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POLAROID® 

Life goes by so f ast. 
Stop for a moment 

and take alookat it. 

(From under $50.) 
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The sooner you put Contac® to work on your 
cold, the fower snifiles you'll sniff. The fewer 
sneezes you'll sneeze. The less stuffy your poor 
nose will get. 

So why put off feeling good? 
Over 600 "tiny time pills" in each Con tac cap· 

sule can help you feel better every minute of 
every day of every cold you catch. 

lf this makes sense, make has te to your· phar-
macy. 

Contac. The sooner the better. 
#6'"'n"°'....,O&. 
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What would you soy to a plan that 
cuts teen-age auto accidents . 
by millions over the next few years? 

''Amen!'' 
We know high school Driver Education 

courses, pr'operly 
conducted and token by 
all future young drivers 
can do it. But not every 
high school has them. 

Trainéd drivers are our 
goal, and we'd like to 
make them yours. 

The accident you prevent 
could be your son's. 

We support Driver Education with all our heart. 
Since 1952, Allstate has helped pay for the training 
of 12,000 teachers who've already taught 3 Y2 million 
students to drive. 

We've helped develop special equipment just for 
these courses. And 13 ye a rs a go, backing up our 
beliefs, Allstate pioneered insurance discounts 
for Driver Education. 

lf your high schools offer Driver Education, 
make sure your youngsters take the course. 

lf your high schools do not give Driver Education, 
write to Safety Director, Allstate lnsurance Companies, 
Box 367, Nor.thbrook, 111. 60062, for a free kit called 
11 How You Can Help Cut Teen-Age Auto Accidents." 
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From the Editor 
I am reminded again every weekend that I Jive in a clearing in a jungle. And ti1Crc are 

only a few weeks left for me to reassert my will OYer lhis jungle befare winter dominates 
both of us. My jungle is infesled with molds and blights and slugs and beetles, with ants 
and pigmy yellow jackets, and with a curious, convertible creature known as the sod web
worm that becomes a ,rbite ipoth and flil}s off under your nose. Aod, of course, with a cao
nibal plant k.nown as Digitaria sanguinalis or CRABURASS. This jungle is my lawn, and 
it is in this environment with the balance of nature cbronically askew that T have picked 
my enemy. I could have written a novel in the time I have spent trying to uproot him. 

Our forefathers fought for their lives against trees which they concei\·ed to be weecls. 
Clearing ground, backbreaking acre by acre, they grew enough crops to keep them ali ve. Is 
it the vestigial rrrnains of lhis homcsteading instinct that keeps me in this stniggle~ In 
some mythic way dor<; this weed-picking tie me to sorne ancient, grubby kinsman beaving 
on rocks and striki11g b 1rk at slash pine~ And I can't help wondering whal sorne grizzled 
sod.buster of the early 19th century would make of a suburbanite hunkered down over a 
minute patch of lawn. They had their problems and we have ours. But these are frivolous 
considerations because crabgrass is a dead-earnest subject. The terms of the struggle are 
what make it interesting. 

Life is f ull of ill-put challenges, fuzzy d.ilemmas, muddy crises that produce unsalisfying 
antagonists. Not so \\ith crabgrass. There it is, a bilge-water green, resplendent, an angry 
weed holding on ractially witb many arms- it is a direct rebuke. Y ou can pull it out by its 
roots and throw it into your neighbor's yard and feel mucb better about il. Yol\ work on 
your knees at this chore, a salutary position f or modero man. Tracing out the in tri cate 
networ~s of pure sttln-ersion, you eradicate it as you might root out a Communist cell in 
the P.T.A. It is a microcosmic world, tiny, manageablc, and menaced by a palpable, con
crete evil. And yet over the space of a few square f'eet, as your mind wanders, yo u can imagine 
that you are stamping out poYerty, eradirating racial prejudice, de-escalating Vietnam. If 
you feel guilty of microphilia (expending erer mone inle.nse efforl on smaller arui smaller 
problems), look around you aod see how people are handling the big problems. Besides, you 
can't stop once you starl. Pulling crabgrass is addiclive. It is like eating pistachio nuts. 
Jt is my sort of hang-up, my sort of ,reed. Ancl it is a good 
trip. Remember, il is consciousness contracting. When every- qJ ~ "¿~ C:: 
body else is expanding, it is much ruore stylish to contract. !?ar ~IJ()l( 
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4 PRINTS 50"' 
ONL y 'i' Each FREEI 

FREE MURAL 
Giant Murals Thls Slze Sell 

For Up To $5 EACH 
In Art Stores 

GIANT AMERICAN EAGLE MURAL 
IN FULL COLOR FOR VOUR HOME! 

,------------ --------- --~ 1 The H OMESTEAD, Oept. AE-4 ( 
. 420 Lexington Avenue.New York, N .Y. rno11 
1 Picase send me the 4 American Soldier art prints for only $2 post- 1 
1 

paid and include the giant American Eagle full color mural FR F.E. 1 
F ull money back guarantee if I am not delighled . I 

1 ~;;;:· L~i. i'.) i 
1 

O SA VE! SPECJAL OFFER: Orclc r 2 sets of ali 4 American 1 
Soldier prints for only $3 (you save $1) and get 2 giant American I 

1 Eagles FREE. Extra set makes a perfcct gift. ~-----------------------~ 

T he exquisite giant American 
Eagle Mural is free! Over 3 feet 
wide! Makes a fabulous wall dec
ora1ion over sofa, mantclpiece or 
doorway. Murals 1his siz.e actually 
sell for up to $5 each in art storcs. 
T his beautiful art treasure is yours 
free . 

T he 4 American Soldiers are richly 
decorative in the glorious full color 
uniforms of a bygone American 
era . Each is 14 inches high. Make 
a lovely grouping. The small illus-
1rations cannot possibly show the 
beauty and color they wm add to 
your home. Send for yours today. 

OFFER WILL NOT BE 
REPEATED THlS SEASON 

We urge you to take advantage 
of 1his unusual FREE MURAL 
offor now. Supplies a re limited. 
Ali 4 p rints a re only $2 and the 
American Eagle Mura l is in
cluded free. Money back if not 
thrillcd. But ser.d today. T his of
ferwill nol be repcatcd 1hisseason 
in T he Sati. rday Evening Post. 

0 R. T V . SALES l NC , 19 67 

Don't askfor trouble.Ask forYale. 
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Letters 

The hippie de-generatlon? 

Dear Sir : 
I ama 17-year-old former cham

pion of the hippies, disillusioned, dis
gusted and disheartened by Joan Did
ion's factual-sounding report [HIP· 
PIES: SLOUCHJNG TowARDS BETHLE· 
HEM, Sept. 23). However, I remain a 
champion of the "hippie philosophy" 
as I interpret it: the vital importance 
of genuine brotherly )ove, individual
ity in the face of mass conformity, 
anda rejection of materialism in favor 
of developing the minds and emotions 
of men to their highest degree. I only 
hope that the millions of adults who 
will shudder even more violently at 
the thought of hippies after reading 
this article will not associate this phi
losophy with the mixed-up, unhappy 
people who use it as an excuse to es
cape from reality. MARILYN BYRD 

Oklahoma City, Okla. 

Dear Sirs: 
Your article on hippies was an ex

cellent example of truthful and in
formative writing. Everyone reads 
and hears so much about this new 
portion of society, and yet the truth 
about these people is very seldom 
discovered. Your article got to the 
truth. Thank you for your fine re
porting of the happenings of today. 

To the Editor: 

TOM KNOLL 
Hartford, Wis. 

After reading the article on the 
hippies, I was convinced of the truth 
of the old saying that "the fools ain't 
all dead yet." 

Dear People: 

WILLIAM E. FINLEY 
West Hartford, Vt. 

Joan Didion's article, SLOUCHING 
TOWARDSBETHLEHEM, presented the 
usual "straight's" view of the under
grounq. 

Yes, we have dropped out of your 
society, and for cause shown. We'd 
rather not slaughter 40,000 of our
selves on your highways, nor do we 
feel that one can be shown the de
lights of democracy over the napalm
charred bodies of his Joved ones. Ul
cers, mortgages and $12,500 a year 
are not our utopía. Unfortunately, 
this seems to be all society has to of
fer. We have love, euphoria, friend
ship, hope, faith and charity. The 
freedom to explore these unmolested 

is ali we ask. This, we firmly believe, 
is not beyond reason. KEVIN 

Old Town, Chicago, Ill. 

Dear Sir: 
Regarding the hippie cult, I have 

only one concern for these nasty, 
heathenish young dopeheads: Will 
our nation, in another 10 years, have 
enough Skid Rows to accommodate 
such a mob of gruesome creeps? 

Dear Sirs: 

C. H. HEASLEY 
El PasrJ, Tex. 

Yesterday I visited Haight Street 
in San Francisco. I walked the nlthy 
pavemen ts, shopped the un tidy shops, 
and hada bite to eat in one of the un
clean cafés. I observed the unlovely 
young peo ple, who must have evolved 
from unloved, misunderstood or ne
glected children. They were trying to 
find solace in a community, but even 
in community they seemed defeated , 
dreaming loners sitting in their own 
filth and sufiering a sort of nonviolent 
sickness of the spirit. 

Whatever they are, they are part 
of the whole, practicing their own 
particular form of escape from re
sponsibility. We can sympathize, 
understand or be appalled. but we 
can never restore the lost !ove or the 
lost understanding of their childhood. 

Dear Sirs: 

MRS. E. C. ALLEN 
Salinas, Calif. 

I don't know where Joan Didion 
went to get her information about 
the hippie generation, but it wasn't 
Haight-Ashbury in San Francisco. I 
lived and worked in Haight-Ashbury 
as a Digger for eight months, and I 
know it to be a fact that 98 percent 
of everything she said is un true. Only 
a handful of the hippies take drugs. 
and the ones who do certainly don' t 
feed them to their children. The 
majority of the flower children are 
good kids who are trying to improve 
the world and make it a better place 
to live. 

SUNNIE 'THE DAISY' BRENTWOOD 
San Francisco, Calif. 

Dear Sirs: 
I can't believe you wouldn't cover 

the World Boy Scout Jamboree and 
yet devote such space to the hippies. 

IRENE PALMER 
Altadena, Calif. 
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lf you are receiving duplicate copies, 
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Subscription Prices: 
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To change or correct 
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include zip code. When changing 
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We've got the best home movie proiector 
money can buy · · 

-butmoney 
didn't buy it. 

lf you'd like to own one of the finest 
projectors money can buy, 

but you don't feel right about 
spending ali thot money-don't. 

Get it with S&H Green Stamps. 
This Bell and Howell projector 

shows both Super 8 ond Regular 8 
film. lt threads automatically on an 

autoload 400 foot reel. You can 
o lso get movie cameras, instont-load 

cameras, and ali kinds of cornera 
equipment: screen, projector 

aud io table, tripod, quortz movie light, 
even photo olbums. These ore just 

o few of the neorly 2,000 gifts you con 
get when you sove S&H Green Stomps. 

So switch to· stores thot give S&H Green Stamps, 
ond soon you' II be switching on 

one of the finest projectors money can buy. 

You get the best gifts 
with the best stamps

S&H Green Stamps 

s 
1 
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for 
men 
only 

THE NEW TASTE IN SMOKING 

{

The al l -male taste, yet so} 
mild and flavorful you'II have 
trouble keeping it from "her". 

Spartan 
Rich, dark 

finlsh. $2.95. 

OUO•lined 
Oouble linin9 
ol real honey. 

$5.95. 

Yello-Bole is made for men who like their smoking 
rich and full flavored. To create this unique !aste 
the bowl is pre-caked with a new-formula honey 
lining. This gentles the smoke. Smooths the laste. 
Enriches the flavor. So ettective-the imported 
briar bowl is guaranteed against burn-out. 
Available in a variety oí shapes, $2.50 to $7.50. 

® 

Free Booklet shows how to smoke a pipe; styles; shapes. 
YELLO-BOLE PIPES, INC., N. Y. 10022, DEPT. P86 

by the makers of KAYWOODIE 
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Letters ~---

Our mysterious children 

Sirs: 
The conclusion of your editorial 

[ÓUR MYSTERIOUS CHJLOREN, Sept. 
23] was that the hippie movement is 
a fad with little sociologicaJ signifi
cance. Hippies are largely intelligent 
people who have rejected the ma
terialistic views of an older genera
tion. They are heroic in that rejec
tion. Whether their course is fruitful 
or not is another matter. 

MATTHEW LAMKfN 
Worcester, Mass. 

Dear Editor: 
This editorial explodes the myths 

that have been foisted on us by 
youth worshipers and puts the 
younger people in true perspective. 

MRS. LEWIS DICE 
Denver, Jnd 

Tom, Dick and the critics_ 

Dear Sirs: 
Do these two upstarts (THE 

BROTHERS SMOTHERS, TOM AN D 
D1cK, Sept. 23] really expect us to 
believe that they "whittled" their 
show into the comedy hit of the sea
son without the help of writers, di
rectors, guest stars? If the Smothers 
Brothers' talent ever catches up with 
their egos, Lord help us ! 

BlLL FAITH 
North Hollywood, Calif. 

Sirs: 
How distressing it was to leam 

about Tommy Smothers's ulcer. As 
a matter of fact, I felt so bad that 
I sobbed openly on the hood of my 
car. l plan to cry again on the front 
porch tomorrow about bis condition. 
I believe in constructive crying. 

Dear Sirs: 

PATRICIA LECISTER 
South Pasadena, Calif. 

Does George Fox, who wrote on 
the Smothers Brothers, also tell little 
children there is no Santa Claus? 
He has pictured two near-geniuses 
as nervous, conceited egotists ! 

We are starting the first Smother 
George Fox With a Pillow Club. 

MR. ANO MRS. ROGER SHAFFER 
Springñeld, Ohio 

Enjoying race riots .. ·-

Dear Sirs: 
In response to Stewart Alsop's 

WHY ]UANITA ENJOYED THE RIOT 
[AFFAIRS OF STATE, Sept. 23], why 
have the sociologists not drawn par
allels between the "urban rioting" 
of young Negroes and the "beach 
rioting" of young whites? 

Detroit and Fort Lauderdale have 
shown us that economics is not al
ways the cause. The attractions and 
compulsions of mob action can make 
good kids "go wrong" in Detroit or 
Fort Lauderdale, and the youthfuJ 
urge for excitement will continue to 
motivate our youth while befuddling 
our parents and our government. 

KENNETH L. JESMORE 
Detroit, Mich. 

puppy 
love 

(It's love at first taste with 
Friskies Puppy Food) 

It's Friskies Puppy Food time 
and he knows it. Look at that 
tail wag! Now, put the bowl 
down. Watch him dig in. He 
really loves that good beefy 
tas te. 

And you'll love thé way 
Friskies Puppy Food makes a 
puppy grow ... the spunk and 
sparkle it gives him. You see, 
Friskies Puppy Food isn't a 
grown-up dog food in puppy
size pieces. lt's made specially 
for puppies. With extra protein 
and 15 added vitamins and min
erals - every single nutrient a 
growing puppy needs. 

Get him eating right 
When you feed your puppy 
Friskies Puppy Food, you know 
he's eating right. So get him a 
box today. He'll love you for it. 

Free-sorne helpful tips 
on puppy care 
To help you feed and care for 
your puppy, Carnation- maker 
of Friskies® Puppy Food-is 
offering you a free booklet of 
helpful advice from dog breed
ers and veterinarians. J ust send 
in the coupon for your copy. 

Friskies Puppy Booklet 
Dept. S-8, Box 560 
Pico Rivera, California 90660 
Please send me my free copy of 
"Care & Feeding of Puppies." 
Name __________ _ 
Address __________ _ 

CilY------------
State ______ Zip Code __ _ 

from @nation® 

Letters 

Dear Editor: 
WHY ] UANITA ENJOYED THE R!OT 

was most important and perceptive. 
I was stunned by Mr. Alsop's un
common willingness to "lay it on the 
line," impressed by his insight, but 
not at all surprised by his conclu
sions. The people who had so enjoyed 
the rioting are the displaced, dismal 
heirs to a lamentable, disadvantaged 
past, but they are entitled to more 
than a cut-rate future. 

ANDREA SERLJN 
Chicago, Ill. 

. . . and handling them __ 

Dear Sirs : 
I was extremely encouraged to read 

Ray Girardin's article [AFTER THE 
R10rs: FORCE WoN'r SETTLE ANY
THING, Sept. 23J. As he so well states, 
the Miranda and Escobedo cases pre
vent neither arrests nor convictions, 
but mer!'llY assure that the convicted 
party is the guilty one. 

The tragedies in our cities this 
summer were aggravated more by 
the "cop" who deserves the la bel of 
"vicious, vindictive creature," than 
by the perceptive and merciful po!ice
men with whom Girardin would like 
to see our urban forces staffed. 

Dear Editor: 

KENNETH T. SOLNIT 
Rego Park, N. Y. 

Girru:din's statement that shooting 
people 1s a lot worse than destroying 
property is an alibí. His men could 
have used tear gas with no great 
harm to the Iooters. 

MILTON B. SHABER 
Detroit. Mich. 

Submarine rescue ___ _ 

Dear Sirs: 
I have just finished reading THE 

RESCUER by Peter Maas [Sept. 23] 
aloud to my husband. The article 
was enthralling to say the least. Adm. 
Momsen was my grandfather and I 
knew him as a wonderful, delightful 
man, but only knew rather vaguely 
of his accomplishments until his 
death. He was never one to brag or 
talk about himself. Thank you for 
publishing THE RESCUER. 

Gentlemen: 

ANNE BARTEE 
Columbus, Ohio 

During the Korean conflict I served 
on the same kind of submarine as 
the Squalus and used the Momsen 
lung severa! times during practice 
escapes. Your article brought me 
right back to that scene, and r 
couldn't put it down. It was a won
derfully factual account ! 

ROY RANOALL 
Hobe Sound, Fía. 

Post Picture Credits 
Reading acrou pagu, lh<ln down: 
Cover-John lounois (Block StorJ. • 10-AndrÓe L. Abecossis. 
16-Threo by UPI. • 22-Don Otnllz IGlobe Photos). 
25-38-John lounois IBJock StorJ. • 80-Alfred Gescheidt. 
84-87- Rlch Clorkson. • 88-U.P.I. 



~ .l ... ,.~,, You may have already won in the 

1 A I f ,;l!,onr¡ines 1 O O th @Annivetsaty 
MONTH ¡ •. 

~ *!•• INCOME-FOR-LIFE SWEEPSTAKES • 

1 
• "101 lncomes For Lite" are reserved stak~s ever! lncomes ot. $100 a month i • 

$ 

• tor the winners i n the Longines 100th tor hte! $500 ayear for ilfe! $250 ayear • 
Anniversary Sweepstakes! Yes, The tor life! $100 ayear tor lite! And-other 
Longines Symphonette invites you to prizes. More than 70,000 chances to 
enter its newest, most exciting sweep- win! 

Now laugh your way down memory 
lane ... with wonderful old-time radio! 

ALL YOURS 
for family fun! - this amaz
ing parade of old-time radio 
favorites, caugh t at their 

best! 

FREE! 
RECORD 
ALBUM COMEDV! • DRAMA!• SPORTS!• HISTORV! 

WHAT A GRAND ANO GLORIOUS TIME YOU'LL 
HAVE as these great, golden memories thrill 
you again and again ! Actual broadcasts justas 
you heard them. 

Do you remember Senator Claghorn, Titus 
Moody and all the uproa rious goings-on in 
Allen's Alley? Do you remember how you split 
your sides Jaughing'when Amos 'n Andy got on 
the telephone? Remember Fibber McGee and 
that famous overflowing closet? Remember how 

Baby Snooks (Fanny Brice) drove her Daddy 
wi ld? Vas you dere, Sharlie? as Baron Munchau
sen (Jack Pearl) would say-and he's here too! 
AII the magnificent humor, the breath-taking 
adventures, the nostalgic music of the old-time 
radio years ... wrapped up for the first and only 
time in this historie Treasury. 

IF YOU MISSED THE WORLD'S GREATEST 
NEWS BROADCASTS-HEAR THEM NOW! 
With al i the magic of time turning back ... this 
great Treasury brings you the Duke of Windsor 
renouncing his throne for the "woman I love" 
. . . the famous emotion-packed account of the 
Hindenburgdisaster ... Neville Chamberlain de
claring war on Germany ... Arthur Godfrey's 
long-remembered account of FDR's funeral ... 
Harry Truman giv ing the first news of the 
atomic bomb on that fa tal day in 1945. 

How sweepstakes works ... The Longines Symphonette 
has reserved the described gifts for holders of lucky 
numbers, selected by electronic computers under the 
direct ion of the D. L. Blair Corporation. Each Lucky Num
ber coupon submitted by an adu lt 21 years or older will 
be checked against the official list of winning numbers. 
Employees of The Longines Symphonette and its affili
ates, or of this magazine or persons less than 21 years of 

You're at the ringside with the famous "long 
count" at the Dempsey-Tunney fight! You're in 
the stands screaming as Whir laway wins the 
most famous and excrting Kentucky Derby! 
You're crouched over your crystal set as radi0's 
first variety show goes on the air! You ride a 
landing craft on D-Day! 

But we hardly can begin to describe the entire 
big 6-record Treasury with its magnificent feast 
of Golden Memories ... great music, great sing
ers, great dramatic shows, great moments that 
never will happen again ... 30 or more years of 
the world's greatest entertainment ... yours 
FREE for 10 days! 

YOU RISK NOTHING when you send the card or 
coupon and receive by return mail this great 
Treasury! More than 80 priceless excerpts-over 
three hours of nostalgia and delight! And you 
can return the Treasury, owe nothing, and KEEP 
the great Bonus AJ bum we also send you! 

JUST MAIL THE POSTAGE PAID CARO OR 
COUPON. Send no money. We'II RUSH the big 
Treasury of Golden Memories and the great 
Bonus Album. Then get ready for the most 
unusua l, fascinating, entertaining listening in 
years! 

age, sha ll not be eligible. Yoor entry must 11st the offic_ial 
lucky number, and must be checked YES or NO. Entries 
must be received by March 31, 1968. This sweepstakes 
is subject to all Federa l, State and Locar regu lations. Prize 
winners wi ll be notified by mail . 11 you send a se lf 
addressed stamped envelope a representative l,st of 
prize winners wm be sent to you. 

The Easy Aces • Bing Crosby 
• Fred Allen • Allen's Alley • 
Bob Hope • Jack Benny and 
Mary Livingston • Baby Snooks 
• JackArmstrong, Ali American 
Boy , The Lone Ranger • Sgt. 
Preston and His Dog King • 
Terry and The Pirates • Mary 
Noble, Back Stage Wife • The 
Romance of Helen Tren! • 
LorenlO Jones • Just Plain 
Bill • Mary Margare! McBrlde 
with guest, Albeo Barkley • 
PLUS the most exciting and 
signi ficant sports and news 
broadcasts in radio history! 
The Dempsey-Tunney Long 
Count, with announcerGraham 
McNamee , Whirlaway wins 
The Kentucky Derby, with an
nouncer Clem McCarthy 

People ca ll it: "The record that proves a par. 
ent knows more than his child!" Here are 20 
of RADIO'S FAMOUS THEME SONGS you'II 
greet with delighted recognition! Call in your 
friends far a grand guessing game-but they'II 
have to be older than the TV generation ! 

TAKE THIS FREE RECORD ALBUM JUST FOR 
VISITING THE GOLDEN YEARS OF RADIO! 
Keep it - even if you return the SiX·record 
Treasury! 

The First Election returns 
broadcast by radio • Presi
den! Calvin Coolidge presen ts 
Charles Lindbergh to Con, 
gress • Billy Sunday fíghts 
against the repeal of prohibi
tion • Old-time commercials 
Special: A full-length ARCH 
OBOLER terror-tale produced 
in the old,time manner espe
cially far this exclusive Lon
gines Symphonette release! 

*~=======.!* 

6 purest vinyl r ecords worth 
up to $29. 70 in fine stores 

ONLY $5 A MONTH 

OR JUST $14.98 

Special enhanced Stereo 
Edition just $1.BO extra! 

MAIL POSTAGE-PAID CARO OR COUPON TODAY! 

THE LONGINES SYMPHONETTE SOCIETY 
Symphonette Square. Larchmont, New York, 10538 

YES send my FREE BONUS RECORD ALBUM along with the six,record Treasury, 
GOL'oEN MEMORIES OF RADIO. 1 may return the Treasury within 10 days and owe 
nothing, or send jusi $5 a month until $ 14.98 (plus modest postage and handling) is 
paid. 1 keep my FREE bonus record album, Radro 's Famous Theme Songs, no matter 
what I decide . 

CHECK ONE: O Hl¡h Fidellty O Stereo - electronically enhanced ( just $1.80 more) 

0 Mr. 

Name O Mrs. -----------------------0 Miss 

Address---------------------,-----
City _____________ _ State _____ ($, __ ....,..,_..,.., 

01 02 01990 -001 -------------------------------O NO, do not send FREE record album, but let me know if I have already won. 
1 have copied my number from the postage-pald card bound into this magazine. 
NUMBER 1 

<!) C. s .. ,ne -------- (please pront carelully) ________ _¡ 
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ALL-NEW FROM THE LONGINES SYMPHONETIE 

YOU MAY HAVE ALREADY 

WDN 
In Longines 

100th* 
Jlnniversary Sweepstakes 

s100 A MONTH FOR LIFE 
or ..• $500.00 a year; $250.00 
a year; $100.00 a year-101 
lncomes For Lite! plus . . . 
70,000 chances to win a valu
able record album. 
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( OFFICIAL ENTRY CARD 1 JB-8 

THIS IS YOU R .... 41 o 4 3 7 
LUCKY NUMBER ,,, EF 

The Longines Symphonette 
FREE 10-DAY TRIAL 

O YES- send "GOLOEN MEMORI ES OF RADIO" for 
FREE 10-day tria! along wíth my FREE record album. 
Also tell me if I have already won. 1 can return the 
Treasury and owe nothing or will send just $5 a 
month until $14.98 (plus postage•handling) is paid. 
1 keep FREE record album no matter what I decide! 

PLEASE CHECK ONE 
:: 0 HIGH FIOELITY O STEREO (Just 3Qé A Record Extra) 
i.. 
o 
o:: 
i5 
1-

NOTE: If you do not want your free record album. fill-in 
and mail coupon on aduertisement to enter sweepstakes. 

0 Mr. 
0 M'5. 
0 Miu --------,('"P""le_a_s_e-=P"'ri'"'n-=-t:-) -------

CITY STATE __ ll!) 
01 02 01990-001 

Thts offer available in Canada. Canadlan residenh enclose this 
card in stamped envelope and mail to New York address. Ship, 
ment of records and all services will be handled within Canada. 

<P C. s .. rnc. 



BUSINESS REPLY MAIL 
No Postage Stamp Necessary lf Mailed In The United States 

Postage will be paid by 

FIRST CLASS 
PERMIT NO. 

284 
LARCHMONT, N. Y. 

The Longines Symphonette Society 
SYMPHONETIE SQUARE 

LARCHMONT, N. Y. 10538 

Dept. 1900 



YOU MAY HAVE ALREADY WON! 
A CASH INCOME FOR LIFE! 
IN Longines Symphonette's NEW 
100th ANNIVERSARY SWEEPSTAKES! 
70,000 other prizes waiting to be claimed! 

-New prizes, new winning numbers! Your Lucky 
Number is on the other side of th is Official ENTRY 
CARD-just fill in and mail today to find out if YOU 
HAVE ALREADY WON! More than 70,000 new prizes. 
NOTHING TO BUY-but check "YES" to get FREE 
record album and to audition the six-record Longines 
Symphonette Treasury. 

"Jack Benny's 
GOLDEN MEMORlES OF RADIO" 

OWN 1T FOR ONLY $ 5 A MONTH 

OR $14.98 
You mlght expect to pay as 
much as $29.70 for records 
of thls superb "Gold Medal" 
quallty lf they were avallable 
In fine record stores. 

FREE "RADIO'SFAMOUS THEME SONGS" RECORD 
ALBUM if you audition "Jack Benny's GOL DEN 
MEMORIES OF RADIO" for 10 days. Keep Free 
Al bum no matter what you decide! 

TURN CARD OVER, FILL-IN AND MAIL TODAY! 
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Speaking Out 

More people should be FAT 
By Lew Louderback 

F
at, we are told, is ugly. It's self-indulgent, 
therefore irnmoral. It's certainly un-Amer
ican- for the President's Council on Physi

cal Fitness has declared war on it. Schoolchildren 
are taught that overweight individuals eat to as
suage their feelings of inferiority, insecurity, sexual 
inadequacy. Fat is unhealthy; in fact, suicidal. I 
concede that al! this can malee sense for naturally 
thin people. But these views are nonsense when 
they are applied to people who are honestly fat. 

Americans, as a Yale physician put it recently, 
are "prisoners of a culture that worships thinness." 
Never before has so large a minority-an esti
mated 20 million fat people, about one out of 10 
inhabitants-accepted the majority's view of them
selves with so little protest. Never before have so 
many people been browbeaten intoslimmingdown 
loward an arbitrary image (an estimated 10 mil
lion Americans are on diets). America's overweight 
population can with justice echo Falstaff's an
guished cry: "They would melt me out of my fat 
drop by drop." 

There's something distinctly unhealthy, even 
sinister, in the anti-fat madness that has swept 
this country in recent years. American culture, for 
ali its liberal ideas, seems intent on forcing a single 
acceptable forro of body build on everyone, in
cluding those whom nature has endowed differ
ently. The pressure to conform physically is in
tense. Any overweight person can confirm this
and I speak here from personal experience, being 
well over the "norm" for my height and build, just 
as my wife is. It would seem that the affiuent so-

ciety has finally spawned its Reformation, and 
that instead of "roundheads" we now have "thin
bellies" maleing life unpleasant for the rest of us. 

Most Americans, being devotees and victims of 
the slimness cult, do not care when fat people are 
subjected to persecution. A 260-pound New York 
City civil engineer is told to lose weight if he wants 
to keep his job; New York policewomen who check 
on parking-meter payments are ordered to avoid 
overweight, and half a dozen are :fired when they 
fail to do so; in other cities, policemen are in
structed to reduce or quit; a recent survey shows 
that colleges turn down overweight students in 
favor of slim students. If such discrimination hap
pened because of race, religion, or almost any 
other personal factor, the protest would be fan
tastic. But when people are persecuted because 
they are fat, nota word is spoken in their defense. 

A fat man's natural inclination is to blame the 
entertainment, fashion and dietetic food indus
tries, to see sorne massive conspiracy. But the mo
tivating force, in my opinion, comes from sorne 
deeper level- perhaps a Puritanical reaction to 
affluence, and also to an ugly snobbery. Non
fattening foods are expensive. Starchy staples like 
beans, spaghetti and potatoes aren't. The waist
line has in sorne ways replaced the accent as a 
handy guide to class. I'm also convinced that the 
craze for slimness and the hate for fatness are re
lated to the increasing tribalization of contempo
rary life, to the growing power of the group over 
the individual. 

There's more than a hint of the Nazis' Kraft 

One measure of a democracy's strength is the freedom of its citizens to speak out-to dissent from the popular view. 
Although the editors often disagree with the opinions expressed in Speaking Out, they dedícate the series to that freedom. 

Lew Louderback, here with his wife, Ann, is the author 
of a forthcoming book on the dilemma of the fat person 
in a society that worships s/imness. They live in New York. 

durch freude in our Governm.ent's physical-fitness 
program; a reminiscent whiff of the McCarthy era 
_in the injustices perpetrated on the fat citizen and 
the reluctance of the population at large to speak 
out against them. Weight reducing, I submit
and sorne doctors agree- has now reached the pro
portions of a mass neurosis. It has become so "in" 
to be thin that fat people's civil rights are repeat
edly and openly violated. Take, asan example, the 
recent conclusion by a Harvard School of Public 
Health study that college-admissions officers and 
high-school teachers who recommend students to 
colleges usually discriminate against the fat stu
dent. Reports of the study were widely circulated 
in the press. Yet no editorials appeared defending 
the fat students' equal right toan education. The 
N ew York Times headed its story this way: Col
lege Admíssion Hint: Lose Weight. The meaning is 
plain: Conform or suffer the consequences. 

The situation in the job market is even more ob
noxious. Any fat man knows that the overweight 
executive has virtually no chance at all of securing 
a decent position. Even if he gets past the employ
ment agencies, he'll find that personnel directors 
are reluctant to hire him. It's part of the slimness 
insanity: Overweight individuals, it seems, might 
tarnish the "corporate image." An editor of my 
acquaintance recently settled on what he consid
ered the perfect secretaria! applicant, only to be 
overruled by his boss on these grounds: "We al
ready have too many fat people on that floor." 

Cases like this rarely come to light, of course. 
The applicant is formally rejected for other rea
sons, and is usually unaware that weight had any
thing to do with it. The person who malees the ad
verse decision will often mutter something about a 
"weight problem." but may not even be aware that 
he is prejudiced against fat people. The fat, we are 
told, are not a true minority. They are not per
manently imprisoned by the physical character
istic that makes them different; they can always 
join the majority by becoming thin. That's what 
we are told- but it simply isn't true. lt is time for 
the public to learn the facts, and for the American 
Civil Liberties Union to bring out picket lines in 
defense of the persecuted fat. Al! that the fat per
son can do, at great personal sacrifice and daily 
torture, is attempt to "pass" as a thin person. 

The fact that millions of fat Americans live such 
charades in order to survive, that they are forced 
to lead what a nutritionist has called "lives of diet 
desperation," is the most tragically wasteful as
pect of our slimness mania. My wife and I are ref
ugees from this insanity. Both of usare, by nature, 
fat. We didn't know this-or at least refused to 
admit it-until a few years ago. Instead, we fought 
against our natural condition through most of our 
adult lives, compulsively following each new diet, 
gu!ping down appetite-depressant pills, getting 
ourselves injected with thyroid extract, filling our 
shrunken bellies with tasteless low-calorie drinks 
and foul-tasting dietary supplements. 

It didn't seem too high a price to pay. We were 
young career people, and our professional and so
cial lives depended on our maintaining at least a 
semblance of thinness. The trouble was, we rarely 
maintained thinness for more than six months at a 
time. Then our rigid self-control would snap, and 
off we'd go. The result was an endless battle. We 
never knew froi;n one month to the next what our 
sizes would be. We spent our money on new 
clothe.<,, and having our old ones taken in and then 
!et out again. 

The psychological toll was terrible. Stringent 
on-again, off-again dieting shattered our reflexes 



A silly millimeter longer 
than the 100's. 

lt isn't much. 
But wait 'til you taste it. 

lt's one better. 



12 

Enjoy the wormth of wool without 
the weight or itch. Keep com
fortobly dry,from -20° to +70? 

In Duofold®, !he skinside foyer 
of soft, itch-free cotton o bsorbs 
perspirotion possing it through 
the insuloting oír spoce to the 
outer loyer of worm virgin wool, 
cotton ond nylon, where it 
evoporotes owoy from skin 
without chilling you. 

Shirts, long ies, union suits. A 
voriety of 
wormths ond 
styles for 
your job or 
sport. At fine 
stores neor 

SPEAKING OUT __ -'-----

and judgment and nerves. We had 
screaming, nonsensical arguments. wild 
drinking sprees and bursts of intense 
but meaningless activity. At the time it 
neveroccurred to us that our diets might 
be to blame. Finally we carne to a deci
sion. We' d had enough of pre tense. E ven 
when thin, we were really "thin fat peo
ple," and the time had come for us to 
admit to our fatness. So, at age 33, we 
took the big step. We dropped out of 
the Thin Culture. 

My wife had just had a baby and 
wasn't planning to retum to work-so 
in her case much of the pressure to be 
thin had been removed. A year later I 
quit my job and began to work at home 
as a free-lancer. That meant that 1 
could start eating normally too, since 
the only image I'd tamish by being 
overweight was my image of myself. 

Each pound that we put on made us 
feel physically better, more relaxed. 
We discovered that we could finally 
concentra te on what we were doing. No 
longer did we live with one eye on the 
refrigerator, the other on the clock. 
Food lost its importance. As a matter 
of fact, we rarely thought about it. Our 
weights rose to a certain point, then 
settled there. They haven't changed in 
the last four years, and they are far, far 
above the "norms." They are our nat
ural weights, and while our figures 
might not be aesthetically pleasing to 
others, they're comfortable for us. 

One question continued to nag us, 
however. What about our health? At 
the New York Academy of Medicine's 
library we found reports on adult obe
sity which, if more widely known, would 
free generations of Americans from fad 
diets, questionable (if not dangerous) 
medication and lives of useless denial. 

Briefly, the facts reported by re
searchers are these: 

There are fat people, and there are 
thin people. Both are what they are by 
heredity and the eating habits they ac
quired as infants. In other words, as 
sorne recent research indicates, the 
number of adipose (fat) cells becomes 
fixed in childhood and cannot change 
later on. Diet can only modify the 
amount of fat these cells store, but such 
forced changes, in our experience, are 
not only likely to be temporary but 
can actually cause physical and emo
tional damage. 

Our investigation has turned up 
quotes like the following: 

Dr. Alvan Feinstein, professor of 
medi'cine at Yale, addressing a meeting 
of the American College of Physicians 
in New York, January 18, 1967: "The 
five-year cure rate for obesity is vir
tually zero- most people who lose ex
cess weight soon gain it back." 

Dr. Joseph A. Glennen, in Archives 
of Internal Medicine, July, 1966: "Thus 
far, review of the published long-term 
results of the treatment of obesity 
tends to support the proposal that at 
present it is incurable." 

Dr. Clifford F. Gastineau, of the 
Mayo Clinic: "How urgent is weight 
reduction? Is the patient tolerating his 
obesity well and perhaps enjoying it? 
How serious is the patient's need to re
main obese? Overeating may be a 
means of releasing simple tension in 
sorne persons, but in other persons 
overeating and obesity may be an im
portant defense against destructive 
emotional forces." 

Dieting often unleashes these forces. 

Dr. Albert J. Stunkard of the Univer
ity of Pennsylvania states that more 
than one out of three patients in a con
trol group suffered "severe emotional 
upsets" while dieting. (One wonders 
just how much mischief in the world is 
created by "thin fat men," particularly 
those required to diet because they are 
in the public eye. Perhaps that was 
what Shakespeare's Caesar had in mind 
when he said, "Let me have men about 
me that are fat.") 

Part of the liturgy of the slimness 
cult says that fatness is invariably 
harmful to health- but even this is 
doubtful, and my wife and I feel much 
better when we are fat than when we 
were struggling to get thin. According 
to Dr. Jean Mayer, professor of nu
trition at the Harvard School of Public 
Health, on-again, off-again dieting, 
with wide fluctuations in weight, can be 
more harmful than staying at a some
what elevated weight. Furthermore, 
among those who survive a heart at
tack, the victims who are fat seem to 
live longer than the thin ones. Medica! 
specialists do not even agree on the re
lationship between coronary disease and 
obesity. Cancer seems to be unaffected 
by overweigh t. Sorne specialists ha ve cle
cidecl that fat people run a greater risk 
of having gall-bladder trouble and con
tracting diabetes- but we also seem to 
run less risk of getting tuberculos·s. 
And fat people have an unusually goocl 
record fo1 not committing suicide. 

So we "fatties," it turns out. are not 
even being maligned for "our own 
good" as we're so often told. Our per
secution is based on aesthetic consid
erations. We are not pleasing to the 
eye- at Jeast not to the thin majority's 
eye. In commenting on this. Dr. Fein
stein half-jokingly suggested that fat 
people who want to feel better might 
well be advised to go to a society where 
obesity is worshiped. "Or," he contin
ued, "we might urge magaiines like 
Vague or Harper's Bazaar to publish 
pictures of plump women. 

"But then," he added, "we'd have to 
worry about ali the thin people who 
would be considered abnormal." 

A cultural change of this type isn't as 
impossible as it might seem. Already 
there are sorne hopeful signs of change 
in the land. The recent announcement 
by two psychologists, Dr. Seymour 
Fisher and Dr. Howard Osofsky, that 
sexual responsiveness in women was 
"positively and significantly corre
lated" with a general positive attitude 
toward food and eating, can only help 
the fat cause. The same can be said for 
the "Fat-in" held in New York City's 
Central Park last June. Five hundrecl 
people-thin as well as fat-turned out 
for this event. They carried banners: 
FAT POWER, THINK FAT, BUDDHA WAS 
FAT; wore buttons: HELP CURE EMA· 
ClATION, TAKE A FAT GIRL TO DINNER. 
and ceremoniously burned diet books 
and a large photograph of Twiggy. The 
event's organizer, Steve Post, a radio 
announcer, told reporters: "The adver
tising campaigns have attempted to 
make us feel guilty about our size. Peo
ple should be proud of being fat. We 
want to show we feel happy, not guilty." 

Inside millions of thin Americans are 
fat men and women. Guilt is the lock 
that imprisons them. The time has 
come to turn the key. 
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Enjoy the fresh cool taste of new imp1-oved Colgate today. 
The flavor's fresher and cooler than ever. And every time your children 
brush with Colgate t hey get t he proven advantages of Colgate's 
anti-cavi ty Gardol formula. Three separate tests-a new dental 
cli nic study, a testat a majar university and published research in an 
officia l dental journal-confirm Colgate unsurpassed in reducing 
new cavities when compared to the best-known fluoride . 

And fresher, cooler tasting Colgate helps stop bad breath, too. Colgate ... largest selling 
anti-cavity, toothpaste in the world. 
© 1967, Colgate,Palmoli11e Company. See "The Flying Nun," Thursday e11enings, 8-8:30 NYT, ABC·TV. 



Meet Dodge Adventurer, the pickup you won't want to leave when work is over. 

Are you the kind of truck owner who thinks the pickup belongs in the barn at night? 
Because it isn't quite the kind of vehicle you'd care to use for socializing? Well, then, come on. 
You 've got it all wrong. You haven't heard about the Dodge Adventurer, a pickup with 
two missions in lite. One is to go out and do an honest day's work every day. The other is 
to go along at night when you're out for fun. Because Adventurer is a good companion. 
Handsome, comfortable, easy to handle, willing to go with the crowd. Priced with the rest. 



Adventurer is a handsome devil. Almost too 
handsome to be called a pickup. And its good looks are 
more than skin deep, more than a good-looking grille 
and sweeping lines from front to rear. 

Don't buy a pickup you'II want to put in the barn 
with the livestock. Go Adventurer and travel first-class 

-day and night, weekdays and weekends. 
You'II never want to be without it. 

iladge Truclfs o 
CHRVSLER 
MOTORS CORPORATION 

• 

Here's one of the features that make Adventurer so 
outstanding. Optional bucket seats. Foam-padded and 
vinyl-trimmed to match the luxury of its standard, 
full wall-to-wall carpeting and the comfort of its standard 
Cushion-Beam Suspension that gives you a town and 
country ride. Add the optional 383-cubic-inch V8 
engine and special-equipment air conditioning, and you'II 
see that Adventurer is anything but a Plain Jane pickup. 

•• 

For work or play, there are 27 Dodge pickups that give you more truck per buck. 
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• Affairs of State, by Stewart Alsop 

WASHINGTON: 

M
ost citizens, asked what the first session 
of the 90th Congress has accomplished, 
would remember that the Senate cen
sured Tom Dodd; that the House 

kicked out Adam Clayton Powell and voted first 
in favor of rats and then against them; and, asid e 
from the painful subject of taxes, that is about 
all. The session of Congress now soon to end, in 
short, has been a colossal bore. So have most 
congressional sessions in recent memory. Why? 

One reason is the fact that Congress operates 
under an unwritten amendment to the Consti
tution. If it were written, this amendment would 
read about as follows: 

Article XXVI. Not less than two thirds oj the 
Chairmen of the Standing Committees oj both 
Houses of Congress shall be white Anglo-Saxon 
Protestants from lhe small towns and rural areas of 
tJ1e S0utl1ern and Western portions of these United 
$tates; and control over legislation shall be lodged 
in their hands. 

This unwritten amendment operates with ali 
the force of constitutional law, and it helps to 
make the American Congress the least repre
sentative of ali the major parliaments of the free 
nations. There are 16 standing committees in 
the Sena te and 20 in the House. The 36 men who 
chair these committees are, in Arthur Krock's 
phrase, "the lords proprietors of Congress." The 
first Robert La Follette said of the committee 
chairmen that "They report, shape, or suppress 
legislation at will," and although a few of the 
chairmen have had their wings clipped a bit, that 
is still Jargely true. And who are these "lords 
proprietors"? · 

In the Senate 9 of the 16 chairmen are from 
the old Confederacy. Two are from the border 
states of Oklahoma and West Virginia, two from 
the state of Washington, the others from Nevada, 
Arizona and New Mexico. Thus not one of the 11 
most populous states in the Union boasts a 
Senate chairmanship. Such towns as Doddsville. 
Miss., Houma, La., Fayetteville, Ark., Everett, 
Wash., Camden, Ark., Elkins. W. Va., Winder, 
Ga., and Saxapahaw, N.C. , boast Senate com
mittee chairmen- but not New York or Chicago. 
Philadelphia or Los Angeles. 

Until Powell was booted out, the House had 
two committee chairmen from New York City 
and one from Chicago. Otherwise the picture in 
the House is much the same. Texas is repre
sented by no fewer than 5 committee chairmen 
out of 20-they come from Anson, Lubbock, 
Waco, Texarkana and College Station. A great 

Norris 

Why is Congress so boririg? 
majority of the committee chairmen are WASPs, 
or white Anglo-Saxon Protestants. In the Senate. 
W ASPs occupy the chairs of all of the 16 stand
ing committees. This despite the fact that 
WASPs are a dwindling minority in the multi
racial, predominantly urban population of the 
United States~ 

Seniority, of course, is the enforcer of the un
written amendment. To become a committee 
chairman, a man must outlast all his colleagues 
on that committee. This means that he must 
come from a safe seat. Except for an occasional 
big-city congressional district, almost ali the 
safe seats are found in the South, the smaller 
states, especially in the West, and the sma11 
towns and rural districts. 

There are two parties in Congress-the Con
gressional Party and the Presidential Party. The 
unwritten amendment weights the whole con
gressional power structure heavily in favor of 
the Congressional Party. Once in a long while
in the early New Deal, or during the 89th Con
gress, Barry Goldwater's political legacy- the 
President will command a majority in Congress, 
and then a lot of things get done. But normally 
the Congressional Party, whose hard core is the 
Republican-Southern Democrat coalition, is in 
the majority, as it is in the 90th Congress. Then 
very little gets done. For the Congressional Party 
has an essentially negative and passive func
tion-it vetoes, it delays, it emasculates, but it 
does not originate. 

Indeed, even when the Presidential Party is 
in the majority, the Congress hardly ever origi
nates anything any more. There was a time when 
a man could hope to leave behind him a major 
legislative monument-Carter Glass's banking 
act, for example, or George Norris's TV A, or 
Robert Wagner's labor act. The only really im
portant law originated, shaped and passed by 
Congress since the second War is the Taft
Hartley Act, and there may never be another. 

Congress has become a mere conduit for legis
lation originating in the executive branch, and 
the chief function of the Congressional Party is 
to plug the conduit at regular intervals. Nay
saying has its uses, but it is not very entertaining. 
The endless wordy inaction of this session of 
Congress has reminded Representative Sidney 
Yates of a conversation between Queen Vic
toria and her prime minister on the queen's 
return from a long holiday: 

"Tell me, sir, what Parliament has passed in 
my absence." 

"Parliament, your Majesty, has passed seven 
weeks. Nothing more." 

The unwritten amendment is not the only 
reason why Congress, most of the time, passes 
weeks and nothing more. Time and technology 
have forced a passive role on Congress. 

The Constitution gives Congress the right and 
duty to "declare War" and to "provide for the 
common Defence." But the¡eal power of decision 
on war and peace has passed to the executive 
branch- the U. S. is now fighting its second 
major undeclared war in less than 20 years. So has 
the power of decision on "the common Defence." 

In the prewar days Congress could intelli
gently debate and decide the size of the standing 
army, or even whether the U.S. fleet shouid 
match the British fleet. But a body of 535 men is 
simply not qualified to decide on the proper 
balance between the multiple-warhead ICBM, 
say, and the Nike-X. That sort of question has 
to be decided by the technicians, with their com
puters and their secret war games. 

Even on the domestic front the operations of 
the Federal Government have become so vast 
and so complex that Congress can hardly do 
more than adopt a sort of watching brief. Many 
congressmen have become little more than mid
dlemen for their constituents, passing on com
plaints, or acting as intermediaries for interested 
parties back home who want to get their share 
(or perhaps a bit more than their share) of the 
federal billions. 

Finally, Congress is powerless to do anything 
much, except talk, about the two problems that 
worry the folks back home more than any 
others- the horribly expensive and seemingly 
endless war, and the race crisis at home. Theo
retically, Congress could vote to end the war and 
bring the boys back home, but it won't. As for 
the race crisis, there is no way to outlaw lawless
ness, and no way either to legislate effectively 
against racism, whether black or white. 

There are many very able men in both Houses 
of Congress- more, probably, than what the 
late Frank Kent used to call "the great rancid 
American people" deserve. But, collectively, the 
Congress is reduced to impotence both by 
the system under which Congress operates 
and by the situation in which the United States 
finds itself. And therein lies much danger, for 
impotence breeds con- . 
tempt, and contempt for ~ 
the national legislature 
endangers democracy. 

'There was a time when a man 

could hope to leave behind him a 

major legislative monument .. . ' 
Wagner 



You can win your 
secret desires in 
Alcoa's $500,000 
Soft Drinks 
Aluminum Can-Do! 

lmagíne! 

You can do all the exciting things pictured below 
if you're the Grand Prize Winner in Alcoa's Soft 
Drinks Aluminum Can-Do! Alcoa Nill make all the 
arrangements-and cover up to $10,000 in 
expenses-to help make your Can-Do dreams 
come true. (Or, you can simpty take our Certified 
Check for $10,000 . . . or, any combination of 
cash and prizes totaling $10,000.) 

Or win one of the 500 exciting second prizes 

and take your pick of any of the 10 Can-Do 
adventures below. You win it and name it and 
Alcoa will take care of everything, up to $1,000 
in expenses. (Or, choose a $1,000 Certified 
Check. That's pretty exciting, too.) 

Entering is easy ... almost as easy as opening 
the all-aluminum easy-opening top on your 
favorite canned soft drink. Nothing to buy. (You 
might even be holding the key to a Can-Do prize 
in your hands right now!) 

Change for the better with 
Alcoa® Aluminum f'i1ALCOA 
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Publlsh your own book? 
Alcoa will get the publlsher. 

¡t)0011000 AlUAf/f NJCI:~ C
4 1~f.Jt',¡(¡ TO BUY, • ~ °' 

1. To see il you have won, lold '/..Aº 
the ring ol any easy-opening canned solt 
on lhe dotted llne and lnsert under U/! 

Alcoa lakes you south of the border drink marked with the word "Aluminum" on the 
to learn on the spot! can top. 11 the rlng in the ad Is completely covered 

by the rlng on the can. you are a winner! Print the word 
"ALUMINUM" on the can top In this ad as it appears on the 
actual can. You may also enter by only hlling out the coupon. 
11 you are a winner, you wlll be nolllied Send to: 

A Pilol an airplane? 
W Alcoa supplies the flying lessons. 

Conducta symphony orchestra? 
A noted conductorwill 
give you a pointer or twol 

Be a gourmet cook? 
Learn at Paris' Cordon Bleu. 

T 
Golf with Sam Snead 
at the Greenbrier? 

He'II give you lessons, too! 

Alcoa Solt Orlnk Can-Do Sweepstakes 
P.O. Box 35527 
Minneapolis, Mlnnesota 55460 
2. Entries must be postmarked by mldnlght. Oecember 17, 
1967, and recelved no later than Oecember 31, 1967. 
3. Entries automatically void il altered or mutllated In any way. 
4. Determinallon of prize winners under the supervision of 
an lndependent Judglng organization whoso declslons aro final. 
5. You may wrlte to Atcoa Solt Drlnk Can-Do. P.O. Box 
35533, Minneapolls, Minnesota 55460, for n reproduclion 
of the ad. Enclose a stamped, self-addressed envelope. 
6. Tax liability is wlnners· responsiblllty. Alcoa reserves the 
right to provlde the grand prize winner wlth a check for 
SI0,000 and ali runner-up prize winners wlth a check for 
S1,000 to fulfill tho desire they "Can-Do" by being a winner. 
7. Sweepstakes open to U.S. rosidents. except where 
prohlblted by law. Not open Jo employees ol Alcoa. lts 
subsldiaries. adverllslng agencies. Adams-Burke Corporation 
or thelr families. Sweepslakes subJect to ali Federal, state 
and local regulations. 
Thls oller expires December 17, 1967. 
NO PURCHASE REQUIRED. 

Here Is my entry in ALCOA'S S500,000 
ALUMINUM CAN-DO: 

Address _______________ _ 

City ______ Stale _____ Zlp ___ _ 

Sail the Caribbean? Alcoa wlll charter the yacht. 

- - -Sil in with a top band? 
What do you wail? 

Surf in Hawaii? //,// 

Alcoa will make the arrangements. ,/ .. 
/ 
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The Human Comedy By STAN DRYER 

A feasible flying machine 
A fter four years of experimenling in lheir spare 
1-\ time. two bicycle repairmen named Orville and 
Wilbur Wright flew the first powered airplane in 
1903. Thcir cash outlay was about $1,000. 

Whal would have happened if the Wright 
Brothers had buill their airplane under a modero. 
government-financed, research-and-development 
contract? The record might read as follows. 

To: ] . l. FLAILER. Vice President in Charge of 
Research, Mammolh Bicycle Corp. 

From: ÜRVILLF. WR1c11T, Manager. Ki/ly Hawk 
Test Station 

Little progress was made on the flying machine 
this week. Wilbur was at the Symposium on Flying 
Machine Progress, and I was tied up in paper work. 
Monday I completed employee-evaluation reports. 
Tuesday I checked procurement vouchers. Wednes
day I signed security-clearance forros. Thursday 
and Friday were used up in meetings. 

I am worried about your plan to double the size 
oí the test station. Although I realize that under 
our Army contracl this could double our profits, I 
cannotsee that it will speed things up. I favor level
ing off the work force to a technical staff of about 
100 with a support staff of not over 700. 

The men you have been sending for interviews 
seem to be overly concemed with what you cal! the 
"systems approach." I think you should stop run
ning that ad in the bicycle trade joumals which 
shows a hand holding the earth like a baseball and 
says, "The flying machine is an integrated sys
tem." The machine we are working on will have 
four wings, a motor. two propellers and sorne con
trol surfaces. Ali we wanl to do is make it fly. Ido 
not need any more bright young men who Lalk 
about ops. analysis and systems configurations. 
However. if you can spare Joe. lhe mechanic in the 
motor pool. send him down. 

The union problems seem to be setlled. We're 
agreed that members oí lhe electricians', mechan
ics', chainbenders', carpenters' and seamstresses' 
unions will ali be on the launch team. 

To: 0RVILLE WR1c11T 
From: ]. L. FLAILER 
Regarding your report of November 3, I am 

worried at your insistence on directing work to
ward production of equipment. Frankly, I would 
be happier to see more concept-oriented work. Re
member lhat our contract calls for a feasibility 
study and does not specify hardware development. 

From the standpoint of obtaining future study 
contracts, a good report in the hands of the right 
people in Washington is worth far more than the 
production of hardware. 

In regard to our expansion plans, I have re
tained the Coordinated Research Institute to as
sist this effort. Their teams of research-methodol
ogy consultants will visit the facility this week. 

To: ]. L. FLAILER 
From: 0RVILLE WR!GHT 
Wilbur retumed Monday and was angry when 

he found one wing had been put on lhe flying ma
chine upside down. Our staff psychologist was up
set when Wilbur chewed out the engineer in charge. 
He feels that Wilbur has "disrupted the stability of 
the command structure" by taking direct action at 
two levels below his own in the hierarchy. None
theless, the engineer got the wing on right side up 
in one day. 

Your research-methodology people say they 
have "delineated a satisfactory dynamic organi
zational phaseover philosophy." My general feel
ing is lhat expansion is a mistake and I strongly 
object to their recommendation that Wilbur and 
myself be separated in the management structure. 

To: 0RVILLE WR1c11T 
From: ]. L. FLAILER 
I have read lhe C.R.I. report. As it points out, a 

management partnership of brothers may fail due 
lo latent sibling rivalry. I am therefore moving 
ahead with its recommendations to break the fa
cility into East Coast and West Coast divisions. 
with each of you heading one division. 

Our biannual report on fiying-machine feasi
bility is due in two weeks. Your lasL biannual re
port was very terse, and this should make up for 
lhat deficiency. I suggest a mínimum of four 
pounds of single-spaced typed material. 

To:]. L. FLAILER 
From: 0RVILLE WR1GHT 
As you have probably read in the newspapers, 

about 50 people picketed the front gate yesterday. 
Gus Hanks, our public-relations specialist, in
formed me lhat these were two sets of protest 
marchers who had gathered in response to a rumor 
that we were about to test. a flying machine. A 
scuffie broke out between the group carrying the 
FLYlNG MACIIINES ARE A THREAT TO WORLD 
PEACE signs and the group carrying the WORLD 

11/ustration by Colin Bailey 

PEACE THROUGH u.s. Am POWER signs. We had 
to call the police to restore order. 

The irony is thal there was no possibilily of any 
test !light. Although the body and wings of the fly
ing machine have been completed. no engine has 
yet been provided. The propulsion-systems analyst 
you hired just completed a massive reporl t itled, 
Power Plan! Selection for Heavier-than-Air Flying 
Machines. I hoped it might. contain at least the 
specifications for an engine, but it seems to be only 
a proposal for a two-year feasibility study. 

To: 0RVILLE WR1GHT 
From: J. L. FLAILER 
Newspaper accounts of the episode at the test 

facility have produced sorne extremely bad pub
licity for the company. I have had calls from stock
holders who are disturbed about potential effects 
on our bicycle sales, and have assured them that an 
announcement will be made that no testing of fly
ing machines is currently planned. I trust you will 
issue the necessary press release. 

I read the report of Ed McGurty, the propulsion
systems analyst whom you criticized, and I find it 
a well-written exposition of the problems inherent 
in the selection of a power plant for a flying ma
chine. A two-year study of this area does not seem 
to me to be at all out of order. I must emphasize 
again that our contractual task is the study of the 
f easibility of lzeavier-than-air jlyi12g machines. Let 
me remind you that the biannual progress report is 
due in my hands next week. 

TWX REPORT TO: J. L. FLAILER 
PROM: OR\'ILLE WRIGHT 
BEAVrnR-TRAN-AIR FLYING MAOKIN E A ltEALITY. WILBUR 
A~D I MADE FOUR FLJGIITS TODA Y. A \"ERAOE $PEED 31 MILE.'i 
AN HOUR. LONGEST FLlGHT 59 SEC'ONDS. 

To:]. L. FLAILER 
From: 0RVILLE WRJGIIT 
As you may find my telegram somewhat unbe

lievable, I want to fill you in on the details. Last 
Friday, when Wilbur retumed from committee 
meetings, we discussed the engine problem, and he 
suggested we migh t use the engine from one of the 
guards' motor scooters. 

Saturday moming we went to the deserted fa
cility, removed the engine from a scooter, bent 
sorne mounting brackets and installed it in the fly
ing machine. We had two of the security guards 
help us move the machine out to the south park
ing lot. I climbed aboard and Wilbur started the 
engine. After a run of about 100 feet, the machine 
became airbome. The first !light !asted 12 seconds. 
As we became more adept, the flights became 
longer, with the longest lasting 59 seconds. On the 
final flight a rough landing damaged one wing and 
forced abandonment of the tests. I think you will 
agree that these flights prove the feasibility of a 
heavier-than-air flying machine. 

In place of a biannual report, I am enclosing: 
l. A two-page description of our test flights. 
2. Two photographs taken by one of the secur

ity guards of the flying machine in the air. 
3. Complete plans of the flying machine. 

To: OR VILLE WRIGHT and WnouR WR1c11T 
From: ]. L. FLAILER 
I regret to inform you that as of this date you 

bave been terminated as employees of the corpora
tion. The reasons for this decision are as follows: 

l. You conducted tests of the flying machine 
after specific orders from me not to do so. 

2. Your substitute report is inadequate in size 
and concept. 

3. The Zootscoop model 4G-78 motor-scooter 
engine you specify as the power plant is not manu
factured by the Mammoth Bicycle Corp., which 
does manufacture a line of low-horsepower engines 
for its motor bicycles. Company policy requires 
that in-house equipment be used whenever pos
sible in systems developed by the company. 

4. Government property was removed from the 
test site without approval, and was damaged. 

5. Guards took photos without authorization. 
I regret that this decision is necessary, partic

ularly in view of your long service with our firm. 
Please feel free to utilize our personnel office for 
assistance in obtaining new positions. O 



New from Purina® ... not just a meal, 
a whole week' s variety menu for your cat: 

Now, a different d ish for every day of the week. 
From Pu rina, the name you know and trust. Each 
Purina meal is named and numbered for your 
conven ience. 
The numbers make Purina so easy to shop for, 
so easy to remember w hat you fed your cat last. 

Here's a complete week's variety menu with 
aromas so pleasant, you' II say "thank goodness 
for Purina." With tastes so tantalizing, your cat 
wi ll say "thank Purina for goodness." 
Take this coupon to your grocer and get one 
can free. Your cat will thank you for it. 

STORE COUPON 

FREE 
WITH THIS COUPON 

Full size can of any of 
Purina's 7 new canned cat foods 

STORE COUPON -----

Mr G,oce,: Please redoem thfs couoon lor 
one c:an ot Purlna canned cat tood Your 
Purino reoresentative wlll reimburse you 
tor your regular shC!II orlco plus 2c handling 
charge lo, Oftth coupon o, you may maU 
thi1 coupon 10: Oeot 200, Chockerboard 
$Qu11re, St. Louls, Mlssoud 63102 lnvo,Ct5 
proving purchase of sulftcien1 stock ol 
Purlne canned cat lood to covcr couoon(s) 
oresented. musl be shown uoon roQues,1 
and fallure 10 do so may, at our opt,on. 
vold nll coupons submi ued for redemolion 
Use ol malls to collect for coupons not 
properly redeemed wlll be reported. Th i1 
couoon Is non-1,ansferrable. non-aulgn. 
&ble and oood only on 1he o,oduc1s speci· 
flecL Otfer void wherever laud, restricted, 
or prohlbitéd bv law CHh redemption 
valu@ 1 20 cen1 

O ffer oxphts Jan. 15, 1968 
RALSTON PURINA COMPANY 
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Now transistors replace tubes for a whole new 
standard of reliability in color television. 

This is America's most advanced Color TV-with salid state devices 
replacing all tubes but one, and innovations for tuning ease and 
color reproduction not available on the other color sets today. 

lt was engineered to make the TV repair man a stranger 
at your house. Separate circuits that work without tubes are 
contained in 10 solid state modules like the one shown above. 
This construction principle, using solid state electronics, is designed 
for maximum operating reliability. It eliminates hundreds of 
chances for human error in manufacture, and is specified 
in most space electronics and computer systems. 

Fine-tuning is virtually foolproof-so easy, you 
don't even have to look at the picture. The Motorola Visi-Ttak tuning 
system electronically senses if your picture needs fine-tuning, and 
turns on a signal light to tell you so. You just turn a knob until 
the light goes out. That's it. 

Added advantages: The all-transistor design gives you 
instant sound and an automatically color-purified pícture in about 
five seconds. You get faithful color reproduction of the broadcast 
signal. lt's the color set of the future, available 
right now at your Motorola dealer's. See it soon. 

23" picture, measured diagonally; 295 sq. in. 

This Color TV 
is easier to 

fine-tune right than 
black and white 

f.'MOTOROLA® 
Leading through 

Creativity in Electronics 
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'® Ariens Company, 629 W. Ryan Street, Bríl lion, Wisconsin 54.110 
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c,-rf~ DEALER Yellow 
Pages 

... -.ii_..... ... ffe's a Cut Above the Restl 

22 

By John Gregory Dunne 
and Joan Didion 

An lron Snake 
selection 

Everyone thinks he's got a 
book in him, and I've got the 
mail to prove it. "Oh, there are 
things I could tell you if only I 
could write," my mother says, 
and she stares at me meaning
fully. My landlady drags out a 
diary her 90-year-old mother has 
written. ''lt's about a Pennsyl
vania girl who went to live in 
Tallahassee," she says. "I mean, 
her experiences, being Northern 
and all. lt doesn't need much 
pulling together." I nod and 
look at the ocean. "Funny, a red 
tide this time of year," I say. A 
Vassar girl I knew slightly is 
now running a dude ranch in 
Colorado and couldn't I make 
something of that? A Princeton 
classmate wonders if there isn't 
something in a small electronics 
manufacturer competing with 
Tex Thornton and the big fel
lows. "Dear Jack," his letter be
gins, an indication of how close 
we were. But I've just finished a 
book, and the experience is not 
all that it's cracked up to be. In 
fact, I want to tell you some
thing about the real emptiness 
of it. 

In the first place, no one both
ered to tell me how ludicrous I 
would f eel. I t takes a surpassing 
arrogance to think that what the 
world needs is another book. 
After all, therewere30,000 books 
published last year. Zen house
wives from Van Nuys, an un
beaten high-school football coach 
from Butte, Mont., a Vermont 
general practitioner who fa
thered triplets in his 89th year 
and ascribes it all to his wheat
germ diet-thís is the company 
of first authors. I wonder if they 
all feel the same way I do as I sit 

here reading my galleys. lt is an 
unnerving experience. On the 
30th reading my attention wan
ders; I begin to doze. Metaphors 
that scintillated months before 
seem viscous when set in type. lt 
is a non-fiction book, and holes 
appear in the manuscript that I 
had not noticed before. The fear 
of factual error nags like a mi
graine. I think of the telephone 
call I <lid not make, the inter
view I canceled, the statistic I 
meant to double-check. On my 
desk is a letter from a prestigious 
San Francisco law firm, one of 
whose clients I had mentioned, 
not altogether favorably. "We 
should say that our client quite 
naturally does not like to be li
beled, and will undertake to pro
tect itself if any libel does ap
pear," the letter says. "Please 
understand that the foregoing is 
intended only as a statement of 
fact; it is not intended to be a 
threat." My lawyer finally trans
lated that for me at a cost of 
$200, but his contention that 
they will not sue <loes not shore 
up my confidence. 

Beyond the fear of libel, we 
first authors are sensitive to ev
ery fancied humiliation. When 
the typist handed me back the 
completed manuscript, she said, 
"It's a marvelous book. I really 
laughed." I replied, with a win
try smile, that it was about a 
labor strike, and that people 
were shot at and beaten up with 
tire chains and run down by au
tomobiles. " I know," the typist 
said. "But you handled it all so 
humorously." In the mail I re
ceived a letter from a man in 
New York who had formed 
something called The Iron Snake 



Book Club, which had chosen 
my book as a fall selection. The 
only other books previously hon
ored, he said, were The !ron 
Snake: T he Story of the Uganda 
Rn,lwav and The Last Manchu: 
T 1e Fr,ÍJU,'ous L fe Story of Henry 
Pu } · .. lt lo~. k svme time befare 
T reaLzed lhat I was being put 
on, and the knowledge that sorne 
wit in New York thought the 
suhject matter of my book ar
cane did not improve my dis
position. 

I think it is because first au
th:>rs are so touchy that we 
spend so much time on such ego 
re3toratives as dedications and 
jacket photographs. Long ago, 
John O'Hara concocted the pef,=. 
fect parody dedication: "For 
S.G.F.-Wise and witty, gener
nus and kind, who sharpened 
th ~ pencils, made the coff ee and 
kept the hres going- this book 
is inscribed with love." For a 
while, I toyed with the idea of 
dedicating the book "To John 
O'Hara, Who knows why," and 
then, after abandoning that, to a 
young lady who has been the 
mistress of three of the best nov
elists in America, each of whom 
has dedicated a book to her. 
It was an inside joke that I 
thought might give me sorne 
cachet among the literati. But a 
tirst book is no joking matter, 
and I finally comprornised on a 
maiden aunt. The queations 
about the jacket picture were 
equally time-consuming. Should 
I wear myglasses or not, smokea 
pipe, sitbefore mytypewriter? It 
took days before I finally settled 
on an ensemble-denim shirt, 
black turtle.:eck sweater, tweed 
jacket with leather arm patches. 
And, of course, a cigarette. 

At last I flew to New York to 
meet my publisher. The stew
ardess wanted to stow the man
uscript in the back of the plane, 
but I firmly declined, keeping 
the heavy, oversized box wedged 
between my knees, hoping in 
vain that her interest would be 
stimulated enough to ask what it 
contained. My publisher was a 
revelation, everything that I had 
anticipated a successful New 
York literary figure to be. He is 
given to double-breasted cav
alry-twillsuitsandhecallsevery
thing "delicious," from a pom
pano souffie to the latest love-in. 
He asked where I wanted to 
lunch, and when I said The Four 
Seasons, I had the feeling that 
he thought it slightly declassé. 
Two of his more successful au
thors were sitting at the next ta
ble. He beckoned the wine stew-

ard and, pointing to them, 
whispered, '' Une demi-bouteille 
de Puhgny-Montrachet 1959 avec 
mes compliments." 

This, I thought, was what 
writing a book was all about. No 
less than actors, writers crave 
recognition. I was not even cross 
with my publisher for a publicity 
statement he had sent out saying 
I had written 127 cover stories 
when I was working for Time. 
He was 123 above the mark, but 
if the grandiose statement got 
me newspaper space, well, that 
was how the game was played. 
But if I thought my name was 
already a household byword, I 
was sadly mistaken. At literary 
cocktail parties, I had the f eeling 
that I was dressed wrong, that 
my clothes somewhere contained 
a large blinking sign that kept 
announcing, CALIFORNIA. I was 
ignored, aching to be spoken to, 
but afraid of saying the wrong 
thing. Susan Sontag's eyes 
drifted over my shoulder, and 
when Dwight Macdonald stuck 
out bis hand, it was for someone 
behind me. My face was frozen 
halfway between a smile and a 
scowl, wherever I stood I was in 
someone's way, colors blurred, 
and I kept getting people's 
names wrong. I thought the book 
critic for The New York Time.s 
was an agent, but by the time I 
extricated myself, I could see 
that review frittering away. I 
would have gladly locked myself 
in the men's room, but I could 
not find it. In my fantasies, peo
ple at these parties talked about 
Proust, but the only dazzling 
literary conversation I heard was 
about deferred payments and 
tax advantages. One author had 
just returned from North Viet
nam, and when I asked him 
about conditions there, he com
plained about the advance his 
publisher had given him. An
other writer said he had just 
fired bis accountant, who had 
not bothered to tell him that 
manuscripts donated to librarles 
were tax deductible. I think I 
would have been happier at an 
N .A.M. convention. 

I am back in California now, 
and there is nothing to do but 
wait for the reviews. November 
8 is my own personal D-day. The 
book is called Delano, and part 
of it was published in this maga
zine under the title Strike! I will 
be writing another book by pub
lication day. It seems that, 
emptiness orno, there is nothing 
that the author of a first book 
wants to be more than the au
thor of a second. 

John Gregory Dunne 

Gooddayto 
let your fingers 
do the walKing 
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Luc Strike introduces 
the Lllc Strike that doesn't 
taste like a Luc Strike. 

The Lucky Strike 100. 
A Lucky Strike that tastes soft, 

foronce. 
With a whole new blend of tobacco. 

next to a fi l ter that's rolled tobacco _.._ 
and charcoal inside, white outside. 

Anda new taste: soft. 
lf you still like the old Lucky, stick ,, , -

with it. 
The new L.:ucky Strike 100 is some

thing else. 
The first Lucky Strike that doesn't 

taste like a Lucky Strike. 

Filter JOO's 
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Glowing beyond the Neva River, !he city of Leningrad stands refurbished by ils 50lh-a.nniversary scrubbing. Al righl is !he former imperial Winler Palace, now /he Hermilage 1nuse1,m. 

Out of the revolution that shook the world carne a Communist colossus 

that controls the destiny of half mankind. Here, in a monumental survey 

of our arch-rival, is Bolshevism as remembered by men who fought 

against the czar and as appraised by today's ordinary Soviet citizens. 
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ver the vast expanse of Soviet 
Russia, the painters and polishers 
have been at work all this year. In 

Moscow they have scrubbed the old 
buildings white and cleaned away the 
construct ion debris around the new ones. 
T he park tbat winds around the K.remlin 
walls has been ablaze with flowers all 
summer. In Leningrad the grass has 
been neatly clipped and groomed over 
the mass graves holding one mili ion dead 
from the siege in World War II. 

For this is the" J ubilee Year," the 50th 
anniversary of that November 7, 1917, 
when Vladimir Ilyich Lenin and his fel
low Bolsheviks seized control of Russia in 
an almost bloodless coup that changed 
the course of history. 

"Guests are here from ali over the 
world," says Vlaclimir Promyslov, the 
mayor of Moscow. "Sorne of them are our 
true friends, and sorne are not too true 
and are looking at us through a micro
scope. So we have been painting, paving 
and building. All that dust in the air 
comes from the new construct ion, but we 
will be ready in time. The Hotel Russia, 
the biggest in the world at six thousand 
rooms, is opening on schedule. The pa
rade to Red Square will be the largest in 
ali our history. There will be fireworks 
and celebrations all over Russia. My job 
is to make this city as beautiful as this 
anniversary deserves. We Soviet people 
have made a revolut ion, and we want 
the world to see it." 

"To the revolution," said Aleksi Begashvili. a 
red-faced Georgian farmer in Stalin's old home 
town of Gori. lifting a cool glass of white wine he 
had just dipped up from a cistern in his stone
walled ceUar. He stuck a spade handle clown the 
cistem to measure the wine leve] and announced 
proudly he had 3,000 liters, or almost 800 gallons. 
"Before, we were just poor peasants. Now we run 
our own affairs here on the collective farm, and I 
make this wine just for my own family. I drink 
four liters a day myself and never get drunk." 

At a class of ninth-graders at Secondary School 
No. 4 in Moscow, when asked how many of their 
families had a television set, the children burst 
into laughter. Ali of the families did. "A car?" said 
Anatoly Serkov, foreman in the Red October 
steelworks in Volgograd. "Yes, I've owned one for 
five years. I bought it seconclhand, but it runs 
fine. By next summer 1'11 have a little 
dacha [country house] on the other side 
of the Volga. I bought the lumber, and 
I'm building it myself." 

As the thousands of tourists visiting 
Russia this year can see on every hand, 
Vladimir llyich Lenin and his followers 
did indeed make a revolution-and went 
on to make the second-strongest nation 
in the world. Until the earthquake in 
1917, Russia had been a shaggy, un
tutored, uncoordinated giant sitting 
awkwardly at the far end of the Euro
pean table. more Asían than Western ex
cept in the forcibly Europeanized cities 
of Moscow and St. Petersburg, more 
medieval than modern in class structure, 
economy and religion. Too vast to be 
conquered by Europeans. she was at the 
same time too weak and backward to be 
taken seriously by them. 

In the half-century since the revolu
tion. Russia has lived through half a mil
lennium. The absolute caste system, 
which condemned the sons of peasants 
to father more peasants, has not given 

Vladimir Jlyich Lenin, founding spirit of the Soviet 
Union, incites steelworkers to revolt at the Putilov plant in 
Petrograd. T hey listened; Petrograd is now Leningrad. 

way to the heralded egalitarianism, for caste still 
exists-but with the vital difference that there is 
room in the highest caste for a son from the low
est. Russia's ancient agrarian economy has been 
transformed into a colossus, and demonstrated in 
the process that a centrally planned and con
trolled economy can outproduce any capitalist 
economy- with the single ovenvhelming exception 
of the United Sta tes. Her people have passed from 
bopeless poverty and grinding tyranny to a condi
tion of comfortable bellies and reasonable justice, 
within t ightly defined rules. Russia's 250 million 
citizens, comprising 22 distinct nationalit ies speak
ing 19 languages and uncounted dialects, do not 
seem to share their leaders' dogmatic insistence on 
world revolution. It is enough for them that their 
own revolution should have succeeded so well. 
Their antagonism toward the West centers on 

Deonissi V ashchuk sailed up the Neva aboard the cruiser 
AURORA (background) on Novemher 6, 1917. AURORA's 
guns commanded lhe Winter Palace during the assault. 

their resentment that the West should 
have demeaned or ignored the immen
sity of their achievement. By the most 
brutal measuring stick, this achieve
ment has made Russia one of the two 
gods of 20th-century mankind: able to 
grant life and peace to the people of the 
world, or in less than an hour's time to 
destroy them ali. 

This Russia that visitors will see is a 
secretive and crazy-quilt place by Amer
ican standards. "It is a two-layered 
country," one Western expert explained. 
"Where they assign top priorities, as in 
missiles and space, they are right up 
there with the United States. But when 
you get out into sorne of the villages 
they are harvesting with oxcarts, and 
you are right back in a feudal society in 
the old European sense of that term." 
The Moscow girls wear their skirts fash
ionably above the knee, and they click 
along down the streets without even 
noticing the ancient women in tightly 
wrapped scarves who are sweeping the 
streets and shoveling away debris. 

The price-and-wage structure is cock
eyed. Prices are quite low in state 
stores for such staples as cabbages, and 
for what must surely be the toughest, 
stringiest beef and mutton in the world. 
But a single ripe tomato fetches a ruble 
at the collective farm market in Mos
cow, where peasants barter their own 
produce for whatever the buyer will bear. 
This ruble is supposedly worth $1.11. 

But nobody really knows, because the second
richest country in the world (and the largest gold 
producer) has a completely artificial currency. 
Hustlers, sorne of whom are government agents, 
pester tourists constantly with offers of 10 rubles 
for a dollar- which would make the ruble worth 
10 cents. It sells for 30 cents on the money ex
change in Vienna. 

Serkov, the steel foreman, makes 400 rubles a 
month, twice as muchas a skilled physician. "And 
that is as it should be," a young doctor explained 
with loyal fervor. "I have visited a steel mill, and 
I know how hard he must work." Dr. Ljudmila 
Karatkina, head of the English department at 
Moscow University and holder of a master's de
gree from Columbia University, was quite proud 
that the next-door neighbor in her apartment 
building is a janitor. They both pay the controlled 

rents that prevail ali over Russia: 1.25 
rubles a square meter, or about 20 rubles 
a month for a small two-room apart
ment. "There's no doubt," says a 
Western economist, "that the revolu
tion has tried to pay off on its promises 
to the worker. If he is skilled, he often 
lives better than, the university grad
uate. Those guys you see in cloth caps 
on the street are living and eating well." 

The govemment promised, and carne 
through with, a five-day week in every 
plant and on every farm before the an
niversary. It promises to make ali hous
ing and all city transportation free by 
1970- and since a great deal of face is 
involved, it probably will. With the pur
chase of an entire factory from Fíat, it 
promises to quadruple auto production. 
But when production is quadrupled, it 
will still come to only 800,000 cars a 
year versus 8.5 million in the U.S. The 
Russians have been boasting for a gen
eration that they would "outstrip" the 
U.S., and they are still at least a genera
tion behind. Their gross national prod-



uct is only $350 billion, versus America's $743 
billion. Their growth rate is faster, about seven 
percent, but even at this rate they would need dec
ades to approach the booming American economy. 

"Their scientists were almost drooling when 
they picked up the IBM catalogue," says the chief 
of a recent U.S. trade fair in Moscow. "The equip
ment wasn't for sale. Hell, sorne of those machines 
can puta man on the moon." "Of course you are 
ahead in computers," says Dr. Vladimir Kocher
gin at the Soviet Union's leading computer center 
in the shining new "Science City" the Soviets 
have built out in Siberia. But Kochergin, one of 
Russia's top mathematicians, adds with asome
what wan smile: "Maybe because we are behind, 
we are forced to do more basic thinking. which 
could bring results in the years ahead." 

Russian officialdom proclairns: ''Our only privi
leged class is our children." This is mostly true. 
The Soviet Un ion hada population explosion after 
World War II, just as did the U.S., and the chil
dren are now pouring out of the high schools and 
universities. There exists an almost Prussian dis
cipline in the schools. butonce these students come 
out the doors, they are very much their own breed. 
They learn to play the guitar, let their hair grow 
long. show a faint interest in Communism. but 
none in world revolution- in fact. they seem as 
immune to rigid ideology as are America's teen
agers. What is called the "generational problem" 
in the U.S. is called the "Fathers and Sons prob
lern" in Russia- a nan1e taken from the Turgenev 

novel. The Russian press gnaws and worries at the 
problem, but can't find an answer. And what, in
deed, can be done? These kids wi11 be taking over 
the government one day soon. The best twist 
dancer and folk singer in Moscow is the beloved 
daughter of a top diplomat, and the daughter of 
the leader of the Communist Party, Leonid 
Brezhnev, is spoken of as a "swinger." 

The most amazed spectators of the new Russia 
are the men who set out to make it, the wily revo
lutionaries of 1917. Their children are highly 
placed university graduates and professionals of 
one sort or another. The revolutionaries are limp 
and aging roen who hang out at "Old Bolshevik 
Clubs" in all the major cities. Aluminum canes 
are much seen, and the talk is about Kolchak and 
Kerensky, those "counterrevolutionaries," and 
about events 50 years ago. Most of the old men 
chain-smoke- they grew up before the days of 
cancer warnings. They like to move salt shakers 
around to illustrate a key maneuver, and they are 
charming and simple men. Their memories are 
vivid and to the point. 

"You want to know why there was a revolu
tion ?" said Nicolai Ismailov, 75, who rose from the 
rank of naval sergeant under the czars to admira! 
under the Soviets. "You should have been alive in 
1905. Those events were the preview-a massacre 
in Leningrad, peasant revolts all over the coun
try. I was fourteen, ancl we were miserable peas
ants in the village of Nadezhdenka in central 
Russia. living in a log hut with a straw roof. work-

ing for the kulak, [rich peasantsJ. We were hun
gry. and we sacked the storehouses for grain. A 
company of Cossacks rode in, lined us up against 
a wall. and whipped me until my back was a mass 
of blood. I was a revolutionary from that day on. 

"Look at me now.'' said Ismailov, snuffing out a 
cigarette and stomping around the room with bis 
cane. "I'm clressed like an American. I have more 
suits than I can wear. When I went to work at the 
age of twelve. for thirty kopecks a day, I wore 
straw boots and clothes that we made ourselves. 
My parents were illiterate. I had a third-grade ed
ucation. My two children and their five children 
are educated peop!e. And not because I fought in 
the revolution, but because it is their right." 

A revolution, say the historians, results more 
often from hope than from the kind of despair 
Ismailov felt when the Cossacks lashed his back. 
The last Romanov, Czar Nicholas II, a charming 
and gentleman, lifted the lid off feudal Russia and 
could never get it put back on. It was not the czar 
who did the real work but a brilliant financier of 
Dutch extraction, Count Serge Witte, who man
aged to double state revenues and begin indus
trializing the country-partly through such in
genious domestic measures as monopolizing the 
sale of vodka, but mostly by raising huge credits 
abroad. Not until the 1930's, in fact. were the 
Soviets able to exceed the industrial production of 
1917, the year of revolution. But in the process 
Witte turned peasants into workers who were 
rapidly converted to revolutionary socialism. "1 

As reconstrucled in a diorama on display in Moscow, the stor·ming of the Winter Palace brings in the Bolshevik era. Their refuge gone, K.erensky's parliamenl disintegrated. 
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was a skilled worker, a lathe operator," says 
Alexander Belyshev, 73, a spry little man with 
wisps of gray hair. "In those years after 1905, 
wherever I worked, I found revolutionary ideas 
spreading-although very few of us were Bolshe
viks in those days." 

But Count Witte did not bring down the House 
of Romanov by building steel milis and railways. 
It needed Czar Nicholas's peculiar genius for 
disaster in foreign affairs. First he provoked a war 
with Japan in 1904 and got roundly trounced, 
losing most of the Russian fleet in the process. 
Then, in defense of Serbia and sorne dim concept 
of pan-Slavism, he took into World War I a 
Russia totaUy unprepared for such a bloodbath. 

St. Petersburg's Finland Station. Lenin, his wife, 
and dozens of his comrades had been sent from 
Switzerland by the Germans in the famous "sealed 
train," to be injected, as Churchill put it, "as a 
plague bacillus" to knock Russia out of the war. 

"I went because I wanted to get a Jook at him," 
says Belyshev, who had joined the Bolshevik 
Party just six days before. "I was disappointed at 
first. He was just a little fellow, very modest in 
bis dress. Then the workers carried him on their 
shoulders to the top of a car, and he started to 
speak. In about three minutes I was a Leninist and 
have remained so all my life." Belyshev paused 
and passed around his powerful cigarettes again. 
"The effect that Ilyich had is difficult to capture 

A model tiew of Stalingrad as if lay destroyed but unconquered in 1943. Stopped here, the Nazi invasion crumbled. 

By March of 1917 the Russians. fighting bravely 
for the most part. had take, , st:i.6s;ring nine 
mili ion casuallies. AnJ then s b . .mch of ~Id women 
standing in bread lines in St. Peters'.:>.1rg brought 
the proucl 300-year-old dynasty down. 

"l remember it as if it were yesterdcty," says 
Belyshev, who was on the cruiser Aurora in St. 
Petersburg. "Nobody plannecl it. lt just happened. 
The women took to the streets demanding bread. 
On March 9 the soldiers fired into the crowds, and 
the factories closed down in protest. Two days 
later. a Sunday, the crowds carne out again, and 
the soldiers refused to fire. They joined the revo
lution. Our officers had locked us belowdecks. but 
we broke out and took the ship with our bare 
hands. We did it at dawn," he adds with a chuckle, 
"when ali the officers were asleep. We grabbed ali 
the guns on board. We locked the officers in their 
cabins under guard, but we took the captain and 
first mate up to the bridge and shot them. Then 
we took to the streets and joined the revolution." 

The greatest and most emotional moment of 
Belyshev's life was April 16. 1917, when Vladimir 
Ilyich Lenin bounced down onto the platform of 

for someone who was not there. I remember the 
cool. clear logic. Perhaps he got that from his 
German mother. I remember the warmth and hu
mor. Perhaps they carne from his Russian father, 
who used to take him for walks in the woods and 
sing to him. He ne ver flailed his arms around, never 
gave a harangue, but he always carried the audi
ence with him. He was a gentle man, though 
decisive, and I loved him." 

Leon Trotsky, a brilliant, dapper Jew who had 
led a" workers' soviet" during the 1905 revolution, 
carne hurrying home from exile in New York. Be
tween them, Lenin and Trotsky mac!e the second 
stage of the revo!ution. These are days difficult to 
understand in retrospect. After the czar's downfall 
the country was theoretically being run by Alex
ander Kerensky, head of the Duma, or parliament. 
The Allies kept pressing him into an offensive that 
the country was totatly unprepared to sustain. 
They offered him big foreign credits, but as the 
U.S. envoy put it bluntly: "No war, no loan." This 
carne ata time of near anarchy, when soldiers were 
deserting in droves. hurried homeward by reports 
that land was being handed out to one and ali. 

The real power gradually passed from the Duma 
to the "Soviet of Workers and Soldiers." This was 
a motley crew of delegates, haphazardly elected, 
who roosted in St. Petersburg's Smolny Palace
formerly a convent school for the daughters of the 
aristocracy-sleeping on the floors and littering 
the place with potato peelings and chicken bones. 
Ancr within the Soviet, power was gradually as
sumed by the Bolsheviks. "We had the best 
slogans," says Belyshev, with an engaging smile. 
"'Land. Peace and Bread' was one. 'Ali Power to 
the Soviets' was another. There were only six 
Bolsheviks on the cruiser Aurora in March. I am 
proud to say that by October the entire crew was 
either Bolshevik or sympathetic to our cause." 

The Bolsheviks were capa ble of endless guile. "I 
gota message from Lenin in mid-October to pre
pare for an armed uprising," says Ismailov, who 
by this time was one of three commissars for the 
Central Baltic Fleet. stationed aboard the czar's 
old yacht, the Polar Star. "At this point we were 
desperately short of arms. I went into St. Peters
burg to the naval ministry and told them we 
needed rifles because we were sending a detach
ment to the front to fight the Germans. Like fools, 
they believed me. One of the admirals told me,' At 
last, the Central Baltic takes care of the Mother
land.' I got three thousand rifles, five thousand 
grenades, thirty-five machine guns and one hun
dred pistols-and we used them to overthrow the 
Kerensky government." 

For an event that was to change the history of 
the world, the Bolshevik coup on the night of 
November 6-7 went off with incredible ease. Trot
sky organized and orchestrated the whole affair
a fact that Soviet historians now ignore, since he 
is a nonperson in Russia. By the time Lenin ar
rived at Smolny on the evening of November 6, ali 
the key directives had gone out. 

"I got orders to sail the Aurora up the Neva 
River to a position opposite the Winter Palace, 
where the Duma ministers had holed up," Bely
shev recalls. "With our six-inch guns, nothing 
could oppose us. The officers refused to budge, 
saying they would remain neutral in this affair. I 
solved the problem by a simple expedient: I ar
rested them all. We sailors took the cruiser up the 
river ourselves. Along the way we discovered that 
Kerensky had raised the drawbridges on the Neva 
to cut off the working-class district from the center 
of the city. We passed under and then sent Janding 
parties ashore to close them again. The workers 
began pouring a cross." 

In the meantime Trotsky's troops had captured 
the telephone-and-telegraph office at about mid
night and, in the early morning of November 7, all 
the key points of the city, and with no loss of life. 
"By midaftemoon only the Winter Palace re
mained as a stronghold," says Belyshev. "It fronts 
on the Neva, as you know, and we had brought the 
Aurora directly in line for point-blank fire. We 
could have blown it to bits, but that was the last 
thing we wanted to do, because it is one of the 
great monuments of Russia. It was built by Cath
erine the Great, as you know, who called it her 
'Hermitage,' or private place, and stocked it with 
the art treasures of Europe. We fired one blank 
round as a signa!, and then ground troops stormed 
the palace, losing only six men to the cadets de
fending it. We found all the ministers huddled in 
a back room. Everybody but Kerensky. (I under
stand he is living in the home of a rich widow on 
Fifth Avenue in New York. Is that true?) He es
caped to try and get troops from the front. So the 
revolution was again in danger." 

"Lenin personally got on the telegraph to me," 
said Ismailov. 'How many warships can you 
send ?' 'Three more, completely supplied.' 'When 
will they arrive ?' 'In eighteen hours,' I said, and 
theydid." ltwasacampaign ofcomplete confusion 
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on both sides, with nobody sure who was friend or 
enemy. But with the fire support of Ismailov's 
cruisers, the Bolsheviks put down an uprising of 
rnilitary cadets within the city and routed Keren
sky's troops 10 miles outside of town. 

The soviets of workers and soldiers had seized 
power ali over Russia, and the peasants were tak
ing over land at will. Then carne the Western in
tervention, which has left great bitterness even 
today. The plan, according to Churchill, was to 
"strangle this monster in its cradle." The Western 
powers occupied the Arctic ports and the oil-rich 
south and set about arming any reasonably com
petent White generals they could find, firing up a 
civil war that !asted for two years. 

One man with vivid memories of the interven
tion is Lev Shaumyan, 63, now an editor of the 
Soviet Encyclopedia, an Armenian with a white 
beard and huge paunch. His father, Stepan, was 
the top Communist in the Baku oilfields, and at 
14 Lev had already made a trip across the breadth 
of Russia by train to deliver a message to Lenin. 
In 1918, at Krasnovodsk on the Caspian Sea, he 
and his father and 34 other top Communists from 
Baku were caught trying to escape by boat. They 
were yanked onto the docks, beaten with rifle 
butts and thrown in jail. "I will never forget the 
face of that British officer, with his polished boots 
and riding crop, srniling through it ali. 

"Just before dawn, on September 20, 1918, the 
guards carne into the cell. They said that twenty
six men were being sent by train to a different 
prison. My father's name was first on the list, and 
he knew he was going to die. I could see it in his 
eyes. He embraced me with great dignity and told 
me, 'If they release you, try to get to your mother. 
Take care of her.' The train stopped in a deserted 
section of the countryside. The counterrevolu
tionaries took the twenty-six prisoners off in small 
groups and shot them and left their bodies to rot. 
I have recently exchanged Ietters with the son of 
the British general, Malliso¡;i, who was in com
mand in Baku. He says his father never gave any 
such execution order. I do know that a British 
officer smiled as I was beaten on the pier. And I do 
know my father is dead." 

The violence ran, of course, both ways. On the 
night of July 16, 1918, the czar Nicholas, his wife 
Alexandra, and their five charming and guiltless 

This Leninorad cemetery shelters half a million Russians 
who starved durino the German sieoe. "W e ate olue and 
sawdust and were olad to oet it," a survivor remembers. 

chi{dren, who had been held prisoners in the Sibe
rian town of Ekaterinburg, were taken to the 
cellar, lined up, and butchered by machine-gun 
fire. On August 30 a disgruntled revolutionist girl 
named Fanny Kaplan shot and wounded Lenin. 
That night the Bolsheviks shot 500 key leaders of 
opposition parties. At about this point the West
ern powers decided to dismiss the whole thing as 
sorne sott of Slavic madness, demonic and unpre
dictable, that they could not begin to understand. 
They gradually pulled out their troops. 

Stalin, who took over total power after Lenin's 
death in 1924, quite cheerfully starved, shot or 
exiled to Siberia an estimated 20 million people. 
They were mostly unschooled; they Iiked this land 
they had seized; and they had no use for Stalin's 
state farros. He shot thousands from the party and 
army ranks. The debate still goes on whether he 
did it from paranoia or from following Machia
velli's cynical advice that a man who seizes 
power should destroy ali who helped him get there. 

J osef Stalin portrayed as he lay on his bier. The pai!' 
hanos in Gori, Georgia, where Stalin was born. Elsew ' 
in the Soviet Union his memory has been expun . 

Nobody has yet explained Stalin. He shot his 
friends right and left. He went into a yellow funk 
at the German invasion, and then rallied to be
come a great wartime leader. He staged a parade 
in Red Square when the Germans were in the 
suburbs of Moscow. With primitive factories, and 
sorne Allied aid, he managed to train, equip and 
inspire an army that, in Churchill's words, "tore 
the guts out of the German Army.'' He outma
neuvered Roosevelt and Churchill and grabbed ali 
of Eastern Europe. And, after the piles of cap
tured German banners were flung at his feet in 
Red Square, he began a ruthless purge of the 
Eastern European Coi;nmunist Party leadership, 
with show trials that were reminiscent of Moscow 
in the 1930's. 

"I have never understood that man, and I don't 
today," said the Soviet novelist and propagandist, 
Ilya Ehrenburg, who died last September at 76. 
"I carne home from the Spanish Civil War for 
what I thought was a few days' rest. And then I 
could not get an exit visa. I wrote to Stalin and 
got no reply. I wrote again in stronger terms, say
ing that there was nothing for me to do here, and 
that there was work to be done in Spain. My wife 
said, 'You're a fool, you have just committed sui
cide.' The visa carne through immediately. 

"I talked to Stalin only once, over the telephone, 
after I retumed from París, just after the fall of 
France. He called and asked me about my novel 
about the war. I was in a panic, because my 
daughter had this wild French poodle that was 
biting at my trousers and barking so that I could 
hardly hear what Stalin was saying. I kept kicking 
the dog away, and the damn beast kept running 
back. Stalin asked me if I had. portrayed the 
Fascists as they really were. This was during the 
time of the Nazi-Russian pact, and I told him that 
I could not even get the word 'Fascist' past my 
editors. He laughed and said, 'Perhaps we can 
give you sorne help on that.' This was a signal to 
me, and through me to other writers, that the pact 
was justa piece of paper, and that we were getting 
ready for a war with Germany. 

"The Stalin era was a terrible and frightening 
time. During the 1930's, writers kept a small valise 
packed with a change of clothes, toothbrush and 
razor and soap. They stayed awake most of the 
night, listening for the creak of the elevator that 

Text continued on page 38 
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Uncollectivized plots like this one Jitrnish half of Russia's produce. 

"Creeping capitalism" brings privately grown jlowers to city markel. 

Wind over the Kuban steppe drifls c1wff Jrom the wheat crop on a collective farm, 20,000 fertile acres cuUivated asan agricultura! Jactory. 
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The Science Cily o/ Novosibirsk is mushrooming from 
the Siberian landscape, where old dwellings (top) stand 
alongside new apartment blocks (left, and under con
stiuction above). M athematician V la dimir Romanov ( on 
balcony) looks forward to mov-ing his e:ii>andino famity 
into larger quarters, scheduled for occupancy soon. 



Scviet heav11 industr1J pulses across the nation from 
southern Georgia ( as in the steel plant at right, in Tiftis) 
to the Siberian north. W omen accomplish much labor 
that is done only b1} men in America. At the Siberian 
Heavy Electrical Machinery Factory in Novosibirsk 
(below) a worker checks the wiring of a giant generator. 



Holidaying on,the Black Sea coast, bathers at Sochi 
form a typically Soviet group (lefl) Jor calisthenics, 
and Russians of assorted shapes and sizes (below) 
bask like seals in the sun. Most vacationing workers 
and their f amilies stay at f actonJ-administered Jwtels. 

Writer Jlya Ehrenburg shortly befare he died. Like o/her "approved" arlists, he lived well, even owned Picassos. 

A RttSsian bathi11,g beauty comes equipped withtransislor radio, ando/her elemenls of the sceneseemAmerican. 
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The nation, ils popu.lation, its aspirations, ils weap
ons-all are formidably immense. At left lhe V ostok 
spaceship goes on public view, and al righl shoppers 
throng Karl Marx Avenue inl'II oscow, where consumer 
goods are becoming l.ess scarce. Y oung Pioneers al 
lower left are the Soviet equivalent of scouts, and vir
tually all children are members. While many Pioneers 
go on lo join the Young Communisls, relalively few 
graduale inlo the party ilself, whose leaders gather on 
Lenin's Tomb (below) for the annual display of 
Russüin militanJ strength in Moscow's Red Square. 



38 

Streaming inlo Red Square, loyalisls of lhe workers' paradise parade their banners to celebrate the Bolshevik uprising. 

50 YEARS OF THUNDER (continued from page 29) 
meant the police had come. They slept dw;ing the 
day. After the war they did not bother about 
packing the valise. They knew they were going 
to be taken to the prison and shot. 

"It was like drawing tickets in a lottery. Sorne 
drew good numbers, and sorne drew bad. I still 
don't know why. Maxim Litvinov was foreign 
minister in the '30's. Stalin arrested most of the 
top diplomats under him but never touched Lit
vinov, who lived to a happy old age. Why? I 
don't have the slightest idea." Valentin Kataev, 
70, who is probably the best-selling Russian writer 
still alive, dodged the problem nimbly by writing 
children's books under Stalin. "But even those 
were severely criticized, because I wrote them as 
parables of good and evil." Sitting in the garden 
of his dacha in a writers' colony outside Moscow, 
with buttercups growing wild in the grass, he 
pointed toward the house. "Several very good 
writers who lived here before me were arrested 
by Stalin. Who knows why? Here- try sorne of 
this Calvados. It was given me by a French million
aire, and I think you will find it to your taste." 

Perilous and uncertain as were the lives of the 
writers, they were models of security compared 
with those of Stalin's own colleagues, the high
ranking officials of party, government and army. 
Long after Stalin had consolidated power in his 
own hancls, anyone who resembled a potential rival 
was eliminated, and after these were gone, rivals 
were invented and elirninated in their turn, along 
with their families, their colleagues and their most 
casual acquaintances. The most brilliant generals, 
the most dedicated old Bosheviks, the most gifted 
of bureaucrats were expunged systematically. 
Terror was the means and terror tbe end. From 
the first of the great purge trials through his 
death nearly two decades later, Stalin's govern
ment was an engine running on blood. 

Stalin warmed up for the purges by the slaugh
ter of an entirely different class, the peasantry. In 
the summer of 1928, enthroned but not yet unas-

sailable as the nation's dictator, Stalin toured the 
vast farmlands of Siberia. The peasants, well-to
do kulaks and the poorer "middle peasants" alike, 
had been withholding huge amounts of grain, sell
ing it privately as best they could rather than de
liver their quotas at the fixed government price. 
Stalin simply turned the problem over to the secret 
police. As a result millions of peasants were herded 
onto collective farms, millions more shipped off to 
labor camps. The best estímate of the number of 
kulaks liquidated during the next four years was 
given by Stalin hirnself to Churchill during a war
time meeting. 

"The collective farm policy was a terrible strug
gle," Stalin reminisced overa drink one nigbt. 

"I thought you would have found it bad," 
Churchill said, "because you were dealing with 
millions of small men." 

"Ten million," said Stalin, and held up all his 
fingers for Churchill to count. 

The men around Stalin saw clearly enough 
what the massacre of the kulaks foreboded, and 
they entertained few illusions about Stalin. "We 
are left with nothing but a police state," said 
Nikolai lvanovich Bukharin, a powerful intirnate 
of both Lenin and Stalin, as early as 1928. "Stalin 
will strangle us all." Yet these roen, whose collec
tive power ostensibly overpowered Stalin's, did 
nothing to stop him and nothing tosa ve themselves. 

Still, Stalin moved cautiously at first. As late as 
1934, when Stalin decided to eliminate Sergey 
Mironevich Kirov, chairman of the Leningrad 
Central Committee, he felt it necessary to cover up 
bis own role in the assassination. Kirov was mur
dered by a paranoiac minor functionary named 
Nikelayev, who had been armed, prodded and 
supervised by tbe NKVD (Secret Police). But 
Kirov was given a hero's burial in the Kremlin, 
with Stalin himself delivering a florid funeral ora
tion, and Stalin initiated an elaborate witch-hunt 
to find the "enemies of the working class" who had 
engineered his murder. · 

After Kirov's death the persecution of the party 

hierarchy moved swiftly into the grotesque, openly 
vengeful spectacle of the Moscow trials. On the 
very night he received news of Kirov's assassina
tion, Stalin put through the "Law of December 1, 
1934," with its two chilling provisions: 

l. The investigating agencies are directed to 
speed up the cases of persons accused of the 
preparation or carrying out of acts of terrorism. 

2. Judicial organs are directed not to delay 
the- execution of death sentences pertaining to 
crirnes of this category in order to consider the pos
sibility of pardon, because the Presidium ... 
<loes not consider possible the receiving of peti
tions of this kind. 

With this law carne the assembly-line proces
sion of accusation, sentence and execution that 
in the two bloody years of 1936-37 alone ac
counted for a mínimum of seven million victims. 
Sorne observers put the figure at over 20 million. 

Stalin was not content that his toothless rivals 
be removed and executed. It was further necessary 
that they be shown guilty of the most conscience
less treason to the state, that they admit to the 
whole catalogue of Soviet crime and condemn them
selves as traitors, frauds, butchers and vermin. 

The first trial, in August of 1936, was known as 
the "Trial of the 16," but there were two major 
targets: Grigory Evseyevich Zinoviev and Lev 
Borisovich Kamenev. Zinoviev, who for the last 
20 years of Lenin's life had been closer to him 
perhaps than any man, had also been one of the 
triumvirate who assumed power after Lenin's 
death. Kamenev, the third member of the troika, 
had been editor of Pravda when it was an under
ground paper before the revolution, chairman of 
the extremely powerful Moscow Soviet in the first 
years of Soviet rule, and the functioning bead of 
government during Lenin's last illnesses. They and 
their 14 accused co-conspirators were tortured for 
months in Lubyanka Prison, coached in the lines 
they were to recite, tben trotted out for five days 
to sing their confessions under the direction of 
prosecutor Andrei Vishinsky, later Russia's charo
pion nyet-man at the U.N. The <lay after the trial, 
Kamenev, Zinoviev and the others were shot by 
the NKVD in the basement dungeons of Lubyanka. 

The two major trials that followed were dupli
cates of the first. In one the leading figure was 
Karl Radek, a passenger in the sealed train that 
brought Lenin back to Russia, and at the time 
of his arrest the editor of lzvestia. In the other, 
Stalin brought down Nikolai Ivanovich Bukharin, 
successor to Zinoviev as chairman of the Third 
International, and a man described by Lenin as 
"the most valuable and important theoretician in 
the party, and the favorite of the entire party." 

As before, the defendants abjectly admitted to 
Trotskyite conspiracies against the state; as 
before, they were swiftly sentenced and executed. 
But by now the prisoners in the dock were the 
most celebrated of the victirns. Down with them 
went hundreds and thousands of associates, any
one with whom they had any link, however tenu
ous or spurious. Daily death lists containing hun
dreds of names were brought in to Stalin like so 
many petty-cash slips, and he signed them by rote, 
without even reading them. 

Stalin felt so secure that he now accomplished 
one of his major purges without even bothering 
with the apparatus of a public trial. In the summer 
of 1937 the public prosecutor announced without 
preamble the arrest of eight of the senior generals 
of the Soviet army. It was a gaudy list, beaded by 
Marshal Mikhail Nikolayevich Tukachovsky, 
commander of Soviet forces against Poland, a 
Vice-Commissar of Defense and probably the 
best tactician in the Russian Army. He and the 
others were secretly arrested and sentenced by 
eight fellow generals, and sbot in the courtyard 
of Lubyanka; then six of the eight generals were 
shot in turn. 

Of all the massacres, the purge of the generals 



"To make the best, begin with the best-then cook with extra care." 

Enjoy the fresh taste o/ the Campbell Tomato. 
Our Big Red Ones are in Jor '6 7. 

It took fast work and close timing to get 
the 1967 crop of Campbell Tomatoes to 
our kitchens. 

But the real flavor-story began three 
years ago when seeds were selected for 
this harvest. Much of that time was spent 
in research and selection and increasing 
the seed yield from which each year's 
crop is grown. 

Sorne of these ancestor-proud tomatoes 
can brag on family lines that go back 
thirty years or more. Each separate strain 
brings its own heritage of taste, shape, 
color, and flavor. 

We call these our "fast" tomatoes. 
Because we start picking them wet with 
dew, hustle them to our plant to make 
sure you get every nuance of vine-fresh, 
just-picked fiavor. 

These tomatoes have to be right. The 
Campbell Chefs use tomatoes just the 
way you would yourself for Tomato, 
Tomato Rice, or Bisque of Tomato Soup. 

Our 1967 crop is now on the shelves of 
your favorite food store. You'll find the 
deep, rich , fresh-picked flavor of the 
Campbell Tomato in our soups, tomato 
juice, and V-8 Cocktail Vegetable Juice. 

Campbell's • Swanso11 • V-8 • 
Franco-American • B01mty 
. .. ali made by Campbell 
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was most dangerous to Stalin and to 
the state. The Spanish Civil War had 
already begun, and a full war with 
Germany could not be avoided for
ever. To meet the threat, Stalin had 
a broken-down agricultural machine 
that produced roughly half what it had 
a decade earlier; a vast government ap
paratus shom of experienced Jeaders on 
ali levels; a manpower supply reduced 
by the tens of millions, and now a 
ravaged army general staff. 

In this crisis the genuine advances 
that Stalin was achieving in industry 
were his only redeeming accomplish
ment. From the early 1930's huge new 
factories and entire new towns were 
thrown up and began tuming out trucks 
and rubber, tractors and hall bearings. 
Giant dams were built to supply the 
new works with power. Significantly 
almost ali the new projects were lo
cated far to the east of Russia's borders, 
tucked behind the protective barrier of 
Lhe Ural Mountains. When war carne, 
Russia was perhaps a minor industrial 
power compared to Germany and the 
U.S., but her factories were able- just 
barely-toequip her armies and preserve 
Russia and Stalin from annihilation. 

Stalin seems reaily to have believed 
that his cynical 1939 pact with Hitler 
would keep him out of war. What it did, 
of course, was give Hitler a green light 
to swallow up Europe and Jeave Stalin 
alone to face his most bitter enemy. 
For 11 days, after Hitler finally at· 
tacked Russia on June 22, 1941, Stalin 
fell into a paralysis of fear and despair, 
and stayed holed up at a resort on the 
Black Sea. The Germans advanced at 
the rate of 20 miles a day, surrounding 
and chopping up entire Soviet ann.ies. 
Not until July 3 did Stalin appeal by 
radio to his "brothers and sisters" of 
Russia to destroy the "fiends and can
nibals" who had invaded. From that 
point on Stalin gathered his nerve. He 
celebrated November 7 in Red Square 
even though the Germans were on the 
outskirts of Moscow. 

"How did we stop them after they 
had come so far?" Dmitrji Zaev and 
three other Jieutenant generals dis
cussed the point warmly in a Moscow 
officers' club. "Stalin's presr.mce in 
Moscow was a great morale factor." 
said Zaev, a barrel-chested man with 
five rows of ribbons and two rows of 
gold teeth. "But we had been fighting 
and taking a toll ali the way from the 
frontier. This was nothing like their 
sweep through France. We stopped 
them at the Luga River in July and on 
the Dnieper in the fall. We held them 
up at Kiev and at Smolensk, and that 
threw Hitler's grand 'Plan Barbarossa' 
completely out of joint. 

"Did the Russian winter save us? 
Certainly it was one of the most bitter 
on record. There is sorne mythology 
here. The Russian soldier gets cold like 
anybody else. Hitler had expected his 
roen to be gaily toasting their toes on 
Moscow stoves by the time the snows 
began. Our men had felt boots, and the 
Germans had to make them out of 
straw. Crude things, such as our peas
ants used to wear. You can see them 
over in the war museum." 

"Odd as it may seem now, the cav
alry was a key factor in the Moscow 
defense," said Lt. Gen. Victor Pozd
nyak, who commanded a division of 
horse in those days. "There were only 
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'l'm glad I survived, of course. 
Visit our cemeteries and see the acres of 

people who did not.' 

a few roads, surrounded by marsh, and 
we could move where their tanks could 
not. We specialized in night attacks, 
sweeping into their rear and throwing 
them into panic. We even killed quite 
a few, Cossack-style, with sabers. But 
what turned it was the absolute deter
mi..,ation to defend Moscow. I under
stand that in your country you give 
your highest meda! to a man who will
ingly sacrifices his lile. Our men did it 
every day, at Moscow, Leningrad, 
Stalingrad. They threw themselves un
der tanks, with a grenade in each hand. 
They knocked out the tanks. One of 
our greatest war heroes, Lieutenant 
Klochkov, described this spirit best 
when he told his twenty-eight-man 
platoon: "Russia is a big country, but 
we have no more room. Moscow is at 
our backs.' They knocked out thirty
twotanks, butonly four mensurvived." 

The vaunted German armor was an 
easy target on these meager Russian 
roads. The marshes helped. So did the 
tank barriers of logs and ditches built 
by platoons of Russian workers. One 
Russian lieutenant named Varmin in 
a new T-34. a match for the best Ger
man armor, dug his machine in above 
a bend in the highway to Moscow. 
"He destroyed the first tank that 
rounded the bend, thus blocking the 
road," Pozdnyak explained. "The Ger· 
mans had been ordered to attack, and 
so. of course, they attacked. They 
blundered off into the soft ground on 
the side of the road. Varmin knocked 
out twelve more tanks with methodical 
precision, as fast as they appeared, 
and the Germans decided to quit." 

The Germans were stopped on De
cember 5, 1941, ata signpost that read 
20 kilometers to Moscow. Hitler got no 
farther. He had miscalculated fatally. 

The defense of besieged Leningrad, 
during that winter of 1941, was a mat
ter of sheer persistence, a willingness 
to starve to death. "We ate glue, petro
leum, sawdust. anything you can name, 
and we were glad to get this," said 
the Leningrad poet, Oleg Shestinski. 
"I am not sure if it is something Amer
icans ever can understand. A million 
people died that winter. We could not 
dig graves in the frost. We blasted a 
few with dynarnite, but mostly we left 
them frozen in their rooms and on the 
doorsteps until spring. Corpses were 
lying ali over the city like cordwood, 
and after you had stepped across enough 
of them you did not feel a thing. 

"Try to see this picture: a great city 
surrounded in a net of steel. The food 
supplies bumed in the constant bom
bardment. There was no apartment 
block in the city that was not hit at 
least once. My own was hit three times. 
We found it was better to put some
thing in your stomach, even sawdust, 
than to eat nothing at ali. The old 
people began to die first, of course. 
They would sit down on a park bench 
or a doorstep and simply give up and 
die. A typical meal would be a soup of 
water and a handful of burned grain. 
plus a slice of sawdust bread. I remem
ber New Year's day when my aunt. 
who taught ata kindergarten, brought 
home sorne pota to peels. We fried them, 

and I have never tasted such a delicacy 
before or since. Bread became sacred 
to me. Even today I become enraged 
when I see somebody nibble at a slice 
and toss it away. Yes, there was canni
balism. I know because my mother was 
a doctor in a Leningrad hospital. They 
cut the tender parts off the bodies. 
made it into a stew and sold it in the 
streets. It was well planned, a gang, 
but they caught them all and shot 
them. During that first winter my 
grandmother and two of my uncles 
died. My father was at the front, and 
my mother and I managed to survive. 

"By spring the worst of it was over. 
See that park out there? It was a cab
bage garden. Every inch of Leningrad 
not covered by concrete was turned 
into a garden. That winter the ice road 
across Ladoga Lake was opened, and 
we began getting supplies. Since I was 
justa hoy of thirteen, I rather liked the 
siege then. The schools were closed. 
My pals and I would sneak through the 
lines and steal gunpowder from the 
Germans. When you set a match to it. 
it made a lovely whoosh. 

"One day, after a severe bombard
ment, I carne across a girl's leg in a 
quite ordinary brown-cotton stocking. 
The leg had Janded upon a fence. I did 
not see the rest of her. For years after 
I could not talk to any woman who 
wore stockings in this particular shade 
of brown. I am glad I survived, of 
course. Visit our cemeteries and see 
the acres of people who did not. 

"A comradeship grew up among the 
people who survived the siege. Just the 
other day a city bus squeaked to a stop 
as I was walking down the street. The 
driver got out and shook my hand. He 
was one of the boys who had sneaked 
through the German lines with me 
twenty-five years ago. We talked and 
exchanged telephone numbers. I don't 
think the passengers on the bus liked 
it very much, nor did the cars lined up 
behind. But if you lived through the 
siege, you have this special feeling for 
the others who made it too." 

The third great battle of the war in 
Russia was Stalingrad. It had a steel 
mill and a tractor plant, and it lay on 
the banks of the lovely Volga River. 
Hitler could have crossed the Volga al
most any place he chose, and why he 
chose Stalingrad nobody really knows. 
Perhaps merely because he hated the 
name. Perhaps because in the autumn 
of 1942 he needed a symbolic victory to 
make up for his failures at the gates of 
Moscow and Leningrad. 

"In a way the Germans defeated 
themselves," says Grigory Denisov. 
who was an infantry major during the 
battle. "Their bombardment reduced 
the city to a mass of rubble through 
which their tanks could not move. 
They made anti-tank barriers for us 
by blowing the whole city up. That 
reduced it to a house-to-house battle. 
and the German generals have said in 
their memoirs that we were better at 
that than they were." Walking along 
Mamai hill, the only commanding 
height in Stalingrad, he scuffed his feet 
casually in the dirt and raised 20 pieces 
of shrapnel. "This hill changed hands 

a dozen times in the fight. General 
Chuikov, who commanded the defense, 
had his bunker just down there. Rus
sian tourists have been coming here 
for over twenty years, and they take 
home souvenirs. But they haven't be
gun to exhaust the supply." He kicked 
the dirt, and another shower of shrap
nel carne out. "You see, there is plenty 
for everyone. I am sorry. If I seem a bit 
sour, it is because I knew many young 
men who died here on this hill. Take a 
piece of shrapnel home for a souvenir. 
Everybody does." 

Walking across the 100 yards from 
the Volga to the brick ruins of a flour 
mill that was the last outpost of Soviet 
defense in Stalingrad, Ivan Afanasev. 
a former lieutenant, explained, "We 
made that walk in a couple of minutes 
just now. In the war it took two hours. 
dodging through boles. We were under 
constant bombing. We used to say, 
'Better to attack the Germans twice 
than to go to the Volga once for a 
drink of water.' " 

"We had two sayings," says Major 
Denísov. "'There is no land beyond the 
Volga.' And 'We will die with our hats 
facing west.' A great many of us did. 
One of my closest friends and his en
tire company were wiped out in house
to-house fighting." 

Afanasev is one of the survivors of 
the most celebrated defense of all. It is 
called the "Pavlov house," after its 
commander, and was the farthest point 
of German advance, only 200 yards 
from the Volga. "We littered the 
streets with German corpses," says 
Afanasev. "Many of our meo were 
killed bringing ammunition just that 
few hundred yards from the Volga. 
It was an almost suicidal mission. I 
was firing from a ground-floor window 
when a German got close enough to 
throw in a grenade. He killed my two 
cornrades, and I woke up in a hospital 
deaf and blind. 

"It is like boiling a fish-you know, 
their eyes get hard. That is what hap
pened to mine. I partially recovered 
and went back to the front until 1944, 
when my commander discovered I 
could not tell a German from a Russian 
at more than fifty yards. He sent me 
to the rear. I was totally blind for 
twelve years until a Russian doctor 
invented a new operation. I looked up 
from the table and saw him, the first 
face I had seen in twelve years." 

By the fall of 1942 the Russian rapid
fire rocket Jauncher called the katusha 
had come into action. Stationed safely 
on the far bank of the Volga, they 
pounded the Germans without letup. 
Then, on November 19, 1942, the Rus
sians counterattacked. Striking from 
the north and south, they threw a great 
pincer around 300,000 Germans, and 
by Christmas they had closed it. "Then 
we sliced them up like a cake," says 
Denisov, who fought in this offensive. 
"Hitler had forbidden his commander. 
General Paulus, to retreat, and then 
he promoted him to field marshal on 
the theory that meo of such rank never 
surrender. But surrender he did on 
January 31. at his headquarters in 
the basement of the Univermag de
partment store." 

The Russians also captured 23 other 
generals, 90,000 roen who had survived 
the elaughter, 750 planes and 1,550 
tanks. More than a year before the 
Normandy invasion, the Russians had 
given the invincible Germans their 
first sound whipping, and it changed 



the whole tone of the war. "We knew 
after Stalingrad," says Denisov, "that 
we were going to win." After Stalin
grad the Red Army rolled on a rising 
tide of victory- helped now by a flow 
of lend-lease supplies that would total 
$11 billion. (This help was scantly 
acknowledged by the government, but 
the average Russian veteran still talks 
fondly of Studebaker trucks, "villises" 
-for Willys Jeeps-and Spam. T hey 
do not speak so kindly about the pow
dered eggs.) 

"To understand Russia, you must 
understand the war," says Alexander 
Konodo, director of a secondary school 
in western Moscow. "My brother was 
killed." Konodo, now a stout man with 
bushy gray hair anda row of steel teeth, 
added, somewhat diffidently: "I lay 
unconscious for severa! hours in a 
village in Byelorussia with a machine
gun bullet through my shoulder. I 
woke up and crawled into a ravine to 
escape the Fascist planes. That night 
I walked for three hours to find an aid 
station. The point is that my family's 
experience was typical. I t happened 
ali over Russia." Ata seminar at Mos
cow University, almost ali of 100 stu
dents present had lost a close rela
tive in the war, many of them their 
fathers. 

"Everybody got bombed and shelled, 
of course," said Ilya Ehrenburg, who 
was a war correspondent at the time. 
"But the closest I carne to dying was 
on the Kursk front in Byelorussia in 
February, 1943, months before we made 
our big breakthrough. We got stuck in 
a terrible blizzard. As I lay there, 
freezing, I had the most wonderful 
dreams. I dreamed I was in bed with 
a beautiful woman. The Red Star cor
respondent with me said we had to go 
for help. I said no, I like it very well 
right here. If you have to die, freezing 
is not a bad way to go. A sled carne 
along, just in time, and carried us to a 
battalion headquarters where I drank 
two hundred grams of vodka. I hardly 
felt it. If I drank that much today I 
would be rolling under the table. All of 
our soldiers gota ration of one hundred 
grams a day. They usually drank it in 
the morning to ward off the severe 
cold. Vodka was one of the reasons we 
stood up to the winter much better 
than the Germans." 

"You must understand that when 
we talk of peace, we are not just mak
ing propaganda," said a Soviet editor 
in Sochi. He was sitting on a pleasant 
balcony overlooking flower gardens 
and the calm slap of the Black Sea. He 
had a great hole in his chin, a memento 
of the desperate Russian defense of the 
Ukraine in 1941. "We know what war 
is like. Those were disastrous times
and no one tries to conceal it- before 
Russia, England and America joined 
hands. I hope sincerely that that day 
will come again." 

This almost incredible tyrant, Stalin. 
looted all of Eastern Europe after the 
war, bringing home to Russia every
thing from entire steel mills to nuclear 
physicists. He caught as many German 
scientists as he could find and pressed 
them into service. They made him an 
atomic bomb- with the help of a Com
munist spy network in the West-and 
the most advanced rocket system in 
the world. T hen he started his most 
fantastic purge of all. He thought he 
had uncovered a plot of Jewish doctors 
to kill him. The secret police rounded 
them up. He even threw into prison his 

own physician, Vinogradov, the only 
doctor he had trusted for decades. 

Mercifully for the doctors, for Rus. 
sía, and perhaps for Stalin himself, he 
collapsed with a stroke on the carpet 
in his dacha at 3 A.M. on March 2, 1953. 
H is underlings lifted him to a couch and 
watched over him for three days while 
he now and then opened a baleful eye. 
Finally, almost black in the face from 
lack of circulation, he raised one 
finger in an enigmatic gesture, then 
fell back on his pillow and most reluc
tantly died. 

The Politburo members- Khru
shchev and company- cried genuine 
tears at the death couch. It was the 
end of an era that encompassed ali 
their adult lives. But they began to 
think very quickly about the future. 
T he most dangerous man in Russia was 
Lavrenti Beria, the head of the secret 
police. He was a Georgian, like Stalin, 
and in Stalin's last years they would 
discuss state matters in Georgian, in a 
comer of a Kremlin room. Then Stalin 
would walk out while Beria stayed to 
pass on the orders. 

The Politburo enlisted the aid of 
Marshall Georgi Zhukov, head of the 
armed forces and a man who detested 
Beria and his secret police. Zhukov 
circled Moscow secretly with a division 
of crack troops, captured Beria, and 
shot him without recourse to trial. 
This broke the power of the secret 
police. But the struggle for power 
within the Politburo had just begun. 

The first to come up on top was 
Georgi Malenkov, a lumpy dumpling 
of a man, who had carried a front 
comer of Stalin's coffin in the great 
cortege, and who apparently was 
Stalin's choice as his heir. With him to 
the center of power carne Vyacheslav 
Molotov, that cagey diplomat and 
hatchet man-he was the only orator 
at Stalin's funeral who broke down 
and cried. Into the key post of secre
tary of the Central Committee slipped 
Nikita Khrushchev, thought of at 
that time as a rather eructe and comic 
politician from the Ukraine. But he 
quietly gathered ali the real power into 
his hands. 

He deposed Malenkov and replaced 
him with the more compliant Nikolai 
Bulganin. The famous "Bulganin and 
Khrushchev" team toured the world 
with almost vaudevillian verve. When 
Malenkov and Molotov got together 
an anti-Khrushchev majority within 
the Presidium, in June, 1957, Khru
shchev neatly turned the tables. He 
called together the entire 375-man 
Central Committee, which deposed 
his enemies instead of him. He sent 
Malenkov off to run a remote power 
station, and he dispatched Molotov as 
ambassador to Outer Mongolia. 

But Khrushchev's policies were sur
prisingly erratic. When he denounced 
Stalin at the Twentieth Party Congress 
in 1956, there seemed to be at last a 
breeze of freedom blowing through the 
land. When this breeze turned into 
revolution in Hungary, he ruthlessly 
suppressed it. He could not decide 
whether to decentralize control of in
dustry or to centralize it still further
and so he tried a little of both. 

He was so impressed with his visit 
to Roswell Garst's farm in Iowa in 
1959 that he attempted to turn Russia 
into a great corn producer, althougb 
almost the entire country is totally un
suited to the (continued on page 44) 
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TAICHUNG, FORMOSA-Two-year-old Su Ying, 
her parents dead, waits f or her brotlzer who 
will never return. 

Little Su Ying was abandoned in the spondence is translated at our overseas 
alley behind our Babies' Home in For- offices. 
mosa. She was frightened, cold and (And if you want your child to have 
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In her hand she clutcbed a note Since 1938, thousands of American 
sponsors have found this to be an inti-

written by her brother: 
"Please take care of my sister. Our 

parents are dead for many weeks. I 
am twelve and can no longer find food 
for this small sister. To my ears carne 
news of your House, so I bring Su 
Ying to you." 

Will you help us give Su Ying-and 
youngsters equally as needy-a chance 
to grow up in an atmosphere of love? 

For only $12 a month you can spon
sor such a child and receive bis or her 
photograph, personal history, and the 
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Your child will know who you are 
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mate, person-to-person way of sharing 
tbeir blessings with youngsters around 
tbe world. 

And your help is desperately needed. 
Overseas, our staff reports boys and 
girls still search garbage dumps for 
food . . . babies abandoned in the 
streets . . . blind children locked in 
cellars ... 

Little Su Ying and cbildren like her 
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day? Thank you. 
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'68 Impala coupes. 
DramÓtically new! 

Fastback or formal. 

Now America's most popular coupe, the 
Chevrolet Impala, comes in your choice of two 
personalities: (1) sleek and smart; 
(2) poised and commanding. Of course, if 
you look at the two straight on, you have 
trouble telling them apart. Both have 
Chevrolet's new full-depth grille, sweeping 
new hood lines, and Hide-A-Way windshield 
wipers. 

A MORE SILENT RIDE 

Both are unbelievably smooth and silent-

Above: Fastback Impala Sport Coupe. Below: Impala Custom Coupe with new formal roof fine. 

riding cars. Chevrolet engineers have used 
electronic computers to analyze potential 
noises and vibrations and nip them in the 
bud. Exclusive new double-cushioned rubber 
body mounts, strategically located, result 
in a library-quiet ride that puts Impala 
even further ahead of its field. 

PROVEO SAFETY FEATURES 

On all '68 Chevrolets are the famous proved 
::;M-developed energy-absorbing steering 
column and folding front seat back latches. 

Brand-new items include energy-absorbing 
front seat backs and seat belts with push
button buckles for all passenger positions. The 
sumptuous new interiors are generously 
padded and new safety armrests shield 
door handles. There is even a buzzer 
to warn yo u if you've lef t the keys in the 
ignition, another thoughtful new 
Chevrolet feature. 

NEW ENGINES, TOO 

The cars come with a bigger standard V8 

engine- 307 cubic inches now. And there's 
a special 250-hp Eight you can order that 
gets along just beautifully on regular 
fuel. Most models equipped with automatic 
transmissions come with a new carburetor 
heater that warms the air to give you 
more efficient performance in cold weather. 

You can't top a 1968 Chevrolet Impala 

which roof line you • • 
Coupe. No matter ~ 

decide to go with. 

BE SMART. BE SURE. BUY NOW AT YOUR CHEVROLET DEALER'S. 
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( con/ inued from page 41) 

crop. "Now his virgin-lands scheme
Lo planl vast areas of Soviet Asia 
Lo wheat- made sorne sense." says a 
Weslern agronomist. "They need to put 
more land under cultivation if they're 
ever going to solve their food problem. 
But it was a get-rich-quick scheme. He 
did not follow through with the huge in
vestments in machinery and fertilizer 
that ali Soviet agriculture needs. You 
have to expect good years and bad on 
these arid virgin lands. The 1963 crop 
was a disaster because of drought and 
had much to do with Khrushchev's 
downfall. He embarrassed the state 
when he had to buy wheat abroad." 

Khrushchev could never make up 
his mind, either, about the Soviet intel
lectuals. He personally authorized pub
lication of One Day in llze Lije of !van 
Denisovich. a grim account of life in 
a Stalin labor camp by a writer who 
had been in one for eight years. Ap
parenlly he simply enjoyed the book. 
Then he became bitterly critica! of 
modern artists and the rebel poets 
Yevtushenko and Vozhnesensky, who 
were digging subtle but deep barbs 
into Soviet society. "lt was not the 
happiest period of my life," recalls 
Vozhnesensky, of this period in 1963. 
"He called me in and said that if l 
wanted to go on writing this sort of 
thing, I should go abroad and stay 
there. But nothing happened. We have 
reached the point, at least I hope so, 
where writers are not shot any more." 

By the time Khrushchev got well 
underway with his campaign against 
the intellectuals, he was already on the 
way out hirnself-although of course 
he <lid not know it. His onetirne cronies 
on the Party Presidium had quietly 
enlisted a majority against him, not 
only among themselves but within 
the unwieldy Central Committee. On 
October 13. 1964, Khrushchev was 
summoned from his Black Sea daclza 
back to Moscow and told bluntly that 
he was through. After ali, he was 70 
and had had a good long run. He railed 
against the decision, but on October 15 
lhe entire Central Committee con
vened and approved the change of 
power. Pravda accused Khrushchev of 
"hare-brained schemes, bragging and 
phrase-mongering." He faded quietly 
into retirement. seen now only on his 
annual visits to the voting box. At the 
end of a violent argument, after which 
he finally consented to retire, he is 
reported to have said, "Well, at least 
the Khrushchev reforms let you replace 
t '1e first secretary without violence and 
bloodshed." Aleksei Kosygin, 61, took 
over half his job, as premier, and Leo
nid Brezhnev, 58, took over the other 
half as first secretary. 

And Stalin's grave is now dishonored. 
Hís party colleagues who lived in terror 
of hirn have had their revenge. Once 
he lay in splendor in the Lenin mauso
leum in Red Square. In the dark of the 
night Khrushchev took away the corpse 
and excised Stalin's name from the 
building. He líes now, quietly decom
posed. between the mausoleum and 
the Kremlin wall. with the second tier 
of Soviet heroes. But ali the other 
graves are neatly tended, and his is 
rank with weeds. It is a calculated in
sult that thousands of Russians who 
visit the Kremlin see every <lay. "I 
think he must have been a crazy man," 
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The law prevents grandmothers 
from getting children baptized without 

the consent of their parents. 

said a schoolteacher in Kiev, "to do 
the things he did." In his home town 
of Gori, in Georgia, a local official says, 
"We think he was a good wartime 
leader, but toward the end, in his old 
age, was mentally unbalanced." 

"Understand World War II and its 
irnpact, of course," said a Western dip
lomat who is Russian-born himself. 
"But start with the nineteenth-century 
novelists. There is indeed what they 
call the 'Russian soul,' a Russian char
acter that is quite of its own. They are 
moody, although they don't admit it. 
In a crisis they will work or light for 
days and nights without sleep. Then 
once the crisis is passed, they will fall 
into a peculiar sort of lassitude and not 
do one damned thing. They enjoy crisis 
and hate routine." Most Russian writ
ers will agree privately to this thesis. 
"When I read Tolstoy and Dostoyev
sky, I find myself on every page," one 
Moscow poet said. 

'Td agree there's what they call a 
'Russian soul,'" said another Western 
diplomat. "But there is an irnportant 
qualification that must be made. The 
Russian today is not at all interested 
in redemption through sacrifice and 
suffering- a main theme of the great 
Russian novels. This was a church
oriented theme, and the church is mori
bund, attended only by grandmothers, 
wrapped around with babushkas from 
neck to head. You know they even 
passed a Jaw that the babushkas could 
not get a child baptized without the 
parents' consent. These grannies were 
sneaking them in while the parents 
were off at work." ("Grannies are that 
way," said a girl in Leningrad. "We 
!et her baptize our little girl because it 
made her so happy. Of course we don't 
believe in any of that religious non
sense ourselves. ") 

"Nobody can really say how the 
Russian people have gotten along in 
tossing over religion," a Western diplo
mat says. "Khrushchev once crossed 
himself at a polling place and then 
blushed till he was pink. Ali Russian 
speech contains references, mostly un
conscious, to God. But I think the 
average Russian wants a bigger salary, 
a bigger apartment, a car. The babush
kas think about God. The younger ones 
think about comforts for them and 
their children. Not too different from 
the U.S., is it really? 

"Everybody plays a guessing game 
about who's on top, Brezhnev or Kosy
gin. Nobody knows, but Kosygin oc
cupies Stalin's old office in the Kremlin. 
The people who saw him in action at 
GJassboro were quite impressed. He's 
a cool cat. But it really is committee 
rule. The top eleven, the Politburo. 
meet severa! times a week, we presume. 

"But power is even more diffuse than 
that. When Khrushchev convened the 
en tire Central Committee of three hun
dred and seventy-five members, back 
in 1957, to toss out Molotov and Ma
Ienkov, he created what may be a 
permanent change in Soviet society. 
The Central Committee members feel 
their power now and use it. This has 
caused a great deal of indecision in for
eign policy. The Politburo does not so 

much act as react to events as they 
happen. They sort of diddled their way 
into the Middle East war when they 
could have called it off any time if they 
chose. They will strongly support North 
Vietnam because they have to-partly 
because of the conflict with China. But 
there is very little passion in it. As for 
the average Russian, he is not inter
ested in ideology, even if he ever was." 

"Of course we talk politics at home," 
said a Leningrad schoolteacher. "Who's 
in and who's out." She seemed surprised 
at the question. "It is sort of fun to 
read between the lines in the papers and 
try to puzzle out what's going on. We 
think of Brezhnev as a party man, very 
firmly seated. Kosygin is more con
genia!. He is a planner, a technician. 
just the kind of man we need right now. 
He has promised ali sorts of economic 
advances. If they come through he will 
be in a powerful position within the 
Politburo. If they fail, the Politburo 
will probably kick hirn out." 

She gave a charming smile and added, 
"He is not as handsome as was your 
President Kennedy-I think he is quite 
ugly in fact. But I think that he is 
able." Then she added a question, with 
that disconcerting smattering of knowl
edge of American politics that you find 
in odd moments all over Russia: "Who 
will you vote for in the elections
J ohnson, Nixon, Romney? They are ali 
warmongers. If I could vote there, I 
would vote for Bobby Kennedy, and 
not just because he is the best-looking 
of the lot- I do not think he is a Fascist 
or a warmonger. Not that it matters 
that much. Your ruling circles will de
cide on a man, and he will win. I t will 
probably be Rockefeller. When a man 
owns banks and oil fields and half the 
world, how could he fail to win? 

"But to tell the truth, we talk a lot 
more about the price of potatoes, and 
the new co-op apartment we are buy
ing, than we do about politics." 

How does a bright young man get 
ahead in this new Soviet Union? The 
process is at least as arcane as getting 
ahead in American busir1ess. He begins 
in school as a Young Pioneer-a sort of 
Marxist Boy Scout group which prac
tically every Soviet school child joins at 
the age of 12. He proudly wears the 
red scarf of his membership at the pa
rades and rallies the Soviets !ove to 
stage. He goes on to col!ege, of course, 
where he joins the Young Communist 
League, another act of obeisance that 
almost every student performs. Oddly 
enough, when and whether he joins the 
party itself does not seem to matter 
very much. Party meetings are held 
about once a month in each cell and 
are somewhat more boring than the 
P.T.A. Tea is usually served. 

What matters at the point of gradua
tion is intelligence, plus charm, plus 
sorne sort of specialty in which a man 
can make a reputation for success. 

Arcady Lusev, 38, knows how. He is 
a slender and handsome man with a 
shock of blond hair, and he is deputy 
chairman of the local soviet in the bur
geoning Siberian city of Novosibirsk, 
which already has a population of more 
than a mili ion. He migrated from Byelo-

russia to Siberia in 1948, "because my 
home town was sti!J in ruins, and be
cause there is a first-rate engineering 
institute here." He smiled. "Then l 
married Maria, a native Siberian who 
would not live anyplace else. So now 
I'm a Siberian for life." 

Once out of the institute, he began as 
foreman on a construction gang. "I rose 
to the post of chief engineer." Lusev's 
career illustrates the interplay between 
the official government apparatus, the 
soviet, and the real power center-the 
Communist Party. "Two years ago tlle 
man who sat in this chair was elected 
head of the local Communist Party. I 
was elected to take his place. Why was 
I chosen?" He shrugged. "Everyone 
knew me. and I suppose I had estab
lished a reputation as a builder. Noth
ing is more irnportant than building in 
a city that is growing as fastas Novosi
birsk. No, I hold no position in the 
party. I am simply a member. 

"I had to take a salary cut. I was 
making three hundred and fifty rubles 
a month, and I am making only two 
hundred and ninety now." He went on 
in a vein that any American politician 
could understand: "The peo ple asked 
me to do it, and I couldn't turn il down. 
Will I continue in politics? That de 
pends on whether the people want me. 
But I was reelected last year. 

"I am in charge of the fire depart
ment and the police. We don't have 
much crirne here, only a few drunk and 
disorderly. If the man has a good repu
tation at his factory, he gets off with a 
reprimand. He just went on a hender. 
If he repeats, we give him what we call 
'Fifteen days and a broom.' He does 
not spend the time in jail but must 
show up each morning for sweeping 
the streets or sorne other manual labor. 

"But my main job still is construc
tion. We still have a housing shortage. 
As you have seen, we have many beau
tiful new buildings here and many old
new apartment houses with log cabins 
next door. We are not tearing down ali 
the cabins but are moving them to make 
a 'Siberian village.' which will look just 
as this town did when Lenin crossed the 
River Ob r.ere on a fer y in 1897. exiled 
by the czar. We have allocated eighty
eight million rubles for construction 
this year-apartment houses, shops, 
schools. About seventy percent are 
built with prefab concrete slabs that 
we Iift into place with these giant 
cranes. How long does a new apartment 
house take to build? Six months, on 
the average." He gave a sly smile. 
"When we get near the end of a Five
Year Plan, you would be amazed at 
how fast we can get them up." 

Another young man on the way up is 
Vladimir Fedoseev, blond and hand
some, who at 35 is vice-rector of Mos
cow University. 

"You can find a history of Russia in 
any family,'' he says. "My grandpar
ents were born as peasants in Byelo
russia, and they died as peasants there. 
Because we owned a horse, we were not 
thought of as 'poor peasants,' but as 
'middle peasants.' My wife's father was 
jailed in 1905 as a revolutionary. My 
father fought in the civil war after 
1919. My brother was killed in World 
War II. It is not an unusuaJ story. I 
won a gold [scholarshipl meda! at my 
secondary school and so was admitted 
to Moscow University on a scholarship. 
The tuition was free, and I received a 
monthly stipend that I could live on. 
provided that I watched my kopecks." 
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Fedoseev went on to a doctorate in 
organic chemistry- on which he still 
lectures-and then to the post of vice
rector. He makes 320 rubles a month, 
on which he says he lives very well, 
since his wife. Natasha, also a chemist, 
brings home a good salary. He has vis
ited Finland, France and the U.S. 

"No, I don't plan to huy a car. As 
vice-rector, I have an official car. I 
don't even know how to drive. My 
main concern now is a research paper I 
am writing. I have two months' vaca
tion, but I think I will send the family 
to the Crimea while I stay here and get 
the research done. I know my title 
sounds impressive, but we really lead a 
very simple life. We have a three-room 
apartment. We like to go to the movies 
while granny takes care of the child. 
Our friends are mostly chemists. When 
we enterlain it is usually a supper in the 
traditional Russian style- you can find 
a good description in a Tolstoy novel. A 
buffet with sorne vodka and wine. We 
play sorne records, talk about our work 
in progress, gossip about our friends. 
Where do l go from here? I don't really 
know. I enjoy lhe administrative prob
lems of running one of the world's great 
universilies. But I enjoy basic research 
cven more. I am hoping that I can com
bine the two." 

I van Gavriliko. 38, is deputy director 
of a huge state farm in the Ukraine, 
where vast plains of wheat bow to the 
wind. It looks much like the American 
Midwest. He is a neat little man with 
light brown hair who had put on his 
best blue suit for the occasion. He helps 
run a vast 34,000-acre state farm that 
raises wheat and cattle. He keeps two 
huge stuffed turkeys on the bureau in 
his office. because they are a symbol of 
his and the farm's success. 

"It was our own idea." he says 
proudly. "lt was not dictated from 
above. There was a great demand for 
tmkeys that was not being met. So we 
jumped in. Now we deliver 400,000 a 
year to the market, and we raise them 
as efficiently as you do in the U.S." He 
proudly showed oft the incubatorswhere 
t he lurkey eggc; were hatching, the 
cribs of young birds, the fields where 
the turkeys were getting fat for slaugh
ter. "Most of the farm is still in wheat 
and cattle, of course. But these turkeys 
are our most profitable scheme. We can 
sell more than we can raise." 

On a great billboard outside the 
hatchery were the pictures of a dozen 
heroes of Soviet labor, mostly women. 
who had distinguished themselves in 
the care and killing of turkeys. "Every
body pitches in because they ali get a 
share of the profits." said Gavriliko. 
"We have twenty-five thousand acres 
under cultivation. in wheat. barley and 
com. We have one thousand, five 
hundred milk cows and two thousand 
head of beef. 

"We have a cinema, a hospital, an ex
cellent secondary school. We even have 
a brass band. We have five doctors, 
and twenty teachers in the schools. We 
have six veterinarians. each a specialist 
in his field. We had sales of 5.6 million 
rubles lasl year and eamed a profit of 
760,000. We have a total of twelve 
lhousand workers. They all have elec
Lricity. Many still have outdoor toilets, 
bul we are going to correct that soon. 

'·How did I get ahead? I was bom 
here and know every inch of the land. 
After high school I went into the army 
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'1 could defect anytime 
and make more money, but a Russian cannot 

be happy outside Russia.' 

for four years, and when I carne back I 
went to work on the farm and took a 
correspondence course from the Agri
cultura! lnstitute in Kiev. After I re
ceived my diploma I was promoted to a 
managerial post. The great success of 
our turkeys helped ali of us here of 
course. Sorne American agronomists 
visited here and much admired them. 
They are big, plump birds, as good as 
you grow in the U.S." 

"Weare prosperingquite nicelyhere," 
said Thalva Gigashvili, director of the 
Medsvseskhevi collective farro at Sta
lin's birthplace in Georgia. "Weworksix 
thousand acres here and produce almost 
anything you can name- wheat, com, 
grapes, cucumbers, tomatoes, carrots, 
cabbages, onions, garlic, sugar beets, 
cattle, pigs and honey. This is a rich 
mountain valley where anything will 
grow. Each family on the collective 
owns its own home and has a prívate 
plot of more than an acre, where they 
can grow anything they please, from 
pigs to flowers." The houses on this 
farro are pleasant, crumbly buildings 
made of ancient brick and mortar. The 
front and back yards are lush with fruit 
trees, grape vines and gardens. For 
Georgia is the home of what they cal! 
in Russia the "suitcase salesman." In 
this balmy southem clime he will pack 
up about 100 pounds of whatever is 
most in demand in Moscow-straw
berries, roses, tomatoes- then catch an 
airplane and rent a stall in the Moscow 
market and sell to the highest bidder. 

"The figures are striking," says a 
Western economist. "More than forty 
percent of the vegetables in Russia are 
grown by these free enterprisers on 
their small, private plots. And then 
when you pass the Moscow auto store, 
where you sign up on the waiting list 
for a car, you see an awful lot of Geor
gian faces. They want to tum their 
rubles in for something durable. and 
they have the cash in their pocket to 
make the down payment." 

Gigashvili, who at the age of 34 is 
running this huge collective farm, is a 
slender man with an unmistakable 
Georgian face and a Stalin moustache. 
"The prívate plots," he explains, "are 
important to our people and to the 
Soviet economy. We have twenty-one 
tractors, five combines and twenty-six 
trucks, purchased out of our profits. 
We have built two grammar schools, 
two high schools, a hospital, a palace 
of culture and a cinema. We have five 
engineers and six agronomists. 

"How is it that I am running this 
enterprise at my tender age? I grew up 
on a farm right here, and so I knew this 
country as a child. I graduated from 
the Agricultural Institute in Tiflis and 
went from there to manage a tractor 
station. I was elected to the city soviet 
in Gori, a política! post, but my chief 
concem was still agricul ture. When they 
offered me this job, I was delighted. A 
lot of the people on the collective are 
kinfolk, and the rest of them are friends. 

"Every house here has electricity, 
a refrigerator and butane gas. About 
seventy percent of the families have 
TV. Most of them still have outdoor 
toilets. The farrn retained a profit of 

170,000 rubles last year, and when we 
hold a meeting to decide how this 
money should be spent, it is derrlocracy 
in the raw. The idea that I, as director 
of the farrn, can lay down the law is 
nothing but a fantasy. They might take 
me out and lynch me. There are always 
violent arguments. 

"This year, when the noise settled 
down, we agreed to build a new bridge 
over the Medzuda River, a new club
house, a new bus station anda kinder
garten. It was a sensible solution. But 
we had to have a shouting match first. 
You can call me a bright young man on 
his way up if you want to, but I think 
I'm developing an ulcer." 

Valery Artemyev, 25, is a lean and 
darkly handsome young man who 
speaks such beautiful, clipped English 
that he could pass as an Oxford under
graduate. He is working on his doc
torate at Moscow University, writing a 
thesis titled "Myth-Making in Modern 
American Criticism." He has recently 
become a minor star on Moscow tele
vision. "The program teaches English. 
and we also do English-language plays. 
I recently played the role of Fowler in 
The Quiet American. This TV income 
made it possible for me to marry. My 
wife, Natasha, will graduate next year 
as a Spanish linguist. We still live with 
my parents in a three-room flat. Mother 
takes care of our son while we are at 
school, or when we want to go to the 
movies. But we are hoping soon to find 
a flat of our own." 

Natasha Bessmertnova, 24, is the 
bright new star of the Bolshoi ballet. 
She is a tiny girl with huge brown eyes 
and the husky calves of a dancer. When 
she premiered Spectre oj a Rose this 
summer, the first time this ballet had 
been performed in Russia since the 
revolution, a huge crowd gathered out
side the Bolshoi, hoping to huy tickets 
from scalpers. At the end of the per
formance half the audience was in tears 
while the rest were on their feet shout
ing applause. They showered the stage 
with flowers, and Natasha took 15 
curtain calls. "She is our next Ulanova, 
our next Plesetskaya," said a Soviet 
critic. "Our young people think she is 
already better than them all." 

"It is a demanding life, of course," 
says Natasha. "There is something to 
the Red Shoes legend that a ballerina 
must devote her life to the dance. I was 
divorced just last year. 

"I wanted to dance before I could 
talk. I got my first lessons ata Pioneer 
palace. I was one of fifteen out of six 
hundred applicants selected for the 
secondary school here in Moscow that 
specializes in ballet. There I had to 
forget everytbing I had learned as a 
Pioneer, because most of it was wrong. 
Then I was selected in a competition 
for the Bolshoi. 

"Defect to the West?" She laughed 
at this idea. "I could defect anytime I 
wanted to. The troupe goes abroad 
every year. I make three hundred 
rubles a month, and I know I could 
make at least ten times that much 
abroad. Nureyev, who defected, has a 
big villa in Italy, I am told. But does 
it make him happy? I do not think 

that a Russian can be happy outside 
Russia. I am interested in ballet, not 
money, and we have the best ballet 
in the world. In New York I liked 
Macy's department store, but I hated 
the Metropolitan Opera House. The 
floor squeaked, and the dressing rooms 
were squalid. Is their new house in 
Lincoln Center any better ?" 

Dr. Vladimir Romanov, who at the 
bright young age of 28 is one of the 
most promising theoretical mathema
ticians in the Soviet Union. is certainly 
one of this new class of Soviet intellec
tuals. He was plucked from the top of 
bis class at Moscow University to go to 
the Science City in Novosibirsk. "This 
is what the revolution was about," 
says his wife, Nina, who was his child
hood sweetheart. "All our grandparents 
were simple peasants. And now look at 
my daughters." The two of them, aged 
five and two, were scrambling around 
on her lap. "They would have been put 
to work in the fields at age ten or 
twelve, barefoot and illiterate. Now 
they are well dressed, and they get the 
right kind of food. Their father has a 
doctorate in mathematics, and I have 
a university degree myself. This is 
what the revolution has done." 

"We fell in love in high school," says 
Romanov. who is little and trim. with 
bushy. close-cropped hair. "Naturally 
we waited until we had our degrees be
fore we married. in one of the marriage 
pala ces that have replaced the church
a simple ceremony but a pleasant one 
with ali our relatives there and cham
pagne afterward. 

"Nina's mother lives with us and 
takes care of the children. As you can 
see, we are quite well set up here." Not 
by American standards of course. The 
five people live in a one-bedroom apart
ment. The granny and two children 
sleep in the small bedroom, and the 
Romanovs bunk down on a convertible 
couch in the parlor. But the place is 
sparkling clean, and out the windows 
there is a heady view of the endless fir 
forests of Siberia. "I am earning 340 
rubles a month now, and Nina makes 
120. That is quite enough to live on 
comfortably. I have opened a savings 
account. There are severa! different 
systems here. I chose the lottery sys
tem, just for kicks. You get no inter
est, but they draw names once a month, 
and if you win you get a big prize. No, 
I haven't won a kopeck yet. 

"You haveseen our beachon the lake, 
with the fir trees all around? We spend 
our weekends there all summer. The 
children love it. In the spring and fall 
I go duck hunting." He proudly pro
duced an ancient shotgun that he had 
bought secondhand. "You either sit in 
a blind or you stalk them. Is it the same 
in the U.S.? If we do not get at least 
thirty ducks, we consider it here in 
Siberia to have been a very bad week
end. And have you seen our Golden 
Valley, where the scientists live? It is 
one of the beauty spots of Russia." 

It is indeed. The stucco houses, with 
garages attached, look much like an 
upper-class American suburb. The view 
is of a rolling hillside abloom with the 
wild flowers that give Golden Valley its 
name. The lawns are neatly mowed. 
Well-dressed children were kicking soc
cer halls around. "They do well, these 
scientists," said the driver. "I should 
have become a scientist myself." Vladi
mir Romanov and his wife want to 
move to this sort of villa someday 
but at present they are concentrat-
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ing on finding a bigger apartment so 
they will not bave to sleep on the couch. 
"We have our names down on the wait
ing list, and we think it will come 
througb in a montb or so," says Ro
manov. "As you know, since you have 
been traveling around Russia, we are 
building ali the time." 

"Yes, please, come in," said Arcady 
Syropiatov, a skilled worker at the Red 
October steel mili in Volgograd. A com
panion apologized for the broken holes 
in the concrete steps that led up to 
Arcady's four-flight walkup. "When 
you have to build things in a hurry, as 
we are doing in the Soviet Union, you 
cannot make them perfect." Syropiatov 
and his wife loaded the table with 
vodka, sausages, hard-boiled eggs, goat 
cheeseand home-baked bread (a Russian 
would rather go bankrupt than not lay 
out a lavish spread Cor a visitor). 

"We plan to buy a car. Our television 
set is old, and we need to replace it. But 
our first interest is our summer home 
on the V oiga. W e Jeased the land from 
lhe state and bought fruit trees at only 
fifty kopecks each. They will be bloom
ing within a few years. We plan to do 
most of the work ourselves. As a skilled 
worker at the factory, I am handy witb 
ali sorts of tools. We can afford all this 
within the next few years." 

To provide that new shotgun that 
Roroanov wants, and the new car Cor 
Syropiatov, the government has intro
duced sweeping economic refonns. 
"They had to. The consumer economy 
was a complete mess, and much of it 
still is," says a Western expert. "They 
kept grinding out stuff that nobody 
wanted to buy. The best indicator is 
savings accounts, which have doubled 
in the last three years to lhree billion 
rubles. The people are stashing their 
money away. waiting for something 
worth buying. The factories were a 
jumble. Nobody gets fired, so you might 
have three times as roany plumbers as 
you needed, but only half the lathe op
erators. Factory managershavehoarded 
spare parts and raw materials. Esti
ma tes on everything carne from sorne 
cloudy dreamworld up in the Kremlin. 

"The two men who changed it were 
Lieberman and Berman, their two most 
brilliant economists. They don't !et 
them publish in the mass-circulation 
newspapers like Pravda. But tbeir ar
ticles in the economic journals were full 
of such cool and persuasive logic that 
they brought the government around. 
Both of thero start out quoting Lenin, 
of course, the Bible. Under his New 
Economic Policy of 1921, or N.E.P. as 
it is usually called, be proposed what 
was almost a return to free enterprise
profits, incentives and so on. Now these 
new economists have used the Lenin 
text to argue that any enterprise should 
show a profit or else close down." 

For a man so revolutionary in the 
Soviet society, Alexander Bennan, 57, 
a professor at the National Institute of 
Economics, seems mild and unassum
ing. "We are not up to anything new," 
he says, going back to Lenin quotes for 
aid. "The idea that a factory should 
opera te efficiently and make a profit Cor 
the state is nothing original. The fact is 
that man y of them do not. Before, ali of 
the plans were made at the top and 
then passed down. The new plan is to 
originate the plans from below, and 
then get them approved at the top. 
l know it is fashionable in the West to 
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'1 am free now to paint 
whatever I like. But I want more. 

1 want to be a free man.' 

call this a return to capitalism. It is 
nothing of the sort. It is simply a move 
to make socialism more efficient. 

"Our factory managers today are not 
Red soldiers put in command because 
their politics were correct. They are 
educated men and know best how to 
run their own enterprises. The workers 
like the new scheme. If the plant runs 
efficiently, most of the profit is retained 
by the plant. They can use it to build a 
block of apartroents, a kindergarten, a 
rest home on the Black Sea. You have 
the idea there is no democracy in the 
Soviet Union. Attend one of these 
meetings of the plant workers. The de
bate will be vigorous and heated about 
how the profits should be spent. 

"In essence the consumer has the 
final voice. If a factory turns out in
ferior goods, and the consumer will not 
buy them, then the plant makes no 
profit. The workers get no bonus. If the 
product is a hit, then the worker not 
only gets bis bonus out of profits, but 
the factory can build that new vacation 
hotel Cor them on . the Black Sea. 
Twenty percent of Soviet industry has 
already gone over to the new plan, and 
it is working well." 

"We went on the new system last 
year, and the results are excellent," said 
Alexander Brailovski, 44, a slender, 
black-haired ro1n who spent four years 
at the front in World War II and was 
wounded twice. He is deputy director of 
the Kirov Watch Plant in Moscow. 
"Weexport half our production tocap
italist countries, even including the 
Swiss. We put out a line ranging from 
our twenty-dollar watch to tbis one 
which sells at two hundred dollars." 
He produced a slender gold watch that 
indeed looked pretty enougb to go to 
Geneva. "The new plan gives us the 
flexibility we need. We were able to in
crease salaries twelve percent this year. 
Before, the state told us in detail how 
many watches to produce of each kind. 
Now we are given broad guidelines
two million watches a year-and we can 
decide on our own what will sel! and 
what will not. As the Soviet consumer 
grows more prosperous he wants the 
more expensive models. We make our 
own arrangements with the wholesale 
and department stores. The new plan 
says, in effect, you've got the responsi
bility now, so get the job done." 

Lidiya Kovarskay, a stout but 
sprigbtly woroan, has run the Kosino 
K.nit Goods Factory northeast of Mos
cow since 1939, and she has seen the 
good times and the bad. "A great Ger
man bomb landed in our little lake out 
there," she said. "It knocked out the 
windows and blew off the roof. We were 
almost pulled out the windows by the 
concussion. Hardly a day passed but 
that one of the girls got a deatb letter 
froro the front. 

"Things are very different now. We 
completely reequipped the plant in the 
1950's with English and German ma
chines. We are tuming out chic dresses 
for the women, ski clothes for the men, 
sweaters Cor the children. I go into 
Moscow at least once a month and play 
saleslady at one of the big department 
stores. I was down at GUM's justa few 

days ago. When you stand behind the 
counter you see, firsthand, what is pop
ular and what is not. We change all the 
time to meet shifts in consumer de
mands. We were picked as one of the 
first factories Cor this new plan because 
we are one of the most efficient." 

"And that is just the point," says a 
Western economist. "The twenty per
cent of Russian industry that has con
verted to this new incentive-almost 
free-enterprise-system is the most 
efficient fifth of the economy. When the 
new plan wades into sorne of these 
antiquated plants, which have an en
trenched bureaucracy, who can say 
bow it will go? But Kosygin's career is 
tied to the new plan, and he will cer
tainly try to make it work." 

The Soviet worker-as he waits in 
line to buy his cabbages and pota toes at 
a state store, as he drops two kopecks 
into a shiny machine along the street 
for a glass of mineral water, as he waits 
patiently in line ali day with a young 
child in his arms and one in tow for a 
glance at tbe corpse of Lenin in the 
mausoleum on Red Square-seems rea
sonably content with ali these arrange
ments. He is living better than he ever 
has, far better than be dreamed of 
wben he was born in the chaos of revo
lution, or purges, or w1r. 

It is the intellectuals, an1 in particu
lar the poets and painters, who are the 
gadflies of Soviet society today. "One of 
the turning points," said Ehrenburg, 
"was the famous occasion when Khrush
chev visited an exhibit containing sorne 
works by Faalk, our best modern artist, 
who died a ft::w years back. Khrushchev 
exploded. 'What! The man not only 
had the nerve to paint a Soviet woroan 
in the nude. He painted her green!' It 
was Khrushchev's first nude, I think, 
and we have made sorne progress since 
then." "I am free now to paint any
thing I like," said a Moscow artist who, 
since he was working in an experimen
tal, abstract style, received no stipend 
from the state and had to fend for him
self. "But that is only a first step. I 
want more. I want to be a free man." 

Andrei Voznesensky, 34, is the poet 
passionately favored by every young 
student in Russia. When he gave a 
reading last year in Moscow, he sold 
out ali 15,000 seats in the Palace of 
Sports. He had planned to come to 
Lincoln Center in New York for a po
etry reading this summer, but the trip 
was abruptly canceled by the Soviets. 
He is a slender young man with a natu
ral, almost languid grace. He became a 
poet when his senior's essay in architec
ture got burned in a fire at the institute. 
''I just couldn't face doing it again," he 
says. Instead, he wrote a poem called 
Fire in the Jnstitute, and then went on 
from there. His poems have sold 250,-
000 copies in the Soviet Union, and 
would have sold many more if the Sovi
ets had printed more. He smokes Win
stons, which he buys with his hard
currency sales abroad. He is a good 
friend of that other rebel Russian poet, 
Yevtushenko. "His wife is coming by 
this aftemoon to pickup a sweater that 
I brought back from America this 
spring. A present from Arthur Miller." 

Yevtushenko once told a Western re
porter that he made more money than 
Premier Kosygin. "Yes, I suppose I too 
aro rich. I don't think much about that 
sort of thing. They put my royalties in 
the bank, and I haven't looked at a 
statement for months." He was loung
ing back on the couch in a turtleneck 
sweater. "I just don't care about that 
sort of thing. I don't even own a car or 
a daclza. There is a literary debate go
ing on here in the Soviet Union, and I 

- am very much interested in that. On 
the progressive side you have the mag
azine Novy Mir, which prints the new 
writers, including myself. On the con
servative side you have October, run 
pretty muchas it was in Stalinist times. 
But there is a debate going on, and I 
think that that is healthy." 

"I would gladly destroy October to
morrow ," said Ehrenburg. "And there 
are many people who would gladly de
stroy Novy Mir." "Let's not destroy 
either one," said the novelist Kataev, 
sitting in the green garden behind his 
villa. "Let's invent sorne new ones. The 
more debate the better." 

Most Soviet citizens feel this way. 
The leadership seems torn between an
cient dreams of world revolution and 
the pressing, immediate demands of its 
citizens. The problems include a de
mand for say-so in such simple matters 
as jobs and wages. But the Russians 
are not predictable people. There is a 
feeling in the air that they want a free 
press more than they want a new 
refrigerator. And the Russian writers. 
at a certain risk to their necks, keep 
urging this feeling on. 

"Pushkin and Lermontov were both 
goaded into duels, where they were 
killed by expert roarksmen," says Voz
nesensky. "We have a duty to our tra
dition. We will keep opening the win
dows to !et the fresh air in." 

The Soviets are obviously moving, 
by interna! necessity, to sorne meld of 
free enterprise within a socialist soci
ety. The factories that produce the 
greatest profits will get the new apart
ment houses, the resorts on the Black 
Sea. The factory managers who do not 
produce know now that they might be 
sacked. There is a rougb sort of democ
racy within the plants, when the work
ers get together and decide how the 
profits should be spent. There is no 
interest at ali in going to war in Viet
nam, or going to war anyplace else. 
But even the rebels within Soviet soci
ety have no interest in returning to 
capitalism. "That is the wildest idea I 
ever heard," said a young graduate stu
dent at Moscow University. "Why 
would we want to go back instead of 
forward? There are man y ills in the 
socialist system, but we can correct 
them, not throw the whole system out." 

But, on this 50th anniversary, there 
is a restless stírring in Russia. Not for 
"Land, Peace and Bread," the original 
Bolshevik slogan. The Russians have 
that by now. The stirring is for free
dom-for freedom of the press most of 
all. They think of political processes 
cynically. In the U.S., as they see it, it 
is Tweedledum versus Tweedledee. 
They view their own elections as a farce. 
The real freedom in the Soviet Union is 
a new book of poetry by Voznesensky. 
They stand in line for hours at the 
kiosks to buy a copy. This hunger 
keeps growing. The Soviets, under 
Khrushchev, took the lid off Soviet 
society. I t is doubtful they will ever 
get it back on. · O 
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THE ESPIONAGE ESTABLISHMENT 2 

The spies on our side 
The government's secrets are quite often ep!temeral. 

-Lord Radcliffe in his 1962 report on the state of 
British security. 

aueen Anne's Gate is a quiet backwater of 
a street named for England's sovereign of 
more than two centuries past. It is a street 

of once-elegant townhouses long since converted 
to genteel institutional use. Lord Palmerston. 
who became England's prime minister. was born 
at No. 20. But the old houses have been given 
over to such worthy organizations as the Friends of 
the Girls' Public Day School Trust, the Keep Brit
ain Tidy Group. and the Save the Children Fund. 

One day not long ago a black limousine pulled 
up to the curb on the south side and a white
haired, ruddy-faced man stepped out. He looked 
about 60, well-tailored and self-assured, perhaps 
a successful banker from the City coming to a 
board meeting of one of the little charities in 
Queen Anne's Gate. Indeed, the car had stopped 
in front of a house where the sign read: SOLDJERS', 
SAILORS' AND AIRMEN'S FAMILJES ASSOCLATION. 
But the man who might have been a banker moved 
quickly across the sidewalk and entered the adja
cent four-story house, No. 21. The black door 
closed behind him, its polished brass plaque gleam-
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ing for an instant in the sunlight. Oddly, the plate 
bore no sign to identify the house. 

Sir Dick Goldsmith White, the head of M.I.6, 
one of the most powerful but least-known men in 
England, was arriving for work. 

The British public at large was not permitted to 
know his name or face. And as befits the oldest, 
most respected and most legendary espionage or
ganization in the world, there was nothing about 
the nondescript red-brick building at No. 21, with 
its shabby-looking white gauze curtains in the 
front windows, to suggest Her Majesty's Secret 
Service. For M.I.6 is the most secret of ali secret 
intelligence organizations. It is England's espio
nage arm, the stuff of fiction, of Graham Greene and 
Ian Fleming. When he walked through the door 
with the plain brass plate, Sir Dick was almost lit
erally stepping through Alice's looking glass. 

As the telephone number of 21 Queen Anne's 
Cate (WHitehall 2730) indicated, it was close by 
the major government buildings in Whitehall, in
cluding the Foreign Office. to which M.I.6 reports. 
Anyone strolling around the comer from No. 21 
would soon have found hirnself on Broadway, the 
wide street that runs parallel to Queen Anne's 
Gate, one block to the south. On the north side of 
Broadway, at No. 54. he would have noticed an 

O 1967 by Oav,d W,se and Thomas B. Ross. Condensed from lhe bool< 'Tho Espionaee Establ,shmont• tobo publlshed by Random House. lnc. 

ancient and unattractive nine-story brown office 
structure called the Broadway Buildings. 

I t was listed innocuously in the London tele
phone directory as a sub-branch of the Ministry of 
Land and Natural Resources (TRAfalgar 9030). 
The stroller would have had no way of knowing 
that he was in fact looking at the headquarters of 
M.I.6. This was not surprising, for nothing on the 
other side of Dick White's looking glass was quite 
what it appeared to be: The rear of the house in 
Queen Anne's Cate was situated back to back 
with the rear of Broadway Buildings, and Sir 
Dick, the "prosperous banker" arriving for the 
charity board meeting, would find it easy to slip 
from one building to the other. 

M.I.6 has many mansions. A few minutes from 
Queen Anne's Cate, past the houses of Parliament 
and a cross W estminster Bridge, is a 20-story glass
and-concrete skyscraper. Hard by Waterloo Sta
tion, on the north side of Westminster Bridge 
Road at No. 100, it might at first glance look like a 
luxury apartment building; its name, Century 
House, adds to that impression. But its two en
trances are blocked by uniformed guards, and the 
little sign says: No ENTRY. PERMIT HOLDERS 
ÜNLY. Here, too, the men and women inside 
worked for Sir Dick. 

In yet another part of London, just off the 
Strand, is the 136-year-old Garrick Club, where 
the theatrical, literary and legal professions meet. 
This, too, was a part of Sir Dick's world. Dining at 
the Garrick, he appeared outwardly like any other 
member. But his closer friends at the club, in the 
more rarefied echelons of Whitehall, knew his real 
identity as one of the legendary secret figures of 
modern intelligence. 

The man who rose to the top ranks of the 400-
year-old British espionage establishment was born 
on December 20, 1906. He received a conventiona\ 
British education at Bishops Stortford College 
and Christ Church, Oxford, leavened by studies at 
the univl!rsities of Michigan and California. 

He served as a colonel in British army intelli
ligence during World War II, and it was there that 
he made his unpublicized reputation as a spy mas
ter. Attached to Gen. Dwight D. Eisenhower's 
Supreme Allied headquarters, White was deputy 
chief of the counterintelligence subdivision of Ike's 
G-2. In that capacity, he had complete charge of 
all the counterespionage activities at SHAEF 
from two months after the Normandy invasion 
until victory in Europe. 

As head of M.I.6, with agents reporting to him 
from all over the world, White held (at least as of 
1966) the real-life position of M, the intelligence 
chief known to millions of readers of the late Ian 
Fleming. Few of those readers realize that the 
heads of M. 1.6 are actually known to their asso
ciates by the single initial "C." The practice began 
with Sir Mansfield Cumming, the first head of 
M. 1.6. Cumming, a commander in the Royal Na vy, 
was put in charge about 1910. Once the tradition 
had been established, his successors were also 
called C, even when their last names did not begin 
with that initial. 

Basically, M.I.6 is responsible for carrying out 
espionage operations overseas. Its agents operate 
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By David Wise 
and Thomas B. Ross 

from British embassies under Foreign Office cover, 
but also in a variety of other guises- as journalists 
and businessmen, for example. 

Britain's second secret intelligence branch is 
M.I.5, which is responsible for interna! security 
and counterespionage at home. It is roughly 
equivalent to the FBI, but has no power of arrest. 
When M.I.5 is ready to move in on a Soviet spy 
ring in England, it must turn to Scotland Yard's 
Special Branch, with which it has close relations, 
to make the actual arrests. 

M.l.5's formal name is the Security Service, and 
its chief is known as the director-general of the Se
curity Service, or simply as the "D.G." Probably 
because of the similarity between the names Secret 
Service (M.1.6) and Security Service (M.I.5), there 
is a good deal of confusion about the two intelli
gence organizations, even in England. 

(The "M.I." designation in both 5 and 6 stands 
for Military Intelligence. This is an anachronism, 
since neither agency currently performs military
intelligence functions.) 

The secrecy cloaking everything about M.I.5 is 
best explained in Lord Denning's official report on 
the Profumo scandal, published in 1963: "The 
Security Service in this country is not established 
by Statute nor is it recognized by Common Law. 
Even the Official Secrets Acts do not acknowledge 
i ts ex.is ten ce." 

Like the head of M.1.6, the chief of M.1.5 has al
ways been a faceless man, his name unknown to 
the British public and his agency's headquarters 
listed nowhere. But a foreign agent with a taste for 
Mayfair living might well avoid the White Ele
phant Club, a pub at 28 Curzon Street, located 
direc.tly across the street from a massive but un
marked building called Leconfield House. Its tele
phone number was unlisted, and London guide
books made no mention of it, as would be expected 
for a building serving as headquarters of M.1.5. 

Sir Roger Henry Hollis. the chief of M.I.5 at the 
time of the Profumo case, retired in the aftermath 
of the uproar. In the mysterious English tradition, 
although he was the target of extremely violent 
public criticism, his name never emerged to the 
light of day. The Opposition and the press simply 
vented their anger on "the director-general of the 
Security Service." 

Sir Roger reportedly was succeeded by Edward 
M. Furnival-Jones, a Cambridge graduate who 
cryptically appeared on the Honors Listas "J ones, 
Edward Martin Fumival, attached Ministry of 
Defense" when he was knighted in June, 1967. 

The third major branch of British intelligence is, 
unlike its more glamorous M. l. colleagues, overt. 
Its $15,400-a-year chief, who has the title of 
director-general of intelligence, is openly listed in 
the main building of the Ministry of Defence in 
Whitehall (cable address: DEFMIN). The cur
rent director-general is Air Chief Marshal Sir Al
fred Earle, a rotund career RAF officer universally 
known to his friends as "Tubby." 

The heads of M.I.6, M.I.5 and the director
general of intelligence are the three coequal chiefs 
of British intelligence, which has no single over
lord. M.I .6 reports to the Foreign Office, and M.I.5, 

hazily, to the home secretary; ali three branches 
are coordinated by a Joint InteUigence Committee 
at the Foreign Office. The chairman of the Joint 
Intelligence Committee, Denis Arthur Greenhill, 
a tall, gray-haired former minister at the British 
embassy in Washington, does not call the tune for 
British intelligence. The heads of the three branches 
have considerable independence. Although the 
chairman wields the gavel, acts as a coordinator 
and is in a position to rnake his influence felt, 
he has no overriding authority. 

At the very top of the intelligence structure, of 
course, is the prime minister. But it is widely as
sumed in Whitehall that the man at 10 Downing 
Street who acts as Prime Minister Wilson's 
éminence grise for aU British intelligence is George 
Wigg, the M.P. who helped break open the Pro
fumo scandal. Wigg's formal title is paymaster
general, but his duties are really much broader. 
He was Wilson's campaign manager, and is a 
tough political professional. 

When British intelligence was organized in 1573, 
it reputedly had 53 agents planted in the courts of 
foreign rnonarchs. M.1.6 is considerably bigger to
day, but far srnaller than either the American or 
Soviet espionage establishments. 

Of M.1.5, Lord Denning has said, "The Security 
Service in this country is comparatively small in 
numbers. In sorne other countries there is to be 
found a massive organization with representatives 
dispersed throughout the land. Whereas in this 
country it is and remains a relatively small pro
fessional organization charged with the task of 
countering espionage, subversion and sabotage." 

An interesting official indication of Britain's in
telligence expenditures unexpectedly carne to light 
on June 17, 1963. during a debate in the House of 

11/ustrated by Fred Otnes 

Commons between Wilson and Prime Minister 
Macrnillan over the Profumo affair. Wilson needled 
Macmillan by suggesting that "the security ser
vices" had first heard ab::>ut the affair from the ex
ecutive of a Sunday newspaper. Wilson added, "If 
this is true- the prime minister must be frank 
about this- this would imply that the sixty mil
lion pounds spent on these services under the righ t 
honorable gentleman's premiership have been less 
productive in this vitally important case than the 
security services of The News of the World." 

If Wilson meant to include ali of Britain's intel
ligence branches, and he seemed to, the figure 
would average out to 10 million pounds (28 million 
dollars) a year for each of the six years that Mac
millan served as prime rninister. In any event, it is 
small in comparison to the four billion dollars the 
United States spends each year on intelligence. 

Most upper-level M.I.6 and M.I.5 officers come 
from public-school England, Oxford and Cam
bridge. If recruited for one of the intelligence ser
vices, they are given specialized training at schools 
run by the separate branches. Much of this train
ing takes place in London, and on at least one oc
casion, this led to a fantastic mix-up in which a re
spectable and wholly innocent London business
man was accused of kidnapping. 

The story began in the fall of 1955 when two 
M.l.6 recruits were assigned to a training exercise 
in the art of interrogation. They were given the de
scription of a man. another M.I.6 trainee learning 
how to resist interrogation, and ordered to capture 
and question hirn as he tailed Sir David Maxwell 
Fyfe, the home secretary, on his way from the 
office. There was a certain, possibly deliberate, 
irony in the choice of Sir David, since in his job 
as home secretary he was the nominal boss of 
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Britain's other secret intelligence 
agency, M. I.5. 

At the appointed hour Sir David, 
who was not in on the snatch, left the 
building.· The M.I.6 trainees pounced 
on the man walking behind him, and 
over his squawks of protest, bundled 
him in a car and drove to a flat in Old 
Brompton Road. 

The kidnapped man appeared genu
inely terrified, protested his innocence 
and begged his captors to Jet hirn go. 
But that was standard procedure for a 
trainee being grilled. The two M.1.6 
men gave hirn a rough time, even re
moving his trousers to search for hid
den messages. Despite their efforts the 
M.1.6 trainees could not break the man, 
who kept insisting he was a low-level 
civil servant on his way home. Finally 
it dawned on them that they had 
grabbed the wrong person. They re
leased him, but warned him to keep 
sil en t. 

The civil servant, certain that he had 
escaped from lunatics, went straight to 
lhe police. They did not believe his 
story, but took him back to Old Bromp
ton Road to investigate. Upset and 
confused by his experience, the civil 
servant mistakenJy pointed out a flat 
occupied by a businessman. Eric Tan
nock, as the one where he had been 
manhandled. Police began questioning 
Tannock, who indignantly denied any 
connection with the kidnapping. 

In the meantime the Foreign Office 
official who had provided his quarters 
for the exercise retumed to his flat, one 
floor above. Alerted by the confusion, 
he took an officer aside, explained the 
situation, and asked the police to wam 
Tannock to say nothing because "a vi
tal matter of security" was involved. 

In the interirn Tannock had called 
the Daily Express, whose reporters were 
now swarming over the building. The 
Foreign Office official called the deputy 
director of M.I.6 to warn hirn that 
things were getting out of hand. M.1.6 
in turn called M.I.5 and asked for help. 
M.1.5 called Rear Admira! George P. 
Thomson, England's wartime chief 
press censor, who acted as the govern
ment's contact with Fleet Street on 
security matters. 

Thomson finally persuaded the pa
per's editor, the late Arthur Christian
sen, to kili the story, on the grounds 
that it would prejudice American opin
ion of British security and jeopardize 
negotiationsbetween Londonand Wash
ington over the exchange of atomic 
secrets. The admira) also explained 
what had happened to the M.1.6 trainee 
who was supposed to have been follow
ing Sir David Maxwell Fyfe out of the 
building: "It was really most unfor
tunate. He rnissed his train." 

Britain has had unusually bad luck 
with spies and traitors. Ten years after 
the well-publicized defection to Russia 
of Foreign Office employees Guy Bur
gess and Donald Maclean came the sec
ond major British security scandal of 
the postwar era, the Portland naval 
secrets case. It broke in 1961 and had 
links to Colonel Abe!, the Penkovsky 
case and, weirdly, a Polish defector to 
the CIA who subsequently announced 
he was the czarevitcli, long-lost son of 
Nicholas II, and rightful heir to the 
throne of all the Russias. 

Early in 1950 Morris Cohen, a 
teacher at P.S. 86 in Manhattan, and 
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his wife, Lona, gave a party in their 
East 71st Street apartment for a man 
whom the guests remembered as Mil
ton, or Mills, and who was introduced 
asa weal thy English businessman. Much 
later, in 1957, when Rudolf Abel was 
caught, the FBI found in his hotel room 
two small passport-sized photographs 
of a man anda woman. One was la
beled ''Morris" and the other "Shir
ley." The pictures were found under 
the flap of a package containing $4,000 
in cash, and on the backs were phrases 
that could have been, and probably 
were, a parol, or recognition signa!, 
used by the KGB. 

I t was never discovered why Abe) 
had these photographs with him, but 
in time the FBI was able to identify 
the man and woman as Morris and 
Lona Cohen. In the course of checking 
into their backgrounds, the FBI leamed 
of the dinner party the Cohens had 
held for Milton the Englishman, who 
was in reality Rudolf Abe!. 

In June. 1950, shortly before the ar
rest of Julius Rosenberg, the Cohens Jet 
it be known that they were leaving New 
York, Morris clairning he hada screen
writing job in California. They closed 
their bank accounts, cashed $1,075 in 
savings bonds, attended a farewell 
party given by friends on July 5-and 
disappeared. How involved they were 
in the Rosenberg spy ring, if at ali, is 
uncertain; the FBI had arrested David 
Greenglass (Ethel Rosenberg's brother) 
on J une 16, and Soviet intelligence may 
have decided to puil back other agents 
from the field. 

The Cohens were, in fact, highly 
trained Soviet agents. By October, 
1955, they were living in a house at 45 
Cranley Drive in Ruislip, a London 
suburb, as Peter John and Helen Joyce 
Kroger. As Peter Kroger, Cohen be
carne well established in London's anti
quarian-book trade, operating from a 
room at No. 190, the Strand. 

On March 3, 1955, a Soviet illegal. 
using the name Gordon Arnold Lons
dale and posing as a Canadian, had 
sailed from New York to Southampton 
on the America to join the Krogers in 
England. (The real LonsdaJe was born 
in Cobalt, Ontario, on August 27, 1924. 
His mother took him to Finland in 
1932, and that is the last heard of him.) 

In London, Lonsdale played the role 
of a Canadian businessman purveying 
jukeboxes and bubble-gum machines. 
He established contact with the Krog
ers and with Henry Frederick Hough
ton, who was working at the Portland 
Naval Base, near Southampton. 

From the middle of 1951 until Octo
ber, 1952, Houghton, a much-torpedoed 
seaman in the Brítish Navy duríng 
World War 11, had been a clerk in the 
naval attaché's office at the British em
bassy in Warsaw. He drank, broke hís 
wífe's leg, played the black market and 
got involved with Polish gírls. He was 
recalled and, surprisingly, reassigned to 
the Underwater Weapons Establish
ment at Portland, a center for NATO's 
research into antisubmarine warfare. 

The middle-aged Houghton and his 
dowdy spinster girl friend, Ethel Eliza
beth Gee, who was also employed at 
Portland, sold naval secrets to Lons
dale. On January 7, 1961, Detective 
Superintendent George Gordon Smíth 
of Scotland Yard arrested Harry 
Houghton, "Bunty" Gee and Gordon 
Lonsdale in London as they walked 
near the Old Vic with a shopping bag 
ful! of Royal Navy secrets. Among the 

collection of documents was inÍorma
tion about the Dreadnought, Britain's 
first atomic submaríne. 

Then Superintendent Smith went to 
Ruislip, where he arrested the Krogers. 
The suburban house proved to be a 
squirrel's cageof espionage gadgets, hid
den away inside talcum-powder cans, a 
Ronson líghter, and other hollow hid
ing places. Among the most impor
tant equípment were a high-frequency 
transmitter and an automatíc keying 
device for Morse transmíssions at i4o 
words a minute (cutting down on the 
time that the Krogers would have to be 
on the aír broadcasting to Moscow); 
lenses to reduce 35-mm. film to mícro
dots; two microdot readers, resembling 
high-powered mícroscopes; and six one
tirne cipher pads made of cellulose ni
trate. These were the tools which Lons
dale used to transmit the Portland 
naval secrets to Moscow. 

In March ali five defendants were 
tried at the Old Bailey before Lord 
Parker, the Lord Chief Justice of En
gland, and ali received heavy sen
tences: Lonsdale, 25 years; the Krog
ers, 20 years each; Houghton and Gee, 
15 years each. Their capture had been 
the culmination of an elaborate M.1.5 
surveillance of their movements over 
severa! months. But how had M.1.5 
picked up their traces? 

Sorne speculated it was because 
Houghton was overly free in spendíng 
his money at The Elm Tree and other 
local pubs. In fact, ít was the CIA 
which first learned about Houghton 
from Micha! Goleniewski, a detector 
from the Polísh intelligence service. 
The tip was passed on to M.I.5. Golen
íewski was in a position to know be
cause Houghton, while serving at the 
Warsaw embassy, had either com
promísed himself with Polish intelli
gence or had come to its attention as 
a likely recruit. 

On November 24, 1961, U.S. Attor
ney General Robert F. Kennedy dís
closed that an investigation by the 
FBI had established Lonsdale's true 
ídentity as Conon Trofimovích Mol
ody, a Moscow-born Soviet citizen 
who was brought to the United States 
in 1933, at age 11, by an aunt who 
passed him off as her own son. 

They had lived in Berkeley, Calif., 
where the boy attended the A to Zed, a 
now-defunct private school, until 1938, 
when he returned to the Soviet Union. 
The FBI saíd he was belíeved to have 
served in the Red Army prior to the 
espionage assignment that brought him 
to Canada in 1954, posing as Gordon 
Arnold Lonsdale. 

On Apríl 22, 1964 Lonsdale was ex
changed for Greville Wynne, M.I.6's 
Brítish businessman who had been 
sentenced to eíght years by a Soviet 
court as spy Oleg Penkovsky's couríer. 
In October, 1965, the KGB permitted 
Lonsdale to publish a book about his 
adventures. It is a heavy-handed but 
in teresting propaganda exercise, in 
which Molody sticks to his false legend 
as Lonsdale, though the cover had been 
exposed in the W est. 

In late March, 1961, a week after 
the Portland tria! ended, Macmillan 
appointed a committee under Sir 
Charles Romer to find out what had 
gone wrong with British naval security. 
That seemed to be the end of the se
curity scare. 

But less than a month later, on 
Apríl 25, the London press carried a 
small ítem: "George Blake, 38, a gov-

ernment official, of no fixed address, 
was sent for tría! on charges under the 
Official Secrets Act." 

On May 3 Lord Chief ] ustice Parker 
was back at the Old Bailey listening 
to the same prosecutor who had sent 
the Portland spies to their reward, 
Sir Reginald Manningham-Buller, Q.C., 
the Attorney General of England. This 
time the charges were even more seri
ous, for Blake, as it gradually became 
clear, was an important veteran M.1.6 
agent who had sold out Queen Anne's 
Gate and the Broadway Buildings from 
top to bottom. As Sir Reginald put it 
to the court, Blake, in his "complete 
and detailed confession," had said, "I 
must freely admit that there was not 
an official document of any importance 
to which I had access which was not 
passed to my Soviet contacts." 

According to Sir Reginald's brief 
public statement at the tria!, Blake 
had confessed that "in the autumn of 
1951 ... he resolved to join the Com
munist side ... for the past nine and 
a half years, while employed in the 
government service and drawing his 
salary from the state, he had been 
working as an agent for the Russians, 
as a spy for them, and communicating 
a mass of information to them. In 
short ... betraying his country." 

For the next 53 minutes the case 
was heard in camera. Heavy wooden 
shutters swung into place over the 
windows of Old Bailey. When the press 
was readmitted, Blake pleaded guílty, 
and Lord Parker told him, "Your full 
written confession reveals that for sorne 
nine years you have been working con
tinuously as an agent and spy for a 
foreign power. Moreover, the informa
tion communicated, though not of a 
scientific nature, was clearly of the 
utmost importance to that power and 
has rendered much of this country's 
efforts completely useless." 

He gave Blake 42 years, the longest 
prison sentence ever handed down in 
modem British legal history. 

M.1.6, of course, had not been men 
tioned in court, and the Macmillan 
government attempted to hush up the 
ful! irnport of the case. But U.S. news
papers began to publish details, identi
fyíng Blake asan M.I.6 agent who had 
worked in Berlin and betrayed severa! 
British agents to the Russians. Ques
tions were asked in Parlíament, and 
within a few days British papers were 
printíng the details already known 
to people overseas. 

George Blake was boro George Behar 
in Rotterdam, Holland,. on November 
11, 1922, and later became a British 
subject. He survived the terrible Nazi 
air raid on Rotterdam, but was in
temed as the son of a Britísh national. 
Subsequently, he escaped, joined the 
Dutch underground, and in 1943 made 
his way to England via France and a 
trek over the Pyrenees into Spain. In 
England he changed his name to Blake. 

He served briefly in the Royal Navy, 
and then joined the Dutch section of 
Special Operations Executive. Britain's 
wartime intellígence organization. By 
1949 he was in Seoul, South Korea, 
wíth the cover tit le of více-consul in the 
Foreign Office. During the Communist 
invasion he was captured and interned 
in North Korea, suffering almost un
believable hardships- íncluding a death 
march-whích have been memorably 
recounted by Blake's friend and fellow 
prisoner, correspondent Philíp Deane. 

According to the charges at the Old 



Bailey, Blake's treason began in No
vember, 1951, while he was in the North 
Korean prison camp. In April, 1953, 
Blake and his fellow prisoners were 
freed by the North Koreans and re
turned to London by way of Peking 
and Moscow. In 1954 the bearded and 
dashing ft~ke marríed a pretty For
eign Office'"· secretary named Gillían 
Allan, the daughter of a retired army 
líeutenant-colonel. They had three 
children-the third born after his con
viction for espionage. By April, 1955, 
Blake and his family were in Berlín, 
where he worked asan M.1.6 agent for 
four years, operating from the Olympia 
Stadium Buildings. 

After the end of World War II the 
CIA had set up Reinhard Gehlen, one 
of Hitler's generals, as head of a 
shadowy W est German spy organiza
tion that later became the West Ger
man Federal Intelligence Agency. 

One of Gehlen's ex-agents, a man 
named Horst Eitner, was la ter hired by 
British intelligence inBerlin and worked 
directly with Blake. Eitner, as it turned 
out, was a double agent who was se
cretly working for the Russians. It has 
been suggested that he found out that 
Blake was too. 

A double agent, Philip Deane wrote 
after Blake's conviction, "has to give 
away sorne genuine secrets from time 
to time; if he gives away more than 
he brings back he is a traitor-if he 
brings back more than he gives away 
he is a hero." Deane was suggesting 
that M. I.6 used Blake in this tricky 
role of double agent by having him 
pretend to be working for Russian in
telligence while actually penetrating it 
for London. If so, his confession indi
cates he deceived M. I.6 and was actu
ally loyal to Moscow. 

Horst Eitner was arrested in October, 
1960, and possibly he fingered Blake. 
In any event, at Easter, 1961, Blake 
was summoned by a telegram which bis 
superiors tried to phrase as casually as 
possible so as not to alarm him. Mac
millan and M.I.6 must have been ner
vous as they waited, with visions of 
another Burgess-Maclean case. But 
early in April, Blake flew home. He 
must have broken quickly, for by April 
18 he was being secretly arraigned at 
the Bow Street Magistrates' Court. 
Soon after, his case c;ame to tria!. 

In the storm that followed, one 
plaintive statement to the House of 
Commons by Prime Minister Mac
millan somehow stood out. "Such cases 
as this are, I hope, extremely rare," 
he said. That wish was not to be. 

On the rainy night of October 22, 
1966, just short of his 44th birthday, 
Blake sawed through the bars of a 
second-story window in London's 
Wormwood Scrubs prison, swung to the 
ground and went over the wall on a 
15-foot nylon rope ladder, its rungs 
reinforced with knitting needles, A pot 
of pink chrysanthemums was found 
outside the wall; it may have been a 
marker, or an accomplice may have 
carried it to look like a visitor to the 
nearby Hammersmith Hospital. 

Special Branch put an immediate 
watch on Russian ships in port and on 
Communist embassies. But Blake had 
an hour-and-a-half head start before 
prison guards noticed that he was miss
ing, and he could have been on a plane 
leaving the London airport by then. 
Meanwhile, Scotland Yard issued new 
photographs of Blake. The Krogers 
were moved from their separate pris-

ons to more secure separate prisons. 
A bitter debate broke out in Com

mons. During the Macmillan years 
Labor had been relentless in its attacks 
over security breaches. Now the tables 
were turned, and the Wilson govem
ment had to beat down a Conservative 
censure motion over Blake's escape. 
It fell back on the same tirne-honored 
device that had been used by Macmil
lan: It named a committee, headed by 
Earl Mountbatten, to study prison se
curity. (In September, 1967. London 
announced it had evidence that Blake 
was in Moscow.) Sorne persons in Eng
land seriously advanced the theory that 
Blake had been loyal to Britain all 
along, that bis imprisonment was a 
trick airned at the KGB, and that he 
was deliberately freed by M.1.6. It is 
possible, although the mind boggles at 
the thought of triple agentry. 

Lord Parker charged that Blake had 
rendered much of M.l.6's operations 
"useless," but there were more security 
scandals to come. In March, 1962, 
possibly through a Soviet detector, 
M.1.5 leamed that there was a spy in
side the Admiralty. 0n April 4-the 
very day before a committee headed 
by Lord Radcliffe issued its report 
growing out of the Portland naval
secrets case-the head of M.1.5, in the 
utmost secrecy, contacted the Ad
miralty, still reeling from that case, to 
inform it that an unidentified spy was 
at work inside the building. 

The spy's name was revealed in Sep
tember when Special Branch officers 
arrested a 38-year-old Admiralty clerk. 
William John Vassall, a homosexual, 
was apprehended on the eve of his 
annual vacation, which he had planned 
to spend on Capri with an American 
boyfriend. Vassall had been handing 
over top-secret Admiralty material to 
Soviet intelligence for seven years. In 

the beginning the Russians photo
graphed the documents and then re
turned them to Vassall. After a while 
Vassall photographed the documents 
himself. He usually took them home 
overnight and handed the undeveloped 
film to his Soviet controllers. 

On October 22, 1962, Lord Chief 
Justice Parker sentenced Vassall to 
18 years. That same day President 
KenQedy announced the Cuban missile 
crisis, the Russians arrested Penkov
sky, and Harold Macmillan appointed 
a committee, this one headed by Sir 
Charles Cunningham, to study security 
in the Admiralty. 

The British govemment controls 
press disclosures relating to security 
through what is known as the D-notice 
system, which first carne to wide public 
attention during the Blake case. It is 
the machinery by which the British 
govemment is able, as a rule, to sup
press information which it desires to 
keep out of British newspapers, books, 
and radio and television broadcasts. 
The system has great attraction for 
Americans of an authoritarian tum of 
mind. They would like to substitute it 
for the First Amendment to the Con
stitution. It has not, as a matter of 
fact, worked in an altogether satis
factory way even for Britain. 

The 1962 Radcliffe report explained 
that a D notice "is a formal letter of 
request which is circulated confiden
tially to newspaper editors ... a notice 
has no legal force and can onJy be re
garded as a letter of ad vice or request ... 
it gives an editor warning that an ítem 
of news, which may well be protected 
under Official Secrets Act, is regarded 
by the defense authorities as a secret of 
importance and ... whether or not any 
legal sanction would attach to the act 
of publication, publication is considered 

"-

- -·- .. . --~ 
THE SATUROAY EVENINO POST 

"Before you say anything at all, Charles, I just want to say, 'In a pig's eye.'" 

to be contrary to ~.he national interest." 
Britain's Official Secrets Act prohib

its all forros of espionage, bars gov
emment officials from divulging secrets 
and unauthorized persons from receiv
ing them. The t-rick is that the Secrets 
Act is hitched to the D-notice system. 
Since a D notice warns an editor that 
publication of a given news ítem may 
violate the act, the practica! effect is al
most indistinguishable from compul
sory censorship. 

On May 1, 1961, two days before 
Blake was tried, a D notice went out 
to Fleet Street asking that his M. I .6 
affiliation and many other facts be 
suppressed. The London correspondent 
of the New York Herald Tribune, 
Richard C. Wald, who was unaware of 
the D notice, was able to learn details 
of the case. When his story appeared 
the next day in the Tribune's European 
edition, it caused a furor. 

Another D notice went out on May 4 
advising editors not to pick up stories 
in the foreign press, which prompted 
Mr. Richard Marsh, a Labor M.P .. to 
ask Macmillan whether "members of 
the British public are not entitled to 
the same amount of information as is 
available to the nationals of other coun
tries ?" With the issue being discussed 
in Parliament, the pressure for dis
closure became too gre~t. Within a 
short time the Britisl-Í press was pub
lishing the forbidden details. 

Perbaps the most irnportant ques
tion had been voiced explicitly by Mr. 
Marsh. "What worries a number of 
members," he declared, "is the belief 
that on this occasion this procedure 
was used not to protect British se
curity, but to protect ministers." 

England is very conscious of the fact 
that its series of espionage affairs has 
weakened U.S. confidence in the effec
tiveness of British security. As a result, 
despite popular belief, British and U.S. 
intelligence do not work together as 
harmoniously as they should. Each 
complains about a lack of information 
from the other. 

Sorne effort is being made by the 
CIA and M.1.6 to divide the world into 
geographic areas of responsibility to 
avoid duplication. One problem with 
this plan is that in the past the CIA re
lied on M.I.5 to provide intelligence 
from Africa in areas under British con
trol (M.I.5 rather than M.1.6 had the 
responsibility because these areas were 
considered internal). But the growth of 
the new nations of Africa has sharply 
curtailed British activity there, and 
the CIA has not always been able to 
plug the gap. 

Ironically, despite the frictions be
tween the intelligence communities in 
London and Washington, American in
telligence was to a great extent pat
terned on the British. In one irnportant 
respect, however, there is a difference. 
The CIA combines intelligence gather
ing and secret operations in one or
ganization. a practice which has often 
been criticized. The British, on the 
other hand, separate their operators in 
M.1.6 from the analysts working under 
the overt director-general of intelli
gence in the Defense Ministry. 

Historically the British have been 
superbly discreet in keeping the secret 
intellígence machinery, M.l.5 and 
M.l.6, out of view, partly through tra
dition and partly through the D-notice 
system and the law. But Britain has 
tumed a 19th- (continued on page 56) 
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( conlinued from page 53) 

cen tury virtue in to a 20th-cen tury faul t. 
Imperial Eng1and could, in a sense, 
afford to have hidden citadels of totally 
secret power within its government. 
Perhaps this was true even between 
the two World Wars. But in the modern 
era of high-speed communications and 
insistent news media-and in the light 
of the KGB's unpleasant activities- a 
clubby invisible sort of intelligence that 
is somehow an extension of "Oxbridge" 
becomes a political liability. 

I t was all perhaps best summed up 
by Harold Wilson during an angry de
bate with Macmillan in the House of 
Commons over the Vassall case, in 
May 1963: 

"Were our authorities too easily re
assured by the school the man went to, 
tbe fact that he carne of a good fam
ily, ... the fact that he was personable, 
had a good accent and manner, and 
was a member of the Conservative and 
Batb clubs? ... British espionage and 
counterespionage ... is the old contest 
of gentlemen versus p]ayers, and we 
are up against a ruthless, highly pro
fessionalized service." 

Wilson concluded: "When you fight 
professionalism in the gentlemanly pos-
1 ure of the establishment you are 
beaten before }'.'OU start." 

This is one oj the saddest times 
that our govermnent has Izad, ín ref
erence to public policy ... l'm not 
at all happy about what tlze CI A Izas 
been doing, and I'm sure that out of 
tliis ... will come a ref ormation of 
tiza[ agency, witlz closer supervision 
of its actiuities .... 

-Vice President 
Hubert H. Humphrey 

on CIA subsidies of students, 
February 20, 1967 

On Saturday, April 10, 1965, Richard 
McGarrah Helms was the overnight 
guest of President Johnson at the LBJ 
Ranch in Texas. For dinner that eve
ning there was also an unexpected 
guest, Sen. Eugene McCarthy, the 
Minnesota Democrat. He had been 
asked to the ranch at the last moment 
while meeting a speaking engagement 
in nearby Austin. 

McCarthy, an outspoken critic of 
the CIA but an admirer of Helms, 
thought it might be interesting to run 
a little test of the man who was to be 
named deputy director of the Central 
lntelligence Agency the following day. 
McCarthy pointed to sorne yellow 
flowers on the table and asked Helms 
to identify them. Helms could not. 
McCarthy tried a second, third and 
fourth variety. Helms was unable to 
identify any of them. McCarthy then 
tumed to the wine and asked Helms if 
he could distinguish the various vin
tages on the table. Helms could not. 

"James Bond would have known the 
answers," McCarthy commented drily. 
Helms was not arnused. perhaps be
cause he was embarrassed at having 
flunked the test in such awesome com
pany, or possibly because he shared the 
professional CIA man's annoyance at 
being associated with flamboyant, fic
tional spies. In real life the CIA direc
tor must be an executive capable of 
administering a current yearly budget 
of $1.5 billion, which the agency uses 
to gather intelligence to assist the 
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President and the National Security 
Council in formulating policy. Since 
1947, when the CIA was established, 
its scope and importance within the 
Government have broadened consider
ably. to include clandestine political 
operations. (The agency's Plans Divi
sion, for example, was responsible for 
the overthrow of the left-wing govern
ments of Iran in 1953 and Guatemala 
in 1954. It operated the U-2 program, 
and directed the abortive Bay of Pigs 
invasion.) 

At any rate, when the President 
swore in Helms, on June 30, 1966, as 
the $30,000-a-year director of Central 
Intelligence, he remarked that in all 
his time as chief executive he had 
"yet to meet a Double-0 Seven" from 
the CIA. He had only the highest praise 
for the "patriotic and dedicated" men 
whose "most significant triumphs come 
not in the secrets passed in the dark, 
but in patient reading, hour after hour, 
of highly technical periodicaJs. In a 
real sense they are America's profes
sional students. They are unsung just 
as they are invaluable." 

Turning to Helms, Johnson declared, 
"Although he has spent more than 
twenty years in public life attempting 
to avoid publicity, he has never been 
able to conce::tl the fact that he is one 
of the most trustej and most able anj 
most dedícate::! professional career men 
in this capital. No man has ever come 
to this high critica! office with better 
qualifications." 

Helms w:is. in fact. the first career 
intelligence operator to be namej head 
of the C[A. Allen D.illes, who h::td 
served as Jirector from 1953 to 1961. 
matchei Helms in professiomlism, b.it 
he had devoted more thm half his 
working lile to prívate law practice on 
WaJJ Street. Helms. on the other h::tnd, 
enterej intelligence at the age of 27 
and remained there. Indeed, he was the 
very model of the modern civil ser
vant- soft-spoken (but with a hearty 
laugh), tal! (six feet one), slim, pleas
ant. patient, courteous, and mo.,t im
portant, apolitical. 

"Helms has no politics," said a CIA 
veteran. "He's justa good professional 
intelligence man." 

He was born on March 30, 1913, in 
St. David's, Pa., a fashionable suburb 
of Philadelphia, an::I reared in South 
Orange, N.J .. a fashionable suburb of 
New York. While young Helms was 
stíll in school his father, Herman, a 
sales executive for Alcoa, retired and 
took his family to Europe. Helms 
finished his last two years in prep 
schools in France and Germany, be
co:ning fluent in both languages. 1-Ie 
carne back to the United States to go 
to Williams College, where his class
mates voted him the stude'1t most 
likely to succeed. After college he 
joined the United Press in Germany, 
covered the 1936 Olympics, and wan
gled an exclusive interview with Adolf 
Hitler. During World War II Helms 
served as a naval officer attached to 
the Office of Strategic Services. He was 
assigned to the European Theater be
cause of his linguistic proficiency and 
worked for a while in Germany under 
Allen Dulles. After the war he stayed 
on in intelligence. Helms's promotion 
to the head of the agency was, in es
sence, a triumph for the OSS-Ivy 
League establishment inside the CIA, 
but it was long in coming. Helms had 
been its candidate to succeed director 
John A. McCone in 1965, and he had 

McCone's endorsement, but President 
Johnson, whose suspicions of cultivated 
Easterners had been deepened by his 
clash with the Kennedys, turned to an 
outsider and a Texan, retired Vice Ad
miral William F. Raborn Jr. 

"Red" Raborn was the man primar
ily responsible for the development of 
the Polaris missile. When he left the 
Navy he became vice president for 
project management at the Aerojet
General Corporation of California. A 
hearty, bluff, 59-year-old Annapolis 
graduate who grew roses for relaxa
tion, he had good relations wifü Con
gress, and a reputation as a strong, effi
cient and inspirational executive of the 
Knute Rockne school. It was these 
qualities which were attractive to J ohn
son, who. like his predeces$()rS, wanted 
to impress his own stamp on the CIA 
and at the same tirne keep Congress 
from exercising any effective control. 

But Rabom failed to meet the Presi
dent's expectations. From the very day 
he took over as director of Central In
telligence, the admiral was a marked 
man. At his swearing-in ceremony in 
the Cabinet Room of the White House 
on April 28, 1965, he was literally sur
rounded by members of the CIA estab
lishment. Inexplicably-almost as an 
ill omen-the White House issued a 
press release that includei all of their 
names. identifying many of them offi
cially for the first time. 

That afternoon President Johnson 
ordered the Marines into the Domini
can Republic. and Raborn, unprepared, 
was caught in the middle of a nasty 
intelligence crisis. The President first 
justified the action as one that was 
necessary to save lives, American and 
others. Then he raised the specter of 
an imrninent Communist uprising. The 
CIA supplied the supporting evidence, 
and critics of the intervention blamed 
Raborn for contriving a mishmash of 
hasty, self-contradictory documenta
tion. Soon the agency's professionals 
were grumbling arnong themsel ves 
about Raborn's supposed lack of knowl
edge, experienceand intellectualsophis
tication. And by the end of the year 
they were leaking it to the press. 

"'Things have reached the point,"' 
an intelligence man confided to Joseph 
Kraft, for his column of November 1, 
1965, "'where I'm even beginning to 
won:ier whether the Polaris can pos
sibly be a good missile.' " 

In a piece researched in part by a 
former CIA man with close connections 
to the agency. family and otherwise, 
Newsweek wrote on December 27 that 
insiders were complaining that Raborn 
"was a greenhorn at the spy garne; he 
was insensitive to the professional pride 
of his staffers, inept at dealing in nu
ances, so unlettered in international 
politics, indeed, that he could not pro
nounce or even remember the names of 
sorne foreign capitals and chiefs of 
state .... At one staff conference, a well
placed source said, the admiral inter
rupted his briefing officers to ask the 
meaningofthewoi:d 'oligarchy.' 'Jesus,' 
one sputtered afterward, 'if he doesn't 
know what an oligarchy is, how can he 
handle about two thirds of the coun
tries we deal with ?' " 

CIA professionals were annoyed , 
Newsweek reported, by Rabom's salty 
Navy habits and language, his ten
dency to ramble on interminably about 
his achievements in the Polaris pro
gram, and his head-coach approach to 
the gentlemanly art of intelligence: 

"'When you walk down that hall,' he 
told staffers. 'I want to see the wind 
move.' ... Gloomily recalling an old 
agency saying that Allen Dulles ran a 
happy ship and John McCone a taut 
ship, one CIA man added the postscript: 
'Raborn's running a sinking ship.'" 

Raborn's days were numbered. After 
14 months, having served for the short
est period of any head of the CIA. the 
admiral returned to Aerojet-General 
with a medal and a mild "well done" 
from the Presiden t. "The Jure of indus
try was such that I couldn't pass it up.'' 
Raborn explained. 

With the admiral piped ashore, the 
CIA was back in the hands of the es
tablishment, ,vith Helms as director. 
Vice-Admiral Rufus L. Taylor, a pro
fessional military man who could be 
expected to know his place, became the 
deputy director. R. Jack Smith, a 
53-year-old native of Michigan, was 
made deputy director for intelligence. 

Many present and former members 
of the CIA hierarchy live in the dis
tinguished Georgetown section of Wash
ington. The wealth and social status of 
high CIA officials has made the agency 
sensitive to suggestions that it is a 
closed, upper-class club, a perpetua
tion of the caste consciousness which 
provoked sorne to describe the OSS as 
Oh So Social. CIA recruiters point out 
that the great majority of agency em
ployees are graduates of non-Ivy 
League schools, but they concede that 
the top 20 men have always been 
largely drawn from Harvard, Yale, 
Princeton, etc. And within the 20 a 
substantial percentage have been mem
bers of America's first families. 

The privileged background of many 
top CIA men has resulted in a certain 
Anglophilia in the agency. Their forma
tive years were spent at the good New 
England prep schools which, patterned 
after the British public schools, have 
traditionally imparted a sense of class 
values and noblesse oblige. The CIA 
establishment thus tends to view itself 
as the caretaker of an inherited wisdom 
and the proper judge of national behav
ior. It is self-confident, somewhat ob
tuse about the yearnings of the com
mon man and untroubled by the elitist 
implications of secret government. 

To run its fronts and offices in a 
score of cities (CIA-listed offices are 
maintained in New York, Chicago, 
Los Angeles, Boston, Detroit, Phila
delplúa, San Francisco, Miami, Pitts
burgh, Houston, St. Louis. New Or
leans, Seattle, Denver and Minneap
olis. Their phone numbers, but not 
their addresses, appear in the telephone 
book) the agency's top officials often 
turned to old friends and classmates 
many of whom had served a tour r 
the OSS or the CIA. In the fall v 
1966, for example, the CIA confirmed 
that its man in St. Louis for the previ
ous 15 years had been Louis Werner II, 
an investment banker, a graduate of 
St. Paul's School and Princeton, and 
a member of a prominent and wealthy 
St. Louis family. Wemer, an expert 
polo player and huntsman, died tragi
cally on September 23, 1966, at the age 
of 42, in a private plane crash. In 
Boston a trustee for the Granary Fund, 
a conduit for CIA money to prívate 
groups, was another agency Old Boy, 
George H. Kidder, who listed himself 
in Who's Who as "with Office Gen. 
Counsel, CIA, 1952-54." 

The nouveau Texas Establishment 
has also been included in the CIA net-
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work. Oveta Culp Hobby, publisher of 
Tlze Houston Post, and Secretary of 
Health, Education and Welfare in the 
Eisenhower Administration, allowed 
the agency to use the Hobby Founda
tion as a conduit. John W. Mecom, 
the oil tycoon, was one of the original 
incorporators of another conduit, the 
San Jacinto Fund. Sarah T. Hughes, 
the federal judge who administered the 
oath of office to President Johnson, 
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was a trustee of the Hoblitzelle Foun
dation, which handled CIA money. 

Although it was commonly assumed 
when the CIA was created that it was 
restricted to foreign operations, the 
agency's home-front activity had be
come so extensive by 1964 that a spe
cial section, the Domestic Operations 
Division, was secretly created to handle 
it. Heading the division with an office 
one block from the White House was 
Tracy Barnes, a charming, handsome 
charter member of the establishment. 

The very title of Barnes's division 
flouted the intent of Congress, which 
had been assured when it established 
the CIA- and subsequently-that the 
agency would not and does not engage 
in domestic operations. And the huge, 
Madison A venue-style secret CIA office 
was only one more tangible evidence 
of the agency's continua! expansion. 

L. K. White, a deputy director of the 
CIA, told a House appropriations sub
committee in 1956 that if the CIA 
could only consolida te its several offices 
in Washington in one headquarters at 
Langley, Va., "we will save about 
228 people who are guards, reception
ists, couriers, bus drivers, and so 
forth." A CIA report to the lawmakers 
added: "Time lost shuttling between 
buildings will be eliminated, with a 
saving of over $600,000 annually, aside 
from the saving in bus operation and 
maintenance. There will be increased 
efficiency in the processing of intel-
ligence information not readily measur
able in monetary terms." 

Alas, it did not work out that way. 
When the CIA moved into its $46 mil
lion new home in Langley in 1961, most 
people, including members of Congress, 
assumed that the agency had moved 
out of Washington as it said it would, 
and that was that. But soon new CIA 
offi.ces were popping up all over the 
downtown area. In its attempts to 
conceal them, the agency adopted an 
ostrichlike policy. On the one hand the 
offices were supposed to be secret, but 
on the other their loca tions were flaun ted 
on signs in the windows of special CIA 
shuttle buses. The CIA listed an em
ployment office for severa] years at 
1016 16th Street, a nondescript eight
story buff-colored building, directly 
across from the Statler-Hilton and a 
block from the Russian embassy. Even 
the most myopic KGB man attached 
to the embassy could scarcely help but 
notice the signs on the shuttle buses: 
LANGLEY VIA 1717 H STREET. For 
years the shuttle buses were green, but 
more recently a fleet of new bright
blue buses replaced them. The "Blue 
Birds" still ply the route from down
town Washington to Langley. 

About 10,000 people work at CIA 
headquarters. Together with employees 
at the other locations in the United 
States and overseas, the total size of 
the CIA well exceeds 15,000 full-time 
employees, plus thousands of sub
agents and local informants around the 
world and persons working for CIA
financed cover organizations. 

During the 1964 Bobby Baker hear
ings before the Senate Rules Commit
tee, it was revealed that Matthew H. 
McCloskey Jr.. former treasurer of the 
Democratic National Committee, who 
was involved with Baker in the con
struction of the District of Columbia 
stadium, had received a multirnillion
dollar contract for a mysterious CIA 
"Building 213" at the Naval Gun 

Factory in Southeast Washington. 
Completed about 1964, the "classified" 
construction project had been given to 
McCloskey without bids, the General 
Services Administration assured the 
committee, because "the Central In
telligence Agency stressed an urgent 
and compelling need for the project." 
At the gun factory the guard at the 
gate freely pointed out the "CIA build
ing," which contractors estimated prob
ably costas muchas $10 million. "I am 
a little horrified," said Sen. Claiborne 
Pell, Democrat from Rhode Island, 
"that the CIA has more than one 
building." But the disclosure of "Build
ing 213" attracted only passing atten
tion amidst the Baker sensations. 

The multiplicity of buildings, and 
particularly the Domestic Operations 
Division at 1750 Pennsylvania Avenue, 
reflected the growth of the CIA's op
erations within the United States. 
Gradually a number of these domestic 
activities began to surface, and Amer
ican taxpayers began to see a bit more 
of the broad range of domestic projects 
they were unwittingly financing. 

In Florida, following the Bay of 
Pigs, the CIA's continuing connection 
with the Cuban exiles was an open 
secret. The agency supplied money and 
weapons to various exile factions seek
ing to harass and, if possible, eliminate 
Fidel Castro. Castro repeatedly ac
cused the CIA of staging raids against 
him, plotting his overthrow and seek
ing to assassinate him. During Castro's 
visit to New York in 1960 for a meeting 
of the United Nations, the CIA set up 
a suite at the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel to 
entertain the New York City police
men charged with protecting him. 
There, as was its custom during the 
visit of any important foreign digni
tary, the agency provided luxurious 
amenities, including strawberries with 
Devonshire creara, for New York's 
Finest. Chief Inspector Michael J . 
Murphy (later commissioner) wan
dered into the suite and was approached 
by a CIA man with a chilling story. 
The agency had a plan, the CIA man 
recounted casually, to plant a special 
box of cigars at a place where Castro 
would smoke one. When he did so, the 
agent said, the cigar would explode 
and blow his head off. Murphy, who 
could scarcely believe his ears, was 
appalled, since his responsibility was 
to protect Castro, not to inter hirn. If 
the CIA man was pulling Murphy's 
leg, it was a poor subject to joke about. 
But, worse yet, the agent se~med com
pletely in earnest. Much to Murphy's 
relief, however, the CIA man explained 
that the plan would not be carried out. 

In April, 1966, Ramparts, an icono
clastic California magazine, disclosed 
that Michigan State University had 
provided academic cover for the CIA 
police operation in South Vietnam. 
The magazine reported that the uni
versity ran a police training program 
for the CIA from 1955 to 1959 under 
a $25 million contract and concealed 
five CIA agents in the project. John A. 
Hannah, president of the university 
and the chairman of the U.S. Civil 
Rights Commission, vehemently denied 
any knowledge of the CIA involve
ment. But Lyman Kirkpatrick, who 
had held a high position in the agency 
during the period, said the university 
had actually signed a contract with the 
CIA and had complete knowledge of 
the organization's role in the project. 

The agency's connection with Michi
gan State was by no means unique. 
The CIA had worked out secret ar
rangements with individuals and insti
tutes at dozens of colleges, universities 
and research centers. The prototype 
for this kind of relationship was the 
Center for International Studies at the 
Massachusetts Institute ofTechnology. 
The Center was founded in 1951 with 
CIA money, and the following year 
Max F. Millikan, assistant director of 
the CIA, became its head. Another key 
figure at the Center was former OSS 
man Walt Whitman Rostow, an eco
nomics professor who becarne President 
Johnson's personal adviser on national 
security and foreign affairs, as well as 
his principal link with the intelligence 
community. In 1964, when the CIA 
connection was first revealed, M.I.T. 
implied it was a thing of the past. But 
when it publicly severed the CIA link 
in 1966 "because of misunderstand
ings," it conceded that the Center had 
been receiving 15 to 20 percent of its 
budget from Langley. 

The CIA also manipulated students 
in a similar manner, as was proved in 
February, 1967, when Ramparts dis
closed the agency's long-secret links 
with the National Student Association, 
the nation's largest student group with 
chapters on 300 campuses. Confronted 
by the magazine's detailed accusations, 
N.S.A. leaders admitted that the CIA 
had subsidized the association for 15 
years (covering as much as 80 percent 
of its budget each year), had provided 
it with rent-free headquarters in Wash
ington, had obtained draft deferments 
for N.S.A. officers and staff members 
and, in return, had acquired N.S.A. 
dossiers on foreign student leaders. All 
told, it was estimated that the CIA had 
poured three million dollars into N.S.A. 

The N.S.A. disclosures led to a rash 
of revelations about the CIA's involve
ment with virtually every important 
segment of American life-business, 
labor, government, the churches, the 
universities, the news media, charitable 
organizations, book publishers, law
yers, teachers, artists, women's or
ganizations and cultural groups. Quite 
aside from the moral issues involved, 
the CIA had neglected one of the 
fundamental rules of the spy business: 
It had failed to keep its operations dis
tinct and separate and had used the 
same fronts to finance a number of 
projects. When the agency's inyolve
ment with one project was disclosed, 
the cover was blown on ali of them. 

The CIA's involvement with all 
these groups was defended by Govern
ment officials as a necessary expedient 
of the Cold War dating back to a 
time- the early 1950's- when the Com
munists were bidding to capture vari
ous international groups. The financing 
had to be secret, it was argued. because 
it was necessary to deceive foreigners 
who might have viewed Government
supported groups as puppets, and to 
deceive the American people, who in 
the McCarthy era might have rejected 
open Govemment subsidies, especially 
for left-of-center groups. 

VicePresidentHubertH.Humphrey, 
who had been approached by N.S.A. 
leaders for help shortly before the 
Ramparts disclosure, said at Stanford 
University on February 20: "This is 
one of the saddest times our govern
ment has had, in reference to public 
policy. My own view is that these or
ganizations ought to be free and inde-



pendent. I regret that they were un
able to be that way. I'm not at all 
happy about what the CIA has been 
doing, and I'm sure that out of this 
very singularly disagreeable situation 
will come a reformation of that agency, 
with closer supervision of its activities 
and with recornmendations coming to 
the Government of the United States 
that will coqíne the CIA to its intelli
gence-gathering purposes .. . " 

President Johnson directed his news 
secretary, George Christian, to tell the 
press that he was "totally unaware" of 
the CIA's links with the National Stu
dent Association. To reduce the polit
ical pressures, the President ordered 
an investigation by a three-man group, 
headed by Under Secretary of State 
Nicholas deB. Katzenbach and includ
ing CIA Director Helms. The following 
week, however, on February 23, the 
iJresident endorsed a preliminary find
mg by the Katzenbach group that 
absolved both the CIA and the Ad
ministration. The CIA "did not act on 
its own initiative," the panel declared, 
"but in accordance with policies estab
lished by the National Security Coun
cil in 1952 through 1954." 

The Johnson Administration, which 
had responded uncertainly at first to 
the storm over the CIA student sub
sidies, was now moving quickly to 
close ranks. Humphrey had made bis 
statement, extremely critical of the 
CIA. to a student audience three days 
bef ore the President endorsed the pre
liminary finding of the Katzenbach 
r,anel. Now, with little choice but to 
conform to the Administration's public 
pronouncement, Hi.unphrey tolda news 
conference in Miami Beach on Febru
ary 27, one week after his Stanford 
speech, Lhat the CIA "has done noth
ing but follow the policies of higher 
authority." He added, "CIA has been 
criticized far too much, most of it un
just. ... Our Government must have 
the ways and means to forward our.in
terests. You need a CIA." 

In the unclassified portion of its final 
report on March 29, the Katzenbach 
panel recommended that the CIA and 
all other Government agencies be pro
hibited in the future from providing 
covert financia! support to any "9f the 
nation's educational or prívate volun
tary organizations." However, secret 
grants could still be made to prívate 
groups in other, unspecified fields when 
"overriding national security inter
ests" were involved. The arbiter of the 

exceptions should be the same inter
departmental review cornmittee (known 
as the Special Group) that had invoked 
"national security" to approve the 
covert financing of prívate groups over 
the previous 15 years. The Secretaries 
of State and Defense would also have 
to give their approval. 

The President adopted the panel's 
main recornmendation and ordered ali 
Government agencies to sever their 
secret financial arrangements with prí
vate groups. With that, Johnson obvi
ously hoped that the troublesome epi
sode would be laid to rest. 

From the CIA's inception in 1947, 
Congress has virtually abdicated its 
responsibility to actas a check on the 
vast, hidden power of the invisible 
government. A thoroughgoing reform 
is needed, including creation of a 
broadly based J oint Committee on 
Intelligence and tangible evidence that 
the watchdogs intend to take their as
signment seriously. Yet there is no sign 
that themen whorun Congressareeven 
aware of the gravity of the problem. 

The complacency is matched in the 
executive branch. The President re
acted to the N.S.A. scandal by resort
ing to the hoary bureaucratic practice 
of setting up a committee (which in
cluded the head of the CIA. who sat as 
a judge of his own case). Predictably 
the jury returned with a verdict of 
not guilty and recornmendations con
taining a Joophole through which new 
evils could emerge. The shadowy 
Special Group, which in the name of 
"national security" had permitted the 
CIA to intrude into domestic affairs in 
the first place, was to continue to pro
tect the public interest. 

The N.S.A. incident amply demon· 
strated that the dividing line between 
the public and prívate domain had 
been dangerously crossed. lt had also 
revealed that the Special Group and 
the CIA had violated the spirit, if not 
the letter, of the law under which the 
CIA was established. 

I t is an honored American tradition 
that when an institution fails, it is 
replaced. It is time. at least, to replace 
the obsolete machinery for control of 
the CIA. Jt is time to establish a visible 
ard credible guardian of intelligence, 
one that will reassure the American 
people that the necessary secret instru
ments of its Government are servants, 
not masters, of the national will. 

(TO BE CONCLUDED) 
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KILL WNCLUSION 

THREE 
One child had already 

been murdered, and two more 
would die unless the 

kidnapers' strange ransom 
demands were met. 
And time was running out. 

BY MILTON SHULMAN 
Illuslraled by Stan Galli 
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lt was approaching one in the morning. 
Mark Shepherd, editor of the Daily Bulle
tin, was studying a proof of the paper's 

front page with his news editor, Baker. Across 
the top of the page in large, black letters were 
the words DEATH AND THE LAW. Underneath 
this headline was a photograph of the body of 
a small boy. The body was lying on its side 
with its k.nees up-almost as if it were asleep
on the sidewalk outside an imposing stone 
building. Spread across eight columns, the 
picture filled lhe entire page except for a 
narrow band of print running below it. 

Beneath a subhead reading KIDNAPED BoY 
MURDERED, the news story began. "Just after 
midnight, on cold, unyielding pavement out
side the Law Society in Chancery Lane," it 
read, "the small, crumpled body of ten-year
old Tommy Nicholson was found. The boy 
had been kidnaped while on his way lo school 
in Balham only forty-eight hours ago. 

"In this bizarre, inhuman manner has the 
kidnaper of the three Nicholson children sym
bolized his strange and deadly feud with the 
firmofGray's Inn lawyers, Keightley, Cromer, 
Cromer & Leigh, who have been asked to pay 
the ransom money. Still in the hands of the 

killer or killers are Mrs. Sarah Nicholson's 
other two children, Eileen, aged eight, and 
John, aged six. Yesterday, in a telephone call 
to Mr. James Samuel Cromer, the head of the 
firm, the ransom money demanded was raised 
from Cl00,000 to .f:150,000 .... Story con
tinued on Page 2." 

"I don't like 'cold, unyielding pavement,"' 
Shepherd said. "We've got too many frus
trated novelists on this paper. But it's a 
wonderful picture ! That's really bizarre ! Put
ting the body outside the Law Society ! Must 
really be a nut. Who got it ?" 

"A slaff man, actually," said Baker. "Greg
ory. He heard about it while he was having 
something to drink in a coffeehouse nearby 
and rushed around to Chancery Lane before 
the police got there. Just lucky he had his 
camera with him. The best part about it is 
that the police have now got a screen around 
the body, and no one else will be able to get 
a picture like that." 

One of the telephones rang. It was the 
owner of the Bulletin. Although he spoke to 
Shepherd almost daily, he never encouraged 
any informality in their exchanges. 

'Tm going to bed," he now said abruptly. 
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"!'ve a garbled message that you want the 
Bulletin to raise one hundred and fifty thou
sand for those Nicholson children." _ 

"Yes, sir. That's what the kidnapers want. 
But the lawyers have refused to pay up. As 
a result, one of the children, the eldest, has 
been murdered." 

"I saw it on the wire." 
"By a bit of luck, we've got a splendid pic

ture of the dead boy. No one else has it, and 
we're splashing it on the front page." 

"One hundred and fifty thousand is a lot 
of money." 

"I realize that, sir. But we did beat ali the 
other papers on this story in the first place, 
and now that we've got this great picture, 
I feel the Bulletin has sorne special interest in 
the story. What I was thinking is that the 
Bulletin could start a fund-the Sarah Nichol
son Fund --" 

"I'd call it the Bulletin Fund," interrupted 
the owner. 

"Or the Bulletin Fund," said Shepherd, 
correcting himself. "That would be better, 
of course. Since the lawyers won't pay, we'll 
ask the public to save Mrs. Nicholson's other 
two children. I'm sure we'll get a terrific 

response. All it needs is a few shülings from 
each of the millions who read the Bulletin
that's the line. Rich or poor. Ali donations 
accepted. A nationwide act of merey. That's 
the sort of thing." 

"Will this Bulletin Fund- whatever we 
call it- get us sorne readers? And what will 
it cost ?" 

"That's just my point, sir," said Shepherd, 
quick to follow up the owner's line of think
ing. "This is a great circulation builder. It's 
got everything. Humanity, pathos, identifi
cation. Every parent in the land can envisage 
himself in a similar position. Their children 
kidnaped, no money to pay the ransom, and 
the Bulletin coming to the rescue. It 's sure
fire. We can sell an extra fifty thousand copies 
at least." 

The editor waited anxiously for a reaction, 
but nothing carne. "Well, sir," he continued 
less confidently, "I thought that if the Bulle
tin would start the campaign rolling with, 
say, twenty-five thousand, then I'm sure the 
rest would pour in from our readers. And, of 
course, there's always the chance the police 
may pick the kidnapers up, and we'll get 
the money back. I think we should risk it." 

"You do it," said the owner. "It's a good 
stunt." He hung up. 

As Shepherd put the receiver down, he 
smiled trunly at Baker. "Victory," he said. 

"Good. The story's all set up. It's a large 
box on page two." 

"Who'll be able to resist it !" Shepherd ex
claimed. "'Are you prepared to !et these 
children die?' Is that the head you're using 
on the box ?" 

"Actually it's 'Are you wilting to let these 
children die?' " 

"Yes. Wilting ! Better still." 

Shortly after nine the partners of Keight
ley, Cromer, Cromer &Leigh, summoned 
to a meeting by James Cromer, took 

their places in a semicircle facing Cromer's 
desk. Each was in his usual place. Henry Leigh 
and Cromer's son, Robert-the other two 
senior partners-sat in the armchairs that 
were already in the office. The three junior 
men-Leslie Raphael, Ronald Briginshaw, 
and young Keightley, a nephew of the 
founder-brought chairs with them. 

"Before this meeting proceeds any further," 
James Cromer began, " I want you to know-if 
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you have not already found out for 
yourselves-that there are three police 
investigators in the office going through 
all our files under Inspector Hayes's 
supervision. In the circumstances, I 
felt that we must not only cooperate 
with the police but we must assure them 
we have absolutely nothing to hide. 

"I spoke with them earlier this 
morning, and it is clear to me, frankly, 
that they as yet have not come up with 
one soHd lead on the identity of these 
kidnapers. They seem to be stumbling 
up one blind alley after another. By 
opening our files to the police, they 
can decide for themselves if any of our 
clients might have worked up sorne 
grievance against any of us. They're 
also going through a list of ali our em
ployees-past and present-to double
check that no one has been forgotten." 

"They're welcome to my files," said 
Robert Cromer. "What sorne bumbling 
policemen will make of them, heaven 
only knows." 

"Ali right ! Al1 right !" James Cromer 
said irritably. "I have told the poi ice 
that everything in this firm is open to 
their scruliny, and as long as we con
tinue to cooperate, we can do no more. 
Now, what about the ransom money? 
You have ali, no doubt, read the Daily 
Bullelin and seen what they are up to. 
But now that one child has been mur
dered, I thought we should meet again 
to confirm-or change-our origina] 
decision not to pay the ransom. lf 
we ali dig deep into our pockets we 
could raise one hundred and fifty thou
sand between us. I have sorne insurance 
I could sell, and I am sure the bank 

would accommodate us if necessary. 
According to Inspector Hayes, there is 
a reasonable chance of getting most, 
or sorne, of it back. Once the two chil
dren are returned, they could probably 
·provide enough of a description of the 
kidnapers to give the police a clue as 
to who they are." 

"What worries me," Henry Leigh 
said, "is that we may be dealing with 
lunatic killers. If tbey have murdered 
one child, how can we trust them to 
turn over the other two even if they do 
get the money? If Inspector Ha yes 
thinks the children may be able to 
provide a useful description of the 
kidnapers, wouldn't that also have 
occurred to the killers? Surely from 
their standpoint-once they have the 
money-wouldn't it be reasonable to 
kili the remaining two and thus wipe 
out any clues as to tbeir identity ?" 

"You may be right, Henry," said 
James Cromer. "But that's a matter of 
tactics that will have to be worked out 
with the police. They might agree that 
i t is useless to pay up the ransom money 
when they discover how it's to be paid 
over. Indeed, the other two children 
may already be dead. Tommy Nichol
son was murdered even before we were 
telephoned at four yesterday." 

A ripple of horror went around the 
semicircle of seated men. 

"Are you sure, James?" asked Leigh. 
"Where did you leam that?" 

"From Inspector Hayes this mom
ing. At least that's what the police 
pathologist's report says, based upon 
the estimated time of death." 

"Well, that settles it," Robert Cro
mer said. "It's clear they're madmen. 
Surely it's pointless for us to go on 

arguing about whether we intend to 
meet the demands of maniacs." 

"What we're involved in at the mo
ment is a matter of principie," said his 
father. "As a matter of principie, is 
this firm prepared to pay up the ran
som money íf the police think it advis
able? This is what we must settle." 

"There's another matter of principie 
at stake here, Father," said Robert 
Cromer. "We are, after ali, Jawyers. 
And as custodians of the law it's our 
duty to resist with ali our power this sort 
of blackmail, this sort of lawlessness." 

"Hear, hear !" muttered Keightley. 
James Cromer's eyebrows knitted 

together in a tight, dark frown as he 
listened to his son. The father never 
ceased to be amazed at his offspring's 
Jack of humor, bis pompous manner of 
speech, and his unbending and un
generous views on almost everything. 

"And I would like to make another 
point, too," Robert Cromer continued. 
"If we personally were to pay over this 
money, it would be assumed by the 
public that we had done something 
wrong, that we were handing over this 
huge sum to hush up sorne scandal in 
our affairs. No, I've searched my con
science deeply, but-fully recognizing 
the consequences-I still believe we 
should stand firm. We must insist it is 
no responsibility of ours." 

"I agree," said Briginshaw. He and 
Keightley, the youngest members of 
the firm, predictably supported the 
junior Cromer, in whom they saw their 
main chance for a profitable future. 
Wben James Cromer retired, his son 
would undoubtedly succeed him as 
head of the firm. " If we handed over 
the ransom money," Briginshaw went 

on, "it would only be misconstrued as 
evidence of guilt on our part. And I 
think I ought to make a personal state
ment at this point. Aside from the 
money I originally invested in the firm 
for my partnership, I would nol be 
able to conlribute further to the hun
dred and fifly thousand." 

"That's my position, too," said 
Keightley. 

"We are not interested at the mo
ment in who is going to pay what," 
James Cromer snapped. "That's a de
tail. We don'l intend to bankrupt any
body, but the money can, if needed, be 
raised. Let's think generously instead 
of fretting about individual interests." 

"I agree, James," said Henry Leigh. 
Although he had come to the meeting 
uncertain aboul what they should do, 
the unsympalhetic attilude adopled 
by Robert Cromer. Keightley, and 
Briginshaw had swayed him toward the 
opposite line. "While I understand 
Bob's reasoning, I'm sure he under
estimates the degree of public pressure 
that is going to be exerted upon us. lf 
another child is murdered, and we slill 
remain adamant-or indifferent, as it 
will be played up by the press-things 
can get very nasty indeed. I think we 
ought to raise the money and gamble 
on getting it back." 

"That's being defealist," Robert 
Cromer said. "We must not pay." 

Leslie Raphael decided it was time 
to break the impasse by adopting his 
favorite role of the middleman. "Look
ing around the room," he said, "il's 
clear to me we're not going to gel a 
unanimous verdict for paying over the 
money. May I suggest, then. a com
promise? I see the implications of pay-
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ing the whole sum ourselves, but 
I am also sure that we must make 
sorne gesture to show our concern 
for the safety of the children. 
Now, the Bulletin Fund seems 
just the sort of godsend that can 
get us off the hook. Let us con
tribute to the fund. And with our 
contribution ask the Bulletin to 
print sorne sort of statement that 
this"- he hesitated, groping for 
the appropriate words- " that 
this is in no way an admission of 
any responsibility on our part ." 

No one spoke. 
"Let's say . .. five thousand.' 

Raphael suggested the sum with 
trepidation. 

"Ten thousand." Tt was Leigh. 
"That'samorerespectablefigure.' 

"1 should think five is quite 
enough," carne back Robert Cro
mer. "and I still think it's an un
wise move." 

"Five's more than enough," 
Briginshaw echoed. 

James Cromer thoughtfully 
surveyed his colleagues What a 
crew, he thought. Give them a 
choice of a big or a petty decision, 
and they'Jl always reason them
selves into the meanest one. 

"For the sake of unanimity, 
I think we'll have to settle for 
five tbousand," he said. His voice 
was resigned. "1'11 contact the 
Bulletin editor as soon as pos
sible and tell him what we have 
agreed to contribute." 

1 nspector Ha yes was exhausted. 
Although it was unusual for a 
member of Scotland Yard to 

be called into a local case except in 
the most desperate circumstances, 
he had been involved with the 
Nicholson affair because of a 
previous contact witb Leslie Ra
phael, the law firm's specialist on 
Litigation. Sin.ce tbe boy's body 
had been discovered, Hayes
who was acting as official liaison 
officer between the solicitors and 
the Balham police-had had al
most no sleep. 

He glanced at the list in bis 
handagain. Itcontained thenames 
of all the people wbo had been 
employed by Keightley, Cromer, 
Cromer & Leigh since the end of 
the war. Most of the names had 
reassuring check marks beside 
them. 

"Now, Mr. Hurst," said Hayes 
to the firm's senior clerk, who had 
been helping him with bis inves
tigation, "there are apparently 
only three of these people un
accounted for." 

"So I understand," said Hurst. 
''What about this John Hutch

inson ?" asked Hayes. 
"He was only here for three 

months. An office boy.'' 
"We can' t trace him." 
" He fancied himself as a mer

chant seaman. Probably that's 
what he did when he left here. It 
might be worth trying the Na
tional Union of Seamen." 

"Umm. Margaret Compton?" 
"She was a temporary secre

tary for Mr. Raphael. With us 
only six months. She was seeing 
a lot of an Australian, and she 
may have married him." 

" That checks with our own 
information," Hayes said. "She's 

probably emigrated. Now what about 
this last name? Arthur Percival West?" 

" Oh, he died about two years ago. He 
was the firm's chief accountant. With us 
for fi fty years. They retired him five 
years ago. On a pension." 

The interna! telephone on Hurst's desk 
rang. " Yes, sir," said Hurst, picking up 
the receiver. "Yes, he's with me now. 
I'll bring him right up." As he hung up, 

the clerk turned to the detective. "The 
meeting's over," he said. "Mr. James 
Cromer would like t'.l see you. I' ll take 
you up, Inspector." 

When Hurst returned from showing 
Inspector Hayes to Cromer's office, he 
took from one of the steel filing cabinets 
the personal file of the firm's former chief 
accountant. His memory had been stirred 
by Artbur West's name. As he looked 

through the contents of the file- sorne 
office photographs, office memos com
mending him for Ioyalty or a good job 
done, National Insurance papers, insur
ance receipts. and a few personal let
ters- he recalled that he had been mean
ing to send this material to West's 
widow, but had never got around to it. 

He lingered over a photograph show
ing West, a thin, small man with the 
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hunched shoulders that marked some
one who had scribbled on too many 
Jedgers for too many years, standing be
side a tallish boy in his late teens. His 
son Alan. There was about the young 
man's features, thedomed forehead and 
drawn cheeks, a Jook of nervous anxiety 
that his wistful smile could not hide. 
Poor old West, Hurst mused. He'd had 
a terrible life. Always worried about 
money. Then that miserable pension in 
his old age. And the boy. That assault 
affair. The shame of it had mentally 
crippled West. The efforts he had taken 
to keep it from the partners! Assault? 
A vague suspicion nudged Hurst. 

"Oh. Hurst. I seem to have misplaced 
those Fitzgerald papers. Have they gone 
off to counsel yet?" I t was Henry Leigh. 
He was standing behind Hurst, looking 
down a t the open file. ''Tha t' s old W est. 
isn't it? Hayes doesn't suspect him?" 

"Hardly. Mr. Leigh," said Hurst, 
rising from his chair. "Since he's dead." 

"Of course. Of course." Leigh re
plied, slightly discomfited. Although 
Hurst was always diffident to his su
periors, he was contemptuous of the 
ability of every partner but James 
Crorner. and he had a natural flair for 
rnaking them feel uncornfortable. No 
one, however, would drearn of suggest
ing that the firrn do without Hurst. He 
hacl been with thern for almost fifty 
years and was invaluable. 

"West's name carne up, and I remem
bered there were sorne photographs and 
papers that I badn't returned to his 
widow. But that boy, there. His son 
Alan. Hada police record, you know." 

"Oh? I didn't know that. Perhaps 
you mightmention it to the Inspector." 

"I thought I rnight. Mr. Leigh. But 
J've just rernembered that the boy 
ernigrated to Canada sorne years back. 
He's not in the country." 

"Well. that settles that, then, doesn't 
it? And anyway, what on earth could 
the boy possibly have against us?" 

lnstinct had brought Mark Shepherd 
into theBulletin office an hour earlier 
than usual. And sure enough, he had 

hardly sat down at his desk when he re
ceived a telephone call that made it 
necessary to cal! the owner of the 
Bulletin at once. 

"Yes?" The familiar bark carne on as 
soon asShepherd liní,hed dialing. 

'Tve just had Jam ~s Crorner on the 
phone, sir," Shepherd said. "They're 
contributing five thousand to the fund." 

"Not rnuch." 
"I agree, sir, but they're anxious not 

to look as if they're yielding to black
mail. At least. that's what Cromer 
claims. He says they're worried that the 
public rnight think they were guilty of 
sornething if they paid the ransom." 

"They just don't want to pay." 
"Yes. sir. But there's another prob

lem. At noon the kidnapers will be con
tacting the lawyers again. They rnight 
want the money to be paid over sorne
time today- or tonight. Cromer wants 
to know if the Bulletin will provide the 
cash right away. Even if the total surn 
hasn't been raised." 

"Well?" asked the owner. "What do 
you think?" 

"We've got forty thousand in prom
ises already. And that's only counting 
cornpanies. not individuals. They're ali 
trying to get in on the act, and J'rn 
sure they'll pay up. Then there's our 
own twenty-five thousand and the five 
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thousand from the lawyers. Which still 
leaves us eighty thousand short. But 
the campaign's just begun, and I'rn 
sure we'll pick up the rest. And if we get 
those kids back, what a publicity coup. 
We can stretch the story out for an
other week. At leasl another week !" 

"Four days . . . if the children are re
turned tornorrow," the owner said ma t
ter-of-factly. "Longer if they're not. Or 
if they're murdered." 

"It's a great hurnan-interest story 
either way,'' Shepherd continued, sorne
what subdued. "It will fascinate and 
terrify every paren t. We ought to make 
at Jeast a hundred thousand extra sales. 
And we might even get the ransorn 
money back. The police are quite confi
dent that with the children's evidence 
they could pick up the kidnapers very 
quickly. Is it worth the gamble?" 

There was no sound from the owner. 
T hen carne a single word. "Yes." 

The two Cromers. Henry Leigh, 
and Inspector Hayes. were gath
ered in the senior Crorner's office 

when the kidnaper telephoned at noon. 
J ames Crorner and Inspector Hayes 
listened intently to the muffled voice 
of Alan West. Even through the dis
tortion of the monitoring device that 
the Inspector hacl attached to the tele
phone, it was clearly the man who had 
talked to Cromer before. 

"You now have the blood of one 
child on your hands, Cromer," said 
Alan West. "Are you ready to pay up 
and save the others?" 

"Yes. We're ready." 
"All right. Listen carefully. Here are 

your instructions. I won't repeat them. 
There is a small street in Chiswick 
called Manor Lane. You'll find it in a 
street directory. At eleven o'clock to
night there will be a Vauxhall in Manor 
Lane with platesLMJ-493. Youneedn't 
investigate who owns the car because 
it was stolen. No one will be in the car. 
T he money. which is to be in used five
pound notes. is to be brought in a bag 
and placed in the trunk of the Vauxhall. 
Have you got that so far?" 

"Yes." 
"Good. Now, the person who has 

brought the rnoney- only one person is 
to turn up-must imrnediately leave 
the scene once he has put the bag in the 
trunk. We will have the area under ob
servation. and if we see any evidence 
that the police are planning a trap, it 
will mean the death of another child. 
You undetstand? · The police are to 
keep strictly out of it. In due time the 
Vauxhall will be driven away, and any 
attempt by the police to follow it will 
mean a child's life. And by now you 
know we mean it! Remernber. there are 
more than one of us. We have taken up 
our positions, and we can see exactly 
whether our instructions are being 
obeyed. No one will come for the car if 
there is the slightest sign of police ac
tivity. And another child will die. If 
there is no double-crossing, the children 
will be returned within six hours of the 
money being received." 

"All right," Cromer said, receiving 
frorn Ha yes a go-ahead sign. "A re
por ter from the Bulletin will bring the 
money tonight." 

"The Bulletin? What have they to 
do with it?" 

"They're raising the ransorn rnoney," 
replied Cromer. "They've organized a 
fund which --" 

"And what about you and your part
ners? What are you donating?" 
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"Five thousand pounds." 
"Not enough. I want at least twenty

five thousand from Keightley, Cromer 
and a letter acknowledging the fact 
that you and your partners have per
sonally contributed that sum to the 
ransom." 

"Twenty-five thousand! But that's 
impossible !" 

"Either you agree, Mr. Cromer, or 
the whole thing is off." 

Robert Cromer, Henry Leigh, and 
Hayes watched the older man furrow 
his huge eyebrows and lick his lips be
fore he answered. "You'll get your 
money. And the letter." 

"Remember, this is your last chance 
to save the Nicholson children. I expect 
you to keep your word, Cromer." 

The click on the other end of the line 
was decisive. No one spoke. James 
Cromer replaced the receiver and gazed 
intensely at the desk in front of him. 
His son was the first to react. 

"Father! You shouldn't have done 
that. We agreed that five thousand was 
our limi t. You had no righ t to commi t 
the firm to pay twenty-five thousand." 

"I have a right to do whatever I like 
with my own money," James Cromer 
said angrily. He tried to meet his son's 
eyes, but Robert Cromer avoided the 
challenge. "I've committed the firm to 
nothing more than they want to pay. 
The rest will come from me personally. 
It's something I feel I must do. Neither 
you nor anyone else can stop me." 

p;_n West was pleased with himself. 
He had just completed his tele
phone call to the lawyers, and 

things were going very well. Now that 
the money was going to be paid, he 
could put the next part of his plan 
into action. After first verifying that no 
one was waiting to enter the public
telephone booth from which he was call
ing, he dialed the numbers of two of 
those many London firms ready to pro
vice casual help for odd jobs at any time. 
Feigning a high-pitched, upper-class 
accent, he asked the first firm to drive 
the Vauxhall from Chelsea to Manor 
Lane, Chiswick, by eleven that night. 
He then requested the second firm to 
pick up the car in Manor Lane-no 
sooner than eleven-thirty- and deliver 
it back to Chelsea, this time to the 
King's Road end of Royal Avenue. 

I f the A t-Your-Service Agency and 
the Do-A-Job Bureau were only half as 
efficient as the boasts they made in their 
advertisements, everything should go 
like clockwork. If the police kept out of 
it, the money was as good as in his 
hands. If tbey double-crossed him and 
trailed the car from Manor Lane 
to Chelsea, ali they would pick up 
was an mnocent driver. And if they 
double-crossed him-well, they would 
be asking for it. 

A few minutes later, West arrived at 
Gillian Tracey's basement apartment. 
Gillian, his girl friend of six weeks, had 
been involved with him in the kidnap
ing from the beginning. Her apartment 
was in a run-down and otherwise de
serted building slated to be torn down 
as soon as Gillian's lease expired. It had 
seemed to them an ideal place in which 
to hide out with the Nicholson children. 

"They can't stop talking about it on 
the radio," Gillian said, as West carne 
into the living room. "Every cop in the 
country is after us, if we're to believe 
ali those news bulletins. How <lid it go ?" 

She spoke flatly and without any dis
cernible bint of concern, her eyes fixed 
on the French fashion magazine resting 
on her lap. She might have been dis
cussing their plans for dinner. Tommy's 
murder was an event about which she 
felt no remorse or guilt or fear. Only 
disappointment. It had not been as ex
citing as it had promised to be. Pretty, 
blond, and just twenty, she had joined 
Alan in this dangerous game partly for 
the money, but chiefly for the kicks. 
Only jazz and sex gave her a glimmer of 
living; clothes offered her a possibility 
of achievement. As for the rest, she 
dared anything in the hope that it 
might awaken her. Little did. 

"They're ready to pay." West said 
excitedly. "One hundred and fifty 
thousand. Every penny." 

"When?" 
"Tonight. At eleven o'clock. You'll 

have to take four pounds over to each 
of those two odd-job agencies thie 
afternoon.'' 

"They had drivers available, then?" 
"The first two I phoned. The At

Your-Service and the Do-A-Job. Just 
pop the envelopes with their money 
through their letter boxes. Don't let 
anyone see you." 

Gillian tossed aside her magazine and 
went over to West. She put her arms 
round his neck and kissed him. "What 
a clever man ! I didn't think the lawyers 
had that kind of money." 

"Oh, tbey're not paying ali of i t," 
West explained. "It's coming from the 
Daily Bulletin. That fund they're rais
ing. It's just a circulation stunt, but 
who the hell cares? I even managed to 
get twen ty-five thousand out of Keigh t
ley, Cromer. That really tickled me. 
Those bastards !" 

"What difference <loes it make where 
the money comes from ?" 

" It should please the -old man." 
"What are you talking about ?" 

Gillian asked, puzzled. 
"My father. He worked for those 

tight-fisted creeps for fifty years. Fifty 
years ! He joined them as an office boy 
and worked himself up to be their chief 
accountant. And when they retired him 
at sixty-five, do you know what pension 
they gave him? Four stinking pounds a 
week anda cut-glass decanter ! Can you 
believe it ?" 

"Why didn't you tell me ali this be
fore ?" Gillian asked. 

"Because it didn't matter. I told you 
that these lawyers had the money to 
pay, didn't I? How was I so sure? Be
cause my father was always talking 
about their affairs and their money 
when he carne home. And they were re
ally loaded ! But they never paid him 
more than a pittance, and how he used 
to loathe them. I remember how bent 
and ashen he looked the night he carne 
home witb his miserable decanter and 
the letter telling him about his pension. 
I t was the worry of trying to keep going 
that killed him. He was dead three 
years later." 

This was the first display of senti
ment Gillian had seen in West in the 
few weeks she had known him. "So this 
was a sort of revenge?" she asked. 

"Revenge!" West exclaimed, snap
ping quickly out of his reminiscent 
mood. "My father was a sniveling, hyp
ocritical little man who deserved what 
he got. What he went through made me 
determined not to be like him. But, I 
must admit, it does give me satisfac
tion-quite a bit of satisfaction-that 
sorne of the money those lawyers owed 



him is now being squeezed out of them 
by their chief-accountant's son." 

"Is that why you went to Canada? 
To try for something more than your 
father ever had ?" 

"I suppose so. I realized that if I con
tinued working in insurance l'd end up 
like him. But Canada was a mistake. 
Eighteen months was enough forme." 

' Are you sure the money will be 
there tonight?" 

"There's always the chance of a dou
ble cross. Otherwise, sure .... What 
about them?" West asked suddenly, 
nodding toward the closed door, just 
visible at the end of the hall. Behind it 
the two remaining Nicholson children 
were imprisoned. 

"Eileen doesn't say much," said 
Gillian, shrugging. "But I think she 
suspects something has happened to 
Tommy. The younger one is a mess. 
He's certainly subnormal. l'm sure he 
couldn't tell them anything about us. 
I'm not so positive about the girl. You 
can't tell whether she's bright or not, 
beca use she talks so little." 
"i don't think it matters much. We'll 

fly to Nice tomorrow night. Long be
fore they've had time to circulate any 
descriptions of us, even if the girl can 
remember anything. But she's just 
eight. I don't think she's going to be 
much help to them. Anyway, let's wait 
until we've got the money in our hands 
before we decide what to do with the 
kids. I might change my mind about 
handing them over. We'll see." 

"lt'soff." 
"What's off, sir?" Mark Shepherd 
leaned forward, telephone in hand, 

straining to make sense out of what the 
owner of the Bulletin had just said. 

"The Bulletin Fund. It's finished." 
Shepherd concentrated furiously, try

ing to relate what the owner was saying 
to his own knowledge of events. "I'm 
sorry, sir. But I don't understand." 

"l've had complaints from the other 
newspapers. They say the fund confücts 
with our latest agreement against cir
culation stunts." 

"But it's only incidentally a circula
tion stunt, sir," Shepherd said, finally 
seeing the light. "It's a humanitarian 
appeal. We're trying to save sorne 
lives." 

"I told them all that." The owner's 
voice was impatient. "They say it's a 
stunt. And if we don't abandon it, they 
threaten to go back to those competi
tions giving away houses and automo
biles. We can't have that again. That 
kind of circulation war is too expensive." 

"But it's not the same thing - -" 
"And someone from the government 

has been on to me. They claim it's one 
thing for the people involved to put up 
the ransom. But they say it's against 
the public interest for newspapers to do 
what we're doing. It makes it too easy 
for kidnapers to get ransom money. 
Might encourage others to try it." 

"But, sir --" 
"I've told them ali I'd call it off. You 

can think of sorne excuse." 
"What about saying that we've 

learned that the fund might preju
dice police investigations ?" Shepherd 
was expert at recognizing lost causes 
and adroit at adapting to new policy 
lines. 

"Something like that. We'll look like 
bloody fools for a couple of days. But it 
can't be helped." 

After the owner had hung up, Shep
herd called in his news editor, Baker, 

and wearily informed him of the latest 
development. 

"I don't think we'll run the an
nouncement on the front page," Shep
herd said. "Page five is good enough. 
Anything we can't return to named 
donors, we'll donate to charity. And 
you'll have to tell the police and the 
lawyers right away. But l'd leave the 
whole thing out of the first edition. If 
the kidnapers get wind of it, they 
might not even turn up." 

"Any new line on the case you'd like 
us to take ?" asked Baker. 

Shepherd rubbed his chio, thought
fully. "What about the police?" he 
asked. "They don't seem to have dis
tinguished themselves so far." 

"No child safe on London streets ... 
that sort of thing?" 

"That's it. What's wrong with the 
metropolitan police? Are we recruiting 
the right brains to deal with the mod
ero, efficient criminal in a scientifically 
oriented society? That's the line. We 
haven't hada go at the police for a long 
time." 

Chief Superintendent Long picked 
up the white sheet of paper on 
his otherwise empty desk and 

studied the four words he had written 
down. Ransom? Developments? Site? 
Plan? As the senior detective at the 
Milburn Road Police Station in Bal
ham, he had taken over the Nicholson 
case when it had evolved from sus
pected kidnaping to positive murder. 
There were three other detectives in his 
office waiting for him to speak- Cow
ley and Randell, both Balham police 
officials, and Inspector Hayes of Scot
land Yard. 

"Now that the Nicholson case is com
ing to a boíl," Long began, "I want a 
report of what we have to date, and 
what we are planning for tonight. First, 
the ransom money. Inspector Hayes, 
you've talked with the Cromers again 
since we learned about the abandon
ment of the Bulletin Fund. Are they 
prepared to put up the whole sum ?" 

"No. James Cromer is still ready to 
put up twenty thousand personally if 
it will help, but the five thousand 
contributed by the firm itself has been 
withdrawn now that there's no fund." 

"Anybody see a way to use Cromer's 
twenty thousand ?" asked Long. 

"Since we can't contact the kidnap
ers, there's no way of bargaining with 
them," said Chief Inspector Cowley. 

"We could contact them if we really 
wanted to," said Detective-Inspector 
Randell. He could never resist an op
portunity to contradict Cowley. 

"How?" Cowley asked pugnaciously. 
"We could broadcast a message on 

television and radio. Ask them to phone 
the lawyers again." 

"We're dealing with killers, Inspec
tor Randell," Cowley said. "It's our 
job to find and arrest them. Not to play 
footsie-wootsie with them." 

Chief Superintendent Long was fa
miliar with these rows. He had wit
nessed them ever since Cowley had been 
promoted over Randell, and he ignored 
them. 

"Since we haven't got the entire ran
som money," said Long, "I think we 
must proceed on the basis that no 
money at ali is available. That means 
we must concentrate on the rendezvous 
tonight. But, first, have there been any 
developments at ali from our inter
views and interrogations ?" 

Randell shook his head. "l've had 
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every available constable on the case. 
Every house in the district has been 
covered. Every relative and acquaint
ance of the Nicholsons has been seen. 
Except for a couple of cranks, no one 
has come forward with a thing." 

Long tumed to Rayes, who was 
stuffing sorne tobacco in a pipe he had 
just taken from his pocket. "What 
about the lawyers? Any lead worth pur
suing from the names they gave you ?" 

"Nothing," said Rayes, dividing his 
attention between his pipe and the chief 
superintendent. As a Scotland Yard 
man, he tended to be casual with sub
urban detectives even though they were 
his superiors. 

"What's behind it, then, do you 
think? Any guesses ?" asked Long. 

"J'm frankly baffled," said Rayes. 
They ali waited while he lighted his 
pipe, using two matches to accomplish 
it. "At first I thought it might be 
chance," he continued. "Names picked 
out of the telephone directory. But 
when they insisted on the Cromers· 
contributing more than five thousand to 
the ransom. it was obvious there was 
sorne direct link. But it's probably 
more oblique than we suppose. l'm 
stretching our interrogation net much 
wider- relatives and friends of those 
we've aJready seen. But it'll take time. 
More than we have, I'm afraid." 

As Rayes spoke. RandeJl's resent
ment increased. NotonJy did hehave to 
work with Cowley on this case, but this 
slick university type annoyed him with 
his superior air and glib talk. Oblique 
link? What the hell did that mean? 

"WelJ, let's get on," said Long. "The 
site. What's Manor Lane look like?" 

Cowley unfolded a large-scale street 
map and stretched it out on Long's 
desk. It was liberaJJy marked with sym
bols representing suggested positions 
for the police and the patrol cars to take 
up. "It's a very smaJI street. No more 
than two hundred and fifty yards long. 
At its north end is Langfield Street. It's 
a very clever location. With a quick 
start from there onto the Great West 
Road, they could easily reach a second 
waiting car to which they could transfer 
the money before we got to them. And 
they'd have a fast road either into 
London or to the west." 

"Yes," said Long. "Go on." 
"Well, because Manor Lane is so 

smaJl it's very easy to keep under sur
veillance. A top room in any of the 
houses there gives a clear view of the 
en tire street. The kidnapers said they'd 
be watching for any police movement. 
and that's how they could do it." 

"I'm sure they're bluffing," said 
Rayes. "They must know we can infil
trate the area any time with plain
clothes people. How could they tell who 
was police and who was not?" 

"And that's what you've done, I as
sume " said Long. 

"Yes, sir. There's a church on the 
east side of the street, just there .... " 
Hayes pointed to a spot on the street 
map. "One of our men went in there 
dressed as a priest. A walkie-talkie and 
binoculars under his cassock. He has a 
panoramic view of the whole district 
from the belJ tower. We've aJso had 
sorne plainclotheswomen take a stroll 
along Manor Lane and on sorne of the 
adjacent streets. But, so far, they've 
seen nothing. We'll have the area casu
aJly ¡:atrolled this way from now on." 

"Good. Goocl. Now what's the plan 
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for tonight?" asked Long, tuming 
again to Cowley. 

"If you agree, sir, I propose that we 
station patrol cars along these major 
intersections." Cowley pointed to a 
number of places on the map. "Once 
we see the route the kidnapers' car is 
taking, we can move the patrol cars 
over to it, and they'll report as the 
VauxhaJl passes." 

"You don't propose to arrest the 
driver before he starts off, then ?" Long 
asked. 

"No," said Cowley. "Inspector Rayes 
and I think that this might jeopardize 
the lives of the children. If the car fails 
to arrive at its destination, the remain
ing members of the gang would have 
an excuse to carry out their threat." 

"But you might lose the car aJto
gether," said Randell. 

"We!L we'll have to see that wedon't. 
won't we?" Cowley said curtly. "That's 
why we'll need a large number of patrol 
cars, and if they are centrally directed 
from here, I don't see why we should 
have any trouble keeping track of a car 
at that hour of the night. We should 
aJso have two civilian cars ready to do a 
straight tailing job, but they'll have to 
operate at quite a distance from the 
Vauxhall in order to avoid suspicion. 
W e can direct them from here." 

The chief superintendent studied the 
markings on the map. " I see you also 
have sorne other men stationed around 
Manor Lane in addition to the fellow in 
the church." he said. 

"Y es, and sorne of them have already 
taken up their positions," said Rayes. 
"Those that we can keep out of sight. 
As soon as it gets dark, they'll move 
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onto a number of rooftops in the area. 
If anybody is reaJly watching out for 
us, I'm sure we'll spot him first." 

Long thought for a few moments. 
"Well, let's try it. Cowley. you'll stay 
here with me to help coordinate the 
patrol cars. Rayes and Randell, you'd 
better operate on the spot. Any ques
tions ?" 

No one spoke. 
"Good," said Long. "And the best of 

luck." 
"Oh, there's just one thing," said 

Hayes, as they were about to leave. 
"Do you know about Mrs. Nicholson 
being asked to appear on television to
nigh t? The London Now show. Is that 
ali right?" 

"Yes," said Long. "The Yard's been 
in touch with me about it. I said I 
couldn' t see that it would do any harm. 
Everybody's on television these days. 
Why not Mrs. Nicholson?" 

George Sampson, one of London 
Now's four regular reporters, 
was sitting with Sarah Nichol

son in the show's hospitality room, 
when the producer of the show arrived 
and hastily introduced himself to the 
distraught mother. 

" I'm sorry I wasn't down here to see 
you earlier," Ray Osbom said, "but 
I'm sure Mr. Sampson has explained 
everything to you." · 

Osbom noted, with sorne misgivings, 
that Mrs. Nicholson was holding a large 
gin and tonic in her hand. Although 
London Now-billed as ''a kaleidoscope 
in depth of the daily events that make 
London the focus of the world" - had 
only been going nine months, Osbom 

was its third producer and acutely 
aware that it was a death-or-glory job. 
This was only his second week as pro
ducer; the Nicholson case was precisely 
the kind of human-interest material he 
wanted for the show, but nothing must 
go wrong. 

"!'ve never been on the telly before," 
Mrs. Nicholson said. "Do you think 
it'll do any good ?" She had lost the ag
gressive bravado that had sustained her 
when she had first gone to the lawyers 
i:o report the kidnaping of her children. 
and now she was subdued and almost 
listless. Her hands fluttered aimlessly. 
and she could not control a persistent 
twitching of the left side of her mouth. 

"Television is a very powerful me
dium," said Osbom in his most so
licitous manner. "I am sure the kidnap
ers will be watching it. It is impossible 
to say, of course, but seeing you might 
have sorne effect on them." 

"You mean they might give Eileen 
and Johnny back ?" 

"One can only hope and pray," said 
Osbom piously. SuddenJy he felt un
comfortable in the face of the woman's 
desperate anxiety. He glanced at his 
wristwatch. "I'm sorry, Mrs. Nichol
son, but I must be back in the control 
room. Mr. Sampson will bring you 
down to the studio in a few minutes. 
Just follow his instructions, and I'm 
sure you'll have no difficulty." 

He moved toward the door of the 
hospitality room and signaled for 
Sampson to follow him. In the corridor 
they held a brief conference. 

"Do you think she'll make it?" asked 
Osbom. 

"She's jumpy," Sampson confided in 
a whisper. "That's her third double gin. 
lnsisted on them. Her nerves, she said." 

"God ! She's not drunk ?" 
"No, I don't think so. The gin hasn't 

had time to work. It's tension, mostly. 
I don't like that twitch around her 
mouth. It'sgot worsesincewearrived." 

"The twitch is fine," said Osbom. 
"Overwrought mother worried about 
her kids. But don't let her finish that 
drink. She knows what she's supposed 
to do?" 

"We've gone over it severa! times." 
said Sampson. "And she has notes if she 
dries up." 

"She's been to makeup ?" 
"We gave her only a bit of powder. 

We thought the wan look was best." 
"Ali right. Remember. if anything 

goes wrong, we'll cut to you, and you go 
straight into the discussion of the kid-
naping with the others." · 

-Vlhen George Sampson returned to 
the hospitality room, he politely eased 
the glass out of Mrs. Nicholson's hand 
and ushered her down to the studio. 
Leading her to a small chair facing one 
of the television cameras, he gave her 
final instructions and wished her wel l. 

In the glass-enclosed control room. 
perched like an aerie above the stujio. 
the production staff faced a battery of 
eight monitors, each of which projectecl 
a different aspect of the studio floor. 
Osbom stood behind his staff, his eyes 
swiveling professionally from one mon
itor to another. "All right, everybody !'' 
he said. "One minute!" 

Precisely at six, a montage of quickly 
intercut shots, supposedly representing 
London life, carne up on two of the 
monitors. Bewigged judges, bowler
hatted business types, the Thames. 
pretty girls in short skirts, Smithfield 
porters, a pas de deux from Covent Car
den. planes taking off from London air-
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port, pigeons in Trafalgar Square. 
Blink. blink, blink. The words "London 
Now" crisscrossed the screen at various 
arbitrary angles to the rhythm of throb
bing music. It was over in nine seconds. 
The announcer's face, eamest and 
rugged, carne up on the scre'en. 

"J ust over forty-eight hours ago three 
children were kidnaped in a London 
street. They are the children of Mrs. 
Sarah Nicholson of Balham. The eldest, 
Tommy, has been murdered. Eileen and 
J ohn are still being held by the kidnap
ers. From ali the available evidence it 
seems that the children were approached 
by strangers and picked up on their 
way to school. What should parents do 
to wam children of such dangers? 
Should a child be made suspicious of ali 
strangers for its own safety? What are 
the risks of child molestation, and what 
can be done without destroying a 
child's trust in ali adults? Tonight in 
the studio to discuss with George 
Sampson these disturbing questions are 
Dr. Linda Reynolds, a child psychia
trist, and ex-Chief Inspector Harold 
Jenkins, recently retired from Scotland 
Yard." 

The camera cut away from the an
nouncer to the discussion group, each 
member of which nodded glumly in 
turn. Their stem faces underlined the 
gravity of the topic before the n. 

"But before we discuss these mat
ters," went on the announcer. his voice 
and eyes doing their best to reflect 
urgency, "the imperative question is, 
What can be done to save the two 
Nicholson children still in the hands of 
the kidnapers? London N;w under
stands that a deadline for payment of 
one bundred and fifty thousand pounds 
ransom money has been set for sorne 
time tonigbt. It is not yet known 
whether the money-demanded of the 
legal firm ofKeightley, Cromer, Cromer 
and Leigh-will be available. But to
night in the London Now studios we 
have Mrs. Sarah Nicholson, mother of 
the kidnaped children. Her words, we 
hope, will be heard by those who hold 
Eileen and John." 

The face that now carne on the screen 
was pinched. The nervous twitch near 
her mouth made the woman look fur
tive and apprehensi ve, as if sorne shame
ful secret were being forced out of her. 
Her eyes were glazed. 

"My name is Sarah Nicholson," she 
said. "1 am the mother of Tommy, 
Eileen. and John." Sbe spoke so softly 
that the sound engineer had to make 
a quick adjustment of the volume leve!. 
"Whoever you are who took my three 
children two days ago. I hope you are 
listening to me now. I aro a poor 
woman. A widow. I have nothing in my 
life except my children. I don't know 
why you picked on me .... " 

She paused for what seemed to the 
program's staff an interminable amount 
of time. The director looked anxiously 
at Osbom. but the producer kept his 
eyes fixed on the monitors. 

"I'm sure I don't know who you 
are." Mrs. Nicholson had started again. 
Speaking in a monotone, she seemed to 
be trying to recall where she was and 
what had happened. "I don't know 
what your quarrel is with Keightley, 
Cromer ... and those other gentlemen. 
I had never heard of any of those gen
tlemen until two days ago. Never heard 
of any of them .... " She stopped again. 
"But because of your quarrel with 
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them . . . because of sorne argument 
you had with them ... my Tommy is 
dead." Tbe eye3 sprang to life behind 
the tears that suddenly filled them. The 
voice lost its flat resignation. "Why. 
why, shouJd my Tommy have died 
because someone-someone he never 
knew-may have done you a wrong? 
Please, haven't you done enough? 
Must I suffer any more?" 

Her restraint gave way. and she 
broke down completely. The director 
looked at the producer. Osborn shook 
his head, indicating that he did not 
want her faded out. 

"Please give me back my cbildren." 
M rs. N icholson seemed to wrench the 
words from deep within her. Her face
eyes closed, mouth gaping wide- was 
in anguish. "Give them back to me. 
you bastards ! You f--" 

Intuitively the director had known 
what was coming. His fingers had 
snapped to the vision mixer in time for 
the man to blot out Mrs. Nicholson's 
next words and get the startled face of 
the announcer back on to the screen. 

"God !" said Osbom. "Saved ! Who'd 
have thought the old bitch would give 
out like that? On television !" He 
patted the director on the back. "That 
was great, Charles! Quick thinking. 
We're in the clear ... I think. I hope." 

The director now had the program 
safely lodged in the discussion between 
Sampson and his two guests. 'Tm 
afraid I couJdn't do anything about 
'you bastards.' I w·1sn't expecting it." 
The director spoke over his shoulder to 
Osborn. 

"No, no. Of course not," Osborn 
said reassuringly. ''No one's to blame. 

That's one of the risks of live television. 
They understand that upstairs." 

"lt was good stuff until she broke 
down.'' said the director. 

·• Better when she broke down ! I t was 
marvelous ! Real heart-rending stuff ! 
Congratulate the boys on the floor for 
me, will you, Charles?" · 

A
10:37P.M. aVauxhall bearingreg
istration plates LMJ-493 drove 
into Manor Lane and parked on 

the east side of the street about fifty 
yards from the Great West Road. The 
driver emerged, studied the car for a 
moment-as if cbecking to see that ali 
was in order- and then, without lock
ing the car doors, walked away. 

Chief Superin tendent Long and Chief 
Inspector Cowley were in the com
munications room of the Milburn Road 
Police Station listening to Inspector 
Hayes's voice transmitting this infor
mation to them. Hayes was in an un
marked Humber Hawk that was in 
direct communication with the walkie
talkie sets of four detectives in and 
near Manor Lane. 

"We're tailing the driver," reported 
Hayes. "He doesn't seem to be in any 
hurry .... He seems to be heading for 
a bus stop .... Yes. that's strange. 
He's waiting for an eastbound bus." 

"Is he acting suspiciously ?" asked 
Long into the telephone. 

"Too damned casual for my liking," 
Hayes said. "He may know nothing 
about it. of course. Just somebojy they 
got to bring the car here .... Oh, wait a 
minute .... Well, he's boarded that bus. 
We have a car following it." 

Atexactly 11 P.M., theransom money 

STATEMENT OF OWNERSHIP, MANAGEMENT ANO CIRCULATION 
(Acl of October 23 , 1962; Scction 4369, Title 39, United States Code) 

l. Date oí 61ing: Scptember l9, 1967. 
2. Titlc oí publica, on: THE SATURDAY 

EVEN ING POST. 
J. Frequency oí issue: Biweekly-January l, 1967 

tltrouglt December 31, 196 i - l6 issues. 
4. Location oí known office of publication: lnde

pendence Square, Philadelphia , Pcnnsylvania 19105. 
5. Location of the headquan ers or general busi

ness offices oí tite publi$her;: lndependence Square, 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 19105. 

6. Names and addresses oí publisber, editor and 
managing editor: 

Publisher: Stephen E. Kclly, Mount Kisco, N.Y. 
Editor: William A. Emerson, Jr., Larchmont, 

N.Y. 
Managing Editor: Otto A. Friedrich. Locust 

Valley, N.Y. 
7. Owner (lf owned by a cor/)oratio11, its name and 

address mus/ be slated and also immediately lhereunder 
//,e na mes a11d addresses of stotkholders owni11g or hold
ing I ¡,ercent or more of total amou11t of stock. lf no/ 
ow11ed by a cor/)Oratio11, the na1nes and addresses of 
lhe ind foidual owners rtut.Sl be given.) 
The Curtís Publishing Company. lndependence 

SQuare. Philadelphia, Pa. 19105. 
C. W. Bok. Camden. Maine. 
Tite Mary Lo uise Curtís Bok Foundation, Phila

dclphia, Pa. 
Cary \Villiam Bok, Edith Evans Braun & Derek 

Curtís Bok. Tr. oí thc Locust Trust, Philadel
pltia, Pa. 

Cary William Bok, Edíth Evans Braun & Derek 
Curtís Bok, Tr. oí the Swastika Trust, Philadel
phia, Pa. 

The Curtí• Lnstitutc oí Music, Philadclphia, Pa. 
Mary Curtís Zimbalist, Philadelphia, Pa. 
Trustees U/W C. H. K. Curtis, Philadelphia, Pa. 
Bache & Co., lncorporated•, New York. N.Y. 
Cede & Co.-. New York, N.Y. 
Francis l. DuPont & Co.•, New York. N.Y. 
Gregory & Sons•. New York, N.Y. 

10. 
A. Total No. Copies 

Printed (Ne t Prcss Run) . . . . . . . . . . 
B. Paid Circulation 

l. Sales Through Dealers and Carriers. Street 
Vendors and Counter Sales . . . . 

2. J\fail Subscriptions. . . . . . . . 
C. Total Paid Circulation . . . . . 
D. Free Distribution (including samples) 

by Mail, Carrier or Otlter Means. . . 
E. Total Distribution (Sum of C and D). 
F. Office Use. Leít-over. Unaccounted. 

Spoiled aíter Printing. . . . . . . . 
G. Total (Sum oí E & F-should equal net 

press run shown in A) . . . . . . . 
tJuly 2. 1966 through Junc 17, 1967. 

ttJune 17. 1967 issue. 

l\lerrill Lynch, Pierce, Fenner & Smith fncorporated•, 
Ncw York, N.Y. 

Painc, Webber, Jackson & Curtís•, New York. N.Y. 
Reynolds & Co.•. New York, N.Y. 
Schwabacher & Co.•, New York, N.Y. 
Dean Witter & Co.•, New York, N.Y. 
•Held íor account oí customers. 
••Nominee oí member firms oí New York Stock 
Exchange. 
8. Known bondholders, mortgagees, and other se
curity holders owning or holding 1 percent or more of 
total amou nt of bonds, mortgages or other securities: 
C. W. Bok, Camelen, Maine. 
Trustees U/W C. H. K. Curtís, Philadelphia, Pa. 
Tbe Mary Louise Curtís Bok Foundatlon, Phila-

dclphia, Pa. 
The Caledonia Trust, Division A, Philadelphia, Pa. 
The Caledonia Trust, Division B. Philadclphia, Pa. 
The First National Bank oí Boston, Boston, Mass. 
First Camden National Bank and Trust Company, 

Camden, N.J. 
Franklin National Bnnk, Mineola, N.Y. 
Bank oí the Southwest National Association, Hous

ton. Houston, Texas. 
9. Paragraphs 7 and 8 include, in cases where the 

stockholder or securíty holder appears upon the 
books oí the company as trustee or in any other 
fiduciary relation, the name oí the person or corpora
tion íor whom such trustee is acting, a lso the s tate
mcnts in the two paragraphs show tbe affiant's íull 
knowledge and belicf as to the circumstances and 
cond itions undcr which stockholders and securíty 
holdcrs who do not appear upon the books oí the 
company as trustees, hold stock and securities in a 
capacity other titan that oí a bona fidc owner. Names 
and addresses oí individuals who are s tockholders oí 
a corporation which itselí is a stockbolder or holder 
oí bonds, mortgages or otbcr securities oí thc pub
lishing corporation have becn included in paragraphs 
7 and 8 when the interests oí such individuals are 
equivalent to 1 percent or more oí the total amount 
of tbe stock or securi ties oí thc publishing corwration. 

Average No. Copies 
Each lssue Dur' n,: 

Preceding 12 Monthst 
6.998,115 

472.149 
6.249,588 
6,721.737 

84.099 
6,805,836 

L92.279 

6,998,115 

Single lssue Neare.~t 
to F'iling Datett 

7,144.000 

390,000 
6,506,181 
6,896,181 

74,198 
6.970.379 

173,621 

7,144,000 

I ccrtify that the statements mndc by me nbove are correct and complete. Stephen E. Kelly 
Publisher 

arrived in a Ford Cortina. The driver 
first surveyed the street to assure him
self it was deserted, then placed the 
black case-which was filled with cor
rugated paper, beneath a single !ayer 
of real bills- in the trunk of the Vaux
hall. Checking again that no one had 
seen him, he got into the Cortina and 
drove away. 

J ust after 11 :30, a taxi turned into 
Manor Lane from the Great West 
Road. A stockily built man wearing a 
dark suit emerged. paid the taxi driver, 
and got into the Vauxhall. 

"The Vauxha11 is going into the 
Great West Road," reported Hayes. 
"It's heading east. It doesn't seem to 
be in any hurry.'' 

"Good, Inspector Hayes," said Long, 
looking at a written message that 
Cowley had handed him a moment be
fore. 'Tve just learned that Inspector 
Randell's car has picked up the Vaux
hall. He reports a speed of about thirty
five miles per hour. Something's fishy. 
They aren't trying a quick getaway." 

The tailing operation moved into ac
tion. But as the reports carne in to Cow
ley and Long, it became clear that their 
elaborate preparations for tracking an 
elusive, speeding car would not be 
needed. The Vauxhall was not making 
the slightest effort to avoid being fol
lowed. lt cruised conventionally, al
most leisurely, toward Chelsea, eventu
ally tuming onto the King's Road. 
During its progress the information 
carne through that the first driver haJ 
finally ended up in a house in Bays
water. Long ordered the house to be 
kept under surveillance; he did not 
intend to arrest the first driver until he 
had the second one safely in his hands. 

The chief superintendent was feeling 
uneasy, however. The second driver of 
the Vauxhall was behaving as casually, 
even innocently, as had the first. He 
asked Cowley his opinion. 

"As soon a:; that car stops. I think 
we should pounce," said Cowley. "I 
think they've taken us at our word. 
They're playing it cool not to arouse 
suspicion." 

Word next carne through from Ran
dell that the Vauxhall was slowing 
down. He was following it in a dashi:lg 
Jaguar chosen for the job because r:f 
its unofficial appearance. Long quickly 
called Hayes, whose car was not far 
behind the Jaguar. 'Tm worried about 
that driver, Inspector," he said. "Sup
pose, when we pick him up, he turns 
out to know nothing about the money 
in the trunk or the lcidnaping?" 

' ' It's a possibility," Hayes replied. 
"But highly unlikely, in my opinion. 
Why should they run the risk of bring
ing in a stranger to drive the car?" 

"The real kidnapers may intend to 
drive the Vauxhall off later," said Long. 

"But if we've been following the car 
and know where it i3, i t isn't likely we'd 
stop watching it just because the 
driver's gone," reasoned Hayes. "After 
ali, the money would still be in it. An 
innocent driver doesn't get them any
where.'' 

Just then Randell reported that the 
car had turned from the King's Road 
into Royal A venue and had come to a 
halt. "We've passed the Vauxhall and 
are parking about fifty yards down the 
street. We're keeping the car under 
observation. Ward, who's with me, will 
tail the driver when he gets out." 

"Why are you doing that?" asked 
Cowley, who was in direct communica
tion with Randell's car. 



"I think he's a stooge." 
"Those aren't your instructions, 

Randell. You're to pick him upas soon 
as he leaves that car." 

"Does the chief superintendent know 
my views?" 

Randell's impertinence infuriated 
Cowley, but he thought it diplomatic 
to get Long's support. "Randell thinks 
it's best not to arrest the driver. He 
wants to have him tailed. I've told him 
to proceed according to plan. But he 
thinks he knows better." 

Although Chieí Superintendent Long 
had had sorne doubts about an immedi
ate arrest, Randell's determination to 
carry on his old feud with Cowley in such 
a tense situation angered him. "Tell 
Inspector Randell," he said icily, "that 
if he doesn't want to Cace disciplinary 
action he will arrest that driver imme
diately." 

Royal Avenue, locatedoff theKing's 
Road, is in the heart of the busi
est, liveliest, most frenetic part 

of Chelsea. Even after eleven, when the 
pubs close and the roar of sports cars 
and the clatter of heels and boots ebb 
away, there is still sorne occasional 
traffic. The Wimpy Bar, the Guys 'n' 
Dolls Delicatessen, and a number of 
other restaurants remain brightly 
lighted oases. This reduced flow of ac
tivity exactly suited Alan West's pur
poses. The streets were busy- but not 
too busy. 

As he loitered on the north side of 
the King's Road, pretending to study 
the display of books in a shop window, 
West retraced in his mind the details of 
his plan and tried to calculate the 
course events would now take. 1t was 
just ten minutes before midnight, and 
the Vauxhall should be arriving any 
moment. 

Was the Vauxhall being tailed? That 
was the critical question. West had 
convinced himself that it wouldn't be. 
Now that one child had been murdered, 
the police knew that he wasn't bluffing. 
And the lawyers, too. Surely they 
would prefer to get the remaining chil
dren back safely before taking what
ever measures were necessary to find 
the kidnapers. That would be the 
humane course. And it could be sup
ported by the logical argument that the 
children might well be able to supply 
clues to the identity of the kidnapers. 

But Gillian had been skeptical. In
stinctively skeptical, because her argu
ments had been based on suspicion 
rather than logic. The police wouldn't 
make it that easy for them, she had 
said, and anyway, why should they 
trust a murderer to return the other 
two children? But the poi ice had to 
take that gamble, West had insisted. 
They had no choice. What else could 
they do? 

Now, looking up and down the 
King's Road, West felt more certain 
than ever that his plan was error-proof. 
If any car was following the Vauxhall. 
it would have to be reasonably close 
behind. And it would either have to 
tum into Royal A venue too, or park 
somewhere nearby. In either case West 
could see exactly what was happening. 
His own presence on the King's Road 
would not arouse suspicion since there 
were still plenty oí people about, in
cluding a cluster of teen-agers gossiping 
in front of the Wimpy Bar. 

West saw the Vauxhall atsix minutes 
to twelve. It approached from the east, 
turned left into Royal Avenue, and 

parked sorne fifty yards down the ave
nue. That was perfect. His plan was to 
keep it under surveillance for another 
half hour- until 12:30-and if nothing 
suspicious occurred, to drive it off. 

Every nerve in his body seemed 
stretched to tingling point. Apprehen
sive tremors rippled through him. For 
a moment he had an irrational sensa
tion that he was covered by a swarm of 
flies. He blinked the fantasy away. A 
taxi was close behind the Vauxhall. As 
it passed, he could see an elderly woman 
in the back sea t. Next carne a chauffeur
driven Jaguar. Two men were in the 
back seat. As it passed him, West saw 
the men glance to their left. Or was it 
his imagination? Could they be police
men? In a Jaguar? West did not dare 
look around. 

Out of the comer of his eye he saw 
the Jaguar turn down Royal Avenue. 
About fifty yards past the Vauxhall, it 
parked. West now hada clear view of 
both cars. The driver of the Vauxhall 
had just turned off his lights. For a 
moment there was no activity from 
the Jaguar. Then, suddenly, the rear 
door opened, and two men got out and 
began to race toward the Vauxhall. A 
spasm of panic shot through W est. 
His eyes filled with an explosive red. 
His legs froze. He wanted to run, but 
he couldn't. Then the spasm passed, 
and he could sense his body again. He 
saw that the two men had reached the 
Vauxhall and were talking to the 
driver, who had just emerged from it. 

West put his hands in his pockets 
and, not risking a look behind him, 
started to walk in a westerly direction 
along the King's Road. He tried not 
to run. Nor walk too fast. Just to walk. 

BY the time W est reached the 
apartment he knew exactly what 
he had to do. His fear had given 

way to hatred-and to humiliation. 
He had planned this affair for weeks. 
Every move had been meticulously 
plotted. Every possible psychological 
and tactical reaction of the police and 
of the lawyers had been carefully as
sessed. This was to have been his one 
big grab for fortune. His compensa
tion for the years of rejection and frus
tration. 

He realized now that his faith in the 
word oí a symbol of respectability like 
the elder Cromer had been both na'ive 
and moronic. After the way that firm 
had treated his father, he should have 
known better than to have believed 
Cromer's assurances that the ransom 
would be paid and the police kept out 
of it. It was time they paid their debt
to father and son. 

Gillian was sitting on the living
room floor, cutting a paper pattern for 
a skirt. She looked up at West as he 
entered the room, but said nothing. 

West poured himself a large glass of 
whiskey and downed it. "They tailed 
the car," he said. "They've arrested 
the driver. Double-crossing bastards !" 

It was galling to have to report the 
collapse of the venture. He had !et 
Gillian down, and he resented bitterly 
the vision of failure he must make in 
her eyes. He must prove to her, at 
least, that he was man enough to re
taliate against those who had deceived 
and mortified him. lf he accepted his 
defeat without striking back hard, she 
would only think of him thereafter as 
an ineffectual braggart. Even a.coward. 
They-the Cromers, the police, every
body-had taunted him, dared him to 

How to "soak up" 
a f oreign language 
the way Europeans do 
H AVE YOU cver wondered why Eu

ropeans seem to just "soak up'' 
other languages- and wished you 
could do the same? Now you can, 
thanks to a remarkable home·study 
program that captures the essence 
of the European learning process. 

Europeans, you see, lea rn lan
guages the natural way. Surrounded 
as they are by people who speak 
other languages, they are able to 
learn the speech of their neighbors 
-in the same simple, uninhibited 
way they learned their own. They 
hear foreign words and phrases, re
peal what they hear and pick up the 
meaning almost without conscious 
effort. Soon they're able to under
stand whole sentences, and soon 
after that, to speak the language 
themselves. 

This is the heart o{ a unique lan-

Linguaphone lnstitute, Oept. SP-2 

guage-learning method developed by 
the Linguaphone Institute. and de
scribed Cor you in detail in a 24-page 
illuslrated booklet. Thc hooklet tells 
you how you can ' 'soak up" any one 
of 32 foreign languages right at 
home ... in as little as 10 to 12 weeks. 
There are no tedious rules of gram
ma r or long vocabulary lists to 
memorize. You start to think in the 
language you're learning right from 
the very beginning. 

If you would like to learn another 
language-for travel. business. cul
tural, or educational reasons-find 
out more about this remarkabl e 
method. Send Cor Linguaphone's in
teresting booklet today. There is no 
cost or obligation. Just fill out and 
mail the coupon below. Please be 
sure to specify the language you 
want to learn. 

30 Rockefeller Plaza, New York, N.Y. 10020 
Picase send me your free booklet. The language I am 
ínterested in leaming is _________________ _ 

Name--------------- -------~ 
Address-----------------------
Cíty ____ ___________________ _ 

State _ _ _____________ Zip ___ ____ _ 

NO MEETING PLANNER 
SHOULD BE WITHOUT IT 

• The HOLI DAY /GLOSSARY FOR 
PLANNING BUSINESS MEET
INGS- a definitive handbook, now 
being used (and acclaimed) by 
business leaders everywhere. 
Contains dozens of checklists, 
offers thousands of practica! 
hints, including details on hotels, 
motels, steamship lines, exhibit 
halls, transportation facts and 
costs, etc., etc., etc. on meeting 
sites all over the world. Send a 
$2.00 check for your copy to: 

HOLIDAY / GLOSSARY 
FOR PLANNING 

BUSINESS MEETINGS 
Curtis Publishing Company 

lndependence Square 
Philadelphia, Pa. 19105 

pep up 
your 

THOSE HORRID 

AGE SPOTS* 

•wealhered brown spots on lhe 
surface of your hands and face ~-
tell lhe world you're getting old-perhaps 
before you really are. Fade them away with 
new ESOTERICA, lhat medicaled cream 
thal breaks up masses oí pigment on the 
skin, helps make hands look whilc and 
young again. Not a cover-up. Acl.s in lhe 
skin-not on it. Equally effective on the 
face, neck and arms. Fragranl, grcasele.ss 
base for soflcning, lubrícaling skin as ít 
clcars up thosc blemishcs. Distributcd by 
the tru.slworthy 54-year-old Mitchum lab
oralory. ESOTERICA-at leading loiletry 
and drug counters. $2. 

Now Possible To 
Shrink Hemorrhoids 

And Promptly Stop Itching, 
Relieve Pain In Most Cases. 

Science has found a medication ,vith 
the ability, in most cases - to stop 
burning itch, relieve pain and actually 
shrink bemorrhoids. 

In case after case doctors proved, 
while gently relieving pain and itch
ing, actual reduction (shrinkage) took 
place. 
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KILL THREE~---------

prove hís worth. Whatever happened 
now was their fault. 

"Bring the girl"'in," West said. 
Gillian put down the dress pattem 

and looked up at him. "She's asleep." 
"I know that. Wake her up." 
Eileen was wearing only underpants 

andan undershirt when Gillían brought 
her into the living room. She sat on one 
end of the sofa, blinking sleepily in the 
light. Her hands, palms together, were 
clarnped between her knees as she 
stared blankly at West, who was slowly 
pulling on a pair of tight-fitting leather 
gloves. In the last four days she had 
grown used to unfamiliar demands and 
chaotic routine, and was not afraid. 

"Are you going to do it now?" asked 
Gillian hesitantly. 

"Yes. You don't bave to watch." 
''1'11 watch." 

J ames Cromer looked down from 
hís office window at the growing 
crowd in Gray's Inn. It was only 

just after eight in the moming, but 
there were already about a bundred 
people milling about the street, rest
lessly and impatiently. Their mood was 
ugly. Tbe Bulletin had prominently 
reported on its front page that Eileen 
Nicholson's body had been found late 
the previous night under the Albert 
Bridge, and the usually staid BBC news 
had been wallowing in tbe latest de
tails- cause of death, statements from 
police, speculation about the third 
child's fate. 

Cromer had reached his office earlier 
than usual because he wanted to be 
ready for any new developments that 
might occur. He had called a meeting of 
the partners for later in the morning, 
but they could do nothing until the 
kidnapers made tbeir next move. 

He had been up since three in the 
moming, when he bad received a tele
phone call from Inspector Hayes in
forrning him of Eileen's death. Hayes 
had also told him that the two menar
rested the night before-the drivers of 
tbe car in which tbe ransom money had 
been put-had had nothing to do witb 
the kidnaping. Hayes wasn't particu
larly informative about what had actu
ally gone wrong, but it seemed that the 
kidnapers were far more cunning than 
the police had calculated. There was 
even a suggestion in Hayes's account 
tbat the police were not very happy 
about their handling of the affair. 

Sorne of tbe crowd below had recog
nized Cromer standing at the window. 
Tbeir uptumed faces made him feel 
exposed and uncomfortable, and he felt 
ashamed at bis impulse to duck out of 
their line of vision. After ali, why 
should he feel guilty? He had done all 
he could. 

From the perimeter of the crowd a 
large man in working overalls suddenly 
began to shout in a booming voice. 
"They've killed two, Cromer ! Don't 
!et them kill three !" 

Others near the man picked up the 
phrase, shaking their fists as they 
screamed, "Don't Jet them kili three! 
Don't kili three ! Don't kili three !" 

As Cromer hastily moved out of the 
crowd's sight, there was a perfunctory 
knock on bis open door. It was Hurst, 
bis senior clerk. 

"Ah, Hurst," said Cromer, sitting 
down in the chair behind bis desk. 
"Come in. You're in the office rather 
early, aren't you?" 
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"When I heard it on the radio this 
moming-about the murder of the 
little girl-I thought it best to turn up 
early. There's no one on the switch
board until nine, and I expect there'll 
be sorne calls before then. Police and 
papers and such like." 

"Well, that's extremely considerate 
of you, Hurst. I do appreciate it." 

"But there's another matter I'd like 
to talk to you about, sir. Something 
that carne up last night. It might be 
important. But then, on the other 
hand, it rnightn't be anything." 

"Oh?" said Cromer vaguely, still 
preoccupied with the sullen, angry 
crowd outside. "What is it ?" 

"It's about Arthur West, sir." 
"Arthur West? That's a name out of 

the past. He's dead, isn't he?" 
"Y es. About two years ago, Mr. 

Cromer. A stroke. He Jingered on for 
two or three months. Completely para
lyzed .... " Hurst paused. 

course of our conversation, that her 
son Alan- he must be about twenty
five years old-had just come back 
from Canada. Six weeks ago. He'd seen 
her the day after he arrived, but for the 
Jast five weeks she hasn't heard a word 
from him. We talked a bit about the 
kidnaping, naturally, seeing as how her 
husband was with the firm for so long, 
and then it suddenly clicked. She didn't 
say anytbing positive, but there was 
something hesitant in her voice. As if 
she was worried that her son's dis
appearance might be connected with 
the kidnaping. Naturally, shesaid noth
ing. That's only my own deduction." 

"Why on earth should she connect 
the two?" Cromer asked warily. Over 
the years he had become used to bis 
senior clerk's habit of attaching signifi
cance to the most innocent activities. 

"Well, they hada lot of trouble with 
the boy when he was young. Arthur 
West talked to me often about what to 
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TheWest 
tries to 
analyze the 
Revolution: 
"Pite R11ssian State of Mínd,' óy Flarnilton Fyfe, Novernber 3, 1917 

'

Very few people understand what is the matter 
with Russia. Of those who do understand, the 

greater number are afraid to speak of what they 
know. lt seems to me to be better that we should be 
frank about it. The truth about the Russian people 
is not that they are "intoxicated by their first sip of 
liberty," as Kerenski said, who ought to know them 
better; not that they are feeling about for a govern
ment which shall fit in with t heir character; but 
that they distrust all forms of government and ' 
all governing people. They do not want any. 

"Yes, yes. Go on," said Cromer. 
"Well, going through the files for 

Inspector Rayes and the others, I ran 
across sorne papers belonging to West. 
Sorne insurance receipts, office photo
graphs, and a few personal letters. I 
thought Mrs. West rnight Jike to have 
them." 

"Yes, Hurst. But what's ali this 
leading tq ?" 

"The identity of the kidnaper. It's 
justa feeling !'ve got. Nothir1g definite, 
if you see what I mean." 

"Are you suggesting Mrs. West has 
anything to do with this? She must be 
over seventy." 

"No, not Mrs. West. Her son, Alan." 
"I'm sure you must have sorne basis 

for your suspicions, Hurst," said 
Cromer, "but at the moment, I must 
say, it eludes me.'' 

"Well, I telephoned Mrs. West last 
night to ask her if she wanted these 
photos and letters. She told me, in the 

do. The boy used to have these fits of 
violence. Once he nearly killed an old 
tramp. They would have sent him to 
reform school except for medical testi
mony that said he needed psychiatric 
treatment." 

"Arthur West's son? But West never 
asked us for any advice." 

"No. He wouldn't have. He was too 
ashamed. Anyway. the boy was sup
posed to be cured years ago. But it's 
something I just thought that Inspector 
Rayes should know about. If you agree, 
that is, sir." 

Cromer stroked his forehead thought
fully. "You must adrnit, Hurst, it's a 
long leap from a boy who was violent 
in bis teens to the people who have 
committed these terrible murders. And 
why would young West pick us for 
payment of the ransom money? We 
always treated his father well. That's 
right, isn't it, Hurst? Arthur West bore 
us no grudge, did he?" 

"He hated you." There was an un
dertone of relish in Hurst's voice. "Ali 
of you. Especially Mr. Robert." 

James Cromer looked up at Hurst in 
disbelief. 

"He always believed he was exploited 
by the firm. Never stopped complain
ing about the smallness of bis salary. 
Said it wasn't enough to live on. It was 
only the prospect of bis pension that 
kept him going in bis Jast few years 
here." 

"But we did give him a pension." 
_ "Four pounds a week, sir. After fifty 
years' service. I had a drink with him on 
the evening he Jeft. He had that group 
picture of the partners. The one we 
took when young Mr. Keightley joined 
the firm. He was taking it home with 
him ... " Hurst's voice trailed off as 
if he had changed bis mind about go
ing on. 

"Come, come, Hurst. Go on." 
"He told me-I'm sorry to have to 

tell you this, sir-he told me that he 
was taking the picture home so that he 
could flush it down the toilet." 

James Cromer's capacity for indig
nation and shock had been almost 
drained away by the events of the past 
few days. Ali he could feel at this latest 
revelation was numb hurt. 

He remembered now that there had 
been sorne discussion about old West's 
pension. Henry Leigh had argued that 
it was ungenerous. His son thought it 
was ample. James Cromer, as he did 
so often, allowed himself to be guided 
by the majority feeling, which in bis 
firm always tended to be narrow, petty, 
bureaucratic, and unirnaginative. 

Could the father's resentment and 
bitterness have comrnunicated itself to 
the son? Was this sorne revenge
deliberate or unconscious- sternming 
from the hatred that Arthur West evi
dently had borne them for so long? 

"Why didn't you bring ali this up 
sooner, Hurst?" asked Cromer wearily. 

"As I explained, sir, I had no idea 
until Jast night that Alan West was in 
the country again .... " He was about 
to point out that he had voiced bis 
suspicions to Henry Leigh. 

"I see. I see." Cromer, with a tired 
wave of bis hand, indicated he wanted 
to hear no more. 

"Shall I get in touch with Inspector 
Ha yes, then, about it ?" 

"Yes. You tell him. Immediately." 

West lay on his right side, Gil
lían next to him. The murder 
of Eileen-their sharing of 

those terrible moments-had linked 
them together in a bond of need, exal
tation, and fear. They recognized that 
their destinies were joined, and the 
knowledge drove them to each other 
frantically, violently, obsessively. Now 
that morning had come, West could no 
longer relax. He had to think. What 
was he to do? He moved away from 
Gillian. 

"Gillian," he said abruptly. "Have 
you noticed? That Jittle brat in there. 
He doesn't cry anymore." 

"Kids are funny. As stupid as he is, 
he probably senses things." 

"What'll we do with him ?" 
"I thought he was our last chance of 

getting that ransom money," Gillian 
said. "Surely the police wouldn't try 
any funny business again, would they ?" 

"!'ve been thinking, Gillian. I don't 
tbink it's on. We've had it. They'll 
never Jet us get away with it now. And, 
frankly, I can't think of any idea for 



In our North Carolina seed orchard, plastl c bags are used to prevent lmproper polllnatlon o l lemale llowers 

You're looking at the genesis of a 2010 A.D. super forest. 

lt's one more bit of insurance that 
we'II never run out of trees. Far lumber 
needed in future homes far your chil
dren. Far plywood, paper and contain
ers 100 years from now. 

At this special breeding center 
Weyerhaeuser geneticists graft small 
branches of exceptional parents onto 
orchard seedlings. 

With care and proper nursing, the 

orchard trees produce hybrid seeds in 
just three years. Nature takes up to 
10 or more. 

But more importantly, the hybrid 
seeds will result in trees with amazing 
qualities. Faster growth. Straighter 
growth. Resistance to serious diseases. 
And superior wood fiber. . 

Forestry work like this is justa small 
part of the research we have had 

underway far the past 20 years. lt has 
led to a totally new concept in forest 
management-the High Yield Forest. 
The end resul t wi ll be 33% more wood 
per acre from our present lands. Crop 
after crop-forever. 

lf you'd like to know more about the 
High Yield Forest, write us at Box 
A-66, Tacoma, Washington 98401. In
elude your zip code. Weyerhaeuser 
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handing over the money that hasn't a 
dozen ílaws." 

"It's ali been for nothing, then." 
"It's no use kidding ourselves . 

They'll have every cop in London hunt
ing for us today. We're hot, baby, and 
the sooner we get out of the country the 
better. I've got those open tickets to 
Nice. I'm going to try and book us on 
a flight tonight." 

"What makes you so sure they
wouldn't pay now? They wouldn't 
want to see a third child --" 

"No, no. The risks are too great. And 
why should the Cromers pay up now 
when they wouldn't before?" West 
asked. "God, I hate the idea of them 
getting away with it ! Those bloody 
bastards. But they must be worried. 
They must know it has something to do 
with them. Even if tlzey don't think 
they've been callous and selfish, I'll bet 
lots of other people think they are. It 
just shows you that when it's a matter 
of money, these so-called respectable 
pillars of society are just as keen on 
keeping itas we are on getting it. What 
the hell do a few lives matter? As long 
as they're lives of strangers. They're no 
better than we are. They're --" 

"Well," interrupted Gillian, who had 
been brushing her hair and not listen
ing, "if we're going to Nice tonight, 
what are we going to do with Johnny? 
We can't leave him here. In my apart
ment. Are you? .. . " She looked at him 
significantly. 

"I don't know. Only if I have to. 
Could he identify us to the police ?" 

"Alan, he can hardly say his own 
name. They'Il get nothing out of him 
except gibberish. ldentify us ! Don't 
make me laugh." 

"What do you think?" 
"I think we should give him back," 

said Gillian. "He's been a nuisance, but 
I've got to like him in a funny sort of 
way. He's so bloody helpless." 

"What are the chances of his being 
recognized if you take him out?" West 
asked. "His pictures have been ali over 
the papers and television, you know." 

"He doesn't look anything like those 
pictures. They must have been taken 
about two years ago." 

"Ali right. Where will you leave 
him?" 

"There's the Victoria bus terminal. 
There are always kids wandering 
around there." 

"No. Too many people," said West. 
"You might be noticed. I have an idea, 
though. One of those cinemas that 
show cartoon shorts and things like 
that. After about twenty minutes in
side, tell Johnny you're going to get 
him an ice cream, and then just leave. 
They'll find him eventually and hand 
hirn over to the pollee." 

"Okay," said Gillian. "When shall I 
take him?" 

"The sooner the better." 

But, Father, I don't see that an
other meeting of the partners 
is at ali necessary," Robert 

Cromer said. "Nobody is likely to 
change his mind about paying the 
ransom money." 

James Cromer had called his son and 
Henry Leigh into his office to tell them 
about Alan West. While Robert Cromer 
argued with his father, Leigh guillily 
thought about how off-handedly he 

had brushed aside Hurst's reference the 
day before to their former accountant's 
son. It was now about an hour after the 
elder Cromer's conversalion with Hurst. 

"But don't you see, Bob," said James 
Cromer, "that if it is West, this changes 
the whole pie tu re." 

"No, I don't see. We treated Arthur 
West perfectly adequately while he 
was with us. His pension, for a firm like 
ours, was quite reasonable. I don't in
tend to feel guilty about it. And any
way, whatever we did to his father 
doesn't condone Alan West's murder
ing two children. Or make us morally 
responsible for his action." 

"But, until now, we were sure there 
was no conceivable link between us and 
these murders," James Cromer argued. 
"I don't have to remind you that even 
the law recognizes that there is sorne 
responsibility in the chain of causation 
between someone who commits a wrong 
and its final consequences." 

"We committed no wrong !" Robert 
Cromer exclaimed. "We can't con
ceivably be held responsible for the 
psychopathic behavior of the son of one 
of our employees." 

"I see your point, James," said 
Henry Leigh, trying to ignore Robert 
Cromer. "I don't like it, but I see it. If 
we'd been more generous with old 
West, this might not have happened." 

"Exactly !" 
"Just a moment," Robert Cromer 

said loudly. "lt might have happened 
even if we Izad given him a pension of 
twenty pounds a week. Or if he'd loved 
and cherished us instead of hating us. 
What about the boy's record of vio
lence? Tlzat had nothing to do with us." 

"You see, James," said Leigh, "I 
don't think you're going to change 
Robert's mind. And I can't see Brigin
shaw or young Keightley being con
vinced of their responsibility for these 
murders. Raphael maybe. But not the 
other two. Not when it will cost them 
ali the money they have to make that 
admission. And, anyway, we're not 
sure Alan West is the kidnaper." 

"Hayes called me just before you 
carne in," James Cromer said. "It's the 
mosl significant lead they've had. 
They've airead y picked up enough facts 
to make them talk about releasing a 
photograph of West to the press." 

"I don't understand you, Father," 
said Robert Cromer. "I don't see what 
earthly difference it makes whether 
Wesl was or was not involved. Why 
does that make us responsible for the 
Nicholson children ?" 

James Cromer leaned across his desk, 
staring intently at bis son. "What re
sponsibility has any human being for 
the life of another human being? That's 
what I've been asking myself ever since 
this whole affair began. If any one of 
us had seen one of those Nicholson 
children drowning in the sea, we'd 
probably have plunged in- risking our 
own lives-in an effort to save it. We 
wouldn't have asked ourselves if we 
knew or <lid not know the child. We'd 
have gone to the rescue, instinctively 
and naturaliy. If we would be ready to 
risk our lives in that situation, why are 
we not ready to risk our money now? 
Our money, not our lives, mind you ... . " 

He was interrupted by the buzzing of 
one of the telephones on his desk. After 
speaking briefly \vith the person on the 
other end of the line, he turned back to 
the two men in his office. "That was 



Sir Lionel Bliss at the Law Society " he 
said. "He feels we ought to kno~ the 
views of sorne of their senior members 
before we make any final decision about 
the ransom." 

Years of erninence at the bar, to
gether with a spell as a Conserva
tiveminister, had made Sir Lionel 

Bliss one of those figures whose views 
were hallmarks of Establishment opin
ion. His name on a letter to the Times 
made governments take notice. He was 
suave, precise, and steely hard- and 
unpleasantly condescending in manner. 

"True, true, J ames," said Sir Lionel. 
He was seated between Robert Cromer 
and Henry Leigh, facing James Cro
mer's desk. "No one could have put the 
humanitarian argument better. And I 
liked the analogy of the drowning chil
dren. I liked that. But I need hardly 
remind you, hard cases make hard law. 
The easy course-and that is not 
merely my own view but that of sorne 
of the leading members of the bar-is 
to yield to public pressure and pay over 
the ransom money. The hard course is 
to remain resolute and demonstrate 
that the law-B1itish law- is not some
thing that can be bent or broken by 
threats and blackmail. No one would 
seriously contend that a philosophical 
or a Jegalistic argument should prevail 
at the cost of the life of a child. But 
that is the point. I am asking you to be 
firm because- as a father myself-1 
want to protect the lives of children 
that might be subjected to this kind of 
blackmail in the futu1e. J ust imagine 
what the consequences would be if this 
particular kidnaping succeeded, and 
the criminals were never caught. No 
child would be safe on our streets 
again. It looks so easy. So tempting. 
Nab a child and then ask the nearest 
millionaire to pay up. If lawyers like 
yourselves paid up, who would be 
morally justified in refusing? It's an 
appalling and terrifying prospect. There 
is only one way to stop the spread of 
vicious and callous crimes of this na
ture. That is to show- at the very be
ginning- that they do not pay in this 
country. Remember the Goya painting 
stolen from the National Gallery? No 
money was paid for its return- there 
were no concessions to anythrea ts, or any 
offers to bargain wi th the thief-and the 
resul t was tha t the picture was returned." 

"But we're dealing with children !" 
interrupted James Cromer. "Not with 
paintings !" 

"Of course. Of course," Sir Lionel 
continued. "But the principie is ex
actly the same. Make the crime profit
able- even possible- and there'll be no 
way to calla halt. If you gentlemen, the 
very custodians of the Jaw itself, can 
be cowed into yielding to the law
breakers, what right would we have to 
demand any sterner conduct of anyone 
else? I urge you to consider not only 
what is expedient-or even humane
but what is your duty to your profes
sion and your fellow citizens." 

T he radio was playing quietly 
when Gillian returned. There bad 
been nothing fresh on the twelve 

o'clock news. · 
"How did it go?" asked West. 
"Easy," she said. "I'm sure no one 

noticed us. Johnny sat through an en
tire travelogue about Copenhagen with
out making a sound. And when the car
toons began, he didn't mind at ali when 
í told him I was going to get him sorne 
chocolate bars. Sat there good as gold." 

"Fine. The police have probably 
picked him up by now. I expect we'll 
hear it on the news in an hour or so." 

"Papers are full of stuff about finding 
Eileen. Look at this one." She tossed 
him a copy of one of the evening pa
pers. MASSIVE POLICE HUNT FOR MoN
STER KILLERS ran the eight,column 
head across the front page. "They 
don't like us," she said casually. 

West raced impatiently through the 
story. When he had finished. a deep 
flush of anger had darkened his face. 
"Monsters !" he shouted. "Who are they 
totalkaboutmonsters ! Did theCromers 
and the others give a good goddamn 
about any of those kids? Or the Bulle
tin?Or anyof thoseother newspapers?" 

"Why should they have?'' Gillian 
asked impassively. 

"Well, we cared, didn't we? We gave 
one of them back. They were ready to 
!et him die. They were ready to kili 
three. We only killed two. So who are 
the monsters ?" 

"You're right, Alan. They're worse 
than we are. But who cares? What 
time's the plane leaving tonight?" 

"Eleven-twenty," said West. "But 
there's this job I'm thinking of doing 
first." 

"What job?" 
"Well, I've been watching this book

maker's shop." He spoke eagerly and 
persuasively as he outlined his newest 
scheme. "It closes at six, and about an 
hour Iater the manager leaves carrying 
most of the takings. It's in a small 
brown bag. Must be at least five or six 
hundred pounds. His car's parked in 
this mews just around the comer. You 
see, he does the same thing every night. 
He puts down the bag, then gets out 
his keys to open the door of his Hill
man. There's never anyone around at 
that hour. It's easy. I'll give him a 
knock on the head, and you'll be wait
ing for me in a car a few yards away. 
That ought to set us up for a while." 

"What car?" 
"What car? That's no problem. 

We'll steal another one. Dead easy." 

The final editions of the London 
evening papers-which reached 
the streets just before five-car

ried front-page pictures of Alan West. 
He was sought by the police, ran the 
story, "to help them in their inquiries." 
The official description was of a man 
twenty-five years old, about five feet, 
ten inches tall, slight build, and light
brown hair. The photograph, an en
largement of a snapshot about seven 
years old, showed a thin-faced, smiling 
young man in whose eyes lurked anx
iety and something wistful. O 
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"Well, what kind of screwball 
discovery is it this time, J ohnson ?" 
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"/ changed my mind . .. I want him to have a happy face!" 

"As a truck driver Jor Mother's Gelatin, you're through!" 
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Post scripts 
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"Salem was socked in, so I had to land in Pawtucket." 

"I could leap tall buildings with the best of 
them, but somehow I never seemed to catch on." 

" Oh, stop worrying about cavities." 

• 



Maybe this is where we should sell our new motor oil. 
We have a new Detergent Oil that 

cleans your car's engine, a lot like a 
good laundry detergent cleans your 
clothes. 

lt circulates around i nside your 
engine, and keeps dirt moving. 

lt doesn't let deposits settle down. 
(Where they can gum up the works. 
And cost you big repair bilis.) 

And because dirt is kept moving, it 

~ Mobil Oíl Corporalion 

all goes down the drain when you 
change your oil. 

And that isn't everything our new 
Detergent Oil does. 

lt also prevents harmful er.igine 
"varnish." (Which can form inside 
your engine, and clog up valves and 
other moving parts.) 

lt keeps oil screens clean longer, 
so your oil pump can pump oil better. 

lt doesn 't thin out as fast from stop
and-go driving. 

In fact, our new Detergent Oil is so 
good, it exceeds the warranty require
ments of every U.S. car maker. 

Our new oil's ful! name is Mobiloil 
Super 10W-40. 

The '10W means you get the easy 
starts and fast warm-ups of a thin 
number 10 winter oil. 

The '40' means you getthe engine 
protection and lower consumption of 
a heavy number 40 summer oil. 

AII of which means you get all the 
advantages of both, all year around, 
with just one oil. 

Think about it. 
Maybe it's time to change your 011. 

Mobil 
The Oetergent Oil 
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She is the editor of '16 Magazine,' a teen-agers' hot fine 

connecting tour mil/ion switched-on girls with the ME ET 
dreamworld of their pop idols. 

Full real name: Gloria Frances Slavers. 

Birthdate and place: I was born in Wilming
ton, North Carolina that's a seaport- on 
October 3. thirty-some years ago. 

Personal data: I'm 5'8''. Hair and eyes, brown 
and brown. 

Favorites: 

Food: Caviar. Definitely. 

Color: Peacock-feather color. 

GLORIA 
STAVERS 

Singer: Denny Doherly (of the Mamas and 
Papas). Once I saw him sing the birds off 
the lrees. You think I'm kidding. They 
carne down and sat on the ground to listen. 

Comedian: Jack Benny. He's my true ido!. 
I was introduced to him-in an elevator at 
the Plaza-and I lumed completely to 
water. 

Composer: Mozart. Flips me out altogether. 

Secret a mbition: To own my own maga
zine. If the economy can stand it. 

BEATLES EXPLODE! 
' IMSfHAITl'UfUfHAft l 

ffH{,H~~f,,..R-',f~ 

~ 
\, 

FANG:::.=·· 

A li four phones in Gloria Stavers's cluttered 
I"\ Fifth Avenue office were ringing. Western 
Union delivery boys trooped through, leaving be
hind a small hill of pale yellow envelopes. Gloria 
opened one: "Can you confirm rumor Micky 
Dolenz getting married to Samantha Juste? Please 
reply." lt was from a Bronx girl named Judy. A 
rumor was abroad that Dolenz-a member of the 
pop singing group. the Monkees-had gone out of 
circulation, and the fans were in agony. Their first 
impulse was to tum to Gloria Stavers, editor of the 
teeny-boppers' bible, 16 Magazine. 

As Gloria fielded phone calls, a free-lance pho
tographer made his way through a small maze of 
shopping bags and cardboard cartons. He was just 

By William Kloman 
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"Sure, l like menthol 
cigarettes, but lately 
they taste like nothing." 

"Listen.You've just got the 
wrong brand. Better have 

- /ofmyKools." 

e& .. 

Come up to the Kool taste. You'II 
taste extra coolness every time. 

You can depend on it. 



MEET GLORIA STAVERS·----

in from London with a run of photos of 
the Beatles. 

"Lynn," Gloria called to her secre
tary, "take these calls for a while. Tell 
them Micky Dolenz isn't dead, he 
hasn't been drafted, and he's definitely 
not getting married. Tell them I said 
so." Then she examined the Beatles 
pictures. "This, this, and this," she 
said, selecting three color shots. "They' 11 
do just fine." 

16 is the giant of the lucrative early
teen fan-magazine field. It reaches 
about four million girls between the 
ages of 11 and 14 each month. (Sixteen
year-old girls rarely read fan magazines, 
but most 13-year-olds want to be 16.) 
Newsstand sales total around a million 
copies an issue, a figure topped by only 
a handful of national periodicals. The 
reason for its success can be summed up 
in Lwo words: Gloria Stavers. 

A former high-fashion model, Gloria 
resembles a stylish blend of Katharine 
Hepbum and Julie Andrews. Like Miss 
Andrews, Gloria is a Libra, whose sign 
astrologists associate with a passionate 
attachment to justice and a deep sym
pathy for suffering. Libra women are 
supposed to be among the most beauti
ful in the world and, becaúse their na
tures are gentle and childlike, they are 
crediled with the best understanding of 
children. lf the astrologists are right, 
Gloria is a perfect Libra. 

"I have this button in my head ," she 
says. "I push it and I become thirteen 
again, and· I remember al] the things I 
longed for. I don't want to sound con
ceited, but the other magazines can't 
reach these children the way I can." 

Gloria is a one-woman editorial staff. 
She writes every story in the magazine 
and takes most of the pictures. Layout 
and covers are done by a successful op 
artist narned Fred Chance, under Glo
ria 's close supervision. 16 has an ex
traordinarily high reputation for under
standing what pop is ali about, and is 
watched carefully by the moguls of the 
youth market for the latest trends. 
New arrivals on the pop scene appear 
in a format that resembles a medica] 
report. Ifthereadersrespond favorably, 
more details and pictures will follow. 

Talent agencies count the pages de
voted to their clients as an indication 
of the act's popularity. Record com
panies seek Gloria's approval before 
launching publicity campaigns for new 
artists. Bob Dylan was in the habit of 
personally playing his new songs over 
the phone for Gloria to get her reaction. 
Screen Gems recently flew her to the 
West Coast to pass judgment on a 
group they are grooming to follow in 
the Monkees' profitable footsteps, and 
Columbia Records, hearing she was in 
Los Angeles, offered to pack up their 
new group, the Moby Grape, and fly 
them down from San Francisco so 
Gloria could have a look. 

Although she is sometimes ridiculed 
as the "Mother Superior of the Infe
rior," Gloria takes her readers and their 
adolescent problems seriously. She lugs 
shopping bags full of mail home from 
the office and reads every one of the 
300 personal letters she gets on an 
average day. The recurring theme is: 
"Nobody takes me seriously, but I 
know you won't laugh when I tell 
you .. . . " What follows isn't usually 
anything a parent would consider earth-

shaking. "Please tell me how I can join 
the Dave Clark Five Fan Club. I'm 
utterly desperate." Or, "I'm twelve, 
big-boned and overweight. Can you 
suggest sorne exercises?" Representa
tive letters are answered in 16. 

"The problems they have are so 
simple they bring tears to my eyes," 
Gloria says. "It's not yet a question of 
whether to wear mini-skirts, but how 
to say helio to a boy in the lunchroom. 
It's not how to put on eye makeup. 
but how to take care of their skin and 
keep their nails clean. A lot of parents 
today are young, too, and many of 
them never seem to take the time to 
explain the little things that really 
matter. I get letters from girls who 
cry themselves to sleep every night 
because they're so much in love with 
one Monkee or another. Their parents 
think it's silly, or simply don't believe 
them. W ell, I believe them, and I know 
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they need is food fer their fantasies." 
Gloria claims that she gives the chil

dren not only what they want, but also 
what's good for them. Nobody has 
ever appeared in 16 smoking a cigarette 
or holding a drink stronger than ginger 
ale. When a reader recently asked 
Davy Jones how he passed the long, 
lonely nights on the road with the 
Monkees, Davy confided that he reads 
hirnself to sleep with the Bible. 

Her readers have turned Gloria into 
a minor deity. The first indication that 
she was becoming a super celebrity 
carne last summer at a pop concert in 
Lambertville. N.J. One of the per
formers said she was in the audience. 
A howl went up from the 2,000 fans, 
and Gloria had to be escorted to her 
limousine to avoid being crushed by a 
mob of hero-worshiping teen-agers. 

When Gloria was not much older 

"Wouldn'tfeed a doy what lhey gave us." 

what they're going through. It hurts. 
We try to help." 

The Micky Dolenz crisis is typical 
of the daily routine at 16. A few days 
later the pilones were buzzing with 
rumors that Paul McCartney had 
broken up with his girl friend Jane 
Asher. Little girls in Des Moines and 
Tampa had got on their phones to find 
out if it was true that they would have 
another crack at the bachelor Beatle. 

Although most of these budding 
teeny-boppers will never find them
selves face-to-face with a rock-'n' -roll 
idol, much less run the risk of marrying 
one, they can, through a 16 feature 
called "Dreamsville," win an occa
sional personal telephone cal!, lock of 
hair or cast-off sweater that Gloria 
wrangles away from the stars. 

"At that age they're not ready to 
meet a real boy," Gloria says. "What 
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than her fans she had already begun 
her career in joumalism, on the sports 
desk of the Goldsboro, N.C., News
Argus. After high school she moved to 
Washington, D.C., and found a job 
writing safety manuals for an automo
bile club. Then she sent a photograph 
to the John Robert Powers agency, 
which was conducting a natiomvide 
search for models. Soon Gloria was 
called to New York, where Powers 
placed her in sorne of the city's most 
elegant and expensive salons. But she 
grew restless with the model's routine. 
In 1959 she met Jacques Chambrun, 
a publisher who had recently left the 
scandal-magazine field for the greener 
pastures of the teen press, and talked 
him into letting her come to work for 
his newest creation, 16. 

She got the job as a $50-a-week girl 
Friday. The magazine started out as a 

ragbag of press-agent handouts and 
contrived bits of gossip about the stars. 
In one early issue. Tab Hunter con
fessed that he slept au nalurel and with 
a Teddy bear. ("I know itsoundssilly," 
Tab explained.) 

Not satisfied with rewriting press 
releases, Gloria went to see a star in 
person- it was Paul Anka-and actu
ally asked hirn what was on his mind. 
The road to stardom was rough, Gloria 
reported. But "when he stands up and 
starts to sing, he's the happiesl guy in 
the world." This wasn't much of a 
revelation, but the fans loved it. Gloria's 
first story doubled the magazine's 
meager circulation. 

By 1964 Gloria's name had worked 
its way up to the top of 16's masthead. 
She had become indispensable. 

Her power today is awesome. The 
teen-agers she influences pour about 
nine billion dollars a year into the 
economy, and record companies. cos
metics manufacturers and clothing 
firms are ali scrambling eagerly for a 
share of the loot. 

Gloria reporteclly earns $50,000 a 
year as editor of 16; business acquaint
ances claim she could make 10 Limes 
that amount as a product consultant. 
She once casually mentioned the name 
of a Los Angeles clothing store in her 
magazine. and it took the shop three 
months to answer requests, from all 
over the country. for catalogues. 

Answering mail. fending off the adu
lation of her readers (who manage to 
fincl Gloria although she works behind 
an unmarked office door and has an 
unlisted home phone) and meeting 
monthly magazine deadlines add up to 
a usual work week of 70 hours. (On 
Wednesday evenings she takes classes 
in Buddhism, and once every five 
months or so flies to the Virgin Islands, 
where she unwinds by scuba <living. "l 
just like to sit on the bottom of the 
ocean and groove on the fish. It's fan
tastic," she says.) 

Recently, over a lunch of Martinis 
and spareribs, Gloria paused to talle 
about her readers. 

"If you want to know what the fu
ture mothers of America are like," she 
said. "just read my mail. There's a cru
sade on, whether parents know it or not. 
I think these young people- some of 
them call themselves flower children
mean to tlood the adult world with 
!ove. I get letters that say, 'The adults 
are never going to understand unless 
we show them. We have to lead the 
way.' And, strangely enough, these kids 
aren't aware of their tremendous eco
nomic power. They're conscious of mass 
power, though, because they hear the 
constant adult talle about 'teen-agers.' 
The rebellion against the parent gen
eration shows all the signs of being a 
really sol id mass movement." 

The waiter cleared the dishes, and 
Gloria lighted a cigarette, then smiled 
to herself as she stirred her coffee. 

"Girls of eleven to fifteen are in a 
period of development more intense 
than any other period in their lives. 
They are hungrier than they'll ever be, 
so they eat more. They see something 
they want- a mini-skirt or a pair of 
boots- and they want it more than 
they'll ever want anything in their 
lives. By the time a girl actually reaches 
sixteen she's ready to leave the dream
world. and 16 is way behind her. But 
during those earlier years, I tell you 
true. that child is mine." O 
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'Win one for Aunt Mary Margaret!' 
- Coach Duffy Daugherty may need 

lt may not be the game of the century this time, 
but Duffy Daugherty's Aunt Mary Margaret 
back in his hometown of Bamesboro, Pa., is tak

ing no chances. When the Notre Dame-Michigan 
State game appears on millions of television sets a 
few days hence, and the round, red face of her fa
mous nephew comes on in full color, Aunt Mary 
Margaret will take up her post, as she did last 
year, behind the coal range in her kitchen. There 
she will cup an ear and try to hear the bulletins 
called from the living room by her sister, Duffy's 
mother, Mrs. Elizabeth Daugherty, who fears 
neither television nor Ara Parseghian. 

Aunt Mary Margaret cannot stand suspense. 
Not only Michigan State football games send her 
scurrying for her coal range, but so do the blast
offs of astronauts from Cape Canaveral and the 
reentry of orbiting capsules. Although sorne early
season forecasts predicted that Notre Dame would 
beat Michigan State so easily that there would be 
no suspense at all this time, Aunt Mary Margaret 
was not impressed. She had known Hugh Duffy 
Daugherty to be on the short end of the long odds 
many times before this and seen him come out on 
top. Now that both teams have been the victims 
of upsets, she believes more firmly than ever that 
it would not be beyond Duffy to surprise Notre 
Dame justas Houston (coached by Duffy's former 
assistant, Bill Yeoman) and Southem California 
had surprised Michigan State. It will ali be just 
too exciting to bear. And so it is the coal-range 
vigil again for Aunt Mary Margaret. 

For Duffy there will be no place to hide. As the 
cameras zoom in, he will be there as before, cease
lessly pacing the length of the visiting-team's 
bench in his baggy pants and stocking cap and as 
many layers ol long underwear as the weather calls 
for, as roly-poly as television viewers saw him dur
ing last November's memorable 10-10 tie with 
Notre Dame. It is no secret that the inconclusive 
result of this game has rankled ever since in the 
mind of Ara Parseghian despite the fact that the 
wire services ended up voting his team the best in 
the nation. Stung by the criticism that he had set
tled for a tie instead of going for broke, Ara would 
like nothing better than to give his good friend 
Duffy the worst beating ofhis career. Duffy, in turn, 
would dearly love to give Ara the shellacking of his 
life, thereby resolving last season's no-decision 
and redeeming a season that started disastrously. 

I have been seeing Duffy Daugherty and his 
family for the last. 10 years. I have seen him when 
his luck was in and, like this year, when his luck 
seemed to have run out. And I cannot remember 
any day, however bleak it might have been, when 
I did not at least smile with Duffy for sorne reason 
or other. On the good days his stock jokes were 
often outrageously corny, but his delight in telling 
them made them seem hilarious. He is at his best 
as an ad-libber. 

One time I lay in the hospital, wallowing in 
self-pity and protesting to a nurse that I was in 
no condition to go into the sunroom to play cards, 
as the doctors had ordered. Then I heard a voice 
say, "Why don't you do what the nice young lady 
is telling you ?" 

I looked around, and there stood Duffy. 
"Duffy !" I cried. "I'm in terrible shape, and 

this girl wants me to play cards ! " 
"Do what she says," said Duffy. "You've got to 
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to use all of his famed wit and wiles to inspire Michigan State against Notre Dame in TV's big game. 

get well. The nurse is trying to help you feel better. 
Listen, I'd rather see you get well than win ten 
football games." 

I was aghast. "What's that, Duffy?" I said. 
"Did you say ten football games ?" 

Duffy hesitated only an instant. "Two football 
games," he said. 

At first Duffy had seemed to be easy enough to 
understand- an authentic wit with a razor-sharp 
mind andan engaging manner, ali of which (I as
sumed) were attractive talents adorning a passing
fair football coach who would win as long as the 
recruiting went well. 

I was to leam that there was a lot more to Duffy 
than that. He may look-and often act-like an 
old-time burlesque comedian, but he is resourceful 
and resilient, a fighter, tough when he has to be, 
strong in adversity, as shrewd a football tactician 
as any around. Although Duffy can take defeat, 
he despises it. He reels under it, the color draining 
from his pudgy face. For a little while he not only 
cannot laugh, he can scarcely talk. A friend of his 
made a remarkable discovery about Duffy one 
time when he walked into the Michigan State 
locker room after the team had lost to arch-rival 
Michigan. "I couldn't find Duffy," the friend re
calls. "I walked up and down and around the 
dressing room and ctidn't see him anywhere. I was 
about to leave when I suddenly saw him standing 
against the wall. I realized then that I had walked 
by him severa! times and hadn't recognized him. 
He was absolutely silent, and when Duffy isn't 
talking or laughing, he just vanishes in the crowd." 

Another friend confided a story about a Duffy 

By Gerald Holland 

that few people know. "I remember one time I was 
driving him someplace," he said. "As we were rid
ing along, he suddenly said, 'Would you mind pull
ing over to the side of the road for a minute?' I 
pulled over and switched off the ignition. We sat 
there without a word. I was mystified. He had no 
problem& I knew about, certainly no football prob
lems. The season was going well enough. Then I 
stole a look at Duffy. There were tears rolling 
down his cheeks. I kept my eyes straight ahead 
for about fifteen minutes until he finally said, 
'Well, let's get going.'" 

The friend never did dare to ask Duffy what 
had driven him to tears. Whatever it was, Duffy 
hid it well, and what you remember about his Iife 
is the laughter, although there was often plenty of 
reason to despair. 

Duffy's father, Joseph Aloysius Daugherty, was 
a coal miner in Bamesboro, and the family never 
did have mucb money. He also happened to be the 
quarterback for the St. Benedict Athletic Club 
and the unpaid coach for the local high school. 
Duffy could not have escaped football if he had 
tried- and he certainly did not try. The first 
Christmas present he can remember was a foot
ball. Wben he was old enough, Duffy became the 
center of the Alley Eleven, a scrub team of boys 
under 14 that often played on snow-covered fields 
that were sprinkled with coal dust. 

By the time the Depression hit in 1929, Duffy's 

father had given up his job in the mines and opened 
a clothing store. The business failed; pants were 
being patched, not purchased, but Joe Daugherty 
refused to go into bankruptcy-a lesson in re
sponsibility Duffy never forgot-and the whole 
family pitched in to help pay off his debts. Duffy's 
first job, while he was in high school, was deliver
ing special-delivery letters for 13 cents apiece. At 
16 be gota job in a local shirt factory , and at 18 he 
went to work in the mines, which meant getting 
up at 4 :30 in the morning. 

But the Daughertys always found time Cor foot
ball. Family meals were interrupted as father and 
sons jumped up to run through the football play 
that happened to be under discussion. On such 
occasions mother did not object. "On the con
trary," says Duffy's sister, Jean, "Mother usually 
played the right side of the line." 

The whole Daugherty family could not afford 
to go to the movies, so Duffy hit on a substitute. 
He would eam enough to pay his way by renting 
out his brother Jack's pair of roller skates. Then 
he would run home to recreate the entire story, 
playing all the roles for the family and as many 
of the neighbors' children as could be jammed into 
the living room. "Usually," Jean Daugherty says, 
"Duffy's reenactment of the movie was better 
than the movie itself." 

In 1936 Duffy won his emancipation from the 
coal mines by landing a scholarship to Syracuse. 
The team was then coached by Ossie Solem, whose 
assistants included Bud Wilkinson, later to win 
fame at Oklahoma, and Biggie Munn. As line 
coach, Munn liked Duffy's spirit and aggressive-
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• 'Now we'II see how we take adversity. We'II see if we have character or just characters.' 

ness, converte.d him from a center to a guard and 
talked Coach Solem into starting him on the var
sity as a sophomore. Duffy was not even stopped 
by a broken neck. He carne back in his senior year 
and was named team captain. 

After World War 11-Duffy made major in the 
South Pacific-Biggie Munn became head coach 
at Syracuse and offered hjs former player a job. 
One catcb: the annual salary would be $2,000. 
"Would I consider it !" exclaimed Duffy to Biggie. 
"Did you ever get up at four-thirty in the mom
ing and spend the day picking the slate out of 
coal cars ?" 

In 1947 Biggie became head coach at Michigan 
State, a little land-grant college of 7,000 students 
(it has more tban 38,000 today). He invited Duffy 
to come along as hls assístant at $3,500 a year. For 
the next seven years Duffy willingly played second 
banana to Munn, developing scrappy defensive 
platoons known as "Duffy's Toughies" and be
coming the perfect assistant, a man who got the 
most out of his players and was able to break the 
tension with laughter. 

But Duffy's image as the locker-room comedian 
in baggy pants hurt him badly when Munn. after 
compiling a brilliant record, moved up to athletic 
director in 1953 and designated Daugherty as his 
successor. Many alumni waited for Duffy to fall 
flat on his funny face, and that is precisely what 
he did. Inheriting a team that had won the Rose 
Bowl the year before, Daugherty ended the 1954 
season with a 3-6 record, and the bowls went up: 
"Bring back Biggie !" 

It was a case of win to survive. Duffy survived. 
After a shaky start, bis 1955 team went on to win 
the Big Ten championship and to defeat U.C.L.A. 
in the Rose Bowl. The sportswriters roade Duffy 
the "Coach of the Year" for that, and he was on 
his way. Duffy's teams were undefeated during 
the regular season in 1965 and 1966 (the 1965 
squad lost the Rose Bowl to U.C.L.A., 14-12), 
and Michigan Sta te began this year with high hopes. 

After the Houston and Southem California de
feats, Duffy never worked harder trying to pre
pare hls team for the Big Ten-and Notre Dame. 
He was tireless, running plays time after time un· 
ti! he was satisfied down to the last detail. Some
times his voice would ring out with words of 
praise; at other times he would cry, "No, no, no! 
Hold it, hold it !" And then he would frequently 
demonstrate the proper course for a running back 
who had been in error, plodding step by step 
through the maneuver. Once, after such a demon
stration, he called back to a young giant: "You see 
what I mean? Do you get it? Now do ít that way." 
He paused and added, "Of course, I don't expect 
you to show my speed and drive, but you run just 
as fast as your little legs will carry you !" 

One Wednesday after practice Duffy was de
lighted to find waiting for him an old friend and 
tearnmate from his playíng days at Syracuse, Ton y 
Paskevich, who had come a11 the way from New 
Jersey just to see him. 

"How are things going, Duff?" asked Tony. 
"Going pretty good, Tony," saíd Duffy. "They 

were showing good concentration out there toda y." 
"Notre Dame, Duff. What do you think?" 
"Ali I can say, Tony, ís that no team I've ever 

coached had a better spirit than thís one. They're 
looking forward to South Bend wíth lots of en
thusiasm. Say, Tony, do you remember that 
Lithuanian song you taught me at Syracuse?" 

"Sure I rernember." 
Duffy broke into the Lithuanian song he re-

Daugherty sends ha.lfback Frank W aters into the game 
with a hearty thump of encouragement. After a praclice 
session, Dujfy joins some of his coaching assistanls in his 
lwmetown' s ojficial song: "W e' re strong f or Barnesboro.'' 

called from his undergraduate days, and Tony 
joined in. They concluded with great laughter and 
slapping of backs. 

"You know, Tony," said Duffy, "I was singing 
that song on the road one time, and a Lithuanian 
hotel maid told me it was not nice. You never told 
me what the words meant, Tony." 

"I never thought you'd meet another Lithua
nian, Duff," said Tony. 

A telephone man carne up to Duffy. "Coach," he 
said, "where do you want the hot-line phone?" 

"Why," said Duffy, looking around as he 
slipped out of his shorts, "put it on the long table 
over there. That's where we can all get to it 
easily." 

"OK, coach," said the telephone man. 
"What's with the hot line, Duff?" Tony asked. 
"Oh," said Duffy, now in the altogether and 

scratching hlmself, "that's a direct line to our man 
in South Bend." 

"You're kidding." 
"Well," said Duffy, "actually it's only con

nected with my office." He started for th.e showers, 
calling back over hls shoulder, 'Tll be right with 
you, Tony. We'll have a beer." 

As he passed the blackboard, he stopped, picked 
up a piece of chalk and began drawing O's and 
X's furiously, muttering something like, "From a 
flanker I, a sprint-out pass with Apisa attacking 
the end, and Dwight Lee leading Jimmy Raye, 
and our flanker clearing the zone. . . ." His 
voice trailed off as he scratched away with the 
chalk, finally putting it down and looking around 

at his assistants, who nodded understandingly. 
In a moment, from the shower room, Duffy's 

voice rose again in song, and thls time his eight 
assistants joined in lustily. The song was the offi
cial anthem of Duffy's hometown in the coa! re
gions of western Pennsylvania (the dressing-room 
c:horal group has recorded it at the request of the 
mayor, who has it played on important civic occa
sions), and with Duffy's voice bellowing above ali 
the others, it carne out: 

"We're strong for Barnesboro, 
B-A-R-N-E-S-B-O-R-0, 
Where tite girls are the f airest, 
The boys are the squarest, 
OJ any old place that I know. 
We're strong for Barnesboro, 
Down where the sulphur creek flows. 
We're always together, 
In all kinds oj weather ... in 
B-A-R-N-E-S-B-0-R-O !" 

(Back in Barnesboro, Duffy's Aunt Mary 
Margaret-Mrs. Clair Caldwell-might have 
fretted that Duffy wasn't worrying enough about 
Notre Dame. But his mother would have approved 
completely. "Duffy," she has said, "was always a 
high-spirited boy even when he was working in the 
mines. It's Duffy's way, and I'm sure that under
neath all his funning, he has his plans made for 
beating Mr. Parseghian on Saturday.") 

There was no funning from Duffy after the 
early-season disasters. Pale and subdued, he faced 

up to the reporters and broadcasters in the dress
ing room. Of Houston, he said, "They had better 
running, better passing, better blocking, better 
kicking, better kick returning and better coaching. 
Now we'll see how we take adversity. We'll see if 
we have character or just characters." He was si
lent, and then said, "They say defeat can be 
humbling. Well, you're looking at the most hwn
ble man in the state of Michigan." 

One Sunday morning after a defeat Duffy 
picked up his player-of-the-week, quarterback 
Jirnmy Raye, for the drive to Jackson, where he 
and Bump Elliott, the Michigan coach. tape their 
Sunday-evening television show. 

Duffy was holding an even 70-miles-an-hour 
when the car began to wobble. "Is that the wind, 
or have we got a flat?" he asked. "Coach," said 
J immy Raye," I would say that we definitely have 
a flat." Duffy took a tight grip on the wheel as the 
car continued to wobble. He let it slow down with
out touchlng the brake, then pulled off the road 
and got out to look at the tires. The left rear was it. 

"That tire," said Duffy, "looks like I feel." 
The first car to come along stopped. It was 

driven by an off-duty truck driver named Red, 
who recognized Duffy right away. 

Bump Elliott was waiting outside the studio 
when Duffy arrived in a strange car. 

"Had a flat six miles down the road," ex
plained Duffy. 

"My," said Bump, "you have had a lost week
end." 

Now comes the big weekend that can make or 

break the season for both Duffy Daugherty and 
Ara Parseghian. Duffy is well aware of the psy
chological hazards of playing under the Golden 
Dome and against Rock and the Gipper and ali 
the other great names of legend. He knows, too, of 
the ferocity of a home-team crowd at South Bend 
and of the almost fanatical worship of Parseghian, 
who even now is being spoken of in the same 
breath with Rockne. Of this last near heresy 
Duffy has a story that he likes to tell around the 
banquet circuit. 

"One time last winter I happened to run into 
my good friend Ara at a coaching clinic down 
south. When the clinic was over, I suggested to 
Ara that we take a <lay off and go fishlng. 

"Well, we found a nice quiet little lake and 
really enjoyed ourselves. We caught a few fish, 
and we started to row back to shore. Suddenly I 
said, 'Ara, is it true that in South Bend they think 
an Armenian Presbyterian like you can walk on 
water?' 

"Ara said, 'No, no, no. There's nothing to that, 
Duffy. Oh, maybe a few people in South Bend 
thlnk I can walk on water, but not enough to 
amount to anything.' 

"I said, 'Well, Ara, I'm asking you in confidence 
now. What about it? Can you do it? Can you walk 
on water?' 

"Ara laughed and said, 'Of course I can't walk 
on water. I tell you, Duffy, it's justa crazy idea 
sorne people have. There's absolutely nothing to 
it at all.' 

"I said, 'Ara, have you ever tried ?' Ara said no, 

he hadn't tried. Did I think he was crazy? I kept 
at him. I said, 'Look, Ara, we're all alone out here. 
Why don't you try it and see? Maybe those peo
ple in South Bend are right. Maybe you can walk 
on water.' 

"Well, I wish you could have seen the look that 
carne over Ara's face. He said, 'By golly, Duffy. 
maybe I can!' With that he got up, stepped over 
the side, and sank like a rock. When he carne up, T 
grabbed him by the hair- luckily, he has a good 
head of hair-and pulled him out. Poor Ara was 
all shaken up. I wish you could have heard him 
plead with me. 'Duffy,' he said, 'please don't tell 
anybody in South Bend that I tried to walk on 
water and fell right to the bottom.' 

"'Ara,'" I said, "' I give you my solemn word 
that I won't tell anybody in South Bend that you 
fell in if you won't tell anybody in East Lansing 
that I pulled you out.'" 

For this Saturday afternoon, which is bound to 
draw a huge television audience, Duffy Daugherty 
may have one last-resort trick up his sleeve. It is 
not inconceivable that he may borrow a technique 
from the sainted Rockne who-on the very same 
hallowed ground~nce pleaded with the Irish to 
go out there and win one for the Gipper. 

If things look bad, if ali appears lost at half 
time, it is just possible that Duffy Daugherty. 
with hls most soulful look in his big blue eyes, 
might beg his Spartans to go out there and win 
this one for Aunt Mary Margaret behind the coa! 
range back in Barnesboro, the town where the 
sulphur creek flows. O 
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Editorial 

The ABM: Damned if we do-more damned if we don't 

The situation is this: You have an enemy who 
threatens you, but you have a weapon that will kill 
him instantly. The only trouble is that it will also 
kill you. He has the same kind of weapon. lt will 
also kili both of you. Do your weapons make you 
safe from his threats? Is he safe from yours? 

This is what Winston Churchill named "the bal
ance of terror." It is also the state in which we ali 
live. At this point we have more than 1,600 in
tercontinental missiles and sorne 600 long-range 
bombers. Their total destructive power would 
average 20 tons of TNT for every single Russian. 
The Soviets' power is almost as awesome-it 
would hiteachAmerican withabout lütonsofTNT. 

For years Defense Secretary Robert S. Mc
Namara has argued that no defensive anti-missile 
system could protect either superpower against the 
other. Even when the Soviets began building an 
anti-missile system, McNamara responded by in
creasing America's offensive force. More offensive 
missiles, with multiple warheads and new anti
detection devices, can penetrate any defense, he 
argues. "It is important to understand," he says, 
"that none of the systems at the present or fore
seeable state of the art would provide an impene
trable shield over the United States." In short, an 
anti-missile system is not "reasonable." 

And yet, and yet. . . . The balance of terror is 
based on the assumption that the leaders of both 
sides are rational, and that no rational man wants 
to see his own country destroyed. That is why it 
is hard to imagine any President ever saying, 
"Well , this means the end of the United States, 
but we have to go ahead with it." In other words, 
it is hard to imagine the nuclear deterrent ever 
being used. lt is hard precisely because of the ab
sence of American defenses. And for all the years 
that McNamara has been denouncing the anti
ball1stic missile (ABM), his critics have been de
nouncing his opposition to it. Nor is it easy to dis
c..>unt the Russians' investment in an anti-missile 
sy::;tem. McNamara insists that they are being il
Jogical, but are they? "An ABM defense lends itself 
superbly to bluff and blackmail ... " one critic 
argues. "It is easy to imagine a suddenly belliger
ent Soviet attitude toward Western Europe. Would 
the undefended U.S. react strongly if the defended 
U.S.S.R. appeared willing to risk war . .. ? Would 
the President choose automatically to avenge the 
limited number of dead Americans by ordering a 
response certain to end ci vilized 1 ife in this country ?" 

Last month McNamara finally carne around. 
While still insisting that no defense against the 
Soviets would work, he acknowledged that Com
munist China could threaten us with interconti
nental missiles by the mid-1970's. Therefore, he 
said, "There are marginal grounds for concluding 
that a light deployment of ABM's against this pos
sibility is prudent." In short, the U.S. will begin a 
five-billion-dollar program of installing a "thin" 

ABM defense against possible Chinese attack. 
There were immediate outcries that McNamara 

had given in to sinister militarists and started a 
new round in the arms race. His decision, said one 
cri tic, was designed not as a defense against the 
Chinese but against the Republicans. "The deci
sion is wrong," said another. 

It is hard to be so certain about nuclear strategy, 
but we suspect that McNamara's decision was the 
right one-or at least a step in the right direction
and that the stated reasons are only partía! reasons, 
and not necessarily the best ones. 

l. The danger of Chinese irratz·onality. Granted 
that the Chinese provide a clear example of ir
responsibility, the idea of basing world peace on 
rationality in high places is itself somewhat irra
tional. Hitler and Stalin were both demented, for 
example, and nobody is behaving very rationally in 
Vietnam. Indeed, it might be argued that all politi
cal leaders become somewhat irrational when ma
jor national interests are at stake. 

2. The question of whether the anti-missile system 
works. Justas nuclear power has proved useless in 
Vietnam, so a strategy based on the danger of all
out attack may prove irrelevant in case of a lesser 
attack-a blow against one city, for example, oran 
accidental strike. Here, a missile that can shoot 
down an incoming attack could prove crucial. 

3. How biga system to build? It is hard to be im
pressed by an anti-missile system that ignores 
Russia for the sake of erecting a defense against 
nonexistent Chinese missiles. The essential need is 
for whatever defense can be built against any at
tacking missiles from anywhere. Secretary Mc
Namara proposes no increase in research and de
velopment and says the "thin" anti-missile system 
will not lead to a bigger one. We suspect he will 
find the pressures for a bigger system ultimately 
irresistible. By his own computer estimates, an 
undefended United States would lose 135 million 
lives in an ali-out attack, whereas a United States 
defended by anti-missiles and fallout shelters 
would lose "only" 80 million. Such figures are pure 
guesswork, of course, and it can well be argued, as 
Nikita Khrushchev did, that "the living would 
envy the dead," but a difference of 55 million 
American lives is not exactly negligible. 

The beginning of a missile defense can be in
terpreted as the beginning of a long and dismal 
road-at the end of which, according to many 
critics, lies "the mole society" in which everything 
is underground and life is scarcely worth living. Sec
retary McNamara professes himself convinced that 
he can take a f ew steps down such a road, and then 
stop. Perhaps. But our past policy has been based 
in part on wishful thinking, on the wish that no
body will ever use an atomic weapon because the 
consequences would be "unacceptable." So far, 
luck has been with us, but men who daily stake 
their lives on luck are not noted for longevity. 
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