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Farewell to
BENZEDRINE BENDERS
By HANNAH I.EES
Disturbed by thrill-seekers who misused Benzedrine inhalers, the laboratory producing them has found a substitute with the bounce taken out

T

HEY'VE stopped making Benzedrine inhalers. Even as you read this, the wholesalers are
returning what supplies they have to the factory. Local druggists may still have a few on hand,
but chances are next time you ask for a Benzedrine
inhaler, your druggist will offer you a white plastic
tube remarkably like the one you expected, but labeled Benzedrex. If you wanted the inhaler for a
cold or hay fever, Benzedrex, according to medical
authorities, will serve just as well. But if what you
had in mind was to smash the tube and swallow the
contents or dissolve it in a glass of beer in a sort of
makeshift needling process you're going to be out
of luck. The drug inside a Benzedrex inhaler won't
wake you up, cheer you up, or pep you up. All it
will do if you swallow it is make your mouth feel
dry and puckered.
This is not suggesting that anyone would be silly
enough to put to this use a medicinal tube intended
to help colds. But it is a fact that a lot of stupid and
unhappy people have made such an experiment
with Benzedrine inhalers during the past 10 years,
and occasionally had unfortunate results. This is
the reason for the birth of Benzedrex.
The passing of the Benzedrine inhaler winds up
a chapter of tragicomedy in the history of a drug
so versatile that doctors prescribe it for obesity and
alcoholism, for mental depression and barbiturate
poisoning, for children with behavior problems and
for that tired feeling in old age.
You may not have heard about these important
medical uses for Benzedrine. You are more likely
to have heard how it supposedly has created jail
riots and artistic masterpieces, how college students
have collapsed from taking it at exam time and
how some of our aviators depended on it during the
war. Most of what has been written about Benzedrine has made it sound like a combination of
marijuana, caffeine and synthetic sex hormone,' ail
done up in a little white pill or contained in a 60cent plastic inhaler.
Benzedrine, of course, isn't nearly that dramatic.
It is neither a narcotic nor an aphrodisiac. It is a
synthetic stimulant something like caffeine, but
much more like ephedrine. Ephedrine is sometimes
prescribed for hay. fever and asthma.
Benzedrine is the trade name for a drug known
officially as amphetamine. Today there are a dozen
or more forms of amphetamine on the market under different names, any one of which your doctor
may prescribe. Benzedrine was simply the first.
The chemists who synthesized it were looking

for a drug that would shrink the inflamed mucous
membrane of the nose without causing irritation.
They were prepared for its tendency to raise the
blood pressure and to cause wakefulness, but not
for the fact that it makes most people feel slightly
"wonderful."
The experts have worked out elaborate tests but
they still can't find out why Benzedrine makes people feel this way.
Until Benzedrine was synthesized, only narcotics
and sedatives had been known to have this effect:
morphine, cocaine and marijuana in a drastic and
sinister way; liquor and cigarettes in a milder,
socially acceptable way. And all these drugs more
or less dulled the perception. Here was a stimulant
that could make you more alert and give you a
grand feeling with less harmful side effects than any
drug that had come out of the laboratory. Doctors
saw it as a valuable aid in combating ailments involving fatigue, lassitude and depression.
Paradoxically, it was Benzedrine's comparatively
harmless quality, coupled with a perverse streak
in human nature, that caused its manufacturers all
their trouble. Some people, finding that the drug
made them feel "good" without doing any apparent harm, took more and more in the hope of
feeling better and better. But it doesn't work that
way. Tremendous doses may give you jitters, symptoms of heart ailment, convulsions—or make you
psychotic if you have such a tendency.
Not Beneficial to All Users
Some people can't take Benzedrine even for
medical reasons. Instead of making them alert and
confident—a purpose for which it is often prescribed—it may make them nervous and irritable.
People with bad hearts and high blood pressure
have to take it very cautiously indeed.
The Benzedrine inhalers, which started all the
trouble, were never designed to make people feel
"good," except in the sense that everyone feels
better when he can breathe in comfort. They
contained about 250 milligrams of amphetamine
in a volatile base. This is equivalent to about 50
pills. But, unlike the pills, the inhalers have not required a prescription. They were supposed to last
a person with a cold three months.
No sooner had word got around that Benzedrine
would make you act sharp and feel wonderful,
than some ingenious soul opened up his inhaler
and found some paper which had been soaked in

the amphetamine. Across it was printed: "Warning. For Inhalation Only. Unfit for Internal Use.
Dangerous if swallowed." But this didn't stop the
experimentalist.
In some student, entertainment and artistic
circles it got to be quite the thing to buy inhalers
by the dozen and literally eat the contents. The
paper inside each tube was folded eight times.
Each fold was called a strip. Two strips was an
accepted dose, either chewed plain or mixed with
gum. Some people soaked the strips in liquor or
coffee, though this wasn't as effective.
Proof of how harmless Benzedrine is, compared
to other drugs, is the fact that thousands of people
took from 10 to 50 times the normal dose, when the
inhalers were available, without fatal results. Only
a few deaths have been attributed to its use, and
then as a result of extremely large doses which in
most cases were taken with other drugs.
But the inhalers when misused were destructive
enough to cause concern. Some of the offenders
were kids who, too young to buy liquor, felt very
wicked and often got very sick on Benzedrine.
Others were emotionally unbalanced people and
those on the criminal fringe. Huge numbers of inhalers were smuggled into prisons for inmates who
craved a drug which would improve their state of
mind and make time pass more quickly.
All this was very distressing to the 100-year-old
Quaker company that manufactures Benzedrine. It
did everything it could to foil the addicts. It experimented with an unbreakable iron inhaler, but it
turned out that the drug could not be preserved in
this type of container.
In states where the greatest misuse was reported,
the company put a denatured inhaler on the market
—Benzedrine combined with picric acid which
made you sick if you swallowed it. But even this
didn't seem to stop the real addict. Finally, the
company decided to take the inhaler off the market
and substitute a new one under the trade name of
Benzedrex. Benzedrex went on sale this week. It
has almost the same formula as Benzedrine but
without its side effects. Benzedrine in tablet form
is still being manufactured of course.
You will find other brands of inhalers still on the
market. Some of them have contents somewhat
similar to Benzedrine. But none of them have presented the same social problem because none of
them give quite the same lift.
Although some people are said to be addicted
to Benzedrine, the drug is (Continued on page 66)
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bombs fell as straight and true as if they
were sliding to earth on wires.
The scientists themselves were responsible for testing the fuse on the
bomb. The fuse had to work or nothing
would happen, and there were moments
when it looked as though the fuse might
want to work at the wrong time. Charles
Sweeney, the pilot who delivered the
second atomic bomb at Nagasaki,
dropped a test bomb over Wendover one
afternoon and the fuse went off a moment or two after the bomb tumbled
out of the bomb bay. There was a sudden flash, and the deflowered missile
tumbled harmlessly to earth.
Sweeney's wife, walking near the base,
saw the light in the sky under her husband's plane. When he came home, she
asked him about it.
"Oh, sure," he said, reassuringly. "It's
supposed to do that." But down inside,
Sweeney was not feeling so good. What
would happen if the fuse functioned prematurely on a real atomic bomb?
Fortunately, there were no more mishaps with fuses, but there were other
"incidents." On one important test
drop, an expert from Wright Field was
aboard the B-29 as an observer. As the
bomber swung into the final run, men on
the ground carefully readied their instruments while the bomber crew
counted off the seconds. The tension
piled up. Suddenly it was too much for
the expert. Without warning, he reached
over the bombardier's shoulder and hit
the switch. With one motion, endless
hours of work went for nothing. No
one was ready when the bomb flashed
out of the bomb bay and went away on
its wasted journey.
Gradually, the number of men in the
509th who knew the secret grew. It was
a natural thing. But still there were no
breaches of security. Indeed, there was
almost no chance for such a thing to
happen. All telephone conversations in
and out of Wendover were monitored,
and a stranger registering at the State
Line Hotel was checked up on almost
before he had unpacked.

The two lieutenants were sent to the
forest primeval for violating the wellknown rule that no member of the
armed forces could leave the continental
limits of the United States without permission. While in California, during
test drops on floating targets in the Salton
Sea, they had foolishly jeeped across the
border into Mexico for a lark. The next
thing they knew, they were vegetating in
Canada.
As for the colonel, he had not only
demonstrated ^ alarming faculty for
carrying on windy conversations but he
had committed another indiscretion by
conducting what amounted virtually to
a public tour through one of the 509th's
highly secret bombers. The incident occurred during a week-end visit to his
home. Another member of the 509th,
who had accompanied the colonel in the
special B-29, came out to the plane one
morning to prepare for the return flight
to Wendover and discovered the colonel
carefully explaining intricacies of the

head, and Tibbets hung around with Costello in the hope that the Los Alamos
scientists would have everything in readiness shortly for the test. When there
were more delays, Tibbets finally gave up
and went to Tinian to join the group.
A number of scientists flew to Tinian
with the 509th, and there were numerous
collisions between the scientific mind and
the military mind. One key scientist suddenly refused to go at the last moment
when he discovered that the 509th was
not planning to provide inner-spring
mattresses on Tinian. When he asked
Captain Begg about the mattress situation and was told he would have to sleep
on a cot, tears actually came to the scientist's eyes and he stoutly refused to
budge.
In desperation, Begg arranged for
mattresses to be shipped to Tinian, and
the scientist was mollified. Two more
scientists immediately complicated things
again by wandering off on a sight-seeing tour during a brief stopover in Hono-

Scientists I g n o r e d D a n g e r s

B e h i n d an Invisible Wall
Major William Uanna, the security
officer, erected and maintained the invisible wall between the 509th Bomb
Group and the outside world, but even
he didn't know that six Manhattan District agents, one officer and five enlisted
men, had been planted inside the group
to watch and listen. Tibbets was the only
man in the 509th who knew the agents
were there, but even Tibbets did not
know their identities. As a matter of
fact, he didn't want to know.
One member of the group, a gentleman holding the exalted rank of lieutenant colonel, went home when the war
was over and was quoted as saying in a
newspaper interview that he had been
selected to drop the bomb.on Hiroshima,
but that certain conditions had come up
at the last moment to prevent it. He was
described, however, as still being a most
important figure, and it was implied that
only through his untiring efforts had the
bomb been dropped at.all.
It was an interesting story, but not
quite accurate. The colonel, along with
two impetuous lieutenants from the
509th, had actually .spent the waning
months of the war in the wastes of
northern Canada, communing with nature at a so-called "assembly point."
Admission to this remote haven was not
limited to men who had real information
about the bomb. Like the colonel, people who enjoyed talking had only to talk
enough and they would find themselves
in the north woods, talking to each
other.

509th, as far away from the other units
on Tinian as possible.
Quonset huts had been erected to
house the men. But the atomic scientists,
again demonstrating their individuality,
had insisted on living in tents instead of
Quonset huts on the theory that tents
were cooler. They were soon on their
way to being roasted alive under canvas.
Tinian, a humid patch of green in the
Pacific, had been laid out by its original
Air Force settlers like Manhattan Island.
There was a Forty-second Street and a
West End Avenue. Lenox Avenue
skirted North Field, there was an internment camp for natives at Eighth Avenue
and 100th Street; the military police
headquarters were at Eighth Avenue and
126th. There were fine black-top roads,
buill by Seabees; there were baseball
games and outdoor movies; and the
island had been sprayed.
Nonetheless, great swarms of insects
known colloquially as "stink bugs" were
attracted by the outdoor movies and gave
off a particularly pungent odor when
carelessly swatted and squashed. The
"stink bugs" presented one of the few
really insoluble problems on Tinian: Endure the bite and suffer the itch, or swat
the bug and suffer the smell?

bomb-bay installations to a man who
later turned out to be his father.
That was the last straw. The colonel
was bundled off to Washington for a special interrogation. He was then flown to
Canada under escort and dropped off at
the conversation center in the woods.
That is why he did not drop the atomic
bomb on Hiroshima.
By the middle of April, 1945, the 509th
had completed its Wendover tests. It was
time to pack up and go.
The band played as the ground personnel marched to the railroad station to
board the train for Seattle and the Cape
Victory, the ship that was to take them to
Tinian. The flying crews lingered a while
at Wendover. They were to take the
group's 15 B-29s to Tinian on May 15th.
Only one thing was wrong—nobody
knew yet whether the atom bomb was
going to work. There was no point in
going to Tinian if it didn't, and the critical test scheduled for Alamogordo had
met with repeated delays.
Tibbets was getting impatient. When
the bombers took off for Tinian, Captain
Edward M. Costello and his crew stayed
behind to flirt with the atomic explosion
in New Mexico in an effort to determine
the effects of the blast on a plane over-

lulu. They disappeared so completely
that the group had to go on to Tinian
without them. Uanna left traveling instructions for the pair at the airfield in
Honolulu, and the two strays turned up
on Tinian several days later via a Navy
transport plane.
The Cape Victory, carrying the ground
personnel and heavy equipment, arrived
at Tinian on May 29th, debarking the
following day. The whole movement
from Wendover had taken a little more
than a month, and the men arrived just
in time to hear Tokyo Rose welcome the
"Flying Arrow Squadron" to its new Pacific base. Tokyo Rose would not have
been so cordial had she known what the
Flying Arrow Squadron was bringing.
By the time the 509th arrived, Tinian,
six miles long, two and a half miles wide
and 1,500 milss from Tokyo, was nearly
swamped by the weight of the people already on it. Over 500 bombers were
parked on North Field, where B-29s from
four groups took off three abreast. Some
35,000 men were on the island, and there
were nearly 1,000 nurses. Army engineers, commanded by Colonel Elmer E.
Kirkpatrick. one of the Army's construction geniuses, had prepared an isolated
"atomic city" for the unapproachable
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Certain areas on the island had not yet
been cleared of die-hard Japs and warnings were posted to that effect. Once
again the scientists refused to be regimented. It was not uncommon to see
three or four of them, clad only in shoes
and shorts, crashing through the brush
with butterfly nets, hot on the trail of an
errant insect. The fact that there were
Japs in the vicinity was no deterrent.
Despite all the activity in mid-July,
there was still no atomic bomb on Tinian.
There were only test bombs.
All told, in addition to a number of
practice runs to near-by islands, the
509th ran four missions to Japan itself,
dropping torpex-laden test bombs on
each raid. Ten planes participated in
the first strike on July 20th, and one
of the combat elements hit Tokyo. After
the fourth raid test bombs had been
dropped on 17 cities, the group had
sighted only six Jap fighters, and no one
had seen more than a few scattered
bursts of flak. Even more important, it
was hoped that the Japanese were getting used to the idea of small bomber
formations. The atomic strike was to be
carried out by only three B-29s.
It was during this flurry of activity
over Japan that one of the secrets popped
out of its case. The dummy bomb, for
some reason, had been declassified from
"secret" to a lower category and was no
longer rolled out from the assembly
building imder canvas. An Air Force
enlisted man not connected with the
509th took a photograph of a bomb on
its way to a B-29 to be loaded, and a
number of prints were made. These
were sold as pictures of the real atomic
bomb for $1 each on Tinian, and copies
turned up in Honolulu for 25 cents. Ultimately, in 1946, a copy was offered to
the Baltimore Sun, which immediately
reported the incident to the authorities.
So far as is known, that ended the traffic.
In any event, no great damage was done.
The big secret was still inside the bomb.
But there was still no atomic bomb
on Tinian, even though August 6th—
the date of the Hiroshima attack—was
only three weeks away. The 509th had
almost given up hope of ever carrying
out its mission. Then, suddenly, the
word came from Alamogordo. The test
explosion had been successful.
The report of the Alamogordo test
went immediately to Potsdam by special
Collier's for August 13, 1949
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courier. President Truman, according to
one version of the incident, interrupted a
conference with Stalin, Churchill and
others to tell them the momentous news
that American scientists had released the
most destructive force known, and that
the United States now had the first
atomic bomb.
The statesmen looked at one another
thoughtfully. Only Stalin appeared unimpressed. "All right, gentlemen," he is
reported to have said impatiently, "what
is the ne\t item on the agenda?"
Whether Stalin already had information about the Bomb, whether he missed
the significance of President Truman's
statement, or whether he was whistling
in the proverbial graveyard probably will
never be known. In any case, the atomic
bomb was difficult to comprehend.
Even General Spaatz, who had been
briefed on the project, found it baffling.
According to WiUiam Laurence of the
New York Times, Dr. Charles Baker of
Cornell showed Spaatz the small metal
case in which the fissionable material that
finally blew up Nagasaki had been carried to Tinian. Spaatz looked at it carefully, then suggested that Baker meant
the fuse for the bomb had been carried in
the box.
"Oh, no," Baker said. "The explosion
came entirely from the material carried
in this case."
"Young man," Spaatz said sharply,
"you may believe it. 1 don't."
The same sort of thing happened
when an Air Transport Command plane
was alerted to pick up an unidentified
"cargo" at Albuquerque for urgent delivery to Tinian. Just before the takeoff, the crew walked out to the plane,
climbed inside and looked around uncertainly. The plane, which they expected to be loaded, was empty except
for two men sitting in a corner. One of
the men held a small box in his lap.
"You going with us?" the pilot asked.
The man with the box nodded.
"Tinian?" the pilot said.
The man nodded again.
"Well, Where's the cargo?"
The man pointed to the box in his lap.
"Here." he said.
The order giving the 509th Bomb
Group authority to attack either Hiroshima, Kokura, Niigata or Naga.saki was
dated July 25th and was signed by General Thomas T. Handy, Acting Chief of
Staff in the absence of General Marshall,
who was in Potsdam. Secretary of War
Stimson had personally vetoed a proposal by the target selection board in
Washington that the atomic bomb be
dropped on Kyoto, the ancient feudal
capital of Japan. Kyoto, Stimson ruled,
was not a military target. The other
cities were fair game, however, because
they were military targets which had not
yet been damaged and thus could be
assessed for before-and-after results.

Emergency facilities were ready at Iwo
Jima in case anything went wrong with
the plane after take-off and the bomb
had to be transferred to another B-29
standing by on Iwo. There could be no
mistakes such as had occurred a few
nights before when a nervous bombardier accidentally tripped the toggle
switch in a parked B-29 and tumbled
a live test bomb out onto the hardstand.
There was hell to pay for that.
General Farrell had arrived at Tinian
after stopping at Guam briefly to make
the final arrangements with Admiral
Nimitz to have Navy rescue ships stationed along the Enola Gay's route to
Japan. Farrell had also conferred at
Guam, over breakfast, with General
Curtis LeMay, commander of the
Twentieth Air Force.
Assembly Job Is Completed
COLLIER'S

"There's a weed-killer you can
get that kills all vegetation"

Tinian several days later by air courier
from Guam and was contained in two
sealed envelopes, one inside the other.
The last gram of active material for
the atom bomb came out of Oak Ridge
on July 25th. Then it was flown to Los
Alamos for processing. On July 26th it
was flown to Santa Fe, sent by truck to
Albuquerque, and put aboard an ATC
plane. On July 27th it arrived at Tinian.
About 75 per cent of all the critical
material going to Tinian went by air,
but it was a shipment aboard the cruiser
Indianapolis that created the most excitement, particularly when it was reported in America that the Indianapolis
had gone down with atom bomb parts
aboard. Actually, the Indianapolis delivered its cargo to Tinian four days before
it was sunk on its way to the Philippines.
The Indianapolis arrived on July 26th
with parts aboard and was met in the
harbor by Major Uanna, Captain Henry
McLenahan, a security officer under
Uanna, and Commander F. L. Ashworth, a Navy atomic bomb specialist.
The cruiser carried one box of special
tools, one bomb casing and one box of
critical material.
The sea was rolling slightly as Uanna,
McLenahan and Ashworth rode out
across the harbor in a landing craft.
Tying up to the cruiser, they waited as
the boxes were brought out. buoys
fastened to each of them so they would
not sink if accidentally dropped into the
sea, and containers of dye attached to
mark the spot if something did go wrong
and they sank, after all.

DOROTHY BARLOW

The box of active material was taken
off first. Uanna balanced himself carefully on the deck of the landing craft
while a sailor from the Indianapolis arranged the block and tackle to be used in
letting it down. Finally everything was
set. The sailor let the rope play out and
the precious box started down. Suddenly, it stopped with a jerk and began
swinging back and forth some ten feet
above Uanna's head. Something had
gone wrong with the block and tackle.
While Uanna tried desperately to
think of a solution, the sailor recklessly
let the rope run free and the priceless
cargo shot down unchecked. Uanna's
heart leaped into his mouth. Then, ever
so casually, the sailor grabbed the rope
and stopped the box in front of Uanna.
Shaken, the latter untied the rope,
clutched the box and started for shore.
At the dock, Uanna placed the box in
the back seat of a command car. Three
men rode with him and two motorcycles
went on ahead to clear the intersections.
The box was taken directly to the assembly building, some two and a half miles
from the beach, and was turned over to
Roger Warner, an assembly specialist.
McLenahan stayed behind to pick up
the special tools and the bomb casing,
which he brought to the base by truck.
The weatherman reported on Sunday,
August 5th, that the weather was clearing over Japan. Crews had already been
briefed a dozen times, but they were
briefed again. Colonel Tibbets would
fly the bomb in the Enola Gay, a
brand-new B-29 named for his mother.

Code M e s s a g e to P o t s d a m
The attack directive had actually been
prepared by Major General Leslie
Groves, chief of the Manhattan Engineer District, and his assistant. General
Thomas F. Farrell. It was submitted
to Handy, who approved it, cleared by
Spaatz, and telegraphed in code to President Truman at Potsdam. General
Spaatz was to deliver copies personally
to General MacArthur and Admiral
Nimitz in the Pacific.
Permission to go ahead with the attack
was received from Potsdam the following morning. According to the directive,
the attack could take place on the first of
the four cities "after about 3 August,
1945." If Japan did not get the idea, the
remaining cities, were to receive atomic
bombs as soon as the bombs were "made
ready by the project stafT."
Spaatz left Washington immediately,
carrying the two copies of the directive
for MacArthur and Nimitz. The actual
order to attack arrived at the 509th on
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The bomb was assembled on August
5th. Only the experts were allowed inside
the building. The work went on for
several hours under hot lights and overhead cranes. Finally it was finished.
The deadly missile was put in its
canvas cloak.
They rolled the bomb to a concrete
pit a few yards from the assembly building, and there the canvas was removed
while men wrote "To hell with the Emperor" and "This is for the boys on the
Indianapolis" across its metal sides. Then
it was lowered into the pit, the Enola
Gay was backed over it, and it was slowly
hoisted up into the bomb bay by hydraulic jacks. It was late afternoon.
Captain William Parsons, the Navy's
ordnance expert, had been as responsible for the development of the atomic
bomb as any military man. As it rested
in the bomb bay of the Enola Gay,
Parsons was in technical control. While
he worried about the actual bomb, the
rest of the 509th worried about things
like the camera plane that was to accompany the Enola Gay, and the three blast
recorders that were to be dropped by
parachute from a third plane to send
back automatic radio signals.
A blast recorder was what Japanese
scientists at Nagasaki had dissected and
were puzzling over when the war e'nded.
They wondered how the blast recorder
could make such an awful explosion.
Actually, the bomb was still asleep
late in the afternoon of August 5th, even
though it had been assembled. It still
had to be armed. And that was a ticklish
problem.
The week before, on Tinian, four different B-29s had crashed and burned at
the end of the runways, and the Los
Alamos scientists were afraid the same
thing might happen tO the Enola Gay.
If it did, and the bomb were armed, it
would be the end of Tinian and 35,000
men. Parsons had already talked it over
with General Farrell and it had been
decided that Parsons would arm the
bomb in the plane after take-off.
"Have you ever done it?" Farrell
asked.
"No," Parsons said, "but I've got all
day to learn."
The story of the flight to Hiroshima
has been written. Parsons, who knew as
much as there was to know about the
atomic bomb, borrowed an automatic
pistol to use in the event he was captured
by the enemy, and Tibbets, in the dark
of the morning of August 6th, pointed
the nose of the Enola Gay toward Japan.
Back on Tinian, General Farrell talked
with Tibbets for about 45 minutes by
radio, until contact was lost. When the
conversation ended, he was still asking
Tibbets, "How is Parsons getting along?"
and Tibbets was still answering, "He
hasn't come up out of the bomb bay yet."
Parsons finally appeared in the cockpit.
Tibbets looked questioningly at him.
Parsons nodded.
At 8:15 A.M. the Enola Gay swung over
Hiroshima. The rest is history, THE END
Collier's for August 13, 1949
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Bringing

Up a Movie

Moppet

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 17

until the day he saw six-year-old Gigi
stealing scenes right out from under the
experienced noses of Teresa Wright and
David Niven in the movie Enchantment.
Goldwyn personally signed the youngster and billed her as a star after seeing
the rushes of her first scenes.
Launching a child actress's career in
Hollywood is, after all, absurdly simple.
All the moppet needs is the kind of luck
which wins the Irish Sweepstakes. That
and a terrific amount of talent. Mrs.
Robert Perreau, Gigi's mother, thinks
she could never have recognized her
child's acting talent without the luck.
And she has reluctantly come to believe
that without talent, luck would not do
much good either.
The Perreaus are not typical movie
parents. To begin with, only the accidents and fortunes of war brought them
to Hollywood at all. Perreau himself is
a Frenchman who was checking his family's investments in Japan in 1937
when he met and married Eleanor
Child of Newport, Rhode Island,
daughter of an American businessman.
Perreau and his wife returned to
France with their young son Gerald just in time for Perreau to see
service with the French army.
R e u n i o n in L i s b o n
With the fall of France, Perreau
fled the country and was reunited
with his family in Lisbon where
they sought desperately and unsuccessfully for a while to reach
the United States. They finally
made it in December, 1940, and a
daughter, Ghislaine, was born two
months afterward. Since they had
a lot of friends on the West Coast
they eventually headed for California.
At first Perreau had trouble
landing a job because he knew little English. He found work as a
waiter in a restaurant and at another time he drove a truck. Then
one day Mrs. Perreau, with young
Gerald in hand, went to visit a
friend of the family, Jacques
Brugnon, the onetime French tennis
star. Brugnon was working as a reader
in the Warner Brothers studio in Burbank. Waiting to see him. Mrs. Perreau
and Gerald were spied by Lola Moore,
a Hollywood agent who specializes in
representing children. She liked Gerald's
dark, sensitive looks.
"Have you thought of making that
boy an actor?" Miss Moore asked Mrs.
Perreau.
"Good heavens, no!" Mrs. Perreau replied. "What for?"
Miss Moore has since confessed she
found this mother's respon,se so unusual
that she could not accept it at face value.
She explained to Mrs. Perreau that her
son could earn enough in a year or two
before the cameras to provide for his
» college education later. And, she said,
all children like movie work because
they regard it as a form of play. Mrs.
Perreau finally gave the agent her phone
number and promised she would consider the matter.
After that she received a number of
calls from Miss Moore's office. Appointments were made for Gerald to be interviewed by several producers around
town. Mrs. Perreau, however, passed
them all up. In a huff. Miss Moore herself called when Mrs. Perreau had
broken her fifth appointment.
"She was so cross with me," Mrs. Perreau says, "that 1 promised meekly I
would most certainly go the very next
time her office called."
The next appointment started Gerald

on his way as an actor. He is today
known professionally as Peter Miles
and his big part to date has been that
of the boy in The Red Pony, the picture starring Myrna Loy and Robert
Mitchum.
This development, in turn, also gave
Ghislaine—nicknamed "Gigi"—her opportunity. Because she had trouble getting baby sitters, Mrs. Perreau took to
bringing her two-year-old daughter
along with her to the studios whenever
Gerald got a call to work. It wasn't long
before the infant was getting herself noticed. At an age when most children
still lisp and cannot make themselves
understood except to their parents, Gigi
could enunciate as clearly as a symphony program announcer syllabifying
"Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart."
She had watched the performers, grips
and gaffers at work and had decided
that, best of all, she would like to act.

favor of a moppet who, Le Roy thought,
looked somewhat more like the original
Curie baby after whom the part was patterned. But, called upon to chat with
Greer Garson and Walter Pidgeon, the
stars of the picture, the chosen child
froze up unaccountably. She tugged at
her mother's skirts and refused to open
her mouth.
Gigi saw her chance. She jumped into
the breach with a butter-won't-melt-inmy-mouth expression.
"See my picture?" she said sweetly,
extending a little photograph of herself.
She was so poised and lacking in timidity
that Director Le Roy decided to switch
infants and give Gigi the part.
The role called for her to do little
more than eat porridge in a high chair,
but Gigi did it so convincingly that she
was a standout in the film.
No one, least of all the experts who
have to work with them, can tell what
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Gigi is publisher, editor and stafiE for this newspaper she prints by hand
too. And she had doped out the requirements of the art to her own satisfaction.
All it seemed to involve, she recalls today at the age of eight, is walking around
with your chin stuck in the air and taking directions from a man who sits in a
camp chair. It all seemed ridiculously
simple.
One day, when her brother Gerald
was at the Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer lot
with a number of other boys and girls
for an interview. Gigi found herself tagging after a brace of five-year-old girls.
Shepherded into a long line, the tot took
her place proudly and scorned the derision of the seniors around her.
Facing a Casting Director
At length the casting director arrived.
When he saw Gigi, he said, "What's that
baby doing here?" Gigi stuck her chin
high in the air and waited for him to approach her before she spoke to him.
"Who are you?" he continued testily,
standing before her.
"I'm Gigi Perreau," she said in
perfectly understandable, pear-shaped
tones. She waved her head proudly at
the would-be actresses around her. "And
I can do anything they can do. I'm a real
good actress."
It would be pleasant to report that
Gigi got a job forthwith. She didn't. But
she did get a chance to try out for a
role. Sent over to see Mervyn Le Roy,
who was assigned to direct Madame
Curie, Gigi found herself passed up in

factor will make one child a movie star
and relegate another to a normal, happy
life. Phillip McClay, who runs the Screen
Children's Guild, a business venture
in which he lists the names and photographs of aspiring moppets in a casting directory at $20 per entry, interviews
some 5,000 children a year. He has had
contact with most of the industry's acting tykes at one time or another. McClay still recalls how massively wrong
he was in the case of Margaret O'Brien.
Escorted in by her aunt and mother,
little Margaret, dressed in frills and
starch, was brought before him. Her
elders outlined the child's gifts to McClay, the way moppet-parents always
do. Then they turned to Margaret.
"Cry for the nice man, Margaret,
dear," they said.
And Margaret broke into such heartrending caterwauling that she left McClay shouting, "Enough!"
He went home that night and made a
confident prediction to his wife. "That
kid won't get anywhere," he said, "because all she can do is cry."
Hal Roach, who once had Shirley
Temple playing in his Our Gang pictures, could probably tell a similar story
about himself. It's that way with kids.
The large element of chance is the only
thing that keeps the aspirants' hearts
thumping hopefully. Most of them, however, will be lucky to work six days in
any year, at a scale ranging from $9.45
to $22.23 a day.
To keep all these hopes alive and to
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furnish a child-acting pool for the studios, the city of Los Angeles maintains
a unique outschool tutoring system. It
assigns to the motion picture studios
teachers who make sure the Gables and
De Havillands of the future learn how
much is four take away two. J. Harold
Thomas, the city's Supervisor of Attendance and Work Permits, issues some
2,700 permits a year and makes sure
that the children don't work more than
three hours a day and that they keep up
their school averages.
His own opinion is that movie experience is not particularly damaging to the
children, but he is not so sure about
what it does to some of the parents. A
good many of the mothers pin all their
hopes for quick fame and fortune on
their children. They bleach and permanent the kids' hair, they pump them full
of diction lessons, ballet instruction and
movie shop talk, and go through life
muttering darkly about the "influence" the moppets who get soughtafter parts are able to exert.

The senior Perreaus could actually serve as models of how most
moppet-parents do not behave.
Mrs. Perreau has never "prettied
up my girl," to use her own words.
Gigi's hair is brushed after some
persuasion each morning, as is the
hair of any eight-year-old girl.
One of three children now, she is
not encouraged to be theatrical
about the house. She reads comic
books and fills the five- to sixo'clock air with bang-bang radio
serials. She doesn't listen to Louella Parsons and only scans
Hedda Hopper's column when her
name is mentioned in it. She has
been able to read and memorize
her parts for two years now.
The Perreaus think they can
keep their child unspoiled by the
simple process of insulating her
from baleful theatrical influences
that might go to her head.
"Most children are spoiled by
their parents," Papa Perreau says.
"And the movies don't have a monopoly
on spoiled children."
The Perreaus have been able to make
a simple game of Gigi's movie star status. The stuff she does before the cameras she regards as recreation of a highly
entertaining order. It's the universal
child's game of let's pretend, with real
costumes and real props and sets, only
later she even has the added fun of seeing on film how the game actually went.
Irving Reis, the able young director
who guided her through Enchantment
and Roseanna McCoy, was astonished
to find he could use the highly professional "Stanislausky method" techniques
in dealing with Gigi.
"Stanislausky asked his actors to develop a method of transferring their
emotions," Reis explained recently. "If
the script calls for an actor to express
horror and fear when a gun is pointed
at his face, an equivalent emotion is
used. Stanislausky realized most actors
couldn't possibly experience all the emotions they are called upon to portray.
"That's how 1 worked it with Gigi.
When I wanted her to cry affectingly in
Enchantment, I asked her what she
wanted more than anything in the world.
It was a pony. Then I asked her how
she would feel if she'd been promised a
pony and then at the last moment had
been denied it. When we made Enchantment, Gigi was crying for a pony."
Her new director, Mark Robson, with
whom she is working in My Foolish
Heart, handles Gigi as casually and matCollier's for August 13, 1949
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ter-of-factly as he does Dana Andrews,
Susan Hayward and the other players
involved in the picture. Robson, who
likes to employ stage techniques, runs
Gigi through her lines without making
any concessions to her age. For this the
young actress is grateful. She's already
appeared in 20 pictures and likes to be
treated like any veteran.
At her current salary of $350 a week,
Ed Gray's conception of a million-dollar take for his little star during the next
five years may seem a mite hopeful.
Actually, what Gigi makes out of pictures will be just a portion of her total
earnings.
Gray, studying the career of the grand
old lady of all moppets, Shirley Temple,
remains convinced that the million-dollar figure is modest. Shirley herself
rarely earned more than $150,000 annually in the five years or so during
which she was big money. But her parents were also on the 20th Century-Fox
pay roll, so much so that in 1938, for
example, Shirley pulled down $114,848
from her studio, but the family's gross
income from the same source was $307,014. Shirley today is well into the millionaire class.
"But," says Gigi's agent, "we hope to
realiize over a million in the next five
years, exclusive of what Goldwyn pays
her, on tie-ups alone. Within that time,
some of the 24 offers we are now considering will begin providing Gigi with
the bulk of her income. Soon she will be
getting royalties for sponsoring hats,
gloves, shoes, underwear, breakfast
foods, dolls and even books."
Shows High I.Q. in Classroom
Her teacher on the Goldwyn lot, Jean
Seaman, has trouble holding Gigi back
in her studies. Sharing a studio classroom with Goldwyn's newest young
star, Joan Evans, who is a high-school
sophomore and studies biology and
French, Gigi apparently would like
nothing better than to share her classmate's schoolwork, too, according to
Miss Seaman.
"And she could manage it, too, I do
believe," the teacher says seriously.
"She's never had a formal intelligence
test, but I have no doubt she's either in
the genius or near-genius category."

This brings up an old and much-argued question. Does it require a special
kind of child to be a good actress? Or
can any kid, given the break, turn out to
be another million-dollar moppet? Mrs.
Perreau says that no one in the world
was more surprised than she was to discover her children—Gigi and Gerald—
could act. She is inclined to believe this
may be true of lots of children.
But people who have worked with
Gigi believe that she is the one milliondollar baby in a million.
Irving Reis says, "The child is a natural, a true genius. Like the youthful
Heifetz or Menuhin. Lots of kids play
the fiddle well, but a Heifetz comes up
once in a generation. That's the way it
is with Gigi."
Gigi is so unaffected that she may
soften the hearts of even the sternest
moppet haters. For, whether Gigi knows
it or not, there are thousands of people
who have resented sticky-sweet kid stars.
B o u d o i r Irked J. B a r r y m o r e
Their attitude was once expressed classically by the late John Barrymore.
At the height of his fame Barrymore
came to 20th Century-Fox for a picture.
The Great Profile was honored by studio
executives who assigned him dressing
quarters lately vacated by their ranking
money-player, Shirley Temple. He occupied Shirley's cute bungalow for three
days, living among the profusion of
pretty donkeys, cuddlesome zebras and
friendly lions painted on the walls.
Whenever he looked out the window,
the view was blocked by Miss Temple's
personal swing.
Finally he could bear it no longer.
Barrymore strode to the studio front
offices and in the most magisterial manner said, "Gentlemen, since my arrival
I have conducted myself with the utmost
decorum. 1 therefore feel that I have
earned the right to ask a favor. I am
deeply honored by the quarters you have
bestowed upon me. but I would like instead to be admitted at once to the men's
dormitory."
The story sums up a feeling about
cinema moppets which has sometimes
been widespiread. But Gigi, say her admirers, is different. She's just the little
girl down the street.
THE END
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SHORT SHORT

said, and her eyes had grown dreamy. "My goodness, I'd be proud to see a pupil of mine win the national spelling bee!"
But Ellen didn't want to go to Washington!
The teacher was smiling at Ellen. "Deign."
The girl next to Ellen had just spelled "reign."
Ellen recalled the section, a group of words with
silent g's. Ellen spelled, "D-a-n-e." She turned
blindly to leave the stage. She had betrayed her
talent for spelling, and she had betrayed Mrs. Dillard, and she had betrayed Henry.
"Just a minute," said Miss Kinsman. "I wanted
you to spell d-e-i-g-n, meaning condescend, but you
have correctly spelled its homonym, and capital
letters aren't necessary by the rules of the contest."
"O-o-o-h," wailed Ellen. It's a fine thing when
you try to miss a word and can't. "Could I—could
I have a drink, please?" she gulped.
The judge said, "We will have intermission until
the bell rings."

W

By LAURENE CHAMBERS CHINN
ITH the closing of the door, Ellen left one
of her lives behind and entered upon the
other. She moved slowly down the long
flight of stairs that flanked the restaurant, and
turned left toward the hotel.
•'No use eating dinner there," Mama had protested. "You can eat at home and go later."
"We are supposed to have dinner at the hotel.
Mama." Ellen spoke the word mama in the Cantonese way, as if it were two words, with a quick,
light stress on the second half. "When you are
American you do as Americans do."
"No harm being Chinese," Mama said.
Mama wasn't going to the high school with her
tonight. Mama never went with her. On the street,
Ellen shut out the world of home. This is easy
when you speak Cantonese in one world and American in the other. Still, when you have won the
county spelling bee, you can't help wanting your
mother to watch you in the regional match. . . .
A big bus carried the thirty-five county champions from the dinner at the hotel to the high school.
At eight o'clock the curtains parted, revealing the
audience to the boys and girls on stage. Thirty-five
boys and girls on stage, thought Ellen, feeling a little
bit sad, and thirty-four mothers in the audience.
Henry was there, with his girl friend, Dorothy.
Now that Father was gone, Henry was head of the
family. It ought to be enough that her brother was
in the audience.
The teacher said, "Botany," and smiled at Ellen.
They had finished with the sixth-grade spelling
books and were starting on the seventh. Twentyeight girls and boys were still on stage.

"Physician," said the teacher. Henry was a physician. Less than a year ago he had been an intern.
He worked hard. It isn't easy to establish confidence when you wear an alien face.
"Intense," Miss Kinsman said. If Mama had
learned to speak English, maybe she wouldn't be
so intensely shy. Mama had wrapped herself in her
black sateen Chinese coat and trousers, wrapped
herself also in her cloak of language, and refused
to leave her kitchen even to buy groceries or a hat.
Did Mama own a hat? Yes, Henry had bought one
for her to wear to Father's funeral.
"Tragedy," said Miss Kinsman. They were in
eighth-grade spelling now, and nineteen contestants remained.
"Tragedy," said Ellen, smiling at Miss Kinsman.
"T-r-a-g-e-d-y."

M

RS. DILLARD had begun helping her after
school when she became school champion, and
they redoubled their labor after she won the county
spelling bee. Mrs. Dillard had said, "Barring accidents, you might even win and represent our region
at the national spelling bee in Washington."
Now, after an hour in the eighth-grade speller,
with fewer than a dozen champions still on stage,
Ellen was beginning to think Mrs. Dillard might be
right. Ellen might win. Only a nitwit would want
not to win. Well, then, she was a nitwit.
One of the judges rose. "Perhaps it is time to go
into the old Blueback," he suggested.
A sigh rippled up among the contestants. Mrs.
Dillard had taken Ellen all the way through the
Blueback. "Trust your hunches," Mrs. Dillard had
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ITH a whoop the champions scattered. Ellen
hurried down the aisle toward Henry and
Dorothy. Dorothy hugged her. "I had no idea you
were so smart, little genius."
Henry said, "I'd be very proud to see you win,
Ellen."
"I don't want to win." Suddenly, she knew why.
She put the knowledge into a rush of words, speaking in Cantonese. "To go to Washington without
my mother would advertise that she is old-fashioned
and very shy and goes nowhere with me."
Henry's face paled. His eyes turned from Ellen's
and met Dorothy's. Ellen rushed into the hall. She
wished the tears would quit coming in her eyes.
She knew what she would do. She wouldn't win,
but she would stay as long as she could without
winning, and she would find out whether she could
have won. . . .
After three rounds in the Blueback, six contestants remained. Miss Kinsman turned to the Words
Difficult to Spell section at the back. "Abeyance,"
she said. Ellen was relaxed. She'd worked hard
on this part.
Acerbity. Ache. Acquiesce. A m a t e u r . . . . Queer
spellings remind you of other peoples in other times
who have used these words in other ways. Language
is a highway, linking all peoples and all ages. Mama
was wrong to use language as a wall.
Caprice. Carouse. Catastrophe. . . .
Three contestants remained. Miss Kinsman
turned to a page of words of seven and eight syllables. Henry was alone at the back now. Maybe
Dorothy had got bored and gone home. Ellen
thought of her mother. Thirty-four mothers had
driven in from thirty-four neighboring counties, and
Mama hadn't come six blocks to see the contest.
"Incomprehensibility," said Miss Kinsman. It
was a lonely word. Things build up inside a person
that other people don't comprehend. And people
can't comprehend the shyness of a foreign-born
mother unless they've had a foreign-born mother.
"Indestructibility," said Miss Kinsman. Ellen had
risen, but she wasn't listening. Two people had come
in at the back. One was Dorothy. The other was
utterly familiar, yet, in the hat and dress, utterly
strange. They went to sit beside Henry, and Mama
was smiUng at Ellen on the stage. Ellen had lived
all her life with the familiar, loving smile.
"I'm sorry. I didn't hear the word." Turning to
Miss Kinsman, Ellen raised her voice for the proud
announcement, "My mother just came in."
"Indestructibility," said Miss Kinsman.
Ellen spelled the word clearly. Mama wouldn't
understand, but this was a beginning. Mama had
found the courage to come. Mama would find future courage—enough to become American. She
had to win, now, and take Mama with her to the
nation's capital. She and Mama would look at the
buildings and the memorials. After such a trip.
Mama would never hide away in her kitchen again.
If Mama could do what she had done tonight,
Ellen could keep her wits about her for as long as
it might take to be winner.
THE END

