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Above, the Metropolitan Opera's great tenor, Jussi Bjoerling, and his wife, Anna-Lisa.
At left, Mrs. Bjoerling puts the finishing touches to her husband's Don Carlo costume
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'Mama, Sing with Papa'
By HERBERT KUPFERBERG

D

URING his current joint-concert tour, Jussi
Bjoerling, the Metropolitan Opera Company's great tenor, is facing what is probably the most satisfactory competition of his career.
In bookings spread over North America from
Montreal, Canada, to Columbus. Georgia, he has
been sharing the stage with a striking blond soprano
—and although he has been losing a good pari of
the applause to her, he doesn't seem to mind at all.
For the soprano is his wife, Anna-l^isa, who is
making her first singing tour of America.
Bjoerling (pronounced Byur-ling) is the Swedish
tenor who was selected to open this year's opera
season singing the title role in the now-historic revival of Verdi's Don Carlo, He has been an opera
singer for some 15 years and a Met star since 1938;
but Anna-Lisa, who married him just at the start of
his career, saw that as a fitting occasion to put aside
her own operatic ambitions so she could raise a
family. Only the fact that their three children—
Anders, fourteen, Lars-Olof, eleven, and AnneCharlotte, seven—are now in school prompted her
to resume singing.
Last April, before they took the family show on
the road, the Bjoerlings tried it out at New York's
Carnegie Hall. The enthusiasm of the audience,
coupled with a good critical response, convinced
the two singers that other American cities might
like to hear their duets. Since then, bookings have
poured in, and they have signed foi several radio
engagements. Their concert dates have been limited
only by Jussi's schedule at the Metropolitan; as it
is, he has to fly back and forth between the tour
cities and New York to keep his Met commitments.
Bjoerling, whom the San Francisco Chronicle
has called "one of the truly phenomenal men of
music," says of the new venture:
"1 used to feel that one singer in the family was
enough, but this joint tour makes me think I was
wrong.
"At our Carnegie Hall debut. 1 was more nervous
than my wife was. Maybe it showed, too. because
they gave her flowers at the end. Me. 1 got nothing.
"Seriously," he adds, "she has such a beautiful
voice that it would be a crime not to let her sing."
Despite the applause she is receiving now, AnnaLisa doesn't feel that her years of silence were
wasted. "Sometimes maybe 1 missed the excitement and glamor a little," she adntiis, "but having
the children around me made up for it. It was a
busy life, and a good one. I had my three little
ones and my husband to take care of, and you
can't do that when you're singing."
Having been happily married for many years,
the Bjoerlings agree about almost everything except slenderizing diets and exercise. Anna-I-isa,
voted the most beautiful girl in Sweden in a newspaper contest when she was sixteen, keeps her figure by doggedly exercising every morning and
night in her hotel room; Jussi, who is contentedly
rotund, sits in an easy chair and clocks her. After
the Met season, the Bjoerlings return to Sweden;
when they go fishing near their summer home on
an island in the Baltic Sea, he holds the line and
she rows. With his husky physique and powerful,
ringing voice, Bjoerling is a throwback to the oldfashioned opera singer, while his wife is more typical of the new, streamlined version.

The Bjoerlings first met at the Royal Conservatory of Music in Stockholm during the early 1930s.
Jussi Bjoerling was the school's most promising student, Anna-Lisa Berg its most beautiful. Jussi's
older brother took care of the introductions; the
tenor didn't find out until years later that the meeting was Anna-Lisa's idea.
The two singers were married in 1935, soon
after Jussi had joined Stockholm's Royal Opera.
Then, while her husband was winning the
European renown that led to his electrifying Metropolitan debut at the age of twenty-seven, AnnaI.isa stayed home. Her vocal teacher warned her
that too many years away from public performances might ruin her voice, but Mrs. Bjoerling,
willing to take the chance, confined her singing to
lullabies.
However, the Bjoerling children were always
after their mother to "sing with Papa." Three years
ago they coaxed Anna-Lisa into making a home
recording of an operatic duet with Jussi—and then
secretly took the record to the manager of Stockholm's biggest radio station. After the record was
played over the air everything seemed to conspire
against the soprano's retirement. Early in 1948, the
late Count Folke Bernadotte, an old friend of
the family, invited Jussi and Anna-Lisa to sing the
leading parts in a Red Cross benefit performance
of Puccini's La Boheine at the Stockholm Opera.
With the children beaming at them from the audience, they scored such a hit that they were signed
up for a series of joint performances. That led
eventually to their American tour.
The Bjoerling children have made two trips to

America to hear their father sing at the Metropolitan, but this time, to the regret of the whole family,
schoolwork has made it impossible for them to
leave.
Fainily traveling is an old Bjoerling tradition. In
1920, Jussi made his first trip to this country, as a
member of the Bjoerling Male Quartet. This flourishing ensemble was composed of Jussi, aged nine,
his brothers OUe and Goerta, eleven and seven respectively, and their father David. Decked out in
their national costuities—black shoes, white stockings, calfskin trousers, blue vests and white shirts
adorned with red ribbons—they sang before Scandinavian societies and church groups across the
country.
The senior Bjoerling called a halt only when it
became painfully apparent that his sons were no
longer sopranos.
Once during this trip Jussi narrowly missed seeing the inside of the Metropolitan Opera House 17
years ahead of time. As the quartet was winding up
its tour in New York City, the elder Bjoerling
proudly told his family that he had managed to
procure four tickets to hear the great Caruso sing.
In his excitement, he failed to notice his sons' lack
of enthusiasm as he dragged them past the movie
palaces of Broadway toward the Met. Finally the
boys plucked up their courage and informed him
that their tastes for the evening ran to a horse opera
starring William Hart.
So David Bjoerling sadly heard Caruso alone,
and picked up his progeny after the movie. Jussi
never did see the Metropolitan Opera House, until
he sang there.
THE END

The Bjoerlings at the family home in Sweden. The children, Lars-Olof, 11, Anne-Charlotte, 7,
and Anders, 14, now attend school there. They have made two trips to the United States
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Letter to a Child
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hurrying before him, and behind him Eve. past. But perhaps we shall linger a year or
her dirndl skirt a pouch of shells.
so in ihis village which makes us welcome.
"These are my family," I'd say aloud.
I fill asleep, and when I wake there is
"Whether or not anything can ever come such icn n my heart that I think for a moof this, these arc my family now."
ment iha! Mark must be here beside me.
For the first time in my life, I felt so
Then 1 remember. F'or a moment the
abundantly full of contentment that I knew old vK)lciit grief plunges through me, and I
J could never again be entirely alone.
wond'cr hiow I could ever believe I might
I stop now that I have written those endure witlioiit him. Then I remember the
words, and I know they have lived them- paintinj.:s the children of this village have
selves true. Not through every hour of this made in the painting class 1 have started
time between, of course. But even in the here, inJ Margit with all her winsomeness,
most desperate moment. 1 have known that and Monty so rakish yet so tender, and Dr.
.somewhere, stretching over everything in Rob in whose care Mark has left me, and
my private world, was a calm sky of cer- my heart is flooded with comfort.
tainty. That is what I am trying to tell you
Now I ,un filled with energy. I run downin this letter, my child: that there is a stairs ;ind Margit has laid out my luncheon
stately design to living, and we must find it on a hi lie-checked cloth on the end of the
and feel it.
kitchen table.
Those few days when Mark and Eve "I ii-,i,vcn't time for soup," 1 say impaand I lived in our enchanted world gave me tientl\, "Just butter me some homemade
that long sight and certainty which I have bread with jam an inch thick on it."
never lost completely.
I snatcli up the big block of bread and
Often now when I walk these other jam. and i un back up to the .studio. Now 1
autumn nights with you. my child, I re- am a'- feverish for paint as the children
member those nights with Mark and Eve. were. f-Acry picture one paints is the first
Our peace both then and now is of our own ever siarlod. 1 hold my breath as 1 begin it.
secret making, as joy must always be.
That is why I know you will be safe with
EITHER Mark nor I could possibly
me, though I must build the dwelling for
have guessed what agony the months
our life with my two hands alone, roofing of that winter would be. Everything possiit with the height of my own heart, and ble WIS \vrong. except what was between
walling it with my daring.
ourseKi's. Sometimes, during the long
A child that comes because an urgent month-- when I was alone while Mark was
love has called him into being knows how ferryiiie planes, and Lyle was flitting here
to walk with light streaming from himself, and tfcre and talking about us with anyone
so that his path is bright before him. And who i.ircJ to listen, and making up her
mind and then unmaking it again, I would
you are such a child. . . .
There was something in both Mark and say to myself, "This is all going to add up
me which would not let us sketch in the to nolii ng."
outlines of our life ahead while Eve was
1 never knew how long it would be before
with us. N o t until the three of us had I could iiear from Mark. Sometimes I
driven home together, and were parting, would he wakened in the night, and there
did we speak about what was ahead. We would l-se his voice on the phone. "I'm just
left Eve in the car, and Mark and I carried back fium England. I had to hear you."
my luggage up the long stairs to my studio.
When he was near enough to New York,
"This is my home, Chris," he said. "This he would arrive suddenly and for a few
place has taught me what homesickness is. hours we would have our little world again.
at last. Remember what I told you once
Haliwav through the winter, there were
about that?"
weeks when everything looked completely
"That you were homesick for homesick- hopeless, when Lyle decided that after all
she did not want a divorce.
ness."
One (lay she came to see me. She tele"I have it now, all right," he said. "I've
lived here with you, almost all the time. phoned 111 St. and asked me if 1 would have
tea wilh her.
You must have felt me here."
I went to him. as Eve went sometimes
and put my arms around his waist and held
him close.
"1 was afraid to let myself feel you here,
Mark. And getting along without daring to
feel it has been impossible."
"Dare now, Christine," he said softly, and
bent his head and kissed me, a deep gentle
kiss.

N

I said, "I'd much rather have you come
here. Mrs. Seville."
"Must you keep calling me Mrs. Seville?"
she asked with an annoyed laugh.
Before she arrived, I decided not to make
tea. 1 doubted if cither of us would be able
to swallow it anyway.

I

Yl.E came up my stairs slowly. Her face
i had its fashionable tan lately renewed,
for she had just come back from California.
When she saw me, there was a moment of
uncertainty, and suddenly I realized that
my appearance surprised her. I was painting a frame and wearing jeans and an ancient smock.
"I'd hardly know you," she said.
She looked about the room as frankly
as she had inspected me. "1 wouldn't have
guessed the room either. It's beautiful, in
a careless kind of way. You can see I've
underestimated you."
"Would you like to see Mark's picture?"
1 asked, and as I said the words 1 realized
how well they expressed my own confidence
with this portrait and all it meant.
She looked at it for a few minutes, then
lighted a cigarette.
"It's not a likeness," she said bluntly.
"Actually it's more of a confession."
1 put the portrait back, and 1 felt a kind
of pity for this bright woman who had all
the qualities 1 had ever envied in my life
and yet had t o resort to cruelty when she
talked to me.
Then, suddenly, she turned the maneuver
back toward an attack on me.
"Just the sight of you, for your information— A child could see by looking at you,
Christine Bruning, that you're steeped to
the brim in good satisfied lusty living."
I reached up my hand impulsively and
put it acro.ss her mouth.
"Don't hurt yourself, and all of us."
"/ hurt yon!" For a moment I thought
she was going to cry. But she had no weeping in her, because she had been taught that
feeling is stupid.
"Is it pride? Don't bother about anything so small as pride. Lyle. If you do love
Mark, or if you had ever loved him. I
couldn't have got near him. It would only
be a hungry man who would bother with
bread—just plain bread like me."
She listened to that unwillingly, and I
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E BOTH drew back then, and smiled
because the kiss had been so good.
Not sad or stolen or desperate.
He said, "It won't take long. I think Lyle
is ready. I keep wishing I was coming to
you straight from being a kid. There's no
use wishing that, of course."
"All that doesn't matter to me, Mark.
It's what made you the way you are. There
was probably some good reason why it had
to be this way."
"There was plenty of reason," he said. "I
mightn't have recognized what you are, if
I hadn't starved to death at a banquet table
before I found you. You wouldn't know
what that means, Chris, and I wouldn't
want you to know."
Then he smiled almost shamefacedly. "I
knew all right how this was going to be
for us."
"I knew, too," I said. "It was pretty indecent of us to know so well, Mark,"
"It was pretty wonderful, Chris." . . .
When you are a large child we shall not
live in this house, for I shall have resumed
my own name and picked up my own life
again, when the necessity for this secrecy is
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knew she accepted it as truth, because it
was true. For a moment we almost opened
the door of honesty between us. But then
she grabbed back at her rights, my impertinence . . .
"Don't think it's Mark I want back," she
said. "He's never given me anything but—
However, I'm not going to be—" She stood
up suddenly, and reached for her coat. "I
might have known we couldn't talk."
"We could talk," I told her, "if you'd just
be honest."
"You mean you'd like a chance to work
me over—do some social work on me the
way you do with Eve and Millie. That's
your big talent, as near as I can make out.
Matter of fact, it's exactly what you've done
with Mark."
"I suppose it is," I said slowly. "I've
bothered to see how he feels inside."
"And you'd like to know how I feel," she
cried angrily. "Well, my fine amateur dogooder, that's not going to happen. Because how I feel inside is just plain furious."
She went to the door and opened it.
"I'll be off now," she said, "and in ease
you've any doubt about what this visit adds
up to, I'll tell you straight out. I'm not
going to divorce Mark—now or ever."
I told Mark when next he came to
New York. At the end, I was weeping.
"She'll never give it to us," I said.
He was quiet a long time. Then he
said, "It isn't hers to give, Chris."
He held me close, and finally I said,
"But it's ours to take."
"I think so, too," he said. "But our
children wouldn't like it, Christine."

"Formal," he said, and now he burst into
laughter. "It's the only time in my life I've
wanted anything formal!" He took the
menu and, turning it over, began to write,
speaking the words.
"Miss Christine Bruning—or maybe my
name should go first—to sort of break the
shock?—Captain Mark Travers Seville announce their most honest desire to be married. Due to circumstances beyond their
control, marriage is impossible. They
therefore ha\ e the honor to announce that
they shall be living henceforth in a state of
matrimony as holy as they can make it—"
"Oh, Mark—"
"You think about it a minute," he said.
"I've been thinking about it ever since I last
saw Lyle."
We got the check and went out and rode
around the city in a taxi, and at last we
came to my studio.
Before the fireplace Mark got out the
menu again and looked admiringly at his
handwriting.
"What do you think?" he asked, cocking
up his eyebrow.
"Oh, Mark!
"You haven't the courage."
"We'd wake up the next morning with a

B

FTER that, he spoke often of our
_ children, for our children were as
real to him as I was myself.
Sometimes I pretended to be jealous
of those mythical children of ours. "You
think more of them than you do of me,"
I would say.
"Nearly as much, anyway. How could
I love you as much as I do without loving all that goes with you?"
Sometimes when it was almost time
for him to leave me, and I'd feel that I
couldn't trust myself to be safe another
two hours, I'd say, "Tell me about our
"Hello. Say, did you hear the
children, Mark."
latest about Mildred? You did!
So he would hold me close, and one
She did? No fooling? What a
by one he would open the rooms he alnerve!
She's just the type!
ways saw ahead in our life, and we
Who? No, this isn't Betty. Is
would live in them a while with our chilthis Ivanhoe 9-0137? Sorry. I
dren.
must have the wrong number"
"They don't have to be smart," he'd
COLLIERS
HANK KETOHAM
say, "except about the needs of other
people. They won't have to be clever,
because they won't be trying to get
ahead of other people. We'll make them crowd of ieporters outside the door. But I
understand how loved they are, and they'll tell you vshat we might do," I said. "We
never need to shine in any other way." . . . might make a list of all the people each of
us really cares about, and tell them exNow it was early spring again, a cold, actly—"
He tore the menu once across. "I supbegrudging kind of April. The day was
pose I've been a fool again," he said.
rainy and lashed with wind.
We took a cab and went looking for the
T IS lovely to go to sleep knowing that
little sky-blue Swedish restaurant. But it
Dr Rcbbins is sleeping in the house tohad deserted us, and a delicatessen was
night. Monty and I went to the train to
there.
"We've strayed into another world," meet him. He held me off at arm's length
Mark said. "There aren't even any land- and looked at me. He shouted, "You look
absolutely fine, my child."
marks left of our own."
Then Monty got hold of him, and though
So we went resignedly to a very crowded
hotel dining room. Of all the people on he is probably at least as old as Dr. Rob
earth, none are so homeless as those whose himself, Monty helped him by the elbow
over to oar car.
love has no address of its own.
"Don't lean on me," Dr. Rob said,
We talked as brightly as we could for
each other's sake, and finally Mark brushed prodding him in the ribs, "you'll have to
it all aside. "Chris, I've come to the end hold vourself up, you old rascal."
We drove up our hill, and long before
of my patience. I'm through with acting as
if we were fugitives. Listen. We're going to we reached the house we could see Margit,
take this thing in our own hands now. We've popped out of the door to watch our comgot nothing to be ashamed of. We only ing. She ran and put her arms around the
want what we're entitled to. And we're go- doctor, and then she drew back. "What will
Missis be thinking of me?" she asked.
ing to take it."
"She 1. think you're the shameless hussy
"I could do anything," I said shakily, "if
you an;,"' Monty said. "Always looking for
you were right there."
a chance to get your hands on another hand"I'll be there, all right."
His face was full of color now; the peaks some man."
Margit was clucking disapprovingly,
and planes were sharpened and full of life.
"Why don't we send out an announce- hardly able to keep the mirth out of her
face. "Seems the older he gets, Dr. Rob,
ment? Would that be too grotesque?"
"What kind of announcement, Mark?" the wc)r!,e he acts."
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"Seems that's true of all of us," Dr. Rob
said. "Otherwise what's the use of getting
old?"
After Margit's delicious dinner, Dr. Rob
and I sat in the library and talked. All
my worries seemed to vanish in his presence. I told him so, and he reached out and
touched my hair as if I were a ten-year-old.
"What can you find to worry about?" he
asked me. "Everything's simple, Christine."
"I'm not worrying about myself."
"And you mustn't be worrying about the
baby. It is bringing with it everything a
baby needs. It's got its passport all ready in
its hand. And I'll be here to see that the
visa is properly stamped and in order when
the moment comes."
I cannot worry convincingly in his presence, because he always seems so sure of
everything. He has seen such a vast amount
of life pass through his sixty-five or seventy
years. Most of it was beset with fear, he
says, where no fear needed to be.
"I've got the best children in the world,"
he said, speaking of his innumerable children. "But there wasn't a one of them that
wasn't born in the midst of trouble."
Dr. Rob's children range up to men and
women with families of their own. Nobody
knows just how many he has adopted,
but his life has always been full of them
in all stages of growing and being educated.

I
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EFORE I met Dr. Rob, Mark used
to talk about him often. When he
first told me about the adopted children,
he said, "I used to wish I was one of Dr.
Rob's kids all the time I was muddling
through my childhood. But I wasn't eligible, by a couple of hundred thousand
dollars. You see, whenever he ran across
a really underprivileged baby whose
parents didn't want it, he added it to his
family. I was underprivileged, all right.
But I was needy where it didn't show."
Dr, Rob and I have sat by the hour
talking about Mark at all his various
ages. Once he said to me, "I was quite
a schemer. I kept thinking maybe he'd
fall in love with one or another of my
daughters, and maybe I'd get him in my
family that way. But he never could
see any girl. Fact was, he was keeping
his eyes closed until you spoke to him."
"Yes, but how about—?"
He shook himself angrily. "That was
his fool mother's idea. And Lyie's
strong-headed cussedness. I knew her
the first time I saw her," he said bitterly.
"She was beautiful. Dr. Rob."
"Beautiful? I knew the first time I
saw her that she was a woman babies
wouldn't want."
His coming to this house has allayed
some of the suspicions of the town. The
word has got around that we have a
very distinguished physician in our midst,
and my neighbors all feel better about me.
Margit and Monty have known Dr.
Rob for years. During the time they served
in the Sevilles' house, Dr. Rob used to
come and visit when he could spare the
time. And when he couldn't, Margit used
to pack up Master Mark and send him to
stay for a day or so with the doctor in his
house full of children.
This morning at breakfast they were
talking about one of those times, and Margit was laughing and Dr. Rob was leaning
back in his chair.
Margit said, "Remember the Fourth of
July I caught him trying to put his winter
underwear in the suitcase?"
"And Master Mark said, 'I want to be
ready in case Dr. Rob ever asks me just
to stay on and belong to his family.' "
Margit, realizing suddenly that she is letting her tray lean against her stomach in a
most undignified way, scurries around the
breakfast table, picking things up importantly. "What will Missis think? All this
reminiscing and palavering! But you'll have
to forgive us, Missis. Doctor and us always loved that boy." . . .
Abruptly, the way a page turns and a
chapter is seen to run only one more paraCollier's for February 17, 1951
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graph, this part of Mark's and my life together was over.
The word came to me in the fantastic
fashion such news sometimes docs. I had
gone over to the Davisons' late one afternoon, and after we had talked about a great
many other things, Mr. Davison had said,
"Too bad about that nice Captain Seville
you did the portrait of, isn't it?"
"Too bad?"
"Yes, there's a little item here in the
paper."
"About Captain Seville?"
"Oh, yes. Oh, yes, indeed. Ah, now, here
it is!" He read it off then. " 'Lyle Seville
has confirmed yesterday's rumor that she is
divorcing Captain Mark Seville of the Air
Transport Command. Lovely Lyle is leaving immediately for Reno. A certain dashing Navy Lieutenant, jg, is stationed only a
hop away in .San Diego. Happy landings.
Lieutenant!'" He peered at me over his
glasses. "Very poor taste, that last bit of
gossip," he .said, reddening.
I think 1 must have walked home ten
inches above the pavement that evening. I
bought a newspaper and read the item again,
almost crying with happiness.
As 1 came bounding up my own stairs, my
telephone was ringing, but before I could
get the door unlocked, it had slopped. I
sat down beside it on the floor and waited,
knowing that it was Mark and that he would
surely call again. At last he did.
"Chris, the best thing possible has happened." he said, without any preliminaries.
"Can you hear mc, dear?"
"Of course, Mark." I waited for him to
tell me.
"Everything's going to be all right. Lyle's
lawyer wrote me a letter today— Chris,
can you hear me'.'"
"Lm here, darling," I said. "Lm—Lm
just too happy to say anything."
The next few weeks passed swiftly, for I
had wonderful, practical things to do. We
had talked our good life so thoroughly we
both knew it by heart. We had a childlike
faith that the life was already existing
somewhere, and that we had only to overtake it.
At any rate, we kept my studio, and I
tidied up all my possessions out of sheer
exuberance, setting a.side empty drawers
and closets for Mark.

T

HE days didn't seem long enough now.
so busy a thing is hope. Mark was based
at Long Beach, California. I bought warmweather sport clothes and had them ready.
For the first time in my life, I had fun
choosing clothes.
I had a telegram from Eve one day. saying: MOM iirgcfU yoii incci ine ihrcc o'clock
oljice of Dr. Malcolm Bcntlcy. dentist. Mii.st
di.scus.'i somcihini! vital with you. I foimd
the address in the phone book, and reported
there at three.
"We'll go out in the hall," Eve said.
So we went out into the corridor and
leaned against a big window, looking dov^n
over roofs.
"Chris, I've got to talk to you very seriously," Eve said as soon as she had looked
up and down the hall to make sure no spies
were lurking within hearing distance.
I thought: Oh, golly, the child's probably
got herself into some jam again.
"All right," 1 said. "You know you can
trust me."
"Well, Lyle is divorcing Mark." She
waited expectantly to see how this bomb of
news struck me. "I suppose you've never
suspected that they don't get along," she
said. "But conrKlentially--"
"Darling, do you think you ought to be
telling me all this?"
"Yes, I do. Because I want you to do
something."
"But. Eve—"
"No, wait. Let me tell you. T know
you've never thought of Mark in a personal
way, knowing he was married and everything, but do you suppose—" .She gulped,
then she blurted it out: "Listen, Chris, I
know him better than anybody else on
earth does. I've thought it all over, and
you'd be simply perfect for each other."

"Are you proposing to me for M a r k ? "
"Well, yes, I suppose in a way I am.
Mark's such a dope about women, and
there have always been so many of them
just nuts about him. And he hasn't the
slightest idea. I thought if I talked to you,
you could kind of jump the gun on the rest
of them."
"You've certainly got it worked out," I
said admiringly.
"It's so perfect," she said. "And then
when 1 do come to live with you—you did
say I could someday, you know—why, then
we'd all be together. All the time. Just
like those thice perfect days on the ( a p e .
Imagine a whole lifetime of that. And after
everything's worked out, I'll be able to tell
your children that it was all my idea."
"You will inilccd," 1 said, laughing.
"I'll say, 'You kids probably wouldn't
even be here if it hadn't been for your
Amiiie F.vc.' They'll be practically like my
own family, won't they?"
"They'll he your own family, darling."
"Yes," she saiti tremulously. "'That's just
what they.'li be. 'That's just what we'll all
be, Mark and you and me and the children."

O

N THE twentieth of October, at a flag
stop in Nevada. I got off the train in
the chill breathless dawn. "The porter and 1
had gone whispering down the chasm of
green-cmtained sleep, and he lifted off my
luggage and then had turned to help me
down. But suddenly Mark was there, and it
was he who swiuig me down the steps and
into his arms. The big wheels ground and
scrapetl, and we stood alone, surrouniled
by my bags and painting equipment.
"So heie we arc." Mark said. He looked
down at me with a great triumphant male
delight, then he gathered me into his arms.
"Oh, Chris, it's ours now."
He had rented a car from somewhere so
we could have it during his leave, before
he had to report to a new base in California for a month of special training. We
drove through the desert until we finally
reached a town. No one seemed alive as we
rolled down a quiet little street with awningcd stores and restaurants on either side.
Finally we foimd a place called Ed's Grill
open, so we went in and had coffee.
"You look so beautiful." Mark said.
"You're going to be one of the most beautiful \\omen in the world before I get through
with you."
I could only smile at him. But I knew
that the shimmering which I felt all through
my body was only partly fatigue.
"Y'xQ got ever\thing arranged," he said
in as matter-of-fact a voice as he could.
"I've rounded up a nice sentimental
preacher who will be ready for us in about
an houi'. And I've got a big white bridal
bouquet for you. But damned if I didn't
leave it in the refrigerator at the hotel."
"We can stop in the desert and pick a
spray of something small and choice," I
said.
We drove out to the edge of town where
the desert washed in in waves, and Mark
ran out a hundred yards from the road and
picked a nosegay of white desert holly and
some nameless amethyst flowers.
"They'll last you forever," he said, "and
when the time comes we can put them in
the middle of our eldest daughter's bridal
bouquet."
We left the car and walked the last three
blocks to the church. The houses along the
way were waking up now. and sleepy people were operi'ing front doors and taking
in milk bottles and papers. It was a lovely
world that morning, as it always was a
lovely, special kind of world when we were
together.
The church was a plain little structure,
rather like a child's drawing of a church.
The minister himself eame to let us in,
squirming apologetically into his offieiitl
coat. In the dim and dusty church the
three of us stepped to one side, and he told
Its what he woidd expect us to say as he
read the service.
"Don't be nervous," he said reassuringly.
"Nobody of importance is going lo overhear yoir. Nobody except God Himself,
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and there's DO use trying to make any impression on Him."
"No, sir," Mark said solemnly. "I mean
yes, sir."
The preacher brought in as witnesses
two casual persons: a tall shambling man
wiping his dusty hands on his trousers, and
a very old lady with a perpetual smile
creased into a tired face. Then we gathered before the railing at tlie front of the
church, and the ceremony began.
The wedding was nothing at all—ten
minutes of perfunctory legality. But we
had waited for it for more than a year.
Mark's profile was fierce and pale when T
looked up at it. 1 knew his profile hardly
at all, so that he seemed almost a stranger
to me. His hand, when he took mine and
put the plain gold ring on my finger, was
cold and hard, and when I looked up into
his face, it flushed with a disturbing wave
of feeling absurdly out of place in the dark
little church, with two strangers standing
obediently behind us.
And that's the way we were married.
We drove all that day, and just after
sunset we reached the place in the desert
near Indio, where we were to spend our
honeymoon.
F o r nine days we lived on an island, in
space and in time. The sea around us was
sand and our island was a round oasis of
trees, yellowy-green and lush—pepper trees
that flowed in the wind like the tossing
manes of giant ponies, and deep blue-green
little orange trees.
Sometimes I would wake up when the
strange quivering desert dawn was only
broken-up darkness on the edge of the
earth. 1 would rise on my elbow and look
out the window and wonder how anyone
could be as happy as I was. I would turn
then and hang for a moment over Mark's
sleeping face, mysterious and beautiful in
the powdered light. I knew the face so
well, but when it slept there was a nobility
and gentleness about it which the daytime
obscured. There was a new look about the
mouth; already he looked like a man who
had loved very well.

E

V E R Y T H I N G he did. and everything
he was, delighted me. He was always at
ease, in spirit and in body. I remember that
the first time I saw him I thought he was
the most restless-seeming man 1 had ever
noticed. I remember I thought: Why don't
you sit down, so you'll look as if you belonged somewhere? Well, he belonged
somewhere now; he belonged wherever he
was, for his heart had come to rest—just as
I myself belong now wherever I am, even
alone, even among strangers.
Once I mentioned our children, and Mark
rolled over on the grassy knoll where he
was lying at my feet while I sat with my
back against a tree. He closed his long
strong fingers aroimd my ankle and shook
it gently. "It doesn't seem proper to me
for you to bring our children on our honeymoon," he said, not laughing at all.
"I suppose it isn't. But on the other hand,
they used to be all over the place, when we
weren't even—"
"No."
He brushed his fingers free of
the thought of them. "I've sent the children
back where they came from," he said, soberly. "I don't need them any more. Now
that I have you, I have everything."
"But, Mark—"
"Oh, don't worry about them, darling.
They'll come back, and next time they
won't be coming in a bunch. They'll come
one by one, quite properly. But not now.
This is no place for children."
We had only nine days, but they were
so beautiful that they made a bright eternity
of their own. . . .

"They're supposed to hurt you, Chris,"
Mark said. Don't let them."
"How could anything hurt me?" I asked.
Millie's letters were ecstatic, full of advice and admonition and warning.
"What do you say we read the rest of
them on mir fiftieth anniversary?" Mark
suggested, after we had gone through the
first one.
Eve had sent a madly scribbled note saying, "Any time you send for me to come
and visit voii, I'd simply drop everything
and dash. You know this was all my idea."
"We'll send for her, won't we?" I asked
Mark, and he nodded with that special
look in his eyes which only his little sister
seemed to bring into being.
We lived only a month in one of the inns
which the government had taken over for
officers' families. Mark existed in a trance
of hard work, but somehow it was a blissful
time for both of us. Then he was transferred to Dallas, Texas, and then to Great
Falls, Montana. From here he was flying
bombers to Fairbanks, Alaska. We stayed
at this dreary post a while, and then he was
sent back to Texas. Wherever he was based,
I went with him.
I went through aimless weeks of waiting
for him tu come back from some assignment, sptnJing a rapturous twenty-four
hours, and then settling down to another
wait. It w;is a dream existence, with strange
women like myself walking through the
days as aimlessly as I walked. The inconvenience ;ind tiresomeness of our way of
living scrcentd out all but the girls who
ardently loved their husbands; the rest had
found very rational reasons for not trudging
around from field to field.
The veiy emptiness of the life made my
love the only real thing in the world for me,
and during those months of following here
and there. I was so absorbed that I did not
even paini.
I had never known many girls my own
age, and now I lived in a world of such girls,
a different small circle of them every few
weeks—Pitsy. Bunny and Liz; Pokey, Mattie and Soups. The long days were filled
with idleness and lazy talk, of lolling around
the swimming pool, sitting under driers in
beauty shops, drifting in and out of movies.
I didn't object to any of it, for I had been a
child who had few girl playmates.
I suppose I could have painted, but somehow I didn't. I lived an alternately dull and
frantic life for nine or ten days, then Mark
was back with forty-eight hours of leave.
When he was back 1 became deaf and blind
to everything else. I doubt if I even spoke
to Patsy or Bunny or whoever were my current intimates when we met them on the
v/ay to officers' mess. But most of them

When we reached Mark's new quarters,
where he was to be training intensively for
a while, we found a deluge of gifts, telegrams and letters. Many were from Millie
and Eve. And there was even an ironical
reminder of Lyie—a big box of Mark's belongings, old photographs, prints he had
collected, books he had lent to her, and
many other small tokens of intimacy.

'O.K. you guys.

were living in similar tense heavens, and J
was, no doubt, as shadowy and unreal to
them as they were to me.
Every once in a while, one girl would
stand out in ghastly prominence because her
husband had crashed. We would try to
help her, but actually we could scarcely
bear the sight of her, white-faced and
stunned, going through the motions of picking up her few possessions and his useless
ones, and moving on out of our sickened
range of vision.
As much as anything else. T think it was
these occurrences (which came in rapid frequency that late winter of 1945) which
made me decide I'd rather have my intermittent life with Mark in New York instead
of at some unsettled airfield. Now he was
deUvering pursuit planes quite steadily to
Newark, to be packed in orderly rows on
transports, so New York seemed the best
place for me. I had lived through five
months of packing and unpacking, settling
in some tediously gay and chintzy little
suite, and then moving on to another just
as gay and just as hideous.

T

H E first day in my old studio I think
was the happiest of my whole life. My
transportation had been held up for days,
the way it so often was during the war. I
had expected that Mark would be on his
way back to Lockheed so I didn't attempt
to send him a wire saying when I was arriving in New York.
The city was its old rowdy self when I
came back on that blustery March day. The
taxi driver who brought me from La
Guardia Field was full of the same grumbling. I had forgotten how irritated and
sore the poor city was, ground between the
noisy gears of itself.
My old street was just as I had left it. As
I paid the taxi driver, I looked up and saw
my glass-fronted studio. Now I would paint
again.
Then I ran up the stairs. As I came up
the last flight, there was a pair of feet above
me—and there was Mark himself, just as he
had been the first afternoon he stormed
into my life. Only this time he had his arms
outspread, and I came into them laughing
and hungry for the feel of him.
"You should have let me know you were
coming, so I could have had some lovely
people in to meet you." It was our old
joke; it was what I always said to him when
he got back to whatever maple and chintz
we happened to be living in.
Mark had come home to me many times
in our short life together. But this was
the first time I had come home to him, and
it was heavenly.
(To be continued next week)

Gaines later''
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to Mid-America

for lOO Years
i h e birthday greetings tliat please us most are
those that call us "good neighbor" . . . two words saying we
are at home in all the communities along the Illinois Central.
Time was when we could count neighbors on our hngers. But
as our lines opened new lands, new families followed. They
traveled far, from Eastern states and abroad, to the lonely
Midwest prairies; many earned a stake for farm or store by
laying Illinois Central rails.
As our railroad spread south to the Gulf, west to the Missouri
River and southeast to Birmingham, we found more good
friends to serve and work with, many tar beyond our railheads.
Joining with old friends and new, we helped to Cement the
Middle-North and the Middle-South into the land called
Mid-America.

Through all these years the Illinois Central has worked to keep
itself sturdy and progressive. It has created a strong financial
foundation—to pave the way for needed improvements and to
meet and handle emergencies as they arise.
Jr'aith in Mid-America started the Illinois Central on its way a
century ago. That faith has continued, unquenched. Today
we believe that Mid-America is the nation's new frontier of
opportunity . . . for the individual, for industry and for commerce.
With this future before us, we are determined that the Illinois
Central shall continue to earn, by useful work and constant
helpfulness, the honor of being "good neighbor" to all MidAmerica.

President

For 100 years the Illinois Central has made Mid-America's
life its own . . . carrying the products ot farm, mine and factory to market and bringing back the needs of daily life.
J j u f the Illinois Central believes, and always has, in looking
beyond transportation. I-or the well-being of every farm, factory, mine, forest and person is the root from which our own
well-being springs. Ft)r example—
. . . The Illinois Central opened the first shaft coal mine in
Illinois, helped make coal the power around which industrial
Mid-America has grown.
. . . The Illinois Central carried the first refrigerated rail-shipment of perishable fruit, helped launch a new agricultural development that puts fresh fruits on every table the year round.
. . . Today the Illinois Central helps farmers grow better crops
and raise finer livestock. And each year it seeks sites for new
industries to help swell community payrolls.

11/
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STOP ROAD RAVA6E...
it RUINS CAR FINISH!
Half-way Protection not enough.
See amazing difference wlien cars get

A Room tor Butch
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 2 1 5,
out of view but my bones had dissolved to
jelly. Nothing moved except my eyes,
which bulged against the picture window.
She looked up and saw me and we stared at
each other.
Suddenly she made a remarkable backward leap into the shower. I heard her
shriek and ricochet off the washbasin.
There was the loud smack of a solid body
landing on a wet tile floor and then silence.
Butch trotted across the room and peered
anxiously into the shower.

I
YEAR 'ROUND PROTECTION with SIMONIZ!

OHE SIMONIZ JOB protects finish
up to 6 montits and ionger
. . . Gives that "New Car Sparkle"
R e m e m b e r how thrilled y o u were w h e n
you drove y o u r new c a r h o m e ? T h e r e ' s
no thrill like i t ! . . . D o n ' t ever let R o a d
R a v a g e r o b y o u r c a r of its gleaming
new car b e a u t y .
D o n ' t rely on half-way waxes or polishes t o preserve y o u r expensive c a r
finish. Y o u r c a r deserves t h e b e s t needs t h e year ' r o u n d p r o t e c t i o n t h a t
only S I M O N I Z can give.

Safe! No harsh chemicals
O n e application of S I M O N I Z completely seals o u t all road s c u m , d i r t a n d
d u s t , t a r s , a n d traffic film . . . protects
against d a m a g e from scorching s u n a n d
pelting r a i n . . . preserves finish u p t o 6
m o n t h s a n d longer.
W i t h n e w , simple directions in c a n ,
it t a k e s less t i m e . I n fact, t i m e studies
p r o v e t h a t S I M O N I Z p r o t e c t i o n actually t a k e s only a few h o u r s p e r year!
U s e S I M O N I Z twice, a y e a r . Give
y o u r car

1 2 - M O N T H SIMONIZ

N o w o n sale a t service s t a t i o n s , a u t o
s u p p l y , grocery a n d h a r d w a r e s t o r e s .
IMPORTANT! A clean car is necessary before using anything to preserve the finish.
For best results, use easy-to-apply SIMONIZ
LIQUID KI.EENER. If your car is old or badly

faded, clean first with SIMONIZ P A S T E
KLEENER. Then SIMONIZ for 6 months
protection against Road Ravage!
TODAY MORE THAN EVER
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T I O N against R o a d R a v a g e t h a t ruins
expensive car finishes. G e t S I M O N I Z .
®Trnde Mnr1< Uci?. V. s. r.it. Off.

K N O C K E D on the door. If she didn't
answer I'd have to get the room clerk.
She might be lying there with a broken leg.
While I debated furiously, the door was
flung open. Joan stood there wrapped in
a bathrobe.
"I may sue you for ten thousand dollars,"
she said. "I have a strawberry the size of
a half dollar on my hip. You Peeping Tom!
I think the lowest form of life is a man who
makes believe he's a dog lover just to prey
on an innocent girl."
"I could see your dog," I said hastily. "I
was only trying to get him out of sight."
She hesitated. "Well," she said, "you do
have an honest face."
"Like Butch," I said. "Don't enlarge on
it. Besides," [ lied, trying to make her
feel better, "the light was dim. I couldn't
see a thing except Butch."
"Really?" she said, and giggled. "It's a
good thing. I didn't have a stitch on."
"Yes," I said thoughtlessly, "I know."
"You do!" she said.
"I'll get you that can opener," I said
hastily, as she slammed the door in my face.
"It's the least I can do."
I went over to my car and consulted
Frances" instructions on how to find her
house. As was to be expected, they were
clear and explicit and ten minutes later I
rang the doorbell.
Frances opened the door. A tall and
stately brunette, she was even more beautiful in Florida than in New York. She
kissed me and pulled me by the hand into
the living room, where I greeted her parents.
"Harry," she said, "you're impossible."
She looked at me as though I were a twoyear-old. "Why didn't you write and tell
us you were coming?"
"I decided at eight o'clock one morning,"
I said. "It was snowing outside and your
picture was on the mantel. I phoned my
partner and reminded him that while he had
taken his family to the mountains last
August I had slaved in the heat. I threw
a suitcase in my car and here I am."
"You need a nurse," Frances said.
"Not exactly a nurse," I said, but I didn't
go any further at the moment. Just my
opening wedge, you might call it.
"I should be annoyed," Frances said. "I
have a dale at the country club tonight and
I can't possibly break it. We're all going
over to Tarnpa tomorrow. Just overnight.
You can come over here for a while in the
morning. But if you'd made plans in advance, this wouldn't have happened."
We went in to dinner, and over the soup,
trying to be the life of the party, I said,
"Funny thing happened today. Girl drove
in the motel where I'm staying. With a dog.
They don't allow dogs. I asked her why
she didn't put the dog in a kennel. Girl said
to me, he doesn't like dogs."
It strucl: me fimny all over again. I
burst out Uiughing and then looked at three
blank faces. I stopped laughing.
"What's so funny?" Frances said. "I suppose they threw her out?"
"Well,' 1 said, "not exactly. I kind of
smuggled the dog in. Swell dog, ugly as
sin. Big white bulldog."
"Did you know the girl?" Frances said.
"Complete stranger," I said. "But it
was late in the day when it's hard t o get
a room. Hie girl—"
"Was she pretty, Harry?" Frances said.
I shrugged my shoulders. "Kind at cute."

Frances shook her head. "It's the way
you do things. Harum-scarum.
You're
always getting involved. Like that hitchhiker you picked up and he pulled a gun
on you."
"Well, I only had a dollar twenty in my
pocket," I said. "Besides, this was different.
A slip of a girl."
After dinner Frances and I had the living
room to ourselves. "I'm sorry, but you
can't stay," Frances said. "My date will
arrive any minute."
"Well, what about him?" I said. "Goodlooking?"
Frances smiled at me. "Kind of cute,"
she said, and grinned at me. "You have to
rush. But come over in the morning and
if the weather is nice we can have a swim."
"Swell," I said. "There's just one thing.
Do you have a spare can opener around the
house I could borrow? Just overnight?"
Frances tapped one foot and looked at
me. "Didn't we feed you enough?"
"Well," I said, "it's for the dog. Butchie.
This girl left her can opener in Georgia last
night and—"
"Then she can go back to Georgia and
look for it," Frances said coldly. "Why
should you have to supply her with can
openers?"
"It's kind of an obligation, Frances," I
said. "I happened inadvertently to see her
coming out of the shower with nothing—"
"This is fascinating," Frances said. "Continue. Don't omit anything."
"Frances," I said, "I'm not interested iii
this girl. I promise not to even speak to
her. Just rap on the door and hand her the
can opener. My lips sealed. I promise.
Nothing for you to be jealous—"
"Jealous!" she exploded. "I'm not the
least bit jealous, I assure you. And now
you have to leave."
lust then the telephone rang. She went
to answer it and I sneaked into the kitchen.
Luckily I opened the right drawer first
crack, slipped a can opener into my pocket,
and was back to kiss Frances good night as
she hung up the phone.
"Good night, darling," I said, and floated
out to my car. I hadn't been aware of that
steely quality in Frances before.

B

A C K at the motel I found Joan Prentice
in the combination office-and-lounge.
There was quite a crowd on hand and a couple of fellows about my age were competing
for Joan's attention. I broke through and
touched her shoulder.
"I have something for you," I said in a
low voice.
She followed me outside and I gave her
the can opener.
"Why, thank you," she said and grinned.
"Maybe you're all right after all."
The office door opened and the two
young men came out. "No hijacking," one
of them said. "Come on. Miss Prentice.
We'll miss the first race if we don't hurry."
"The whole crowd's going to the dog
races," she said. "Would you like to come
along?"
I hesitated, then thought of Frances.
"Not m e , " I said nobly. Frances would
be proud of me, I thought. "If you're in a
rush, give me your key. I'll feed Butch. I'll
leave your key in the flower box in front of
your window. Have fun."
I made her go away. Then, feeling pure
in heart, I went over and let myself into
her room. A can of dog food was on the
desk. I took the top off with the can
opener but there wasn't any spoon in sight.
"I might have known it," I said. "No
spoon." I went into the bathroom and
brought back Joan's toothbrush and tried
digging out the food with the handle end.
It was a laborious process. Butch pawed at
my leg and looked up at me with sorrowladen eyes that said clearly this was no time
for practical jokes.
In desperation I put my finger in the can
and drew out a wedge of dog meat. I put
ColUer's for F e b r u a r y 1 7 , 1 9 5 1
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I watched her in my rcarview mirror. She
had the prettiest legs J had ever seen.
"I.et her change her own tire," 1 said, but
my legs pivoted me around and carried me
back to her.
"1 can fix it," Joan said defiantly. "T
read how in the driver's guide." She waved
the jack. "You take this dingus—"
I yanked it out of her hand. "They call
it a jack," 1 said coldly. 1 reached beneath
the car and Miss Prentice cried shrilly,
"Look out."
I lifted my head quickly and whanged it
G A V E in and took him out back of the
motel, and we walked across the field in against the exhaust pipe. 1 crawled out
the dark. It was uneventful until 1 stepped slowly. Miss Prentice had her hand over
in a hole and the leash slipped out of my her mouth. Wordlessly she pointed at my
right shoulder. I looked at the grease stain
hands. Butch simply disappeared.
I started whistling. A light went on in on my new tropical worsted.
"I was only trying to warn you," she
the rear of the motel, and ] recognized the
figure of the manager. I walked over to said. "I'll have it cleaned for you."
"You didn't leave any spoon in your
him.
"[ like to walk back here," I said ner- room." I said angrily. "1 had to feed your
vously. " N o gasoline fumes, no cars to damn" dog off my finger."
dodge. Just the peace and quiet of a
"You didn't!" she said, her eyes like stars,
her mouth wide, but it looked to me as
tropical night."
The manager looked at me suspiciously though she was trying to hold back a giggle.
and went back inside. I stumbled across
"Yes I did," I said. "Right off my finger.
the fields, whistling in a low, quavering This one." I showed it to her. "I'm getting
voice. Half an hour later I gave it up as a callus on it," 1 said. "I took him for a
hopeless and plodded around the front of walk and he ran away."
the motel.
There was Butch, sitting
"You poor dear." she said.
placidly in a pool of light in front of his
I went on changing the tire.
"Did you see your girl?" she said.
door. Nobody seemed to have noticed
"I did." I said. "[ mentioned you, and
him. Hurriedly I put him inside, put the
key in the flower box, and went into my she didn't approve of Butch. So we will
probably not see each other again. We
own room.
•'Frances," I said, looking from my are just two tourists who meet and part
ruined clothes to her picture, "you were in a motor court. Don't misunderstand
absolutely right. From now on I wouldn't me. I think you're a very nice girl."
even give that dame the right time."
"Don't misunderstand me," Miss Prentice
I went to bed and slept the sleep of the retoited hotly. "I think your girl is a
just. Bright and early in the morning I put stinker if she objects to your being nice
my swimming trunks under one arm and to a dog. I bet when you're married she
won't even let you have a dog."
headed off for destiny and Frances.
I stopped short outside my room. Joan
"It's difficult to keep a dog in a New York
was stretched out on her tummy in back of apartment," I said evasively.
her car, making futile stabbing motions in
the air with a jack. Her right rear tire
FTER I had finished changing the tire, I
was flat. "Frances," I whispered, "give me
shook off fervent thanks and drove hurstrength."
riedly over to Frances' house to find her
I started tiptoeing past her, not making waiting on the beach. She diiurt srnile.
a sound. When I got to my car she looked
"Give it to me," she said icily. "After
up, and 1 made believe I didn't see her but all you promised, you filched the can opener
last night. We were going to
have tomato juice for breakfast
and the can opener was missHARRY GOFF
ing."
"Down here in Florida," I
said, "I thought you'd be using
oranges."
"That's neither here nor
thei-e," Frances said. "I'm disgusted with you. G o put on
your trunks."
I went inside the cabana and
undressed, I couldn't believe
that two people in love could
break up over a simple little
gadget like a can opener.
I joined her on the beach and
a little later she thawed out
slightly. "I don't understand
you, Harry," she said. "The
way you chased down here to
Florida, I thought you cared
for me a little."
"A little!" I said. "Of all the
understatements, Frances,"
"Actions speak louder than
words." she said. "You're on
trial, Harry. What will you do
RAISING
VENETIAN
BLIND.
while I'm in Tampa?"
SULLLATTLE—snik.
"Camp on your doorstep
with a pup tent." 1 said.
MOPPING
FLOOR.
SALAPPP!
"That won't be necessary,"
heesh —wheesh —heesh — sipple.
she said. "A little will power
S L A P P ! wheesh—wheesh—sopple—
might be more appropriate."
slupp.
"Like a rock," 1 said. "Not

my finger down near the floor and Butch
sniffed it suspiciously and then finally
licked off the meat, leaving my finger intact.
I sat there feeding Butch off the end of
my finger and thinking that nothing like
this would ever happen when I was married
to Frances. I finished feeding Butch and he
went over and stood by the door.
"I'm sorry," I said. "You'll have to wait."
He just stood there. His look said plainly
that after he ate he went outside.
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You'll visit n e w cities, see historic
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an incident. You can trust me."
She relented, and when we
said good-hy she presented me
with a key to the cabana if I
wanted a sv,im during her absence.
Back at the motel I stayed
strictly by myself. Most of the
time I stayed in my room, peering out the window, watching

Sprttoding lakelands, ancient countrysides, ocean
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Cadt you Night-Owls
Ever Quit onlime?"
" E v e n D o r a w o n d e r e d why
we c o u l d n ' t c o m p l e t e a
day's w o r k in n o r m a l
office h o u r s . T h e boss
kicked a b o u t overtime.

Miss Prentice smiipgje Butch in and out.
She looked harried but game. I worried
about her bi.t stayed inside. We finally met
that night when I came back from dinner.
"Butch all right?" I asked.
"Fine," she said. "I bought a can opener."
She took a step inside her room. "Stepping out tonight?" I said.
"Going to see a jai alai game," she said.
"With those two fellows, I suppose," I
said. "Do you know anything about them?"
"They're perfectly respectable automobile men fiora Detroit," she said. "Good
night."
I went inside. It was very quiet in my
room. A little later I heard the Detroit
automobile men bang on her door. I heard
cars roaring off into the night.
1 sat there in the stillness, then looked
at the poitiait of Frances.
"1 love yoii, Frances," I said loudly.

We all kicked a b o u t

I

T WAS even deadlier the next day. I was
sitting in my room late in the afternoon
B u t t h e m i d n i g h t oil
when 1 hi'ard voices. The two automobile
men from Detroit were talking just outside
k e p t right o n b u r n i n g ,
my window.
until they called in
"We OLigbi to toss a coin, Al," one of
them saitl. ' .All we're doing at this rate is
a specialist t o q u i e t
cutting each other's throats."
o u r office n o i s e . "
"Well," the other said, "1 just have you
to worry about and you have me. Unless
you want to figure that other joker."
"That Hairy?" I heard a jeering laugh.
"The dog walker? The guy who fed her
dog with his finger?" 1 peered at them
through the curtains. They were collapsing
on each other's shoulders.
"He changed the tire on her car," AI
said, and they thought that was funny too.
"1 knew a chump like that in college,"
Al went on. "No girl would date him but
they let him run their errands. That's our
"I'm the expert
boy, Harry.''
who solved the case . . .
I acted enlirely on impulse. The key to
Frances" cab.»na was on the desk. 1 grabbed
" T h i s office was typical of hundreds of cases.
it, stepped outside, and, ignoring them, I
hammered on Joan's door.
U n c h e c k e d n o i s e k e p t e v e r y o n e j u m p y , de"Get \oiir bathing suit," I said when she
stroyed efficiency and b o o s t e d o v e r t i m e h o u r s .
opened up. "You and I are going on a
O u r analysis s h o w e d t h a t for a m o d e s t investbeach picnic. I'll pull my car up to the
ment, Acousti-Celorex Sound Conditioning
door and we can take Butch."
Joan stared at me, nodded uncertainly,
w o u l d b r i n g i m m e d i a t e quiet, c o m f o r t a n d savthen went inside. I turned around to look'
ings t o this office and its staff."
at the automobile men.
"Why don't you fellows go over to the
park and play horseshoes?" I said, and
RememhBr . . . if takes all 3 to "K.O." noise for goodiwent over to get my car.
We slopped in town to have sandwiches
1—The CJorrect M a t e r i a l for each particular job! Your and coffee put up, then drove to the beach.
distributor of Acou.sti-Celotex products has a complete line At the cabana I had my first twinge of conof superior, specializeJ acoustical materials, backed by over science. But when Joan came out in her
25 years of experience in custom-made Sound Conditioning. suit I sort of forgot my conscience.
I joined her on the sand a few minutes
His free analysis of your noise problem assures correct
later. It was really loo cold for swimming,
Sound Conditioning—;H advance!
too late in the day.
"Gee, this is wonderful," Joan said. "The
2—Expert I n s t a l l a t i o n to suit each mdividual require- beach and the palms, it's like the ads I used
ment, specification and building code. Over 200,000 Acousti- to see in New York on the way to work."
Celotex ijistallarions the country over have solved every
"Those fellows were laughing at me," I
type of acoustical problem. That's why you get the right said. "1 needed to do this to get back my
material, correctly installed the first time when you specify self-respect."
Acousti-Celotex products.
"Oh,' she said, and the sunshine went
out of her face. "I might have known,"
3 — G u a r a n t e e d M a t e r i a l s , M e t h o d s a n d W o r k m a n - she said. "After all, you have been terribly
s h i p . Acousti-Celotex products have the years of scien- nice and I've been a pest. I suppose I'm
tific research, nationwide organization and time-proved scatterbrained."
My conscience was bothering me again.
qualities that enable your distributor to guarantee his work,
"Well," I said, "I'll have a pretty orderly
his materials and his Sound Conditioning techniques.
life with Frances."
She was digging in the sand with a stick.
FOR rOUR FREE COPV of the informative booklet, "25 Ques- She threw it away suddenly and Butch
tions and Answers on Sound Conditioning" and the name rompeo over and brought it back.
of your nearest distributor, write to The Celotex Corpora"Mav I have a little coffee before I
tion, Dept. CC-2, 120 South LaSalle Street, Chicago 3,
freeze to death?" Joan said. "I should have
Illinois. In Canada, Dominion Sound Equipments, Ltd.,
brought a 'neach robe."
Montreal, Quebec.
The coffee tasted wonderful but the
warmth didn't last long. The sun was gone.
I put a towel around us but there were too
many exposed portions. We made more
inroads on the coffee.
, S- PAT, Off.
"Look at me," Joan said.
"Goosepimples.'
"Yon look very nice," I said.
"Oh. shut up," Joan said. "Pass me the
coffee.
It's a terrible day for a beach
picnic. You'd better go and get dressed.
FOR OFFICES • FACTORIES . STORES • SCHOOLS . HOTELS • HOSPITALS • CHURCHES • BANKS Your lips are purplt."
w a r m e d - o v e r dinners.

ACOUSTI-CELOTEX

"They're no purpler than yours," I said.
"Finish the coffee. I don't want any more."
"I saved this for you. You're entitled to
it." She pushed the carton at me but I
refused it. She wouldn't drink it either.
She was very stubborn. The picnic was a
flop. I was so cold it was hard to keep my
teeth from chattering.
"Maybe we can get warm if we move
around," I said. I threw the stick toward
the water. I threw it farther than I intended, and it went into the water. 1 didn't
think Butch would get it but he did. He
came running back to me.
"Look out," Joan cried.
He was a short-haired dog, of course, but
even so he managed to spray a lot of water
as he shook himself right next to me. He
dropped the stick on my foot.
"Now you will catch cold," Joan said.
"Will you please get dressed?"
"After you," I said, slapping myself
vigorously. "I haven't had a cold all year.
Frances has a theory—"
"Tell me she's discovered a cure for the
common cold and I'll scream," Joan said.
"What's the matter?" I said.
"The matter is," she yelled at me, "that
when a girl saves for two years for a
Florida vacation she doesn't like to freeze
on a tropical beach with a man who talks
about how wonderful some other girl is.
She isn't flattered to find she's invited out
just to save an egotistical male's selfrespect. She— Oh, what difference does it
make? If you insist on being so darn' gallant I will get dressed first."
She ran over to the cabana. I jumped up
and down trying to keep my blood circulating. Butch danced around me. He thought
it was a game.
Joan came back in ten minutes. She had
calmed down.
"Forgive me for being
nasty," she said. "I'm sure Fiances is a
wonderful girl and I didn't mean to be so
childish. Now please hurry."
I nodded and ran over to the cabana. It
had a spring lock and the door was shut. I
raced back to Joan.
"The key," I managed to say between
clenched teeth.
"What?" Joan said, and her eyes grew
large.
I danced up and down. "The key," I
said. "The key to the bathhouse."
Her face was a study. "I know just
where it is," she gasped. "I put it on a
little ledge just inside the door so I
wouldn't forget it. What have I done?
I'll take the car and get a locksmith."
"The car keys are in my pants pocket,"
I chattered. "My pants are in the cabana."
We started running. When we got to the
first house Joan went in and called a cab.

W

H E N we got back to the motel, Joan
said, "Leave the latch off your door."
I took a hot shower and went to bed, and
Joan came in with her arms full of packages. She had a hot-water bottle, a thermometer and a carton of hot soup.
She took my temperature, fed me soup,
and put the hot-water bottle at my feet.
She put a shoe beside my bed. "If you
need me in the night," she said, "throw it
against my wall. I'll come flying. Good
night now. I'll drop in from time to time."
I heard her come in later. Her hand
felt cool against my forehead. After she
had gone I heard funny noises. I thought
it might be me, then I realized the sound
was coming from under my bed. I poked
my head down in the darkness and something long and wet lapped my face.
"Hello, Butch," I said groggily, "how did
you get in?" I realized he must have
walked in when Joan came the last time.
Walked out her door and in mine.
I went to sleep and in the morning I felt
better. I got dressed and shaved and was
sitting on the bed when someone knocked
at the door.
"Come in," I said cheerily. I thought it
would be wonderful to see Joan again, to
thank her. I knew the poor kid had been
up most of the night, worrying about me.
But it was Frances who opened the door.
She had my clothes in her arms. "I saw
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your car," she said, "and when 1 found
your clothes in the cabana I thought you
might have drowned. 1 see you're still
alive."
"Vou sound a little disappointed," I said
defensively.
"Would you like to explain?" she said.
"Well. Frances. " 1 said, "ifs kind of
involved. You see—"
"What's that noise'.'" Frances interrupted.
There were growls and scratching noises
coming from under the bed. The counterpane shook and suddenly Butch stuck his
big ugly head out and stared at Frances.
"Help!" she screamed, "help!" and one
leap carried her onto the bed. The door of
my room opened and the manager of the
motel came flying in, then went flying out
again when he saw Butch. He stuck his
nose around the corner of the door.
"Dogs are not allowed in this motel," he
said. "You will please vacate your room
immediately." He looked coldly at Frances.
"And get that woman out of your room,"
he added.
Frances was furious. I didn't blame her.
"Butch never bites people," I said, to
calm her down. "Only other dogs. I'll explain to the manager that your reputation
is beyond reproach.
I'll force him to
apologize."
"It won't be necessary," Frances said
icily. "To think that I had a notion I might
be falling in love with you." She tossed
her head. "You're impossible."
She walked out, and Butch and I regarded each other. ''You're a great dog,
Butch." I said, and patted his head.
1 put my clothes in a suitcase, and Butch
and I went outside just as .loan pulled into
the parking lot. "I've been downtown to
get you orange juice and coffee," she called.
"Are you all right?"
"All right but dishonorably discharged,"

The first
Daiquiri
was made
witli
Bacardi

1 said. "Would you mind driving me over
to get my car?" Butch and I got in beside
her.
"It's all my fault and I'll never forgive
myself," Joan said. "Never. Drink this."
"Woman," I said, "stop pushing orange
juice at me. I want to propose to you. 1
want to tell you that from now on I am
running things. We won't need two cars—
you can sell yours. If we can't be married
immediately I'll get a hotel room and find
a place where you can stay with Butch.
No complications, no involvements. Is that
clear?"
"Yes, darling," Joan said. She looked up
at me. demure and lovely and obedient.

Tlie
Bacardi
-world's
smoothest
cocktail

W

E WERE driving along the west coast
of Florida after the ceremony, the
ring on Joan's finger, and Butch beside us
with a ribbon in his collar.
Suddenly Joan said, "Stop the car, Harry.
That's what we've been looking for." It
was a motor court that looked as though it
had been designed for honeymooners.
Joan rented the room while I ran the
car into the parking area. When the manager had returned to his office I backed the
car over in front of our cabin.
"Is the coast clear?" [ said nervously. I
licked iny lips and looked out at the sign
on the grass.
N O DOGS
"Come on, Butch," I said. He hopped
out of the car and strode into the cabin as
though he owned it.
"Don't look so worried, darling," Joan
said. "No one will ever know."
"I wish I could believe it," I said. "I
have the feeling that I'm going to be
arrested any moment."
I picked her up in my arms and carried
her across the threshold.
"But it will be worth it," 1 said, THE END

^mt''-

4S States of Mind
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along in the shafts. There are no initiation
fees, dues or other nonromantic features.
Just join up and one day, if Mrs. Larson
can arrange it, you'll all get together and
swap reminiscences about those good old
horse-and-buggy days. Giddyap, darlings.

• •

•

Not long ago a beautiful and devoted
lady died of a heart ailment. She was
Louise Bacr, wife of Arthur (Bugs) Bacr,
the famous humorist and newspaper columnist. Almost to her last breath she
worked heroically as a director of the
American Heart Association, dedicated to
war on heart and circulatory diseases. The
association is asking you this month to give
generously to its 1951 fund that it may carry
on and expand its ceaseless battle on the

saturate yourself with pop-skull in Tennessee (four bucks a gallon, warranted
several days old) federal revenue agents did
raid l.i6 whisper-whisky stills in that state
last month. Fifteen hundred gallons of
white mule down the drain—thousands of
dollars in state and federal taxes, had it been
legal stuff. Cocke County, said to be the
biggest moonshine production county in the
nation, lost its largest still. It turned out a
.stump juice called Blue Whisky, referring to
its color not its eft'ects.
. . . Did you know that there's an office
in the Pentagon in Washington, D. C , occupied by the Confused Records Clerk?
Well, now you do.
. . . A group of .scientists in Chicago announce coft'ee in capsules. They say the
capsules dissolve in hot water leaving absolutely no taste. But you've probably made
coffee just like that yourself without bothering with capsules.

• •

First
clioice of
Daiquiri
lovers
today
ORATI/'

OFFICIAL

cardio-vascular ailments which annually
kill more people than the next five leading
causes of death combined. Louise Baer gave
her life in the fight. All you are asked lo
give is money. Send what you can, much
or little, to the .American Heart Association,
[115 Broadway. New York 19, N. Y. Or.
if you'd rather, to Heart, care of your local
postmaster. The goal is $8,000,000. By the
way. did you know that rheumatic fever and
the resulting rheumatic heart kill more children than any other disease?

• •
RECIPES

•

WRITE

BACARDI • 595 MADISON . NYC

•

A few sharp shorts snatched from the
long American clothesline:
. . . While it's still no trouble at all to

•

We haven't seen the Granger (Texas)
News recently, but we know why. On the
front page of the latest one we've received
was an announcement that the News was
going to suspend publication for a couple of
weeks. "Don't know how this will affect
our subscribers," read the announcement,
"but we know how it will affect us. We'll
live longer that way. Maybe you subscribers will too."

• *

Bacardi
-the world's
largest
selling
rum

•

Naturally we're glad to report any progress the government is achieving toward
making life more interesting, even if not
much safer. For example, Mr. Dietrich
Bodenstein, insect phy.siologist at the Army
Chemical Center in Edgewood, Maryland,
has just produced Siamese-twin cockroaches. Did it with hormones injected into
a single cockroach, sex undetermined. The
creature was turned loose and see what happened. We'll continue to keep you informed.
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One Day at

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 2 3

Why
Doesn't

and a nose imo' cars which have been taken
by mistake from a head twice the size.
Clothe thi^ fiyiire, tlien, in a long, tight,
Imdiy-fitlinv suit of black . . . Add to all
this an air oj strength, physical as well as
moral, ami a strange look of dignity . . .
and yoii IUIYC the impres.sion left on me by
Abraham
Lincoln.
Cheers greeted the President as he
stepped to the front of the platform. He
stood for d moment, waiting for the applause to cease. Slowly and deliberately he
adjusted h1^ glasses, took from his pocket a
sheet of pjipcr, and unfolded it. He began
to read in a high-keyed voice, each word
spoken distincily.

\ril//
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As ihe "Address" Began

THE ACCURATE C O N T R O L of this model E Bostitch stapler applies just enough pressure to the staple t o
hold the bottle tightly without fracturing the glass. Over four hundred models of Bostitch foot- and motoro p e r a t e d staplers . . . and four hundred other models — hammers, tockers, pliers, wire stitchers . . . o f f e r
solutions for your fastening problems, too.

F A S T E N I N G I N TIGHT C O R N E R S is easy work
with a Bostitch T-5 tacker. Drives staples within
1 / 1 6 " of inside edges, corners or other obstructions. Saves valuable time for thousonds of insulators, builders, woodworkers, shippers.

S E L F - C L O S I N G STAPLES, driven by Bostitch
Autoctench, seal these cartons on the inside, enfire/y from the oufs/de. Cut sealing time and costs as
much as one-half. Guard against d a m a g e and
pilferage.

SPEEDS FASTENING, CUTS COSTS . . . in merchandise carding, in
carton sealing, in construction work. Tliere are thousands of
other cases where Bostitch fastens it better and faster ivith ivire.
Your toughest fastening problem may have been solved already
with Bostitch machines. There are more than 800 Bostitch
models . . . staplers, hammers, tackers, pUers, wire stitchers.
Which ones will cwi your fastening costs? 300 field men in 112
key cities in the U. S. and 11 key cities in Canada make it easy
for you to find out. Fill in and mail the coupon today and get
full information about the specific Bostitch machines best suited
to your requirements.
ATTACH T H I S C O U P O N TO Y O U R
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BOSTITCH, 3 3 6 Mechanic Street, Westerly, R. I.
My present fastening method utilizes:
Noils D

Glue •

Tape •

Tacks Q

Thread •

Pins D

I'vets Q

Spot W e l d s Q

Leather H

Light Metals P ]

I fasten the following materials:
Wood Q

Paper •

Rubber Q

Plastics Q

Fabrics H

Please send me l i t e r a t u r e on specific Bostitch machines for my fastening needs together
with your free "Time a n d Money S a v i n g " Book.
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Zone..
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fastens it better, with wire
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Young, a trained shorthand reporter,
listened autotnatically, his interest centering
on a photographer who had set up his
camera directly in front of the President.
Lincoln begiin to speak:
"Fourscore and seven years ago, our
fathers brought forth on this continent a
new nation, conceived in liberty, and dedicated to the proposition that all men are
created eqiuil. '
The photographer peered through his
lenses, made some adjustment, fiddled with
the black cloth over his camera, and stared
at the Prc^Jcnt, hoping he would strike a
moment's pose for a picture. The President read on:
"Now wc iue engaged in a great civil war,
testing whether that nation, or any nation
so conceived and so dedicated, can long endure. We iirt met on a great battlefield of
that wiir. Wc have conte to dedicate a portion of Ih.it licld as a final resting-place for
those who hi;re gave their lives that the
nation might live. It is altogether fitting
and propel that we should do this." '
Lincoln did not appear consciotis of the
man with the camera. The photographer's
most entreating looks at him brought no reaction.
The President continued to read, holding
the paper in front of his face.
"But in a larger sense, we cannot dedicate—we cannot consecrate—we cannot
hallow—this ground. The brave men, living
and dead, who struggled here, have consecrated it fur above our poor power to add or
detract. The world will little note nor long
remember what we say here, but it can
never forget what they did here. It is for
us, the living, rather, to be dedicated here
to the unfinished work which they who
fought here have thus far so nobly advanced. It is rather for us to be here dedicated to the great task remaining before us
—that fiom these honored dead we take
increased ilevotion to that cause for which
they gave the last full measure of devotion;
that we here highly resolve that these dead
shall not have died in vain; that this nation,
under God. shall have a new birth of freedom; and that government of the people,
by the people, for the people, shall not
perish from the earth."
The President finished, abruptly so it
.seemed, .ind turned away.
Despciatciy the photographer snatched
at the bl.ick cloth over the camera, but he
was too late. The President walked back to
his chair.
The ciowil around the platform, watching
the phoiographer instead of the speaker,
broke inui liiughtcr at his obvious dismay in
failing to obtain his picture.
Young could not believe the President
was thrciiigh. and he leaned across the aisle
to ask li rn whether he was going to contintie. I lie President replied he had nothing more to say. Word was passed to the
press gallery that the Associated Press had
the manuscript. This meant the text would
be wired to all papers served by the news
organization.
Youns; did not bother to transcribe his

notes and left to join Forney on a sight-seeing trip.
When Young later read the text of the
address as recorded by the Associated Press,
he was surprised to see the word "applau.se"
ill five separate places. The words "long
applause" appeared at the end.
He could not recall any applause during
the time the President spoke, but he did remember distinctly the laughter at the photographer.
The newspapers' treatment of President
Lincoln's 10 sentences, 268 wordsi was exactly what might have been expected under
the circumstances. They had been led to
believe the Everett oration would be important; their page forms were ready with
type set previously from his advance text.
All they needed was a descriptive lead and
•some mention of Lincoln to complete the
picture for their readers.
The big dailies published Lincoln's address but made no special elTort to set it
apart typographically. In many newspapers, the address was used as a "shirttail"
or addition to the end of the Everett text.
The impression that Lincoln's few words
were overlooked by the press is erroneous.
As a matter of fact, his address was more
widely circulated than the thousands of
words spoken by Everett. Hundreds of
country weeklies, that had neither space
nor facilities of composition to handle the
Everett eft'usion, found the President's "little speech" exactly suited to their purpose.
In the editorial comment that followed
the news stories, the press pursued the same
old pattern—politics dictated the discussion. The comment in the Democratic press
ran true to form. It assailed the address,
just as it had ridiculed everything else the
President uttered on public occasions. The
Chicago Times said: "The cheek of every
American mirst tingle with shame as he
reads the silly, flat and dishwatery utterances of the man who has to be pointed
out to intelligent foreigners as the President
of the United States."

Denounced as "Silly Remarks''
At Harrisburg, only 35 miles from
Gettysburg, the Patriot and Union spoke
bitterly: "We pass over the silly remarks
of the President; for the credit of the
nation, we are willing that the veil of oblivion shall be dropped over them and that
they shall no more be repeated or thought
of."
In England, the London Times said:
"The ceremony was rendered ludicrous by
some of the sallies of that poor President
Lincoln."
And that was just what the public expected those newspapers tp say.
The lemarks by the Republican press on
Lincoln's address indicated a general feeling of satisfaction. But Samuel Bowles's
Springfield
(Massachusetts)
Republican
made journalistic history with immediate
recognition of the immortal words. The day
after the address was deUvered, the Republican said it was "a perfect gem, deep
in feeling, compact in thought and expression."
The people took Lincoln's "little .speech"
to their hearts, as they had the man himself.
As the Philadelphia Inquirer said when he
was renominated the next year: "Mr.
Lincoln's renomination is clearly the work
of the people of his party. The politicians
nuiy have been for him; if they were, they
followed, instead of leading the people.
Whatever may be the differences of opinion
as to his policy or his administrative ability,
it is clear that for some paramount reason
he has a pov.erful hold on the popular heart:
and that reason is the firm belief in his
integrity and patriotism, and the absolute
singleness of purpose with which he has
striven for three long years to restore the
union."
THE END
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hen you have 6 children and 15 grandchildren to help w a t c h out for, your j o b
gets p r e t t y i m p o r t a n t . You begin t o do a lot
of thinking when somebody tries to t a k e it
a w a y from you.
" Y o u see, I ' m BUI Riggs, a m a s t e r cooper here
in Louisville, and I've been making charred
oak barrels for aging good whiskey for almost
as long as I can remember. I t ' s a good job,
and I ' m proud of it.
" B u t I'll never forget those awful prohibition
years between 1920 a n d 1933. I n those d a y s I
saw a lot of coopers, bottle makers, and other
people who made supplies for t h e distillers, out
of work a n d broke.
" T h e n , in '33, we Americans got sick of rotten
bootleg whiskey, gang wars, graft—all those
things t h a t went along with prohibition. We
voted for a legal liquor business t h a t t h e people could control.
" T h e last 17 years sure proved we did the
s m a r t thing. T o d a y over a million people are
making a decent living in t h e legal liquor business. Uncle S a m is collecting 1 ]/i billion dollars
a year in excise taxes on distilled spirits alone

—just when he needs every dime for defense.
We're getting good liquor, m a d e and sold under t h e strictest laws . . . and that's the way we
want it! W h a t ' s more, people are wiser a b o u t
how they drink t h a n ever before.

get and let the facts decide w h a t ' s best. As
long as t h a t kind of straight thinking goes on
in this country, I ' m not going to worry a b o u t
my job!"

" B u t some folks just never learn. We've still
got some die-hards in this country who refuse
to string along with the rest of us. T h e y w a n t
to bring prohibition back, even if nobody wins
but the moonshiner.
" T a k e the last couple of years, for instance. I n
California, Oregon, S o u t h D a k o t a , Arkan.sas,
and Arizona, t h e 'professional d r y s ' got all
steamed u p again a t election time. T h e y cooked
u p some new schemes to t r y to d r y u p the
country a little bit a t a time.
" B u t their tricks d i d n ' t work. T h e drys got
beat in all of those elections because the folks
out there were smart enough to see what they
were up to.
•k

-k

-k

" T h a n k s t o good old American horse-sense
when these things happen, t h e people j u s t
compare w h a t t h e y ' v e got with what t h e y ' d
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following a i m s in y o u r c o m m u n i t y :
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apologized to Klaus handsomely—but the
apology came too late. By that time the
Colonel had ceased to matter. Klaus had
found he had become an American just by
saying he was one . . .
It didn't take him long to find out that he
could look like an American too.
On the morning of the day after the
Colonel's accusation, the children confessed that they had borrowed the light meter. They hadn't done it any harm, but
they had become frightened—as they always became frightened—by their father's
anger, and hid the meter in the nursery.
The Colonel's wife, who had suspected
something of the sort, wheedled the whole
story out of them after the Colonel left
for the day.
When Klaus arrived, ready for the day's
work, the Colonel's wife told him about it,
and told him how sorry she was. At her
prompting, the children also told Klaus
they were sorry too. He said to forget it.
He drove the Colonel's wife to the commissary and the PX, and when they arrived back at the house she gave him a
large stiff package. Usually she gave him
cigarettes; this was something different. He
opened it and found a shirt, a striped tie,
a jacket and two pairs of plaid socks.
"Oh, thank you, ma'am," Klaus said, unable to hide his excitement. He watched the
Colonel's wife, and the way her watery blue
eyes shone, the same way they did when
she looked into the faces of her children.
"You don't get many new things?" she
asked, taking off her coat and folding it
crosswise along the chair.
"No, ma'am, no American things."
"Are they better?" she asked, turning
her head toward him as she flounced out
her graying hair with her fingers.
"Of course, ma'am. All American things
are better."
"Because Americans made them?"
Klaus nodded.
"My grandparents were German, Klaus,"
she told him, and he could see her slender
foot along the steps.
"Well, how," he asked hesitantly, "how
did your family stop being Germans and
become Americans?"
"It's a long story," she answered, laughing
a little. "I'll try to explain sometime. The
world was different then; there was more
room for people to move around. Now suppose you just wait here for a moment."
When she returned she was carrying over
her arm an old Army raincoat, and a pair
of Army pinks.
"Jay has outgrown these," she explained,
"but I don't see why they should be
wasted."
Later, the Colonel came home and made
his embarrassed, and not very gracious,
apology.

On his day off he saw Bruni for the first
time, riding ahead of him on her bicycle.
He watched the way the wind stretched out
her curls, and blew her woolen skirt. He
saw that her legs were shapely beneath the
worn lisle stockings; he saw too that her
hair was the color of chestnuts.
He was wearing his new clothes. As he
had nothing t.) do, he pedaled along behind
her to see where she was headed. Turning
off the lake path at Krummelanke she cut
over to Tcltoweistrasse where she parked
the bike in front of a small store. He
waited a few minutes and when she didn't
come out, he left his own bike at the corner
and followed her in. The door tinkled as
he entered, and the German proprietor
stepped before him.
"hitic sch'in, mein IJerr?"
Glancing
about the store, he spotted her behind one
of the counters. So—she worked in this
place. She had taken off her jacket and was
arranging a large toaster on the counter.
"I want to see a coffeepot," he announced,
brushing by the man.
"Friiulein Pommer!" the proprietor
warned. His tone said more. His tone said:
This is an American, Friiulein. This is a
good customer. This is somebody.
"Bitte, was wiinschen Sie?" she asked,
raising her head. Though she wore no
make-up he noticed that her cheeks and
small child's mouth had a natural color to
them. He noticed too that she disliked the
proprietor.
"Like to see a coffeepot," he repeated,
looking into her hazel-blue eyes. They
looked like a reflection of forest and sky to
him. "Undeistand English? . . . Kaffee . . .
Topf."
"I speak." she began, moving her slim
fingers in the air as though she were groping for the notes across a piano, "only httle
. . . aher, I understand." She went to the
shelf and took down an aluminum coffee
maker.
"That's the old-fashioned kind," he
pointed out, "Haven't you got the glass
ones like we have in the States?"
"Nein." she said slowly.
"How much is this one?" he asked, taking
off the lid.
"Siehi n:''
"Would you like me to buy it?" he whispered, leaning across the counter.
Her eyes widened in surprise; then she
nodded her head.
"Okay. Wrap it up." . . .
When the Colonel went on a trip to
Munich, Klaus got his big idea. Just before
he was to drive the Colonel's wife to her
bridge club in the car, which had been polished to a high shine and was in good run-

ning condition, he removed a spark plug
from the engine.
"I guess you'd better have it checked,"
the Colonel's wife agreed, listening to the
car splutter.
"The garage says it has to be overhauled,
ma'am," he lied. "It may take a week."
"That's a shame," she said, biting at the
edge of her nail, "but I suppose you'd better
tell them to go ahead and find the bug."

I

T WAS raining as he drove by the shop
that night. H e could see Bruni's bike
parked under a striped awning. After he
drove once around the block, he pulled to a
stop at the corner on the right-hand side of
the street. It was just a chance, but he
thought it might work. At six she came out,
got on her bike and pedaled to the corner,
where she stopped for the red light. She
was wearing a beige raincoat, and a kerchief held back her curls.
"Hey!" he shouted through the open
window.
She turned her head and looked at him
without recognition.
"Remember m e ? " he asked.
"Nein," she said unequivocally.
"I'm the guy that bought a coffeepot I
didn't want the other day."
"Oh, ja," she exclaimed as her lips parted
into a smile.
"Want a ride?"
"Danke, gerne," she said after a moment,
turning her palm upward to sample the
raindrops. Klaus hopped from the car,
piled the bike along the luggage rack, and
opened the door for her.
"Pommer," she announced offering her
band. She removed the kerchief and shook
the rain from it. Klaus felt himself going
into second gear.
"Hello, Pommer," he said, discovering
that it was also more intimate to be an
American; otherwise he would have been
calling her Friiulein Pommer for weeks.
"What's your first name?" he insisted.
"Bruni."
"Bruni, eh!" Nineteen thirty-five to
thirty-seven. Brunhild, he figured, thinking of the times when German mothers had
gone Wagnerian. She was probably his
own age, he decided. "Mine's—" he began,
and was seized suddenly with panic.
"Mine's—er—Florion," he said finally, almost shouting as he remembered the name
of a horse he had seen in a movie.' "Jay
Florion." It sounded right. It sounded the
way he wanted to be. He squeezed her thin
hand hard, the way the Americans did,
"How do you do, Bruni?" . . .
He took her out that night, and every
night that week, first to the American Snack
Bar, where he ordered two double-thick

K

LAUS took good care of the things the
Colonel's wife had given him. He had
them specially cleaned; had the shirt pressed
without starch; had the handkerchief monogrammed like the ones in the magazine ads.
As a final touch he had an American-style
haircut. Though it cost him a good part of
his salary to do this, he felt it was worth it.
Anything was worth the thrill he got when,
in the evening after work, he slipped his
thin arms through the fresh blue sleeves of
the shirt and put his long bony legs into the
sharply pressed trousers. As he stood before
the mirror, the glass itself told him he was
an American: his face looked better, older,
more dignified, and once he put on his
raincoat, his shoulders seemed to fill out,
his chest to expand. He became man-size.
If it weren't for the clothes, Bruni
wouldn't have given him a look, not a second glance. He didn't fool himself. He
could tell from the first minute he saw her
that she was upper-class. There was something about the way she held her head and
shoulders that told him that she wouldn't
give a second look to a farm boy.

COLLIER'S

' W e l l , if t h e y do a t t a c k , t h e y w o n ' t
s n e a k u p on u s i n t h e d a r k
. . . not for six m o n t h s , anyway"

HANK KETCHAM

Collier's for February 17, 1951

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

57

Good News for every man who wears a shirt!
Good/\/ews-forhis u^/'/e, too/)
The famous Arrow Dart is tops in all White Shirt
Popularity Polls—with men. with wives. No other
shirt does as much for your appearance! That
smoothly-tailored, non-wilt collar stays fresh and
trim all day long!

So easy to launder . . . the Arrow Dart's collar
and cuffs (like ALL Arrows) are precision-stitched
to lie flat, iron flat, slay flat. For longer wear.
Dart's collars are made of an even firmer, closerweave cotton than the shirts themselves! And every
Arrow Shirt is "Sanforized'*-labeled (shrinkage
less than 1 ','o).

.So easy to wear ... men positively enjoy the neat,
trim fit of Arrow Shirts. It's called MITOGA—and
there's no uncomfortable "bunching-up" of excess fabric anywhere! MITOGA is the trade-marked
name for that painstaking Arrow tailoring. It
gives you shirts cut to follow exactly the curves
and tapers of your torso, and your arms.

Arrow Dart shirt, $3.95. Arrow all-silk print tie. $2.50.

WMITE SJ rfRTS
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Cluett, Peabody & Co., Inc. Makers of Shirts, Ties, Handkerchiefs, Sports Shirts, Underwear
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So easy to look at... wives are strong boosters
of Arrow Shirts! They appreciate Arrow style.
They dote on Arrow's white, durable, anchorstitched buttons and firm, smoothly-woven fabrics. Women have learned that Arrow fabrics
deliver astonishing wear, and that Arrow's fine
tailoring makes for easier, faster ironing!
ALL THESE advantages make Arrow Shirts
Good News to all good people!
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chocolate milk shakes and two hamburgers
Klaus said nothing.
with onions, and where his heart almost
"The Colonel's been very worried about
exploded with excitement as Bruni ex- his car, boy. His kid's sick so he fiew back
claimed, "Schmeckt sehr gut," as she wiped from Munich tonight. The garage said
, the catsup from the corner of her mouth. there was nothing wrong with the car,
On the black market, he changed his marks never had been." The lieutenant waited
into Military Scrip and took her to the for an explanation.
Army movie theaters, where they sat and
Klaus looked across the railing which
held hands as they watched the color pic- separated him from Lieutenant Fiske.
tures.
"Here is Jay Florion, sir," Klaus said.
"Ifo.''—in America?" she asked him Without realizing it, he drew himself to
attention and snapped his heels together.
after they had come out.
"Me?" he asked, swinging the car out
"What the hell is he talking about?"
from the diiveway and turning off toward
"He keeps insisting he's an American,
the wood road. "New York." The radio sir," one of the MPs said.
was playing softly now, and Bruni leaned
her head against his shoulder. "I had one
HE lieutenant walked closer to the railof those pen house apartments—way up
ing and inspected Klaus carefully.
in a skyscraper."
"Where were you born, Mister Florion?"
He said this quietly.
"Ach, riein!" she said in astonishment.
"Yep. It was as tall as the Zugspitze, tall
"New York, the United States."
and steel-pointed. In winter, it swayed like
"New York, eh? Where in New York?"
a tree in the wind, back and forth, back and
"The Park street," Klaus answered with
forth." He rocked his head in time with assurance.
his thought "And in simimer it was all "Never heard of Park Street. . . . You
covered with ivy."
ever hear of Park Street, Sergeant?" he
"Oh, isr dan hiihsch!"
asked, turning his head.
"Of course, I miss it over here. You can
"No, sir," the sergeant replied, stifling a
imagine -with all these broken buildings laugh.
around- well, it's kind of depressing, to say
"It's the big street," Klaus explained,
the very least." He stopped the car along "just overflowing the Central Park, where
a side din path and lighted a cigarette. all the rich people live. It's very crazy you
"You know the way the ivy is now—all never heard of it."
crimson on the houses?" he asked, inhaling
"You don't say? Where'd you go to
deeply.
school, rich boy?"
"Ja,
natiirlich."
"It's been .so long—I—I can't remem"Well it's like that in New York—only ber."
there's miles of it, twisting up all those
"Why the Army pinks and coat, rich
skyscrapers right to the very top. And boy?"
there's petunia boxes in every window."
"Old things from the war." Klaus fumHe spoke more quickly now, not caring bled with the collar of his coat.
whether or not she was following him.
"Where'd you do your fighting, rich
"My place was one of the very highest. boy?"
It had a sinken bathtub, and a large glass
"Air Force."
window fiicing the whole of the city. And
"You've gone and caught yourself a
I would sit and look down from my window bluebird, Sergeant," the lieutenant exand watch the .sailboats tipping in the lake claimed. "Outfit?"
at Centra! Park—they were larger than the
"I—I—"
boats out at Wannsee, and the sails were
"Based?"
whiter." As he talked he moved his fingers
Klaus didn't answer.
through her hair. ". . . And way off, at the
"Missions?"
other end of the city, T could see the lights
Klaus gripped his head with both hands.
shining from the Broad Way."
Then with a convulsive movement he
Dance music was playing; so he turned leaped to the railing and clutched it for
the radio up. Opening the door of the car, support. "I am an American and you have
he took Bruni out along the path; they no right to ask me these questions. Why—
danced over the leaves, and once he f don't even like the Krauts. Everyone
stopped to kiss her firmly on the mouth. knows they put the world to war—and
they're so funny," he cried, touching his
FTER he had taken her home, he drove forehead with the back of his trembling
. back through the woods downtown. He fingers, "they make me laugh to tears. You
felt much better than he had ever felt be- can tell how funny they are just by looking
fore. He looked at the sky and it seemed at their faces." He touched his cheeks.
"Look at the way they dress, with their
larger than usual; there seemed to be more
.stars, millions of them, weaving a finespun old clothes and brief cases and stiff collars.
net around the moon. He stepped on the gas Even their music is funny—it is not in the
and begun to race the car, letting it keep groove the way American music is. And
time to tiis own energy, hardly noticing the the things they eat—their coffee and cigarettes—why, I laugh when I see a Kraut—
trees or the loud blaring radio.
As he passed Kurfiirstendamm he saw can't hold it in," he gasped, placing one
that the lighis were beginning to go out and hand against his stomach. "And they're so
that only a few people remained sitting un- dumb that they don't understand anything
der the pokii-dot umbrellas which were now unless you scream at them. You have to
spinning in I he wind. When he turned the scream and scream," he shouted, waving his
corner he pulled to a stop before number hands in the air.
The sergeant stepped forward and
nine. And (hen there was the sudden sound
of the siroe.hing of brakes and of voices grabbed Klaus about the arms. "Shut up,"
screaming at him. He slammed the car the sergeant said. "Bi'mhifjen Sie sich."
door and ran down the alley at the side of
Klaus turned his head with an expression
his house, pursued by the running footsteps of incomprehension on his face. His
and by an oval yellow light. . . .
mouth fell open slightly and his forehead
wrinkled ftito perplexity. "It is an ugly
The two MPs took Klaus into a low- language you speak," he said distastefully.
lighted room at McNair Barracks where the "You seem to have made a mistake. . . . I
Lieutenant sat, one long leg propped do not understand you . . . not a word . . .
against his desk, a paper in his hand, and not one word. . . . The funny things you
a steamiug tup of coffee before him. There say make me think you are a Kraut. . , .
were enlisinient posters on the wall and Where am I? . . . The funny things you
say to me as an American make me laugh."
burned-oui mutches underfoot.
"This Hecht?" the lieutenant asked, re- Klaus raised his shoulders into a tight
hunch. Suddenly his head jerked back as
moving his eg from the desk.
"Yes, sir. Passed us drivin' like a bat the muscles of his face drew his lips into
outta hell radio blasting, bright lights on. a wide grin.
The MPs led Klaus out of the room. He
We took bis plate number and when we
found it checked with the number of Col- could hear the lieutenant laughing behind
onel Franklins stolen car we picked him them. Klaus laughed, too, loudly, wildly.
up."
"Take it ea.sy, Mac," one of the MPs
"Full naine, Hecht."
said.
THE END
Collier's for February 17, 1951
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The Whip from

Texas

COINTINUKD FROM PAGE 3 3

about Johnson's desire for the ultimate in
politics, except that he is worlcing unusually
hard for it, and faces more apparent obstacles than most men with his ambitions.
Many senators, when they see the President, say in their hearts: "There, but for the
breaks of politics, go I." Some have been
after the job for years, and each election
sends more new ones on the chase—after
the Vice-Presidency, if the White House
itself seems out of reach.
At least four Democrats who came to the
Senate for the first time with Johnson in
1948 are being touted for the same high
goal: Clinton P. Anderson of New Mexico,
Estes Kefauver of Tennessee, Hubert Humphrey of Minnesota and Paul Douglas of
Illinois. They do not know that Veep Barkley will retire, but they want it known they
are available if he does.
T w o Rival Investigators
Among the current contenders, Johnson
is considered within his party to rank high
in terms of political know-how. And he
hopes his committee will help add to his
popularity before 1952. On that score hjs
rivalry with Kefauver is particularly interesting, because they are trying to get to the
top with different kinds of investigations,
Johnson is doing it in the Truman-tested
manner, and Kefauver is making his attempt as chairman of the Senate Crime Investigating Committee.
There are good grounds for all the high
hope among the politically ambitious senators. The Democratic party, as everyone
knows, has reached into the Senate for its
Vice-Presidential nominees in the two most
recent election.s—picking Truman in 1944
and Alben W. Barkley in 1948- and the
Republicans nominated Senator John W.
Bricker of Ohio in 1944 to run with Governor Thomas E. Dewey. This precedent
has spurred individual aspirations.
Although r^emocratic Texas is not a
doubtful populous state such as both parties
traditionally favor for Presidential and
Vice-Presidential nominees, one Texan,
John Nance Garner, overcame that handi-

cap and made the Vice-Presidency twice.
Johnson sees no reason why he should not
follow the same route.
Of course, there are certain other hurdles
to be met as well. Because of his vote for
the Taft-Hartley law while he was a House
member and because of his opposition to
civil rights measures, Johnson lacks the
support of labor and the nation's Negroes
—to list two important groups.
Despite his deviations from the administration program, Johnson is, generally
speaking, a Fair Dealer. As such, he commands considerable support from the ranks
of the Truman backers. He also has the
great political asset of having behind him
Speaker of the House Sam Rayburn, his
political "father," who will be in there fighting for Johnson in 19.'52—as he was for
Garner in 1932—if a chance looms.
Rayburn. a powerful and experienced
politician, is only one member of a team of
expert advisers who have spent many hours
with Johnson pouring out ideas and suggestions. In the upstairs study of his home
or on the golf course of Washington's Burning Tree Club, Johnson can be found listening to. and learning from, his best friends:
Chief .lustice Fred Vinson. Stuart Symington, Justice Tom Clark, Justice William O.
Douglas, Paul Porter and others. There
are a score more across the country whom
he keeps as near as his telephone.
Better than almost any other potential
candidate. Johnson understands both the intricate operation of a national convention
and the interplay of powerful men which
occurs at such a conclave. While other
candidates may be ahead of him in availability, he is well out in front in political
savvy. He might never stampede a convention as a man like Paul Douglas conceivably could, but he would never lose it
on a second or third ballot because he had
failed to lay the necessary groundwork.
Johnson is a master at making the
mechanics of a job operate smoothly. He
had been in the .Senate only briefly when he
had wangled more office space than any
other new senator—four rooms, compared
with the usual three. In them he installed
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a supersized staff of some 20 persons, and
somehow he managed to get four telephone
lines—a considerable achievement in view
of the crowded Capitol Hill switchboard,
which generally allows only three lines to
a freshman senator.
He also secured a choice parking place,
at considerable trouble. The place is in
front of the busiest entrance to the Senate
Office Building, so convenient that for several mornings he found someone had already taken it when he arrived. The second
time that happened, he called the police
chief of the Capitol.
"Haul that car off!" Johnson ordered.
A check uncovered the fact that the car
belonged to a senior senator.
"Well," said Johnson, never at a loss for
words, "while 1 am getting some more
seniority, you put a Capitol cop there every
morning to guard my space until I get to
work."
The police chief gave in, and the place is
now protected, rain or shine, until Johnson
parks.
Johnson can't condone any form of inefficiency—whether it is improper protection of a parking place he has reserved for
himself, or a fountain pen on his desk allowed to run dry.
He is forever dreaming up ideas to boost
his office production. Once he placed his
staff on a 24-hour-a-day schedule to see if
the same number of employees could accomplish more by keeping staggered hours.
It didn't work. Now he collects a daily
report sheet from each secretary telling how
many letters each typed that day, and an
elaborate card index system quickly reveals the dates and details of all telephone
calls the office receives. Letters, telegrams
and the like are cross-indexed so completely
that almost any correspondence can be
found instantly.
Understandably, he is not an easy person
to work for. When a Texas friend walked
into the office not long ago and learned that
a secretary had come down with stomach
ulcers, he asked, "Doesn't the senator ever
get ulcers?"
"He doesn't get 'em," one of the staff
said briefly. "He just gives 'em."
No Favorites on His Staff
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In keeping with his thoroughly businessUke demeanor. Johnson rarely unbends
with any of his staff during working hours.
As he himself has put it: "There are no
favorites in my office; I treat them all with
the same general inconsideration." But at
Christmas, the gifts from Johnson are
fabulous. And other evidences of thoughtfulness crop up unexpectedly. A new secretary had been with him for only two
weeks when she needed an operation. When
she went to pay her hospital and doctor
bills, she found he had already taken care
of them.
He selects office personnel with great
care, and showers responsibility on his
aides. In return, he expects near perfection
of them, a fact they swiftly discover.
Last fall, Johnson gave the first assignment to a new assistant: Find out the date
of the Army-Navy game. The assistant
was back in a few minutes.
"The Navy," he reported, "says the
game's to be played on December 2d."
"That's fine," snapped Johnson, "but
what did the Army say?"
Naturally, a man so completely devoted
to his work as Johnson finds Sunday is a
very difficult day. The lack of activity
rankles, although he realizes he owes his
staff a day off and his wife and two daughters some of his time. But he becomes so
restless that by Sunday afternoons he almost always has filled his home with up to
a dozen guests.
This inability to relax is a characteristic
that is always with him. Once when he had
trouble with kidney stones, he was hospitalized at the Mayo Clinic in Rochester,
Minnesota, for two weeks. A friend who
visited him there stopped to ask the nurse
how the senator was doing.
"He would be better," she reported, "if

we could get him off that telephone long
enough lo give him his medicine. I've
never seen anything like him and that
phone. He's been here for three days and
he's already called Austria twice!"
Not surprisingly, Johnson is extremely
impatient about the everyday functions of
living. When he toured Texas during his
campaign for the Senate in 1948, he took
a man with him to lay out his clothes, put
in the cuff links and have his shoes shined.
His wife performs those duties at home, A
secretary nils all of his fountain pens and
cigarette lighters (he has several) once each
day.
In conversation, Johnson is a sight to see.
While talking, he may, among other things,
move from chair to chair around the room,
pace the floor, puff cigarettes endlessly, rub
salve on his hands, take a digestion tablet,
gulp water and use an inhaler in his nose.
He's ju.st too nervous to remain still.
When he wants something, he goes to no
one but the top available expert. If it's a
military problem, he talks to Secretary of
Defense George C, Marshall or one of the
Joint Chiefs of Staff, When he found it
necessary to learn to play golf, he took
lessons from Sam Snead. He was told
Mayo Clinic was the best place to go for
treatment lor his kidney stones, and that's
where he went. When he had a sudden
attack and had to be flown there, he had
famous aviatrix Jacqueline Cochran fly
him.
In appearance, Johnson is a big man with
an awkward, slouching frame, and a large
head. His brown eyes are small, bright and
penetrating. One syndicated chitchat columnist has cooed in print over how especially handsome she considers the Texan,
but it is doubtful that many people would
go further than to say he is a nice-looking
man.
The big Texan is a man of many idiosyncrasies. He has a weakness for gadgets;
as might be expected of a man in such a
perpetual hurry, one of his latest is an
alarm-equipped wrist watch.
In his clothes, as in virtually everything
else, Johnson insists on the best available.
That, he says, dates back to his childhood
on a ranch in the hilly wild country of central Texas:, in those days he never had a
pair of pants or a shirt that his mother
hadn't sewed for him, and he dreamed
then of wearing fancy store-bought attire.
Now that this dream has come true, he
finds he has little time for shopping. So
he usually buys his clothing in the first store
he visits, making his purchases in large
quantities, He came home one night last
spring with nine new suits, none of which
cost less than $200, He gave two of them
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to a pair of office assistants. (In the course
of a year, he often presents his overworked
administrative aide, Walter Jenkins, with
three or four suits, plus numerous shirts and
neckties.) Johnson's shoes are handmade
by a Boston firm, of the softest calfskin,
and he wears silk monogrammed shirts. He
owns more than a dozen hats—because he
bets hats instead of money, and frequently
wins—and the doorknobs throughout the
second story of his Washington home are
festooned with scores of neckties, all quite
expensive.
"Tying and untying a necktie," Johnson
advises, "ruins it. Tie it once and slip it off
your head without untying it. Pull the knot
back where it was when you had the tie on
and hang it on a doorknob."
Lots of Clothes for the Mrs.
He also gets great delight out of buying
clothes for his wife and occasionally startles
her by toting home as many as three new
cocktail dresses and five hats with no advance notice. Once he saw a woman's suit
he particularly liked and bought three—
one for his wife, one for his secretary and
a third for a friend of the family he thought
it would look well on.
Although Johnson finds it difficult to hold
on to money, his wife budgets her household expenses carefully. She owns a radio
station in Austin, Texas, which considerably boosts the family income, and she has
already put away enough money to pay for
the education of their children.
The Johnsons have two little girls, Lynda
Bird, six, and Lucy Baines, three. The
similarity between their initials and the
senator's is no accident; it preserves a family pattern. Mrs. Johnson is known to everyone as "Lady Bird," although her legal
name is Claudia, and Johnson was tempted
at one time to change the name of the
Austin radio station from KTBC to KLBJ.
He refrained on grounds that it might be
politically unwise.
Having enough money for the girls'
schooling is important to the Johnsons. As
a youth, Lyndon labored on a road gang
summers and as a janitor throughout the
sciiool year to put himself through Southwest Texas State Teachers College. He got
his degree in three years, graduating in
1930, and then worked for two years as a
teacher of public speaking in the Houston
public schools.
In 1932 he landed the job which launched
him on his true career: He went to Washington as secretary to Representative Richard Kleberg of Texas, Johnson promptly
set about building his political fences, getting his first instruction from the secretaries

"He didn't propose in that many words,
but he took out a piece of string,
measured my ring finger, then put it
bacli into his pocket looking sheepish''

REAMER KELLER
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to the other members of the Texas delegation in Congress.
"You never had to tell Lyndon anything
a second time," recalls Arthur Perry, administrative assistant to Senator Tom Connally and an old-timer at the Capitol. "He
came here as green as anyone could be, hut
within a few months he knew how to operate in Washington better than some who
had been here for 20 years before him."
The new secretary had been around
Capitol Hill for only a year when someone casually suggested, actually as a joke,
that he run for "speaker" of the "little
Congress"—the organization of Congressional secretaries. John.son didn't get the
joke. He ran and won, completely upsetting the rigid seniority system which had
always been in effect until then.
Later in 1934 he went to Texas on a
JACK DONOVAN

Rayburn, who had served with the newcomer's father in the Texas legislature in
the early 1900s. The veteran lawmaker
"adopted" Johnson, and launched immediate plans to promote him.
In 1941. four years after Johnson went
to the House, Rayburn got his chance.
Senator Morris Sheppard of Texas died.
Johnson was eager to run, and President
Roosevelt backed him up. Johnson, only
thirty-two years old, announced his candidacy from the White House steps, and billboards throughout Texas soon proclaimed:
"Roosevelt, Johnson and Unity!"
When the first election returns came in,
it appeared that the young congressman
had won. But there was a late influx of
votes for W. Lee (Pappy) O'Daniel, then
governor, and for some time the outcome
was doubtful. The final totals left many
an eye blinking. O'Daniel won by 1,311
votes, a record-breaking photo finish for
Texas—up to that time.

DISCRIMINATIHe PEOPLE PRErER

Active Duty With the Navy
Back to the House went Johnson to await
another chance. But the year was 1941;
three days after America entered the war,
Johnson went into the Navy as a lieutenant
commander. He remained on active duty
only seven months, but in that time undertook an important mission to the Pacific for
President Roosevelt. He returned with valuable information on the status of our Pacific
forces.
It was at the President's request that, in
1942, Johnson left the Navy to resume his
duties as a congressman. He was made
chairman of an investigating subcommittee
of the House Naval Affairs Committee.
Among other things, this group made the
Navy Department adopt more businesslike
Don't fret, young man,
methods in procurement and forced the reIf your date is late.
writing of the Navy's contract for Elks Hill,
California, oil, an action which saved the
Don't begrudge the hours
public treasury a small fortune.
You sit and wait.
All of this was fine training, but Johnson
was just marking time imtil 1948, when
After you're married
O'Daniel's term would be up. (He had been
Is time enough
re-elected to a full term in 1942 while JohnTo find what she loolcs lilce
son was in the South Pacific.)
In the rough.
When 1948 came, O'Daniel retired, but
Johnson found plenty of other competition
—ETHEL JACOBSON
for the office.
He trailed former Governor Coke Stevenson by 71,460 votes in the first Democratic
vacation and met "Lady Bird" Taylor— primary. There were other candidates in
at 5:00 P.M. on September 4th, Johnson re- the race, however, and Stevenson lacked a
calls with his usual attention to details. majority. The runoff generated a record
For him it was love at first sight, but she heat in the turbulent politics of the Lonedeclined a date that night because she was Star State, furnishing the closest ballot tally
leaving for her home at Marshall, Texas. in the state's history: Johnson, 494,191
He returned to Washington, butfilledthe votes; Stevenson, 494,104 votes; the differmail with letters to her. It was two months ence, 87. The final count left Texans gaspbefore he could get back to Texas. When ing; a fabulous political and legal melee
he did—and after only one date—he talked ensued.
her into marrying him.
In Duval County, which is tightly controlled by banker-businessman-judge George
Parr, Johnson got a whopping 4,622 votes
A Texas Congressman Dies
to Stevenson's 40. Although Stevenson
In 193.5, Johnson got a chance through viewed this with high suspicion, he couldn't
Senator Connally to return to the Lone- complain too loudly: he had carried the
Star State as head of the National Youth county by similar votes in previous elecAdministration program there. Two years tions. The Duval figures were never conlater, the congressman from his district, tested, but Jim Wells County—which gave
James P. Buchanan, died. Johnson de- John.son 1,988 ballots, Stevenson 771—becided to run, although he was virtually an came a storm center of fraud charges. None
unknown.
of these was ever proved. Suits and cross
The 10th Congressional District of Texas suits were filed in county, state and federal
had seldom before seen a candidate put on courts simultaneously. Johnson won them
such an energetic race. Johnson ran on all. Then he had to be certified as the party's
a platform of 100 per cent support for Senate nominee by the Democratic State
President Roosevelt, even backing F.D.R.'s Executive Committee; he was—by a vote of
controversial and foredoomed Supreme 29 to 28.
Court-packing proposal. In a political upThat did it. As is generally the case in
set, Johnson won.
Texas, the Republican candidate didn't
His luck was running high. Roosevelt have a chance.
happened to be cruising off the Texas coast
Today Johnson wastes little time thinkat the time of Johnson's election, and his ing about his close calls and good luck of
ears perked when he heard about the dark the past; he is busy with his future. It may
horse who had achieved victory on a down- be that few people now would give him
thc-line-with-Roosevelt platform. He in much chance as a Vice-Presidential candivited the young man to his ship; the visit date in 1952, but that doesn't bother him.
marked the beginning of a close relation- The convention is months away, he's going
ship between the tvvo which lasted until the strong—and no one would have taken the
President died.
odds offered in 1943 against Harry S. TruTHE END
Johnson was welcomed to the House by man's chances in 1944.
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Anxious Hong

Kong

CON'ONUED FROM PAGE 2 8

Yes...The Mother of
God WILL Help Y o u ! ^
You may not approve of the age-old
Catholic devotion to the Blessed Virgin.
Perhaps you have heard—and believed
— that this is "un-Scriptural"... that
Catholics are trying to establish Mary
as a divine person equal in power to God.
But if you will look at the facts, you
will see that these things are not true
. . . and you will realize that Mary can
exert a wonderful influence in your
personal life.
It certainly is not "un-Scriptural" to
recognize that Mary is the Mother of
Jesus Christ. If we are to be truly
"Scriptural," we must further acknowledge that Christ is the eternal Son of
the eternal Father —a Divine Person
who assumed a human nature like ours
in all things except sin. And while Mary
did not give Jesus His divine nature,
the Savior was her S o n . . . as truly as
anyone is the son of his own mother.
In view of these truths, how can anyone look upon Mary as just another
woman, or just another mother? Why
should we hesitate to honor one whom
God so greatly honored... and upon
whom He conferred a surpassing holiness and complete freedom from sin?
Why should we believe that one so
close to the Son of God in His earthly
life is not close and dear to Him in His
eternal Kingdom?
It is erroneous, of course, to think that
Catholics worship Mary as a divine
person. But we do love and venerate her
for the unique place she occupies in
God's plan for our salvation... for her
intimate association with the all-holy
Son of G o d . . . and for her own holiness.
But, you may say — why should we
pray to Mary when we can pray directly
to God, as the Scriptures command?
The answer is that Catholics do pray
to God and they seek from him grace
and forgiveness — for these are blessings

SUPREME

fish market, where the fish were killed fresh
for the customer.
After returning to Kowloon I made arrangements to visit the border area between
China and the New Territories—a tract on
the mainland, above the peninsula, which
the British hold under a 99-year lease.
A portly police inspector with a Scotch
burr picked nie up the next morning at the
hotel; I was to learn that the military did
not operate along the border area, that the
frontier's protection was entrusted instead
to heavily armed native police. Our car
sped into tbc hills beyond Kowloon, and
as we descended we came into a beautiful
green lowland.
"There are tigers in this country," my
guide commented. "They attack cattle; as
a matter of fact, we had just such a report
only this morning. There are also wild
boar—very mean." That seemed incredible,
for we were just a few minutes from the
heart of a metropolis; it was like being
warned of tigers on the New Jersey side of
Manhattan's George Washington Bridge.
We drove along, crossing a bridge recently reinforced to bear the weight of
tanks, and slowing down for a roadblock
erected to halt smugglers coming through
from China. Finally, we turned off at a
fork and came to a halt. End of the road.
We got oat and walked along a railroad
track, and joined a stream of Chinese moving toward the border station of Lo Wu.

police friend and I visited some other
frontier posts, traveling over one of the
narrowest, steepest mountain roads I've
ever seen—and one of the most dangerous,
potentially. In some places it took the
form of a long trough, like a tunnel without
a ceiling. "Can you imagine what a place
this would be for an ambush?" the inspector
asked. "An enemy would just have to sit
on a ledge and drop a grenade."
B o r d e r Not Entirely F e n c e d

For most of this route, the border was
visible. Part of it was marked by a high
wire fence; other sections had no fence at
all, and at one point a couple of Communist
guards jogged by on horseback with nothing
but a strip of land separating them from us.
On key hills the British had erected police
posts, stalwart cement block buildings, and
once a police patrol appeared in silhouette
against the sky. At one point, a group of
men slipped across the border into British
territory: illegal immigrants from China.
"We have an ambush squad down there,"
the inspector said, pointing toward the
which only God can grant. But there is
valley. "Those men will run right into it."
We also saw somewhat the same thing
no law of God which commands u s . . .
working in the other direction: Two men
when we go to Him in p r a y e r . . . that
tramped along the road with bags slung
we must go alone.
over their shoulders and the inspector idenLike St. Paul, we believe in praying
tified them as sugar smugglers headed for
for others and having others pray for us.
Red territory. "It's against Chinese law
And whose prayers could find greater
to carry white sugar into the country," he
favor in the sight of God than those of
said, "but people keep trying."
Eight Feet of No Man's L a n d
Back in Hong Kong, I had a chance to
the Mother of His Divine Son?
The station located on the far side of a find out how people feel who live right on
These are the chief reasons for the
world-wide Catholic devotion to the i railroad bridge spanning the little Shum the front doorstep of a powerful ComChum River, was a tense spot. Two barbed- munist nation. After spending months in
Blessed Virgin. These are the reasons wire-and-log barricades had been erected Korea and Indochina, I needed both a
why millions of people, in every land between British and Communist territory; dental and medical checkup and I deterand every language, are heard to pray: there was a no man's land of about eight mined to have them taken care of while I
"Hail, Mary, full of grace! the Lord
feet between them, and Communist and had the chance.
Hong Kong guards stood silently on either
As the dentist prepared to drill on one
is with thee; blessed art thou amongst
side. They had exchanged no conversation of my teeth, I asked him whether he felt
women; and blessed is the fruit of
for months, I was told—ever since the de- secure in Hong Kong. "Absolutely," he
thy womb, Jesus..."
feat of Chiang Kai-shek's Nationalists. On said, cheerfully. "It's good here for 10
the China side stood a big sign, which some- years. Of course, I'm hanging on to gold
body translated for me: "Good Chinese do dollars just in case . . ."
not buy American goods."
The doctor's viewpoint was a little difI stood beside one of the friendly border ferent. He answered my question soberly:
policemen and we watched the Red guards a "This is a trap. I'm getting my wife and
few feet away. They stared back. "They children out, and I'm making plans to folcall us 'running dogs,' " my companion said low them to Australia. I've seen enough
The name of the Blessed slowly. "One day a soldier over there Communist flags among the local Chinese
Virgin is in the headlines looked at me and said: 'Soon we will to know what the situation is."
these days... and people
I thought again of the border guard and
everywhere are discussing her place in Cath- slaughter the running dogs and peel their
what the Red soldier had said. "Soon we
olic devotions. We have prepared a special skin from them.'"
THE END
Before returning to Kowloon, my British will slaughter . . ."
pamphlet dealing with Mary's place in the
Christian creed and will send you a copy
free of charge, on your request. Write today
. . . ask for Pamphlet No. C-24.
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Pills at any drugstore.

Dr. Scholl's Foot Powder gives your feet a comforting "lift." Quickly relieves sore, burning, tired
feeling . . . prevents clammy, sticky sensa- ^^%
tion from non-absorbing nylon hose.
^*T
Eases new or tight shoes.
,.
t
\
Helps guard against Athlete's Foot. Start using it
today! Sold everywhere.
FREE Sample—write DR.
SCHOLL'S Inc., Dept.
510, Chicago 10, Illinois.

Dr. Schoiis
FOOT

POV^DER
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" H o w m u c h gas does it use p e r g a l l o n ? "

DON TOBIN
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'Six chin-ups isn't bad for a girl!'

My Boyhood

STANLEY & JANICE
BERENSTAIN
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 15
for baseball, jigsaws, building dams, swim- railway locomotives over to his profession.
ming, fishing and exploring the woods with But he was a sad and dour Scotsman, and
other boys. As time went on I was intro- after a while created in me a conviction that
duced to harder tasks. Dr. Minthorn pos- it was a cheerless calling.
sessed a piece of fir forest, the clearing of
My duties as office boy were not very exwhich he boldly attacked. The view of these acting, and in my spare time, with the aid
battalions of tall trees in the moonlight of Miss Laura Hewitt, the stenographer, I
haunted me as an advancing and uncon- learned to run a typewriter fairly well.
querable army. At odd times the doctor
A few doors down the street was a sewwould get a fir tree down—sometimes four ing-machine agent. His practice was to
feet in diameter. My job was to help burn it take in old machines as part payment on
up. This was done by boring two holes in his new variety. After smashing them with
the stump of the logs at such angles that a hammer, he would dump the old mathey would meet at about a foot deep. Into chines in the back yard. I made a partnerthe top hole we pushed burning charcoal ship with the office boy at the insurance
and by blowing into the lower hole would office next door and we bought the dump of
start an internal fire. It was sport—the first broken machines for $20. We classified
few times.
them according to their different makes and
One summer I got a job at weeding on- assemliled unbroken parts into new maions in the great bottom lands north of chines that would work again. But the
Newberg. for 50 cents a day and board. housewives with whom we tried to do busiThe job lasted about two months and I re- ness at as low as a dollar each were suspiturned with some $30. It was a great sum cious of the reliability of these machines
and we lost the $20. However, we learned a
and I kept it or part of it for a long time.
powerful lot about the insides of sewing
machines.
On the Rounds with a Doctor
A business college opened in Salem and I
When it did not interfere with school enrolled for its night sessions. The teacher
hours. Dr. Minthorn occasionally took me knew much of mathematics and something
on visits to patients. Sometimes I drove of Latin, and, finding my predilection for
and held the team when he went in. They mathematics, carried me thoroughly
were profitable journeys to me. The doc- through algebra, geometry and "higher"
tor was a .silent, taciturn man, but still a arithmetic. He was less successful with my
natural teacher. He told me much of physi- Latin.
ology, health and sickness, mostly by way
An engineer from the East—a Mr. Robof explosions over the neglects which made ert Brown—drifted into the office on some
his patients sick.
mission. In the course of our talks he disDr. Minthorn was one of the many Quak- cussed the advantages of college training
ers who do not hold to extreme pacifism. for a profession. He spoke much of enOne of his expressions was, "Turn your gineering. For a year I mulled it over,
other cheek once, but if he smites it, then talking to all who would listen. I haunted
punch him."
the little foundry, the sawmill and the reWhen I was about fifteen, Dr. Minthorn pair shops of the town. I collected catastarted a Quaker land-settlement business logues and information on engineering and
at Salem. 1 was offered the distinguished universities. I visited a mining prospect in
position of ofiice boy, and drew a salary the Cascades with a mining engineer who
ranging from $15 to $20 a month. The persuaded me that his branch of the profesbookkeeper of the firm used some of my sion offered more choice.
odd time and in return 1 received instrucAbout this time a notice appeared in the
tion in bookkeeping. At one time 1 shifted press to the effect that public examinations
my aspirations for a lifework of driving would be held for entrance to the new free
Collier's for February 17, 1951
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smooth as a wink. Botany springs back to its
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Its more casual... less fuss... more fun
YOU can have a party like this—
easily. It's merely "potluck" food
. . . served simply. . .with wine to
make your dinner something to
remember.
Yes, good things happen when
you cool and serve wine. You make
guests feel honored. You make the
dinner taste extra good. And you

add the color and sparkle that
gives simple entertaining an air of
glamor. Try it and see!
And for scores of other entertainment ideas—recipes, menus, party
tips—write for 32-page California
Way booklet. Send 25$; in coin to
Win^ Advisory Board, Box 3135,
Rincon Annex, San Francisco 19.

Sauteme — one of the fine
wines of Califtrnia

Costs only a
few cents a glass
to serve

R a n k e d a m o n g the
world's finest, California
Sauteme is a delicate,
white fable wine—ideal
to serve with chicken,
fish and white meats like
lamb and pork.

'He's pulling that old line—that
his parents don't understand him''

universitv founded by Senator Leland Stanford, shortly to be opened in California.
Then came the announcement that mathematics professor Joseph Swain would conduct entrance examinations in Portland.
Dr. Swiin was a well-known Quaker, so
that his association with the otherwise suspiciously godless institution served to overcome that family hurdle.
In due time I appeared in Portland, and
did my best with the subjects put to me.
The mathematics came easy, but I was
sadly deficient in the other approaches to
higher education. Professor Swain, overcoming my diffidence, talked to me about
the new university and my previous deficient
schooling due to my career as office boy.
Inquiring into my financial resources, he
suggested that I come down to the university three months early, engage a tutor and
take soino of the subjects over again. He
thought t could earn my way through the
college.
I resigned my great office and gathered up
all my possessions—$160 of savings, two
suits of clothes, a bicycle and my one third
in the Tatum reserve. The Minthorn family
added S?0 and put me on the train with
blessings, affection—and food.
I arrived at Stanford with my bicycle,
satchel and directions from Professor Swain
to go lo /Vdalante Villa, where a Miss
Fletcher would furnish me board and tutoring.
Miss Fletcher did her best with charm
and patience, and when the crucial day
came I got by with all requirements subject to some "conditions," except that I was
one subject short.
My asst)ciation with my doctor uncle
stood mc in good stead. By polishing a
sound memory and boning all night on two
textbooks on physiology, I triumphantly
passed in that subject. A Salem boy—Fred
Williams—and I moved into Encina Hall,
the men's dormitory, the week before its
opening, and were proudly its first inhabitants. Tlic Encina dining room gave so many
options in food that I was able to declare
my complete independence from mush and
milk, which under stiff moral pressure had
been mv major breakfast course ever since
I could remember.
My first need was to provide for myself
a way of living. I had the $210 less Miss

KATE OSANN

Fletcher's services, together with a backlog
of some $600 which had grown from the
treasured insurance of my father. Professor Swain secured me a job in the university
office at $5 a week—enough of a supplement for the time. Soon after. Dr. John
Branner, head of the Department of Geology and Mining, gave me a job in his department because I could operate a typewriter.
This increased my income to $30 a month.
With two partners I also established a laundry agency and a newspaper route upon the
campus, an enterprise which we sold after
a year, at a profit.
A Deficit for Paderewski
With two other students I set up a sort
of lecture agency by which we brought lecturers and artists to the university, sold tickets, and earned a modest return. On one
occasion we branched into the large dimensions of engaging Paderewski for an appearance at the nearby town of San Jose. A
holiday occurred and we did not have
enough gate receipts to pay his fee and
expenses.
The three of us explained to Paderewski's
manager, who was in no good humor about
it. But the great musician, overhearing our
discussion, intervened, and we were forgiven the few hundred dollars' deficit.
The first summer vacation Dr. Branner
got me a job as an assistant on the geological survey of Arkansas, where he had been
state geologist. The $60 a month and expenses for three months seemed like a fortune. During my sophomore and junior
summer vacations I worked upon the United
States Geological Survey in California and
Nevada, where I saved all my salary. These
various activities and the backlog carried
me over the four years at the university. I
came out with $40 in my pocket and no
debts.
The work in Arkansas consisted of mapping the geologic outcrops on the north
side of the Ozarks. I did my job on foot,
mostly alone, stopping nights at the nearest cabin. The mountain people were hospitable but suspicious of all "government
agents." Some were moonshiners and to
them even a gawky boy might be a spy. To
talk about the rocks only excited more suspicion. To say I was making a survey was
Collier's for February 17, 1951
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worse, for they wanted no checkup on their
landholdings. To say I was tracing the zinc
or coal-bearing formations made them fearful of some wicked corporate invasion.
Finally I gave up trying to explain. However, I never failed to find someone who
would take the stranger in at nightfall and
often would refuse any payment in the
morning.
My work on the United States Geological
Survey in the glorious High Sierras, the
deserts of Nevada and the mining camps
where vitality and character ran strong
was a far happier job. Dr. Waldemar Lindgren headed these survey parties and I was
a cub assistant. When in the high mountains, we camped out with teamsters, horses
and pack mules, and, of equal importance, a
good camp cook.
Shortcomings of the Horse
Most of the work was done on horseback.
During those two summers I did my full
lifetime mileage with that mode of transportation. In long mountain rides over
trails and through the brush, I arrived
finally at the conclusion that a horse was
one of the original mistakes of creation. I
felt'he was too high off the j^round for convenience and safety on mountain trails. He
would have been better if he had been given
a dozen legs, so that he had the smooth and
sure pace of a centipede. Furthermore, he
should have had scales as protection against
flies, and a larger water tank like a camel.
All these gadgets were known to creation
prior to the geologic period when the horse
was evolved. Why were they not used?
One hot day a rattlesnake alarm went off
near the trail. The horse notified me by
shying violently. We had a foreign geologist visiting our party who had never seen a
rattlesnake. I decided to take the snake's
corpse to our visitor. I dismounted and
carefully hit the snake on the head with a
stick, then wrapped him in a bandanna
handkerchief and hung him on the pommel.
Some minutes later, while the horse and
I were toiling along to camp, half asleep in
the sun, the rattlesnake woke up and
sounded another alarm. That was too much
for the horse. After I got up out of the
brush I had to walk five miles to camp. It
added to my prejudices against horses in
general.
There was some uncertainty one summer
as to whether I could get a Geological Survey job. Therefore when vacation came
other students and I canvassed San Francisco for work putting up or painting advertising signs along the roads.
Our very modest rates secured a few hundred dollars of contracts, with which we
bought a team and camp outfit. We made
for the Yosemite Valley, putting up eye-

sores along the roads advertising coffee, tea
and newspapers.
A few days later I received a telegram
advising me 1 could join the survey party.
There was not enough money left in the
pockets of my sign-painting partners to pay
my stage fare to the railroad. I walked 80
miles in three days and arrived on time.
As youngest member of the geological
party, I was made disbursing officer. It
required a little time for me to realize this
was not a distinction but a liability. I had
to buy supplies and keep the accounts according to an elaborate book of regulations
which provided wondrous safeguards for
the public treasury.
One morning high in the Sierras we discovered one of the pack mules dead. At
once I read the regulations covering such
catastrophes and found that the disbursing
officer and two witnesses must make a full
statement of the circumstances and swear to
it before a notary public. Otherwise the
disbursing officer was personally responsible for the value of the animal. I was thus
importantly concerned to the extent of $60.
The teamsters and I held an autopsy on
the mule. We discovered that his neck was
broken, and that the calk of one loose
hind shoe was caught in the neck rope with
which he was tied to a tree. We concluded
that he had been .scratching his head with
his hind foot, had wedged his halter rope in
the calk, jerked back and broken his neck.
When we reached civilization we made out
an elaborate affidavit to that effect.

Today

the average freight train

helps national rearmament

Why Washington Wouldn't Pay
About two months afterward I was duly
advised from Washington that $60 had been
deducted from my pay, since this story was
too highly improbable. Apparently mules
did not, according to the book, scratch their
heads with their hind ffet. Dr. Lindgren relieved my $60 of misery by taking over the
liability, saying he would collect it from
some d
bureaucrat when he got back
to Washington in the winter.
For years 1 watched every mule I met
for confirmation of my story. I can affirm
that they do it. 1 even bought a statuette
ot a mule doing it. Some 12 years later I
was privileged to engage Dr. Lindgren for
an important job in economic geology in
Australia. I met him at the steamer in Melbourne. His first words were, "Do you
know that that d
bureaucrat never
would pay me that $60? And do you know
1 have since seen a hundred mules scratch
their heads with their hind feet?" He would
not take the $60 from me.
Stanford in those days was a small community of intimate association between
professors and students. We just "soaked
up" a lot of education. Physics, chemistry.
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"Why do you want a convertible? We haven't
had this top down in seventeen years . . ."

FRANK BEAVEN
Listen to THE RAILROAD
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geology, malhcmatics, mechanics and engineering all i;anie easily to me. 1 was therefore able to carry an unusual amount—for
engineers—of instruction in history, economics, anti Hiiglish and French literature.
As I recoiled it, 1 failed in only one course
—German. I do not recollect, however,
that I ever allained A grades in any of them.
I had too many other yens and occupations
in noncurricular activities.
I attended many lectures on biology, evolution and tlie reconciliation of science and
religion. The impact of the university upon
the fundamentalist religion of the times
brought spiritual conflicts to many youngsters. The Quaker "inner light" as the basis
of faith, however, suffered less than some
others. I much more easily adapted fundamental naiural law into my spiritual complex than did those whose early training
was in the more formalistic sects and of
wider doctrinal base.
For a short time I was on the baseball
team as ^hottstop. In full belief in our
prowess as a team we challenged the San
Francisco professional team to play us on
the campus. They good-humoredly accepted, but when the score was something
like 30 to 0 at ihe end of the fifth inning
and it was getting dark, we called it off. In
time my colleagues decided I would make
a better mandger than a shortstop.
It was this activity which brought me
my first contact with a great public man.
Former Piesident Benjamin Harrison had
been induced by Senator Stanford to deliver a cour-,e of lectures on some phases
of government. I profited by the lectures.
But then as manager of the baseball team I
had a stem duty to perform. We had no
enclosed held, so we collected the 25 cents'
admission by outposts of students who demanded the cash.
One afternoon Mr. Harrison came to the
game. Riiher he ignored the collector or
the collector was overcome with shyness.
Anyw<i> that outpost reported to me that
Mr. Hairison had not paid. 1 collected the
money. Mr. Harrison was cheerful about it
and also b night an advance ticket to next
week's game. He would not take the 50
cents' change from a dollar. But I insisted
that WL' were not a charitable institution
atid th.ii he must take it.
Justice must occasionally be done even
to ex-Piesidents and 1 here record that he
took two more tickets. Upon this solution,
he became even more cheerful.
Plana for B i g Football Gate
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We endowed our university with a football team. Probably because 1 had been
able to save the money for uniforms and
equipment of the baseball team, 1 was made
the manager. We arranged a game with the
University of California to be played on
Thanksgiving Day at the Haight Street baseball yiounds in San Francisco. We had
seats tor a total of 15,000 fans. On the
sales expectations we bought new uniforms
for our teams from a dealer and printed
seat-numbered tickets for only 10.000.
The attendance piled up to nearly 20,000.
We had no such supply of tickets. So we
set up an alley of our college boys from the
box offices to the gates and sold tickets
for casti—the purchasers being carefully
watched so that no outsiders crowded in
without having first paid their respects to
the ho\ offices. At that time few bills were
in u^c in California. We dealt in silver and
gold. The cash piled up to the extent that
it spilled on the floors; we had to rent a
wash boiler and a dishpan from nearby
hou^eholders for the price of a free ticket.
While these difficulties were being solved,
the ,.;artiiins of the two teams turned up,
demanding to know where the football was.
We had overlooked that detail and had to
delay the game for a half hour while we
sent downtown for two pigskins.
1 did not see the game, but to our astonishment we won. After the game the
Caiitoi nia manager and I retired to a hotel
with (luy money, now transferred to grain
bajs. and sat up most of the night counting
it, I had never seen $30,000 before. The

bank the next morning found that we had
$18 more. We were well financed for the
next season.
During these young days of the university the Greek-letter fraternities began their
recruiting among the .students. Those of us
who lived in dormitories and diggings resented the snobbery that accompanied the
fraternity system, and we suspected their
favoritism in handling student enterprises
and their loose methods of accounting for
rnoney. We declared war for reform.
Another Job Without Salary
Together with such steadfast friends as
Ray Lyman Wilbur. Will Irwin, Herbert
Hicks and Lester Hin.sdale, 1 organized the
"barbarians" for a fight in the student elections. Our ticket won. The forces in it all
v,'ere about the .same as in political elections
generally. But we introduced and carried a
new "Constitution for the Student Body,"
and 1 was elected the first financial manager
—without pay.
As financial manager in my senior year
1 set up a full system of accounts of all
student enterprises and published them regularly in the college paper. All this was a
natural inheritance from the Scottish bookkeeper in Oregon. Football was just coming
into big money (for a university activity)
and I handled many tens of thou,sands of
dollars in game receipts and athletic and
other disbursements.
Stanford is a coeducational institution,
but I had little time to devote to coeds.
However, a major event in my life came in
my senior year. Miss Lou Henry entered
Stanford and the geology laboratories, determined to pursue and teach that profession as a livelihood. As 1 was Dr. Branner's
handy boy in the department, 1 felt it my
duty to aid the young lady in her studies
both in the laboratory and in the field.
This call to duty was stimulated by her
whimsical mind, her blue eyes and a broad
grinnish smile that came from an Irish ancestor. I was not long in learning that she
also was born in Iowa, the same year as
myself, and that she was the daughter of a
hunting-lishing country banker at Monterey
who had no sons and therefore had raised
his daughter in the out-of-door life of a boy.
After I left college she still had three years
to complete her college work. I saw her
once or twice during this period. We carried on a correspondence.
All of these extracurricular matters so
crowded my life that 1 neglected to discharge those conditions on entrance "credits"
under which I had entered as a
freshman. Those unfulfilled conditions included one in English. Had it not been for
the active intervention of Dr. Branner and
Professor J. Perrin Smith, who insisted
among other things that I could write English, those implacable persons in the university office would have prevented my getting
a diploma with my own class. Nevertheless
it duly ariived.
I listened to the commencement address
by Dr. David Starr Jordan, Stanford's president, with my mind mostly on the sinking
realization that a new era was opening for
me with only $40 in cash and the need of
finding an immediate job.
The depression of 1893 had reached the
Pacific Coast in 1895.
I had lived all my life in hard times.
But I had never heard of depressions. No
one told me that there was one afoot. So 1
did not need to worry about that. Nor did
I have to worry about what the government
was going to do about it. No one, for that
matter, was crying over "helpless youth."
It was up to me alone to make my way in
the world beyond the shelter of Stanford,

Marriage and a mining-engineer
career, which took him first to Australia, followed Hoover's
graduation
from college. In Collier's next week
he tells about his swift
professional
rise. Order your newsstand copy now
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Kiss of Kandahar
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 17
doorbell's been ringing for the past five minutes. There's a woman at the door."
Dan Coffee rolled out of bed and groped
for his dressing gown. He stumbled sleepily down the stairs. He opened the door
and his visitor stepped into the living room.
"I apologize for waking you in the middle of the night, Doctor," she said hurriedly. "But it's terribly important. It's
about Belinda Holliday."
Dan Coffee blinked. T h e name did not
register at first.
"Oh, yes," he said, after the third blink.
"That's the woman at the Southside. Why
do you come to me?"
Dr. Coffee was beginning to wake up.
He looked curiously at his visitor. She w.is
a dark, demure little woman, past the first
bloom of youth but attractive in a virginal,
wholesome way. At second glance he decided she would be attractive in many ways
if she gave a httle thought to the art of
adornment. It was not the lack of make-up,
for her skin was of a healthy, golden tint.
Her hairdo was wrong—much too prim to
go with her flashing black eyes. Her eyes
were alive, positive, passionate.
"1 was listening to the midnight news on
the radio," the woman said. "I heard that
Belinda had been found dead and that you
were going to perform an autopsy. Was
Belinda murdered. Doctor?"
"I can't say at this point," D r . Coffee replied. "Are you related to Belinda Holliday?"
"I'm sorry. I didn't introduce myself.
I'm Anne Devoto, Warren Holliday's secretary. The radio said the police are looking
for Mr. Holliday."
"Yes. I understand he has disappeared."
"He hasn't disappeared. He—he's outside in my car."
So that's it, Dr. Coffee thought. The secretary's in love with her boss. She's hiding
him because she's afraid he killed Belinda.
"Did Mr. Holliday kill his ex-wife?" Dan
Coffee asked.
"He should have killed her years ago,"

said Anne Devoto with surprising fervor.
"But he didn't."
"Then why doesn't he go to the police?"
"It's a strange story," Miss Devoto replied, "He's afraid nobody will believe it.
We've read about you in the papers—"
There was a pause. They think Vm a
pushover for a likely story, Dan Coffee
mused. Well, maybe I am. Still . . .
"Bring Mr. Holliday in," he said.

W

ARREN HOLLIDAY was a shaggy,
gray-haired man in his late forties. H e
had tired gray eyes and a hesitant smile. His
walk was slow and lumbering, but his handclasp was firm. He sat down wearily at D r .
Coffee's invitation.
"I5id you see your ex-wife today?" the
pathologist asked.
"No." Holliday answered. "I had a tentative date with her, but something came up
and 1 postponed it."
"But you came to Northbank anyhow?"
Holliday's lips moved silently for a few
seconds before he said, "Yes. How did you
know?"
"Puie conjecture," Dr. Coffee said. "Why
did you cancel your date''"
"Because of a business appointment. I'm
a broker—deal in spices and seasonings.
Late this afternoon I got a call from a
spice importer from New Orleans who said
he was in Northbank and wanted to see me.
I had no idea how long my meeting would
last, so I wired Belinda, calling off our date.
Then I drove over from Boone Point to
meet my New Orleans man in the lobby of
the Northbank Hotel, as he suggested. I
waited for more than an hour, but he didn't
show up. I tried to call Miss Devoto in
Boone Point, thinking perhaps he had
changed his plans and tried to reach me,
but I couldn't make contact with my secretary. So 1 got back into my car and
started home for Boone Point. Then I—I
had an accident."
"You see, Mr. Holliday suffers from periodic migraine headaches," his secretary

He was playing
with the
door h a n d l e . . .
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One clay last year I went for a drive with a friend.
Her three-year-old boy was with us, riding in the
back seat. As we were rolling along, the child got to
playing with a rear door handle. Suddenly the door
swung open and dragged the little fellow right out of
the car.
I was sick with fear when I saw his limp body
sprawled by the road. We rushed him to a doctor
and, I'm thankful to say, found that he wasn't
seriously hurt. There were some bills for his medical
care and though / wasn't at fault, my Hartford Automobile Insurance paid them all, under its wonderful
Medical Payments feature. The Hartford would
have paid as much as $500; my policy covers anyone
who gets hurt while in my car up to that amount* —
even me!
* (ISow available up to $5000)

Y o u r o w n A u t o m o b i l e Liability I n s u r a n c e i s n o t as c o m p l e t e as it
s h o u l d b e u n l e s s it provides automatic
Medical Payments
benefits
for o c c u p a n t s o f your car. Let your Hartford agent (or your i n s u r a n c e
broker) c h e c k your policy now; there i s n o o b l i g a t i o n .
In over 5 0 0 0 c o m m u n i t i e s y o u c a n obtain t h e n a m e a n d a d d r e s s
o f t h e Hartford agent by calling Western U n i o n b y n u m b e r and aski n g "Operator 2 5 . " Or write u s for full i n f o r m a t i o n o n Hartford
A u t o m o b i l e I n s u r a n c e that i n c l u d e s Medical P a y m e n t s coverage.

HARTFORD
HARTFORD FIRE INSURANCE COMPANY
HARTFORD ACCIDENT AND INDEMNITY COMPANY
HARTFORD LIVE STOCK INSURANCE COMPANY
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"What a day! I couldn't g e l a thing done.
T h e b o s s kejit m e b u s y t h e w h o l e t i m e ! '
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explained quickly. "Often his headaches are
preceded by periods during which he loses
track of time. That's possible, isn't it?"
"Ves, it's possible. Dr. Coffee thought.
Migraine is sometimes preceded by a lapse
of memory
But it was interesting that
Hollidav's migraine should begin at about
the same hour as his ex-wife's death.
"What is the last thing you remember,
Mr. Holliday?" Dr. Coffee asked.
"Well. [ remember vaguely running off
the road, as it winds over the hill jiust this
side of Boone Point. I remember trees—
or a tree. Then I drew a blank."
"Are your headaches hemicranial?"
"I beg sour pardon?"
"Migraine usiually affects only one side
of the head Do you feel the pain behind
one eye. or at the back of one side of your
head, usually?"
"Behind the left eye, always."
"Do you mind?" Dr. Coffee said.

H
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son is an old friend of Belinda's. I believe
he's engaged to marry someone else."
Then who was the man Belinda was going to marry?
Holliday didn't know.
Belinda had never told him, and he had
never asked. She had told him she wanted
her freedom and that was enough.
The purpose of his broken date with
Belinda that evening?
Holliday didn't
know, really . . .
"Nonsense!" Miss Devoto volunteered.
"Mr. Holliday is much too gallant. He
knows perfectly well what Belinda wanted.
She's been calling him up practically every
day this past week. I think something WQnt
wrong with her romance and she hoped to
get Mr. Holliday to take her back. She
would have tricked him into it—if she'd
lived."
Dr. Coffee lighted a cigarette. As he
smoked in silence, he reflected on the fact
that both Holliday and Manson had seemed
to have dates with Belinda on the same
night. True, Manson said he had phoned
in the morning to cancel his. That would
have given Belinda time to try to get Holliday to come over. After a moment, the
pathologist said, "Mr. HoHiday, I think you
had better tell your story to the police."
Miss Devoto's black eyes narrowed and
her back stiffened visibly. "Do you believe
that Mr. Holliday had anything to do with
his ex-wife's death?"
"Why, no," Dr. Coffee said. "But if your
story is true, and if, as the coroner believes,
Mrs. Holliday's death was accidental, you
will do well to get through the unpleasantness of a routine investigation as quickly as
you can."
"I believe the doctor is right, Anne,"
Holliday said.
Dr. Coffee went to the telephone to call
Max Ritter.

E PRF,S.SED his thumbs gently against
Hollidav's eyeballs. His fingers explored the top and base of his skull. Holliday did not flinch. He's lying, Dr. Coffee
thought. // lie had those prodromal signs
when he said he did, he would be in excruciating puin now.
"Where did you find him. Miss Devoto?"
Dr. Coffee .isked.
"He wandered into my apartment," Miss
Devoto replied. "He was in a daze and
shaking all over. I guess he walked from
wherever he wrecked his car. I made him
lie down and wrapped him in a blanket. I
fixed him a hot drink and he slept for a little
while. Then I heard the midnight news on
the radio."
"Whi diti you and your wife break up,
Mr. Holliday?"
"It was inevitable, Tm more than twenty
years older than Belinda. I knew when
I married her, nearly five years ago, that
H E N he returned to his laboratory at
sooner or later she would fall in love with
Pasteur Hospital shortly before noon.
someone her own age."
Dr. Coffee was carrying three small flasks
"And she did?"
of brownish liquid and a Mason jar contain"Yes."
ing specimens of tissue in Formalin. He
"Belinda never really loved Mr. Holli- gave the Mason jar to his technician with
day," Anne Devoto said. Her eyes did not the remark: "The usual sections, Doris."
leave Warren Holliday's face.
He placed the three flasks on his desk,
"Did Mrs. Holliday get a divorce to took off his hat and coat, and called, "Dr.
marry a man named Roy Manson?" Dr. Mookerji."
Coffee asked.
Dr. Motilal Mookerji, Pasteur's resident
"Oh, no.' Holliday smiled sadly. "Man- pathologist, materialized from somewhere
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behind the freezing microtome and set his rial witnesses much longer. They all got
course for Dr. Coffee's desk. Navigation shysters waving lawbooks at me, yelling,
was no simple problem for Calcutta's gift 'Witness to what?' Do I book 'em. Doc?"
"I can't exclude drowning until tomorto Northbank. Not only was the little
Hindu broad of beam, but his fore-and-aft row, Max," Dr. Coffee said. "The blood has
dimensions precluded sideslipping through to stand with picric acid overnight. And our
the narrow channels that separated the toxicology tests won't be finished much beautoclave, centrifuge and other pieces of fore then."
standing gear which cluttered the labora"I think it's murder," Ritter declared.
tory.
"That Devoto dame, first of all, is lying her
"Greetings, Doctor Sahib," he said. "Five head off. She says she never saw the inside
times greetings. You have no doubt con- of Suite 232, but I find her prints all over
the place. So I bring in the night clerk of
cluded a pleasant autopsy?"
"Concluded?" echoed Dr. Coffee. "We've the Southside and he identifies her as a
barely started. Have you ever run a Gettler dame who went up in the elevator about
half an hour before the telegram came for
test for drowning?"
Behnda, and came back down five minHE Hindu resident said, "Am familiar utes later. So the Devoto dame changes her
with hypothesis of Gettler test, although story. She says a New York phone call came
have never performed same on submerged for Holliday in Boone Point, and it had to
cadavers. Are not samples of blood from be answered right away because it involved
right and left heart analyzed separately for a big deal in white pepper. She didn't know
Holliday had sent the wire, so she thinks
chloride level?"
"Exactly," said Dr. Coffee. "Normally she'll find him with Belinda. The door to
the salt content of the blood is the same on Belinda's apartment is open so she walks in,
both sides of the heart. However, if the she says, and finds Belinda dead. So natuperson died of drowning, the lungs would rally she didn't want to talk about her visit."
"She's protecting Holliday, Max," Dr.
take in water which would dilute the blood
Coffee
said. "I think if we find that Bein the left heart. Therefore, if the salt conlinda was murdered, and that
Holliday may have killed her,
Anne Devoto will confess that
she did it herself. Why else
would she leave her fingerprints
in the apartment?"

T

"Could be," Ritter said. "She's
been Holliday's secretary for
fifteen years, and I guess she's
been in love with him for fourteen. But Holliday is lying, too.
That blackout story of his is
phony. I find his car, all right,
against a tree about a quarter
mile this side of Boone Point.
j^TyifcS^
But it was gomg about three
miles an hour when it hit the
tree. There's just a little dent in
one fender. And it backs right
away when we get in and step
on the starter.
'Still go to the P o w d e r
"So I start looking for this
Room with your mom?*'
spice importer. No trace of him.
JACK
TYRRELL
COLLIER'S
He's not in Northbank. not in
Boone Point. So 1 call New Orleans. His home don't answer.
tent of the blood is higher in the right heart His office ain't seen him in two days. Then
than the left, the person was drowned—in I bring that night clerk from the Southside
down to the station again and let him look
fresh water."
"Am observing surplus blood sample," at Holliday. 'That guy,' the clerk says,
Dr. Mookerji said. "Am also remarking 'came into the lobby just before Miss Dethat blood exhibits brownish tint somewhat voto stepped out of the elevator, coming
resembling hot chocolate. What is purpose down. I remember she grabbed his arm and
they went out together.' So maybe she
of third sample, Doctor Sahib?"
"We'll try to identify methemoglobin murdered Behnda to keep Holliday from
with the spectroscope." Dan Coffee said. taking her back, and talked him into inventing these cockeyed stories to protect her."
"The color is characteristic."
"If Belinda was murdered," Dr. Coffee
"Quite," the Hindu agreed. "Have observed similar color in native Bengal, in said. "What about Manson?"
victims of blackwater fever."
"I been holding him, too. while we
"We don't have much blackwater fever checked his movements," the detective said,
in Northbank, but we do see an occasional "but I can't keep him much longer. All his
case of potassium chlorate poisoning, which stories tally. He's going to marry that
does the same thing to the blood. I've an- Bosworth babe who owns the shoe factory,
other rather delicate task for you. Doctor all right. And she's out in California visit—a qualitative analysis from less than a ing relatives, like he says."
thimbleful of liquid." Dr. Coffee carefully
"And the young man Belinda was in love
unwrapped a bottle which he gingerly with?"
pa'jsed to his Hindu assistant.
"Holliday and Manson back each other
"Ha! Kiss of Kandahar!" exclaimed Dr. up on that one," Ritter replied. "They both
Mookerji, reading the label. "Kandahar is think he was walking out on Belinda, and
quite famous place in India, although cur- they both seem to think he was married, but
rently in Afghanistan. You are no doubt nobody knows his name."
familiar with frolics of Great Alexander
"Is the spice importer from New Orleans
among almond groves of Kandahar. Or married, Ma\?"
perhaps verses by lady poetess Laurence
"He is. And I'm still trying to find him,"
Hope regarding almond blooms of—"
the detective said. "Flash me when you
"Never mind the almond blooms," Dan know something, Doc."
Coffee said. "Just handle that bottle carefully. It may be deadly. And start with
EXT morning at ten o'clock Dr. Coffee
the assumption that you're looking for an
flashed Lieutenant Ritter. "It's murder,
aromatic benzene compound." . . .
Max," he said into the telephone. "Belinda
When Lieutenant Max Ritter dropped in wasn't drowned. She was poisoned—by
that afternoon. Dr. Coffee's laboratory was someone who knew her intimate habits . . .
redolent with reagents, standard solutions No. it wasn't cyanide. I'll tell you all about
and general toxicological activity.
it later. Can you bring all your suspects
"Is it murder. Doc?" the detective asked, up here late this afternoon, after I've finas he parked one thigh on the edge of the ished my hospital routine? About five
pathologist's desk. "1 can't hold my mate- o'clock . . . Sure, bring the spice importer.
Collier's for February 17, 1951
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mask ot tear slipped from his face as he
turned to Miss Devoto, seeking confirmation. .She smiled, and he smiled back at her,
wondeiingly. as though seeing her for the
first time. "You mean we can go?"
"If the doc .says you can go. you better
hightail it out of here quick," Ritter said,
"with the thanks and apologies of the police
department and three bucks a day materialwitness fees."
The trio had hardly left the laboratory
when Mix Ritter said, "I guess we can cut
the double-talk now. Doc. Do you and the
ITTER had not turned up his spice im- swami here know what was in that bottle?"
porter by five o'clock, but he appeared
"Quite.'' Dr. Mookerji replied. "Anaat Dr. Coffee's laboratory with Warren Hol- lyzed contents with own hands. Same
Hday, Roy Manson and Anne Devoto. The contained mononitrobenzene, alias oil of
two men had undergone marked tiansfor- mirbanc, which is noisome photoplasmic
mation during their brief police custody. poison of high-octane potency."
Holliday had aged ten years. His gray
"Thill why do we let these characters
eyes were no longer just tired; they were go. Doc?"
"Because if one of those three killed Befrightened. And Manson had shed not only
at FAST Relief of Headaches—
his acquired executive manner, but his linda, the guilty person knows there was
<4^
there's nothing quite like
V
Alka-Seltzer
homespun shyness as well. He was edgy, mononitrobenzene in the bath-oil bottle,
harassed with a badgered, almost haunted and thai I may be able to identify the poiX
look. Only Miss Devoto was her own calm son if I can get my hands on it. Therefore
Remember, A l k o - S e l t z e r —
self, demure and maidenly despite her vital, I am convinced that the murderer will sneak
FIRST, FAST and ALWAYS
back to lielinda's apartment tonight to get
dark eyes.
for Relief of these Common Ailthe
bottle.
You
and
I
will
be
waiting
there."
ments. Cvt a Package TODAY!
"You no doubt know," Dr. Coffee began,
"that Lieutenant Ritter suspected foul play
"Okay. Doc. Let's go, then. Swami, take
•:\
in the death of Mrs. Holliday. I'll put your any messages that come here for me."
minds at ease by telling you at once that we
N ROLITE to the Southside Apartment
have found no evidence of murder. We did
Hotel, Ritter said, "Tell me more about
find methemoglobin, a pathological factor
A l l DItUO $TOIi$ U.S. and CANADA
produced in the blood by some diseases and this oil of whoosis. Doc."
"Mononitrobenzene," Dr. Coffee said, "is
certain poisons. Does any one of you know
if Mrs. Holliday had had a recent attack called oil of mirbane in commerce. It used
to serve as artificial bitter-almond flavoring
of—say malaria?"
Nobody remembered any serious illness. in the days before federal food-and-drug
"Then there is the possibility of ana- laws. It's still used in small and safe
phylaxis—a fatal allergy," the pathologist amounts m perfumery, among other things.
continued. "She may have been hypersen- In large enough amounts, it can decomsitive to some drug or cosmetic product. pose the blood and act on the central nervMr. Holliday, did your ex-wife habitually ous system. It can be absorbed through the
skin, causing death—sometimes within the
use any particular brand of bath oil?"
"Belinda was crazy about anything that hour—by paralyzing the respiratory cenhad the scent of almonds," Holliday said. ters.
"Belinda's habit of reading and smoking
"Her favorite was something called Kiss of
in the bathtub would allow plenty of time
Kandahar. She used it for years."
Dr. Coffee turned to Ritter. "Max, are for absorption of the pleasant-smelling poiany of your men still on duty at the South- son. Therefore the murderer was well acquainted with her intimate habits."
side?"
"Like that spice importer I can't locate,"
"Nope," the detective said. "I pulled
Ritter said.
JUST READ
Brody off at noon today."
"Or any of the three persons you've just
"When you get a chance, I wish you'd go
Over a million folks credit their beautiback to Mrs. Holliday's apartment and get released. I think I know which one it is—
ful lawns to the simple, down-to-earth
me that bottle of bath oil I noticed the other for reasons you'll understand, if I'm right."
advice contained in each issue.
A
Rittei parked his car behind the Southday. It was empty, but I may be able to
Minnesota reader simply soys, "We owe
our lovely yard to LAWN CARE aid."
squeeze out a drop or two and make an side. Thi; two men entered through the basement and walked to the second floor by the
Get set for Spring by sending now for
analysis."
your FREE 2 year subscription. Drop a
"Is tomorrow okay?" Ritter asked. "I fire stairs. Ritter opened Suite 232 with a
card to . . . o M SecST & SONS CO
won't be in town tonight. 1 got to leave in passkey.
They had been sitting in the dark for
•49 Spring Si, Marysvilte,
Ohio
half an hour for a quick trip upstate."
olso Palo Atlo,
CotHornio
"Tomorrow's fine," Dr. Coffee said. more than an hour when there was a knock
"There's no hurry. Meanwhile you'd better at the dooi. followed by a violent, persisrelease these good people. There seems no tent ringing of the bell. "This upsets my
theory," Dr. Coffee whispered.
valid reason for holding them further."
"I'll upset that Swiss bell ringer," Ritter
Warren Holliday rose from his chair. The
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too, if you find him. Meanwhile, don't book
anybody and don't mention the word murder.
"Another thing. Max. Since practically
everybody in this case has been making free
with the truth. I'd like you to do a little
second-degree fibbing yourself. First, that
bath-oil bottle is still in the apartment, so
far as you know. Second, you're positively
going to be out of town tonight. You have
to leave in a hurry right after our conference. Okay, Max. See you at five."
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He chuckled grimly as he tore them open.
"Esther Bosworth is due back in Northbank
tomorrow by air. So I guess Belinda gi>i
killed because she was going to spill hei
story to Miss Bosworth—about how she
got a divorce to marry her lover, and how
Manson was going to ditch her to marry a
shoe factory instead."
"It was the shoe factory that first made
me suspect Manson," Dr. Coffee said.
"Since mononitrobenzene is used in dyeing
leather for black shoes, Manson must be
well acquainted with its deadly qualities.
I'm sure you'll find drums of it at the f.'ictory to prove his access to the poison. And
with the key to this apartment in his possession—"
Dr. Coffee was interrupted by a childish
whimper. Manson sank into a chair, tried
to speak, then buried his dead-white face
in his big hands.
"Hey, look!" Ritter said. "This other
N O T H E R hour passed in silence before wire is from New Orleans. The spice im, Dr. Coffee heard the sound he had been porter ain't been near Northbank in months.
waiting for; the scrape of a key in a lock. He just got back from a three-day fishing
The door opened slowly. The narrow rib- trip in the Gulf." Ritter frowned. "Then
bon of light widened into a pale oblong who got Holliday over to Northbank on a
silhouetting briefly a human figure which wild-goose chase?"
"Roy Manson, of course." Dr. Coffee exdisappeared instantly as the door clicked
shut. r3an Coffee held his breath. So appar- plained. "He knew that Holliday was still
ently did Ritter and Dr. Mookerji. Only the in love with Belinda and was sure to go and
see her once he was in Northbank and at
breathing of the newcomer was audible.
A flashlight beam speared the gloom, and loose ends. A visit from Holliday to his exa luminous disk rippled acro,ss the rug. wife on the day of her death would misdiThen Max Ritter touched the switch and the rect suspicion in case the subject of murder
was brought up. Even Miss Devoto. who
living room was flooded with brightness.
"Hello, Mr. Manson," Dr. Cofl'ee said. also knew that Holliday might go to Belinda's apartment, suspected Holliday when
"I've been expecting you."
Roy Mauson stood in the center of the she found Belinda dead. That's why she not
room, blinking at the gun in Ritter's hand. only dreamed up that elaborate story about
"I thought you'd have a key," Dr. Coffee migraine and the phony auto accident, but
continued, "to be able to substitute mono- even went all out to leave her own fingernitrobenzene for Belinda's bath oil during prints here."
her absence. And a man familiar with BeAX RFTTER lighted a cigarette and
linda's intimate bathing habits would have
a key. You were Belinda's lover, weren't
blew a contemptuous cloud of smoke
you. Manson, for some time before she went at the man who sal motionless in the chair.
South for a divorce?"
"A swell guy, this Manson. He even brought
Manson turned on a frozen white smile. flowers for Belinda. I'd like him to meet
my sister sometime."
"We were just old friends," he said.
"Shoemakers," commented Dr. Mookerji,
"Such close friends," Dr. Cofl'ee said,
"that Belinda got rid of her husband and "should remain stuck to last."
:ame to Northbank to be near you—the
"We're going to stick this shoemaker, all |
man she expected to marry. But she wasn't right." Ritter agreed. "And believe me. it's '
going to sit by quietly, was she. just because going to last."
you changed your mind while she was away
"You know. Max." Dr. Coffee said, \
and decided to marry the shoe heiress in- "when Holliday left my lab this afternoon.
stead'.' When does your fiancee. Miss Bos- I think he realized for the first time that his ,
worth, get back from California, Manson?" secretai y actually believed he had killed Belinda, and that she was ready to do anything
Manson did not reply.
"Answer to said conundrum now repos- to save his neck, even to taking the rap her- ;
ng in Leftenant Ritter's pocket, perhaps." self. I'll ask Miss Devoto to come by the i
Dr. Mookerji volunteered.
lab someday next week. Maybe Doris can ;
"That's right. I wired the police chief at give her a few pointers on fixing her hair, j
Beverly Hills today." Ritter fished the She's really quite a good-looking gal, and
;rumpled yellow envelopes from his pocket. Hollidav mav not be aware of it." THE END

growled. He flung open the door. "The
swanii! Get inside here quick! Whafs the
idea of—"
"Have no fears, Leftenant," Dr. Muokerji
said. The door closed again and he continued talking in the dark. "Took every precaution to conceal present destination,
making surreptitious entrance via devious
routes. However, two telegraphic messages
arrived for you from police station. Leftenant. so decided to deliver same in person to
maintain secrecy of current whereabouts."
Paper crackled as the Hindu pressed
something into the detective's hand. Rittcr
shoved two envelopes into his pocket. "I'll
read 'em later," he said. "No lights, now."
A series of thumps, followed by suppressed exclamations marked the progress
of the Hindu in the darkness. The creak of
sofa springs and a sigh announced the succes,s of his search for a seat.
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 19
lome newspaper story, thieve it from an)ther whodunit, or, as a last resort, create
t. (Radio whodunit writers seldom sue one
mother for plagiarism because none is ever
•ertain who originated what.)
This time I choose to create a plot, durng the process of which 1 wear the path in
he rug deeper, smoke two cords of cigaettes, drink several cubic feet of black
oflee, insult whoever comes to the door, reolvc to take up plumbing, and finally come
ip with a gem.
Leaving out the murders woven through
t. the story involves a duchess who is
orced to sell her diamond collection in
irder to keep herself in sables. But Spider
Vebb exposes her title as fake and proves
he is the tool of a gang of Continental
^wcl thieves who smuggle the gems into
his country by burying them in tulip bulbs
hipped from Holland.
"This done, I can now go to a movie. Then
come back, block out the scenes of the
tory, dialogue the finished .script, and send
off to the advertising agency representing

the sponsor. Or, if ".Spider Webb" is a
package show—that is. one produced by
an independent firm for the sponsor through
its advertising agency—the script goes first
to the producer, then to the agency, then
lo the sponsor. What these three, separately
or collectively, can do to a script is considerable, and a source of constant apprehension to the writer. But this time 1 get a
break: they want just a few minor changes.
.After making the few minor changes, 1 now
have a story about a circus bareback rider
who is a traveling Cominunist agent.
rhe revised script is mimeographed and
sent to the network for clearance with the
continuity acceptance department, where it
must pass the moral code test. In that
scene where Spider Webb is sitting on the
edge of a studio couch talking with the
recumbent blonde. Continuity Acceptance
moves them lo sepaiate chairs, and now the
script is ready for production. (.At this
point. I leave town if 1 can, to avoid further
rewrites. I
The director times the script, allowing
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THIS DSAD WIPER BLADE BtiU looks
new but it blurs rain, smears muck, streaks
glass. DEAD blades make dead drivers!

for commercials, and casts it. The soundeffects man assembles the noisemaking
gadgets it requires, and the musical director
arranges the mood music for scene bridges
and background.
The rehearsal begins. The actors sit in
a group around the director in the studio
and read the script through for timing, and
to get acquainted with the story and their
own parts. The director then goes into
the control room, the engineer at the instrument panel switches on the microphones,
the actors in the first scene stand ready—
and from then on, friendship ceases.
Some two hours and three nervous breakdowns later, the director concedes that the
actors and the show exhibit a measure of
promise, and they take a break. The length
of this period is determined by the number
of Martinis required to restore the director's
courage.
Then the sound-effects man is dragged
into it. Standing in the midst of something

THIS LfVE ANCO BLADE wipes clean,
clears ram, clears road muck . . . lets you
SEE. Protects your loved ones.

• When your car gets Preventive Service, be sure to examine your windshield
wiper blades. They may still look new
but corrosive windshield film, wind
burn and hot sun BAKE the life out of
rubber, often in six months or less. No
matter how good they look, dead blades
cause dangerous windshield smear.
Dead blades make dead drivers. Protect your car . . . your life . . . with
100% Preventive Service.

A r t i s t s Wl»o L o v e T h e i r W o r k

live,new ANCOBlades.. !RAIN-MASTBR

for Plat windshields . , . CLEAR-FLEX
for Flat or Curved windshields. They
fit all cars—wipe quicker and cleaner
than any other blades.
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". . . Your husband must be a
wonderful m a n to work for,
Mrs. C a r l s o n . L o t s of n i g h t s
h i s s e c r e t a r y h a s t o stay till
nine, ten o'clock, but she
d o e s n ' t s e e m to m i n d . . .
they c o m e down together,
giggling, kidding around . . .''
COLLIER'S

DICK CAVALLl

that looks like the inside of a junk shop, he
goes through his sound cues with friendly
hints from the director.
"You call that a pistol shot? My kid can
do better with his bubble gum! . . . Don't
be afraid to knock on that door; there's
nobody sick! . . . In my script it says motorboat, not sewing machine! . . . Look, he
tiptoes out of the room—not a Vishinsky! . . ."
Then the band (or organist) comes in.
"Let's hear what you got," the director
dares the conductor. And for the next 30
minutes or so, the band is put through the
bridge and background music, also with
the aid of friendly hints from the director.
T h e Music Gets P a n n e d , T o o

< ,.,«.,.—

when you say

Make Mine

MYERS
THE

Change Your Wiper Blades
Next time you buy gas, change to

Mr. Dealer: ANCO Wiper Motors give
lots more power, lots less stall. Controlled
wiping arc prevents blade slap. Only six
models give COMPLETE replacements
for ALL Cable Linkage, Bar Linkage,
and Direct Drive original equipment
vacuum wiper motors.

a sound or a motion in the studio. Musicians in their places, waiting . , . Announcer at his microphone, waiting . . .
Actors in the first scene at their microphone, waiting . . . Sound-effects man at his
.stand, waiting . . . In the control room, the
director :it his post, waiting . . . The engineer hunched over the instrument panel,
waiting. The seconds are ticking off.
Fifteen left . . . Fourteen . . . Thirteen.
The conductor glances at the clock. Twelve
. . . He motions, and instiuments come to
the ready. Eleven . . . The engineer counts
aloud now to the director: "Ten . . . Nine
. . . Eight . . . Seven . . . Six . . . Five . . .
(director raises his hand) Four . . . Three
. . . Two . . . Take it!" The director points
to the announcer . . . "SPIDER WEBB—PRIVA IE FIRST-CLASS EYE!" . . . The
conductor's stick comes down, the theme
music cornes up-—and it's all yours now.
For television, add to the foregoing the
designing, building and dressing of sets;
many inoie hours of rehearsal; lights,
cameras, props, stagehands, technicians,
wardrobe people, make-up artists, and a
great many more nervous breakdowns—
and there >ou have the howcumit of your
favorite whodunit.

"Look, we're supposed to have fright
music there—not daisies-in-the-dell stuff!
. . . The script says to sneak music in behind the scene . . . Okay, the scene is not
in a boiler factory! . . . Please, the music is
for a circus horse going around in the ring
—he's not running at Belmont! . . ."
The director then puts the three striving
factions together—the cast, the soundeffects man and the hand—for a runthrough. After this, a break for dinner and
nerve tonics; then hack to the studio an
hour and a half before air time for the
dress rehearsal—the show as it is to be
broadcast, commercials and all; 20 minutes or so to smooth out rough spots and
make cuts for time; 10 minutes outside to
smoke and patch up friendships and then:
It is 30 seconds to air time. There is not

If it is so grim as all that, why do we
work at it? Why don't we get nice, normal,
peaceful jobs like pushing a jackhammer?
Because we love it, every minute of it! Every psychiatrist and Benzedrine pill of it!
And wc get our .share of laughs out of it,
too.
Take the case of the trigger-happy sound
man. In one scene of the script, a gangster chief is having trouble with one of his
hoods, an ambitious young man who is dissatisfied wiih his share of the receipts from
a payroll robbery. The chief, in a fatherly
manner, upbraids the young fellow for his
ingratitude. He reminds him of how he,
the chief, took the tyro when he was nothing but a five-and-dime cheat down on skid
row and built him into the upper-bracket
hood of great expectations that he now is.
This fail-, to touch the young man. They
quarrel and the chief is obliged to shoot
him.
In the dress rehearsal, the sound-effects
man turned in a perfect performance—
right on cue with his pistol shot. But on
the air" The chief had just started rebuking the young hood for his ingratitude
when— BANG!
The sound man had
jumped his cue.
But the young hood
c o u l d n l drop dead then; he still had lines
to read. He and the chief rose above the
pi.stol shot and went on with the scene.
Four or five speeches later—B.'KNG! This
time, the >oung hood was in with a quick
but shabby ad lib: "You missed me." They
plunged on with the scene and finally
reachetl the cue lines: "Why. you dirty little
rat—" . . . "No, no—don't shoot!" And
the sound man didn't. The young hood
waited in vain, then did a "take" as if he
had been shot, and supplied his own sound
of falling to the floor. T h e n — B A N G !
Or take Donald Bain and his blasted
alarm clock. Bain is one of radio's two top
animal imitators in New York. Bradley
Barker is the other. Bain specializes in
small animals, birds and insects; Barker in
big annuals. (Inevitably, of course, the
story WK-ir around that Barker was seen
runnin;,; through Radio City one day carrying Bain in his mouth.)
Bain carries a pocket-size alarm clock
about With him to warn him of the time for
his ncM appointment. On the air in a whodunit cne night, he was making like a duck
when tlic alarm clock in his pocket went off.
.^nd bung a duck, he couldn't ad-lib his way
out of It
.Agaui. Uain. This time he was playing a
cat. He did his meows in rehearsal, then
sat off by himself while the rehearsal continued, and practiced the mosquito hum he
was ti> do on another show. There was
an unu>ed, live microphone near him, and
the sound was picked up in the control
room. 'r>ie engineer, knowing the script
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called for no such hum, thought something
had gone wrong with his equipment. He
twisted knobs, pulled plugs, did everything
to get rid of the sound, but no luck. At this
point. Bain realized he was the cause of the
consternation in the control room.
Being a playful fellow, he kept it up until
four men from the engineering department
arrived and started taking the equipment
apart to locate the trouble. When they got
set for another test, there was the hum
again. Then Bain slapped his cheek, and
the hum stopped. "Killed him," he said.
R e a d y for a Realistic Seance

MAKE EXTRA INCOME IN 1951!
NO MATTER whether you live in a city,
small town or rural s e a i o n , you can
make extra income in spare time.
How? By taking care of new and renewal subscriptions for COLLIER'S
m d all popular magazines.
There are probably hundreds of
bomes within a one-mile radius of
yours, in which COLLIER'S and
other leading magazines are read
regularly. These magazine readers
prefer to place their subscriptions
through a local magazine service.
For full details, without cost or obligation, mail penny postal with your
name and address to—
Independent Agency Division, Desk C-45
THE CROWELL-COLLIER PUB. CO.
540 Fifth Avenue, New York 19, N. Y.

PSORIASIS
Noiw treated
Nvith internal
medication

Directors strive to get actors to lose
themselves in the mood of the scene they
are playing, and they go to great lengths to
achieve this result. On a Perry Mason
show one day, the script called for a seance.
It seems the villain of the piece had a
passion for seances, so Mason rigged one
up to trap him. Ralph Butler, the director,
decided to make the scene as realistic as
possible in the studio in order to get a
convincing performance from the actors.
He had them sit around a table and he
turned out all the lights save a shaded
lamp over the table barely bright enough to
read script by. The eerie setting, the cadaverous pallor of the characters in the
half-light, and the ghostly incantations of
the "medium" afforded a realism that made
flesh crawl.
Then the show went on the air. Came
the seance scene: the stillness of a morgue;
shadowy figures around the table in semidarkness, gripped in suspense . . . then the
funereal drone of the medium summoning
the spirit of the dead: "Are you here? . . .
Are you here? . . . Speak to us . . . Speak . . . "
Suddenly the sound man over in his dark
corner accidentally knocked a heavy box
from his workbench. There was a terrific
crash.
The actresses screamed, the table went
over, the lamp was knocked out, the
seance went to the dogs—and Ralph Butler
tried to die. The "medium," thinking fast,
assured the spirit that such an ostentatious
entrance was not necessary; the scene was
restored and the show went on.
One more Bain story. The show was

Mr. District Attorney. There was one
scene in which a glamorous movie star—
the central female character in the plot
—arrives in Grand Central Station, New
York, with her Pekingese dog, played by
Donald Bain. As she steps from the train
to the platform with the dog under one
arm, a shot is heard—but the bullet intended for her kills the dog. At least that
is the way it came off in rehearsal. But
producer-director Ed Byron had a gentle
hint for the sound-effects man.
"You call that a pistol shot?" Byron
shouted. "I can snap my suspenders
louder than that!"
The sound man dismissed the obvious
rebuttal as impolitic. He just bided his
time. During the dress rehearsal, the pistol
shot was still a flop. Byron was a little
more heated about the matter now, and the
sound man promised to have a better one
for the actual performance. He wasn't
kidding, either.
The show went on the air. Came that
scene. The movie star stepped off the
train. There was a tremendous explosion
which nearly blasted the show off the air.
The sound man had cut loose with a heavycaliber Navy Colt (loaded with blanks, of
couise). But Bain, the Pekingese, did not
die as he was supposed to do. Instead he
let out a series of yelps as though the dog
had been only winged. Byron, recovering
from the impact of the blockbuster explosion, now had a new problem—a dog
that wouldn't say die.
But in the control room, he was powerless to cope with it. And Bain knew it. So
he kept yelping. It was up to the sound
man now . . . BANG! . . . The Peke took
that one, too, and kept yelping. Byron was
ready for the man in the white coat. But
the sound man was still on his side . . .
BANG! BANG! . . . Bain took these with
fresh yelping, then looked into the control room. Byron's eyes were pleading.
Bain, still yelping, turned to the sound man.
He was out of ammo. And that did it.
Bain gave up and the Peke died. (Bain is
still working regularly.)
And now tune in again next week at this
same time to your favorite whodunit. Until then, this is one of the gang saying—
thanks for listening.
THE END
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Collier's

Editorials.
baffled travelers who had imagined the practice
to have beeji general all along.
It was stated in court that a "squatter" had
contrived to erect a dwelling from parts obtained from an airplane dump. He was first apprehended when adding a new wing.
One American prison provides picture post
cards for inmates to write home. Embittered
senders often add, "Wish you were here."
A medical writer notes that some composers'
music causes more fainting casualties at the
Promenade Concerts than others'. None of the
classics, however, is yet within measurable distance of Mr. Sinatra.
An entomologist maintains that insects play
so vital a part in nature that it would be difficult to envisage an existence without them. It
would certainly be no picnic.
A new type of portable canoe that can be assembled in a matter of minutes is on view at the
British Industries Fair. The makers confidently
look forward to a record turnover this summer.
The Hampstead public analyst found that
butter in some samples of butterscotch was as
little as one per cent. Worse, further tests failed
to reveal even a trace of scotch.

We Are Proud to Present...

WHITNEY DARROW

Laughter Is a Weapon, Too
THIS IS AN OLD ONE. But we hope you
won't mind if we reach back ten years and recall
the London chemist who, at the height of the
blitz, put this sign in the glassless window of his
bomb-blasted shop: "Bismuth as usual during
altercations."
We were thinking of that story the other day
as we were looking over, and enjoying, some
back numbers of Punch, a magazine which for
110 years has been disproving the notion that
the English have no sense of humor. And we
were thinking again that it took a special brand
of courage for a man, armed only with a sense of
humor, to face up to death and destruction and
defy them with a pun. It's a brand of courage
found in much of the wartime contents of
Punch. And it deserves some credit, along with
the contributions of Winston Churchill, the
R.A.F. and Lend-Lease, for saving England in
the black days of 1940-'4L
Now black days are upon us once more, and
there may be some who feel that laughter is out
of place. We are not among them. Laughter is
sometimes needed to preserve hope, and even
sanity. Certainly World War II was made a little
more bearable for soldiers and civilians alike by
such characters as Bill Mauldin's Willie and Joe,
George Baker's Sad Sack, and Collier's Alfred
the Sailor,.created by Foster Humfreville.
But we didn't start out to do a solemn treatise
on humor. We started out to pass along a few

random paragraphs from Punch that amused us,
with the hope that they may do the same for you.
So we now turn the proceedings over to the author (or authors) of the Charivana department of
Punch, while this department knocks off for the
afternoon. Take it away, Punch, it's all yours.
• •
•
The Soviet news agency, Pass, reports that
two Russian parachutists jumped out of a training aircraft at 2,600 feet above Minsk and continued rapidly upward into the clouds, where
they remained for 40 minulcs and two hours,
respectively. We may shortly expect an authoritative statement by Sty I in on the correct
Marxist attitude toward the so-called laws of
gravity postulated by the decadent bourgeois
scientists of the West.
A new drug called CF9 is said to cure colds
overnight. So someone has now got to discover
another good reason for dnnkmg hot whiskytoddy.
Because Stockport parents insist on helping
their children with arithmetic, though their
knowledge is out of date, the kK;i] Schools Committee has begun a mathematics class for fathers.
Additional classes will presumably be arranged
if the grandfathers insist on helping the fathers
with their homework.
Multilingual announcements are to be made
at Harwich railway station. This will surprise

IT WAS WALTER DAVENPORT'S privilege
to announce to our readers, in his 48 States of
Mind department three weeks ago, that Collier's
would begin the publication of The Personal
Memoirs of Herbert Hoover in this issue. (In
case that title strikes you as being redundant,
we might say that Mr. Hoover's Political Memoirs will follow later in the year.) Mr. Davenport also predicted that you will find the former
President's life story "the warmest and most delightful reading in many a day."
We agree heartily with Walter's sentiments,
and we would like to make an additional prediction of our own. We believe that you will find
the memoirs not only warm and delightful reading, but surprising as well. For there are many
things about Mr. Hoover that most of his countrymen have probably never stopped to consider, if indeed they ever knew them.
Herbert Hoover lived an exciting, adventurous life which took him all over the world in the
54 years before he was elected President. He
was a poor, orphaned country boy who made his
own way literally from childhood. The presentday elder statesman was once a handsome, amI bitious, adventurous young man who had earned
an international reputation as a brilliant mining
engineer before he was out of his twenties.
He was a self-made man whose sense of patriotic duty led him from a highly successful life
of personal accomplishment into a career of public service. The rugged virtues, which permitted
Mr. Hoover to make the most of the opportunities that our country oSers, seem to be less highly
esteemed today than they once were. But we
believe that you will find this life story as absorbing and stimulating and entirely delightful as
Mr. Davenport and all of us in this office did,
even though you will find the "success story"
concealed between the lines of an account that
is as modest as it is genial and colorful.
And for the sake of the inevitable skeptic, we
should make it clear that there was no ghostly
assistance in the setting down of Mr. Hoover's
memoirs. He wrote them himself.
Colliei's for Februarj 17, 1951
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