her hotel safely. 
Got it straight?" 

The girl almost fainted. 
"And now, young lady, would you excuse 

us?" Cromwell said. "I want to speak to 
Mr. Delessio for a moment." 

WHEN she went to the door to wait for 
me, Cromwell said, "Isn't that some

thing? 1 can't get my own wife to come in 
here, even for lunch. She hates the place. 
But here's a little girl from a good family— 
real class—and to her the Cote d'Azur is 
the most important thing in New York. 
She doesn't want to see the Empire State 
Building or the Statue of Liberty. She 
only wants to see my saloon. Remember 
that, Delessio, the next time you feel like 
looking down your nose at me." 

"I'm not looking down my nose at you," 
I said. 

"Don't kid me. I can see right through 
you, sweetheart. But what I wanted to tell 
you is this. Who are these poor relations 
of yours that you're putting at table four
teen tonight? You know I keep that table 
for celebrities. Betty Hutton may be in 
tonight and that's where I'd want to put 
her." 

"These people I put down for table four
teen just did you a bigger favor than any 
celebrity ever did you," I said. I told him 
about Maggie Fitch and how she had saved 
his big week-end party. 

"A bunch of plumbers!" Cromwell said. 
"I work for fifteen years to give this place 
a little tone, and you give the best table in 
the house to a bunch of plumbers. Put 
them someplace else." 

It was after seven thirty, but Louis said 
he had not yet seen Maggie or her brother 
and sister-in-law. I told him to put them 
at table nine instead of table fourteen when 
they arrived and tell them I would be back 
in half an hour. Then I ushered my big date 
for the evening into a cab and took her to 
her hotel. "My name is Lorraine," she said. 
"But my friends all call me Lorry." 

Lorry broke all the existing intercollegi
ate and Olympic speed records changing 
into her evening dress. Cromwell had 
briefed everybody at the Cote d'Azur about 
her, and when she made her second appear
ance of the evening, she was welcomed like 
somebody from Hollywood who was cele
brating, her third divorce. 

"Your friends are here," Louis muttered 
to me. "I put you and the little girl at 
table eight, right next to them. Maybe dur
ing the evening you may be able to kill two 
birds and combine work with pleasure." 

While three captains and four waiters 
were fighting for the privilege of pulling 
out Lorry's chair, I turned to the next table 
and said hello to Maggie and was intro
duced to Carl, her brother, and Carl's wife, 
Virginia. Maggie glanced at Lorry and 
lifted an eyebrow. 

"We're picking them sort of young, 
aren't we?" she said. 

"I'll explain it later," I said. "Maybe, 
after dinner, the five of us could sit together 
at a larger table." 

Maggie and Virginia said they would 
be delighted. I sat with Lorry and showed 
her a menu, but she was too delirious with 
excitement to eat yet. I ordered her a Coke 
and began to point out celebrities. I gave up 
when I realized that Lorry recognized all of 
them much quicker than I did. Cromwell 

appeared with a young fellow with a deep 
tan, a lot of yellow hair and thousands of 
white teeth—a new, young Paramount star. 
Lorry drifted out on the floor to dance with 
him as if she were walking in her sleep. 
Cromwell slid into her empty chair and 
proceeded to read my mind. 

"I suppose you are planning to move this 
kid and yourself over to table nine and 
make it one big, happy party," he said. 

"Why not?" I said. 
"Well, forget it," Cromwell said. "She 

isn't the type to associate with plumbers. I 
got it fixed with that movie actor to see that 
she has plenty of dances, but I don't want 
her sitting with any other party. You watch 
her until eleven thirty. Then I'll relieve you 
and sit with her myself. You can visit your 
friends and find out what's new in the 
plumbing business. And, at twelve o'clock 
sharp, you take her to her hotel. Fair 
enough?" 

I wondered why he was taking such a 
fatherly interest in Lorry and why he had 
suddenly become so considerate of my ob
ligations as a host. Lorry was still occu
pied with the movie actor so I asked 
Maggie to dance. I explained to Maggie 
about Lorry and told her how Cromwell 
was trying to give the girl a gala evening 
to tell her grandchildren about. 

We danced for a few minutes, and I said, 
"How is the train service to that town you 
live in? I'd like to see more of you." 

"You know the Long Island Rail Road," 
she said. She looked up at me. "If you're 
planning to see me often, it might be worth 
your while to buy an automobile." 

I held her closer and we danced until the 
music stopped. Then I left her and went 
back to sit with Lorry. 

"I'd just like to see the faces of a few 
certain people back in Philadelphia if they 
knew who I'd been dancing with in the Cote 
d'Azur," Lorry said. "But, golly, Mr. De
lessio, if anybody knew I was here tonight, 
I'd be ruined. My family would murder me. 
Old Miss Wilson at school, if she heard it, 
I'd be kicked out. I'm not supposed to be 
seen in places like this until I'm eighteen. 
It sounds silly but my family is awful strict 
about such things. Promise me, Mr. Deles
sio, you'll never mention a word about me 
to anybody in Philadelphia." 

"Don't worry," I said. "Nobody will 
ever know." 

Sure enough, at eleven thirty Cromwell 
took my place with Lorry as he'd said he 
would and I moved to the next table. I sat 
next to Maggie and talked with her brother, 
Carl, about the Army. Then Virginia talked 
Carl into dancing, and Maggie and I began 

VIRGIL PARTCH 

to find out about some of the things we had 
been wondering about. 

She'd been married, and she told me 
about the house where she had lived since 
her husband was killed in the war, and I 
told her about the two girls I had almost 
married and what I did on Sundays when 
I wasn't working and how much I liked 
baseball and the horses. 1 found myself 
mentioning things that I had never talked 
about with anyone. I was not breathless 
and my pulse was not pounding and we 
weren't holding hands and gazing into each 
other's eyes or anything like that. But 
while we were talking quietly, I realized 
that Sunday, my next day off, was four 
days away and I knew I couldn't wait that 
long to see her again. 

Maggie asked me for a cigarette and, 
while I was lighting it, she glanced at the 
table where Cromwell was sitting with 
Lorry. 

"Oh-oh," she said. 
I turned and looked. Cromwell was pos

ing with Lorry for three photographers. 
One of the photographers was Herbie 
Sands, our own publicity cameraman. The 
other two were from the wire-photo serv
ices. No wonder Cromwell had volunteered 
to sit alone with Lorry from eleven thirty 
until twelve. 

"He must have been planning this all 
night," I said. "He's going to spread that 
poor kid all over the newspapers." 

The photographers asked, as they always 
do, for just one more, and Cromwell 
obliged with his most charming smile. Lorry 
looked worried but she was trying to be po
lite. The men from the wire services asked 
if they could have a shot of Lorry with the 
movie actor. Cromwell consented and the 
movie actor, after pausing to run a comb 
through his hair, took his place beside 
Lorry. When Cromwell backed away from 
the cameras, he moved close to where Mag
gie and I were sitting. 

"What goes on, boss?" I said to him. 
"I called the papers," Cromwell said with 

a grin. "I told them about our little Cinder
ella, and they ate it up," 

"Cinderella?" 
"Sure," Cromwell said. "I knew they'd 

go for that angle. I planned it that way from 
the minute I laid eyes on her. That's why I 
told you to rush her out of here on the 
stroke of midnight. By the way, the photog
raphers want to go back to her hotel. They 
want a picture of her walking into her 
room. You know, the end of the dream." 

"Wait a minute," I said. "You can't do 
this. If her family hears about it, she'll be 
in trouble." 

LITERAL LATIN 
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Veni, vidi, vici: 

A cuspide corona : 

Prater: 

Hoc tempore: 

Beati possidentes: 

Gratis dictum: 

Fideliter: 

Wayne has been weeding the garden 
and he's pooped 

Cigar in the gaboon 

Liberty ship 

I'd Uke to have ten bucks on this 
watch until next week 

Beatrice has all her teeth 

Hoarse 

Violinist 
—DICK SHAW 

"Don't be stupid," Cromwell said. "Why 
should I pass up this kind of publicity?" 

I looked at Maggie. She was looking at 
me. 

When I hit Cromwell, I was thinking of 
Maggie. That punch made a man out of 
me, but I admit I wouldn't have thrown it 
if Maggie hadn't been sitting there, waiting 
to see what I was going to do. I knew that 
if I didn't do something, Maggie would be 
finished with me. I couldn't stand the 
thought of that. So I stood up and hit 
him. 

He toppled backward and knocked over 
a table and landed on the floor with his 
head in a woman's lap. The woman 
screamed, and waiters and captains and bus 
boys came running from all over the house. 
A few of them hovered over Cromwell but 
most of them jumped on me. The head-
waiter, Frank Genetti, was holding my 
arms. Friendship. Frank's children called 
me by my first name, and I had trimmed 
their Christmas tree with them for the last 
three years. A thought passed through my 
head: When Frank went home that night 
and told his wife what had happened, would 
he say he was the one who had held me, or 
would he leave that part out? But 1 sup
pose his job meant a lot to him. 

When he saw that I was through swing
ing, Frank let me go and waved the rest 
of them back to their jobs. Cromwell was 
helped to his feet and he walked away. I 
looked at Maggie and I saw that I was do
ing all right. Carl was holding Virginia's 
coat. 

"Let's go somewhere and have another 
drink," I said. "I know a place on Third 
Avenue." 

"Sounds wonderful to me," Maggie said. 

A WAITER came up and spoke to Lorry. 
He said that Mr. Cromwell would ar

range to have someone take her to her hotel, 
if she would wait a few minutes. 

"No, thank you," Lorry said. "I'll go 
along with Mr. Delessio. You tell Mr. 
Cromwell I said thanks very much for a 
lovely evening. And tell him I hope his 
jaw is feeling better in the morning." 

Lorry was all right. 
We dropped her at her hotel. After she 

said good night, we went to a Third Avenue 
place and had two or three drinks standing 
at the bar. None of us said much, but I 
felt better than I had ever felt in my life. 
I could see that Maggie felt good, too. 

After a while, Maggie said to me, "I 
don't imagine you'll be working tomorrow. 
Or the next day. Why don't you drive out 
to Long Island with us tonight? I'll make 
scrambled eggs and coffee at my place. 
Carl and Virginia live almost next door to 
me. You can sleep at their house." 

I looked down at the dinner jacket I was 
still wearing. When I walked out of the 
Cote d'Azur, I had not stopped to change 
into my street clothes. 

"Don't worry about your clothes," Mag
gie said. "We'll find something tomorrow 
that will fit you." 

I went to Long Island with them that 
night. The funny part of it is that I never 
even went back to New York to pack up 
my things. Two days later, Maggie talked 
me into going to work at her plumbing-
supply house, and I liked it from the start. 
I kept meaning to go into New York and 
check out of my hotel room, but I never 
seemed to be able to get around to it. I 
bought new clothes in Huntington and Port 
Jefferson and, finally, I sent the hotel a 
check for what I owed them and told them 
to clean out my closet and the dresser 
drawers and give everything to charity. Six 
months later, Maggie and I were married 
and she gave up working in the supply 
house because she wanted more time to 
learn how to play golf. 

And so my only souvenir, the only thing 
I have today that 1 owned when I was 
at the Cote d'Azur, is the dinner jacket. 
It's somewhere upstairs, in moth balls. 
1 haven't had it on in two and a half 
years. Out here, in our social circle, you 
are dressed formal if you are wearing 
a shirt. THE END 
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Don't test one brand alone ... compare them al l ! 

TRY THIS TEST! 
Take a PHILIP MORRIS-and any 
other cigarette. Then, here's a// 
you do: 

4 Light up either cigarette. Take 
* a puff—don't inhale—and 
s-l-o-w-l-y let the smoke come 
through your nose. 

^ Now do exactly the same thing 
^ with the other cigarette. 

NOTICE THAT PHILIP MORRIS 
IS DEFINITELY LESS IRRITATING, 

DEFINITELY MILDER I 

Unlike others, we never ask you to test our brand alone. 

We say . . . compare PHILIP MORRIS . . . match 

PHILIP MORRIS . . . i u d g e PHILIP MORRIS against any 

other cigarette! Then make your own choice! Remember 

NO GIBARmE HANGOVER 
means MORE SMOKII^G PLEASURE! 
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Knapp's complete factory line of Dress, 
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That Sterling Character 

based largely on Jan's ability to tell stories 
with more blood and snakes in them than 
anyone else Maggie knows. 

The friendship between Jan and Maggie 
endures despite a 22-year difference in their 
ages. Jan was born on April 3, 1923, to 
a family listed in the New York Social 
Register. Her father, William A. Adri-
ance, was the son of a manufacturer of 
harvesting machinery who sold out to the 
Deere interests after the turn of the cen
tury for a very comfortable figure. Soon 
after Jan was born—and christened Jane 
Sterling Adriance—the family moved from 
Fifth Avenue to Roslyn, Long Island, 
where they were living when her sister Ann 
(now Mrs. Robert Lubliner) arrived. 

The Adriance marriage lasted seven 
years. In 1928, Mrs. Adriance went to 
Reno for a divorce, and later the same 
year she married Henry James White, an 
oil-company executive. White was, among 
other things, a flier. In the years that fol
lowed, he traveled over a large part of 
Europe and South America investigating 
potential sites for oil depots, and taking his 
family with him. Jan remembers, with a 
good deal of nostalgia, the week-end plane 
trips with her foster father to Denmark, to 
English aviation clubs, to Brussels, to the 
Riviera. 

Since the family spent little time in New 
York, education was a problem. Jan has 
had only two years of regular schooling in 
all her life—one year at the Nightingale-
Bamford private school on Manhattan's 
Ninety-second Street just after the Whites 
were married, and another some six years 
later when the family returned briefly to 
New York after several years abroad. In 
Paris, the two girls had a governess, part of 
whose responsibility was to keep up their 
education; Jan and her sister bullied the 
woman into teaching them nothing but 
French—a language Jan now speaks skill
fully but ungrammatically. 

F a r e w e l l to S c h o o l b o o k s 

In June, 1935, after their winter in the 
United States, the family went to London. 
By that time, Jan knew what she wanted 
to do; she was treasuring pictures of Jean 
Harlow and Constance Bennett (because 
Ihey were blond actresses) and she finally 
persuaded her mother to send her to Fay 
Compton's School of Dramatic Art. Jan 
never again troubled her pretty head with 
such things as algebra, biology or chem
istry. 

In January, 1937, just before her four
teenth birthday, Jan's stepfather was trans
ferred to Rio de Janeiro, and her mother, 
under pressure from the girl, agreed to let 
her stay on in Britain with a friend, Sylvia 
Kissel, and finish the year at Fay Comp
ton's so she could be in the annual play in 
May. 

White, a devotee of air travel, bought 
passage for the girls on the ZeppeUn 
Hindenburg before he left, but they pur
chased so many clothes in the course of a 
riotous spring that they felt the need of 
ready cash. Young Jan, already resource
ful, turned in the Hindenburg tickets and 
bought tourist passages on the SS Hamburg, 
so they could squander the difference. 

When they were in mid-Atlantic, the 
news came over their ship's wireless that 
the Hindenburg had exploded in New Jer
sey. 

Jan spent the summer in the Brazilian 
capital looking forward with growing dis
taste to the autumn, because her mother, 
who had kept her two daughters' names in 
the Social Register faithfully all these years, 
had entered her eldest at her own finishing 
school in Farmington, Connecticut, for the 
fall of 1937. 

With the desperate resolution of a four
teen-year-old, Jan wanted to be an actress, 
not a debutante. She began to stage some 

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 2 1 

hysterical displays which she now describes 
as pretty terrific, claiming her mother was 
stifling her career. Finally, somewhat 
weary, Mrs. White made a concession—a 
safe one, she thought. Jan could go to New 
York in September and spend the month 
before the Farmington school opened with 
her friend Sylvia at the Kissels' family 
house in Gracie Square. And if, in that 
time, Jan could find a job in the theater, 
she could take it. 

I n the S h u b e r t s ' A n t e r o o m 

Jan thought it was hopeless, too, but it 
was the best deal she could get. Her job 
hunting was desultory. However, Sylvia, 
also looking for work, had a letter of intro
duction to the famous Broadway showmen, 
the Shubert brothers. One day, just to be 
companionable to her hostess, Jan accom
panied Sylvia to the Shubert office and sat 
in the anteroom while her friend presented 
the letter. As she waited, a man came 
through, looked at her curiously and told 
her to come inside. He was Milton Shubert, 
and he was casting supporting roles in a 
play fresh from England, to be known, in 
its Broadway incarnation, as Bachelor Born. 
When the Shuberts heard the girl's very 
British accent, they were delighted. They 
told her to come back and read for a part 
in the comedy. 

To her mother's undoubted shock, the 
fourteen-year-old girl got the part and a 
contract with the Shuberts at $50 a week. 
Even her employers seem to have been a 
little horrified when they found out the 
facts, because their press agent concocted 
a fable about finding Jan in a summer play
house in the Berkshires—after the manner 
of a mother telling her child she found a 
little brother under a rosebush. 

The young lady, having saved herself 
from the haut monde for a future life of 
cinematic sin, made the break a clean one 
by dropping the name Adriance—an exer
cise of discretion for which her father com
mended her. (She was Jane Sterling until, 
on the advice of actress Ruth Gordon— 
who had first suggested Amethyst Adriance 
—she dropped the "e" in 1944.) 

Bachelor Born, with Jan appearing as a 
well-brought-up English girl, moved into 
the Morosco Theater in New York in Janu
ary of 1938. The reviews gave her scant 
mention, but no one was unkind. After a 

year at the Morosco, the play went on the 
road. 

From Bachelor Born on, Jan earned her 
own living, but her career was uneven for 
the next five years. After the road tour fin
ished, she did two brief Broadway roles at 
$100 a week; still making the most of her 
accent, she played an English ingenue in 
both shows. The next summer she spent in 
stock at Mount Kisco, New York, and in the 
fall she rehearsed for two plays which 
never reached Broadway. Then she fell 
back to a second line of defense—modeling. 

By the time she was eighteen, Jan was 
seeing a great deal of young Jack Meri-
vale—the son of stage stars Philip Merivale 
and Gladys Cooper—who had been a mem
ber of the Bachelor Born road company. 
One Saturday in May, 1941, while the 
young actor was in Somerset Maugham's 
play. Theater, they were married just before 
a matinee performance in Boston. 

After a summer in California with the 
senior Merivales, the young people went 
back to New York to find jobs, but none 
was forthcoming until an agent called on 
New Year's Day, 1942. Virginia Field, the 
agent said, was leaving the cast of Panama 
Hattie to marry an actor named Paul Doug
las, and a replacement was needed. Jan was 
delighted at the news. The salary was $200 
a week. 

Jack accompanied her on the road as far 
as Detroit; from there he crossed the border 
to enlist in the Royal Canadian Air Force. 

I n c o m e f r o m T h r e e S o u r c e s 

After Panama Hattie closed, Jan spent 
her time modefing; in the intervals between 
jobs she lived on her unemployment com
pensation and $60 a month from the Cana
dian government. 

Then Katharine Cornell, an old friend 
of the Merivales, asked her to go on the 
road as an understudy for Gertrude Mus-
grove in Chekhov's Three Sisters. She 
agreed, although the salary was only $85 a 
week. Since Jan had been featured briefly 
on Broadway, her friends told her she was 
mad. But she realized she was getting no
where in her profession and that it was 
time to throw away everything she had 
learned in dramatic school. 

She took the job for the training it of
fered, and she has never regretted it, for 
she couldn't have found a more instructive 
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collection of actors. The company, besides 
the Misses Cornell and Musgrove, included 
Ruth Gordon, Judith Anderson, Edmund 
Gwenn and Alexander Knox. 

Jack Merivale went overseas in April of 
1944. The same month Ruth Gordon 
asked Jan to replace another actress in Over 
21, Miss Gordon's own vehicle, a comedy 
about officer candidates and their wives 
which the actress had written herself. The 
role was Jan's first American characteriza
tion, but she was still playing an eminently 
decent young matron. Her character name 
was Jan, and from that point on she used 
the truncated first name herself. 

After Over 21, Jan played 10 weeks at 
$250 a week, her highest salary up to then, 
in a musical revue in Boston called Good
night Ladies, which had more success than 
it merited. Then she went back to Broad
way to work at $100 a week—Jan has never 
held out for salary if she wanted a part—in 
a Robert E. Sherwood play. The Rugged 
Path, which Garson Kanin directed, with a 
cast headed by Spencer Tracy. 

The tempo of her career was increasing. 
She left The Rugged Path to go into Dun-
nigan's Daughter, by S. N. Behrman, which 
Elia Kazan directed for the Theatre Guild. 
Next, after a brief intervening engagement, 
she reverted to her old accent as an English 
debutante in Noel Coward's Present Laugh
ter with Clifton Webb. 

Jack Merivale came back from overseas 
during the run of the Behrman play. After 
their early financial problems, the two-year 
separation had created a gradual breach be
tween the two young people. On his return 
they decided to separate. They were di
vorced a short time afterward. 

AB '^Billie Dawn" in Chicago 

Present Laughter ran well into 1947, but 
in February of that year Garson Kanin 
called Jan to ask her to take over the role 
of Billie Dawn in the Chicago production 
of his play. Bom Yesterday. She saw Judy 
Holliday and Paul Douglas do two per
formances of Born Yesterday in New York, 
joined the road company in Detroit on a 
Tuesday night, and opened in Chicago the 
following Monday. 

The play, already a smash Broadway hit, 
took Chicago by storm. And Jan, as the 
empty-headed mistress of a corrupt junk 
tycoon, had the town at her feet. She got 
$500 a week, and for the first time she was 
a star. 

"People began to believe anything I said 
was hysterically funny," she remembers. 
"I had a big suite at a hotel cheap, because 

they wanted me to stay there. Taxicab 
drivers and other people began to recognize 
me on the street. I got the best tables at 
restaurants. The press made a circus about 
me. 

In New York she had been an obscure 
young actress. In Chicago she was a ce
lebrity. And, for the first time, she had 
abandoned respectability in her stage per
sonality. Billie Dawn was an engaging girl, 
but she was thoroughly amoral. 

In August, Jan took a two-week vacation 
and went to Hollywood, leaving the part of 
Billie Dawn to her understudy. One morn
ing the understudy telephoned her that the 
management had posted closing notices for 
the Chicago company. The Kanins had 
sold the screen rights to Bom Yesterday 
to Columbia Pictures Corporation for 10 
years at $100,000 a year and had decided 
to curtail the Chicago run. 

Screen Test Brings Contract 

Louis Shurr, a gentleman known as Doc 
because of his reputation as a healer of 
sick plays, had been Jan's agent for a num
ber of years. He was in Hollywood, and 
she told him the news. Shurr began to 
look around; one of the people he ap
proached was producer Jerry Wald. It hap
pened that Wald had seen Jan on the stage 
in Chicago and had been much impressed. 
He gave her a screen test, and promptly 
signed her to a contract at the handsome 
salary of $1,500 a week for a minimum of 
10 weeks, for the projected Warner Brothers 
film, Johnny Belinda. 

In that picture Jan started her screen ca
reer as a portrayer of "mean" characters 
by playing a vicious village belle. Then she 
left Hollywood for a while, reverting at 
once to respectability in two more stage 
engagements, John Loves Mary and Two 
Blind Mice. In the latter comedy she was 
starred for the first time on Broadway, 
playing opposite Melvyn Douglas. 

One night during the Chicago run of 
John Loves Mary, Jan consolidated her po
sition as one of the town's favorite heroines 
by averting a dangerous panic when a fire 
in the alley outside filled the Harris Theater 
with smoke. Somebody in the audience 
yelled, "Fire!" Jan broke off her dialogue, 
came upstage, and said: "I can't see any 
flames. I think it's safe and you can keep 
your seats." The people did, and she ban
tered with them for two long minutes until 
the manager came out and explained the sit
uation. Then she said: "Now where were 
we?" and went back info character. 

By May of 1948, the Broadway run of 
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Born Yesterday was coasting to a halt. Paul 
Douglas had left for Hollywood, and Judy 
Holliday was withdrawing. Jan, who had 
been making over $500 a week in John 
Loves Mary, took over the Billie Dawn 
role at $150, because she wanted to do it on 
Broadway. It was her last stage engage
ment. 

In July, Jerry Wald asked Jan to come 
back to Hollywood at $750 a week for 
Caged, his picture about a women's prison. 
This time, for screen purposes, she aban
doned respectability altogether, playing the 
part of a common prostitute. Her film ca
reer had begun in scarlet earnest. She 
moved over to Paramount for three weeks' 
work in Appointment with Danger as a 
gangster's moll at $1,500 a week, and then 
did two three-week engagements at M-G-M 
at $1,750 a week—as an unmarried, preg
nant and ultimately murdered cabaret girl 
in Mystery Street, and as a faithless help
meet in The Skipper Surprises His Wife. 

Meantime, Columbia was trying to cast 
the screen version of Born Yesterday. 
Harry Cohn, the head of the studio, wanted 
Judy Holliday to repeat her stage role; 
but Miss Holliday, though willing, would 
not agree to a Columbia contract for her 
future services. Cohn was annoyed. He 
said to Jan: "I wouldn't use Holliday now 
if she came crawling on her knees." 

Columbia took an option on Jan's serv
ices and began testing her. Word leaked 
out from the studio to the press that Miss 
Sterling was a virtual certainty for the Billie 
Dawn role. The strategy had its results. 
Miss Holliday agreed to make one picture a 
year for Columbia for seven years, and 
Cohn decided to forgive her after all. Miss 
Holliday made the film (and won the 
Academy Award for her acting in it), and 
Columbia dropped its option on Jan. 

However, Paramount now wanted her 
for another picture. Union Station, once 
again to play a gangster's moll. On the 
basis of her work in Appointment with Dan
ger, the studio decided that a term contract 
would be a shrewd stroke of business. So 
Jan signed up for her present contract, 
which will last seven years—assuming the 
studio exercises all its annual options on her 
services, which now seems very likely. She 
started out at $750 a week for 40 weeks a 
year. Last December, a mojith early, the 
studio exercised the first option, jumping 
her to $900. Next January, she is due to 
move up to $1,250. 

After Union Station she did a small role 
as an unhappy, jealous stenographer in The 
Mating Season. Then came Ace in the 
Hole. 

Meanwhile, her path once again began 
crossing that of Paul Douglas. Back when 
she was making The Skipper Surprises His 
Wife, Jan had dined one night with Louis 
Shurr at Romanoff's, the Beverly Hills res
taurant. Douglas, also a client of Shurr's, 
was eating alone at another table. He had 
never met Jan, despite their mutual identifi
cation with Born Yesterday, but he knew 
who she was and liked her looks. He says: 
"I waited until Louis paid the check and 
then I joined them." 

Double Talk About Marriage 

Paul asked Jan if he could see her home. 
They stopped for a drink and, as he drove 
her back through Beverly Hills, he told her 
he'd been married three times and knew all 
the shortcomings of the institution, then 
added, "If I ever marry again, you will be 
the girl." Jan laughed politely, figuring it 
was a new—and not very good—Holly
wood approach. She was not, she says now, 
intrigued. 

Then one night she saw Paul's picture 
Everybody Does It. Discussing the experi
ence now, she says, "An actor can't really 
manufacture an emotion he has never felt. 
In that picture Paul showed a sensitive sort 
of warmth and humor that made me ask 
myself why I was leaving this man around 
loose." 

Jan began cultivating Douglas, and by 
May of last year she had cultivated him so 
successfully that they were married. 

Collier's for May 26, 1951 

81 
Out of his income, which is a good deal 

larger than Jan's, Paul pays for food, rent, 
servants and other household expenses; Jan 
buys her own clothes, pays her cleaning and 
hair-dressing bills and sends some money 
to her mother. They have two cars—Ian 
owns a popular-priced model and Paul a 
pale-yellow job resembling a small steam
boat. Douglas used to be embarrassed 
about his automobile because, according to 
Jan, it looked like an actor's car. But he has 
got over the feeling now. 

Their connubial situation is a singularly 
pleasant one. Both have dominating per
sonalities, but Jan says they have learned 
never to try to dominate each other. "It was 
a happy circumstance," she commented, 
"that neither of us needed the other pro
fessionally when we fell in love. Paul's 
career was far ahead of mine, but I had a 
contract at Paramount and I was getting 
along pretty well. We liked each other on a 
thoroughly personal basis, and our careers 
haven't ever been in conflict." 

Husband Is the Better Cook 

Jan's ego has never driven her to cook
ing. She does it badly and painfully when 
she has to, following the recipe book slav
ishly and, she confesses, using little imag
ination. In contrast, Paul operates in a 
kitchen with gusto and flourish, calling for 
wine and bay leaves for his sauces, and 
oregano, marjoram, caraway, and items Jan 
doesn't even recognize, for more esoteric 
operations. "He considers himself an ex
pert at almost any kind of cooking," Jan 
says indulgently. 

Her unsympathetic attitude toward the 
kitchen doesn't mean she rises above the 
pleasures of the dining room, however. 
When she was twelve, and slightly short of 
her present five feet five inches, Jan weighed 
140 pounds. 

Fortunately, most of her bulk melted 
away during adolescence, but she says she 
still has to starve herself to keep down to 
106 pounds—her appropriate weight for 
cinematic slenderness. 

The Douglases have never cut a wide 
swath in Hollywood society. Since they 
moved into the Bel-Air house, they haven't 
invited more than two couples at a time to 
come to dinner, and even such gentle gaiety 
is relatively rare with them. For the most 
part they see only a pair of friends at a time 
—June Havoc and her husband. Bill Spier; 
the James Masons, who gave them a cat; 
Elia Kazan, the director; Arthur Miller, 
the playwright; Clifton Webb and his 
mother; and a few others. They have used 
their ballroom with the colored lights once, 
for Maggie's dancing class. 

For entertainment, they go to the movies 
—and to the theater whenever there is a 
play in town. Since their marriage they've 
been to Hollywood night clubs exactly three 
times, once to hear a singer they knew, once 
at an official party after a premiere, once on 
New Year's Eve. 

Off the screen Jan looks like a very 
pretty and somewhat intellectual matron of 
the sort the big department stores like to 
use for advertising illustrations. She says 
about herself that she will never stop con
versation when she enters a crowded room. 
But the people who look up at her are al
most sure to tell themselves—as Douglas 
did—that they want to talk to her before 
the party's over. 

Despite her willingness to forget the So
cial Register and play unsympathetic roles 
for the meat in them, Jan is still young 
enough to express gratification at the change 
of pace offered by her most recent Para
mount assignment, a comedy called Rhu
barb, in which she will be billed, above the 
title for the first time on the screen, as a 
full-fledged star. 

In the picture—which won't be released 
until next winter—she will be seen as a 
beautifully dressed, happy, handsome, 
healthy young woman. Filmgoers who have 
seen her previous vehicles may not recog
nize her, but the characterization is one her 
fans may as well get used to. For a change, 
Jan is playing herself. THE END 

wffh nmm\i[ Trade Mark Reg. U.S. Pat. Off 

The spectacular beauty of Porcelainize brings alive 

dally the ecstasy you felt the day your car was newly 

delivered. And the longer lasting lustre is proof of the 

equally durable protection against time and weather. 

For month after month of carefree pride and pleasure, 

make on appointment now with your New Car Dealer. 

Write tor free informative folder C-10 

" " ' ' ' ' * ' ' • ' < & * , ; • . . 

" " '• - ' • • • ' f ' "^K.V, * ; • i ; . , , . . . 

FOUR IMMEDIATE BENEFITS 

, I GREATER BEAUTY. New 

cars sparkle newer than 

new. Older cars take on odded 

brilliance and depth of color. 

l | | ; LONGER LASTING. Por

celainize outlasts three 

or four average wax or polish 

jobs; provides genuine economy 

with minimum upkeep. 

I I P BETTER PROTECTION 

Let millions of car own

ers give you the story of Porce

lainize resistance to the on

slaughts of time and weather. 

i i j i l EASIER MAINTENANCE 

Plain water washing or 

occasional simple cleaning con

stantly maintains the full rich 

brilliance of the Porcelainize-

protected surface. 

PORCELAINIZE SUPERIORITY 
IS OFFICIALLY RECOGNIZED 
Today more automobile factories* have 

tested and approved PORCELAINIZE than 

have ever approved any other method 

of automobile appearance maintenance-

"Names furnished on request. 

tt̂ ", V ti*- -

:::aii 

hrilBw or Older Cors,.,Applied Only By Hew Car Deulen 
FREEMAN A FREEMAN, INC., DENVER 3, COLORADO 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



82 

New, Patented Comfort 
Idea from Alien-A— 

"LIVE-RUBBER 

New comfort idea itiT-Shirts! Live-rubber 
s-t-r-e-t-c-h in the shoulder seams —raw'r 
bind. And in the knit-with-«>/(>»i collar-
it's easy to pull on, holds its shape. Only 
Allen-A Atlastic* gives this "action fit"! 

Live rubbe 

ot vital 

New comfort idea in Briefs! Live-rubber 
s-t-r-e-t-c-h not only at legs and waistband, 
but throughout the entire combed-yarn 
knit fly section! Exclusive AWen-A Atlastic* 
feature—no other briefs give you this rev
olutionary new "action fit," mild support. 
permawnt trimness. Start en joying Allen-A 
comfort — tomorrow! 

ATLASTIC* 
UNDERWEAR 

For name of nearest dealer, 
write Allen-A, Piqua, Ohio 

—No ofher MndeTy^ear like it! 
*RcR I'.S.Pat. Off.- Pat. No. 2.2S2,217 

M 1/ 

UNBIOCK 
^ ^ D I G E S T I V E TRACT 

And Get Genuine Relief That 
Makes You Feel Really Good Again 
Don't expect to get relief from headache, sour stom
ach, gas and bad breath by taking soda and other alka-
iizera if the true cause o( your trouble is constipation. 

In this case, your real trouble is not in the stomach 
at ^ 1 . But in the intestinal tract where 80''̂ .. of your 
food is digested. And when the lower part gets blocked 
food may fail to digest properly. 

What you want for real relief is something to "un
block" your lower intestinal tract. Something to clê an 
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with which she had lived a long time—ash 
trays, lamps, books. "I think it's got some
thing to do with those letters." 

"What letters?" 
"They've been coming from New York. 

In bundles." 
"Bundles?" 
"I mean big brown envelopes." Carol 

lifted the lid of a cloisonne cigarette box, 
and let it fall shut. "Why did Mother come 
back here to have me?" she blurted. 

"This was her home, dear." 
"If 1 ever got away from this place, I'd 

never—" 
"It's always nice to come home, espe

cially when you're ill," Stella said, and then 
she used that awful expression old people 
are so fond of: "You'll understand when 
you're older." 

Carol drifted out of the house as quietly 
and casually as she had drifted in. Stella's 
natural impulse was to go across the street 
and ask Thornton about the letters and the 
New York trip. Instead, she went into the 
kitchen and filled the watering can. It wor
ried her to have any living thing, a plant or 
a child, grow sickly under her care. 

They probably need some sun, she 
thought, and fretting over the plants kept 
her from crossing the street to Thornton, 
who would, she knew, soon come to her. 

She didn't have to wait long. In a few 
minutes he rang the front doorbell, then, 
without waiting, tried the door, found it un
locked, and stepped inside the hall. Stella 
put down the watering can and, turning to
ward htm, was struck by the pained distrac
tion in his eyes, something which obviously 
went much deeper than their near quarrel 
last night over waiting a little longer. 

"Thornton, what's wrong?" She came to 
him this time. 

"Stell, I hate it, but I'm afraid I've got to 
go to New York." 

"I know. Carol told me. She said some
thing about some letters." 

He was startled. "What did she say?" 
"Nothing. Just that you'd been getting a 

lot of letters from New York lately. What 
is it, darling?" 

"It's—well, it's—kind of upsetting." 
"Can't you tell me?" 
"Not right now. When I get back. It 

won't be long, just a few days." 
"But can't I help?" 
"No, it's something I've got to straighten 

out myself." 
He seemed so helpless Stella felt torn 

between the emotional desire to comfort 
him and the intellectual certainty that she 
bad already comforted him too much. He 
had grown unaccustomed to facing any sort 
of difficulty alone, and in time might grow 
incapable of facing it. Stella didn't say any
thing more about New York. She ki.ssed him 
and sent him off to the offlce. New York 
was his problem, and it was time he had a 
problem all to himself. 

C AROL broke off a sycamore switch and 
moved slowly down the street, idly 

beating the still air. It was an Indian sum
mer morning of unnatural warmth, a stifling 
morning. Everything in Rockport was 
stifling. Years ago—three or four, anyway 
—she had looked upon Rockport as a par
ticularly fortunate place for a girl to be 
born into, because it housed the Rockport 
Military Academy. Every fall some three 
hundred students would swarm over the 
small town, an embarrassment of riches 
for a girl of thirteen. Carol had begun by 
dating freshmen, who were always broke 
and sometimes homesick, and she had 
gradually worked her way up to the senior 
class. 

Every June, when the Academy boys 
went home, Carol would go through a diffi
cult week or two, brightened by special-de-
Uvery letters which would rouse the Old 
-Boy out of bed at seven in the morning. By 
the Fourth of July she would have discov
ered some hitherto overlooked local boy 

The Love Man 
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 16 

who was not too repulsive, something to 
tide her over until mid-September when the 
Academy would open again. Now she was 
too old for Academy boys and, although she 
would have argued the point, too young for 
bachelor members of the faculty. Mean
while, as always, there was Dick Carney. 

Dick was like the Pioneer Mother statue 
in front of the county courthouse—some
thing she had grown up with, something she 
knew would never change. He had one 
more year of college, and then, if he weren't 
drafted, he would probably go to work in 
his father's drugstore, although Carol des
perately hoped against all likelihood that 
he might go into big-league baseball. 

Some ballplayers, like Dick's idol, Joe 
DiMaggio, became very rich and famous, 
but Carol, who, in fantasies which stretched 
beyond the prison bars of the white-limbed 
sycamores, could see herself as a famous 
actress, a famous writer, a famous courte
san, had never really been able to imagine 
Dick ending up anywhere except as a sloppy 
private fir.st class assigned to shoe distribu
tion in a Kansas Army camp or, eventually, 
as a fat, bald old man like Mr. Carney, 
measuring out prescriptions. 

"The Old Boy wants his suitcase back," 
she said when she came upon Dick in the 
alley, batting out grounders to the kids who 
followed him around in awe because he 
played shortstop for the Rockport team. 
Dick was a husky, sandy-haired young man 
with a slow, easy way of moving and talk
ing. Everything about Dick seemed slow 
and effortless, the tempo of a man without 
any troublesome compulsions or conflicts. 
He was drifting through the state university 
with a comfortable B average, and every 
Friday he came home for a drawling week 
end of .sleeping late, eating well and taking 
Carol to a movie or a dance. 

"He's going to New York," Carol said. 
"I'm afraid he's in trouble." 

"It's probably just business," 
"No, he's got some new kind of worry." 
Carol, who sometimes imagined herself 

becoming a famous psychiatrist because of 
her uncanny insight, had come to distin
guish between the subtly varied frowns 
which seamed the Old Boy's face. She 
knew his tax-installment frown, his heart
burn frown, his what-time-did-you-come-
home-last-night frown, and the individual 
frowns which went with a drop in the stock 
market, a new Mel Torme record. Dr. Kin-

sey, and a Truman speech. The New York 
frown was none of these. It was unique. 

"Maybe it's a dame," Dick said, and 
Ca'rol wished he'd be serious. 

The children began to clamor for Dick to 
knock out some pop flies. He held the bat 
in his right hand, tossed the ball with his 
left, and looped a Texas leaguer over the 
heads of the scrambling young infielders. 

"You don't seem to care," Carol said. 
"You always dramatize things." 
"I don't at all, and even if I did, it would 

be perfectly natural, considering Mother 
was an actress." 

Harriett Foster, whom Carol had pri
vately dubbed "the Shadow" because of 
the way she trailed Dick all the time, qui
etly materiahzed in the alley, and Carol, for 
some spiteful reason not completely clear 
at the moment, said she thought she might 
be taking a trip to New York. Harriett, her 
calf eyes on Dick, seemed strangely pleased. 

"Will you be gone long?" Harriett asked. 
"Probably." 
"She's just making it up," Dick said. 
Carol tossed her head. "I may have a 

screen test." 

SHE carried the suitcase home, and then 
walked down Main Street, giving some 

very serious thought to Mr. Richard -Car
ney. The mind of an urchin in the body of 
a brute, she thought as she moved past the 
county courthouse where the Rockport loaf
ers huddled in the shade of the Pioneer 
Mother statue. It was an ugly statue, an 
ugly street, and an ugly town. Rockport 
didn't even have television. It was too far 
from that cable or whatever it was called. 
Rockport was too far from everything. 

"Hiya, Butch," Dick's father called from 
behind the perfume counter of his drug
store, and for a moment she weighed the 
possibility of stopping in for a lemon Coke, 
but it seemed too childish, too small-town, 
and .she wished Mr. Carney would stop us
ing that hideous nickname. 

"He's busy," Miss Mclntcsh said when 
Carol walked into the real-estate office her 
father shared with her Uncle Jefl̂  Sheldon. 
She could hear the Old Boy's voice behind 
the oak door, rattling off something about a 
trust deed. She sat down in the waiting 
room, and when he finally came to the door 
of the inner office, Carol said she had to 
see him about something important. 

He brought her into the office and closed 
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the door. He had that New York frown, 
and he didn't ask her to sit down. He al
ways acted as though she were too young to 
suffer any real grown-up feelings. 

"Please, I want to go with you," she said. 
"It'd mean so much to me." She caught his 
arm as he started toward the door. "No, 
listen. I've got to get out of this crumby 
town. I've just got to. You don't know 
what it's like. For me, I mean." 

He kissed her on the forehead, as though 
she were a child with a skinned-up knee. 
"Not this trip. Next time maybe." 

"You're making me neurotic." 
"Now don't start any of that nonsense." 
"It isn't nonsense. It's the truth. A girl 

my age has certain problems getting ad
justed to sexual maturity." 

The Old Boy stiffened, his face twisted 
with that spinsterish frown he got when any
body mentioned sex. "That's got nothing at 
all to do with it." 

"Sex has something to do with every
thing." 

"I certainly don't see where—" 
"Your subconscious is deliberately try

ing to ruin my life—" 
"You'd better run along now. I'm busy 

this morning." 
"— l̂ike you've ruined Stella's." 
The Old Boy grimly opened the door. 

"That's enough, young lady." 
He's a mass of neuroses, she thought, 

marching stiffly out of the office. 

AS THORNTON turned back toward his 
. desk, Jeff Sheldon eased in behind him, 

a gray, quiet man who spoke always in a low 
voice, as though afraid of causing some dis
turbing worry over an unintended emphasis 
on what he was saying. 

"Got a minute, Thornton?" 
Thornton motioned to the leather arm

chair across from his desk. It was difficult 
to perceive any resemblance between Jeff 
and Kay, although Thornton always felt it, 
especially in Jeff's gentleness, and he could 
see it at times when Jeff smiled unexpect
edly. "Well," Jeff said, "want to talk 
about it?" 

Thornton shifted uncomfortably behind 
the old golden-oak desk. "About what?" 

"Whatever's bothering you." 
"I'd rather not, Jeff. At least not now." 
Jeff shrugged. "If I can help, you 

know—" 
"I know." 
Jeff Sheldon, through all the years of his 

sister's fame as an actress, had never left 
Rockport except for annual conventions of 
realtors, where, as president of his state del
egation, he'd drafted resolutions against 
government interference, presided over 
panel discussions, and drunk himself into a 
state of dutiful intoxication. He had mar
ried a Rockport girl, Susan Tyndale; sired 
three children; and worked hard for his 
church, his community, and the Republican 
party. When Kay Sheldon, at the height of 
her Hollywood career, had married Thorn
ton Sayre, her co-star in The Flame, Jeff 
and Susan had sent them silver salt and 
pepper shakers. They had all exchanged 
letters, and each couple had gone its own 
way in its own remote world. 

Kay's suggestion, in the third month of 
her pregnancy, that they buy a house in 
Rockport had seemed to Thornton an ab
surd whim attributable to her condition. It 
would pass, he felt, along with the ridiculous 
craving for ill-assorted foods, but when 
Kay persisted, he wired Jeff: BUY US A 
HOUSE; and the day after he finished work 
on Eventide, never suspecting it would be 
his last picture, he and Kay took a train 
east and moved into the old Lindley house 
on Sycamore Drive, which Jeff had bought 
and Susan furnished. 

"It seems more natural at home," Kay 
said, and Thornton thought she meant it 
seemed more natural to have her child in the 
town where she'd grown up. She may have 
meant that, although it was more likely 
she meant it seemed more natural to close 
her life where it had begun. . . . 

In the first numb weeks after the funeral, 
Thornton never left the house on Sycamore 
Drive. He shut himself away from the 

petulant cries of the baby, away from Su
san's baby talk and the sound of Lavinia's 
endless rocking and crooning. What sav
ings he had kept intact after writing off his 
stock-market losses four years before were 
lost in a California bank which failed to 
reopen after the Roosevelt bank holiday. 
Thornton seemed indifferent to this new 
and smaller loss. 

Phil Bowles, his agent, came from Bev
erly Hills to urge a restful cruise. "Just lie 
in the sun and try to forget everything," 
Bowles said, and left a stack of scripts 
which Thornton never touched. Old friends, 
en route from one coast to the other, 
stopped off in Rockport with talk of a world 
which had become increasingly alien. Al
ways they asked the same thing, "When are 
you coming back?" and at first he shrugged, 
then evaded, and finally met it head on with 
a blunt "Never." 

On nice days he would walk down Main 
Street as far as Jeff's office, and the two of 
them would talk politics or fishing. Thorn
ton, in time, came to rely on Jeff, the one 
person who could be depended upon never 
to mention Kay. Early that fall, the day the 
season opened, they went hunting together. 
They camped by a lake, and lived for a 
week with the smell of wood smoke, frying 
bacon, steaming coffee. They came back to 
Rockport one Monday evening, and next 
day Thornton was seen for the first time 
wheeling the baby down Main Street and 
the sign above Jeff's office was changed to 
read Sheldon & Sayre. 

No one ever knew what was said between 
the two men, and only a few, Stella Baker 
among them, were able to understand why 
Thornton had abandoned the large world 
Kay had lived in for the narrow world she 
had chosen to die in. 

"He's like he's almost out of his mind," 
people said, and Stella said nothing. She 
knew that Thornton, in some vague way, 
was trying to die too. She waited for him 
to make his final break with Kay's world 
and begin to live at peace with himself in a 
world bounded by Thanksgiving Day din
ners on Sycamore Drive and the annual 
Christmas parties at the country club. 

CAROL spent the afternoon in the Old 
Boy's study, poring over the leather 

scrapbooks filled with stills from her moth
er's pictures, newspaper and magazine clip
pings, dance cards, preview invitations, let
ters and snapshots. She lay sprawled on 
the rug, an intimate friend of Pola Negrij 
Colleen Moore, Ben Lyon, Wally Reid. 
Her mother's Italian villa in the hills above 
Hollywood, which she had seen only in the 
fading photographs, was her real home, 
from which she had been exiled to this 
Main-Street Saint Helena. I'll die here, 
she thought, a toothless old maid like Miss 
Elkins, with five Siamese cats. 

She put her mother's recording of Por
tia's "The quality of mercy" speech on the 
phonograph, sat cross-legged before it, lis
tening to the gentle voice speaking the 

•'Wait 'til you hear the choice bit 
of gossip I overheard today— 
of course, I don''t know who 
they were talking about . , ." 

DORIS MATTHEWS 

lovely words. She saw herself stricken with 
some incurable disease, dying, like Keats, 
before her time, her picture in papers all 
over the country. YOUNG BEAUTY 
SMILES IN THE FACE OF DOOM. She 
could hear a radio news broadcast: "Smil
ing up from her bed of pain, Carol Sayre 
today was an inspiration of courage to youth 
the world over . . ." She got up from the 
floor and shut off the phonograph, the pain 
of her fatal illness almost real. She went 
back to her mother's scrapbooks. 

The Old Boy had apparently saved every 
scrap of her mother's life, even some of her 
old costumes, but nothing of his own career 
had been preserved, not even a snapshot. It 
was strange, Carol thought as she looked 
back, how little she really knew about her 
father. She knew he had to have his lemon 
juice and warm water first thing every 
morning, and knew he never went to bed 
without his glass of hot milk. She knew his 
tastes in ties, food and music, knew his 
quirks and pet expressions, but she knew 
almost nothing of his life with her mother, 
of whom she had no memory, or of his life 
before that, when, incredible as it now 
seemed to her, he had been an actor. 

Coming back here to live, she thought; it 
must have been like joining the Foreign 
Legion—something he had to forget. 

She put the scrapbooks away, and then, 
although she had no intention of reading 
them, she thought it might be a good idea to 
make sure those New York letters were still 
in his desk. She opened the top drawer, 
where she'd seen him put the big Manila 
envelopes. The letters were gone. It may be 
blackmail, she thought; and she drifted 
downstairs, a figure of mystery and intrigue. 

"Wanna Popsicle?" Lavinia said. 
"Don't be absurd." 

STELLA, in the late afternoon, scurried 
across the street to take charge of the 

packing. She began by removing from the 
suitcase the few clothes and toilet articles 
Carol had dumped into it. She spread every
thing neatly on the bed with that little sniff
ing sound which always meant that anything 
Carol had done for the Old Boy would have 
to be redone by older, more experienced 
hands. "Not enough socks. You know how 
fussy he is about fresh socks." 

"He can rinse them out in the hotel bath
room." 

"A man would never think of doing that." 
Carol stretched out on the chaise longue, 

her hapds cupped beneath her head. "What 
was Mother like?" 

"Why, you have pictures of her, dear. 
You can see she was very beautiful." 

"I know, but what was she like?" 
"She was sweet. Everybody loved her." 
"She must have had dozens of men after 

her." 
"Oh, hundreds." 
"Then why? I mean, after all . . ." 
"Sometimes you underestimate your fa

ther." 
"But he's so—you know, so stuffy." 
"He's very handsome." 
"Sure, but who wants to just sit around 

and look at somebody?" 
Stella smiled, touched for an instant by 

something of the secret warmth of last 
night. "The Old Boy might surprise you 
sometime." 

"Really?" Carol bolted up, curious and 
unconvinced, but that was as far as Stella 
cared to go just then. 

At dinner that night, Stella took her 
usual seat at the foot of the table, facing 
Thornton, with Carol between them. 

"Well, I finally got the Thatcher deal 
closed today," Thornton said, and Stella 
smiled with polite interest. 'That's nice." 

Carol picked sullenly at her food. "It's 
like something out of Kafka." 

"I thought we'd never get the title 
cleared," Thornton said, then frowned and 
turned toward Carol. "Out of what?" 

"Kafka." 
"Oh." He reached past the hot biscuits 

for a slice of his diet bread, which tasted 
to Carol as if it was made from ground-up 
tree stumps. "What in the world is Kafka?" 

"He writes books, at least he did. He's 
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dead. What I meant was I keep having the 
nightmare feeling I'm being puni?hed for 
something and I don't know what." 

"Now, honey," Stella said, fearing un
pleasantness. "Not at the dinner table." 

"You know," Thornton said, "I think La-
vinia's finally learned how to do a pot 
roast." 

"I cooked it." Stella said. 
"Kafka had a tyrant father," Carol said. 

"In all his books the father image is—" 
Stella shook her head warningly. "Some 

other time." 
"Once, just once, I'd like to have a seri

ous discussion about something besides La-
vinia's cooking." 

"You're not eating a thing," Stella said. 
"No, I'm not very hungry." 
"She probably eats between meals," 

Thornton said. 
Carol pushed back from the table. "I'm 

not something you stick in a high chair and 
stuff Pablum into. You may not have no
ticed what's happened to me, but it's quite 
obvious to younger males." 

Thornton waited until the child had 
stalked out of the dining room. "It's all 
those sex books. That's the real trouble." 

Stella dabbed at her lips with her napkin. 
"Not altogether." 

"She ought to have some outside inter
est." 

"Oh, she does. Boys." 
"I mean something wholesome. Maybe 

you should—well, you know, talk to her." 
"I tried to once. It was very enlightening. 

Did you know that some women—" 
"Now, Stell, not at the dinner table." 

AT THE airport, Carol watched the Old 
J\. Boy—he was the only one carrying an 
umbrella—^weigh in his luggage, and it 
seemed miserably unfair that New York 
should be wasted on a stodgy, middle-aged 
man who would spend all his time in dingy 
business offices. She felt weighed down with 
the injustice of all a woman goes through— 
whooping cough, chicken pox, pneumonia, 
two kinds of measles, and that wretched 
business of hickeys and teeth-straightening. 

"For what?" she asked herself, and the 
reproduction of miniature Dick Carneys 
seemed hardly the answer. 

She edged away, leaving the Old Boy and 
Stella alone for a moment, and of course 
she didn't mean to eavesdrop, but the air
port was so small it wasn't her fault. 

"I'll miss you," Stella said. 
"I hate to go, but— You know, when I 

get back, I hope you'll— I just think it's 
about time, that's ail." 

"We'll see, darling." 
"I don't want to wait any longer." . 
"I'm tired of waiting, too." 
"Then why?" 
"We'll talk about it when you get back," 

Stella said, and he kissed her cheek, awk
ward and self-conscious in front of Carol, 
who was wondering what the Old Boy 
would look like if he ever got away from 
those stuffy double-breasted suits and dark 
ties. He still had all of his hair, which was 
really rather distinguished with those gray 
streaks, and his features were beautifully 
carved, almost handsome, if you could think 
of a man his age as being handsome. "New 
York will wait for you, honey," he said, 
and kissed the crown of her head. 

All the way back from the airport Carol 
drove along without a word, her mind a 
troubled montage. Her fantasy New York 
—the Stork Club, Sardi's, Radio City— 
blurred with half-forgotten slights and hu
miliations, forming a hazy pattern of neg
lect and loneliness. Stella drummed her 
fingertips against her knees, as though she 
were practicing a difficult piano passage. 

"It isn't like Thornton to be so mysteri
ous," Stella finally said. 

"I think it's something to do with Mother. 
Those letters are all forwarded by her old 
agency, Bowles & Levitt." 

"But your mother's been—I mean it's 
been such a long time." 

"It's the same agency she worked with 
when she was acting." 

"It was Thornton's agency, too," Stella 
said. 

Carol, who had never seen the Old Boy 
in the movies, alwayj imagined him as an 
early-day Lewis Stone. She could not visu
alize her father as a young man, certainly 
not young like Dick Carney. "Was he any 
good?" Carol said. "Acting?" 

"I didn't know him then, of course, and 
I don't remember him clearly, but I'm sure 
that anything Thornton did he would do 
well." 

Carol, to spare Lavinia's feet next morn
ing, emptied the wastebaskets into the in
cinerator. She was about to strike a match 
to the trash when she spotted some charred 
fragments of varicolored paper on the 
parched grass around the incinerator. She 
knelt on one knee and began scooping up 
the untidy litter. On one scrap, a triangle 
of blue paper, she caught the word "pas
sion" scrawled in a lavish feminine hand. 

She sat on the grass, spreading the frag
ments out, sorting them by color. Nothing 
coherent came from the torn pieces of blue, 
pink and pale-gray paper, only phrases, 
". . . awakened to love . . .," ". . . stirred 
my soul . . .," "lover mine," "dreamer," 
"your eyes looked into mine. . . ." 

"Whatcha doing out there?" Lavinia 
called from the back porch. 

"I spilled." 
Carol hastily gathered up the fragments 

and stuffed them into the pockets of her 
dungarees. She went loping down Sycamore 
Drive toward Dick's house, the amorous 
fragments swelling her pockets. Harriett 
Foster poked her stringy head out of her 
front door as Carol darted by. "I thought 
you were going to New York," Harriett said. 

"I am. Next time." 
"When's next time? Never?" 
Carol shrugged. "It's up to our agent." 
She walked the rest of the way to Dick's 

house in a more leisurely and dignified 
manner, as befitted a young starlet. Dick 
was lazily throwing a baseball up on the 
roof and catching it over one shoulder with 
his bare hand. Carol said she had some
thing to show him. They went into the 
garage where they had played together on 
rainy days when they were children. She 
spread the fragments on the concrete floor. 

"Just old love letters," Dick said. 
Carol shook her head, pointing to a pale-

gray fragment with a reference to an atomic 
explosion. "They didn't have atom bombs 
in those days," she said. 

Dick shrugged. "There's probably some 
simple explanation." 

"What?" 
"I don't know." 
"You never know anything." 
"Aw now, honey—" 
She brushed his hand away. "That's all 

some people know, pawing a girl." 
It was, she felt as she marched back 

down Sycamore Drive, like going steady 
with Li'l Abner. 

STELLA was washing her front windows, 
and because she could think of nothing 

else to do at the moment, Carol sat down on 
the steps of the front porch. She noticed 
what nice legs Stella had and hoped that 
when she got old like that, forty-two or 
forty-three, she would have as slim a behind. 

"You know what'd be fun?" she said, 
daydreaming out loud. "Fly to New York 
and surprise him. You and me." 

Stella went on with her work and Carol 
suddenly smiled, marveling at her stupidity 
in having wasted the passionate fragments 
on Dick. She reached into her pockets with 
both hands, and spilled the bits of colored 
paper across the porch step. Stella glanced 
down at them and frowned. 

"I found them," Carol said. "They're 
parts of those New York letters." 

Stella worked her way over closer to 
Carol, and by stooping she could make out 
the key words. She cleared her throat. 

"We could take the two-o'clock plane," 
Carol said, "and have breakfast with him 
in the morning." 

"No. He didn't want us to go with him." 
Carol began to scoop up the varicolored 

fragments. "Aren't you even curious?" 
"Of course." 
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"It might be something sinister." 
"I doubt it," Stella said, not too convinc

ingly. 
Carol ambled across the street, bowed be

neath the intolerable weight of late adoles
cence, and Stella went back to her windows. 
She had known Thornton so long as a small
town real-estate agent, seemingly concerned 
only with land titles, the town council, and 
the mild heart and digestive worries which 
mark the beginning of middle age, that she 
tended to forget he had once been part of a 
fabled city where everyone was incredibly 
young and lovely and lived like a maha-
raja given, once a year, his weight in dia
monds by plainer, less gifted subjects. 

Maybe I ought to call him, she thought, 
adding quickly: Just to see how he is. 

While the long-distance operator was put
ting the call through to Thornton's hotel, 
Stella rehearsed a casual approach to the 
letters. "Oh, by the way," she would re
mark, "Carol found some of your old love 
letters." She practiced the line for a mo
ment, then decided against it. 

"We have the hotel," the operator said, 
"but the manager says Mr. Sayre is not ac
cepting any calls. Would you like to speak 
to the manager?" 

Stella frowned, the letters blasted from 
her mind. "Yes." 

"I'm very sorry," the manager said, half
way throufa'h Stella's explanation of her call, 
"but Mr. Sayre left very strict orders not to 
put through any calls." The manager 
sounded harried, almost frantic. "The pub
licity has been wonderful for us, of course, 
but I don't know how much more I can 
stand. There was a riot at lunch. We lost 
two tables, a copper chafing dish, and one 
of our oldest guests, Mr. Lewis. He moved 
to the Plaza. If something isn't done about 
it, I'm going to have to call the police." 

Stella hung up and started packing. 

DICK, who was to drive them to the air
port, came early to tell Carol good-by. 

They sat in the porch swing. 
"Don't smear my make-up," she said, and 

when he kissed her cheeks and hair, she was 
careful not to let him muss her new suit. 
She felt strangely fond of Dick, maybe be
cause she was finally leaving the kind of life 
they had shared so long. She settled down 
in his arms, deciding her suit would get 
wrinkled on the plane anyway, and her 
thoughts ranged back over kid parties where 
she and Dick had ducked for apples and 
kissed behind umbrella stands. 

"You're not wearing my pin," Dick said. 
"I forgot." 
"I wish you'd wear it." 
She took the Delt pin from her purse, 

where she had hidden it out of some vague 
fear that New York women might not wear 
fraternity pins. She didn't want to hurt 

Dick's feelings, though, so she put the pin 
on. 

"When a guy's pinned a girl," Dick said, 
"it ought to mean something, especially 
now with the draft and all. I might get sent 
overseas, and I'd feel a lot better about 
things if I knew you were wearing it." 

"I'll ear it, and I'll write you every day. 
Every da, I can, I mean." 

"You gonna be gone that long?" 
"I might." Suddenly she wanted to hold 

onto Dick, maybe because he was some
thing she had always known, and from now 
on, everything would be different, maybe 
not as nice, which was a dreadful thought, 
but it was one thing to imagine New York 
from behind the familiar shelter of the syca
mores, and quite another thing actually to 
go there. "Never mind the make-up," she 
whispered, and then, too soon, Stella was 
calling from across the street that it was 
time to start for the airport. 

The plane, inside, was much bigger than 
Carol had imagined, and when it taxied out 
on the runway, then halted, shaking with 
the awful power of its revved-up engines, 
she trembled with ecstasy. She kept her 
face pressed to the porthole window, watch
ing the ground swoop away at a drunken 
angle as the plane rose above the little scat
tering of Rockport lights. Stella sat back 
with her hands folded in an attitude of 
resignation and prayer. 

"It's the most wonderful thing's ever 
happened to me," Carol said. 

"Oh, no," Stella groaned. "They surely 
aren't going to serve food!" 

They flew by moonlight, Stella trying to 
catnap, Carol watching the silver-gray wool 
clouds and the diamond sprinkling of cit
ies below. She spent the night in a waking 
dream of wonder and delight, and when, in 
the early morning, she saw the great con
crete jumble of New York, she gasped at 
its beauty and magnitude. Stella moaned 
and held her hands flat against her tightly 
buckled safety belt; she closed her eyes 
against the landing, which was surprisingly 
smooth. Carol was the first passenger to 
leave the plane, and everything about New 
York seemed so alien she expected to pass 
through a customs inspection before enter
ing the strange city. 

"My stomach's still up there," Stella said, 
as their cab rolled over a wide parkway. 

They went straight to Thornton's hotel, 
the Carmel, which was located in the Times 
Square district. It was an old, rather 
cramped hotel, halfheartedly modernized 
with glass brick and chrome trim. A some
what sleepy young man, with a faded bou-
tonniere and a mouthful of piano-key teeth, 
stood behind the registration desk. Stella 
asked for the number of Mr. Sayre's room 
and the clerk's smile vanished. 

"We are not permitted to give out any 
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information on Mr. Sayre, madam." he said. 
"But this is his daughter." 
The clerk turned away with an impatient 

frown, and Stella demanded to see the man
ager. "It's no use," the clerk said. "He's 
heard all the stories too." 

"All what stories?" 
"The stories they make up. His daughter, 

his sister, his old English teacher. . . ." 
The manager waddled wearily in from 

his ofHce, a small, stubby man with a 
crouched look. "Are you the Mrs. Baker 
who tried to phone him yesterday?" he 
asked, and Stella nodded. "I put the mes
sage in with his letters, but he doesn't even 
pick them up. You've no idea what we've 
gone through, Mrs. Baker. This morning a 
woman came in and threatened to shoot 
herself in the Florentine Room." 

"It's really very simple," Carol said. "You 
can see who I am by my driver's license." 

"Ordinarily I'm not a suspicious man, but 
ever since Mr. Sayre came to stay with 
us. . . ." The manager squinted at the 
driver's Ixense and his attitude changed at 
once. "I'm very sorry. Miss Sayre. Mr. 
Williams here will take care of you." 

THE manager went away bowing, and 
the clerk, with a toothy deference, gave 

them a card to fill out. "We'll put you in 
507, right next to Mr. Sayre," he said. "We've 
had to be careful about the rooms on either 
side of his suite. That's why they're empty." 

Carol and Stella followed the bellhop to 
the elevator, and when the door closed, he 
looked down at the room key in his band. 
He shook his head. "I could of rented it 
for a hunnert bucks last night," he said, and 
then, in wonder, asked, "How'd you get it?" 

"This is Mr. Sayre's daughter," Stella 
said. 

"She's the fourth since I come on duty." 
The bellhop led them down a fifth-floor 

corridor to 507, unlocked the door and ush
ered them in. He pointed to a door con
necting with Thornton's suite. "He's in 
there," He sighed. "I could sure use a 
hunnert bucks." Stella overtipped him. 

"He's probably still sleeping," she said 
when the bellhop had gone. 

Carol was standing in the doorway, 
watching the conidor. She saw a bellhop 
headed for the Old Boy's room with a lemon 
and a carafe of hot water on a silver tray. 
"No, he's awake, all right." 

Stella knocked on the connecting door. 
There was no answer, only a sleepy grunt. 
"Thornton." She knocked again, and re
peated his name, a little louder this time. 
"Thornton, it's me. Stell." The door opened 
cautiously, an overpowering scent of roses 
flooding through the crack. Thornton 
peered at them through sleep-fogged eyes. 
He was wearing his old wool bathrobe, his 
face seemed aged, and his eyes had the fran
tic look of the hunted. He was holding the 
lemon in his hand. 

"Stell!" He backed away with the look 
of a man surprised in a shabby scene of 
shame. 

"Darling," Stella said. "I know you didn't 
want us to come, but—" 

"Can't anybody leave me alone?" 
"But, Thornton," Stella said, "what's 

wrong?" 
"Everything. The phone. Those—those 

women—" He started to brush the hair back 
from his forehead and for the first time be
came conscious of the lemon. He stared at 
it as though he had no idea how it had got 
there or what he was expected to do with it. 

"Here, let me," Carol said, and when she 
took the lemon, he seemed pathetically 
grateful for being relieved of the necessity 
of doing anything with it. As she moved 
past him into the room, she gasped. "The 
flowers!" 

Thornton retreated. "Oh, yes, the flow
ers." There were vases on every square inch 
of flat surface, all crowded with roses, car
nations, stock and chrysanthemums. 

"But who sent them?" Stella said. "1 
mean why?" 

"Well. . . ." Thornton waited for Carol 
to squeeze the lemon into the hot water, 
then snatched the steaming glass as though 
it were a powerful and long-denied stim

ulant. "I suppose you'd have found out 
eventually anyway. It's television. They've 
been showing some of my old pictures on 
television. It's all kind of embarrassing, but 
I'm afraid they've been very popular." 

Stella laughed, as much from nervous 
release as from amusement. "That's all?" 

"All! Do you have any idea what's hap
pened? I can't go out on the street without 
being attacked. The phone rings all day 
long and most of the night. I can't sleep, 
and they call me—" 

Stella had trouble swallowing. "What do 
they call you?" 

"Last night ten girls from the Gamma 
Beta Alpha sorority climbed up the fire es
cape and sang a song called Sweetheart of 
G.B.A." 

Stella sighed. "And we thought you were 
in trouble." 

"I am." 
"I mean something serious." 
"Stell, I thought that surely you of all 

people— Don't you see what's going to 
happen when this thing hits Rockport? 
Imagine walking down Main Street and 
having people call me the—" He reached 
for the telephone. "I'll have some break
fast sent up." 

"I'd rather go out," Carol said. 
"I can't. They stare at me, and last night 

a woman tore all the buttons off my coat." 
"But my first meal in New York. Please." 
"Well, all right. It's risky, though." 
"What do they call you?" Stella said. 
"It's been a nightmare, Stell. Those un

speakable letters, the phone calls, that riot 
in the dining room. Last night they had a 
police detail in the hall outside." 

"What do they call you?" 
Thornton wrapped his bathrobe tighter 

across his chest, then put on his tortoise-
shell glasses, as though to cover his shame. 
"They call me The Love Man." 

Carol and Stella stared at him incredu
lously. Carol gulped, and it was Uke swal
lowing fur. 

"I think we'd better freshen up a bit," 
Stella said, and hurried Carol into the other 
room. ^ 

Once Stella had closed the connecting 
door, Carol gave up trying to hold back her 
laughter. She threw herself on the bed and 
roared. "The Old Boy! The Love Man!" 

Stella chewed her underlip, a smile start
ing at the edges of her mouth. "Poor dar-
hng, he's so upset." 

"He looked like an old maid who'd just 
been kissed by the milkman." 

Stella's smile faded. "Now really, Carol, 
he isn't an old maid. As a matter of fact—" 

"You'll have to wear bobby socks, Stella, 
and start squealing and swooning." 

"Just the same, he's had quite a shock 
and we'll have to be careful not to hurt his 
feelings. You know how sensitive he is." 

"Yes, but it's so funny. Don't you think 
it's funny?" 

"I think we'd better get dressed." 
Carol disappeared into the bathroom and 

after a while poked her face out at Stella. 
"Does it mean we'll be rich and famous?" 

"I don't know what it will mean." 

THEY bathed and dressed, then rapped 
on the connecting door. Thornton was 

waiting for them, and they scarcely recog
nized him. He had, despite the Indian sum
mer sun, put on a trench coat, with the 
collar turned up, and had tugged the brim 
of his hat down over his eyes, which were 
hidden behind dark glasses. 

"I have to," he said, then opened the 
door and peered out into the hall. "It's all 
those fool doctors writing books on sex, 
stirring people up." 

"The elevator's the other way, dear," 
Stella said. 

"I know." He spoke through clenched 
teeth. "I have to use the freight elevator." 

They left the hotel by way of the base
ment, emerging in a narrow side street. 
Carol, with her long legs, was able to keep 
up with the Old Boy, but Stella had to 
maintain a near-trotting pace. They darted 
into the first restaurant they came to, and 
Thornton strode rapidly back to the most 
remote booth. Carol saw the waitresses all 
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Americans vacationing by car this year will 
travel more than 30 billion miles*—an increase 
of almost 60 per cent since 1940. 

With over half this travel concentrated in 
June, July and August, thousands of service 
stations will be working day and night to take 
care of vacationists. Nationwide, gasoline de
mand jumps millions of gallons a day. And it 
skyrockets in the mountains, at the beaches, on 
the super-highways and the sideroads, too. 

Yet with thousands of oil companies—jobbers, 

distributors, dealers — competing for vacation 
business, wherever U. S. families travel this sum
mer they will find ample supplies of gasoline. 

In peace or war, America's privately-man
aged oil companies provide the public with 
up-to-the-minute service as well as the finest oil 
products at the world's lowest prices. 

This has come about because free men, over 
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competitors. The benefits of this competition go 
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BEACHES LURE many U.S. vacationists. Low gasoline 
prices help make vacation travel easy for millions of car owners. 
Today's high quality gasoline costs about the same as gasoline 
did 25 years ago—only taxes are higher. 

EVERY SUMMER weekend vacation-bound motorists stream 
out of U. S. cities, ̂ t h car ownership at an aU-time peak, Amer
icans now average one automobile for every 4 people—actually 
have more motor vehicles than telephones. 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



whatever 
you 

mw^ 
Man alive! There's never a dull moment with 

Hanes color-fast sport shirts! Their natty styles and sprightly 

touches are enough to get anybody excited. 

But keep cool, they're a breeze to own! 

P. H. Hanes Knitting Company, Winston-Salem 1, N. C. 

KM 
sportswear • underwear • children's sleepers 

'W-J-iS 

90 
sneaking glances at the Old Boy. The amaz
ing thing was that the waitresses were 
young. One was even pretty. 

"I've gone to a dozen lawyers," Thorn
ton said. "They can't do a thing about it." 

"What are eggs Benedict?" Carol said. 
"They're expensive," Stella said. 
"When you think of all the laws we have 

in this country," Thornton said, "I can't 
understand how they overlooked a simple 
law protecting a man from—" 

"Orange juice and eggs Benedict," Carol 
said when the waitress came to their booth, 
staring down at the Old Boy as though he 
were Ronald Colman. 

"Orange juice and buttered toast," Stella 
said. 

"Orange juice, scrambled eggs, and ba
con," Thornton said, "and I guess we all 
want coffee, and for goodness sakes stop 
staring at me." 

"There are laws against invasion of pri
vacy," -Stella said when the waitress had 
gone. "I read a atory once—" 

"I thought of that," Thornton said, "but 
it seems the film cor.ipany has all the tele
vision rights to the pictures, and they don't 
even need my permission to show them." 

"I've never seen television," Stella said, 
"but 1 thought it was mostly wrestlers and 
crime investigations." 

"It's a little of everything," Thornton 
said. "I watched it last night, and I give 
you my word—I couldn't make up a thing 
like this—I saw four grown women shoot
ing toy water pistols at each other. One of 
them won a bottle of deodorant." 

"Have you seen any of—well, your 
pictures?" 

"One. The Velvet Hand, the one where 
I was a— It looks like a man could sue, 
a man ought to be able to go into court and 
get an injunction— I played a polo player 
involved with a French cancan girl." 

Carol, with a vision of the Old Boy gal
loping off into the sunset with a dancing 

girl flung across his saddle, grabbed her 
water glass and tried to take a drink. She 
sputtered, and Thornton glanced at her 
sharply. "I choked," she said. 

Thornton straightened his tie. "Of course 
the lighting was bad, but even so, in a few 
scenes I thought I came through rather 
well." 

The manager, when they had finished 
eating, led them through the kitchen and 
out the back door. "I tell you what's a fact, 
Mr. Sayre," the manager said, "my wife 
don't budge outta the apartment the nights 
you're on television. I ain't seen her that 
way since Russ Columbo." 

Thornton, with his trench-coat collar 
turned up, his hat low over his dark 
glasses, walked between Carol and Stella, 
his arms linked with theirs as though he 
were using them for buffers. A stenogra
pher ogled him dreamily as he stopped for 
a traffic light. Other passers-by halted, 
nudged and pointed. Thornton seemed to 
melt down into his trench coat. 

"Poor dear," Stella whispered. 
"I'm sorry I snapped at you, Stell. I was 

upset." 
"Of course." 
"I want to see Broadway," Carol said. 
Stella, with a gasp, stopped abruptly in 

front of a men's clothing store. Thornton 
groaned. Carol wriggled free of his arm 
and pressed against the plate glass, staring 
incredulously at the window display. The 
walls were covered with stills from the Old 
Boy's films, and the male dummies were 
dressed in seductive smolcing jackets, silk 
lounging robes and dinner coats. 

"Oh, there's the polo-player one," Carol 
said, pointing. 

"We'd better get back to the hotel," 
Thornton said. "I've got an appointment." 

Stella caught a glimpse of herself in the 
plate glass. "Maybe I should get a new 
permanent," she said thoughtfully. 

(To be continued next week) 

4S States of Mind 
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 8 

that's a definition we've heard before; but 
not always for love. 

• • • 
Naturally, Georgia's new 3 per cent 

sales tax has increased the cost of food, and 
we are told there are people in that state 
who complain the cost of eating was al
ready a bit steep. Guess there will always 
be cranks like that. But at the same time, 
the State Revenue Commissioner, whose 
name happens to be Redwine, announced 
drastic cuts in Georgia's whisky tax, result
ing in a drop of about one dollar in the 
price of a fifth. Faced with these facts, Mr. 
John T. Dennis, writing in the Elberton 
(Georgia) Star, sighed: "About the time 
we think we can make ends meet, someone 
always moves the ends." 

• • • 
There is a city in this Eistonishing country 

which has no shopping center. It has no 
liquor store—and it's not Dry either. One 
of its wonders is "the longest bar in the 
world." In its schools there are only 206 
children, so that the cost of educating each 
child in this city is $16,000 a year. There 
are only 139 registered voters, but within 
this city's limits 65,000 men and women 
earn high wages. There are less than 60 resi
dential buildings. Taxes are low—22 cents 
per $100 of assessed valuation. The per cap
ita wealth of the city is about $1,200,000, 
making it by all odds the world's richest 
city. For 45 years it was run by one man, 
Mr. John B. Leonis, banker. Mr. Leonis 
has recently retired—ill health. The munic
ipal affairs of this community are now 
being conducted by a city council which is 
pretty busy deciding how to spend the tax 
income from $500,000,000 in industries. 
Trusting that you are properly breathless 
by now, we give you the name of this re
markable city—Vernon, California. We'd 

like to tell you more, but lack the space. In 
fact, that's about all we know at the mo
ment. Just write to the Vernon Chamber of 
Commerce and see what happens. 

• • • 
Three months ago a splendid idea was 

born in Salt Lake City. A call for volun
teer firemen was sent out. The theory was 
that they'd be of great auxiliary help to 
Salt Lake's already efficient professional 
fire fighters. One hundred stalwart gentle
men responded. They were assembled, and 
classes in how to handle trucks, hoses, lad
ders and other equipment began. Within a 

'couple of weeks the hundred had dwindled 
to 30. Two weeks later only eight remained. 
Since then they've all quit. Lack of inter
est? Well, in a way. They explained they 
wanted to go to fires, not school. 

• • • 
We've mislaid his nariie, but there's a 

gentleman in Chicago who says he's per
fected a new process whereby the human 
body can be mummified. Says his mum
mies will last 2,000,000 years. We have 
made diligent inquiries, but have found no
body who is excited by this news. 

• • • 
Called out by Governor Fielding Wright, 

who had been told that racketeers from the 
North were about to settle down in Missis
sippi, the Mississippi National Guard made 
a few warmup raids on bootleggers and 
gamblers in Holmes County. The proprie
tor of one of the raided joints, where sin of 
almost all varieties was dispensed, became 
indignant. "What's the idea of this out
rage?" demanded he of the militiamen. 
"What is this—Russia? I've run this busi
ness for 10 years and this is the first time 
I ain't had six hours' notice. I'm going to 
see a lawyer." 
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A Shot in the Dark 
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 35 

Well, thanks anyway." He turned and 
started to leave. 

"Wait a minute, Johnny." 
He paused. Probably the man knew two 

jokes. 
"You folks from the North always jump 

at answers," the man said. "You jumped 
at the wrong one. The answer you should 
have jumped at comes in two words. You 
want it?" 

Johnny whirled. "Yes, I do," he said. 
This had better be good. It had better be 
awfully good. 

"In two words," the man said. "Bob 
Tate." 

That was good, all right. "I heard you 
right, didn't I?" he said hoarsely. "You 
said Bob Tate? You're sure?" 

"Am I sure? Say, I kidded Bob for five 
minutes about buying all those Western 
magazines. I said, 'Bob, if you like this 
cowboy stuff so much, all you have to do 
is drive to La Belle just over in Hendry 
County and you'll find cowboys who can 
outride and outrope any of them out West.' 
Like I say, Florida has everything. Why—" 

"Sorry," Johnny said, brushing past him. 
"Got to phone." 

HE WENT into the booth and closed the 
door. Bob Tate, the perfect gentleman. 

The guy who didn't smoke or drink or have 
any little vices. The hard-working busi
nessman. The guy anyone could count on 
for a favor. It was incredible. 

But, brother, once you got the idea, 
things fitted like new skin on a rattler. Bob 
Tate matched all the specifications: the 
right height and age and looks; a job that 
let him make an honest living but gave him 
plenty of time for smuggling; a couple of 
planes to use ferrying aliens from the 
schooner; smart enough to run the racket; 
doing favors for the Border Patrol so he 
could keep an eye on them. 

The Havana angle was perfect. Not only 
could Bob Tate have been in Havana at the 
time of the Plaza de la Fraternidad trap, 
but he had been. Bob had breezed over to 
Havana to see how the Havana gang was 
handling the trap, and found a cute little 
trick named Sally McCarter from his own 
home town buzzing around the guy who 
had set the trap. So Bob dated her that 
night to see what the score was. Just before 
or at the start of the date, word was passed 
to Bob that amateur detective Johnny Ed
wards had backed Rankosci into a corner 
and was trying to grill him. That worked 
out nicely. All Bob had to do was take 
Sally to the cati where Johnny was work
ing on Rankosci, and pick a fight to let 
Rankosci get away. 

He had a good alibi for starting a fight 
because of the way Johnny had broken a 
date with Sally. 

Later, Bob got another good alibi, by ac
cident. Probably Howard Pingree had been 
told to watch the McCarter house and see 
what Edwards did on his first night in Fort 
Myers. Edwards wandered alone down to 
the McCarter dock and Pingree decided to 
get rid of the troublemaker right then, and 
took two shots at him. Bob Tate was dating 
Sally so he couldn't be suspected. 

The shooting undoubtedly put Pingree 
in the doghouse with the rest of the gang, 
and after a while Pingree got impatient and 
tried to start his own smuggling racket. 

Right there was the first time Bob Tate 
had no alibi, Johnny thought. It must 
have been Bob who rabbit-punched him at 
Pingree's Landing, and then shot Pingree. 
Bob must have been tempted to do a little 
more shooting that night, too. But when 
you start knocking off Border Patrol inspec
tors, you want to have awfully good alibis. 
So Bob decided to hide Pingree's boat and 
take Pingree's rifle—in itself a mighty nice 
alibi—and wait for a better time. 

Bob Tate bought the magazines and flew 
them to the schooner. Bob was startled 
when Tim wanted to go aboard the 

Collier's for May 26, 1951 

schooner. While they were aboard, Bob 
was so alert to the danger of that pile of 
new magazines that he followed every 
thought Tim had. Bob didn't want anyone 
checking on who bought the magazines, so, 
on the flight back, he pretended to discover 
the Pingree boat. That was supposed to 
keep everybody so busy that Tim would 
forget the magazines, or the storekeeper 
would forget who had bought them. 

Probably it was Georg Rankosci who 
prowled outside the dining room last night 
and learned about Sally's list of suspects. 
Later, when everybody was asleep, Ran
kosci sneaked into the house to pick up in
formation and, incidentally, to pick up most 
of the cigarettes lying around. During the 
day somebody had undoubtedly watched 
the McCarter house and caught glimpses of 
Sally working on the lists. Eventually the 
gang must have decided that they couldn't 
take a chance that Sally might hit the right 
answer, and they had moved in on her. 

It must have been quite a day for Bob 
Tate. You had to hand it to the guy, though; 
he did a smooth job. He managed to get 
Sally out of circulation. He decoyed Tim 
away from the dangerous magazine angle. 
He almost arranged to have Johnny shot 
by Tim McCarter. That would have been 
the perfect crime. 

Johnny dropped a coin in the telephone 
box and asked the operator for the chief of 
police. It would take more than one guy 
to raid the hangar and then go searching 
for Bob Tate around Pingree's Landing. 

"This is the chief of police," a voice said 
in his ear. 

"Hello, Chief. This is Edwards of the 
Border Patrol." 

"Well, hello, Johtmy. /This is a pleasant 
surprise." 

"Look, Chief, I got troubles. I need 
your help." 

"Sure, Johnny, anything you say. Where 
are you calling from?" 

"Right in town. Now here's the setup—" 
"Where did you say in town?" 
"I can give you the story faster if you 

don't interrupt. You're going to find some 
of this hard to believe, but it's the straight 
dope. I—" 

"You'll find us very sympathetic." 
A couple of notes were off key here, 

Johnny decided. "You have the wrong 
idea. I don't want any sympathetic cops. 
I want some hard-boiled ones. Got a 
couple you can spare?" 

"We're not hard-boiled," the chief said 
gently. "You just tell me where you are, 
and I'll come down personally and we'll 
talk everything over." 

AN UGLY little idea began to take shape 
j r \ . in Johnny's head. This wasn't one cop 
talking to another. This was a cop playing 
cute with a suspect. "What will we talk 
over?" he said. 

"Oh, whatever you want, Johnny. Just 
remember we're all your friends." 

"Who's we?" 
"Well, naturally I am, Johnny. And the 

sheriff and the Highway Patrol and, of 
course, Tim McCarter." 

That did it. If he hung around much 
longer, he'd be hearing sirens coming down 
the street after him. "Tim called you, did 
he?" he said. "What did he say?" 

"Don't get excited. There's nothing to 
worry about. He said you'd been working 
too hard and were badly upset, and if we 
ran across you, would we please look after 
you until he finished working on a case." 

"I don't feel like being looked after in 
jail." 

"Johnny, I'd sooner put my best friend 
in jail. Hang on, and let's talk this—" 

"So you can have the call traced. I'll 
save you the trouble. I'm calling from the 
gas station at Five Points. Come on out 
alone and I'll talk to you." 

He hung up and walked quickly out of 
the store. Maybe the chief would buy that 
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Five Points gag, maybe not. If not, he had 
to move fast. Tim had used those two 
minutes at the house to call the chief, who 
in turn had probably tipped off the High
way Patrol and the sheriffs office. Every
thing was being handled quietly. A family 
affair. No charges of any kind. Edwards 
has had a nervous breakdown, so let's pick 
him up and keep him out of trouble. 

He had almost reached his car when he 
heard the siren wailing along First Street. 
It kept on going past the store toward Five 
Points at the other end of town. That would 
give him enough head start so the chief 
wouldn't know where to look. He climbed 
into his car and headed out McGregor. 
What had he been thinking just before he 
called the chief? Oh, yes. He'd been think
ing that it would take more than one guy to 
raid the hangar looking for Sally and then 
to go hunting for Bob Tate. 

That was a very sensible thought. Re
membering he'd had it would be a comfort 
just before somebody knocked him off. 

He turned out his lights when he 
reached the road leading to Bob Tate's 
place, and drove down it a little way and 
parked off the road. A few hundred yards 
ahead, the hangar cut a black chunk out of 
the horizon. He had hoped to see lights. 
Lack of them was a bad sign. It either 
meant nobody was there, or that they were 
waiting for him. He wasn't sure which 
was worse. 

He crept along the side of the road to
ward the hangar. There was no light at all, 
just different shades of blackness. He be
gan to feel that he wasn't- on land but was 
swimming deep under water at night. The 
grass whispering away from his feet was 
seaweed. That dead orange tree was 
branching coral. It wasn't air but currents 
of cool water'that flowed past his face. 
He looked up and couldn't see the surface 
—only fathoms of darkness in which stars 
drifted like bits of phosphorus. That flutter 
of motion behind him was a green moray 
easing from a wreck 

HE WHIRLED. He was carrying this 
pretense too far. He'd better pretend 

this was a country road on the outskirts of 
town and that a catlike character named 
Rankosci was following him. If it came 
to a choice between meeting Rankosci on 
a dark lane or a moray eel under water, 
he'd take the moray and spot it the first 
bite. 

But since nobody was offering him the 
choice, he'd better not spot Rankosci the 
first stab. He waited, listening, but nothing 
moved. He went on again, pausing every 
time he passed a bush or a tree to wait be
hind it a few seconds and see if a shadow 
would slip by. It wasn't a good idea. He 
began thinking that a shadow paused on 
one side of a bush or tree every time he 
halted on the other side. Once the notion 
became so strong that he leaped back 
around a bush. Nothing was there but his 
imagination. 

He reached the hangar. The door near 
the driveway hung ajar, almost invitingly. 
He moved cautiously around to the river 
side. Stearns had closed the big sliding 
door leading to the ramp, and all the 
windows, too. Johnny finished circling the 
building and studied the partly opened 
door. That was inviting, all right. It ap
pealed to him like an invitation to drop 
dead. 

Unfortunately he didn't have any other 
invitations. 

He tried to picture the setup of the 
building. The office and storerooms were 
to his left. The doorway led directly into 
the main hangar. There was a clear space 
beyond it where the amphibian was usually 
parked. To the right was the smaller plane. 
Earlier in the day, Jocko had been up on 
a portable steel platform working on the 
engine. If the open door was a trap, he was 
expected to creep in slowly and get a fast 
reception. It might be smart to go in fast 
and get a slow reception. He walked up to 
the door and suddenly flung it wide and 
leaped through. 

Light ripped the blackness—a long, thin 

spear of light that slanted down and grazed 
his body and plunged into the doorway. 
An engine started roaring and backfiring. 
Flame winked. Bullets went screeching off 
concrete and clanging through metal. 
Johnny dodged blindly. He crashed into 
something and spun aside and fell and 
rolled and thudded into a wall. For a few 
moments he didn't move. His head was 
fogged with noise and shock. The hangar 
had turned into a crazy house in an amuse
ment park. The floor tilted and the walls 
leaned in and sounds jumped at him from 
unexpected places. 

THE roaring stopped abruptly. The 
beam of light began circling around the 

hangar. Johnny shot at it fast, without aim
ing, and started to roll out of the way. Be
fore he stopped rolling, the light blacked 
out, the gun went off again, and bullets 
were showering the spot where he had been. 

There was silence again. Something hard 
was creasing his left shoulder and the ceil
ing had come squashing down on his head. 
He felt around carefully. It wasn't the 

bitterly. "You mean you're all wrong. When 
you called me, you said you were going to 
follow him, and if he came here you were 
going to nail him before he even got in
side." 

"He was most suspicious," Rankosci said. 
"I could not get close. However, he is dead 
now, is he not?" 

"No, he isn't dead! He came in here like 
a bat out of hell and I never got the light on 
him. What do you say to that?" 

"I think I will say good-by." 
"Listen—" Jocko screamed. "If you 

duck out now, you won't live long. If we 
don't get you here, Carlos and his boys will 
take care of you back in Havana. You don't 
look very good right now anyway. It's 
your fault Edwards got to Fort Myers." 

There was a pause, and finally Rankosci 
whispered, "What do you want me to do?" 

"Where are you?" 
Rankosci said sadly, "I am just outside 

the doorway. If the inspector tries to run, 
I am in a good position." 

"A good position for what? For stepping 
aside? You get in here and lock that door!" 

COLLIER'S 

"Well, whataya know—they 
finally delivered my new hat'' GEORGE CRENSHAW 

ceiling. He was under a workbench and 
one of its legs was jammed against his 
shoulder. He couldn't see, and in the scram
ble he had lost all sense of where he was in 
the hangar. He began working out answers 
slowly. That had been a spotlight probing 
for him. It had been aimed at the doorway, 
but he'd come through too fast to be tagged. 
Something else had been aimed at the door
way, too. A chopper. A sub-machine gun, 
with the button set for full automatic fire. 
Whoever held it had tried to hose down 
the whole building when his target vanished. 

The light had come from several feet 
above his head. He remembered the porta
ble steel platform Jocko Stearns used in 
working on the planes. That would make 
a good shooting blind. The spotlight was 
probably clamped onto its railing. Jocko 
was up there with the chopper, and with a 
nice comforting steel floor under his feet. 
The light had gone out just before the 
chopper cut loose the second time. His 
own shot hadn't hit it, so quite likely Jocko 
was up there alone and got scared and 
switched it out. The spotlight made a good 
target and Jocko might be nervous about 
turning it on again. Jocko would also be 
nervous about climbing down. 

A voice called hoarsely, "Hey, Rankosci. 
Where are you?" 

That was Jocko. It was hard to tell where 
his voice came from. 

Nobody answered, and Jocko yelled 
again. 

Somebody whispered, "I am all right." 
That was Rankosci checking in. Not 

very enthusiastically, though. 
"You're all right, are you?" Jocko said 

"But I do not like to be shot at. As I 
come through the doorway he—" 

"If I can't see the doorway, he can't. 
Get in here!" 

There was a faint sniffle. After a long 
interval the door squeaked. Johnny stared 
into the blackness and tried to locate the 
sound but he couldn't. Something clicked. 
That would be the lock. 

Rankosci's voice was louder now but 
more unhappy. "I have done it," he said. 

"There's a switch beside the door. Turn 
on the lights." 

"That would be dangerous." 
"Don't worry. I can take care of my

self." 
"Ah. But who will take care of me?" 
Johnny said, "The undertaker will." 

WHISPERS of sound scurried around 
the walls and vanished. Then the 

place was very silent. Finally Rankosci 
said, "You see? He will shoot at me first." 

"Turn on that light!" 
"No. I am happier in the dark. I like the 

dark. I see better than most people in the 
dark." 

That was no joke, Johnny thought. He 
remembered that time in Havana. In the 
light, Rankosci was an alley cat trying to 
slink along and stay out of trouble. In the 
dark, he was as unpredictable as a panther. 

"So what do we do?" locko snarled. "Sit 
around chewing our nails? How does a guy 
like you live with himself?" 

"It merely takes a little tolerance," Ran
kosci said humbly. 

"You talk too much. Why don't you do 
something?" 

"If I could make a suggestion," Ran
kosci said, "perhaps we have not talked 
enough. It might be possible to avoid any 
killing and to make an arrangement with 
the inspector." 

Jocko Stearns thought that over. Finally 
he called. "Does that make sense to you, 
Edwards?" 

Johnny broke open his revolver quietly 
and replaced the empty shell. There were 
two dangers in doing a lot of talking. The 
first was that he might be located by the 
sound. That wasn't very likely, considering 
the way echoes played Ping-pong against 
the walls and metal roof. The second dan
ger was that Rankosci would work up 
enough courage to creep around looking for 
him, planning to make up for that time he 
had bungled the knife thrust in Havana. 
But that could happen even if he kept quiet. 
He didn't have much to lose. 

"You know what. Jocko?" he said pleas
antly. "The smart thing for you to do is 
throw down that chopper and point your 
spotlight straight up and quit. The city 
cops will be here any minute." 

"How corny can you get, Edwards?" 
"You didn't mind my giving it a try, did 

you?" 
"Okay," Jocko said. "You got it off 

your chest. Now what'U we talk about?" 
"Let's talk about Sally McCarter." 
"You like that dame, don't you?" 
"Sure, why not?" 

STEARNS said, "Your dame's okay. Bob 
was jittery about those lists. Of course, 

we couldn't keep track of the progress she 
was making, but Bob told us to grab her if 
anything looked wrong at all—you know, 
like her running to the phone to yell cop
per or something. Rankosci happened to be 
peeking in and sees her jump up all of a 
sudden and he thinks she hit the jack pot. So 
he sneaked in the back way and got behind 
her and grabbed her throat and put pressure 
on that big artery. She blacked out and 
never even saw him. We got her wrapped 
up in a room here. She don't know who 
snatched her or where she is or anything." 

Johnny's fingers relaxed a Uttle on the 
revolver butt. "She knows about Bob, 
doesn't she?" 

"That's the funny part of it. She went 
right by his name without a tumble. Reason 
she jumped up was she came to the end of 
the list without tagging anybody. Does 
that give you an idea, Edwards?" 

"Yeah," Johnny said slowly. "You mean 
a trade." 

"Sure. Drop your revolver and feel 
around until you reach the lights and turn 
them on, and we'll let the dame go." 

"But not me, huh?" 
"What do you want for one revolver?" 
Johnny laughed. "How corny can you 

get? I want something for me, not for a 
girl." 

"That's a lousy way to look at things." 
"Yeah? It's the sensible way. The world's 

full of girls. Make me a better offer." 
"Maybe I had you tagged wrong," Jocko 

said. "If you're gonna be sensible, we can 
talk sense. What if I said we could use an
other good tough guy in this racket? What 
if I said you could make yourself a half-mil
lion bucks." 

This was interesting. Jocko couldn't be 
serious, of course. The idea was to make 
him fail for a phony offer, and then catch 
him off guard and stitch a few slugs through 
him. It would be worth while playing along. 
At least he would learn how the crowd op
erated. At best, he might convince Jocko 
he was taking the offer and might get a 
chance to catch Jocko off guard. But to be 
convincing, he'd have to play hard to get. 

"You guys don't make that kind of 
money," he said. "How can you?" 

"How can we? Listen, this is big stuff, 
not peanuts. All right, we started small 
but just before you barged in we had 
worked up to forty-five aliens a month. The 
schooner makes a trip a month, see? Mostly 
Bob flies them in from the schooner." 

"One of your aliens will get caught, and 
talk." 

"Let 'em talk. They can't even describe 
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State Farm Mutual pays its 
5 millionth claim-to Long Beach driver 
This is the true picture story of the 5 millionth auto claim paid by State Farm Mutual in its 28-year history 

8 A. M. Wednesday, Arthur Untrauer, 323 Park Ave., reported claim 
to his agent, Hugh Munsterman. Mr. Untrauer's parked Ford, side-
swiped during the night, was badly damaged. At 9 A. M. the s ame 
morning, agent Munsterman picked up Untrauer at his home and 
drove him to the State Farm district office. Long Beach, California. 

A-1 Auto Works, Long Beach, is selected to do repair work, on the 
basis of competitive bids. Carageman Steve Schuster tells Untrauer 
and Munsterman that repairs needed to fix up damaged left side, 
rear, front and back fenders, and replace broken axle will cost 
$317.13. Work gets under way at 1 P. M. the same day. 

Mr. Untrauer's claim is received at Pasadena claims office. His 
coverage includes popular 80-20 collision insurance pioneered by 
State Farm Mutual. Policyholder pays 20% of each claim up to 
$250 and only $50 on a larger claim. On this basis company's check 
for $267.13 is issued, and mailed to agent Munsterman that afternoon. 

Just one week after accident occurred agent Munsterman delivers 
State Farm Mutual's check for $267.13 to Mr. Untrauer, repairs on 
his car having been satisfactorily completed. The accident cost Mr. 
Untrauer nothing because the balance of $50 will be paid h im by 
the company insuring the car that sideswiped his Ford. 

Speedy handling of Claim No. 5,000,000 
is typical of the company that pays a claim every 

15 seconds of the working day ! 

Although it happened to be Claim No. 5,000,000 in State 
Farm Mutual's 28-year history, Mr. Untrauer's claim is 
:ypical of the prompt, efficient way State Farm Mutual 
•ries to handle all its claims. The company pays a claim 
)n the average every 15 seconds of every working day! 
3aims amount to an average of $322.50 paid every 

minute—or $19,350 an hour! Last year alone, State 
Farm Mutual paid 502,000 claims! One reason for the 
speed with which claims are settled is this: when acci
dents occur, generally your State Farm agent is at hand 
to serve you. He is the man who wrote your insurance 
and is naturally most interested in keeping you a well-
satisfied customer. 

The other reason is the strategic location of the many 
hundreds of State Farm Mutual claim representatives 
throughout the country. Anywhere members travel in 

State Farm Insurance Companies 
Home Office—Bloomington, Illinois • Western Office—Berkeley, California • North Central 
Office—St. Paul, Minnesota • Canadian Office—Toronto, Ontario • West Central Office— 

Lincoln, Nebraska • Michigan Office—Marshall, Michigan 

the U. S. or Canada, claim service is available. 

In 3 years—3 rate reductions. State Farm Mutual 
members' rates lowered $17,000,000 since 1948! 

More than 1,800,000 automobiles are insured by State 
Farm Mutual. And because this one company dared to be 
different, motorists save money over the cost of ordinary 
auto insurance! Four operating practices pioneered by 
State Farm Mutual make low rates possible. The single 
selling cost members pay—semi-annual payments—the fact 
that State Farm is a mutual company—and seeks to insure 
only careful drivers. State Farm offers careful drivers 
many advantages in addition to low cost. Find out about 
these by calling your friendly State Farm agent. Simply 
look up "State Farm" in your local telephone book. 
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the schooner. We bring 'em in with their 
eyes taped. We got two guys delivering 
them up North in house trailers with the 
windows blacked out, and the drivers have 
dames up in the front seat with them and 
look like tourists and nobody bothers them. 
And Bob's got a little ham radio station 
here to keep in touch with the schooner. 
This thing's foolproof." 

Jocko sounded serious. It would be 
funny if he really meant the offer and 
thought it might be accepted. "Forty-five 
aliens a month, huh?" Johnny said. "Let's 
say five hundred a year. Six hundred dol
lars each for the ordinary ones and fifteen 
hundred for the Chinese. That's not even 
half a million bucks a year. And look how 
many guys get a cut. Look at the expenses." 

"Yeah, we got a big overhead. A guy 
like you might pull down thirty grand in 
the next year." 

"Then it would take me fifteen years to 
make that half million. You can't get 
away with it that long." 

"We ain't trying," Jocko said in a satis
fied tone. "One more year and we quit." 

"One of us is lousy at arithmetic. 
Where's that half million?" 

"It's there. This is the fattest and safest 
racket any guy ever dreamed up. You know 
your law. After we quit, how long is it 
before nobody can touch us?" 

"You mean for running aliens? You're 
safe after three years." 

"And how about the aliens we run in?" 
"They won't ever be in the clear," Johnny 

said. "They're not protected by any 
statute of limitations. They can always be 
deported. What's all this about?" 

"What we're taking in now is chicken 
feed. Look! In three years we're in the 
clear. The aliens aren't. We got their 
photos and fingerprints. Three years after 
we quit, we move in on those clucks. They 
ought to be starting to make good money 
by then. Guess who they'll be making it 
for. Us! If they squawk, they get de
ported. But nobody can touch us by then." 

A SHIVER ran over Johnny's skin. This 
was the old slave trade with modern 

refinements. Instead of going to distant 
countries and kidnaping slaves, you coaxed 
them to pay their own way. They begged 
you for the privilege. "You're missing an 
angle, though," he said. "You'd be in the 
clear on the smuggling charge but they still 
have a crime called blackmail." 

"Blackmail!" Jocko sneered. "We even 
have that figured. We get these aliens to 
sign a promissory note for five grand each. 
They don't know what it is. We tell 'em it's 
an application. They're so used to sign
ing apphcations and all kinds of papers 
they think probably you have to sign things 
in this country even to break a law. Okay, 
Edwards, count it up. We got a hundred 
and fifty aliens in akeady. In a year we'll 
quit with seven hundred aliens in. Each 
one has signed a note for five thousand 
bucks besides his passage. That makes three 
and a half million, don't it?" 

This was beginning to sound like the per
fect crime that crooks had been looking for 
all these years. "How many guys will cut 
in on the big money?" 

"Just a few of us. None of the lugs will." 
A plaintive voice spoke up from some

where in the darkness. Rankosci. He 
said, "I did not know of this angle." 

Jocko said, "You're one of the lugs." 
"Oh," Rankosci said. 
Johnny listened carefully to the echoes 

of that syllable, Rankosci hadn't said 
"oh" in a disappointed way. He said it 
thoughtfully. Rankosci hadn't stayed alive 
in that tough Havana league by running the 
bases with his eyes shut. Rankosci ought 
to be thinking: They weren't going to cut 
me in on the big money. They weren't 
letting me know about it. They aren't 
going to like remembering that I know it. 
It is not healthy to know things that Jocko 
Stearns and Bob Tate and Carlos do not 
want you to know. Yes, Rankosci ought 
to be worried. Maybe it would pay to 
worry him some more. That might give 
him another chance to get away. He said 

smoothly, "Now that Rankosci knows the 
setup, maybe you ought to cut him in." 

"I'd sooner cut him up," Jocko said. 
"Please," Rankosci said. "I am happy 

as I am." 
"I wouldn't trust the guy," Johnny said. 

"Look what he spilled to me." 
"That was a mistake," Rankosci cried. 

"You made me drunk and—" 
"But you're on the wagon now, ain't 

you?" Jocko crooned. 
"I will never drink again! I will not talk. 

I—" 
"Shut up," Johnny said. "Look, Jocko. 

You have a good proposition there. But 
what about Bob Tate? I've been a little 
rough on him. All right, so he knocked off 
a pal of mine and I felt bad about it, but I 
can do a lot of forgetting with half a million 
bucks. The thing is, will he lay off me?" 

"Sure, sure," Jocko said soothingly. 
"Let me think it over a minute." 
That was just a stall. He wanted to listen. 

If he had a lot of luck he might hear a key 
scraping in a lock and the door creaking 
open. About now, Rankosci ought to want 
out, but bad. He ought to realize he had no 
future in the racket. The trouble was, it 
might be a tossup in Rankosci's mind: did 
he have more future if he ran, or if he 
stayed and hoped? 

He listened. Nothing stirred in the big 
echoing hangar. There was only one change. 
His eyes were getting adjusted. He could 
see faint gray slabs where windows cut into 
walls. That meant Jocko was seeing better, 
too. It meant Rankosci could probably see 
well enough to move around. Rankosci 
might figure a knife in the right place would 
square things for him. The guy was dan
gerous in darkness like this. 

He said, "I have just one more question. 
What about Tim McCarter?" 

"You worried about Tim? Don't." 
"What do you mean, don't? The guy has 

it in for me. When he finishes at Pingree's 
Landing and comes back he'll report me to 
headquarters as a deserter." 

Jocko said in a coaxing tone, "Look. The 
story he put out was that you went to 
pieces. What if we twisted that story 
around and said Tim went to pieces instead 
of you? What if Bob Tate swears Tim went 
nuts and forced him to go down to Pingree's 
Landing? What if you rescue the girl out 
in the woods somewhere and prove you had 
the right angle all the time? We dump her 
out there and tell you where to find her." 

"You got to do better than that," Johnny 
said, trying to put just the right amount of 
suspicion in his voice. "At headquarters 
they'll take Tim's word over mine." 

"This is the cute part of it," Jocko said. 
"Tim won't be giving out any words." 

"I don't get it," Johnny said hoarsely. 
Jocko said, "You don't think Bob's just 

out for a stroll, do you? He's going to take 
care of Tim! The setup is perfect. He has 
Pingree's rifle hidden down there and he 
eases around and gets it and when he gets a 
chance—crack! Pingree did it, see? Pingiee 
snatched Sally McCarter, see? A month 
from now we show you where to drag the 
river for Pingree and you bring up what the 
crabs left and the case is all washed up. 
How do you like it?" 

"I like it fine," Johnny said. "Just fine. 
I'm your boy." 

He crept out slowly from under the work
bench. Tim might be dead already. Or 
there might be a little time. 

"It's a deal," Jocko said. "Turn on the 
light, Rankosci." 

"I—I am a little nervous," Rankosci said. 
"I have moved since I came in. I am not 
sure I could find it. I—" 

"Shut up," Johnny said. "I'll turn it on." 
"That's a good idea," Jocko said. 

CROUCHING, Johnny moved out a lit
tle. He still couldn't see any details in

side the hangar. Jocko's platform might be 
anywhere. He turned to bounce his voice off 
the wall so it would be hard to follow, "I'm 
moving across the room," he said. "I'm go
ing to trust you. Jocko. But keep an eye on 
Rankosci after I switch on the lights." 

"Everybody can trust me," Rankosci 
wailod. "We are all in this together." 

"I'd sooner be together with a coral 
snake," Johnny said. "We'll get the light 
on you and see if you look worth trusting. 
I'm getting near the light switch now." 

"I do not like light!" Rankosci screamed. 
"Nobody ever trusts me in the light. Peo
ple bully me in the light. They—" 

"Brace yourself," Ĵ ohnny yelled. "I got 
the switch. I'll count three. One—" 

Something scurried. Something made lit
tle squeaking ratlike noises. A shadow 
wavered at the gray blob of a window. 

Twenty feet away, high up in the hangar, 
squirts of flame leaped out and the tommy 
gun roared. Johnny swung around. The 
revolver jerked three times against his hand. 
The spurts of flame blacked out. Echoes 
bounced back and forth and slowly faded. 

Johnny straightened up and crept to a 
wall and felt slowly around until he reached 
the light switch by the door. He didn't 
know whether he had won or not. He could 
find out fast, though. He braced himself 
against the wall and flipped the switch. Up 
on the platform nothing moved. Jocko was 
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Kansas Medical Technician 
"For a shave that is clean, 
quick, and painless, it can't 
be beat." 

California Army Employee 
"Excellent, has corrected neck 
abrasions which accompanied 
wet shaves." 

New York Soldier 
"I wouldn't exchange it for a 
thousand safety razors." 

W. Virginia VA Employee 
"1 get a cleaner and closer 
shave, and my face does not 
get sore." 

• * # * * * * * « * « * « * « i i < « * « * * * * * * * « « * * * * i « « » « * i * * * * * * * * * i * * * * * * * * * * * • * * * « « * « * * » * * * * * « * * * * * * 

Maryland Bus Driver 
"A very excellent shaver and 
curved to fit face perfectly." 

Idaho Forest Ranger 
"It gives my face comfort in 
all kinds of weather." 

Pennsylvania Physician 
"Would not part with it for 
$1000 if I could not replace it." 

Air Force Medical Officer 
"Most useful gift —No hot 
water on this island — beards 
grow twice as fast and thick." 

: » * « * « « : * * « < * * « ^ * * * * f * * * « « * « i « * * * i * * i i * * * » » m » * * m * * m * * 9 * » * » m m * • * * # m m v * * * * * * * # m * * * * * 

Owners of 
REMINGTON 

umBii^ 
Electric Shavers 

mote this ad 

Oregon Cattle Rancher 
"Very good. My beard is 
tough as wire, but I get 
a clean shave with it." 

Colorado Printer 
"It shaves whiskers as close as 
any safety razor and is so fast." 

« * * * • « . * « * * « * * * * * « * « « * « * * « * * * 4 < 4 ' « ' * « » * « * * * * « * * * * * 

Iowa Laborer 
"Perfect. Shaved perfectly 
from the first time used." 

Washington, D.C. Marine 
"There is nothing to equal it 
for shaving comfort, efficiency, 
speed and cost." 

Nebraska Clerk 
"The quickest and best way to 
shave — Use Remington." 

: * « * « « * * « « i | t * « « * « « * « * » W « « « * « « « * * « * i | i * * » * : • » « * « « * « * * * 

ladiaoa Farmer 
"...easy on my tough beard, 
tender skin, and prevents in
grown hairs." 

I * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * ' * i « * « * i « * « * * « . « « * « » * « * « « * : : * t l « l t * « « * « * « * « « * 4 l * * * * * « * 4 . * « « * « * * * « * . 

Washington School Worker 
"... everything one could wish 
for —fast, smooth, close, easy 
to clean, safe." 

« * * * * * « « « * * i * • * * • « • « 

Ohio Welder 
"Can't be beat for speed and 
close shaving." 

/ 

Mississippi Boat Captain 
"I've never had a smoother 
shave." 

• « * « * « « i * * i * * « « * * * * * * » * * * « » * » « * » * * * * * * * 

Wyoming Salesman 
"Best shave in 33 years." 

« * * * * * * * * * « * * * • « « « » * « * * « * * « 

New Jersey Mechanic 
"Excellent service —no com
parison with non-electric 
razors." 

Virginia Mechanic 
"Wouldn't trade it for a 
private barber." 

Oregon Electrician 
"No finer gift ever, came my 
way." 

* * * * * ' * * « * « » * * 

Tennessee Shipping Clerk 
"I went in the store and asked 
for the best and I got a 
Remington." 

• » * * * * * * * * * * * « * * « * * * « * * * « * * * « * * * * * i • * * « * * « * * * * * 

Missouri Accountant 
"Makes shaving a pleasure." 

* « « * « * • « * * 

Thousands of these voluntary words of praise pour into Reming

ton Shaver Headquarters every month. From old and young, from 

every corner of the nation, enthusiastic owners from all walks of 

life write their praise on Remington Warranty Cards.* There is 

no finer, more useful or more acceptable gift for men, young or 

old. For Father's Day, Graduation, Anniversaries, and Wedding 

Gifts — no other gift quite equals a Remington Contour Shaver. 

Try it, at all fine stores, or any of our 112 shaver headquarters. 

* Wananf:) with each new Remington guarantees shaver for full year. 
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UNEQUALLED OWNER LOYALTY 

lAui«^^ 
V ^ Trailer Coaches 

Folks who live in trailers are quick to recoj?-
nize quality . . . and slow to change to less 
than the best. This explains 
the preference, by Vagabond 
owners, for another Vagabond 
when it comes time to buy a 
new trailer. Write today for 
fully illustrated literature, the 
name of your dealer and the 
booklet "Craftsmanship." 

niOHI»1 aUAlITT 

V A G A B O N D COACH MFG. CO. 

Box 2 0 5 , N e w Hudson, Mich. 

^ai^t 
Crystals 

give you quick, ephemeral relief from 
headaches, backaches, gastro-intestinal dis
turbances, upset stomach, biliousness, if 
and when excess ^fetric acidity and con
stipation are contjjbuting factors. 

Satisfaction 
guaranteed. 

At all 
DRUG 
STORES 

'CRAZY WATER CO., INC. 
Mineral Wells. Texas 

America's 
Largest 
Selling 
Sloe 
Gin 

60 Proof-Mr. Boston Distiller Inc., Boston,Massachusetts 

draped over the railing like an old mattress. 
The chopper lay below on the floor. By 
the window was a heap of old clothes, badly 
torn in places. 

It was queer, he thought dizzily. He 
hadn't expected that. Nobody would ever 
know why Jocko had started shooting. 
Maybe he was trigger-happy. Maybe he 
couldn't stand seeing Rankosci skip out. 
Maybe he thought the shadow was Johnny 
Edwards. Maybe— 

EDWARDS started through the section 
of the hangar that had been partitioned 

into rooms, flipping on lights as he went. 
There was a ham radio outfit in one room. 
The next room had a heavy lock on the 
door. He opened it and saw that the room 
was a big one; it had no windows, and all it 
contained was a pile of Army cots. That 
looked like the slave pen. Beyond was a 
storeroom containing one opened cot. There 
was a long slim bundle on it, draped with a 
blanket. He threw back the blanket and saw 
Sally. She started trembling. That was 
about the only movement she could make. 
She had been tied and gagged and her eyes 
had been taped shut. She had no 
idea who had removed the blanket. 

He worked on the gag first. It 
came loose and Sally tried to 
scream for help. She was quite a 
girl. Not many girls would trade 
a scream for a slug on the head. Ac
tually she couldn't scream. There 
were blue marks on her throat 
where Rankosci had clamped down 
on her jugular, and all she could do 
was croak. 

"Take it easy," he said. "It's 
Johnny. You're okay now." 

She moved her lips, trying to get 
some feeling back into them, and 
mumbled, "If there's a tag on me 
that says, 'Do not open until 
Christmas,' pay no attention to it." 

"I'll have you loose in a minute. 
Listen. I have to work fast. This 
tape's going to hurt coming off. 
Squeeze your eyes shut." 

She nodded. There were four 
pieces of tape across her eyes. He 
ripped them off, trying not to 
watch. When it was over she lay 
there with welts on her face and 
tears popping'out under her lids. 

"Yell if it makes you feel better,' 
muttered. "It's safe." 

"I can't yell," she wailed. "I can't do 
anything but squeak. Where am I, Johnny?" 

"In Bob Tate's hangar," he said, working 
on the ropes. 

"Oh, no," she gasped. "Not Bob!" 
"He didn't snatch you, but he runs the 

racket. He's the guy I've been hunting." 
"I can't believe it! I checked his name on 

the list and he seemed all right and—and— 
Oh! I didn't check him at all. I was so sure 
he couldn't be the one." 

"So was I. But his boys were watching 
you and thought you'd tagged him, so they 
moved in." 

She said faintly, "I heard a lot of noise. 
Did you kill him?" 

"No. Two of his guys are dead, though." 
"I'm so glad you didn't kill him," she 

gasped. "Not that he means anything to 
me. But I don't want you to be a killer." 

"When you hear the full story, you may 
cheer me on." 

"Johnny, is Tim all right?" 
He cut the last cord around her ankles. 

"Can you sit up? Can you walk?" 
She sat up slowly, watching his face. 

"You didn't answer when I asked if Tim is 
all right." 

"There isn't any soft way to break this to 
you," he said. "I messed things up. Tim 
thinks I deserted. He's out with Bob Tate 
around Pingree's boat. I think Bob plans 
to shoot him." 

Her face looked as if he had kicked her 
in the stomach. She tried to push herself up 
from the cot. Her legs crumpled, and he 
caught her before she dropped to the floor. 
"I'm sorry," she said in a tight, flat voice. 
"That wasn't a faint. My legs are asleep. 
Tell me what I can do." 

He picked her up and started carrying her 
and telling her the whole story. He talked 
fast as he stumbled through the main 
hangar where Jocko hung over the railing 
and the heap of torn clothes lay tumbled un
der the window. When they reached the 
road he put her down and helped her walk 
to the car. He had finished the story by the 
time he reached the lane leading to her 
house. 

"Drop me here," she said. "I'm all right 
now." 

"Got it straight?" he asked. "First call 
the local cops, then the chief in Miami." 

She nodded and climbed out of the car, 
and Johnny slammed it into gear and sent 
it howling down the road. 

It had been a long hunt and it was coming 
to an end, and nobody was going to talk 
him out of finishing it properly. It wasn't 
as if Bob Tate had any right to live. The 
guy left a trail of death behind him as casu
ally as a kid littering the sidewalk with 
candy papers. On account of Bob Tate at 
least four people were dead—Tony and 
Howard Pingree and Jocko and Rankosci— 
and maybe Tim and others he didn't know 

•'—Oh yes, Hilliarcl, when you get a 
chance this afternoon, c lean out 
your desk and come into my office'' 

COLLIER'S MARTY L0WEN8TEIN 

he about. It would be nice if the next dead 
body belonged to Bob Tate and not to 
Johnny Edwards. 

His headlights began washing over the 
sandy ruts leading to Pingree's Landing. 

Something glittered ahead in the bushes. 
Glass. Window glass. The rear window of 
the Border Patrol sedan. He jammed on 
the brakes and the car mushed to a stop in 
the sand. He sat for a moment, lights on, 
listening. The radiator of the car ticked 
softly. No sound came from the jackstraw 
jumble of trees and bushes and vines and 
mangroves to his left. He had no way of 
telling whether or not Bob Tate had found 
a good chance to use Pingree's rifle, so he 
would have to play this by ear. That meant 
assuming Tiin was still alive. He didn't dare 
try to yell a warning, because Bob would 
catch on at once, and Tim wouldn't. If 
Bob caught on, he would start shooting the 
first guy in range. That would be Tim. 

What he had to do was decoy Bob away 
from Tim. It wouldn't be easy. Right now 
Bob considered Tim the most dangerous 
person in Fort Myers, because Tim would 
check on the magazine angle as soon as he 
got time. So the idea was to make Bob 
think he was in the clear about the maga
zines, and then give him some reason to 
come running breathlessly to knock off a 
guy named Edwards. He thought a minute, 
clicked on a plan. It looked good and he 
didn't have time to figure all the angles. 

The automobile horn was a ring inside 
the steering wheel. He began rocking the 
ring jerkily. Sound blared into the night. 
Dit and dah sound. As a pilot and ham 
radio operator. Bob Tate must know Morse 
code. Johnny sent a message slowly. "Mc-
Carter from Edwards," he signaled. "Maga
zine lead N.G. Checked news dealers." 

He paused. Around him the mangrove 
jungle was quiet. Down by the river a heron 
screeched brassily. Everything else seemed 
to be holding its breath. The dits and dahs 
said, "S-a-1-l-y s-t-i-l-1 m-i-s-s-i-n-g." 

Tim wasn't in the clear yet. Not by 
plenty. Bob Tate wasn't dumb; he would 
•wonder why Johnny Edwards had come 
back, and it would take a pretty good ex
planation to satisfy him. 

"Need help," he signaled. "Caught guy 
tailing me. Think he will talk. He is Georg 
Rankosci, member Havana gang." 

He stopped. That should do it. That 
ought to bring Bob Tate fast. Now he'd 
better get out of the car before Bob and the 
,30-.30 bullets arrived. He opened the door 
and then paused as an unpleasant idea be
gan haunting him. 

When the horn stopped sending mes
sages, would Bob get suspicious and decide 
it was a trap? And then would Bob start 
shooting his way out of it? And wouldn't 
the nearest target be Tim McCarter? That 
was an angle he had overlooked when the 
plan first popped into his head. 

The trap had seemed like a good one, 
and he had wasted no time setting 
it. It was good, all right. But it 
turned out to be a two-way trap. 

Of course some people might sug
gest sitting there playing with the 
horn. Any guy stupid enough to 
buy that idea would sneak behind 
the target on a rifle range and peek 
through holes in the bull's-eye to 
see how close the boys were shoot
ing. Fun was fun, and Tim was a 
nice guy, but nobody could expect 
him to do that. Or could they? 

He listened. The only sound 
came from his heart. Nothing 
moved except insects whirling si
lently in the cones of the head
lights. Maybe he could send one 
more message and then dive into 
the bushes. He slid down until he 
was lying on the floor with his legs 
outside the car. He reached up 
along the steering column and hit 
the ring before he knew it. The 
horn let out a blast right beside his 
ear. The vibration tingled through 
his body like high voltage. He got 
himself under control, and signaled, 
"Rankosci knows plenty." 

[t was an odd feeling to lie there like a 
chicken with its head on a chopping block. 
He had his revolver out of the holster but 
before he could use it, he would have to 
untangle himself from the frame of the car 
and the door and pedals and steering col
umn. He was gambling that Bob Tate 
would start shooting from a little distance, 
aiming at where a man ought to be sitting, 
instead of creeping right up to the car. It 
would be a lot better gamble to crawl out 
and hide in the bushes. 

He sent another brief message and found 
that the noise helped. It filled his head and 
stopped him from thinking. He sent a very 
slow message: "W-h-a-t a-r-e w-e w-a-i-t-
i-n-g ]f-o-r? W-h-a-t a-r-e w-e—" 

A high-pitched sound drilled through the 
blaring of the horn. Spangg! His hand 
froze. Spangg. He gripped the ring and 
jerked out the words: "Get-Bob-Get-Bob-
Get—" 

RIFLE shots rattled like firecrackers, and 
dust flew from the seat, and something 

tugged his sleeve. He yanked down his 
arm and hooked his heels under the side of 
the car and went squirming and tumbling 
out of the car and into a heap on the sand. 
As he straightened, a final shot starred the 
windshield and Bob Tate leaped from 
bushes a dozen yards away and ran toward 
him. Johnny dug his right elbow in the 
sand. He swung the revolver down with a 
slow squeeze on the trigger and watched 
the sights dip below Bob's collar and felt 
the jolt come back through his wrist and 
forearm and saw the running figure spin 
with the impact and go down. 

A good clean shot through the heart and 
nobody could say it was murder. 

He got slowly to his feet and walked to 
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Every home needs this newest, finest 

and most up-to-date encyclopedia! 

Entirely New from A to Z . . . as modem as 

the Nineteen Fifties! 

20 beautiful volumes 

14,000 fact-filled pages 

14,000,000 words 

400,000 index entries 

50,000 reference topics 

10,000 revealing illus

trations—many in color 

126 new maps in color 

Dr. Eugene H. Wilson, Di
rector ol Libraries of the University 
of Colorado in the Saturday Review of 
Literature says: 

" . . . a readable, attractive, authoritative, 

up-to-date, comprehensive reference work 

with a price reasonable enough to recommend 

it for first consideration by the family or 

individual interested in purchasing an encyclopedia 

to serve for quick reference, systematic study, 

and even for recreational reading." 

Once you've seen it and used it, you'll settle 
for no other Encyclopedia. Literally thousands 
of authoritative articles, so new, so easy to 
find and so crystal-clear make Collier's the 
one Encyclopedia for the s tudent , the 
teacher, professional and businessmen and 

Collier's Encyclopedia is ideal for school as
signments. It answers "homework" problems 
and provides comprehensive coverage and 
technical detail to meet reference require
ments. Yes, one set serves a Ufetime . . . 
satisfies young and old alike! 

Written as it is in popular terminology, and 
printed in large, easy-to-read type on high 
quality paper, yoiu- entire family will rely on 
Collier's Encyclopedia for specific answers and 
then read on and on as in a fascinating novel. 
Yes, Collier's Encyclopedia literally covers the 
world from A to Z . . . history, from antiq
uity to the nineteen fifties . . . geography, 
from Alaska to Zanzibar . . . science, firom 
Confucius to Churchill . . . art, from cave 
drawings to Picasso . . . religion, literature, 
social customs, sports . . . valuable informa
tion about anything and everything is at your 
beck and call in Collier's Encyclopedia. 

Col l i e r ' s Encyc loped ia 
ONE OF THE MOST SIGNIFICANT REFERENCE WORKS OF OUR TIME 

Here are facts about up-to-dateness you 
can't afford to overlook when selecting the 
family reference encyclopedia. 

100,000 words on splitting the atom and 
radio activity, including cosmic rays . . . 
hydrogen bomb . . . atomic bomb tests. 

200,000 words on Aviation, including 
rockets . . . turbo-jets . . . " J A T O " . . . 
helicopters . . . "bl ind" flying. 

200,000 words on sports and games, includ
ing referee's signals, field diagrams . . . 
individual and team records . . . plus ex
planation of such modern games as Canasta. 

350,000 words on chemistry, including syn
thetic materials . . . new 'miracle" drugs 
. . . nutrition and vitamins . . . chemi
cal and biological warfare. 

F R E E . . . 
Yours for the asking . . . an illustrated 24-page, four-color 
booklet crammed-full of interesting and instructive illustra
tions (fully captioned) on subjects currently making head
line news. There are pictures of experiments in cosmic ray 
energy . . . of one of our largest atom smashers . . . un
usual primitive tribes . . . African 
animals . . . of interesting scenes 
'round the world, and so many 
others we have not space here to 
tell you more. Why not see for 
yourself? No cost! No obligation! 

COLLIER'S ENCYCLOPEDIA 
CROWELL-COLLIER BUILDING 
640 Fifth Avenue, New York 19, N. Y. 

Please send me, without cost or obligation, your elaborately illut-
troted, interest-packed booklet, plus information about the new 
Collier's Encyclopedia and how I can own this wonderful new refer
ence library on convenient budget terms. 

Name. 

Address. 

City. 

4^C^. 

1 
Zone .State COL-9 
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INTRODUCTORY OFFER 
ro jiDrnmc out mw UTUoei 

All Metal Horsei 

MAIL TODAY 

R & S Co. 
262, DeDt S I , FORT LEE, NEW JEBSEV 

MANY NEVER 
SUSPECTCAUSE 
OF BACKACHES 

When kidney function slows down, many folks com-

Slain of nagging backache, loss of pep and energy, 
eadaches and dizziness. Don't suffer longer with 

these discomforts if reduced kidney function is get
ting you down—due to such common causes as stress 
and strain, over-exertion or exposure to cold. 

Don't neglect your kidneys if these conditions 
bother you. Try Dean's Pills—a mild diuretic. Used 
auccesafuUy by millions for over 50 years. While 
often otherwise caused, it's amazing how many 
times Doan's give happy relief from these discom
forts—help the 15 miles of kidney tubes and filters 
flush out waste. Get Doan's Pills todayl 

SOFT 
ICORNSI 

Jetween Toes' 

INSTANTLY Relieved, QUICKLY Removed 
Soft Corns occur only between Iho toes. To 
instantly relieve and speedily remove them, use 
Dr. Scholi's Zino-pads in the special .lize and 
shape (or Soft Corns (Soft Corn Size). Be sure 
to ask for them by that name. Sold everywhere. 

D-Scholls Zino pads 
AMAZING PAZO ACTS TO 

RELIEVE PAIN 
OF S IMPU PILES 

INSTANTLY 
Speed amazing relief from misenes of 
simple piles, with soothing Pazo*! Acts to 
relieve pain and itching instantly—soothes 
inflameii tissues—helps prevent soreness 
—reduce swelling. You get real comforting 
help. So don't suffer one moment of need
less torture from simple piles. Get Pazo for 
fast, wonderful relief. Ask your doctor 
about it. Suppository form—also tubes 
with perforated pile pipe for easy, thor
ough application. 

*Pazi> Ointment and Supposilorits ® 

MONEY 
for 

YOU! 
Collier's offers you an opportunity to 
make a spare-time income by telephone, 
mail or personal calls. Take care of new 
and renewal subscriptions for COLLIER'S, 
WOMAN'S HOME COMPANION, THE 
AMERICAN MAGAZINE and ALL maga
zines. 
For money-making supplies, mail a penny 
postal or the coupon now. 

.MAIL NOW!' 

Independent Agency Division, Desk C-58 
THE CROWELL-COLLIER PUB. CO. 
640 Fifth Avenue, New York 19, N.Y. 
How can I make EXTRA INCOME by 
'phone, mail or personal calls? 

NAME 
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the crumpled figure. Then suddenly his 
throat went dry and ice started freezing in 
his stomach. The body was moving. It 
wriggled slowly around until it was lying 
face up. Bob Tate wasn't dead. He was 
pawing at a dark stain high on the right 
side of his chest. 

Johnny lifted the revolver and lined the 
sights up neatly. Bob turned his hand 
around palm up, as if to hold off the bullet, 
and began babbling for a break and swear
ing to tell everything. Johnny had waited a 
long time for this. It was tough that the 
chance had to come ia this nightmare way 
but— 

He had waited a long time, all right. 
Too long. Now he didn't want it any more. 

He bent and picked up the rifle and 
reached inside Bob's shirt and got the .45 
automatic from its shoulder holster. If he 
hurried, he could step to one of the bushes 
and get over being sick before Tim arrived. 

HE SAT in the living room of the Mc-
Carter house with Tim and Ed Brian, 

as he had done a few weeks ago after the 
original mess at Pingree's Landing. There 
was quite a difference this time, though. 
This time there had been no beating around 
the bush, no kid-glove handling of a trainee 
who had made a mistake. Tim and Ed 
Brian had wanted the whole story and they 
had gone after it with hard, slugging ques
tions. They had it now. The works, without 
lace pants. They looked a little punch-
drunk. 

Sally brought in more coffee and gave 
him a small twisted smile and went out 
again. The welts across her eyes looked like 
a pink mask. She ought to be in bed with a 
cold compress on those welts, but she 
wanted to be in on everything. 

It had been a long night. Bob Tate was 
in the hospital, slightly hoarse from telling 
everything he knew and probably a lot of 
things he didn't know. A couple of bodies 
were not telling anything to the local under
taker, and in a faw hours boats would start 
grappling in the Calooahatchee near Pin
gree's Landing for another candidate. A 
Border Patrol squad was camped around 
a filing case full of photographs and finger
prints in the office at the hangar, and a 
lookout had been flashed for the men who 
drove the cars and blacked-out house trail
ers. The schooner, too far offshore to be 
seized or boarded, was heading back for 
Havana with a Coast Guard boat tagging 
along in her wake. 

Outside, light the color of dirty dishwater 
was starting to leak through the sky. The 
color suited Johnny's mood perfectly. 

"I wish I could figure," the chief said in 
a tired voice, "whether Edwards ought to 
get a medal or a kick in the teeth." 

"I'd rather not do the kicking," Tim said. 
"A guy could lose a foot that way." 

Johnny said irritably, "I wish you'd wait 
till I leave before you talk about me behind 
my back." 

"Stick around," Brian said. "You might 
even hear something good about yourself." 

"Let's not kid ourselves," Johnny said. 
"Everything I did was just to run down Bob 
Tate." 

"And when you had a chance to kill him, 
you didn't. You could have done it, and no
body would have tried to prove murder. I 
keep looking for the answer to that and not 
finding it." 

Johnny said, "Let me know if you find it 
before I do." 

"What are your plans after all this is 
cleaned up, Edwards? Go to work in your 
family's business? Head back to your 
salmon streams and golf courses and high-
elass bars? Stick with us?" 

"I wouldn't have expected you to give me 
that third choice." 

"I didn't give it to you. I just asked 
what you wanted to do. I haven't made up 
my mind." 

"You're one step ahead of me," Johnny 
said. "Before I can make up my mind, I'll 
have to see where I mislaid it." 

The chief rose. "I'll look in at the hangar 
and then catch some sleep. I'll be around 
tomorrow. You two take it easy, hear?" 

"Okay," Tim said. He watched the chief 
leave, then said abruptly, "Where do you 
want me to start apologizing, Edwards?" 

"I want you to start apologizing in Miami 
while I'm here in Fort Myers." 

"You don't have to be noble. I had plenty 
of wrong ideas about you." 

"The right ones would have been just as 
bad." 

"I want to be honest about this," Tim 
said. "I still don't have much time for you." 

"I don't know why you should." 
"No reason why you should have much 

time for me, either. If you want to tell me 
off, it's okay." 

"This is going to be quite a letdown for 
you," Johnny said. "I think you're a swell 
guy. I only dislike one thing about you. 
You drive a car so slowly it gives me the 
jitters." 

Tim got up. "I'm going to bed," he mut
tered. "It will take me a while to get over 
that one. Don't think what you said makes 
me feel all of a sudden that you're a great 
guy, too. Because it doesn't." He walked 
to the doorway and then turned and said, 
"If you stick around you can drive the car, 
though." He went into his bedroom and 
slammed the door. 

Johnny lighted a final cigarette and won
dered how long he would feel empty. Most 
of his life he had never wanted anything 
very badly, and so there had been a lot of 
dull times when he had just gone through 
the motions. Then, of all things to pick, he 
found that he wanted very badly to kill a 
man. There was no use kidding himself: 
he had come alive for the first time. He 
had a goal, just like in the success stories. 
He was going places. But when he got there, 
everything went flat. And you could only 
kill a guy once, and then you had no place 
to go. You were at the end of the line. The 
funny thing was, however, that he had 
jumped off before the end of the line. You 
might think he wanted to go somewhere 
else now. 

Something began nagging at his attention, 
and he looked up and saw Sally moving 
around the room straightening furniture 
and cleaning ash trays. That was odd. This 
was where he had come in, a couple of 
months ago, on a bench overlooking the 
Plaza de la Fraternidad in Havana. A girl 
had been wandering up and down, trying 
to catch his attention. An American girl. 
Nice long legs, trim flanks that rippled in
stead of jiggled as she walked, slim waist, 
shiny brown sun-streaked hair with a wave 
at the end—all the standard equipment. To 
be fair, a lot of de lu.xe equipment, too. 
You found the type all over the country. 

She happened to glance at him, and said, 
"I heard what you told Tim. It was very 
nice of you." 

"It was really a dirty trick," he said. "I 

could have broken the news more gently." 
"He'll change his mind about you, 

Johnny. But it will take time. He's about 
as good at changing his mind as a freight 
train is at zigzagging." 

"Just out of curiosity," he said, "how 
good are you at changing your mind?" 

"Me? Worse than Tim, I'm afraid." 

THAT'S what he had figured. Fortu
nately, he hadn't let himself get out of 

hand. "If you're going to insist on cleaning 
all the ash trays now," he said, "let me help." 

"Why do we have to change the subject 
to ash trays?" 

"I'm not changing the subject. You came 
in here to clean ash trays and straighten up 
the room and—" 

"I came in here to straighten up my per
sonal affairs. They're in a tangle." 

"But you were cleaning ash trays—" 
"Isn't it lucky," she said wearily, "that 

there weren't any ash trays around the Plaza 
de la Fraternidad that day in Havana? 
Otherwise you'd have watched me parade 
back and forth in front of you and decided 
I was just taking a few ash trays for a walk." 

"That's funny. I was thinking about that 
time in Havana, too. But you were actually 
trying to attract my attention that day." 

"I told you I'm even worse than Tim 
about changing my mind." 

He caught his breath. There might be 
possibilities here, if a guy went about it 
slowly and in the right way. Let's not get 
too excited, though, he thought. A thing 
like this could build up to an awful letdown. 
"You know what?" he said cautiously. "I 
wish we could start all over, back at the 
point where we met in Havana." 

"That's a long way back." 
"Would you be willing to try, though?" 
"If you insist. But I've forgotten some of 

my lines. I may get them mixed up." 
He walked over to her and said very seri

ously, "I'd like to give you a ring sometime. 
Do you remember me saying that?" 

"Yes, Johnny." 
"Well, what's the answer?" 
"Yes, I will." 
"That doesn't make sense," he com

plained. "I ask if I can give you a ring 
sometime and you say, 'Yes, I will.' " 

"I told you I might get my lines mixed. 
I was answering another question. It comes 
along later, I hope." 

His legs started wobbling, and he grabbed 
her. "What question was that?" he said. 
"What one?" 

She moved close. Her voice sounded 
calm but her body quivered against him 
like a flame. "Any old question," she said. 
"Any old question at all." 

His arms locked around her. It was quite 
a thing to feel alive again. It could very 
easily last a lifetime. THE END 

CLABfCY 

JOHN RUGE 
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of the coaches to tell him what to do next. 
He was a tall boy, lean and sandy, and 

might have been handsome if there had 
been anything to his face. The features 
were there but they were, apparently, in
capable of expression. It is not enough to 
say that 1 had never seen the boy angry. I 
had never seen him amused, either. Or 
happy. Or astonished. Or in pain. What 
happened inside him was his own business 
and it did not appear on his face or in the 
attitudes of his body. All 1 really knew 
about him was his physical measurements 
and performances and the fact that he was 
majoring in chemistry. That and what Pug 
had told me. 

BY THAT time I was close enough to 
hear what Bishop was saying—some

thing about being tired and worked out. Pug 
simply told Bishop be wanted him to pace 
Jack in a half mile, the idea being that Jack 
would benefit by running that distance 
against a faster man. Bishop, who might 
easily have been overworked and, as a con
sequence, on edge, said he didn't see the 
sense of that and furthermore he didn't care 
much for Pug's idea of discipline and how 
about doing something to benefit some other 
member of the team besides Jack? 

Pug hit him then, a brutal smash on the 
corner of the mouth, and Bishop went down. 
He lay on the ground, dazed and starting to 
bleed, and after a moment I had him car
ried into the locker room, where the trainer 
could work on him. Trying to think of 
something to say or do, I looked at Jack. 
He was still waiting, as silent and as in
sensitive as a dead motor. Nothing had 
happened—at least not anything that con
cerned him. The man who had hit Bishop 
was not his father but the man who had 
taught him to run. And it was Jack's busi
ness to run. 

"Take a couple of turns around the 
track," I said. "After that, take a shower 
and go home." 

Jack nodded and walked over to the 
track. After limbering up for a moment 
or two, he began to run in that light, float
ing style of his. 

"What now?" I said. 
Pug, who had been looking at Jack, fol

lowing his movements on the track, turned 
to me; and there was such bitter knowledge 
on his face, and so much pain inflicted by 
that knowledge, that I closed my eyes 
against it. I thought: So he knows now. If 
not all, at least a part of it. And after—or 
if and when—the boy runs the four-minute 
mile, what's Pug got left? 

"I'll restore order around here," I said. 
And I left him. There was really nothing 
else I could do. . . . 

Unexpectedly, the next three weeks were 
almost unendurably anticlimactic, princi
pally because Pug refused to react against 
what was happening to him and around 
him. Bishop's parents went to the piesi-
dent of the university and after that to the 
papers. Pug apologized, of course, but in 
such an obviously reluctant manner that no 
one was satisfied. I think only his reputa
tion—which was not inconsiderable—saved 
him. The business of hitting Bishop was the 
clearest possible demonstration that Pug not 
only could not enforce the simplest kind of 
discipline but that he no longer believed in 
it. There was only one important thing 
now: the four-minute mile. 

We won our next two dual meets with 
Jack running under wraps, and made prepa
rations to fly to Chicago for the IC4A. 
Sunday night Pug came over to the house 
while Edith was packing and engaged me 
in checking preparations for the team. After 
perhaps an hour he asked me abruptly how 
fast Jack would have to run to win. 

"The fastest time outside of Jack's phe
nomenal four-0-two and a fifth"—I stressed 
the word phenomenal—"was turned in by 
Yates of Pennsylvania. Four-0-eight. Jack 
can win in four-0-six." 
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"Yates doesn't run against the clock," 
Pug said. 

I should explain here that Jack was a 
pacer, a miler who runs his four quarter-
mile laps at nearly equal speeds. Pug would 
decide, say, that the boy would have to run 
a four-minute, eight-second mile to win. 
Jack then would try to run four sixty-two-
second laps, confident that his opposition 
could not make up in their finishing sprints 
what he gained in the first three laps. Yates 
laid off the pace in the early laps and de
pended on his speed in the last lap to win— 
what is called a finishing kick. 

"Four-0-six will win," I said. "Yates can't 
be that good." 

"It won't matter how good he is," Pug 
said. 

I tried to speak very calmly. "I'm not 
going to say anything more about how 
you're running or not running the team, 
Pug. If you want to throw away your job 
at State—which is what you're doing—" 

Pug got up abruptly and went to the 
door. 

"All right," I said. "But has it occurred 
to you that Jack might hurt himself—per
manently—trying to run a mile faster than 
anyone has ever run it—faster maybe than 
anyone can run it?" 

But Pug had gone. Edith came in from 
the bedroom to find me talking to the door. 

"What's going to happen?" she said. 
"I'm not a doctor. The boy'U break a 

blood vessel or damage his heart or just 
pass out from general exhaustion. He won't 
quit. How can he? He's been trained for 
sixteen years to set a pace and hold it and 
that's what he'll do." 

"The odd thing is, I'm sorry for Pug." 
"So am I. This isn't just a race. It's a 

crusade. 

IN CHICAGO I was much too busy to 
have anything to do with either Pug or 

Jack except during the qualifying heats for 
the mile. I did what had to be done and told 
Pug about it later. We placed more men 
in the finals than any other team in the 
country—which was more than I had ex
pected. In the mile, Yates, Jack and a 
stocky boy named Barclay won their re
spective heats without much trouble. Bar
clay, I thought, had stamina and guts but 
not enough leg. Yates, however, had stam
ina, guts and leg. He was a tall, strong boy 
with a terrific finish, not a pretty runner 
but powerful. 

I talked with Pug about Yates on Friday, 
saying very firmly that Yates was good but 
that I still thought a four-O-four mile—I 
had come down from four-0-six—would 
beat him. Pug was looking at a stop watch 
he was holding loosely in his right hand— 
not seeing anything there, just looking. I 
saw the hand shake. It would go shake-
shake-shake and then Pug would stop it. 
Shake-shake-shake. Stop. Shake-shake-
shake. Stop. Like a watch. 

I walked away from him, thinking not 
of the four-minute mile Jack would try to 
run on Saturday but of all the times there
after when Pug would run it in his mind. I 
could see Pug sitting in his room—any
where—at home, on trains, in hotels—sit
ting holding the stop watch in his hand, 
hearing the gun, seeing the nervous break 
for the lead, runners swinging wide to 
avoid being pocketed. Jack's eight-foot 
stride opening up a lead. Pug's legs moving 
with Jack's, the stamp-stamp of his feet on 
the floor of whatever room he might be in, 
his eyes on the watch, remembering and 
running every stride of the race. 

I could see the agony on Pug's face as 
Jack went into the last lap hearing Yates's 
feet hitting the track behind him, knowing 
that he was running that distance faster than 
anyone had run it but wondering, too, if he 
was running it fast enough to win. Then, 
in the strictures of exhaustion, the first fear 
that he might not reach the string the offi
cials had stretched across the track, that the 
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marvelous machine would fail 
him, that the blood expanding 
like steam under the smashing 
strokes of his heart would burst 
from his eyes and nose and 
mouth and he would fall for
ward onto the cinders, not know
ing whether the screams of the 
crowd were for him or for the 
giant Yates swerving to pass 
him. . . . 

There is no reason to record 
the various events our team was 
entered in that Saturday except 
to say that when the runners 
dug their starting holes for the 
mile we were leading by two 
points with almost all of the field 
events in doubt. Yates, Jack and 
Barclay drew the three outside 
lanes—positions of little impor
tance except at the start, since 
the mile is not run in lanes. 

Curiously, Pug, who always 
gave detailed instructions to 
Jack before each race, simply 
asked if the boy was ready. Jack 
nodded in that abstractedly at
tentive way of his, a gesture I 
had seen a hundred times. Pug 
apparently expected something 
more. Putting his hand on the 
boy's arm, he began to talk, 
swiftly and incoherently, of 
Jack's childhood—his first pair 
of running shoes, his first stop 
watch, the day he ran his first 
four forty, all the memorabilia 
of first things which parents 
store in the attic, where, after 
their children have disappointed 
them or left them, they can go and in the 
close, secret fondling of these things remem
ber and re-create a time when their children 
had not disappointed them and would never 
leave them. 

As I saw it. Pug suddenly was trying to 
reach the boy beneath the runner by re
calling emotional experiences common to 
both of them. But there had never been a 
boy and his parent. There were no emo
tional experiences to recall. There was just 
a mechanic who had constructed a won
drous machine day by day, year by year, 
and who now wanted the kind of reaction 
from it which the machine couldn't supply. 
The reason the machine couldn't supply its 
creator with the emotions demanded from 
it was, of course, that Pug had not put any 
such mechanism into it. He had built it for 
the purpose of running a mile in four min
utes flat. To put anything into it not per
taining to its primary function would be 
to lessen its efficiency. So at the age of 
fifty—for the first time and for his own 
peculiar reasons—Pug became a father. I 
turned away from them: the blankly atten
tive, blankly polite, unresponsive athlete; 
the urgent and despairing father. 

BARCLAY jumped the gun, and they 
were all called back. They broke nicely 

the second time. Barclay led at the first 
turn with Yates a stride behind him and 
Jack bunched with the others a stride be
hind Yates. Jack took the lead on the far 
straightaway and at the end of the first lap 
had opened up ten yards on Barclay, who 
was now in second place with Yates close 
in third. 

When I saw Pug, standing some ten yards 
from the finish line, signal Jack that he 
had run the first lap in the exact time agreed 
upon—sixty seconds—1 looked at my own 
stop watch. I had timed him in a fraction 
under sixty. 

At the end of the second lap. Jack was 
leading Barclay by twenty yards and Yates 
by twenty-five. Again I saw Pug signal 
Jack, that flat movement of the arm across 
the chest which meant "Fine—keep going." 
Again I looked at my watch. I had the in
credible time of one fifty-nine point eight 
for the half mile. 

Barclay made his move coming into the 
last twenty yards of the third lap. Both he 
and Yates obviously thought that it was im-

R E N E E GEORGE 
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—DOROTHY B. GRISWOLD 

possible for Jack to maintain the pace he 
had set for the first three laps. He would 
break soon and the race then would be be
tween themselves. But Jack went into the 
last quarter mile with such a tremendous 
lead that Barclay, nervous and overanx
ious, opened up. Yates laid back until, at 
the first turn, some three hundred fifty 
yards from the tape, he too began to move. 

I rarely hear stadium crowds but I did 
then. I could have leaned against that 
massed roar as I could have leaned against 
a wall. It was not for Jack but for Yates 
and Barclay, two nice wholesome kids try
ing to catch a mechanism and possibly de
stroying themselves in the doing. I hated 
Jack at that moment—the perfection of 
movement, the machine that ran against a 
clock. I would have liked to see it fly 
apart suddenly since its dissolution would 
reveal not the awful uncasing of blood and 
flesh but broken steel springs and screws 
and cunningly notched metal wheels. 

Barclay got within possibly fifteen yards 
of Jack at the turn on the far straightaway 
before he broke. Yates passed him there, 
still strong but running erratically, driving 
himself. By this time I had worked my 
way down the infield to a place about fifty 
yards from the tape which the officials had 
now strung across the track. 

They were into the last hundred yards, 
Yates closing on Jack with every stride. I 
didn't care about Yates. He was through. 
He had been gaining on Jack and then, sev
enty yards from the finish, he began to drop 
back, lurching and pushing his legs in front 
of him like a man running in two feet of 
water. 1 was watching Jack. He was no 
longer a machine but a boy in the agony of 
exhaustion, his head twisted up and to the 
left, his lips so distended that his mouth 
was like a hole driven into his .skull, his 
eyes two white sticky balls glittering with 
salt. He had set his pace and he would 
hold it—hold it until he broke. 

Abruptly, I wanted to rush out on the 
track and throw my arms around him, not 
flag him down but put myself between him 
and the next stride he would take, to do 
what it was obviously impossible for the 
boy himself to do. There was nothing 
mechanical about him now. In the ex
tremity of his exhaustion he had become 
human, and his actions were those of a 
vengeful child who injures himself in the 
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esperate hope of injuring his elders. It 
/as a self-mutilation too innocent to be 
bscene. And for no cause. For a triumph 
f muscle to be written into the records 
nd in five or six years to be surpassed and 
written out again. Not his own triumph 
•ut Pug's. Something for the old man to 
it and fondle in his senility—a toy to be 
eld close to the heart which had risked 
othing of itself to gain the toy. 

I saw Jack veer toward his right as he 
assed me, and when I turned I saw Pug 
unning alongside the boy, grabbing at his 
rms. Pug had his wrist but Jack, still 
loving, pushed him away and staggered 
jward the tape not more than thirty yards 
way. Then he and Pug were down on the 
ack, the boy struggling to lift himself and 
nally sprawling on his stomach with his 
:gs toward the stands. It was impossible 
:)r Yates, tired as he was, to avoid Jack. I 
3W his spikes come down on Jack's ankle 
nd saw the blood spurt from the holes in 
le flesh. 

I can't vouch for what happened next, 
xcept that Dr. Wilcox, the team physician, 
nd I were walking Jack between us to-
•ard the locker room. I had enough pres-
nce of mind to obey Wilcox's order to 
'alk the boy and to keep on walking him. 
v'ith Jack's arms around our shoulders and 
urs around his waist, we walked him up 
nd down the locker room until Wilcox de-
ided that he was sufficiently sweated out. 
kfter that we laid him on the leather-
overed table where Wilcox could attend to 
is ankle. I remember shouting at people 
) get out of my way and I remember Pug, 
tting on a bench in the corner. Needless 
) say, Jack was disqualified, and we fin-
hed the meet third behind NYU and Penn-
/Ivania. 

There is little to add to this except that 
ug resigned as head coach without fur-
ler pressure and I was offered a one-year 
Detract to replace him. That summer, 
ack, with a sound if somewhat stiff ankle, 
'ent East to accept a job with an oil com-
any which promptly exported him to Saudi 
irabia. Pug sold his house, liquidated his 
ssets, and simply disappeared. 

In a manner he couldn't have foreseen, 
ug had had his big moment, but it was no 
ompensation for the loss of his son. The 

father, after so long and so incredible a 
search, had recognized his son. It was not 
the son's fault that he could not recognize 
his father. I doubt if Jack—when he left 
the house—could have said more than: 
"Well, good-by. Coach; thanks a lot." He 
wouldn't know how to say anything else. 

And Pug, when he sold the house, would 
have few of the boy's personal possessions 
to dispose of, except a small pair of track 
shoes, several pairs of trunks, some old pic
tures of a very serious and very deter
mined athlete, and—if he was lucky—an 
old notebook with entries dating back to 
the years when the boy was ten or eleven. 
They would read possibly as follows: / ran 
the mile today in eight minutes. Today 1 
ran the mile in seven minutes. Today I ran 
the mile in six minutes. Today I ran the 
mite in five minutes. But no Today I ran 
the mile in — 

IT SEEMS absurd to add a sequel to all 
this, but I have to. Last summer Edith 

and I were driving through Oregon. Pass
ing through a small town, we noticed an 
athletic field. We stopped the car a minute 
to watch two boys running around the oval 
track encircling the field. They were run
ning some ten yards apart, the boy in the 
lead moving, I thought, in great style. I 
laughed. 

"Look," I said. "A pacer. Watch the 
boy behind him make him move. Two to 
one he's got a kick like a mule." 

The second boy did make his move but 
the boy in front had too big a lead. He 
won by a stride. Then I saw a man in a 
baseball cap, sweat shirt, and gray flan
nels put his arms around the two boys 
and walk them down the track, talking to 
them, patting their shoulders. The man 
acted more like the boys' uncle—or father 
—than a professional coach; acted like a 
man who cared more about what he could 
do for the kids than about what they could 
do for him. Edith grabbed my arm, but 
by that time I had the car up to twenty 
miles an hour, going faster and faster. 

The man was not Pug. We agreed on 
that, however doubtfully. But neither 
Edith nor I could have endured knowing 
for certain. This way, we could always 
hope it was Pug. THE END 

BUTCH 
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Collier's Editorials^ 

LOWELL HESS 

Pavel Bunyanovitch 
IT SAYS in a United Press dispatch that a 
Vladivostok newspaper has laid claim to Paul 
Bunyah as a native son of Russia. This doesn't 
surprise us. In fact, we consider it the most 
logical development we have yet observed in 
Soviet propaganda. 

The Russian tellers of tall tales specialize in 
mighty deeds. They have credited their country
men with about every advance in human knowl-/ 
edge and science since the invention of the 
wheel. Such minor items as documentation, his
torical accuracy or plain credibility have never 
bothered them. So we can imagine them read
ing the Bunyan stories with envious eyes. 

After all, it was the Gargantuan Paul who, 
singlehanded, dug Puget Sound, scooped out the 
bed of the St. Laurence River and excavated 
the Grand Canyc^, among other things. These 
are typical Russian feats, according to Soviet 
writers. And it must have irked them beyond 
endurance to see the legend of this superman 
credited to American or Canadian origin. 

It must have irked them particularly because 
they and their government have a strong na
tionalistic aversion to being outdone in anything, 
including lying. And the inventors of the Bun
yan legend made the late Dr. Goebbels look like 
Diogenes' pin-up boy. In an amusing and harm
less way, they brought the Big Lie to its state of 
modern perfection. In fact, they were just about 
the damnedest liars the world had ever seen un
til the Politburo came into being. So the Krem
lin's official falsifiers just had to make Bunyan 
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their boy. Thus we are now told that Paul (real 
name, Bunyanovitch) was a Russian logger 
whose fame spread to this country by way of 
Siberia and Alaska. 

Well, a great many of us have enjoyed the 
tales of Bunyan and Babe, the blue ox—whose 
color was undoubtedly red in the original Rus
sian version. But maybe we ought to will Paul 
to the Russians. If Comrade Stalin's boys are 
frank enough to claim this symbol of the Big 
Lie as their own, we might appease them on this 
one occasion. 

So let them have Bunyanovitch. Let them 
adopt Herculesovitch and Atlasov. And by all 
means Baron Munchausen, whose original vol
ume of whoppers, incidentally, was titled Baron 
Munchausen's Narrative of His Marvelous Trav
els and Campaigns in Russia. But they'd better 
not go trying to steal our more modest, real-
life, home-grown heroes. Like Jack Dempsky. 

Collier's Best 
MAYBE IT'S IMMODEST OF US, but we have 
occasionally done some prideful pointing on this 
page to certain articles that have appeared in 
Collier's, and to the consequent action they have 
stirred up. We mean the sort of pieces that 
prompted Senator Kefauver to wire us that 
"Collier's articles on crime in various cities and 
sections have been of much benefit to our com
mittee . . . Collier's investigations and articles 
have worked toward the same objectives as those 

of our Senate committee and have been of sub
stantial help in arousing public opinion." 

But investigating and exposing are only one 
part of the pleasant task of putting out this 
magazine. There is, for instance, the matter of 
selecting fiction which our editors think you 
readers will enjoy. This involves reading an av
erage of about 750 manuscripts a week. Of 
course, the mortality rate is very high. But, to 
be immodest again, we're right proud of those 
we do publish. And we'd like to commend to 
you the cream of the recent crop, a book entitled 
Collier's Best, which has an introduction and 
notes by Knox Burger, Collier's fiction editor, 
and is published by Harper & Brothers. 

There are 19 stories in the book. All of them 
appeared during 1949 and 1950—a period, in
cidentally, in which Collier's published more 
short stories than any other magazine in the 
country. We think you'll like them. We also 
think you'll like Mr. Burger's foreword—par
ticularly if you belong to the vast fraternity of 
hopeful or wishful fiction writers. For this intro
duction gives you an inside view of a fiction de
partment's operation: what an editor looks for 
in a story, how and why it is selected, and, to 
some extent, how and why it is written. It dis
pels the notion that, at least on Collier's, an au
thor's writing must conform to some "formula." 
And it disproves the idea that the fiction market 
is in the hands of a few professional writers. 

It is true, of course, that the known, depend
able author is the backbone of the business. But 
that doesn't keep our fiction editors from read
ing every unsolicited manuscript that comes in, 
and buying some of them. That's where we find 
new writers. Collier's has published the first 
stories of a number of people whose later short 
stories or novels have made them famous. We 
hope to keep on repeating the process. 

There are several "firsts" in Collier's Best, a 
fact which may comfort some amateurs who 
have yet to clear the barrier of rejection slips. 
There are also stories, of course, by recognized 
and popular writers. And, to repeat, we think 
that you will enjoy them all. 

Defense Dept. Double Talk 
WHEN THE DEFENSE DEPARTMENT or
dered 450,000 copies of a new court-martial 
manual, it gave two explanations for the whop
ping requisition. One was that the number was 
arbitrarily chosen so as not to "disclose troop 
strength information." The other was that it is 
cheaper to buy in quantity for future use than 
to reorder. 

Well, we have read a lot of figures on troop 
strength, including the projected ultimate 
strength (barring another world war) of our 
armed forces. Presumably the enemy has seen 
them, too. And this quantity order for future 
use would provide one court-martial manual for 
about every ten men in that ultimate defense 
force. This is either pretty silly or pretty tragic. 

If all those books are really needed, then 
Heaven help the country and its morale, for the 
services must be anticipating an unprecedented 
number of deserters, insubordinates, malinger
ers and so on. But we don't think they are 
needed. This looks to us like another example 
of the careless, profligate use of the taxpayers' 
money—the price tag on the manuals is $380,-
000—which is unhappily characteristic of many 
government agencies, and which costs the public 
needless millions every year. In the case cited 
here, we hope that die order will be scaled 
down to a sensible size. 
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