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By VAN CORT 

[t was a hitter clash of ivills: either Bert would become 

a star's husband or Helen would become merely his wife. 

But both were proud—and more than pride was at stake 

• ERT REYNOLDS was fed to the teeth with buU-
»', fighting. He had tallied, eaten and slept bull-
*' fighting till it was coming out his ears; back at 

the studio he had sat in a projection room for days 
looking at nothing but bullfight pictures—and yet he 
had never actually seen a bull killed. He was going to 
see that now, but he did not care. So far as he was con
cerned they could kill all the bulls in Mexico and be 
done with it. 

John Harrison, who was to direct the picture Reyn
olds was writing, leaned across Reynolds' wife, Helen 
Winsor, and said, "Pinto bulls are no good. The last 
one 1 saw—that was at Tijuana—they had to lead it 
out with the steers. Don't expect anything." 

Reynolds said nothing. He stared angrily down 
into the ring, thinking only of his steadily growing 
hatred for Harrison and of his disgust with himself. 

The pinto circled the ring, carefully avoiding the 
mounted picador and his lance, and then returned to 
the door of the toril through which it had entered, it 
look up its stand there. The two bandcrUleros flicked 
their capes at its nose. The crowd hooted as the ani
mal made a halfhearted thrust at one of the men and 
then stopped. 

Harrison got out a flask of rum and drank from it. 
He did it with an affected little mannerism that some
how angered Reynolds. And then he saw that Helen 
was watching Harrison too. She had a way of watch
ing people, what they did, how they spoke. She could 
make a man self-conscious merely by looking at him. 
Yet you could never tell what was going on in her 
mind; you could not guess even when you were telling 
her you loved her. 

Dorothy Baker, Harrison's secretary, was staring 
morbidly at the bull, clinically interested in seeing it 
die. She was sleek and small, and she tittered nerv

ously when she got excited. The bull, standing near 
the door to the toril, refused to move. 

"So this is how it looks before the bum takes are 
cut out." Reynolds said. "Great sport." 

"Who said it was a sport?" Harrison asked. "This 
is a ceremony. This is life and death presented sym
bolically. 1 want you to look at it that way. You've 
got to understand that watching this is the peak of 
vicarious thrills." 

Helen moved her eyes slowly from Harrison down 
to the ring. Reynolds grimaced. The Baker girl gig
gled nervously. 

Fuentes, the matador, had come across the ring 
now and by violent citing had lured the bull away from 
the Wril gate. It was a clumsy-looking, short-coupled 
animal, and it was halfway across the ring before it 
made anything that could be called a charge. Then 
suddenly the banderilkros ran and the man on horse
back stood before the bull. 

While the bull was trying to make up its mind, the 
picador left-spurred the horse so that he could plant 
the lance. The operation was pitifully undramatic; the 
bull snorted and backed away from the point. 

"That was to tire the neck muscles," Harrison ex
plained unnecessarily. 

"Unfair," Reynolds said flatly. 
"Nonsense. You don't expect the man to kill the 

bull when its head is up." 
Without looking at Harrison, Reynolds said, "Td 

like to see that sometime." 
Harrison looked at him and said, "The bull will get 

killed, but only when he gets mad enough. They have 
to fix him first; but he'll die in the heat of anger, when 
he is living the most. That's the beauty of it." 

Reynolds said, "Yes, but they have to fix him first." 
"Look, look!" The Baker girl was halfway out 
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Say if with 
Flowers-By-Wire 

On birthdays and anniversaries, 
when you can't be there, 
Flowers-By-Wire are tender reminders 
of your love and thoughtfulness. 
When you want to say "Congratulations" 
or "Thank You" across the miles . . . 
Flowers-By-Wire act as your 
gracious ambassadors of good will. 
Whatever the occasion, 
Flowers-By-Wire are always welcome 
. . . always in good taste. Just 
visit or telephone your F.T.D. Florist. 
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of her seat. The bull had finally become 
annoyed and was charging the horse; 
the lance point was rammed into the 
neck muscle; the picador put his weight 
on it and the wood shaft splintered. En
raged, the bull caught the horse under 
the belly and lifted the animal and rider 
into the air. They hit the ground with a 
thud. 

FUENTES stepped in and made the 
quite, working the bull into the mid

dle of the ring while two attendants 
pulled the picador to safety behind a 
burladero. 

The horse was done for and had to 
be dragged from the ring. "Here," Har
rison said, getting out the flask again 
and pouring a drink for Helen. "Take 
this, and don't worry about the horse." 

She took the metal cup and drank 
quickly. Reynolds said, "Enjoying 
yourself?" He tried to keep the sarcasm 
from his voice. 

She was looking at the bull which 
had returned to its querencia. "I don't 
know. Give me a cigarette, please." 

The second picador rode over toward 
the toril gate and threw his hat 
at the bull. The pinto, remem
bering the easy victory and for
getting the lance, ran forward 
at a sharp trot, lowering its 
horns; but this picador planted 
the pike pole far back of the 
withers and stopped the charge. 

"Beautiful," Harrison said. 
"Beautiful. Now watch!" 

Angry, the bull turned away, 
and then galloped back in a 
new charge and took the lance 
again. This time the point was 
placed in the neck muscle, and 
the bull shook its head in pain 
and gave up. 

"That's done it," Harrison 
said and uncapped the flask and 
drank with his affected flourish. 

Reynolds lighted a cigarette. 
"What's beautiful about it? The 
btill hasn't got a chance." 

"Oh, you miss the point en
tirely." Harrison's voice was 
insolent, as if he thought it use
less to explain to Reynolds. 
"Have a drink; you need one," 
he said. 

Okay, Reynolds thought as 
he took the flask, don't get me 
sore. I'm the nameless dialogue 
hack who happens to be mar
ried to your bright new star. 
The rum tasted good and did 
not burn. He looked at Helen 
and felt sick with love for her. 

The second picador was placing the 
lance once more, jabbing it into the 
thick hump of neck muscle. The bull 
was furious now; it backed away and 
attacked the horse again and again, and 
each time the picador jabbed it with 
the lance. 

Suddenly the trumpet blew, the han-
derilleros distracted the bull's attention 
with their capes, and when the animal 
looked for the horse and rider again, 
they were gone. 

"Banderillas now," said Harrison. 
"That was the best pic work I've seen 
in a long time. He's getting just tired 
enough." 

"Every time the bull has a chance, 
it's confronted with a new angle," 
Reynolds said. "It seems they taunt 
the beast with each phase of the game 
—but only as long as there's no danger 
to the man." 

Harrison did not bother to answer. 
The bull was now confronted by a sol
itary man, standing poised, as if wait
ing for death. With a snort, the bull 
lowered its head and charged. 

But the man stepped aside and the 
bull trotted to a halt with two barbed 
shafts hanging from its bloodied with
ers. As it turned, another handerillero 
faced it, and it charged again. 

"The bulls are not stupid," Harrison 
said. "You can never use the same bull 
twice. In the second corrida, it would 
know all the tricks—" 

A shout from the crowd interrupted 
him. The pinto had made a run at the 
second handerillero, who stepped aside 
with bloodstained pants and bowed his 
head to the crowd. 

"You say there's no danger?" Harri
son asked excitedly. 

"I say the bull has no chance," Reyn
olds said, his breath coming a little 
faster. He realized then that he had 
hoped the man would get caught on the 
horn and he was surprised at himself. 
"Bullfighting looks very pretty on the 
screen, but in reality—well, we know 
the outcome. The bull gets killed. It's 
just a fancy, sadistic form of butchery." 

Harrison turned, his handsome face 
flushed with personal resentment, but 
then he shrugged and gave a tolerant, 

"Go ahead , try il. See 
how it sinks into you' CHON D A Y 

half-amused smirk that angered Reyn
olds. "Maybe you better change your 
attitude, boy, if you're going to do the 
writing on this picture," Harrison said. 

Reynolds wanted to say; Maybe you 
better get yourself another boy. He 
wanted to get up and leave, walk out, 
drive back to Los Angeles, pack his 
stuff and return to New York and his 
novel. He had started the novel long 
ago, and then he had talked it to death. 
If he were a man, that was what he 
would do. 

He looked at Helen, who was con
centrating self-consciously on the ring. 
How could he bring himself to leave 
her? He had tried once, and he had 
come crawling back. That was the 
worst part of love, he told himself; it 
made a beggar of you. 

Fuentes, the matador, had just 
placed the last pair of banderillas him
self and the crowd was cheering him. 
Helen was watching him intently, her 
eyes wide and her mouth slightly open. 

The matador was dark and bony; he 
was like a dancer, hipless and broad-

shouldered. He handled the bull ele
gantly, drawing steady ole's from the 
crowd as he went through the veronica, 
pase de pecho, and pase de la muerte. 
There was a hawklike assurance about 
him when he finally had the bull fixed 
and returned to the burladero for his 
sword. He nodded briefly to the crowd, 
showing his fine white teeth. At that 
moment Reynolds hated the lithe, virile 
Latin. Helen was applauding excitedly 
—she had always had a great capacity 
for admiring men other than himself. 

The bull waited in the center of the 
arena. Fuentes tossed his black hat to 
Harrison, who gave it to Helen. And 
then the matador made a brief speech 
in Spanish, dedicating the bull to her. 
People clapped and stood up to look 
at their party when the name "Helen 
Winsor" was mentioned. 

The matador turned and walked lei
surely out toward the bull, carrying his 
wooden sword and muleta. The ani
mal still stood there in the bright sun
shine, waiting. It started to lift its 
head but stopped, the banderillas ob
viously hurting it; the coagulating blood 

made red blotches on the quiver
ing black-and-white shoulders. 

The slender, elegant man 
took his stance, sword on hip, 
raised his chin and shook the 
muleta. "Eh, toro! Eh!" 

The bull lowered its head 
and came forward in a rush, 
banderillas clacking, and passed 
under the muleta. 

Go ahead and run, Reynolds 
thought. No matter how you 
twist and turn, you'll end up 
dead. You're like.some people 
I know; you make the same 
stupid mistakes over and over 
again, never learning. You're 
like me. 

Fuentes had complete con
trol of the bull; he passed it this 
way and that, seemingly with
out efl'ort, working so close that 
his white shirt and trousers got 
smeared with blood and the 
sticks hit him in the face. The 
man and the animal made a 
brilliant picture in the dazzling 
sunlight. The bull never found 
the man, never learned that he 
was not behind the cape. 

The sword handler ran out 
and gave Fuentes the steel esto-
que and took back the wooden 
sword. The bull, breathing 
hard and seemingly resigned, 
stood with its forefeet properly 
together, its head down. Reyn

olds felt that the animal wanted just 
one more chance at the cape. Suddenly 
he had a great sympathy for the animal. 
It was a brave bull after all. It had 
fought. And then Fuentes raised the 
sword above the muleta and rose ten
tatively to his toes. He shook the cape 
gently. 

R EYNOLDS heard his pulse beating 

tightened involuntarily. 
Fuentes took a step toward the ani

mal; the bull moved forward suddenly, 
bowing to the red cloth with its last 
strength. The matador leaned over the 
horns, and then, pushed by the animal's 
movement, stepped nimbly aside and 
staggered a little before regaining his 
balance. The bull's forelegs collapsed 
and it rolled over on its side. The hind 
legs kicked; the head moved on the 
sand, the muzzle gushing bright blood 
from a pierced lung. 

Fuentes, his back to the bull, was 
acknowledging the shouting crowd as 
the attendant came running to give the 
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JEFFERSON MEMORIAL, WASHINGTON, D. C , COMMEMORATING THOMAS JEFFERSON . AMERICA S ADVOCATE OP HUMAN DIGNITY 

To preserve human dignity 
The founding of the Insurance Company of North 
America in 1792 gave the new United States its own 
independent insurance facilities. It provided the 
means with which the individual could protect him
self and his family against loss, thus helping him 
to maintain his own dignity and self-respect. 

Today, in this modern era of change, there is a 
much bigger job that insurance can do for more 
people. The very things that add so much to our 
way of life multiply the threats to our financial 
security. That is why the North America Companies 

intend to continue simplifying insurance and 
broadening protection to make it available to more 
people at less cost. 

To give you a clearer understanding of what you 
face today—and what you can do about it—we have 
published a new booklet called "The Change 
Around Us." This simplified, illustrated booklet 
contains valuable tips on how to protect yourself 
and your family against loss. Your North America 
Agent will be glad to give you a free copy. Or you 
may use the handy coupon. 

NORTH AMERICA COMPANIES , 
1600 Arch Street 1 
Philadelphia 1, Pa. | 

Please send me (no cost or [~ 
obligation) your new booklet, 1 
"The Change Around Us." | 
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^lARLUS^OiDICK, 
by AL CAPP 

THE BARE FACTS ARE, 
MADAME,THAT THIS 

is'ANyfi<\cE';iM ONE OF 
HIS MOST BARE
FACED DISGUISES.':', 

rm fff) 

sroe .̂  
I CAN'T 
B E A R 
T H l S f / 

I ANP I CAN'T 
'-1 BEAR ANY-r 
• BODY WITH I 
H M E S S V ^ 

H A I R r r 

WILDROOT CREAM-OIL MAKES 
WOULD HAVE KEPT f— 'MY HAIR 
VOUR HAIR NEAT, BEHAVE TOO! 
B U X M O T - U Q H . ' ' - r - ^ ^ 
GREASY f / 

animal the coup de grace with the pun-
tilla. Reynolds felt emotion only for 
the huge animal out there on the sand. 

He got up, feeling sick and angry. 
He took hold of Helen's arm. "Come 
on, let's get out of here." 

She paid no attention to him. She 
sat and stared at Fuentes, who was 
walking around the ring while the 
crowd threw cigars and hats into the 
arena. 

"It's a fraud," he said. "A butchery. 
Don't you want to go?" 

Without looking up, she said, "He 
has another bull to kill." 

Harrison turned to her in a way that 
struck Reynolds as offensively intimate. 
"You like it?" he asked. 

She would not commit herself. "It's 
exciting." 

Dorothy Baker dabbed at her face 
with a tiny handkerchief and looked at 
the three of them uneasily. Reynolds 
sat down and watched as a team of 
mules dragged the bull around the ring 
and out. By all the rules and past rec
ords his fate was as sealed as that of 
the bull. He thought glumly about the 
fact that he was a nameless writer while 
his wife was a rising star, away out of 
his salary bracket. He was an encum
brance; he was just someone Helen had 
once known who hadn't made the 
grade. He knew why they had assigned 
him the dialogue work on this picture. 
Get up this minute, he told himself, and 
walk out. You've lost already. . . . 

THE sound of the trumpet roused 
him, and then the gate of the toril 

opened and a black, fast-legged bull 
galloped into the arena. This one did 
not hesitate; it ran after and attacked 
everything in sight. The banderilleros 
for Claveria, the second matador, 
worked it with their capes to see which 
way it hooked, and when it charged 
they barely escaped behind the burla-
deros. Claveria was in trouble from 
the moment he began passing the black 
bull, and once he was thrown to the 
ground. Fuentes, greeted by cheers, 
saved him with a daring quite. 

It was a bad, unpredictable bull, but 
Claveria, trembling with exhaustion, 
finally managed to kill it awkwardly. It 
died hard and the puiitillero had to 
jump from the horns as he stabbed it. 
Claveria, sweaty and with his head 
bowed in defeat, walked over to the 
barrera. 

"It almost got him," the Baker girl 
said, giggling nervously. 

Reynolds stared expectantly across 
the ring at the toril, waiting for the 
third bull. Maybe the bull did win 
sometimes after all. 

But not this afternoon. Fuentes was 
a master, or at least he had the luck to 
draw good bulls. And then the white-
clad matador was standing in the center 
of the ring, once more achieving a 
temporary triumph over death. 

Reynolds felt sick and exhausted. 
When the mules came to take this bull 
away he turned to Helen and said, 
"Had enough?" 

She would not take her eyes from 
Fuentes. "Well, I guess," she said. 

"That's three," Harrison said. "Cla
veria has another to kill, and from the 
way he's going he'll probably need help 
from Fuentes, but 1 don't suppose you 
can take four bulls on your first after
noon. You were wonderful anyhow, 
darling. Let's go." 

Gilson, the cameraman, who had 
been sitting on the other side of the 
Baker girl, said, "Why don't we see all 
four? Something might happen. What 
do you say. Miss Winsor?" 

Helen stood up. "No, I think not," 

she said. Reynolds knew she had prob
ably decided it w;l'̂  not nice for Miss 
Helen Winsor to see four bulls killed 
in one afternoon. There was no telling 
what the gossip columns might make 
of that. 

Harrison went with them, leaving 
Gilson with the Baker girl. At the ho
tel they walked up to the second floor 
where their three rooms adjoined, Hel
en's in the middle. "Dinner at seven," 
Harrison said. "I've invited Fuentes 
and Rivera, the owner of the bull ring, 
and Patino, from the chamber of com
merce. Claveria may come too. It'll 
probably be boring, but it'll help the 
picture. See you then." 

"All right, John," she said in a con
fidential tone that Reynolds had come 
to hate, and went into her room. 

Reynolds went on to his room. The 
connecting door was closed and he 
went over at once and opened it. Helen 
was taking off her shoes and she looked 
up at him. "If you don't mind, I want 
to take a bath—" 

"What's stopping you?" he said and 
leaned against the door frame. "The 
big star. The big, big movie star." 

She went on undressing, showing 
with every move that she resented his 
presence, and with every move fanning 
the dull hopeless anger in him. "Your 
sarcasm isn't funny," she said. 

"Okay, it isn't funny," he said. Frus
tration in marriage is the worst kind, 
he thought. It was strange what a 
woman would do to her husband just 
because she had had a little success. 
Or had she done it because of his fail
ure? "You know this is a lousy picture, 
don't you?" he asked. 

"Then why are you working on it?" 
"Only the dialogue. I had nothing to 

do with the story, and it's terrible." 
"You're getting paid pretty well," she 

said and put on her robe. 
"It's a lousy quickie nevertheless, 

and it's not going to do your career any 
good." he said. 

She went into the bathroom and half 
shut the door. "If you don't mind, 
Bert." she called in her best tired voice. 

The water was running softly and 
he could see her taking off her robe, 
could see a bare arm and hip. He stuck 
his hands in his pockets and walked 
over and shoved the door open with 
his shoulder, all very casually. She was 

in the tub, sitting with her back to him. 
"We should have had children," 

Reynolds said. 
She said, "Oh, not that one again." 
He sighed wearily and looked up at 

the ceiling, leaning his head against 
the doorjamb. "I love you," he said. 

"Why don't you go? Take a little 
walk. I want to lie down for a while 
when I've finished. I'm not sure I like 
what that bullfight did to me. And 
please close the door." 

He wanted to laugh at her stilted re
mark about the bullfight, but said in
stead, "I'd hate to bother you when 
you're lying down." 

SHE groaned softly, and he looked 
longingly at the smoothness of her 

shoulders, the damply curling hair on 
the nape of her neck. "What's hap
pened to us?" he asked, knowing very 
well that it was Harrison who had come 
between them. He knew that he had 
been assigned to this dialogue job to 
make everything look proper. 

"What's got into you?" she asked, as 
if reading from a script. "What brought 
this on? Why don't you leave me alone' 
awhile? You're acting like an idiot." 

Why don't I play the part assigned 
me? he thought, and walked back 
into his own room, slamming the con
necting door behind him. 

He went to the window and stood 
looking down into the plaza. At the 
end of the street he could see the high, 
rounded wall of the bull ring; the shouts 
and ole's of the crowd came to him 
faintly. He did not know what to think 
about Helen. How could someone who 
had loved you suddenly turn cold and 
forget she had ever loved you at all? 
In New York the two of them had been 
equals, young and optimistic together 
and yet not expecting too much— 

The faint roar from the plaza de 
toros was suddenly stilled. Then the 
band began to play frenziedly. Claveria 
must have had better luck with this bull 
than with the first. Reynolds closed his 
eyes and he saw the dead animal on 
the bloody sand, the man standing by 
it in triumph, the thousands of avid 
cheering aficionados. . . . 

In the hotel dining room Nicanor 
Fuentes took his place at the end of the 
table after shaking hands with the 

"If you must pace the floor, you 
might at least oil your jo in t s " CHARLES E. MARTIN 
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Americans. He wore a dark blue suit, 
and his long, dark face was solemn. 
Frederico Claveria, who had hoped to 
be called El Vaquero when he became 
famous, lay dead in the bull-ring in
firmary. Fuentes had had to kill the 
last bull of the afternoon. Seated in 
his chair, he looked down at his hands 
for a moment as if praying, and then 
he raised his eyes. There was a sugges
tion of a shrug in the movement of his 
shoulders as he spread his napkin and 
began to eat. 

No one was quite at ease. Harrison 
insisted on speaking Spanish, and since 
neither Helen nor the Baker girl knew 
the language, they were left out of his 
conversation. Reynolds watched Fuen
tes paying casual, almost amused atten
tion to Helen. Clearly movie stars did 
not impress him. Once Reynolds heard 
him call her Mrs. Reynolds rather than 
Miss Winsor. He looked up and his 
glance met that of the matador. The 
man nodded slightly, lifted his glass of 
wine and said, "Senor." 

Reynolds lifted his glass, said, "Se
nor," and they drank briefly. A feel
ing of friendship and understanding 
seemed to flow to Reynolds from this 
man. He kept watching the torero's 
quiet, unaffected manner of conducting 
himself, and he found it difficult to 
identify him with the glittering figure 
who had performed the symbolic cere
mony of death in the arena this after
noon. Was this quiet, poised man the 
one who had strutted before the crowd? 

Helen had been asking endless ques
tions about bullfighting, and Fuentes, 
with his tolerant smile, said now, "Bull
fighting is just a profession, senora—" 

"It's much more than that," Harrison 
said. "It's theater, it's glory—a cere
mony . . ." 

Fuentes smiled patiently and said, 
"It is perhaps as you say—quien sake?" 

WHEN it came time to discuss the 
details of making the picture, the 

matador showed no particular enthusi
asm. He was interested only in the bull
ring scenes being authentic. "It would 
be good for you to come to a tienta," 
he said. "On Tuesday, at the hacienda 
dc ganado of Sehor Aguilar del Avilo 
there will be a private corrida and a 
trial of bulls and cows. I am selecting 
a few bulls for the corrida in Hermo-
sillo. Perhaps you should come. It 
would be valuable for Sehor Reynolds, 
who is writing the script." 

In every bullfight picture, Reynolds 
thought tiredly, there was the inevitable 
tienta, the testing of the calves. He was 
a little embarrassed by Fuentes' paying 
so much polite attention to him, as if 
the matador were trying to make up 
for the casual neglect by the others. 
Reynolds wondered bitterly if even 
Fuentes had heard why Harrison had 
hired him to do the dialogue on this 
picture. 

As soon as it was decently possible. 
Fuentes made his apologies and left 
the dining room. Reynolds watched 
him go, and he knew that only courtesy 
had made the man join them for din
ner while his colleague lay dead. 

Shortly afterward Helen said she was 
tired, and Reynolds said he would go 
up with her; Harrison pretended not to 
notice their argument. But as soon as 
they got to her room, Helen said, "Bert, 
please, I really am tired—" 

"All right, all right," he said and 
walked into his own room. The con
necting door clicked shut with an aw
ful sound of finality. When you were 
a movie star you didn't even sleep in 
the same room with your husband. You 
were a frail, highly insured, tenderly 
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cared-for property; you required your 
own private room, bath and bed. 

Had she locked the door? Reynolds 
remembered suddenly how, when 
Helen was upset or tired, she used to 
cling to him. He remembered the sweet, 
soft fragrance of her, and he had to 
know if she had locked him out. He 
went over to the door and stood there 
trembling like a criminal. 

He reached out slowly, and gently 
turned the knob. When it would turn 
no farther he tried (he door, first gently, 
and then with a firm shove. It was 
locked. 

That night he dreamed that he was 
standing in the center of the ring with 
everyone laughing at him; Harrison, 
strutting and bowing, came from be
hind the burladero and was greeted 
with cheers. 

' ' •^HEY arrived at the Avilo estancia 
-I- shortly after noon. There was an 

elaborate and festive standing luncheon 
served in the patio. Senor del Avilo 
had invited all his friends for the occa
sion, and everyone seemed excited over 
Helen Winsor's presence. Reynolds 
stayed in the background, wandering 
about the vast gardens and the patios 
with their Moorish arches. The private 
bull ring, where the trials were to be 
held, was in itself a place of simple 
beauty. It was built of stone that was 
covered with adobe. 

The guests sat in a small terracelike 
stand on the west side of the ring. The 
vaqueros and house personnel stood 
behind the stone wall (hat served as the 
harrera. A man sitting in a wagon near 
the stand strummed a guitar idly and 
now and then a girl would sing a phrase 
of the song. 

The ranch manager sat behind Sehor 
del Avilo, making notations in the 
breeding book; Helen, Harrison and 
the Baker girl sat with Del Avilo and 
his guests. There was an atmosphere 
of fiesta as everyone talked, laughed 
and drank wine. 

Fuentes had invited Gilson, the cam
eraman, and Reynolds to stand in the 
southern burladero with him so that 
they might get a close look at the pro
ceedings. Reynolds, who had not 
wanted to come to this tienta at all, 
went reluctantly. Harrison had over
ridden his protests, saying it was his job 
to study bullfighting from all angles, 
to get the feel of it. Reynolds had given 
in—he'd had to; that was part of the 
system he was up against. It was also 
part of the system that Helen should 
want to get rid of him. His salary was 
far below hers; she had gone beyond 
him in income, importance and fame. 
Compared to her he was a failure. It 
was an insane set of rules, but he was 
supposed to face and accept them. To 
fight the system was as futile as pound
ing a cement wall with a rubber mallet. 

He leaned on the top of the burla
dero and stared absent-mindedly at the 
corral gate opposite, through which the 
trial bulls and cows would enter. He 
heard Helen's and Harrison's laughter, 
easy and confident, mingle with that of 
the others. He looked up at them; no, 
he didn't belong up there with them— 
not under the system. 

Gilson was saying, "Matador, could 
you maybe get a bull over in front of 
here? I'd like some shots from here." 

Fuentes smiled, stepped into the ring 
and took a cape from the wall. A young 
bull that two horsemen had just hazed 
into the ring saw the matador at once 
and headed for him with a snort. Play
ing the bull left and right with the cape 
Fuentes practically tied him to the spot, 
giving very little ground and Iceeping 
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him in front of the burladero. Gilson 
was dehghted. 

Reynolds scarcely noticed the ac
tivity in the ring. Back in New York, 
ages ago, he and Helen had planned to 
have children, a house, to become a 
solid, standard American family. She 
had had all the little homey attributes 
of a housewife then, and life had been 
sweet and silly—and a little bit dull. 
Now, with her picture success, all such 
dreams were gone. Or had she stored 
them, he wondered cynically, for some
one else, for someone in a higher in
come bracket? 

Fuentes folded the cape over his 
arm and walked back behind the burla
dero. The angry bull charged, slam
ming first one horn and then the other 
into the wood just below where Reyn
olds stood. The planks rattled, the 
thuds of the blows reverberated across 
the ring. Reynolds, preoccupied, did 
not stir. He had always tried to write 
about reality, he was reminding him
self, to believe in the solid values. Now 
he was prostituting himself. He stared 
vacantly at the enraged bull. 

Fuentes, at his side, said, "You have 
nerves of iron, Senor." 

Reynolds, glancing briefly at Helen, 
said, "A bull is a simple matter." 

The torero smiled. "It is so, per
haps; and so is death." 

The gate was opened now and the 
horsemen came in with lances and 
chased the bull out. "We can try them 
only once," Fuentes said. "The sec
ond time they begin to understand." 

Gilson asked. "How conie he doesn't 
hook you, matador? Why docs he go 
after the cloth only? I don't get it." 

Fuentes spread the cape. "The cape 
moves, the man does not. If the man 
moves and the cape does not . . ." he 
shrugged and smiled. He demonstrated 
a few passes. "You notice 1 do not 
move till the bull has gone past. The 
man must have the faith and determina
tion to stand still—not to move—" 

"Matador," Gilson said, "I wouldn't 
be in your shoes for a million bucks." 

Fuentes smiled. "How do you say in 
the States? It is a living." 

THE riders hazed another bull 
through the gate. This one was big

ger, though young, and stood turning in 
the center of the ring, tossing its head 
angrily, looking for trouble. White, 
foamy slaver drooled from its mouth. 

Fuentes stepped from behind the 
burladero, spreading the cape. "The 
man," he said, "remains the same; he 
forces the bull to make the changes . . . " 

The bull had seen him now and 
charged toward the burladero with its 
horns lowered. Perfectly still, Fuentes 
swung the cape wide, drawing the bull 
around him. Turning, the animal lost 
its footing and tumbled against the bur
ladero with a crash. Fuentes still stood 

in the same spot, shaking the cape a lit
tle and calling tauntingly, "Eh, toro! 
Eh, toro!" 

The bull charged at the cape again, 
turning after the evasive folds of the 
cloth. The matador seemed to twine 
the beast around him with an invisible 
string as he performed a series of ve
ronicas. Excited ole's and then a burst 
of applause came from the stand. 

Suddenly the vitality of the contest 
between man and beast struck Reyn
olds hke a physical blow. His hands 
clutched tensely at the edge of the bur
ladero; he could smell the sweaty stench 
of the bull, hear its angry breathing and 
sense the power of its huge body each 
time it went past him. He knew he had 
never heard or seen so clearly as now; it 
seemed as if all his senses had been 
brought to focus on this moment. 

FUENTES stepped behind the burla
dero and looked at the bull thought

fully as it trotted across the ring. It 
halted, black and formidable in the cen
ter, pawing impatiently with a forefoot, 
searching for its adversary. 

It trotted in a little circle, sniffed the 
air and bellowed. Its black flanks glis
tened with blue lights in the sun; the 
great neck muscles rippled. Reynolds 
could not take his eyes from it. 

The ranch manager made a nota
tion in his book, Fuentes looked up and 
exchanged a glance with him, and Se-
tlor del Avilo nodded appreciatively. In 
a moment the gates would open. 

Reynolds quickly took off his hat and 
coat; he stepped from behind the 
wooden shield and grasped the cape 
that Fuentes had used. "Con penniso, 
dicstro . . . " 

The matador turned, saw the cape, 
and started to speak. Then he saw the 
look in Reynolds' eyes, the set of his 
jaw, and the self-possession with which 
he moved. As Reynolds, in slacks and 
shirt, walked out into the ring, the 
matador said softly, "Emilio, the other 
cape . . ." 

Reynolds had always been a good 
imitator, a fast learner, but this was 
different. As he awaited the bull's 
charge, he knew exactly how the cape 
should be handled to perform the ve
ronicas and the simpler passes. Above 
all, he knew he would not move from 
the spot. 

He saw the bull coming toward him 
then, and he offered the cape and cited 
it. The onrushing horns, the heavy neck 
and the powerful black body filled him 
with fear and for a second he thought: 
Why move the cape? Why not take 
the charge? But his arms moved auto
matically, guiding the cape gracefully, 
forcing the beast out and away from 
his body. The infuriated animal rushed 
by him, following the billowing cape. 

He had not moved more than two 
inches from the spot. He turned and 
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held the cape at his left side as the ani
mal came at him in a fresh charge. 
Again it followed the cloth. From be
hind the burladero. someone said 
softly, "Ole, homhre!" 

There was another charge and then 
another, the curve of the horn butting 
him in the thigh on the second, but he 
refused to move. A sound of clapping 
came from the stand, but he did not 
hear it. He was alone with the bull. 
He was waiting for the next charge, 
erect, calm, when a whistle sounded 
from the terrace and the riders gal
loped in through the gate to haze the 
bull out. 

He was still holding the cape, think
ing only of the bull, when Fuentcs said, 
"Bravo, senor! I see you have fought 
bulls before." 

Reynolds looked at him. "Es posi-
ble." He nodded toward the gate and 
said, "Another bull?" 

The matador smiled, regarding him 
with half-closed eyes. "So you think 
this tienta is a novillada, sehor." He 
glanced up at the stand where Helen 
Winsor, the movie star, was sitting be
tween Harrison and Sehor del Avilo. 
A sudden breeze made a small eddy in 
the sand at Reynolds' feet. Fuentes 
looked down at his own feet and said 
conversationally, "Women and bulls 
are the greatest killers—a deadly com
bination when you have them to
gether." 

Reynolds looked over at the gate 
where the horsemen had hazed up an
other bull. He settled the cape in his 
hands. "With your permission, dies-
tro?" There was between them at this 
moment the same subtle feeling of kin
ship that Reynolds had felt at the din
ner table. 

The matador was staring at him with 
mingled curiosity, understanding and 
admiration. "I could not stop such ar
dor if I tried. You have tasted blood." 
He signaled to Del Avilo in the stands 
and then waved at the gateman. 
"Bueno, show us how this one runs." 

"Eh! Toro! Toro!" It was Reyn
olds' voice that shouted, his foot stamp
ing in the sand. 

TO SOME men this moment came in 
a storm at sea, to some when they 

took part in a charge in war, or when 
they won their first fight. To Bert Reyn
olds it came when the bull charged at 
him at this moment: he was born again, 
buoyed by a strange feeling of both 
exultation and humility. 

He passed the bull once, twice, three 
times, joyfully pitting his strength and 
cunning against it. Again and again 
man and beast seemed one as the bull 
followed the cape, hooking furiously 
but always missing. Reynolds held his 
body still, moving his arms and wrists, 
never releasing the power with which 
he controlled the animal. In his sense 
of power, he even had a brief moment 
of knowing how he would feel if he 
were to kill the bull with the sword, and 
of devoutly desiring to do so. 

A gust of wind lifted the cape. He 
felt the horn under his thigh, ripping 
the cloth of his slacks, and lifting him. 
He felt himself raised up with a thrust 
of terrible power. 

He landed, his shoulders crushed 
against the ground, and saw the huge 
black bulk whirl swiftly toward him. 
Now! he thought. Now, the horns! 
Now! And yet he felt no terror. He 
had not lost his calm. 

A red cape swirled above him and 
covered the bull's head. He heard Fuen
tes' commanding, challenging voice as 
the diestro expertly made the quite, 
freeing him. He got to his feet then, 
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immediately picking up his cape and 
calling to the bull. But Fuentes was 
luring it across the ring, and then the 
horsemen came through the gate, and 
the bull was gone. 

There was a thunder of applause and 
shouting from the stand and from all 
around the wall. Fuentes bowed to
ward Reynolds, who stood ready and 
waiting with the cape. Reynolds won
dered what it would be like to stand in 
the plaza de toros with all the seats 
filled. 

Fuentes walked over to him and they 
shook hands. "The wind," Fuentes said. 
"You did well, sehor. Would you like 
to kill that one? I would take you along 
as my sobresaliente in Hermosillo Sun
day after next. If all goes well, and 
with a little practice in between, I might 
let you kill. . ." 

Reynolds said, "A thousand thanks; 
but I will be leaving today." 

HE WALKED to the terrace where 
the guests were getting ready to re

turn to the hacienda. Del Avilo and a 
few others came forward perfunctorily 
to congratulate him. He sensed their 
thinly concealed resentment of the for
eigner who dabbled in their national 
sport. Helen had not got up; Harrison 
stood behind her. She was slightly pale 
and at first he thought there was a 
strangeness about her, but then he real
ized that the strangeness was in himself. 
She said, and there was no mockery in 
her voice, "The matador." 

Harrison said angrily, "'What was 
the idea of all that? You aren't paid to 
play hero; you're supposed to write this 
picture." 

Reynolds said flatly, without looking 
at the director, "I'm not writing this 
picture." He nodded to Helen, and 
said, "I'm leaving. You can have it all 
your own way." 

"This is something new, isn't it?" she 
said. There was a worried, slightly curi
ous look about her as if she did not 
know quite what to make of his sudden 
self-possession, was a little afraid of it. 

"I'm saying good-by," he told her. 
"What will you do?" 
"I'll go back to New York. Start 

over again. I got on the wrong-track 
out here," he said. He held out his 
hand to her and went on, "Well, there's 
no sense making this longer than nec
essary." 

She took his hand and he saw the 
startled look in her eyes when he did 
not react to her touch. She had ex
pected to get rid of him gradually, not 
to have him walk out on her. She was 
visibly upset. 

"Make the most of your opportuni
ties." he said. "They're supposed to 
knock but once or twice." 

He turned and walked toward his 
car, parked in the yard before the main 
house. Now that it was over, now that 
he was free, he could only remember 
the two of them together at night. That 
was how it was when you finally fell 
out of love; you remembered that, and 
nothing else. And after a while that was 
gone too. 

"Bert!" She had come running after 
him and when he turned, she stopped a 
short distance away. "Bert," she said. 
"Wait a moment. Bert, I don't like part
ing like this. Would you—would you 
wish me luck?" 

She looked a little lost in spite of 
money and glamor and approaching 
fame, and he could feel sorry for her. 
She was riding some kind of tiger and 
she couldn't get off. "Sure," he said. 
"Sure. All the luck in the world." And 
he turned and got into his car. 

—VAN CORT 
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C A N I Br STOPPED 

When Jbu Give -Are Jbn 
a n' •CO:- itri'H'a' 

;! ^ROBABl.Y few Americans know that the 
It ^fourth largest business in the United States 
'*- today is the business of charity. Fewer still, 

perhaps, know that over the country as a whole it 
is the least regulated, the least accountable and the 
most open to exploitation. Only manufacturing, 
agriculture and the wholesale-retail trade outrank 
philanthropy's $64,000,000,000 in assets, and col
lections are estimated at almost $5,000,000,000 a 
year. Yet the public has had less information, by 
far, about the raising and spending of these huge 
sums than about the operations of any other major 
enterprise in the country. 

The result is that organized charity has long 
been a multiniillion-dolkir harvest for those who 
see in it first an excellent living for themselves— 
and only then, if ever, a means of serving those 
in need. 

The problem is nation-wide. F. Emerson An
drews, in charge of philanthropic research for the 
Russell Sage Foundation, estimates that the .Ameri
can public is cheated out of $ 100,000,000 to $ I 20,-
000,000 every year by outfits that trade on the 
noble precept that it is more blessed to give than to 
receive. 

One organization, for example, puts on a na
tional drive for the relief of children with respira
tory diseases. Sitting at your desk in Seattle or 
Birmingham, you write out your check for $ 10 and 
think nothing more of it except as a deduction on 
March 15th. The chances are you never learn that 
out of your $10 only 11 cents went to the relief of 
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the children, $9.89 having been swallowed up in 
fund raising, promotion, salaries and other such or
ganizational items. 

The Social Service Commission of Los Angeles, 
aroused by this sort of practice, recently imposed 
what amounted to a ban on telethons—those pro
tracted television and radio programs on which 
pledges are solicited for some cause and announced 
as they come in over the telephone. What outraged 
the commission were cases like that of a local heart 
association that raised $28,374 by telethon, then 
spent $21,973 of it on administration and overhead. 

New York State, with its concentrated wealth, 
presents the problem in its most aggravated form. 
What happens in New York is largely what happens 
in Iowa, Oregon and Mississippi, but the amounts 
involved have at last forced matters to a head and 
pointed the way, 1 think, to a nation-wide solution. 

Contributions in New York State alone total 
close to $900,000,000 a year. Yet up to a few weeks 
ago no law required a charitable organization to ac
count for how it raised funds or what it did with the 
money. There was no official agency from which a 
puzzled citizen might find out whether an appeal 
on his desk came from an honest, eflicient, worthy 
organization or from one that was bungling and 
wasteful at best, or. at worst, downright fraudulent. 

The result was that, according to the most in
formed estimates. New Yorkers have been fleeced 
annually of more than $25,000,000 by promoters 
of charity rackets. It can hardly be overemphasized 
that in this state, as elsewhere in the country, the 

outright chiselers represent only a small fraction of 
those engaged in appealing to the public's generos
ity. Yet their activities are peculiarly vicious, not 
only for the harm they do in cheating donors, but, 
equally serious, for the funds they divert from legit
imate and worth-while charities. 

My own interest in protecting the public from 
those who would pervert this least selfish of all 
human activities goes back several years. Like most 
busy men and women, 1 made my donations to 
charities that I knew only by name, without any 
investigation of their claims, until one day a pro
moter of a fight-cancer organization called at my 
law oflfice. He had been convicted of fraud and 
wanted me to represent him on his appeal. I was 
sufficiently impressed with the legal aspects of the 
case to agree. But I was dismayed to find that while 
his "charity" took in $123,000 a year, $116,000 of 
it went for administrative and fund-raising ex
penses, leaving only $7,000 for the fight on cancer. 

In all innocence I asked my client whether this 
gross disproportion did not affect his license to 
carry on. "License?" he repeated. "I don't need 
any license in this state." 

"How about federal—or inunicipal?" I asked. 
"Nope, 1 don't need any at all." 
And he didn't. Nor would he have been required 

to have one in most other states. He had violated 
no specific law, and at his second trial—in which 
1 did not represent him—he was acquitted. 

The case haunted me, and T made further in
quiries. 1 found that his was by no means an iso-
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