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“Here is the fascinating life story of
one of the most remarkable men in
U.S. history. Legend, genius, living
folk lore, Lowell Thomas writes with
an off-the-cuff raconteur style that
holds the reader spellbound through
page after page of fabulous narrative.
Good Evening Everybody is easily one
of the few most interesting books of |
theera” ~ —NORMAN VINCENT PEALE

Lowell Thomas

Lowell Thomas may be best known as a
newscaster, but to millions of Americans he
is equally famous as a foreign correspon-
dent, lecturer, biographer, explorer, and
business executive. Since his first flight in
1917, he has visited every remote corner of
the world and logged more passenger miles
than any man who ever lived.

In this most entertaining book he writes
of his colorful childhood and youth in the
mining town of Cripple Creek, Colorado,
where his father was a doctor. With three
degrees by the time he was twenty, he later
worked on newspapers in Colorado and
Chicago, attended law school, explored the
scenic wonders of the western states and
the goldfields of the Yukon and Alaska, and
lectured on his travels. He taught at Prince-
ton before President Wilson sent him to
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Europe in 1917 to help bring the realities of
the war home to the American people.

Lowell Thomas tells of his meetings in
the Arabian desert with T. E. Lawrence and
the incredible impact of his lectures and
his book about Lawrence on the English-
speaking world. He writes of witnessing the
agony of Germany immediately following
World War I

Other experiences with famous people
(including Roy Chapman Andrews, Mus-
solini, Walter Duranty, Trujillo, Count von
Luckner, Herbert Hoover, and FDR) fill the
pages of this book. Good Evening Every-
body also tells of the pioneer days of radio
journalism and shares with the reader many
of the people, places, and adventures of
nearly half a century of daily broadcasts.

“In this book I could almost see and
hear Lowell Thomas coming as alive in
print as he does on the air. I found it a
vivid account all the way from his boy-
hood days in Cripple Creek through
his later exciting adventures, wide
wanderings and strange encounters all
over the face of the earth. I was fas-
cinated, and the trip through the book
| only fortified my lasting admiration
and my abiding affection for Lowell
. Thomas.” —Joun KiEraN
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Sweet to ride forth at evening from the wells,
When shadows pass gigantic on the sand,
And softly through the silence beat the bells
Along the golden road to Samarkand.

—JaMmes ELrROY FLECKER, 1884-1915
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Foreword: How I Started
All This Reminiscing

When I look over and see Lowell Thomas sitting there,
I have to believe in eternity.
—Ax Carp

Although I have never brooded about “time’s winged char-
iot hurrying near,” I am philosophical enough to be aware that
it’s back there somewhere, gaining, and still so many things to do!
As I sit down finally to tackle this project, I wonder if it isn’t too
late. Do I really want to squander these precious days—when I
could be living my life—in the static business of writing about it?

And what about the mystery of memory, all those years
that have slipped through the present now streaming away into
a darkening past? Can I really be sure of the things I remember?
Can any man sort out his personal history—the kaleidoscopic pa-
rade of faces, the shifting settings, the tangled skein of episode
—and hope to restage it in the precise patterns of his life as it
really happened?

Not I. The best I can promise is that nothing here will be
invented, that what appears is what, at this moment, I best re-
member as yesterday’s truth.

And finally, among these cautionary notes to the reader—
and perhaps you have already perceived that “notes” is exactly
what these preliminary musings are—I must warn that this book
will be neither a confession of dark secrets nor the personal phi-
losophy of an aging oracle. I am not an oracle; age has given me

11
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12 [ GOOD EVENING EVERYBODY

only enough wisdom to reserve exposure of my inner soul to God
and my wife. Anyone hoping for a peek at it in these pages is
going to be disappointed.

Allenby in Palestine near the end of World War I, having
brought true the West’s thousand-year-old dream by wresting
Jerusalem from the Turks, received a delegation of quarreling
Greek Orthodox monks, Catholics, Copts and Nestorians. Each
was convinced it should have sole charge of the Shrine of the
Holy Sepulcher. Each sought Allenby’s support. But he, a soldier,
not a magistrate, sent them away with a penetrating question:
“Who am I to set the world aright?”

Nor do I have any deep thoughts on the meaning of life to
offer, or cures for the world’s ills. No prescriptions, preachings or
panaceas here, only some recollections of the excitement and fun
I've been lucky enough to have had over the years, and stories
about people I've known, most of them interesting, some merely
famous. Anyway, as an old Turkish proverb says, books impart
knowledge; only travel imparts wisdom.

And now we come down to it, the fact that my only real
claim to the reader’s attention may be as a traveler. Once, stand-
ing near the top of the Spanish Steps in Rome, I was approached
by three elderly ladies, clearly American tourists. One of them
recognized me and immediately exclaimed, “Lowell Thomas, don’t
you ever go home?”

I do. But it is also true that I've long lost track of the
number of times I've been around the world or crossed the equator
or flown over the North and South poles. Those who worry about
such things calculate that since my first flight in 1917 I have
logged more passenger miles than any man who ever lived. My
epigraph, I suppose, could be the words of Xenophon, disciple of
Socrates, describing himself as he leads a Greek mercenary army
wandering hither and yon across Asia Minor: “Enteuthen Exe-
launei”—“From here he proceeded to . . .”

Why, why this endless prowling of the earth’s farthest
reaches, this urge to see what lies beyond the horizon, and be-
yond that? It tugs at me still. I can’t say for sure, but growing up
on a mountaintop may have had a lot to do with it.

Cripple Creek, at the heart of the Colorado Rockies gold-
fields, was a marvelously appealing place to be a boy at the turn
of the century—there were wild burros to break, abandoned mine
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FOREWORD: HOW I STARTED ALL THIS REMINISCING I 13

shafts and tunnels to crawl through, rollicking celebrations of
gold strikes, periodic shootings and even runaway trains. But best
of all, to live at an elevation above ten thousand feet is to gain
some special awareness of the world’s breadth, and to be lured
by its distances. From our mountain we could see the distant
snowy peaks of the Sangre de Cristo range, and I don’t remember
a time when I wasn’t yearning to find out what lay beyond their
farther slopes.

Growing up, I worked at nearly every job to be had in
a booming mining camp and came to know men who had panned
and dug and prayed for gold from the Klondike to the Transvaal.
They were a special breed, those men, part dreamer, part cynic,
ready to follow their shining vision anywhere, but drawn as much
by the quest itself as by any real hope of striking it rich. They
held me spellbound with their tales of other lands, other gold
camps.

Finally there was my father, a mining surgeon whose thirst
for knowledge was unlimited and never appeased. He was in-
trigued by every aspect of human behavior and achievement—
those were his horizons—and in his endless studies he followed
along trails blazed by the great historians, archaeologists, scien-
tists and poets. In 1951, when he was in his mid-eighties, he was
still at it, sending us a little note from England to the effect that
he had just signed up for some graduate courses at Oxford. Well,
his influence was deep and lasting. He roused in me an abiding
curiosity about this planet we live on, and I have spent a lifetime
trying to see as much of it as I could.

And so I became a traveler—Enteuthen Exelaunei—to
places like Afghanistan and New Guinea, to the Andes, the Hima-
layas, the Arctic and the Antarctic. Those are not the usual tourist
haunts, you will agree. I have never gone anywhere as a tourist.
My travels have turned out to be a continuous search for the
raw materials of a good yarn, the films and books and talks that
have enabled me to invite armchair travelers along on the journey.
If youre bound to travel the Golden Road to Samarkand, no
matter what, that’s a happy way to make a living,

I remember a sign in the Tokyo railroad station of many

years ago. No doubt intended to reassure foreign visitors, it pro-
claimed in proud English: “Baggage sent in all directions.” So
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14 | GOOD EVENING EVERYBODY

far I seem to be approaching these rambling reminiscences in
the same way. I began by trying to explain—perhaps to myself—
how, having long resisted some misguided urgings to write some-
thing about my life, I now find myself doing it. Then I, too, went
off in all directions.

Now, to get back to the starting point, I wonder whether
all this self-communing didn’t begin with my longtime radio
colleague, Hans von Kaltenborn. “Lowell,” he said to me not long
before he died, “when the ladies quit taking an interest in me, I
decided I'd reached the age of reflection and began writing my
memoirs. Now you're in the same predicament. Quit gallivanting
around the world! Settle in somewhere and write yours.”

I thought about that. I particularly thought about it in the
context of something Lowell, Jr., said near the end of our expedi-
tion to Tibet in 1949. It had been a magnificent adventure. We
were only the seventh and eighth Americans ever to visit that
all but inaccessible land in the high Himalayas, the first to make
films of the Dalai Lama, its young ruler, and of the faces and
landscapes of his mysterious kingdom. Lowell, Jr., has told the
whole story, the good part and the bad, in his book, Out of This
World, A Journey to Tibet.

The bad part began on the journey out. As motorized
transport, and even bicycles and carts, were forbidden in Tibet,
we were departing as we had come, our caravan crossing the
Himalayas on a string of plodding horses, mules and yaks. Then
I made the mistake of asking to ride one of the high-spirited,
half-broken horses being led out by one of our Tibetan guides
for sale in India. For a day and a half my riding experience as a
young man in the Colorado Rockies stood me in good stead.
Then, in late afternoon, I noticed some intriguing colored rock
strata and dismounted to take a few samples. Foolishly, I ne-
glected to have anyone hold my horse’s head, which was neces-
sary, while I climbed back on.

I can still see the wicked gleam in his eye as he wheeled
and caught me, one foot in the stirrup, then reared. I went flying
through the air and out over the trail’s edge, landing on a distant
boulder, on the loose rocks I had stuffed into the pocket of my
windbreaker. I felt all that, then lost consciousness.

Young Lowell was bending over me when I came to. We
learned later that my hip was broken in eight places. And there
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FOREWORD: HOW 1 STARTED ALL THIS REMINISCING | 15

we were at an altitude of seventeen thousand feet, so that it grew
bitterly cold as darkness came on, and hundreds of miles from
the nearest doctor. As Lowell wrapped me in blankets, then held
me in his arms to keep me from breaking apart still more as my
bones shook with cold and a fever that came on swiftly with
shock and exposure, I had some reason to believe that, at age
fifty-seven, I was embarked on my final adventure.

Lowell took charge. A folding army cot was converted to
a litter and the Tibetans grabbed hold. We covered four arduous
miles that first night, to the shelter of a tiny village, then moved
on. For the next twenty days those rugged men, peasants, monks,
and nuns, too, carried me across the Himalayas, across unbridged
streams and over narrow trails that fell away to eternity, toward
medical help and safety on the far side of those gaunt, giant
mountains that surrounded us. I don’t remember all of it. I seemed
to be either fainting with pain or delirious with fever. But I do
remember young Lowell’s determination to get me out alive.

And it was near the end of that harrowing journey, after
we had finally reached an airfield and were flying to Calcutta,
that he asked me to consider setting down my life story. “I'd like
to read it,” he said simply. “I'd want any children I have to read
it.” And I promised that if I got back to civilization in one piece
I would do it.

Well, get back we did. And though one doctor said I might
never walk again without crutches, I fooled them, too, and nine
months later was glacier skiing in Alaska.

v And, in fact, something strange began happening to me.
Until then, adventure and movement—some new excitement every
day—had not only been an indispensable part of my life, it had
been my entire life. Now that drive seemed tempered by some
first subtle stirrings of reflective memory, something I hadn’t
conceived possible. “Myself when young,” sang Omar Khayyam, ¥
and I came to understand its deeper meaning as I was drawn
back into my past, as I looked back over the years with nostalgia, /
humor and, occasionally, surprise.

But still the years slipped by and I hadn’t begun the
writing. I had long-standing commitments and, out of long habit,
fell into new ones. My nightly news program, the longest con-
tinuous run in the history of broadcasting, took hours of prepara-
tion. I offered myself all kinds of excuses. Then, not long ago, at
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16 I GOOD EVENING EVERYBODY

a Dutch Treat luncheon, speaker Al Capp turned my way and
said, “When I look over and see Lowell Thomas sitting there, I
have to believe in eternity.” The audience laughed appreciatively,
as did L.

But a few days later I began working on these memoirs. To
save time I taped everything of importance I could recollect and,
of course, at my age, almost every memory inspires another. Even-
tually I needed the help of my friend, Lawrence Elliott, who
edited a manuscript of 700,000 words to a publishable length.
He rewrote in a few words many of the episodes that were diffi-
cult to condense. So, Larry Elliott deserves much credit, and I
want to express my gratitude in this inadequate way.

L. T.
Quaker Hill,
Pawling, N.Y.
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I. Gold in the Streets

Well, boys, this sure is some cripple creek.
—LEvi WELTY

The first time it ever occurred to me that I might have
gained a certain modest prominence was in the 1920s when
someone sent me a snapshot of a large road sign that said:

Greenville
Home of
ANNIE OAKLEY
and
LOWELL THOMAS

Greenville is the seat of Darke County, Ohio, and Annie
and I were actually born nearby, I at the village, Woodington.
By the time I arrived on the scene, April 6, 1892, Annie had
shaken the dust of frontier Ohio from her petite boots and be-
come the sharpshooting star of Buffalo Bill's Wild West Show.
At just about that time, in fact, Buffalo Bill Cody had taken his
troupe to London, where another visitor, the Grand Duke Michael
of Imperial Russia, had come to choose a bride from among
Queen Victoria’s granddaughters. The Grand Duke was a man
who prided himself on his skill with a rifle and, doubtless think-
ing to have some sport with the rustic little American girl, chal-
lenged Annie to a match. It was a bad mistake. While Michael
was missing fourteen of his fifty shots, Annie plunked forty-seven

19
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20 | GOOD EVENING EVERYBODY

bull's-eyes, and it is said the consequent humiliation drove
Michael all the way back to St. Petersburg—still single.

So, as you can see, I bask in reflected glory on that Green-
ville road sign. While Annie Oakley may have changed the course
of history, it’s a claim no one can make for me.

My parents were both country schoolteachers, working to
put by enough money so my father could go on to a medical
college. Our house was a two-family affair, and many years later,
after I'd begun my regular evening broadcasts, I heard from the
lady who had lived in the other half. She wrote to explain how
she’d always known I would wind up on the stage or making
speeches or something of that sort, because I created such a yowl-
ing uproar after I was born.

The Thomases, and the Waggoners, who were my mother’
people, were both of English and Dutch descent and came to thi
new world in the 1600s. None seems to have attained either fam?
or great fortune, but they were all part of the authentic Americarr
experience—pioneers and homesteaders. At least one great-great;
grandfather served with Washington, and another was ambushe
by Indians. Samuel Thomas, born in 1690, and an early settler i
Montgomery Township, Pennsylvania, is the earliest ancest
whom I can fix in history. He also appears to have come close?:
to glory—but only through marriage. His wife’s sister, Sara
Morgan, married one Squire Boone and became the mother qof
the great trailblazer, Daniel Boone. It was Samuel Thomas’s son,
Daniel, who moved our branch of the family down the Ohio River
to Darke County.

The Waggoners, meanwhile, having received a grant of
land from William Penn, remained in Pennsylvania until 1795,
then traveled west to Cincinnati, a frontier outpost at that time.
Jonathon Waggoner moved on from there, staking out a section
of land, six hundred and forty acres, in Darke County. The deed
of ownership, now among my most precious possessions, vj s
signed by President John Quincy Adams and turned over ’ftio
Jonathon in 1825. Not long afterward, meaning to dispose of some
land he still owned in Pennsylvania, he set out on foot for the old
homestead, near Reading. And somewhere along that dark and
forested route he was beset by an Indian band and killed. His
widow lived to be eighty-eight, running the farm and raising ten
fine children.
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GOLD IN THE STREETS | 21

It is said that all the Darke County Waggoners were good
solid farming people, proud of their land and their horses, and
that Jonathon’s eldest son, William, was the best farmer of all.
His son, also named Jonathon, was born in 1833 and lived on into
my own lifetime, and I remember him vividly. He had married
Emmeline Throp, and of their eight children the sixth was my
mother, Harriet Wagner, as the name had come to be spelled,
born January 19, 1869.

A few years earlier, a union soldier from Darke County
named David Thomas, recently released from the dread Con-
federate prisoner-of-war camp at Andersonville, Georgia, married
an Indiana girl, Pheriba Jackson. Their son, Harry George, was
born on May 30, 1869, and became a schoolmate of Harriet
Wagner. Harry was a natural student, hungry to learn, and when
he had learned all he could in the country schools of Darke
County, he went on to the National Normal School of Lebanon.

Absorbed though young Harry Thomas was in his studies,
Harriet Wagner remained much on his mind. Almost immediately
after he had received his degree—the first of many—he proposed
marriage to her and was accepted. The wedding took place on
July 30, 1890, and the couple moved into a little house at Wood-
ington where, two years later, I was born.

Harrison was President at the time, and Grover Cleveland
was elected for his second term six months later. There were
forty-four states in the Union and the population stood at fewer
than sixty-seven million. Except for its handful of cities, the
United States was a scattered community of farmlands with vast
expanses of open land between and still plenty of unexplored
territory west of the Mississippi.

v But that last decade of the nineteenth century marked the
end of an age. America was losing her frontier innocence. As the
railroads crossed and crisscrossed the continent, reaching ever
farther into the hinterlands, as the magnates of steel and manufac-
turing forged their great enterprises, the United States began
changing, irrevocably, from a self-centered, self-contained agrar-
ian nation to an industrial world power. Indeed, the war with
Spain in 1898 was a clear signal that America was moving to take
her place in the forefront of nations.

Other changes were in the wind. In 1893, the Duryea
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22 | GOOD EVENING EVERYBODY

brothers drove the first successful gasoline-powered automobile
in the United States. (Not long after, the Chicago Tribune told
how a pedestrian had been knocked down by an “auto cab,” the
first such accident on record.) In 1896, Samuel Langley flew a
steam-driven, heavier-than-air machine with a wingspan of four-
teen feet, and immediately set about building one large enough
to carry a man. Soon, two bicycle mechanics, Orville and Wilbur
Wright, were tinkering with the same idea in their shop in Dayton,
Ohio. And on an April evening in 1896, a New York audience sat
spellbound as Thomas Edison’s “vitascope” projected moving fig-
ures on a silver screen.

I suspect none of these epochal events made any immediate
impression on my parents at Woodington, Ohio. The school year
had ended a few weeks after I was born, and we moved to Cin-
cinnati. There my father enrolled in the State University’s med-
ical department, remaining a second year or so, until his moneyj
was gone and he had to drop out. But as it was not then necessary)
to have a license in order to practice medicine, or even surgery
and as some relatives in western Iowa had written telling of EJ
serious shortage of doctors in their section of the state, we moved
on again, settling in Kirkman, a little town on the Rock Island
Railroad. And my first memories, shadowy and jumbled, are of
that time and place.

It is summer, but the day is dark and oppressive with heat.
There is tension in our house, some nameless threat. My father is
away. My mother stands at the open door and looks out intp
the distance, over the rows of corn that cover the hills and ro]l
away to the horizon. Suddenly, in midafternoon, the threat is
given a name: “Cyclone!” A man goes running down the street
shouting that single word over and over. My mother grabs my
hand and pulls me out the back door, across the yard, down into
the dank vegetable smell of the storm cellar. But I have seen it—
that twisting black plume whipping through the sky—and I wish
it would come even closer and that I could be outside to watch.

’/ I am sitting on a fence with some other children and the
street is crowded with people. A band is playing, too far away
for me to see, but the sound has charged our placid little village
with excitement: the ci_rius is here! Then—oh, endless wait!—it
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¥/ comes parading by, the tubas and their tantalizing oompa-pa,
oompa-pa; the horse-drawn wagon cages full of monkeys and
lions; and then the clowns, cavorting in the street, juggling,
somersaulting. I am left breathless. Even after they have all
disappeared, I gaze down the empty street after them, tingling.
But that is the end of it. The circus doesn’t stop in Kirkman—
we’re too small. It is passing through on the way to Harlan, the
county seat, and Harlan is ten miles away, so far, and over such
a bad road, that the only time we ever went there the buggy got
bogged in mud and the horses reared and my father said never
again.

The railroad whistle floats on the summer night, calling.
I lie in bed fighting sleep. Everything is still but that whistle,
and then the rush of the train as it shoots through the junction.
Another day, sitting in the buggy with my father, I watch as the
train plunges by, all black roar and billowing smoke. When it
has passed and my father clucks the horses forward, I ask how
far the train goes, whether it goes all the way to Harlan, and
he says yes, and beyond that.

In autumn the corn is everywhere, all I can see wherever
I look. The men go from farm to farm to harvest, husking by
hand, lightening the chore by making a game of it, each one
racing to husk the most ears. At my uncle Sam Slates’s farm, Aunt
Sally and Aunt Ayner bustle about in the kitchen, overseeing
roasting chickens and endless pumpkin pies. In the parlor, the
other ladies are sewing a mountain of colored patches into a quilt.
Someone gives me a piece of pie and I go out to watch the husk-
ing bee. My uncle—he is really my father’s uncle—is huge and
whiteheaded, with a full white beard, and he hoists me high so I
can see the men rush through the browning rows, slashing at the
stalks with hooked husking gloves and throwing the yellow ears
up into the wagons. Then somewhere out on the prairie, beyond
the last row of corn, I hear the train whistle and am lost in its
sound, and at last my uncle jostles me and says, “Well, boy, cat
got your tongue?”

In the cold dark of a winter night, the grain elevator goes
up in flames and my mother wakes me and bundles me warmly
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so we can all go and watch. Everyone is there, and the firelight
reaches to the edge of town and throws frantic dancing shadows
on the snow beyond. But I do not find it as exciting as the time;
the circus came.

We are in a place called Omaha and I am wearing my
first pair of short pants. Till then they’d had me in skirts! Now
the occasion is my father’s graduation from the University o
Nebraska’s medical school: after more years of intermittent stud
and correspondence courses he has finally earned his doctorate i
medicine. He takes me walking. The city astonishes me, for I hav
never dreamed that there could be so many people in one plac
or such grand buildings. We come to the long bridge spannin
the Missouri River and start across from Omaha to Council Bluffs.
We see rafts of logs drift downstream, guided by crews so f
below as to seem unreal to me. My father stops to watch the
and, idly, I pry a loose red brick from the roadbed. Then I drop
it over the side. As soon at it leaves my hand I am overcome wi
horror at what I have done—surely my brick will hit one of those
men below! I want to look away. I want to run. But I am cop-
demned to watch, trembling with remorse, as the brick loses its
red color and grows tinier and finally makes a barely discernible
splash as it strikes the water. My father has never noticed, and 3ll
alone, age five, I have learned something about right and wrmjﬁ.

At five I began school in Kirkman and, that winter, learned
how to ice-skate. My friends and I would follow the frozen
country streams as far as we could, for every turn promised an
adventure. I'm not so sure my parents enjoyed winter that mugh,
for it turned bitterly cold and the unobstructed wind swept off
the prairie and battered our small frame house—my mother tacked
heavy wrapping paper around the foundation to keep it from
whipping up through the floor. My father, who drove an open
buggy to make his calls on rural patients, would be blue with
cold by the time he returned. r

Still, life was pleasant enough in Kirkman. We were hardly
well off, as a good many people paid their medical bills in pro-
duce, but then we certainly had plenty to eat. I believe I have
eaten corn in every one of its known and suspected guises—soup,
mush, hominy, fritters, popcorn, parched—and sometimes, it

WorldRadioHistory




GOLD IN THE STREETS | 25

seemed, all on the same day. But I was perfectly content and
couldn’t even imagine what it might be like to live in some other

place.
L / Would we have stayed if it hadn’t been for Uncle Cory?
» Who knows? Would my life have turned out differently? I sup-
ypose so. Evegyope’s life, all history, turns on those seemingly small
' fand sometimes accidental “ifs.” Yet now, looking-fy?lck across
! the years from the vantage point of the present, there seems to
be a certain ingyitability about the way things happened.

Cory, a mining engineer, was my father’s older brother.
For years he had sought his fortune in the gold camps of the far
West. Even before the big rush to the Klondike in 1898 he had
made his way to Alaska, where he worked as an engineer on the
then famous Treadwell gold mine in Juneau, reputedly the richest
of its day. Then he heard about a silver strike in the Colorado
Rockies and promptly packed his gear to head there. He had even
written and lured my father to the mining camp at Leadville for
one summer, not because Dad had been smitten with gold fever,
but because, as an ardent amateur geologist, Dad was eager to
collect more specimens, in the high Rockies.

And now, all at once, there was another letter from Uncle
Cory. He had moved on again, this time to a place called Cripple
Creek. It, too, was in the Rockies, a jerry-built town started from
scratch less than ten years before and perched, helter-skelter,
atop the greatest concentration of gold ever mined by men. The
opportunities were fantastic, wrote Uncle Cory. There were hun-
dreds of working mines—he was chief engineer at one of the
largest—and a crying need for doctors and mining engineers.
Come! the letter virtually shouted to my father, and it didn’t take
him long to say yes.

Almost at once, it seemed, he was gone, traveling on ahead
to find us a place to live, while my mother and I went back to
Darke County, Ohio, to await word. It came before the end of
summer, and then we, too, were climbing aboard the Rock Island
and on our way to Cripple Creek.

It was a trip filled with lasting memories. When we arrived
in Chicago to change trains, there was Uncle Ira to make sure
we were properly looked after until our departure the next day.
He took us to see a new play, Quo Vadis? at the Studebaker
Theater on Michigan Avenue. It was a revelation to me. So en-
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tranced that I'd forgotten the rest of the audience, I felt myself
the center of a living dream in which dozens of grown-ups were
play-acting for my pleasure. And when Nero put Rome to the
torch and the city went up in vividly realistic flames, I was
appalled for the doomed Christian martyrs and delighted by the
spectacle and became, in that moment, a dedicated votary of
the theater.

Then we were off again, the city’s friendly lights falling
away behind us, twinkling out, until there was only darkness out-
side my window. I remember the hypnotic sound of those iron
wheels clattering westward and the nights of sitting up in the
coach chair—there were sleepers, of course, but only people who
were rich rode them. I remember dozing in the chair and being
jolted awake by some train sound or motion—or by a prickle of
anticipation—and realizing in a flash of wakefulness that I was
bound for some strange and faraway place. I remember the look
of the land as it rose from endless flat prairie to foothills and
their wooded valleys. And when the train made a long turn, I
saw the magical peaks far ahead. The year was 1900 and I was

eight years old.

The summit of the Grand Peak, which was entirely bare
of vegetation and covered with snow, now appeared at the
distance of fifteen or sixteen miles from us, and as high again as
what we had ascended . . . I believe no human being could

have ascended to its summit.

So wrote Zebulon M. Pike, a young army officer and ex-
plorer, of the mountain he discovered in November, 1806, and that
eventually was to bear his name. It was a reasonable judgment
considering the season of the year and the distance Pike had
already covered in becoming the first man ever to map this re-
mote region of the Rockies. But though Pikes Peak commands
the surrounding plain from an eminence of more than fourteen
thousand feet, it is not really a difficult climb. A lady wearing
bloomers and the requisite number of petticoats reached the
summit in 1858. I did it before I was fourteen. And nowadays
half a million tourists a year, visiting the Cripple Creek gold
district which lies along Pikes Peak’s southwestern slope, make
it to the top on foot, by auto or on the cog railway that is olde

than I am.
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No, the enduring American fascination with Lieutenant
Pike’s mountain is not its lofty inaccessibility but—just the oppo-
site—the simple fact that for a hundred years it has been
so unmistakably there, a reachable star. It has also provided an
appropriate setting for some of the more flamboyant moments
in our national past. The Pikes Peak gold rush—which, in fact,
began sixty miles away—sent thousands of dreamers and drifters
swarming into the Rockies, the call, “Pikes Peak or bust!” em-
blazoned on their Conestoga wagons and in their hearts. Few
of them found riches, but they established the city of Denver.

Twenty-five years later a Leadville mine salter named
Bradley started another boom by sprinkling some imported gold
dust into a hole on Mount Pisgah, in the shadow of Pikes Peak.
When the bubble burst, when Bradley fled with the few hundred
dollars he had conned from others for his “discovery,” some of
the disillusioned prospectors moved on and some others went
back to the mundane business of grazing their cattle along the
grassy slopes south of the Peak.

Among them was a family named Welty. Levi Welty had
come up from Ohio looking for gold, but soon decided that ranch-
ing was a saner, if less spectacular, way to earn a livelihood.
He found a high valley with a creek running through it north of
Mount Pisgah and, with his three sons, built a log house and set
his cattle out to feed. One day, while the Weltys were putting in
a fence to border the creek, a log got away from one of the boys
and struck another, who responded with a bawling obscenity.
Startled, old Levi wheeled around to see what had happened—
and accidentally fired off his gun, peppering his hand with buck-
shot. Whereupon a calf, agitated by the discharge, tried to jump
the fence, caught both hind legs and broke one.

It took some little time to restore calm to the Welty home-
stead, but when it was done, Levi muttered ruefully, “Well, boys,
this sure is some cripple creek.” The name stuck, so beginning
its short and showy moment in history.

Bob Womack was an old friend of the Weltys. He often
stayed with them when he was prowling around Cripple Creek
looking for gold. Actually, he was supposed to be tending cattle,
but if ever a man had the gold fever it was Bob Womack. He
was sure infinite riches lay beneath the ground somewhere along
Cripple Creek and hoped an outcropping would tell him where
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to dig. So he kept looking, assuaging occasional bouts of dis-
couragement with liberal applications of whiskey. And one Octo-
ber afternoon in 1890, in Poverty Gulch, where he had built
himself a shack, Bob found what he was looking for—a chunk of
telluride-streaked rock that assayed out at two hundred and fifty
dollars a ton. Elated, he staked his claim, named it the El Paso
Lode, ordered drinks all around and set about raising develop-
ment money.

There were too many people in Cripple who had been
skinned by one-shot bonanzas. The memory of the nearby Mount
Pisgah hoax was still fresh. As for Bob Womack—well, everyone
liked big, shambling Bob, but they knew he was a souse, and a
little strange to boot. So there was no development money forth-
coming, and eventually Womack sold his El Paso Lode for a few
hundred bucks and died broke.

His discovery was the start of it. Two years would pass
before the boom really gathered steam—the Buena Vista jackpot,
not two miles from the El Paso, was what got it going—and then
it took off with a rush and a roar. Before it was over, half a mil-'
lion gold-crazed men and women had come stampeding into
Cripple Creek. All told, the district included less than ten thou-
sand acres, the shallow bowl of an extinct volcano about the size
of a single cattle ranch—a small one at that. Suddenly a dozen
towns sprang up in the area and three railroads came snaking
their way up the craggy mountainsides. There seemed to be a
new bonanza every day. The West had never seen anything like
it, nor ever would again.

This time the gold was there. When Cripple Creek’s golden
era ended in 1918, more than three hundred million dollars’
worth of ore had been taken from the ground; another two
hundred million would come out after things quieted down.
(Right up to the 1960s, Cripple Creek production averaged two
million a year.) That’s more gold than California’s forty-niners
got from the mother lode, more than came out of the Klondike.
One mine alone, the Portland, where 1 worked, yielded sixty
million, and Bob Womack’s El Paso—which he let go for a mere
three hundred dollars—paid out three million. At least thirty men,
not one of them prospectors, became millionaires within a few
years of Discovery Day, and by the time our Thomases arrived
in “the world’s greatest gold camp” in September, 1900, four
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hundred and seventy-five mines were going full blast, shipping a
million and a half dollars’ worth of gold each and every month.
Geologists say there is another billion remaining to be mined,
and today I'm a director of the Golden Cycle Corporation, which
now controls more than half of the ancient crater.

Our first home was a three-room frame house on Sixth
Street in Victor, the city on the slope of Battle Mountain where
most of the richest mines were. Cripple Creek, a few miles around
the mountain, had a population of twenty-five thousand by 1900
and over the years remained the gold camp’s social and financial
center. Victor was where the miners lived, and Victor was where
the gold came from. The year before we came it had burned to
the ground and a thousand men had pitched in to rebuild the
entire place in a matter of months, this time with an ornate city
hall, many brick buildings and even a handsome opera house.

But no one would ever mistake it for anything but a
mining town. Wherever you looked, shaft houses rose up from
the mountainsides. The Gold Coin mine dominated the downtown
business district, and a lot of the rich ore it sent to the surface
came from a vein that ran right under our main street, Victor
Avenue. All of our streets were, quite literally, paved with gold.
In those early years, when mine operators were interested only
in high-grade ore, the rock of lesser value was crushed and some
of it became a part of our roads and rocky streets.

It was hard for me to take it all in at first. Kirkman, Iowa,
quickly faded in memory, and I came to believe that every town
had more saloons and gambling halls than stores, with a red-light
district—a tenderloin—only a few blocks away. At the Garfield
School, where the third grade was full, I was shunted into fourth
and thereafter was always the youngest in my class. This no
doubt made for some social problems but never, in the slightest
way, cooled my enthusiasm for the gold camp where I spent my
youth.

My first friend in Victor was my cousin Carl, Uncle Cory’s
boy. He was a year older and introduced me to games and pas-
times that made the days fly. We played marbles with steel ball
bearings picked up around mine-shaft houses, always for “keeps”
and always in the street, the only semi-level place in town. We
threw rocks at every target in sight because rocks were every-
where. And when I couldn’t find Carl I would trudge uphill to
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Seventh Street, to a spot where one had a clear view of the
Sangre de Cristo range. There I'd stand gazing in awe at the
spectacular array of snow-covered mountains stretching all
the way from New Mexico to Wyoming.

I soon learned that when I couldn’t find Carl it was be-
cause he was burrowing into his backyard, building his own
miniature gold mine. Eventually he let me join him, and under
his sure-handed direction—he later became a Puget Sound bridge
builder and railroad engineer—we dug an underground shaft and
stopes, then set a gallows frame on top with a double-deck cage
to hoist the rock. Our mine had everything but the gold, and
of course we expected to hit that any day.

From there, our inevitable next step was to go exploring
the abandoned mines and mills of the district. And when that
palled, we took to dropping down into a canyon a few miles
below town where there were limestone caves with endless twists
and turnings. That was great fun—until one overcast day when
we heard a tremendous roar and came running out to see a wall
of water, perhaps three hundred yards away, churning toward
us. A cloudburst somewhere in the Pikes Peak area had sent its
roaring water into our narrow canyon, and Carl and I had only
seconds to scramble up the wall to be out of the reach of the
torrent. We watched, awestruck, as it picked up huge boulders
and took them, crashing and tumbling, down the canyon. Then,
shaking in our boots, we made our way home, to tell of our
close call.

In April, 1901, the Vice-President of the United States,
Theodore Roosevelt, came to Victor. The streets were festooned
with flags and Fourth of July bunting, and throughout the morn-
ing a gay and expectant crowd hung around the depot waiting
for his train. It was all a far cry from Roosevelt’s first visit less
than a year before, when he had been lucky to escape with
his life.

On his previous trip to our booming gold camp he had
been campaigning for McKinley and the gold standard, which
was to fix the price of gold at $20.67 an ounce. This was a stand
not calculated to endear him to miners, who wanted to see
William Jennings Bryan in the White House and the free coinage
of gold and silver as the law of the land. When T.R. stepped
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off the train into a sea of waving anti-McKinley posters, he never
did get to make his speech. He did get his glasses knocked off,
which left him half blind, and except for the quick intervention
of the Republican postmaster, Danny O’Sullivan, he would have
been crowned with a length of two-by-four. For years afterward,
Danny ostentatiously sported an inscribed gold watch that Teddy
sent him in gratitude. It was inscribed “To the man who saved
my life.”

When the election was over, even the diehards were ready
to concede the gallantry of the old Rough Rider. At noon he
came riding up from Colorado Springs on the newly laid Short
Line, with its inspiring panorama of the Sangre de Cristo and
the Continental Divide to the west. Said T.R.: “This is the ride
that bankrupts the English language.” This time he was ceremo-
niously marched to a luncheon at the Gold Coin Club, a block-
long edifice built by the millionaire Woods brothers and patterned
after the New York Athletic Club. And there, shuffling slowly
forward with everyone else on that long line waiting to greet the
Vice-President, I shook his hand. He spoke'to me and handed me
a lump of sugar from the bowl on the table beside him. So I went
outside and got on the end of the line again. On that second
time around he said, “Does this mean you’ll be voting twice at
election time?”

Five months later, McKinley was shot by an assassin and
T.R. became President. He was already the number one hero in
my pantheon, remained so, and his own sons became my friends
in later years—Ted and Kermit. My father had bought me T.R.s
four-volume account of America’s westward surge, The Winning
of the West, and I read it-again and again.

There was something about Cripple Creek, that irresistible
combination of a no-questions-asked frontier town and the chance
to strike it rich, that lured a gaudy cross section of humanity.
Bob Ford, the outlaw who shot Jesse James, brought his guns to
town—and was promptly run back down the mountain by Sherift
Hi Wilson. Plenty of tenderfeet strapped on six-shooters when
they arrived, either to make an impression or bolster their courage,
but were relieved of them the first time they ran into the sheriff
or his deputy, Pete Eales. “I'll just take that for the school fund,”
Pete would say, and the sale of assorted weaponry did pay a por-
tion of the district’s educational bill. They say Cripple also had
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the largest number of college graduates and dropouts of any
city in America, as well as erudite remittance men from England—
a well-educated, hard-drinking bunch.

And right on the heels of this freewheeling crowd came
some freewheeling, soul-saving luminaries. We had a traveling
evangelist at least once a year. The church would be packed with
repentant sinners night after night, come to hear fiery forebod-
ings of damnation and hellfire. It was stirring entertainment, and
my mother, a true fundamentalist, never missed a revival. She
took me along when Billy Sunday, the most colorful of them all,
came to Cripple to do battle with sin, crying out for the devil to
rise up then and there and fight like a man. Nor did Mother hang
back when Billy sounded the call to “hit the sawdust trail” for
salvation. Up the aisle she went with all the others, pulling me
along behind. I must say that I was glad to have my immortal
soul saved, although believing until the last that the rush had
been started by an offer of free candy.

Carry Nation made the biggest splash of all. The news-
papers called her the Kansas Tornado, and with good reason. A
skyrocketing, hatchet-swinging temperance agitator, she had ten
years of well-publicized saloon-busting behind her when she
swept into Cripple Creek vowing to “smash all the beer joints
and dives from Poverty Gulch to the Last Chance saloon in
Victor.” So awesome was her reputation that every saloonkeeper
on Bennett Avenue boarded up his place and hunkered down to
wait for the storm to pass. That is, every one but Johnny Nolan.
Johnny, the proprietor of the velvet-draped Manitou, the lushest
drinking and gambling establishment in the district, bravely an-
nounced as how he was not about to be buffaloed by Carry
Nation. In fact, he invited her to the Manitou “to preach some
to the fellows. Haven't 1 always been on good terms with the
lads in the Salvation Army?”

All of which didn’t help him ward off disaster. She started
off with a sermon at Army Hall. “I knew I was needed here, for,”
said Carry, “this foul cesspool is the most lawless and wicked spot
in the country.” Then, followed by the Salvation Army band and
a crowd drawn by the suspense in the air and maybe the smell
of blood, she marched down to preach at Johnny Nolan’s—six feet
of scowling sobriety, cape flowing behind and altogether a most
imposing figure of a woman.
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But there was to be no more preaching that night, just
action. For the first thing that caught the fearsome Madame
Nation’s eye as she stepped into Johnny’s place was his pride
and joy, a life-size painting above the bar called Venus Emerging
from the Sea, Venus being amply proportioned and alluringly
garbed in the altogether.

“Hang some blankets on that trollop!” Carry Nation com-
manded in a voice that could be heard out on Bennett Avenue.

“We got no blankets,” said genial Johnny. “What kind of a
place do you think this is?” Then he went after her, as she sud-
denly began tearing down his red velvet draperies.

“Take your foul hands off me!” she boomed, elbowing
poor Johnny belt-high and sending him sprawling. Whereupon
she pulled the famous hatchet out from under her cape and set
about hacking away at the offending picture with her well-known
Carry Nation fury, stopping only often enough to sweep every
bottle of whiskey in reach to the floor.

Until that moment, the clientele had been transfixed by
the fireworks. But now, with bottles rolling all over the place,
they scrambled to rescue what they could. The Salvation Army
fled. Soon the Manitou looked as though it had been hit by a
cyclone and left with some casualties, Johnny Nolan on the
bottom. By the time the police arrived, Carry was so caught up in
her hatchetry that they had to put handcuffs on her before they
could lead her off to jail.

There she would have spent the night—as well as the next
thirty days, for she didn’t have the fifty dollars to cover her
fine—had it not been for the intervention of big-hearted Johnny
Nolan. Slightly dazed and still bemoaning the loss of his beloved
Venus, he appeared before the district judge and offered to pay
Carry’s fine if only she’d, for God’s sake, take the midnight train
to Denver. And so the story had a happy ending—and Johnny
even managed to get the Manitou open for business the following
day. In honor of the genial saloonkeeper, although Cripple Creek
today is a shadow of its former self, there is still a Johnny Nolan
saloon on Bennett Avenue.

The list of those who lived anonymously in the Cripple
Creek gold camp and went on from there to catch the public’s
notice is a long one. Groucho Marx once took a job driving a
grocery wagon when the show he was traveling with got as far
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as Victor and folded. Ford Frick, who became a famous com-
missioner of baseball, covered the district’s bonanzas and bar
fights for a Colorado Springs newspaper. Actor Fred Stone, comics
Gallagher and Shean, writer Robert Coates, and Ralph Carr, who
became governor of Colorado in 1939, all spent formative years
in Cripple.

Some of us who used to work out at the gym on the
second floor of the Victor city hall took boxing lessons from
Morgan Williams, a onetime professional. And here’s quite a
switch: today the same room is a museum devoted to a mining-
camp newsboy whose initials are L.T. Later, when I'd gone off to
college, Morgan took a promising young fighter under his wing,
a tall, rugged kid named Jack Dempsey who mucked at the
Portland mine and even had a couple of bouts at the Gold Coin
Club. And Bernard Baruch, with his degree from City College
in New York, then a giant of a youngster, worked the mines on
Bull Hill. Marshall Sprague, in his book about boom time in
Cripple Creek, Money Mountain, tells how Baruch was once
goaded into a fight with a tough claiming to be the boxing
champion of Altman. Baruch, supposedly an eastern dude, flat-
tened the “champion” in two rounds—a fight by candlelight far
underground, down on one of the levels of the Los Angeles mine.
His genius at anything to do with money evidenced itself one
night at the Branch saloon: Bernie Baruch sat down to play
roulette and hit the right combination twelve straight times.

But of all the gold camp’s then-undiscovered notables, my
personal favorite was a vivacious girl from Waco, Texas, named
Marie Guinan who taught Sunday School at Anaconda and played
the church organ. I wasn’t the first twelve-year-old to be smitten
with a teacher, but in my case love required hiking, with my pal,
Jay Herold, around the mountain from Victor to Anaconda on
Sunday to be in Miss Guinan’s radiant presence. As I couldn’t
easily explain this infatuation to my parents, and in view of my
lack of enthusiasm for Sunday School in Victor, they no doubt
were puzzled at the lively interest I took in the one at Anaconda.
But this was as nothing compared to my surprise some years later
when my demure Miss Guinan metamorphosed into the famous
brassy-blond mistress of Broadway’s night life. Yes, it was my
dear old Sunday School teacher who turned into the unforgettable
Texas Guinan, queen of the speakeasy era, greeting her customers
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with that marvelous cry, “Hello, sucker,” and passing into history
in the front rank of all those zany characters who enlivened the
prohibition era.

I got my first job when I was in the sixth grade, delivering
newspapers along a route that included the Victor business sec-
tion, the red-light district and the town of Goldfield, two miles
around Battle Mountain. Such early entry into the employment
market was accepted as the way things were in the gold camp.
In the first place, as long as Cripple boomed there were plenty
of before- and after-school jobs that needed doing; but more to
the point, any boy who wanted money in his pockets had to
work for it because nobody’s father I ever heard about was
doling it out.

I needed fifteen dollars to buy a burro. Actually, there
were hundreds of them running wild in the mountains, turned
loose by old prospectors who had finally given up and settled
down somewhere, or left to wander off when the ones who would
never give up went on to the rewards of the afterlife. We saw
them often enough when we went wandering in the hills, but
I was still some years short of the strength required to lasso and
break one. So the thing was to buy a burro from some older boy
who was moving up to a horse, and the going rate was fifteen
dollars.

They were remarkable little animals. Brought to the new
world by the Spanish conquistadores, they hauled silver out of
the mines of Central America, stone to build the missions of
California and endless supplies for the surveyors and explorers
of our American West. The prospector, right up to Cripple Creek
days, relied on the surefooted burro to carry his gear, maybe a
hundred and fifty pounds of it, and to sniff out water holes as
reliably as a camel. Old-timers used to say, “A mule knows three
times as much as a horse, and a burro is smarter than a mule.”

Of course it’s true that every burro had a mind of its own,
and sometimes the only way to get it moving was to bite its ear.
But I didn’t know a boy in school who didn’t have or hanker
for one. So one autumn afternoon I presented myself at the
office of the Victor Daily Record, was assigned a route and began
saving my earnings in a tin box labeled “Burro.” And it was on
that job, at the age of ten, that some schoolyard tales suddenly
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fell into perspective and I learned about still another aspect of
life in a mining town.

In the beginning, anxious to do well, I was awake at three
in the morning to hurry over to a back room at the Record to fold
newspapers. By first daylight I was already hustling through the
business district, all pinkish-gray and eerily silent, leaving my
papers in locked doorways.

The only people awake at that hour were some weary-
looking ladies on First Street Row who came to their doors in
wrappers, and sometimes less, and appeared relieved to find
only the newsboy. They often chatted with me, and I answered
respectfully, as I had been taught to do, and this seemed to
please them inordinately. One even invited me inside for a glass
of milk, but I politely declined, explaining that I still had to
deliver papers in Goldfield and get back to Victor before school
started. But I came to look forward to exchanging a word or two
with them, maybe because I was still a little uneasy about being
abroad at that lonely hour and their friendliness helped. I also sold
The Denver Post in the saloons and gambling halls on Victor
Avenue.

When 1 first realized that I was in Victor’s red-light dis-
trict and affably passing the time of day with its daughters of
joy, I'm not sure. I suppose my larger education had something
to do with it—listening to the stories of the older boys; under-
standing, at last, my father’s disquiet on those days when, as the
official town physician, he had to make what he called his “in-
spections.” He must have thought that I was still too young for
a frank talk about sex—that came later—but with only a hint here
and there, boys come to understand about such matters and
care less.

And then one day, in case there were any uncertainties
left in my mind, a matron of the staid Women’s Club laid it all
out in black and white in a newspaper article about contemporary
Victor. After describing the town’s growth and five flourishing
churches, she wrote:

There are a number of brothels and dance halls, and it is
indeed a pity to see so many young women and girls make their
living in this way. The ladies of the Club have talked to them
and sent some of the girls home to their mothers. Others have
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been sent to a house of correction where they will be taught
to be good women.

Perhaps so, but there was no shortage of replacements. As
for me, after learning about what went on behind those shuttered
windows I remained respectful to the girls, and they were always
nice to me. When I finally got my burro I promptly led it over
and showed it to them. They seemed proud, too.

Incidentally, Cripple Creek’s red-light district—as I found
out even later—was more notorious than Victor’s. Some of the
“parlor houses” on Myers Avenue, like the Old Homestead and
Nell McClusky’s, were luxuriously furnished and famed through-
out the West. And they were always open for business. The
rates were steep, but that didn’t faze the district’s more affluent
mining men, who often arrived with a party of cronies to spend
the weekend. Even the cribs, the one-girl houses at the end of the
street, were substantially built and bore on their front doors
the picturesque names of their respective proprietresses—Dizzy
Daisy, Tall Rose, Greasy Gert. There were three hundred girls
in all during Myers Avenue’s heyday, as well as burlesques,
dance halls and some thirty saloons between Third and Fifth
streets alone, the liveliest of which was a place called Crapper
Jack’s. Victor had an almost equal number.

Naturally, the solid family folk of the Cripple Creek dis-
trict deplored the audacious goings-on and occasional violence
of their sin streets—although the local coffers swelled from a
monthly tax of sixteen dollars on every madam, plus six dollars
for each of her girls. Actually, most people seemed to take a
perverse pride in the flamboyant reputation of Myers Avenue,
as exemplified in this verse, by Rufus L. Porter, the “Hard Rock”
poet:

Sin and lust I ain’t defendin’;
But history must be fair;

And there ain’t no use pretendin’
That the Avenue wasn’t there.

Years later, in 1914, when the bloom was off the gold rush
and Cripple and its neighbors were declining into tired disarray,
there was still activity on Myers Avenue. That year, Julian Street,
the widely read author and journalist, visited there and wrote a
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lurid article for Collier's Weekly, concentrating on an aging
prostitute, Madame Leo, and the slow disintegration of the gold!
camp. Whereupon the loyal citizens of Cripple Creek rose up in|
all their wrath, organizing protest meetings to denounce Julian
Street and deluging Collier’s with hundreds of angry letters. But
their revenge—and it was sweet—came out of a resolution passe
by the aldermen and sent out on the Associated Press wire t
every important newspaper in the United States:

TONIGHT THE CITY COUNCIL OF CRIPPLE CREEK
COLORADO APPROVED UNANIMOUSLY CHANGING
THE NAME OF MYERS AVENUE TO JULIAN STREET.

A year or so after we arrived in Victor, my mother gave
birth to a little girl who, soon after, died of pneumonia. Then, in
1904, my sister Pherbia was born. But there were twelve years
between us, and I saw far too little of her. Meanwhile, my parents
—who were paragons of rectitude in that bluff and burly mining
camp, who didn’t drink, smoke or swear, who read books and
never played cards—my parents concentrated their attentions pn
me. And I, younger and perhaps more innocent than some of my
classmates, tried to find my niche among them.

It was not easy. A young bruiser named Stubs Corceljus
would fling me to the ground with monotonous regularity and
no apparent reason, and perched astride my chest, press the stub
of his missing forefinger into my nose. This went on until I helped
him through a history test, after which he turned his peculiar
torment on someone else.

As we had come from the corn country of Iowa, the hoys
in my class inevitably dubbed me Rube. Later, when they heard
that my father was giving me elocution lessons at home, my nick-
name became Windy. Not until I was well into high school and
had proven myself one of them—at the cost of some wear 'and
tear on the rules of conduct set down by my parents—did they
begin calling me Tommy, a name still used by my closest fri?nds.
So what follows is an account of how I proved myself to my peers,
the lurid list of misdeeds and transgressions that made me aj reg-
ular guy.

I began smoking when I was around ten. This wag just
something you did. You didn’t necessarily have to like it, but
when everyone else began puffing away at a corn silk, or|even
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a section of buggy whip, why, you joined in. Then I graduated
to Bull Durham and Duke’s Mixture, pinching just enough
tobacco out of the little cloth sack to roll into my own cigarettes.
There came a day when I finally learned to perform this intricate
feat with one hand, like the men outside Crapper Jack’s, and
thereafter I hardly minded the nausea that followed the cigarette.
On Sundays I would often meet Jay Herold behind the Gold
Coin, at the distant mouth of the tunnel that ran all the way
through Squaw Mountain to the Economic Mill. There, where
we could be sure that no one would surprise us, we'd open a
packet of Henry IV cigars and really smoke. In fact I persisted
in this until I became the editor of a daily newspaper, a job that
didn’t allow me enough time to light a cigarette.

Then there was Rosser’s poolroom. Old boy Rosser had a
fine red walrus moustache, six pool tables and a tempting array
of slot machines. In time I became fairly adept with a pool cue,
but I am afraid the one-armed bandits gobbled too many of the
nickels and dimes I ought to have dropped in the collection plate
at church. Nor could I take any comfort from the fact that my
parents, who often inveighed against gambling at cards, had never
mentioned slot machines.

Now for a few words about the first time I was taken to
jail. One winter day, Jay and I were amusing ourselves hiding in
an alley off Victor Avenue, throwing snowballs at passersby.
When a shiny black derby crossed our field of fire, I heaved a
perfect strike, recognizing the hat’s wearer only a split second
too late. The derby flew one way and I flew the other, for my
target was none other than Swift Billy Dingman, owner of a local
gambling emporium and former shortstop on a semipro baseball
team.

It was no contest. Without even breaking stride, Billy
scooped up his hat and collared me before I was out of the alley.
Then, scrunching up the back of my coat so tightly that my feet
barely touched the ground as we went, he hauled me straight to
the police station. And there I stayed, no doubt in a nervous
sweat, until my father came to collect me.

I'm sure the only times Dad ever saw the inside of the local
jail were on errands of mercy—answering a call perhaps to patch
up someone who had been clobbered in a brawl or a minor wound
from a bullet. And now the humiliation of having to go there and
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fetch his delinquent son! I got a lecture, of course, but he had a
sense of humor—as did Billy Dingman. Not long after, as I was
walking past Dingman’s gambling hall, he hailed me and, with a
broad grin, asked if T'd really caught it from my father. I told
him I had.

“Well,” he said jovially, “I guess that squares us. And just
to show there’s no hard feelings, here’s some nickels—come on in
and play my slot machines.”

Swift Billy was not only fast on his feet, he was smart.
From then on I spent most of my collection-plate money at his
place.
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Goin” up to Cripple Creek,
Goin’ on the run!

Goin’ up to Cripple Creek,
To have a little fun!

—A Contemporary Canticle

Just before dawn on Monday, June 6, 1904, an extra edi-
tion of the Colorado Springs Telegraph was rushed to press.
Under an ominous headline, the ghastly details:

The worst heinous and diabolical crime in the history of
Colorado was committed this morning at 2:25 o’clock when
twenty-five miners on the night shift of the Findley Mine were
waiting at the Independence depot for the Florence & Cripple
Creek train to take them to their homes when an infernal machine
of hundreds of pounds of powder was exploded under the plat-
form of the depot. The explosion hurled men into space and
mangled and tore the bodies of many so they could not be
recognized.

I remember my father being called in the middle of the
night and rushing off to the shattered Independence depot, just
around the mountain from our home. But thirteen of the miners
were already dead, their dismembered bodies flung a hundred
and fifty feet from the platform, arms and legs strewn across the
dark hillside. Nearly all the others were badly hurt; six had to
undergo emergency amputations. So did the bloody ten-month
strike of the Western Federation of Miners come to its decisive
hour.

41
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It had begun, as too many strikes do, in a power struggle
between the leaders of labor and management. The Western
Federation of Miners, having won a three-dollar wage for an
eight-hour day back in 1894, had come to be dominated by Big
Bill Haywood, a one-eyed giant of a man who stomped the West
bellowing for the overthrow of the capitalist system at all costs
and by any means, bloodshed not excepted. In the summer of
1903, Big Bill was about to test his strength in the Cripple Creek
district, a stronghold of the W.F.M. In order to cut off the supply
of ore to some nonunion mills in Colorado City, Haywood and
his colleague, Moyer, ordered our three thousand five hundred
W.F.M. miners out on strike.

The owners, meanwhile, were far from passive. Some were
still smarting over the union victory in '94. Now they reorganized
the Mine Owners Association and dedicated it to smashing the
union. As soon as the strike began they imported scab labor and
called on the state militia to drive the W.F.M. out of town.

Feelings ran high. The Cripple Creek district was divided
against itself until nearly everyone was drawn into the orbit of
one side or the other. My uncle Cory was a member of the union
and both he and my father sympathized with the plight of the
miners, caught up and helpless in the death struggle between the
owners and the W.F.M. leadership. But they could only grieve
at the excesses of both. Few others were so dispassionate. Many
an old friendship ended in bitterness, and through the long
paroxysm of violence that marked the strike it was a brave man
who ventured out after dark.

Neither side had anything to be proud of. Trains were
wrecked and bombs planted in working mines by W.F.M. hire-
lings. A shift boss and superintendent at the Vindicator were
murdered. The militia, their expenses now paid by the mine
owners, struck back by imprisoning hundreds of union men and
their partisans in a huge bullpen at Goldfield, two miles from our
home. They drove others out of town altogether. In the end,
two hundred and twenty-five men were arbitrarily deported from
Cripple, the innocent along with the guilty. They were taken in
locked boxcars across the state line and dumped on the then
endless empty plains of Kansas and New Mexico, many with only
the clothes on their back and no money. When the Victor Daily
Record, which sided with the mining men, protested these cruel-
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L.T. and his parents.

Birthplace of L.T,,
Woodington, Ohio,

a suburb of Greenville,
the town where Annie
Oakley was living when
she died in 1926.
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Dr. Harry George Thomas, a man of many interests
—1900, Victor, Colorado. WorldRadioHistory




L.T. and his mother, Harriet Wagner Thomas. Picture
taken in Greenville, Ohio, while awaiting word
from Cripple Creek.
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Dr. Thomas in his office at the gold mines.

The mass meeting of miners on June 6, 1904, that led
to a riot in which sixteen people were killed. From
the window of his father’s office L.T. witnessed the
shooting and the charge of the militia.




A moment of football practice in Victor. L.T. on right,

with two shaft houses of the great Portland mine on

the left and Stratton’s Independence in background

right,
Victor high school football team of 1908 with L.T.,
end and quarterback, second from right, second row,
at the age of sixteen.




In 1907 L.T. rode nine hours a day for an assay office
collecting ore samples from smaller mines.
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At the University of Northern Indiana (Valparaiso)
L.T. collected a B.S. and an M.S. in two years. In this
photo he ovAsdpthey daughters of two professors.




After returning to Colorado, L.T. did what young
scholars in mining camps have always done.
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ties, their office was raided and the presses smashed. And so we
came to the night of Bloody Monday, when a professional ter-
rorist named Harry Orchard rigged two cases of dynamite under
the Independence depot and blew up twenty-five nonunion
miners.

Nobody went to work that day. A sense of crisis touched
everyone in the gold camp, a nervous perception that the show-
down was now at hand. A mass meeting had been called for
3 p.M. and soon angry men, many of them armed, began heading
for the site, a midtown lot at the corner of Fourth Street and
Victor Avenue. Militia lined the bluff above, standing with ready
rifles in front of the Gold Coin shaft house, and W.F.M. men
watched from the second story of Union Hall across the street.

Watching, too, were my cousin Carl and I. We knelt at
the side window of my father’s office above the Boston store
which looked directly out on the meeting place. In the explosive
atmosphere hanging over us like a storm cloud, and with Uncle
Cory summoned to Union Hall, my father had brought Carl and
me to the office with him so he could know just where we were
when the storm broke.

At three o’clock, with more than a thousand people pressed
into that narrow corner lot, a bantam of a man named Clarence
C. Hamlin climbed up on a flat-topped wagon and began ad-
dressing the crowd. Almost at once you could see the tension
mounting toward frenzy. For Hamlin, a lawyer from Colorado
Springs and secretary of the Mine Owners Association, was a
fiery orator and had been chosen to speak for just one purpose—
to whip the crowd into a mob. Arms outflung, he summoned up
the image of the gold camp’s orphaned children and beseeched
“every man with guts” to get a gun and drive the cursed W.F.M.
out of town once and for all. “The time has come for you to
take this matter into your own hands!” he shouted.

That did it. A union sympathizer yelled something back
at Hamlin and was immediately beaten up by others near him.
Then a shot was fired and the wagon horses bolted, tumbling
Hamlin to the ground.

Suddenly everything swirled into pandemonium. Shots
rang out from the edge of the crowd and, some said later, from
the Union Hall windows across Victor Avenue. I saw a man
crouching behind a telephone pole just below us, methodically
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emptying his rifle into the terrified mass of men, trampling each
other now in a mad rush to save themselves.

“You two get down on the floor and stay there!” my
father shouted at Carl and me, then bounded down the steps
and out into the melee.

But of course we did no such thing. We clung to the win-
dowsill and gaped out at the nightmare scene below, frightened
but transfixed. A platoon of militia had swarmed down the bluff
and, swinging the butt ends of their rifles like clubs, charged
headlong into the crowd and drove it out toward Fourth Street.
In two or three chaotic minutes the packed meeting ground was
emptied—except for the scattering of men who lay motionless on
the ground, two of them dead. My father clutched one wounded
miner by the armpits and, with the help of some good samaritan,
was dragging him toward the office. Except for an occasional
shout, everything was suddenly still.

But the carnage wasn’t over yet. The militiamen had
turned their attention to Union Hall, surrounding the building
while someone went in and ordered the W.F.M. men to come
out with their hands up. The answer was no. Carl and I could
see a line of soldiers standing in the middle of Fourth Street, their
rifles trained on the second-story windows. Then someone barked
an order. The rifles puffed smoke and the sledgehammer sound
of the volleys rattled our windows and echoed up and down the
street. Round after round was pumped into the building, and I
closed my eyes, not daring to look at Carl, and prayed that Uncle
Cory would be spared. When the shooting stopped at last and
the men came out, Cory was among them. They were rushed
away by the soldiers, Carl flying out after them.

And even as the wounded were being carried down, the
enraged mob went storming into the hall, smashing everything
in sight. Then they set off down Victor Avenue in a vengeful orgy,
wrecking and looting every union store and meeting place in
town before their fury was finally sated.

Meanwhile my father had gotten the wounded miner, un-
conscious now, up to the office and onto his operating table. He
said he would have to operate at once and called for me to take
the man’s gun belt. As I reached for it, I caught sight of the
bloody bullet hole in the middle of his stomach. I turned away
quickly, threw the holstered .45 behind a bookcase and tried not
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to be sick. Then I stood staring at the wall as my father cut
through tissue and went probing for the bullet, announcing every
step of the procedure as though he were addressing a class of
medical students. When it was done we took the still-unconscious
miner to the hospital—where my father spent the rest of that day
and all night tending the other wounded.

The strike changed the Cripple Creek district for all time.
The W.F.M. was driven out, but a certain rancor, a great wound
of the spirit, remained. Uncle Cory and his family left, never to
return, as did hundreds of other veteran miners. Nobody profited.
The mine owners, momentarily triumphant, were soon to see the
start of the gold camp’s long decline. Big Bill Haywood was to
build a gaudy legend for himself in the years just ahead, but he
was discredited in the eyes of fair-minded laboring men and
turned to even more radical excesses. He did become the motive
force behind the militant International Workers of the World,
the 1.W.W., “the Wobblies,” and soon after, along with the hired
assassin Harry Orchard, was tried for the murder of Idaho’s
former governor, Frank Steunenberg. Orchard was convicted, but
Haywood went free. And in 1921, awaiting trial for wartime
sedition, he fled to Soviet Russia where he was lionized, but died
lonely and embittered to be buried at the Kremlin Wall. And
Harry Orchard, whose monstrous act of wholesale murder had
convulsed the town, went to jail—but not for his crime at the
Independence depot. Fleeing Cripple, Orchard wandered the
West for a year or so, hiring out as a professional killer, and in
December, 1905, planted the bomb that killed Idaho’s Governor
Frank Steunenberg. When he was finally caught, convicted and
sent to prison, he claimed to have undergone a great reformation
of soul, confessing all his past crimes and asking God’s forgive-
ness. I wonder if he got it. He lived to be eighty-five but spent
all the rest of that long life—forty-five years—growing flowers in
the Idaho state penitentiary.

Changes would come for the Thomases, too, but for a
while longer things went on much as they always had for us. The
wounded miner whose life my father saved recovered, then,
typically, neglected to pay his bill. When Dad casually mentioned
this some weeks later, I remembered the .45 behind the book-
case in his office. “You could sell that and keep the money,” I
said, proud to make this indirect contribution to the family fi-
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nances. But not Dad. He fished out the gun and returned it to
the miner—holster, belt, bullets and all.

Cripple Creek was full of surprises. When I was twelve or
so, there was a girl we knew as “Red” who always seemed to be
standing around while the boys played one-o’-cat or chose sides
for a game of football. At first we ignored her—naturally—but as
she was so eagerly and everlastingly there, it wasn’t long before
we began to let her fill in when one side or the other was short a
man. And as she could kick a football as far as any of us, and
wasn't afraid to get up on the line and go charging after the ball
carrier, she soon became a regular among us—and a valued ally
when, as not infrequently happened, disagreement over a close
play escalated into a free-for-all. In time we agreed that Red, who
was toughened by regular work alongside her older brothers in
the family mine at the foot of Big Bull Mountain, could hold up
her end on field and off, and despite the dress and long hair, we
quit thinking of her as a girl.

All of which made for quite a shock when her voice began
to change and orangé hairs sprouted all over her chin: she wasn’t
a girl; she was the victim of her parents’ bitter disappointment
that, after five sons, they’d still failed to produce the daughter
they longed for. As soon as the truth was out they sent poor Red
off to some distant school where, one hopes, she—he—sorted out
his real sex and lived happily ever after. Anyway, we never saw
him again.

By this time my own voice was changing and I began to
take notice of girls who had no aptitude whatever for football
or fist-fighting. One of the first was Lucille McAvoy, whose family
lived next door in a handsome three-story house with a barn
behind and a fine team of horses. It was not the McAvoys’ af-
fluence that attracted me but the fine figure cut by Lucille, who,
though only thirteen, could really fill out a middy blouse and
was otherwise entirely fetching. Unhappily for me, nearly all the
other boys in the neighborhood were similarly smitten, and there
never seemed to be room for me on her porch. Then came the
birthday party at which I was introduced to the charm of a kissing
game called Post Office. Pining to deliver a “letter” to Lucille,
I was paired, instead, with a sweet girl, Bessie, whose kiss—it
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was my very first—persuaded me that life without Lucille Mc-
Avoy could be worth living after all.

For a while a girl named Dale Latimer and I were sup-
posed to be an item, maybe because her father was a doctor, too.
She lived up the street and had a sister, Valley, and two brothers,
Glen and Forest. (This nature-oriented nomenclature was car-
ried through the generations: Dale was to have two sons, one
of whom was Lane, and his children are Brook, Timothy, Heather,
Laurel and Linnet. Some years ago, in San Francisco, when a
young man came up and introduced himself to me as Ridge
Bass, I knew at once that he was Dale’s other son.) Anyway, I
don’t think Dale and I had any grand passion for each other,
but when everyone in our group began to pair off it was conve-
nient to pretend. Once, in the McAvoys barn, the others per-
suaded me to take Dale up into the haymow. I did, but when we
were alone in that seductive, sweet-smelling dimness, we sat a
good three feet apart, afraid to so much as hold hands.

Then there was Gertrude Oliver, who came into my life
a couple of years later and just bowled me over. She looked and
acted older than any of the other girls in school, and when she
seemed to respond to my fumbling attentions I was transported
with joy.' I was at her house as often as I could get away from
my own, and stayed until her father, a prosperous mine operator
with an antic sense of humor, signaled that I'd better be gone,
sometimes by lowering a ringing alarm clock down over the
upstairs railing. This went on for a few zesty months until one
night, when I'd stayed even later than usual and left breathing
hard, thinking that things were going exceptionally well between
Gertrude and me, I heard footsteps in the street behind me. I
turned and there was Gertrude’s father, purposefully closing in.
I felt sure he would want to discuss the long good-bye Gertrude
and I had just shared in the darkness at their front door, but as
it was too late to run I just waited, nervously. But Mr. Oliver
didn’t seem at all angry. In fact, he put his arm around me in
the friendliest way. Then he said, “My boy, do you think you
can support my daughter?”

That was the end of the romance! And probably just as
well. Her wise father must have foreseen Gertrude was about
ready for a husband—and, indeed, got one barely a year later,
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right after we got our high school diplomas. She married the
principal!

As the perceptive reader is now aware, I was not exactly
a threat to the local Lotharios. This had nothing to do with any
reluctance on my part, not up to that point in my innocent life.
But the time was coming—the night of the Port Wine Club ball
at the Elks Hall-when my ingenuous male instincts ran head on
into some of the sterner facts of life.

Among my friends of those high school years were some
who had begun experimenting with demon rum. Obviously this
was not a difficult pastime to pursue in a mining town, but it was
one I never fell victim to, perhaps—and for once!—because of my
parents’ example. So it was that I stuck to root beer, though I
was often present when my friends broke open a bottle of whiskey
—and sometimes had to lead them home. Maybe that’s why they
invited me to accompany them to the Port Wine ball.

As this definitely was not the sort of function my father
would approve, I sidled out of the house in my good suit that
Saturday evening, mumbling something about “going to meet the
boys.” Indeed, I had second thoughts myself when we arrived,
for the smoky clamor of the Elks Hall seemed to fit every ominous
description I'd ever heard of a true den of iniquity. But soon
enough my interest was piqued by a girl we all knew around
town, seemingly unattached this night. She was attractive in a
flamboyant way, and squeezed as she was into a shiny black
dress, it was breathtakingly easy to believe what my friends were
saying about her being “available.” Eventually they forsook their
leering for some serious drinking, leaving me alone among those
at our table still following her with my eyes.

By ten I had worked up the nerve to ask her to dance, and
by eleven—the hour I was due home—I was still waltzing her
around the floor, inspired by the possibilities into concocting one
wild tale after another about my adventures as a young man about
town—anything to hide from her the awful truth that I was really
only a high school sophomore. And so it went, my breath coming
faster and faster as I held her closer and closer, until around
midnight some inner sensor picked up a warning from the direc-
tion of the entrance and roused me from my reverie. My father
was standing in the doorway.

Gone my painfully fabricated poise! Gone my dreams of
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conquest! Without a word I left my prize where she stood in
mid-dance floor and marched out the door in front of my father,
out into the night, marveling all the way home at the vast dis-
parity between the two pressing questions on my mind: first,
whether my father had recognized my overheated intentions
toward that girl; and second, whether there was at least a chance
of his now considering me too old for a licking.

He didn’t say a word until we were inside. Then he quickly
made it clear that the answer to both questions was yes. For the
next two hours I listened raptly as he gave me the dark side of
the facts of life. He didn’t use any street words—I never heard
my father say anything stronger than “Hmph!”—but he made the
hazards of casual sex in that time and place graphically clear.
As city physician, with responsibility for regularly examining the
girls of the red-light district, and for treating them—and their
victims—he was uniquely qualified to deliver such a lecture with
authority. And as, in his quiet, scholarly way, he spared me no
grisly detail, I took the lesson to heart, you may be sure. Especially
as it was so vividly punctuated by one of my pals of the Port
Wine ball: he eventually told me that later on that same fateful
night he had tangled with the girl in the shiny black dress—and
wound up taking a long series of distressing treatments at my
father’s office.

My father was the most persistent scholar I ever knew and
remained so all his life. His mind was engaged by the whole
broad range of human knowledge, from music to mathematics.
He probably knew almost as much about geology as any mining
engineer in Cripple Creek, and he was also a dedicated student
of the great philosophers, of literature, astronomy, botany and
comparative religion.

He never quit trying to learn more. When most of the
people in our town had an extra dollar they bought a drink;
when my father had an extra dollar he took a course or bought a
book. The result was that eventually we had a library of three
thousand volumes crowded against-the walls of our small house.
Later, when Dad had an opportunity to travel, he spent endless
hours visiting the museums and galleries of the world and came
to know not only where the great treasures of art and science
were exhibited but in what room and along which wall.
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I was the lucky beneficiary of this insatiable quest for
knowledge, as was my sister Pherbia later. Hardly a day passed
without Dad reading aloud to us from Shakespeare and the
English poets, from the Bible, Kipling and Mark Twain. As both
he and Mother had been teachers, they had me reading by the
time I was three, and thereafter, and for as long as I lived at
home, my father coaxed and drilled me in the art of elocution.
He had this good old-fashioned idea that life in all its aspects was
enhanced for anyone who could speak clearly and explicitly. “Your
voice is the expression of your personality,” he would say. “Don’t
cringe behind it.”

At ten I had memorized and could declaim from the
classics to James Whitcomb Riley, and was not infrequently called
on to do so at church and club affairs. Once, when I happened
to meet my father in front of our church, he ushered me inside,
stood me up in the pulpit and had me recite “Paul Revere’s Ride.”
And sitting in the farthermost pew he kept calling out, “Aspirate
your h’s! Louder! And put more fire into it—the British are
coming!”

I leave the results for history to judge. It is true that my
voice has enabled me to earn a livelihood. But it is also true that
it is always with me: I don’t know how many times my wife has
had to shush me in a restaurant, reminding me that even when
I whisper 1 can be heard clearly on the far side of the room.

Every spring and summer of those early Cripple Creek-
Victor years, my father would take me on long hiking tours during
which we gathered flower and rock specimens for his collections.
And oh! the tingling thrill when we came across a fossil, or a
geode to crack open, revealing the hollow lined with glittering
crystals. In time, Dad bought a three-inch telescope, and often
on a winter night, when the heavens shone with particular bril-
liance in the rarefied atmosphere at ten thousand feet, he would
wake Pherbia and me from sound sleep to come and gaze at the
stars, which he then proceeded to identify for us with the pro-
prietary affection of a local guide directing the visitor’s attention
to the places of note in his hometown.

He was of two minds about religion. Whereas my mother
could hardly be kept out of church—she sang in the choir, went
to revivals, Wednesday night prayer meetings, and never missed
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Sunday service—Dad usually came late and invariably took a seat
in the back, the easier to slip away when the sermon began to
pall. I think now that he is probably best described as an open-
minded agnostic, willing to be convinced but unable to accept
the hard-line fundamentalism then so prevalent in hinterland
America. His inquiring mind balked at any absolutist doctrine,
and the fire-and-brimstone gospel of most of our Methodist
preachers was no exception, nor was the contentious piety of what
the saloon crowd called the “come-to-Jesus folks.”

On the other hand, he was a devoted student of the Bible
and could quote from it with the easy confidence of a politician.
And when, as sometimes happened, we got a minister tolerant
enough to agree that not every line in the Good Book need be
taken as literal fact, why, Dad would promptly invite him to
join the Century Club, a literary circle he had organized soon
after we came to Cripple. A few of those became his close friends.
One was Father Downey, the Catholic priest, who enjoyed a good
glass of Irish whiskey, a frailty Dad could regard with equanimity
in the light of Father Downey’s keen mind and charming wit.

Other doctors came to Cripple Creek, salted away goodly
sums and eventually moved on to the amenities of Colorado
Springs or Denver, but not Dad. For one thing, the business side
of his practice found him inept and left him indifferent. He
seemed constitutionally incapable of pressing anyone for payment
of a bill and had devised a calming strategy for dealing with
delinquent accounts: he simply forgot about them. And of course
when he did come by some extra money, it went for books or
graduate study. (The two leading medical schools in the United
States at the time were Johns Hopkins in Baltimore and Rush
Medical in Chicago; by 1914 Dad had degrees from both. )

And so the Thomases of Cripple Creek were never affluent,
although my father was one of the busiest men in town. He often
said that between mine accidents and shooting scrapes he prac-
ticed more surgery in a year than most doctors did in a lifetime.
As an enthusiast of the music hall and theater, he was further
rewarded by being called on to tend visiting performers who,
having been abruptly transported up and over the Continental
Divide, often found themselves altitude-sick and frightened by
shortness of breath. One of his patients was the gorgeous Lillian

WorldRadioHistory




52 [ GOOD EVENING EVERYBODY

Russell. So grateful was she for his ministrations that, in the midst
of her performance, she threw him a rose. Then, like so many
others, she left town without paying her bill.

I suppose my father would have liked me to follow in his
tootsteps. He never actually said so, but that was the time-
honored tradition, and he did once undertake to stimulate my
enthusiasm for the practice of medicine by inviting me to observe
him at surgery. I expressed polite interest, we agreed to await a
suitable case and then I forgot all about it. But that very Saturday
he summoned me to the hospital; a miner, struck by a falling rock,
was to undergo a trepanning operation to relieve the pressure on
his brain.

I remember being properly scrubbed and garbed by a
nurse and feeling, suddenly, that everything was going too
quickly. I remember being ushered into the operating room where
a group of white-shrouded figures—I couldn’t even tell which was
my father—was clustered around a shaven and shining skull be-
longing to a shapeless mass on the table, also shrouded. Somebody
urged me to move closer so I could see better. One of the mys-
terious figures—my father, I suppose—was cutting a neat hole in
the exposed skull with what looked like a hacksaw. I remember
all that, and I remember the bloody mass of brain that was
exposed when they lifted out the bone. And that’s all I remember
because at that point I interrupted the operation by keeling over.
Not long after, my father suggested that perhaps I would be
interested in pursuing a career in the law.

Cripple may have been in a decline, but I didn’t know it.
It remained for me—and remains to this day—alive and tantaliz-
ing. It lived up to every promise. I looked forward to holidays
like the Fourth of July and Labor Day as though they were my
birthday, for then all the barely constrained excitement of the gold
camp burst into dawn-to-dawn celebration—fireworks, prizefights,
hard-rock drilling contests and rodeos, each with its favorites and
heroes. One of the greatest was a horse named Steamboat, who
became famous throughout the West and put the Cripple Creek
rodeo on the map.

Steamboat had gotten his name by throwing a local cow-
hand, who then vented his frustration by whacking the horse
across the snout. Thereafter Steamboat breathed with an audible
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whistle, but his bucking power was unimpaired: he threw every
man who ever got a leg over him, and as his reputation spread,
cowboys from all over the cattle country, and many a rodeo
champion among them, came to try a hand at taming him. The
lucky ones were thrown quickly. A goodly number of others suf-
fered broken ribs when Steamboat exploded into a murderous
arching leap and came down, legs stiff as steel, in a jolting landing.
None hung on very long, and whenever one hit the dust the
Cripple Creek crowd cheered lustily. Steamboat, after all, was
one of us.

Another of the district’s celebrated characters was Pro-
fessor Hans Albert, a violinist of such prodigious talent that he’d
once been ranked with Fritz Kreisler and Mischa Elman. A Vien-
nese, a protégé of Emperor Franz Joseph, Albert was Konzert-
meister of the Imperial Opera by the time he was sixteen and,
three years later, was invited to America to become first violinist
with the Chicago Symphony. He had even played for President
Cleveland in the White House.

But it was mostly all downhill for Hans Albert after that.
Plagued with crippling asthma, he had come to Victor seeking
relief in the lofty altitudes and clear air, letting it be known that
he would “consider taking a limited number of pupils.” It was
soon obvious that he was relying less on fresh air than on whiskey
and morphine. He became a familiar figure at the Silver Dollar
and Diamond saloons, playing Viennese waltzes in exchange
for drinks. No serious student came to his studio, so he went from
camp to camp, offering cut-rate lessons to reluctant and untal-
ented miners’ children. I remember seeing him trudging down
the street, a sad, shambling figure barely five feet tall, hair down
to his shoulders, the violin case clutched in his right hand, wear-
ing a cutaway coat greening with age and so big on his slight
frame that the tails all but dragged on the ground.

But Professor Albert was due one final hour of glory. A
light opera company starring the world-famous Fritzi Scheff had
come to the Victor Opera House to do Victor Herbert’s Mlle.
Modiste. When the conductor was laid low with altitude sickness
and demanded that he be rushed back to Denver, the Professor
was hurriedly pressed into service. All his faded genius returned.
The evening, right up to Fritzi Scheff’s stirring finale, was an
unqualified triumph.
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And then every light in the theater went out.

For a little while everyone waited expectantly. But as the
house remained pitch-dark, as the ever-present fear of fire spread
like a silent alarm, there were nervous whispers and a few people
began to push toward the aisles. Another moment, no more, and
panic would have had hold of the entire audience and there
would be a desperate, trampling struggle for the exit.

Then, suddenly, the heartening strains of a violin playing
the finale, “Kiss Me Again,” seemed to light the darkness. A few
brave souls began to hum. And as it seemed inconceivable that
anything really bad could happen while there was such music
playing, the audience—still a little nervous—sat down again. When
the lights finally came on, there was Professor Albert in the
orchestra pit, playing away as though he were oblivious of where
he was or what had happened.

There was tremendous applause for him, and the show
went on. When it was over Miss Scheff gave special thanks to
“your maestro, whose great presence of mind prevented a dis-
aster.” Then she reached down to take the Professor’s hand and
said, “You are a true artist.”

For a while he became a celebrity in Cripple. People who
had scorned him before now came up to shake his hand and clap
him on the back. And it seemed as though he might even have
conquered his dependency on drugs and drink. But it was not
to be. Another choking bout of asthma drove him back to mor-
phine and, in the end, he had to be taken away to an asylum in
Nebraska. No one in Cripple ever saw him again.

Both Victor and Cripple Creek had handsome new opera
houses and, given my father’s devotion to the theater, the Thom-
ases had a chance to see some of the most gifted performers of
the time as they toured from Denver through the mining camps
of Cripple and Leadville before going on to Salt Lake City and
San Francisco. We saw Lillian Russell, John Drew, Anna Held,
Lew Dockstader and his minstrel band and—greatest night of all!
—the incomparable John Philip Sousa. Hard-rock miners, who
wouldn’t have paid ten cents to see the Statue of Liberty play
the fiddle, lined up to buy dollar tickets when the March King
came to town, and we were lucky to get in. The actress Blanche
Walsh played Cripple once, but she may not even have made

WorldRadioHistory




SOME MORE FACTS OF LIFE | 55

expenses. She ventured into the Last Chance saloon after her per-
formance and put a thousand dollars on the roulette wheel, on
the black. It came up red and she walked out broke.

Obviously not all the excitement in Cripple was scheduled.
One afternoon, working at something in our backyard, I heard
a tumultuous clanging behind me and looked up to see a whole
string of boxcars tumbling down Squaw Mountain. They had
broken away from a locomotive and, gathering speed plunging
down the steep incline, jumped the tracks at the first sharp turn.

That sort of thing happened often enough in our moun-
tainous terrain, and not always to empty boxcars. One summer
night a coach loaded with Fourth of July celebrants returning
from Colorado Springs broke loose and, after a terrifying runaway
ride, crashed into an embankment near Cameron. Miraculously,
only three were killed. I still have a yellowed newspaper clipping
that tells the grim story:

The scene in the car was one of great excitement as the
occupants realized they were facing a disaster that might bring
death to many of them. But notwithstanding the awful outlook,
not a scream or a cry came from one of the many women and
children in the car. On the contrary, they listened to the advice of
the men occupants, and endeavored to prepare themselves for
the crash they were expecting.

The injured were at once placed upon the special train
brought by Conductor Wood and taken to Cameron, where a
number of surgeons who had been rushed from Victor on a
special were ready to attend to their injuries. The surgeons were
Drs. Thomas, Latimer, and Cohen of Victor, and Driscoll and
Hays of Goldfield.

It was nearly midnight when they brought the special
into Cripple Creek. The crowd, waiting in silence, then walking
fearfully among the dead and injured in search of loved ones,
made it the most mournful arrival in the history of the Short
Line.

As for me, I continued to generate my own excitement—
mischief may be a better word—mostly, I suppose, because I
was still the youngest in my class and felt obliged to somehow
emphasize my presence. The particular schoolroom shenanigans
in which I regularly engaged mercifully elude me now, but I do
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remember that I was in hot water often enough so that a certain
sinking sensation in the pit of the stomach seemed to be my
natural state.

Some teachers reacted by giving me the stony-faced
silent treatment. I didn’t like that; I didn’t want anyone mad at
me. I preferred the more direct response, painful as it might
be. When it was over, you had the feeling that accounts were
squared and you could be friends again. In the eighth grade,
Miss Elistine O’Connor, a teacher of substantial muscular pro-
portions, with red hair and an Irish temper to match, obliged
me by knocking me down and pummeling me black and blue
while I apologized for whatever outrage I had perpetrated. I
never resented it, and in fact we corresponded for years after-
ward.

In high school, my mathematics teacher was unhappily
named Mr. Lady, and I suppose some sophomoric remark I
made in that regard led to further mayhem. Mr. Lady, who
definitely wasn’t, worked me over in front of the class, then
sent me to the principal’s office for more. But as the principal
was then otherwise engaged, he suggested I return the fol-
lowing afternoon and, in the meantime, that I go home and
confess my villainy to my father. Honorably I did so, and got
a second licking, with the third delivered, as promised, in the
principal’s office next day. I would like to believe this estab-
lished a Victor High record for corporal punishment for a single
offense.

My favorite teacher was Mabel Barbee. She captivated
me first—along with every other boy in class—with her cool good
looks. Then, having fallen head over heels in love with her,
I followed willingly as she led me into the magic of ancient
and modern history, and through the complexities of Spanish
grammar. Mabel Barbee Lee was to become to the Cripple
Creek gold camp what Bret Harte was to the California of the
forty-niners and what Jack London and Robert Service were
to the Klondike gold rush, unofficial historian of an epic era.

She lived many of its most dramatic moments, her life
full of tragedy and triumph. She had come to Cripple Creek
as a child in 1892, the stagecoach in which she and her mother
traveled having been held up by bandits en route. Her father,
known as Honest John, discovered the El Paso mine but was
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so hard up for cash that he had to sell out before it began
producing. Eventually the EI Paso paid out some thirteen million
dollars in gold, but Honest John died without a penny to his
name. When he died, a coffee can appeared on the counter of
Griff’s drugstore. “For Honest John’s girl,” read the label pasted
on it, and with the dollars and dimes tossed in, Mabel Barbee
paid for her college education.

While teaching at Victor, she met a young mining engi-
neer, Howe Lee, and married him. They went off to live in a
remote mining camp in Oregon and there, only a few years
later, Lee died, leaving Mabel with a small daughter and no
money. She promptly packed up and went back to Colorado
College, her alma mater, and became dean of women. Then she
moved east to Radcliffe and eventually helped launch Ben-
nington College in Vermont. Although we corresponded all
through those years, I didn’t see her again until after she’'d re-
tired. Then, when I pointed out that she had a superb story
to tell and, at last, the time to write it, she set to work. The
result was Cripple Creek Days, a best seller, with two fine sequels.

Like nearly every other boy my age I worked after school
and all summer. I did not necessarily distinguish myself at first
and learned only slowly, as Shakespeare so eagerly wrote, that “If
all the years were playing holidays/To sport would be as tedious
as to work.”

In the beginning I worked for a cattle rancher named
Kennedy whose scraggly spread wound around the rocks at the
base of Nipple Mountain south of Victor. Every meal there con-
sisted of stacks of pancakes, and my particular job involved
following a tired old horse and plow and clearing a boulder-
strewn field that seemed to me to stretch away into eternity. At
the end of a week, when the very sight of pancakes was enough
to stifle my appetite, when I had tilled a strip about four feet
wide and my back ached and my brain felt scrambled from the
plow’s constant collisions with huge and malevolently hidden
rocks, I stopped in mid-field and evaluated my situation. True,
I had not yet been paid. True that at this late date I had no pros-
pect of another job for the summer. But, on the other hand, if I
left quickly and quietly the poor horse would have a few hours
of rest before anyone realized I was gone, and as for me—well,
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what could be worse than interminable pancakes and endless
boulders?

So I turned up the trail for home—and found out.

My father listened respectfully to my tale of woe, then
put his arm around my shoulder and walked me outside. I
knew he was vastly displeased that I'd quit on a job I had
promised to do, but he made no mention of this. Instead, in the
backyard, he pointed to a load of freshly cut pinion pine, brought
in by some rancher in lieu of the cash due on his medical bill.
“I was planning on hiring this cut into firewood,” my father
said, “but as you now seem to be unoccupied this summer, it
will provide something to keep you busy.”

It did. Pinion pine oozes pitch, which makes it burn well
even when green, but sawing through its three-foot diameter,
with that gooey tar grabbing at the saw blade and clogging its
teeth, was sheer hell. Once in a while through that everlasting
summer I could cajole a friend into getting on the other end of
the huge crosscut saw, which helped, but mostly I was out
there alone, day after day, hacking away and sometimes groaning
with fatigue and frustration. But at last our mountainous pile
disappeared and the work was finished, and though my father
never paid me a cent for doing it, I came to realize that I had
been otherwise rewarded: all the physical labor I have ever
done since has seemed easier by comparison. Long after, when
I mentioned this to my father, he responded with a line from
the Book of Common Prayer: “And that thou, Lord, art merciful:
for thou rewardest every man according to his work.”

The following summer I went to work in the mines as
a mucker. My job was swinging a pick and shovel, also pushing
ore cars out to the shaft from the Buena vein of the Empire
State mine, this vein at the time the richest single streak of ore
ever discovered, $36,000 in gold to every ton of rock. A vein of
such high-grade was an irresistible temptation to the miners: each
day they chipped out rich bits for themselves and smuggled them
out of the mine in boot tops and secret body belts. This practice
was appropriately known as high-grading, and the driller for
whom I worked, a boisterous bull of a man named Ed Cody,
was getting rich at it. Before long he was able to realize a
long-time ambition. He rounded up his pals, chartered a private
train and took them all out to Los Angeles for a month-long
celebration.
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Both the government and the mine operators tried hard
to put an end to high-grading. But it was so widespread, so much
a part of the life in Cripple—high-grade was often dropped in
the church collection plate—that even the local law winked at
it. In one celebrated case in which a miner was caught red-
handed with a load of rich ore taken from the Independence,
the judge ruled that ore was real estate and how could anyone
“steal” real estate? Not guilty.

But even convictions didn’t always help. A Denver man
named Sullivan was charged with perjury—the prosecution
couldn’t prove that his gold was high-grade from Cripple, but
it did prove, by color comparisons, that it couldn’t have come
from Sullivan’s mine in Boulder County, as he claimed. So Mr.
Sullivan was sent off to serve a year at the federal penitentiary
at Leavenworth—whereupon he returned to Denver to report
to one and all that he knew of no better way to make $50,000
than to take the penalty. High-grading at Cripple eventually
ended, it’s true, but not by edict or the threat of punishment; it
ended because the mines had less and less high-grade.

For a time I worked at the Tornado, in a stope—a huge
underground cavern—notorious for the number of miners in-
jured by falling rock. Accidents of all sorts were common enough
in the mines—cave-ins, fire, falls, premature explosions—and peo-
ple tended to become hardened to them. But that summer
Cripple suffered a disaster of such tragic magnitude, the worst
mining accident in its history, that nobody in the district was
unaffected. Somehow, something went wrong with the hoist at
the Independence mine. At dawn, loaded with men coming off
the “graveyard shift,” it shot to the top of the gallows frame
with a terrific speed, then, completely out of control, dropped
even faster, thirteen hundred feet to the bottom of the shaft.
The bodies of twenty-two miners were brought to Hunt’s
Mortuary in Victor that morning, and people watched in stupe-
fied silence as the big Clydesdale horses pulled wagon after
wagon through the street.

In time I held nearly every job there was to be had in a
mining camp—mucker, trammer, driller, ore sorter. Sorting ore
was one of my-favorite jobs because the ore house was on the
surface, and as you routinely sifted the various grades of rock
you could listen to the gaudy tales of men who had been on the
trail of gold in the farthest corners of earth, from the Klondike
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to South Africa. This experience had a marked effect on me.
Only a few years later, when I had a chance to break away from
the day-in, day-out routines of life, I too went off looking for
adventure, and it was those ore-house stories that sent me to
Alaska. And even later, when I would be called on to speak to
black-tie audiences, I could always break the ice by telling them
that I had gotten my start in an ore house.

I suppose the peak of my mining career was riding assay
for the great Portland mine. It was located on Battle Mountain,
named for the epic labor war that raged there in ’94, and its
assay office also serviced innumerable smaller mines and “pros-
pect holes” in the mountain all around. For two summers, nine
hours a day, I rode horseback over those mountains, my saddle-
bags filled with ore samples and the high hopes of prospectors
and small, independent operators. The ore was then roasted in
the assay office furnace and the residue of pure gold weighed.
Next day, on my rounds, I would report the results to the miners.
They were nearly always disappointed, for there is a certain
harsh and eternally unequal equation in the quest for gold:
dreams are boundless, but gold is still a rare metal.

Sometimes, in the long afternoon, when the sun was hot
and the snow-covered peaks shimmered hypnotically in the dis-
tance, the seductive rhythm of my horse would lull me, nodding,
dozing in my saddle. And one day, following a late night of
dancing, I fell into a sound sleep. All might have gone well, for
the trail was familiar and the horse surefooted, but as we crossed
the railroad tunnel near the Ajax mine, a train entering the far
end let loose a blast from its steam whistle that set the horse
into a bolting leap across the tracks. That woke me, but un-
fortunately I hadn’t made the leap as gracefully and, in fact
found myself hanging from the horse’s underside and tangled
in the girth and saddle straps. Luckily the horse stopped—I
suppose he was as unsettled as I was by this unorthodox align-
ment of steed and rider—and I was finally able to crawl free and
remount.

As it happened, I was reporting some good news to the
next miner on my rounds, and he broke out a bottle of bourbon to
celebrate. But when he offered me a drink I refused politely,
remarking that I had already fallen off my horse once that day.

Even now, when I return to Cripple Creek, I manage to
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find a moment for a visit to the mountain above. My favorite
place is a height called Windy Point, where I'd sit in the saddle
and marvel at the great arc of peaks, the spine of our continent,
reaching from New Mexico to Wyoming. Now there is a metal
marker there, noting the names of the 14,000-foot mountains of
the Sangre de Cristo and the Collegiate Range, visible from the
spot. Unmarked are the other places I remember best, mines
like the Bluebird, the Wild Horse, the American Eagle, Ramona,
Joe Dandy, the Lost King, the Doctor Jack Pot, trails now over-
grown and forgotten, and forgotten with them the dreams of
thousands of eager and hard-working men and women, all now
gone from that place. Cripple Creek and Victor, Anaconda and
Altman, all are a curiosity. But whenever I go back and stand a
moment at Windy Point, they all come to life again.

In the summer of 1907, my father concluded that boom
times were over in “the World’s Greatest Gold Camp.” He sent
Mother, Pherbia and me back to Darke County to stay with
relatives while he set off to look for a new opportunity some-
where in the Northwest. It was a strange year. Ohio seemed a
foreign place to me, and in my western clothes—boots, flannel
shirt and broad-brimmed Stetson—I felt much the young bar-
barian. Here the local heroes were the high school football and
baseball players, and while I had always managed to win a berth
on school teams—mostly, I suspect, because there were so few
eligibles—I was far from the shining light on any of them. And,
as always, I was the youngest.

After a summer of poaching on the hospitality of a series
of aunts and uncles, my mother rented a house in Greenville,
the county seat, and there, in September, I was enrolled in the
high school, in the junior class. For a few miserable days I tried
to make myself invisible among those effete Easterners who
wore cotton shirts and red ties to school, and they obliged by
treating me accordingly. Then an unusual thing happened,
abruptly changing the tenor of that entire year and making it
one of the most important of my life.

Along about the third week, our English teacher, red-
haired Ada Bowman, with a taste for the classics, decreed that
each of us was to memorize a famous oration or part of one and
deliver it before the school assembly. For the others in class
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the assignment had the ring of doom—make a speech in the
assembly—and the husky football players quivered perceptibly
as the fateful hour drew near. But as my father had been coach-
ing me in public speaking from the time I could walk, I never
gave it a thought beyond brushing up on the piece I'd decided
to do, Wendell Phillips’s famous tribute to the Haitian patriot,
Toussaint L’Ouverture.

On the appointed day, a parade of unhappy young men
stumbled up to the platform, mumbled into their neckties, forgot
their lines, perspired and finally fled back to the oblivion of
their seats. I deserve no particular credit for doing better—I
had, after all, been doing this sort of thing for years. But the
reaction was astonishing. There was a burst of applause when
I finished, and all the rest of that week boys and girls with
whom I'd never exchanged a word crossed the classroom, the
hall and the street to greet me as though I were a lifelong
friend. The following Monday they elected me captain of the
football team. Actually I won the election by default—because
the team was evenly split on two other chaps, one of whom
should have had the honor.

From then on, life in Greenville was fine. I belonged. I
was somebody. Cripple, for all its romance, was a place where
I had constantly to strive to keep up with the rough and tough
sons of miners, gamblers, saloonkeepers. Not only was I younger,
but all the things that came so naturally to them—their casual
profanity, their card-playing, and drinking—were strictly for-
bidden in our house. And though I sometimes broke the rules
in an adolescent effort to be one of them, I could never manage
it with their easy grace. Now, in Greenville, the success of my
oracle effort plus, I suppose, the aura of my western background
stood me in good stead. The local newspaper, reporting the
lineup of our first football game, listed the captain and quarter-
back as Lowell “Two-Gun” Thomas. All at once I was cast into
a position of leadership, and it was all heady and gave me more
confidence in myself than I had ever had.

I had my first ride in an automobile that year, a splendid
new Reo belonging to Noah Markee, a distant relative, and I
even attained a certain celebrity in the neighborhood pool hall.
With my experience at Rosser’s and Swift Billy Dingman’s
gambling places on Victor Avenue, I could outshoot most of my
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contemporaries. They were impressed but vastly overestimated
my talent when they matched me with the local pool shark,
Jelly Burns. Jelly, a onetime ballplayer who had pitched in the
high minor leagues and now spent all his days shooting pool,
was quite simply the best player I ever saw in action. In short
order he won all the money my friends and I had bet on me.

Years later, when I returned to Greenville to speak on
some special occasion, the townspeople gave me a parade and
asked if there was anyone in particular from the old days that
I'd like to see again. I told them yes, I wanted to see Jelly
Burns and take him on in another game of pool. And so it was
arranged, complete with a full crowd, as well as press and
photographers from Dayton. And old Jelly, now well along in
years then, hadn’t lost a thing. I have a copy of one of the news-
paper photos of the great event, with a caption beneath. “Lowell
Thomas,” it said, “scratched the cue ball in the side pocket,
whereupon Jelly Burns cleared the table.”

That year in Greenville went swiftly, and the following
summer we returned to Colorado. My father hadn’t found any-
place that suited him as well as Victor did, and so I spent my
last year in high school back in the gold camp. I organized and
edited our first school paper, The Sylvanite, and spent a lot of
time sending letters of inquiry to various colleges and uni-
versities. There had never been any question but that I would
continue my education, not in my father’s house. And when I
was called upon to deliver the commencement address, I loftily,
if naively, exhorted my classmates to do the same: “Those who
cannot cope with what they consider the faults of college might
as well make fools of themselves there as anywhere,” I declaimed.
“Young men and women of Victor High! Consider well before
giving up your opportunity to acquire a higher education!”

I had had a letter of acceptance from a place called the
University of Northern Indiana. Suddenly there was a flurry of
packing, last-minute reminders and advice, hurried kisses. Then
I was climbing aboard the train at the Victor depot, waving
good-bye to my parents and, age seventeen, off on my own.
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Hello, Lowell. Are you still in bed? Well, listen, you'd better stay
there. The mayor is out looking for you, and he’s got a gun.
—HoONEST JoHN WHITE

Officially, it was the University of Northern Indiana at
Valparaiso. There were some who called it the poor man’s Har-
vard, but to those of us who were students there during its golden
era, the years before World War 1, it was plain old Valpo. Its
strength was a straightforward and uncomplicated attention to
the matter at hand—education. There was no football team, no
athletic program, not even a gymnasium; there were no accom-
modating courses in knot-tying, ballet dancing or leisure-time
management, There was no leisure time. The student body was
about equally divided between those young men who, scholasti-
cally, would have been eligible for a Big Ten or Ivy League school
but couldn’t afford it and those who had already been out in the
world and belatedly discovered the value of a college education.
And they worked!

This doggedly industrious attitude must have impressed
me when I appeared in that late summer of 1909. Without con-
sulting anyone, I signed up for both the freshman and sophomore
years. By the time this monumental arrogance was discovered,
the semester was half over; Vice-President Kinsey, who had sent
for me with every intention of dressing me down and throwing
me out of the sophomore class, could only stare at the record and,
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his big red moustaches twitching, mutter, “Well—harrumph—you
seem to be—harrumph—managing.”

“Yes, sir,” replied Two-Gun Thomas, straining to hide self-
satistaction.

“But look here, young man,” Professor Kinsey exclaimed,
moustaches dancing with agitation at this affront to tradition and
experience, “at this rate you’ll have your bachelor’s degree in
little more than a year!”

“Then I'll stay two and take a master’s,” I replied. Perhaps
one of my many weaknesses has been an oversupply of confi-
dence.

And so it was to be. Meanwhile, though, I had to provide
for myself, as did so many others at Valpo. My first job was as
a janitor in Stiles Hall, where I roomed with a stiff, poker-faced
Spanish-American War veteran named George Washington Vilain.
My job included tending the furnace, sweeping the halls daily
and scrubbing them weekly, and milking the cantankerous old
cow that the widow Stiles kept in the backyard. A nonglamorous
occupation? Yes, but it paid for room and board.

As I was intent on maintaining my double class load, I
could not have been luckier in the roommates that fate chose to
send my way. Vilain—nobody ever called him George—a law
student in his thirties, could have been a character in an O. Henry
story. The scion of a modestly well-to-do New York City family,
he had, years before, broken his parents’ hearts by spurning a
university education and running off to join the army. But unlike
other young men who yield to some rash impulse and are never
heard from again, Vilain made a distinguished career with the
Corps of Engineers in the Philippines, rising to the rank of major.
Then came the moment of truth: Vilain realizing his parents had
been right in the first place, that he needed and wanted an edu-
cation; George Washington Vilain deciding that he would return
to the States, study, earn a law degree, all without a word to his
parents; Vilain planning the letter he would write inviting them
to his graduation, knowing their joy at such an unexpected sur-
prise. And so it all went—until, only a few months before he was
to be awarded the coveted degree, both his mother and father
died, never to know of the dramatic turn in their son’s life.

But now Vilain was firmly fixed on his course, nor was he
to be distracted by the attentions paid him by Mrs. Stiles’s
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Amazon daughter, Jessica. To escape her ardor, he would flee
to the library or an unoccupied classroom to study, leaving me
alone to do the same without distraction. When he graduated,
I moved over to Mead Hall and was assigned a roommate who
was equally considerate—for the opposite reason—and shall there-
tore be nameless here. He was a genial student in engineering
who had discovered the charms of a lady living nearby known as
Mabel the Campus Widow and some less kind appellations. Ex-
cept for exam time, he was at her place day and night, so again
I had a room to myself.

By this time, having discovered that there were easier ways
of paying for my keep than sweeping floors and serving as valet
to a spavined cow, I was working as waiter and cook in a short-
order restaurant. Then my horizons expanded again. Although
Valpo tolerated no fraternities—like intercollegiate sports, they
were considered diversionary to the goal of learning—one, Alpha
Epsilon, had flourished sub rosa and attracted some of the most
gregarious students and even a few of the faculty. I was invited
to join and made some of my most prized and lasting friendships.

One of the earliest was with a handsome and persuasive
young man from Kansas, Preston Burtis, known by everyone as
Cap. Now Cap, as the cliché goes, could sell refrigerators to
Eskimos, and he soon sold me on a new way to make some money.
The national census of 1910 had left nearly all town and county
maps out of date; we would take a month or two off that summer
and tour the countryside selling revised maps. “Tommy,” he
assured me, “we’ll clean up.” Well, we didn’t, but we had a lot
of fun and, clip-clopping along in the leisurely manner dictated
by a horse and buggy, we met some interesting people.

As we seemed to have our best success in the farm country
of northern Illinois, we made our headquarters in the city of
Elgin. It was a place with a special aura in those days, home of
the Elgin Road Race. Automobile racing was just coming into its
own—the Indianapolis Speedway had recently been built and,
the following year, would get its famous brick surface for the
first running of the Indianapolis “500”—and a new kind of hero,
the racing driver, was taking his place in the American pantheon.
Given my unabashed Colorado mining camp background and
Cap’s silver tongue, it is hardly surprising that we got to know
three of the top racers.
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The first was a starchy little man with icicles for nerves
named Ralph DePalma. In the next four years Ralph won the
national racing championship twice, then capped his career by
taking the Indianapolis “500” with an average speed just under
ninety miles an hour, a record that stood until 1922. One evening
DePalma introduced us to Barney Oldfield, a cigar-chomping
daredevil, whose name had become synonymous with speed. As
gregarious as DePalma was terse, Oldfield bewitched us with
endless stories about his early days in racing.

It had all begun for him in 1902 when a man named Henry
Ford, trying to get started in the motorcar business, hired him to
race against a well-established competitor, Alexander Winton.
“I had never even been behind the wheel of an automobile then,”
Oldfield said, grinning around the ever-present cigar—which, inci-
dentally, he bit into while speeding over the jarring tracks of the
day to keep from breaking his teeth—"but I guess Ford had heard
that I'd try anything once.” With only a few weeks practice,
Oldfield climbed into Ford’s “999” and beat Winton’s record-
setting car with room to spare. His long and illustrious career as
a racing driver was launched—and Henry Ford didn’t do badly
either.

The third member of that daring trio was the most remark-
able of all. His name was Eddie Rickenbacker, and though he
was only a year or so older than Cap and I were, he had already
thrown himself into the maelstrom of life, dreaming big dreams,
unafraid to test himself against the roughest and the toughest.
History has recorded how well he succeeded—America’s greatest
air ace of World War I, builder of a major airline, survivor of
devastating crashes, one of which cast him adrift in the Pacific
for twenty-two days, one of the towering figures of the twentieth
century. He remained my close friend and companion over many
of those long years from 1911 to 1974, when his wife and sons
asked me to deliver the eulogy at his funeral.

For all the fame of the professionals listed to participate
in the road race that Cap and I were in Elgin to see, most of the
publicity went to a wealthy young amateur from Philadelphia.
His name was Spencer Wishart and, like the sons of the ultra-rich
before and after, he sought to gratify his own sense of himself
by staking the only thing that was truly his—his life—in a wild
race. It wasn’t even winning that mattered; surviving was enough.
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It was clear that young Wishart was popular with the
other drivers, but as laconic Ralph DePalma put it, “He’s out to
prove something, and that’s no way to drive a race.” Some other
drivers were more direct. “If I had your money,” one told Wishart
before the race, “the last thing I'd do is risk getting killed before
I had a chance to enjoy it all.” The words were prophetic. Early
in the race, watching with horror and disbelief, we saw Wishart
fail to hold the road on a turn, his sleek car peeling off into the
field and demolishing itself against a tree. He was killed on im-
pact.

The time at Valpo went swiftly after that summer. I re-
member the gathering sense of exhilaration as I realized that I
was being drawn onward into unsuspected realms of knowledge,
as I was challenged to imagine the unimaginable, to let my mind
wander freely, beyond what was written in the books. Much of
this full, rich sense of discovery was obviously attributable to
Valpo’s star-studded faculty, none of whose members was hired
only for his solid—and sometimes brilliant—grounding in his sub-
ject. Cofounders Kinsey and Brown sought and found teachers
who could teach, who could convey not only the lesson but their
enthusiasm for it, who could goad, inspire and uplift. I was lucky
to have been there in their time.

America’s foremost man of eloquence in those days was
the “Silver-tongued Orator of the Platte,” William Jennings Bryan.
I was lucky enough to hear him deliver his second most famous
oration, “The Prince of Peace.” I may have been the only member
of the student body to have a chat with him. After his address,
when I went around to interview him, he invited me to get in his
carriage. All I remember of our conversation was his saying that
he invariably made his best speech when on the way to the rail-
way station. Later we again met at T.R.’s Bull Moose convention
in Chicago.

Another who appeared for a lecture at Valpo was the
handsome British Antarctic explorer, Sir Ernest Shackleton, with
whom I was to have a brief encounter many years later in London.

In June, 1911, now all of nineteen years old, I returned to
Colorado with a Bachelor of Science and a Master of Arts. My
mother and father may have been pleased with me, but neither
had a specific suggestion as to how I could convert my newly
acquired wisdom into suitable and remunerative work; there were
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no more Cripple Creek employers out beating the woods for
young scholars now than there had been before I left. And so
I did what young scholars in mining camps have always done: I
took a job swinging a pick and shovel in the mines.

But fate was preparing to smile at me. Before I'd even had
a chance to work out the aches and pains from exertions I was
no longer used to, the telephone rang and George Khyner, the
fast-talking owner of both the Victor Daily Record and the Crip-
ple Creek Times was on the line:

“I hear you've got a job mucking at the Portland. Is that
what you went to college for? Are you interested in mining as
a career or something? How much do they pay you?”

“Yes,” I mumbled, trying to thread my way through the
maze of questions. “I mean, no, no—I'm not interested in mining,
but—well, they pay me three dollars a day.”

“Oh, yeah? Well, I'll give you ninety-five a month to come
to work for me on the Record as a reporter. Room for advance-
ment. Take it or leave it.”

“Why, yes, sure, Mr. Khyner.” My hands had grown wet
on the telephone and my heart leaped into double time. I wanted
to be absolutely sure he understood I was taking it: “I'll take it,
Mr. Khyner, and thank you. When should I come to work?”

“Right now,” he said, and hung up.

That was George Khyner. He had turned up shorthanded
that night. Employees didn’t always stay long with George—and
when someone reminded him that I was home from college he got
me on the phone. Thereafter he went around telling everyone
how he had saved me from throwing my life away in the mines,
never mentioning that for ninety-five dollars a month he expected
me to turn out the Record almost single-handedly. Reporter? It
turned out that I was to be reporter, editor, legman, rewrite man
and front man for reader complaints.

George always got his money’s worth. He had gone into
the bitter strike of 1904 supporting the Western Federation of
Miners, but when the militia smashed up the Record’s offices and
press, he abruptly took an editorial stand in favor of the owners.
People naturally assumed that a healthy fear for his own skin was
responsible, but the fact was that George wasn’t afraid of any-
thing. Once I'd gone to work for the Record, I found out how the
owners had compensated him for the ruined press. Then they
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threw in another three thousand as an argument in favor of a
change in the Record’s editorial policy, and the argument proved
persuasive.

But I don’t want to carp. George Khyner gave me a chance
to get started in journalism in a time and place of zesty news
stories breaking outside your front door or just down the street.
In any given ten-day period, you could count on a shooting spree
in a gambling hall or one of the red-light districts, a holdup, a fire,
a mine accident and an indignant reader proposing to horsewhip
the editor. There were also rodeos, prizefights, evangelists herald-
ing imminent doom for sinners—duly reported also were fraternal-
order marching competitions with the winner sometimes decided
by a general brawl that extended the length of Victor Avenue and
drew the biggest crowds of all. It was an opportunity to intrigue
any young man with a taste for the great human drama, and at
the time this just suited me.

But I was still a few months short of my twentieth birthday
and made a fair number of mistakes. One was to use a type size for
headlines that more accurately reflected my enthusiasm than the
importance of the story. Once, after a fire, I pulled out a wooden
type face three inches high, the kind usually reserved for posters
and handbills, and the Record proclaimed, “BLAZE SWEEPS
LOCAL BUILDINGS!” That afternoon, one of my predecessors,
Frank Arkens, who had moved on to a job with a New York news-
paper, returned for a visit to his old haunts. He glanced at the
headline.

“Do you think it’s too big?” I asked.

“How many local buildings were swept by this blaze?”

“Three.”

“Well, I tell you what, kid,” he said, “I'd try to hold some-
thing back for the Second Coming.”

One mistake I didn’t make was to stay too long running a
one-man operation in that pressure cooker of a frontier newspaper.
If T had, all the journalistic juices would have been boiled out of
me. I had some distinguished predecessors—among them, Ralph
Carr, later governor of Colorado; Charlie Ross, press secretary to
President Truman—and all left the Record before losing their
sense of wonder at man’s frailties and foibles, a newspaperman’s
greatest asset.

My chance came about six months after I went to work for
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Khyner. A group from Denver was starting a second newspaper
in Victor, the News, and offered me the job as editor. Since they
suggested a salary of a hundred thirty-five dollars a month—
Khyner was still paying me ninety-five, still talking about “room
for advancement”—and promised a qualified staff to help get out
the paper, I didn’t take too long to make my decision.

I never regretted moving on, but the fact is that nothing
much changed at first. Victor was still a boomtown and I was still
covering all the action. As for the staff, it consisted of mining
editor Sam Vidler, a general manager with a game leg, Honest
John White—he was always called that, Honest John, I don’t know
why—who looked after circulation, advertising and paying the
bills, and a series of itinerant linotype operators.

Linotypers were a special breed in those days; they all
seemed to be midway in a headlong flight from something or
someone—debts, the law, a woman—and the only lasting friend-
ships they made were with a bottle of whiskey. We had one,
Honest John insisted, who spilled more whiskey in a day than
any man at Crapper Jack’s could drink down. Another, a decent-
looking young chap, told me he had taken to the road when his
marriage broke up.

“That’s too bad,” I said sympathetically. “How long were
you married?”

“Three days,” he said, and suddenly sat up straight. “Say,
I'm still carrying around the tails and striped pants I was hitched
in—you want to buy ’em?”

“Uh, no. I don’t think I can spare the money.”

“Maybe you’ve got something to trade for ’em—I keep re-
membering things whenever I open my bag and see ‘em, know
what I mean?”

“Well, I don’t know . . .”

We were pretty much of a size and I didn’t mind imagining
myself dressed in formal clothes at some grand banquet to which
no one had yet invited me, but I couldn’t think of anything I
owned that might interest him. He kept pressing me and, hesi-
tantly, I mentioned a pair of roller skates I no longer used.

“Sold!” he exclaimed, slamming his hand on the table. The
following week, roller skates slung over his shoulder, he rode
out of town and I had to start looking for another linotyper. But
I had my first set of tails.
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Mining editor Sam Vidler had woman trouble, too. He was
English and had served as an officer in India, where he won the
broadsword fencing championship of the world. But Sam had a
weakness for the ladies, a failing his wife viewed with some heat,
and as Honest John farsightedly put it, “This could lead to quite
a misunderstanding.”

It did. One day Sam’s little boy misbehaved at school and
was given a whipping. Mrs. Vidler thought this unjust and went
out to find her husband and have him do something about it. The
trouble is she found him in Room 213 in the National Hotel and,
approaching the door, heard the sighs and banterings of her Sam
and a girl named Nellie Smith. Whereupon Mrs. Vidler marched
forthwith to a nearby store, purchased a revolver, had the accom-
modating clerk load it for her and give her a quick lesson in its
operation. Back up to the hotel she went, still marching, turmoil
in her breast and righteousness on her side, flung open the door
of Sam’s room and shot the undraped Nellie dead. She would have
finished Sam off, too—she emptied the gun in his direction—but he
went diving under the bed and the mattress got the worst of it.
It took a jury only ten minutes to acquit Mrs. Vidler—Cripple took
a broad view: it tolerated philandering but always deferred to
outraged womanhood—and she and Sam went home together. Nor
did anyone ever hear of him trespassing again, not after he found
out his wife was serious.

A story like that could really sell papers, as William Ran-
dolph Hearst had recently discovered. And following in his tumul-
tuous wake, newspapers large and small were trying to nourish
their circulation with a daily dose of sex, sensationalism or, at the
very least, the picture of a pretty girl on the front page. The
Victor Daily News was no exception and, as its editor, I was con-
stantly made aware that we were in a no-holds-barred battle for
readers with the Record. Mostly, the Cripple Creek district
worked valiantly to provide the proper grist for the paper’s melo-
dramatic mill, but every now and then an unfortunate peaceful-
ness settled on the gold camp and I had to go casting about for
some far-flung sensation. And that’s how I got in trouble.

It was a gallingly quiet Saturday night, nothing happening
in Victor, not a word from Cripple, Goldfield, Independence, Elk-
ton, Anaconda or Altman. There was a possibility from Denver
—man shot by paramour—but no pictures of either. Then a vague
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similarity in names suddenly crystallized for me into what seemed
like a piece of good luck—the victim was the nephew of our mayor!
In no time at all I had the story written—“MAYOR’s NEPHEW SHOT
IN Love NEst!”"—and prominently placed on page one. Naturally,
a picture of the mayor accompanied it, grinning as he received the
returns from the last election. Then, feeling the honest exhaustion
that comes after a hard job well done, I went home to bed.

In the morning, before breakfast, the telephone rang. It
was Honest John White. “Hello Lowell?” he said. “Are you still
in bed? Well, listen, you'd better stay there. The mayor is out
looking for you, and he’s got a gun.”

Having digested this along with my coffee, I concluded
the mayor had cause to be angry and, since I was in no position
to leave town, I'd better exercise my other option and apologize.
So I dressed and went directly to his home, where I first explained
my mission to his wife. Bless her, she agreed to serve as inter-
mediary and, when the mayor returned, calmed him sufficiently
so he would suffer me to come out of the kitchen and enter his
presence. Whereupon I expressed my contrition, mentioned the
possibility of doing an interview with him for next Sunday’s paper,
extolling the promise and progress he had brought to our fair
town, until, finally, he put away the gun.

In the fall of 1912, a yen for more schooling, inherited, I
suppose, from my father, overtook me. I quit the paper and, with
my savings, went down to Denver and enrolled for a year of grad-
uate study at the University. Chancellor Buchtel suggested that
as I was still quite young and had gotten both my degrees in only
two years, it might be wise to take some of the Denver University
senior courses as well as doing graduate work. So again I was en-
rolled in two classes, and when the year ended I had another
bachelor’s degree and a second M.A.

It was a full fruitful year. Denver was the state capital,
a young and vigorous city, financial headquarters of the Rocky
Mountain region, crossroads for miners and ranchers heading
hopefully into the wide open spaces of the West, and the shining
metropolis to which, if they reached the end of their rainbow,
they returned to sometimes lavish retirement.

I had no trouble finding a job, two jobs, in fact; when I
wasn't at classes, I worked as part-time reporter for the Rocky
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Mountain News and Denver Times, and at night I was the clerk
at a small downtown hotel, where I did my studying and even
managed to get in a little sleep. Until then, everything I knew
about journalism was learned on the firing line, and as I've con-
fessed, I was shot down more than once. Now, though, I began
to find out how little I really understood about my calling.

My first mentor was city editor William L. Chenery, who
was soon to head east to edit the New York Globe and eventually
become the distinguished publisher of Collier's Weekly. This
paragraph from his autobiography suggests some of the subtle
truisms of the craft he conveyed to me:

Children of six and men in their sixties are often impelled
to tell any who will listen the strange, interesting, or exciting
happenings that have come to their individual attention. The
teller of the tale is not always the best judge of its interest or
significance, as every young reporter should learn.

I learned a good deal from other reporters I met on assign-
ments, and particularly from a tall and striking whirlwind of
talent named Gene Fowler. Ahead of him were the glory days
as a Hearst editor, top Hollywood script writer and biographer
of such cronies as Charlie Chaplin, John Barrymore, Jimmy
Walker and Jimmy Durante. When I first met him that autumn
of 1911, he was working for the opposition Denver Post, but
that didn’t keep him from sharing his lore—and sometimes his
scoops—with an inexperienced kid reporter from the gold camp.

Although none of his colleagues knew it, Gene was also
well on his way to becoming America’s most widely quoted
author of unprintable poetry and its number one practical joker.
He only improved with the years. Once, just before World War
II, he was staying at the Savoy in London and heard that Fran
and I would be checking in the day after his departure. With
earnest mien, he told the manager that the Thomases must have
his suite, the best in the house, and that of course they would
settle his bill. A week at the Savoy is not for bargain hunters at
best, but Fowler’s bills for meals, liquor, laundry and valet service
would have done credit to an Arabian caliph.

I was prepared to chalk it up against my long-ago lessons
in journalism, but Fowler wasn’t quite finished with me. Not
long after, there came a letter from him with check enclosed.
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Going through his old uncle Dewey’s papers, Gene wrote, he
had come across an unpaid bill from my father, Dr. H. G. Thomas,
for setting Dewey’s broken leg. The bill was now some thirty
years old, true, but a debt was a debt, he said piously, and if
one Fowler couldn’t pay, another would. The check was for $3.98.
Today, framed, it’s on my studio wall.

When Gene was editor of Hearst's New York Examiner,
he occasionally jousted with another Hearst favorite, Arthur Bris-
bane. Brisbane was probably the best-known newsman of the
time, a crusty, pompous sort who dictated his widely syndicated
column, “Today,” into a recording device as he drove into the
city from Long Island in a Rolls-Royce. Each day he would
deliver the column to the Examiner, and each day Gene was
required to run it on page one, regardless of what other news
might be breaking, an edict that rubbed my freewheeling friend
the wrong way. That he would strike back could hardly surprise
anyone who knew Gene Fowler, but his modus operandi was
sheer, staggering bravura.

The inspiration came to him on an otherwise quiet after-
noon as he looked down from his office window and saw
Brisbane’s empty Rolls parked at the curb. Without ado, he
went down, turned on the recording machine and dictated into
it one of his wildly obscene poems. Upstairs, he substituted this
record for the one Brisbane had done and had it set in type. Then
he waited. Around midnight, just as the paper was about to go
to press, he telephoned Brisbane on Long Island and woke him
from a sound sleep.

“Listen, Arthur,” he said, “I think you’d better come down
here. There seems to be something wrong with your column.”

“What,” demanded Brisbane haughtily, “is the matter with
my column?”

“Well, there’s a lot of dirty words in it.”

Brisbane dove into his Rolls and raced to New York to
beat the deadline. He read his “column,” first with stupefaction,
then with exploding wrath as he realized what Fowler had done,
and he swore vengeance. Indeed, soon after Gene was sent off to
exile in the green fields of Hollywood. But around the Examiner,
there was no question about who had had the last laugh.

In the last crowded months before I left D.U., several
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rather important things happened, the least of which caused me
to decide not to become an impresario of the boxing ring. A
classmate, a rugged redhead from Wyoming named Art Shauer,
had a few amateur bouts, and somehow we both took it into
our heads that he might have what it would take to beat the
champ, Jack Johnson. I managed to locate a well-known, un-
ranked heavyweight, Farmer Smith, and even arranged to stage
the bout secretly in the university gym. The only thing I couldn’t
manage was to keep poor Art on his feet. Smith knocked him
cold early in the first round, and we both continued searching
for conquerable worlds.

For a while Paul Chamberlin, a lighthearted, curly-haired
playboy from Colorado Springs, was my roommate. Paul and
I became good friends, in spite of the fact that I obviously didn’t
share his penchant for the bottle. His favorite recreation seemed
ironic since his father, a doctor, was a leader of the Prohibition
movement and had, in fact, run for governor on the Prohibition
ticket. Today’s parents, alienated from children who have turned
to marijuana or worse, may take some small comfort from the
fact that such phenomena aren’t new. Anyway, Paul was to play
a decisive if unwitting role in the course my life was soon to
take.

And there was a girl, a freshman named Fran Ryan. Al-
though I had never taken her out and we hadn’t spent ten
minutes alone—we met at parties and occasionally saw each other
at school—there was something about her, a certain look, a kind
of heightened sensitivity to life’s promises, that must have kept
sending messages to my brain. I didn’t do anything about it.
Maybe I didn’t clearly understand the messages. But surely
something was happening to me.

Meanwhile, I was coming face to face with my future and
still had no clear idea of the direction I wanted it to take. For
all my four degrees, I had nothing but a general education in
the liberal arts, essential for the enrichment of soul and spirit,
but only a bare foundation on which to build a career. Did I want
to be a newspaperman? Or was I still heading for the law? And
one of my father’s favorite theologians, Dr. Wilbur Daniel Steele,
who taught on the D.U. campus, had recently honored me by
urging that I consider the ministry.

“A good many of the young men I see who want to enter
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the clergy think they have had the call,” this wise, white-bearded
old gentleman said to me one day. “They think the Almighty
has spoken directly to them. But you know, I don’t think they
make exceptional ministers; they become so involved in their
private dialogue with God that they tend to neglect their con-
gregations. Do you think you have the call, Lowell?”

“Good, because I think you have other qualities that
would make for a rewarding career in the ministry. Will you
think about it?”

“Yes, I will,” I said, confused by the unexpected addition
to the possibilities before me. “Thank you, sir.”

And I did think about it. I thought about the ministry,
the law, journalism and half a dozen other callings that popped
into my head, trying each on for size, imagining myself engaged
in that one profession and no other for all the rest of my life.
And when school ended and I had my degrees, I packed up and
went off to a ranch my father had acquired in the southwest
corner of Colorado, near “The Four Corners,” and I thought
some more.

Once my father said to me. “Son, when it comes to land,
the easiest marks are doctors, lawyers and preachers.”

He was no exception. When an old friend who owned a
profitless spread in the San Juan country ran into stormy financial
weather, Dad bailed him out by taking the ranch off his hands.
He had to use all his savings and borrowed money to do it, and
then of course was too busy with his practice ever to spend any
time there. But it did serve as a temporary haven for his brother,
Ira, who had retired from the railroad and been advised to get
out of Chicago to cure a persistent cough. So Uncle Ira, Aunt
Rose and my cousin Ruth were running the ranch when I
turned up there that summer.

The San Juan was spectacular country, much of it open
range then and still roamed by bands of Ute Indians led by
Chief Buckskin Charlie. Our place was in the valley of the
Los Pinos River, at an altitude of seven thousand feet. Uncle
Ira raised some alfalfa but depended, like the other ranchers, on
the state-owned rangeland to graze his cattle. This meant I spent
most of the summer in the saddle, helping with brandings and
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roundups, sleeping on my saddle blanket under the stars that
seemed almost within reach over that high valley. And some-
times, riding along in chaps and spurs, the clear, cool breeze in
my face, I wondered why the life of a cowboy wouldn't suit me.

And then, suddenly, for reasons that remain a mystery
to me to this day, I decided that I would go to Chicago and study
law. And before July was out I was on my way.

Chicago. It was then the center of our midwestern uni-
verse, big, bustling, important, but still rooted in the bedrock
of America’s heartland. It was our big city—imaginable, attain-
able, understandable—not like those Gomorrahs at the extremities
of the continent, New York and San Francisco, which—every-
one knew!—were awash with alien philosophies and bizarre
notions of morality. How absolutely certain we can be, how un-
wavering our pronouncements, when we are twenty!

When I arrived in Chicago, the Republicans, having re-
nominated William Howard Taft for President against the wishes
of everyone but the bosses, had slunk out of town and left it to
Teddy Roosevelt’s Progressives. Unable to buck the machine,
T.R., “feeling like a bull moose,” had formed his own party and,
announcing to his enraptured followers at the convention that
“We stand at Armageddon and we battle for the Lord,” prepared
to take on Democrats and Republicans alike. The streets were
festooned with banners, Bull Moose posters and pictures of
T.R., just as though no one knew that by splitting the party he
had assured Woodrow Wilson’s victory in November. It was a
heady, exciting time, especially for a young fellow just in from
the Ute country.

As soon as I arrived, even before I found a place to live
or began looking into law schools, I went down to newspaper
row in search of a job. There were four papers located on
Market Street, near the Chicago River, in those days, the Eve-
ning Journal, the Post and Hearst’s Examiner and American. 1
don’t know why I chose to try the Journal first—maybe because it
was an evening paper, which meant that it was written and put
together in the daytime and fitted my plan to attend law school
at night; but more likely it was the broad stairs and massive
double doors invitingly swung open in the summer heat. Any-
way, it seemed a casual enough decision at the time.

There were a dozen reporters at their typewriters, the
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horseshoe copy desk, and, overseeing it all from his corner look-
ing out on Market Street, the young city editor, cool and decisive,
absolutely in command. It was a moment I've never forgotten.

Apparently I was noticed from on high. Or at least that’s
the way Dick Finnegan, then city editor, told it years afterward
when he introduced me as a speaker at a Chicago Press Club
banquet. “I looked up,” he said, “and saw this young fellow
from the West standing outside the bullpen, wearing a Stetson,
and I said to the assistant city editor, ‘Find out what he wants;
if it’s a job, he’s got it.””

I could not have had a more effective sponsor. Dick
Finnegan, as I was soon to find out, was the Evening Journal. A
dark, handsome man with a law degree and a youthful fling at
politics behind him, he now knew everyone in the city, county
and state governments, not only those who held the offices but
those who pulled strings from the dark corridors of power. Seated
at his desk that first day, my head whirling at the speed with
which things were happening, I was enthralled by the incisive
way he went at things:

Looking for a newspaper job? Any experience? Good.
You'll start at fifteen dollars a week. Did I have a place to live?
No? Okay, the assistant city editor had an apartment on the
South Side and was looking for a roomer. What else?

When I told him I was hoping to attend law school at
night, he scrawled a name and address on a piece of paper—Guy
Guernsey, Chicago-Kent College of Law, Lakeview Building,
Michigan Avenue. “Tell him Dick Finnegan sent you.” And so
my future in Chicago was all settled in the space of ten minutes.

Fate smiled on. Guy Guernsey turned out to be the dean
of Chicago-Kent, a flourishing institution with well over a thou-
sand students. He seemed much interested in my debating and
oratorical experience, as much so as in my four degrees. A few
days later he called me to his office and introduced me to a
distinguished gentleman, one Edmund W. Burke, the president
of the Chicago-Kent College of Law. There had been an un-
expected vacancy on the faculty, in the department of forensic
oratory, which he described as devoted to the techniques of
courtroom debate; did I think I could take the place of the de-
parted professor until they found a suitable replacement?

I didn’t think at all-I just said yes. That’s the sort of
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thing you do at twenty-one, when the world is young and its
challenges all look like gifts. In the end they never did hire
another professor of forensic oratory, and I went on studying
Jaw, working full time as a reporter on the Journal, and giving
instruction in public speaking with the entire student body in
my classes.

In time I learned to lighten my load by inviting notable
figures from the legal profession to address my pupils. “Just talk
about your own experiences,” I'd tell them. And we had some
electrifying performances. One was by a young man named
Glenn Frank, who came as a last-minute substitute for his ailing
superior, the president of Northwestern University. His address
was inspirational—“Two-Fisted Men,” the theme—and the cynics
among my students prepared to doze off. But Glenn Frank held
them spellbound with as brilliant an affirmation as I have ever
heard of man’s inherent ability to take his future in hand and
mold it to his soaring dreams. When he was finished, the class
gave him a standing ovation, and after he had left, I told them
to keep an eye on him—that surely he was going places.

He might have gone all the way. Next I heard, he had
moved east to head a widely heralded social-improvement pro-
gram for the Boston merchant prince, Edward A. Filene. Soon he
was named editor of the prestigious Century Magazine, head
of President Taft’s League of Nations Union, and then, still not
forty years old, president of the University of Wisconsin. His
counsel was sought by the highest political figures. I visited the
Franks at Madison one autumn and in the late 1920s went to
the Wisconsin-Minnesota game with them. While Bronko Na-
gurski ripped holes in the Wisconsin line, Mrs. Frank was telling
me how she expected her husband to become President of the
United States. Then the wheel of fortune turned. On a winter
day in 1940, driving with his son on an icy Wisconsin highway,
Glenn Frank’s car was in a collision and both he and the boy
were killed instantly.

A second star I recruited to address my class was Clarence
Darrow. This was years before the memorable “monkey” trial in
Tennessee at which Darrow defended young John T. Scopes’s
right to teach his students Darwin’s theory of evolution, and in
the process reduced the prosecution’s veteran William Jennings
Bryan to impotent bluster. Even in my time he was a legend, the
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best-known criminal lawyer in America. It was Darrow who had
defended Big Bill Haywood in the case involving the dynamite
assassination of Governor Steunenberg, winning a spectacular
victory over William E. Borah; Darrow who gave up a lucrative
practice to defend society’s underdogs; and Darrow who made
headlines with a speech to the inmates of the Illinois Cook
County jail in which he said, “Not all the best people are in jail.”

He was a staunch believer in shocking juries, and audi-
ences, to attention. Opening his talk to my Chicago-Kent law
students, he announced, “All lawyers are crooks.” From that
launching pad he rocketed off into a dazzling examination of the
inherent conflict in the legal principle that every defendant has
the right to qualified counsel. This meant, he said, that not all
lawyers could have virtuous clients all the time. And this meant
that any lawyer could find himself using the law for undesirable
social and moral ends. And yet the principle was central to our
constitutional rights: every accused was entitled to be defended
in court, and the most agonizing decision a lawyer had to make
was to turn away a client because he was antipathetic to his case.

I can still see him standing there, the rumpled clothes,
the shaggy, leonine head thrust forward in perpetual challenge,
and his eyes shining with the fire of his beliefs. He came back
several times, and his wife always came with him, sitting in
front, lips apart in adoration, watching his every move. Every
time he came the auditorium was packed, with some even sitting
in the aisles. There has been only one Clarence Darrow.

I plugged away at my law classes—somehow I couldn’t
get excited about torts and wills—but I guess my heart sang
every morning when I reported to the city room. Sometimes I
think that no city, before or since, has been so full of color and
life as was Chicago in those years before the First World War,
and my press card took me wherever the action was.

What characters! The mayor was William Hale Thomp-
son, a cartoon caricature of a machine politician. While his noto-
rious administration plundered the city, he was returned to office
again and again by playing variations on a single theme—corner
the Irish and German immigrant vote. One year he did it by
proclaiming a one-plank platform: “If the King of England comes
to Chicago, I'll punch him in the snoot!” When German mili-
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tarism plunged all Europe into war, he unabashedly sided with
“Kaiser Bill.” So thoroughly was the city tucked into his hip
pocket that, on election night, he didn’t even bother to stay up
for the returns. When, early morning, I was the first to bring
him word that he’d won, he snorted and said, “You call that
news!” And then asked me to join him for breakfast. He said,
“I knew that before the polls opened. Now come on in and have
some bacon and eggs.” That morning I remember because it was
my first time to eat grapefruit—a new thing in American stores.

Big Bill's henchmen were the likes of Hinky Dink Kenna
and Bathhouse John Coughlan, who, alternating sweet talk and
skulduggery, ran the First Ward like a private fief. Hinky Dink
operated a saloon on the side that featured jumbo beer tankards
and the festooned Latin inscription, In Vino Veritas, over the
bar. Someone once asked Hinky Dink if he knew what it meant.
He cast bloodshot eyes up at the classical phrase and replied,
“It means that when a man’s crocked he gives his right name.”

Bathhouse John—so called because he had risen to emi-
nence as a rubber in a Turkish bath—was even more literary. He
fancied himself a poet and could sometimes be persuaded to
spout his effusions at meetings of the Chicago aldermen. You
had to be careful, though, because once he got started he was
hard to stop. One of his better-known works was entitled, “They
Buried Her by the Side of the Drainage Canal.” It had thirty-
eight verses.

My colleagues of the press were an equally rare lot. Some
of them made history. Floyd Gibbons was sent off to cover so
many foreign invasions, revolutions and sieges that it was said no
war was official until Floyd arrived. Richard Henry Little, also a
Tribune correspondent, had gained a certain immortality by re-
porting on his expense account the cost of replacing a horse shot
out from under him in battle. This became his invariable prac-
tice, even once when he did a stint on an American battleship
that put to sea for two weeks.

Now and then I ran into some other young Chicago re-
porters who would make a more lasting work—Carl Sandburg,
Harry Hansen, Charlie MacArthur, Bob Casey, Marquis James
and a sports columnist named Ring Lardner. In the Journal city
room, a stubby, pink-cheeked innocent who always wore a Lord
Byron tie had the desk next to mine. His name—Ben Hecht,
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whose first best seller, 1001 Afternoons in Chicago, a steamy
chronicle of harlots, pimps and other purveyors of illicit love,
earned him the sobriquet Pagliacci of the Fire Escape, and
clearly established that his innocence was only skin deep. Nearly
every Thursday I could count on Ben hitting me up for a small
loan, but that wasn’t what he remembered about me when he
wrote a memoir of those newspaper days, “Gaily, Gaily”:

Another of the early escapees was the juicy-voiced Lowell
Thomas. He, too, wore an extra high collar. I remember that we
both vied for the smiles of a girl reporter, Betty Saltgelt, and
that I lost out to Lowell’s superior diction. He would soon be off
to half invent the British hero, Lawrence of Arabia, and to fill
the nation’s air waves with his Ciceronian tones.

Among the several inaccuracies in the foregoing is his
reference to the estimable Miss Saltgelt. In the first place, it was
never a girl’s smile Ben was after, and in the second, his most
fervent attentions were then being paid to Marie Armstrong, a
voluptuous blonde who graced our corner of the city room as the
Journal's sob sister. In fact, they were soon married, albeit briefly.

No one ever caught the flavor and rhythms of that raffish
journalistic heyday better than did Hecht and Charles Mac-
Arthur when they teamed up to write The Front Page, a tough
classic that still turns up on the stage, television and in the
movies. In his book about MacArthur, his collaborator and dear
friend, Ben wrote, “We interviewed thieves, swindlers, murder-
ers, lunatics, firebugs, bigamists, gangsters and innumerable
sobbing ladies who had taken successful potshots at their mar-
ried lovers.” And they set it all down for uncounted millions of
readers every day. “Talk about your fiction!” Carl Sandburg
once said. “Man, the first page of today’s newspaper has human
stuff in it that puts novels in the discard.”

I had my own set of memorable moments on that beat
where comedy, tragedy, pathos, inspiration, homicide and may-
hem were the daily stuff of life. My first assignment in Chicago
was to interview Booker T. Washington, the country’s most
prominent black leader, in the posh old Palmer House, the one
with the silver dollars in the floor; also Jane Addams, the cele-
brated reformer, in Hull House, her social-service center in the
heart of the West Side Halstead Street slums and flophouses. I
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stood the death watch with the other official witnesses through
the long night before Henry Spencer paid the penalty for mur-
dering twenty-eight women; Ben Hecht, assigned to do a feature,
was stewing nervously at my side as he tried to conjure up a
way to sneak in to see the prisoner—or even to help him break
out—in the interest of a better story; and, in the end, Spencer
walking to the gallows, his eloquent farewell speech—and then
the hood they dropped over his head, the sound of the trap
springing. Then silence.

One summer morning I got to work early, and Dick Fin-
negan, on the city desk telephone, was there alone. When he
hung up, he told me to get down to the nearby Chicago River
where there had been an accident. It turned out to be one of
the worst maritime disasters of American history. The Great
Lakes excursion steamer Eastland, loaded with two thousand
eager voyagers, had capsized at her dock in the Chicago River,
throwing the crowds on deck into the water and trapping hun-
dreds in the suffocating depths below.

I was among the first to reach the scene—men and women,
some clutching children, flailing for the shore; and the huge hulk
of the Eastland, like a stranded whale, her starboard side turned
up flat, fifteen feet above water. I clambered aboard and joined
those trying to haul the living up out of portholes and the
drowned and drowning from the river. I suppose I'd have had a
real scoop if I'd rushed back to the office with the story, but I
stayed on the Eastland and finally got back around noon, wet and
dirty, my face no doubt reflecting my emotions at having been
there when 812 souls met their deaths. Dick Finnegan looked up
and said, “Go some place and forget it, Tommy! See you tomor-
row.”

Another morning, another empty city room. Finnegan
handed me a slip of paper with a name written on it: Carlton
Hudson. “Dig up what you can,” he said. “It may be nothing,
but some old people have been uncommonly nice to him in their
wills. We'd like to know why.”

Hudson had a handsome office in one of the taller build-
ings on Dearborn, and though I never seemed able to catch him
in, it was not hard to flesh out his background from other sources.
People in the building volunteered that he was a successful finan-
cier and philanthropist. A lawyer I knew told me that he was a
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pillar of the Moody Temple, an evangelist church founded by
one of the first of those celebrated soul-savers, Dwight L. Moody.
There I found a good many other people, mainly elderly ladies
with solid bank accounts, who vouched for Hudson’s integrity;
several had made him their financial adviser and channeled their
charitable contributions through him. Three had remembered
him in their wills.

Now all this was interesting, as Dick Finnegan agreed, but
what did it prove? I kept digging. Hudson apparently had first
turned up in Chicago in 1892, nobody knew from where, but
everyone spoke of his cultured manner and a few mentioned his
“Eastern” accent. On a hunch, I wrote to every college president
in New England, describing Carlton Hudson and explaining that
I was looking for him because he had fallen heir to a gold-mining
fortune.

I struck pay dirt. A letter from a college in Vermont told
me that my description fitted the writer’s former roommate, who
had gone to live in New York City. The reason 1 was having
difficulty locating him, the gentleman added, was that I had
the name wrong. It was Carlton Hudson Betts. Two hours later
Finnegan handed me an envelope containing a train ticket to
New York and a hundred dollars in expenses; I was off on the
kind of story a young reporter dreams about.

In the clipping morgue of the New York World, I found
two fat folders marked “Carlton H. Betts.” Five minutes’ reading
told me that we had our man. A con artist with the same flair
that had endeared him to the ladies of the Moody Temple, Betts
had victimized New Yorkers in the years before he went out to
Chicago. When arrested he had gotten himself out on bail and
then simply vanished. And now I knew where he was! And I
was determined not to let this scoop get away.

Noting that the former district attorney, Charles S. Whit-
man, was now governor, I took the train up to the state capital
at Albany and asked for an appointment. “Governor,” I said,
trying to sound as self-assured as I imagined Dick Finnegan
would, “I have something the people of New York State want.
In exchange, I want something for my paper, the Chicago
Evening Journal.”

Then I told him the whole story. It was obvious he was
pleased, also several steps ahead of me. “Now you want me to
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give you a little time to write your story before the other papers
get it, right?”

“How did you know?”

“Because you're not the first reporter I've ever talked to.”
He smiled. “T'll give you twenty-four hours, young man; also the
thanks of the people of New York.”

When I got Finnegan on the phone he switched me to
our top rewrite man—Arthur J. Pegler (father of Westbrook).
The following afternoon, when Carlton Hudson Betts stepped out
of his office building, the police were waiting for him. So were
the newsboys, with our extra edition of the Journal—the story of
the Carlton Hudson exposure all over the front page.

There were postscripts. I got a bonus and a raise. Mark
Sullivan, writing in Printer’s Ink, the trade journal of the news-
paper business, called my story the scoop of the year. And Silas
Strawn, head of Chicago’s largest law firm, asked me to drop by
his office.

“Lowell,” he said, “when you exposed Hudson as a swin-
dler and sent him back to prison in New York, you saved some
clients of mine a lot of grief.” The clients, he went on, were the
great meat packinghouses of Chicago—Swift, Armour and Wilson.
Some time before, they had jointly been involved in a Texas oil
venture, where they had inadvertently broken a federal statute.
Somehow Hudson had gotten wind of it and was trying to black-
mail them.

“So, we're indebted to you,” Strawn said. “And my clients
have asked me to tell you that if there is ever any way in which
they can be helpful to you, you have only to say so.” He added
that I had perhaps saved his clients some eleven million dollars
—the equivalent of sixty or seventy million today.

That was quite a blank check for a young fellow to carry
out into the streets of Chicago on that lucky autumn day. I
would remember it.
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There’s nothing to it. Just grab that cable and pull yourself across,
hand over hand.
—Cowsoy Cagrw at the Grand Canyon

I began to feel a certain restlessness, a sense of having
been too long in the same place. Throughout my life, it would
catch up with me again and again, this urge to do something, to
see some other part of the forest. I never did anything either to
cause or accelerate it; I just went on doing what I was doing.
But sure enough, before long there always came to me a logical
and irresistible reason for taking a trip. And so it was to be this
time. But meanwhile I continued working, teaching and study-
ing, waiting for the unknown catalyst.

I also decided it was time to make a change in my housing
arrangements. All these months I had been rooming with the
assistant city editor’s family which, in most regards, had been
quite satisfactory and, in one way, too good to be true. It turned
out that he had a most attractive daughter and often, when I
returned late from classes and the rest of the family was asleep,
I'd find her waiting up for me in the parlor. Not wanting to be
impolite, I'd sit a while .and chat, and as' we got friendlier the
talk slipped into some normal boy-girl fooling around. So far so
good. But the time came when this lissome lass turned all
dreamy-eyed and whispered that I brought out her mother in-
stinct, and I suddenly realized she was eminently marriageable.
I was not. Without ado, I moved out.
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My new quarters, a room in the Auditorium Hotel, one
side of which faced the Loop, were notable because they were
cheap. This because some of their less desirable rooms directly
above the Opera House had windows looking out on “the ele-
vated,” and did they rattle! The room shook every few minutes
when trains roared by. For additional thrills, you could leave
your shade up and be eyeball-to-eyeball with a passing parade
of Loop commuters.

But I still had trouble making ends meet. Dick Finnegan,
unwilling or unable to raise my salary again, would assign me to
cover a banquet nearly every Saturday night, thereby assuring
me of at least one square meal a week. As a painful bonus, I also
got some valuable insights into why most banquets are a bore.

There is, to begin with, a direct, almost infallible ratio
between a speaker’s oratorical ineptitude and the length of his
speech. President Hoover used to amuse himself at luncheons
and banquets by clocking the interval between the time a speaker
reached his conclusion and ought to have sat down and the mo-
ment when, having restated it four or five more times, he finally
did. I had no such reserves of equanimity in those early years;
I just suffered.

Another speaker’s sin is to read from a prepared script.
People who cannot remember what they want to say ought to
send letters to the audience, for rare indeed is the speaker who
can hold attention with his nose buried in a sheaf of paper.
The only man I ever knew who used a manuscript with real
effect was Theodore Roosevelt. He didn’t read it; he just crum-
pled it in his fist and waved it dramatically.

The most disastrous banquets were those ten-dollar-a-
plate political rallies—on which the price has now gone up to a
hundred or more. Self-serving pieties are the almost invariable
fare, and by midevening the most loyal party hacks are numb
with boredom. One I remember at the LaSalle Hotel was
reduced to shambles by a cavalcade of speeches even before the
main speaker, a United States senator, who shall here remain
nameless, got to his feet and finished us off. Reading from a
speech an inch thick, he droned away until those who remained
awake took to applauding hopefully every time he paused.
Finally they all mounted their chairs and waved their napkins.
Unfazed, he went on to the bitter end.

WorldRadioHistory




FOOLING AROUND | 89

Only the final speaker, our amiable oaf of a mayor, Big
Bill Thompson, made friends that memorable night. He at least
had the political instinct to know when an audience was glutted
with words. Leaving his prepared speech behind, he simply re-
peated his time-honored threat to commit mayhem on the King
of England and bade us good-night. I was so grateful that if
there had been an election the next day I might have voted for
him.

So, though I paid the price, I learned some things about
public speaking that not even my father could have taught me.
Mostly they were glaring examples of what not to do; but from
an occasional outstanding speaker I also learned how many drops
of humor it takes to successfully administer a dose of more serious
matter, how to get the audience on your side with a provocative
or witty opening, how to keep them there and, finally, how to
leave them happy by adroitly putting your message adrift on a
sea of humor. Besides, I gained twenty pounds.

That winter I had a visit from Paul Chamberlin, my play-
boy friend from Denver University. He was in a wheelchair. It
seems that back in September, while celebrating, he had walked
out of a party and into an open elevator shaft. The result was a
near-record collection of broken bones and internal injuries that
put him flat on his back for months. Now he was on his way to
convalesce with an uncle in the sunnier climes of New Orleans.
I was to help him transfer from one station to another in Chicago.

But he had been trapped so long in the chastening pres-
ence of his family and seemed so grateful to see an old pal that
I invited him to stay overnight with me. I hope the visit cheered
him, but the fact is that it had its greatest effect on me; Paul
Chamberlin turned out to be the catalyst. Though neither of us
then recognized the portents, his unexpected appearance, the fact
that I had impulsively asked him to stay over, was to change my
life.

That night, to the accompanying thunder of the El, we
naturally fell to talking about the old days at D.U. And Paul,
whose thoughts seldom drifted far from wine, women and song,
was soon regaling me with accounts of his amatory exploits. But
suddenly—I think he was actually in mid-sentence—he said,
“Tommy, of all the girls we knew at D.U. which one did you
like best?”’
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“Fran Ryan,” I replied at once.

“Why?”

“Why? Who ever knows why? Because she’s pretty and
has a brain and—I don’t know, but of all the girls I've ever known,
she’s the one who’s stuck in my mind.”

“Did you ever tell her?”

“Well, no. We just saw each other at parties now and
then. I've never even been alone with her.”

“It’s not too late, you know.”

I suppose there was some more talk, but I was no longer
really paying attention. It was as though Paul’s words watered
a seed that had lain dormant in my consciousness and now, in an
hour’s time, it had bloomed and burgeoned and crowded every
other thought from my mind. I put Paul on the southbound
Wabash Cannonball the following morning, a Sunday, and spent
the afternoon and evening composing a letter to Fran Ryan, a
girl I barely knew and had suddenly decided I wanted to marry.
I didn’t tell her. I just said I wanted to come out to Denver
and have a “talk.” I hadn’t the money for such a trip but man-
aged it by persuading some railroad advertising managers to
send me on a longer one—via Denver, of course. Fran was already
a factor in my life. She was inspiring me to begin a new career;
she was starting me on my travels.

What I did was to get in touch with the heads of rail-
roads running west of Chicago. I reminded them that the
Panama-Pacific Exposition in San Francisco was about to open.
Citing my newspaper experience, I told them I was prepared to
go west now and write a series of articles about the scenic
wonders people should plan to see on the way or after visiting
the fair, a public service sure to boost passenger traffic. Would
they be interested in sponsoring me to the extent of rail passage?

They would indeed—building passenger service was im-
portant in those days! The Santa Fe agreed to see me to Los
Angeles and San Francisco, and the Milwaukee & St. Paul
wanted me to visit the Pacific Northwest, where they had just
put some electric locomotives into service; and they would get
me back to Chicago.

I arranged a leave with the Evening Journal, and as soon
as the Kent spring semester ended, I was off. And I suppose
the euphoric cloud I traveled on swept right into Fran’s living
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room with me. I probably wasn’t there fifteen minutes—she had
inquired about where I was staying, where I was bound, things
like that—when I suddenly came right out and asked her to
marry me.

There is no question but that she was surprised. In the
end, I could take heart from the fact that she wasn’t outraged,
but at the time her response sounded pretty final. “Why,
Tommy,” she said, “what do we know about each other? When
you were at D.U. you never even asked me out on a date.”

There was no arguing with that sort of cold logic. But
before I left, I did get her to say that she would give this out-
landish idea some further thought and that I could come and see
her again. And with that for encouragement—and the lure of
the entire Pacific Coast for solace—I set out for the Far West.

My railroad credentials opened all sorts of doors. In Los
Angeles, then as now as nondescript a collection of outskirts
ever to call itself a city, the president of the chamber of com-
merce invited me to a luncheon. He was touting an arid little
suburb called Hollywood which, he said, would someday be
the motion picture capital of the world. To further its cause, he
had invited the country’s best-known producer, Mack Sennett, to
speak at the luncheon.

It was a fiasco. Poor Sennett, who by this time was
directing the fortunes of stars like Mable Normand, Gloria
Swanson, and Fatty Arbuckle, was tongue-tied before a live
audience and stammered from inanity to non sequitur. He finally
extricated himself from this mutually mortifying predicament
by introducing an English music hall performer whom he had
recently signed to do some comedy shorts—Charlie Chaplin.

Going north, I stopped in San Francisco long enough to
ride the ferry out into the bay and make some notes about the
turmoil of activity on mud flats where the fairgrounds were just
taking shape. Then I went on to Seattle and met the man who
turned a fairly ordinary trip into an odyssey, thereby also taking
a hand in encouraging my future wanderings. He was George
W. Hibbard, general agent of the Milwaukee & St. Paul, and the
first thing he did was to organize a mountain-climbing ex-
pedition on my behalf. In company with Joe Ball, Hibbard’s
right-hand man, and the editor of the Tacoma Times, we did
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some climbing on Mount Rainier! One of the most impressive
peaks in the world, Rainier rises over fourteen thousand feet,
almost.from sea level, and is laced with glaciers.

Hardly had we returned from this jaunt when Joe Ball
hustled me into the cab of one of the Milwaukee’s new electric
locomotives for a trial trip “over the line,” Seattle to Spokane,
across the great range of the Cascades and the Columbia Basin,
and back. Next we were off on a tour of the Olympic Peninsula
by Stanley Steamer. When we reached the coast, Joe arranged
with a band of Quiliuit Indians to take us out on a sea lion hunt
in a dugout cance. It's a wonder I ever made it back. Those
Pacific rollers had our frail little craft standing on end, and,
whether it was my worst encounter with the great waters or
just that I've since become acclimated, I know I've never been
so seasick. The Indians kept apologizing because we hadn’t
sighted any sea lions, but as I was contemplating quietly slipping
over the side in quest of an end to my misery, sea lions hardly
mattered. As the observant reader may have guessed, our return
to the beach was the high point of the trip.

But back in Seattle, when Mr. Hibbard asked if I was
ready for more, I assured him that I was. “Good,” he said crisply,
“because I've fixed it for you to go to Alaska.”

Alaska!l My heart sang at the very word—and still does.
Aquiver with anticipation, I heard him say that he'd arranged
passage for me on a coastal steamer sailing the Inside Passage;
I was leaving the next day.

It was an unforgettable trip. Ships that follow the Inside
Passage thread through the wooded islands off the Canadian
coast—mountains, glaciers and sparkling fjords to the east, and
the vast Pacific, sensed even when unseen, to the west. We
stopped at each of the alluring fishing towns. of the Alaska pan-
handle—Ketchikan,. Petersburg, Wrangell, Sitka, the old Russian
capital, Juneau, the capital since 1900, and finally Skagway, once
the tumultuous jumping-off point for the fabulous Klondike
goldfields five hundred miles further north.

It was in Skagway, before I even debarked, that I was
first introduced to one of those justifiably famous Alaskan char-
acters. She sat in a carriage on the dock, a handsome, well-
corseted Amazon of a woman, red hair massed atop her head,
holding the reins of a team of horses and waiting to conduct her
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guests, including me, back to the Pullen House. I soon learned
that, except for its beams and clapboard, she was the Pullen
House—its originator, proprietor and leading light, though nearly
every celebrity who had ever visited southeast Alaska signed the
guest register. She was Harriet Smith Pullen, known from the
Aleutians to Dawson City as Ma, a Washington State widow
who had brought her four toddlers north in 1897 and made a
home for them in the midst of that milling horde of ruffians,
scoundrels, black sheep and lost sheep who swarmed to Alaska
in the year of the gold rush, dreaming of striking it rich.

She told me her story as we sat on the memento-filled
sun porch of the Pullen House one afternoon—Ma was no shrink-
ing violet!—and it seemed to me that only a frontier like Alaska
could have contained the likes of her. Peuniless, she started
out by baking apple pies for the hordes of cheechakos (new-
comers) bound for the Klondike over murderous White Pass.
There was an easier way for a woman to make money in a boom-
town with thousands of lonely men, but Harriet Pullen slept
alone—and kept a stout chair leg handy to her bed to be sure
she stayed alone.

Soon she had enough money to start running a pack train
to the summit of White Pass. As the gold seekers bought her
supplies at twenty-five dollars a load, grateful not to have had
to haul them on their backs up the steep switchback they called
the Heartbreak Trail, her capital mounted. But not everybody
loved her. She once came upon a wild-eyed sourdough furiously
beating a horse that had broken an ankle on the merciless trail.
“That animal is in misery,” she said. “It can’t go any farther.”

“Mind your own damn business,” was the reply.

She did. She fetched out the revolver she always carried
and shot the suffering horse through the head. When the half-
maddened man turned on her, she pointed the gun squarely
between his eyes and said, “You look in a misery of sorts, too.”
He quickly vanished up the trail.

Eventually she saved enough to buy a big white house
just off the street they called Broadway. She had a giant sign
painted—PuLLeN House—and for the next fifty years it was
Alaska’s most famous hotel. Robert Service and Jack London
stayed there, as did President Harding and Herbert Hoover. But
more important in a way were the thousands of ordinary men
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and women who passed through—and I was one—each of us
brushed with Alaska magic by the legend known as Ma Pullen.

They closed down the Pullen House after she died in
1947, age eighty-seven, because nobody could take her place. But
to this day there are people from one end of Alaska to the other
whose eyes light up when you mention her name, and who are
ready to pull up a chair and swap stories about those days when
Ma Pullen was Skagway’s most colorful and celebrated citizen.

The stampeders who struggled over White Pass from
Skagway, or over the Chilkoot from Dyea next door, must have
thought the worst of their journey was behind them. It’s true the
Klondike still lay five hundred miles dead north; but by follow-
ing the lakes and rivers into the mighty Yukon, they could sail
the whole distance. As soon as the ice went out in the spring, the
headwaters around Lake Bennett were miraculously filled with a
flotilla of disparate craft—huge barges crammed with oxen, one-
man rafts, canoes, kayaks and converted packing boxes. There
were, as Pierre Berton so aptly put it in Klondike Fever, boats
that looked like coffins and boats that were coffins. For before
this ungainly fleet ever reached the relative safety of the Yukon,
it had to run the rapids beyond where the river was pinched
tight between the sheer stone walls of Miles Canyon and ex-
ploded into a fury of foam and geysers at Whitehorse Rapids.
In a monument of understatement, a Seattle outfitter touting the
Klondike route advertised: “Of those who have gone to the
Whitehorse Rapids not more than half a dozen have lost their
lives.”

After a few days in Shagway, the lure of the trail of 98
took hold of me; all at once I decided to head north for the
fabled Klondike. The first part of the trip was easy enough, for
by 1899 some daring railroad engineers had laid a narrow gauge
track across the mountains all the way to Whitehorse. That ride
in the quaint cars of the White Pass & Yukon, still running today,
remains one of the most sensational ever contrived by man.
Chugging up over the St. Elias range, crossing from the U.S. into
Canada, it teeters on the edge of the roadbed, the wild Yukon
stretching beyond—and only a pair of slender rails between you
and disaster.

I suppose this ought to have been sufficient in the way
of thrills. But when I reached Whitehorse I got the notion that it
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would be fun to shoot Miles Canyon and the rapids, just the way
they did it in "98, and I went around asking if there was anyone
in town willing to pilot me. I was directed to a saloonkeeper, an
old-timer named Ed Bennett, who had made his stake by running
the stampeders from the headwaters of navigation to the Yukon.
Bennett seemed doubtful—he hadn’t done it in more than fifteen
years, and it was no picnic then. But when the requisite amount
of money changed hands, and with the barflies needling him on,
he finally agreed.

The following morning, with Bennett at the tiller, I
stepped into a twelve-foot skiff at Lake Tagish and we cast off.
We sailed smoothly into the river, moving toward a distant, in-
sinuating murmur. Then the river turned and, suddenly, unbe-
lievably, the rolling drone of sound burst into thunder and there
it was before us, the steep black gorge of Miles Canyon, the
water sweeping through at racehorse speed, surging out into the
rock-studded rapids and filling the sky with frenzied cataracts of
spume and spray.

We slammed through the canyon in seconds and were
abruptly flung forward onto the swirl of Squaw Rapids. Soaked,
clutching the gunwales, I was too involved trying to keep from
being pitched out to be frightened. Then there was a moment’s
comparative calm before we went crashing into the Whitehorse
Rapids, the water churning demoniacally with whirlpools and
exploding against great menacing boulders. In a kaleidoscopic
flash I saw the riverbank lined with spectators, and dazzling
rainbows in the flying foam; and as we sped by dripping black
rocks, any one of which would have smashed our craft to kindling,
I gave silent thanks that there was a skilled hand on the tiller.

And wanting to show my appreciation and confidence in
the tough old man, I managed a smile and turned to show it to
him. Ed Bennett sat ashen-faced, his shaking hand slack on the
tiller as we plunged, unchecked, uncontrolled, through the tor-
rent. A moment later it was over; we were cast into a friendly
eddy of water and the thunder began to recede. I had shot the
Whitehorse Rapids—by sheer good luck, the skill of a veteran of
the Trail of ’98 days, and the grace of God!

And so I went on to Dawson, the city of gold, heart and
soul—and breadbasket and cashbox—of the Klondike gold rush.
Until the year 1896, it was a muskeg swamp on the east bank of
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the Yukon River, a mile or so from the mouth of the Klondike.
Then in August, a prospector named Robert Henderson, washing
gravel on a creek not far away, found that he had about eight
cents’ worth of gold left in his pan, a good prospect. He told a
squaw man, George Washington Carmack, about it and the
squaw man—as they called the white men who married Indian
women—prospecting on another creek nearby, panned four dol-
lars’ worth of gold out of each wash, the richest yield taken in
the Yukon to that moment.

The gold rush was on. It made the squaw man and some
others rich; it broke Henderson’s heart—Carmack never bothered
to tell him of the fabulous discovery—and the hearts of thousands
more. Before it was over, a hundred thousand men started for
Dawson, and half actually made it. Overnight the mud flat
boomed into the glittering metropolis of the North, where the
sounds of revelry rang from dark to dawn; where ten miles away,
in the Klondike’s storied creeks—Bonanza, Eldorado, Hunker,
Last Chance—fifty million dollars in gold was sluiced from the
frozen ground in five years; and where ten thousand people all
but starved to death in one bitter winter; where miners, mer-
chants and the inevitable dance-hall girls fled spring floods and
suffered recurrent plagues of scurvy and typhoid fever.

The big boom ended almost as suddenly as it had begun.
Out from Alaska in 1899 came word that they’d found gold on
the beaches at Nome, and a new stampede was on. Then the big
mining companies moved in to consolidate whole blocks of
claims; huge dredges took the place of the picks and shovels and
homemade sluice boxes. And eventually even they lay still, rot-
ting by the creeks. Now Dawson is a ghost town of perhaps five
hundred stubborn souls, and the wind blows down empty streets
and rattles the loose boards on long-deserted saloons and out-
fitters’ shops, and some tourists come every summer to take pic-
tures of the wreckage of the gold rush and to ask where Robert
Service’s cabin is.

There was some life in the place yet when I landed there
that summer of 1914, and the smell of gold still hung over it. I
walked up the hill to the little log cabin, a pair of moose antlers
fixed over the door, where Service had lived. Only a few years
before, he had sat here writing poems about the great stampede,
a shy Scottish bank clerk who hadn’t even arrived until it was
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all over. The poems made him rich and, in ironic contrast to the
men who inspired them, he kept his money. But nobody, not
sourdough nor cheechako, ever begrudged it to him because,
better than anyone before or since, Robert Service caught the
spirit and flavor of the gold rush and set it down forever.

This is the Law of the Yukon, that only
the strong shall thrive;

That surely the weak shall perish, and
only the fit survive.

Dissolute, damned and despairful, crippled
and palsied and slain,

This is the Will of the Yukon—Lo, how
she makes it plain!

In Dawson, I stayed at the home of Joe Boyle, a hulking
former prizefighter who had come north in 98 and taken a job
as a saloon bouncer. But Joe Boyle had an idea. He talked the
Canadian government into granting him dredging rights in the
Klondike valley, then started building the biggest gold dredges
in the world. Nobody thought they would work, but they did,
three stories of floating bucket runs and sluices, digging their
own ponds as they went, each one washing out more gravel in
an hour than a hundred men could do in a week. Naturally Joe
became rich. When I was there he owned the power plant and
telephone company, the laundry, sawmill and coal mine.

It was also while I was in Dawson that some momentous
news came down the river: war had broken out in Europe, a
world war involving Germany, Russia, France and England.
Naturally, Canada immediately announced its intention to fight
alongside the British. We talked about it at dinner that night;
Joe said if the Canadians told him he was too old to serve, he
would muster a unit from the Yukon Territory. And he did—and
paid for every cent it cost to outfit those two hundred men and
ship them overseas, known as Boyle’s Rifles.

Joe Boyle had his ups and downs after that. One of his
dredges sank and he went off to Europe to raise money to replace
it. But he got sidetracked by a British railroad mission to Russia
and somehow became a confidant of queens and princes, par-
ticularly the glamorous Queen Marie of Rumania. Meanwhile
his company went bankrupt. But Joe was now spending so much
time in the private company of the beautiful Marie, whose love
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life had already gained her worldwide notoriety, that he became
known as the Uncrowned King of Rumania. He never went back
to the Klondike—they say Queen Marie was somewhat demand-
ing—and finally Joe died in 1923 of a heart attack. What a way
to go.

I returned from Alaska determined to go back—and that’s
all T knew for certain about my future. I had little enthusiasm
for my law classes that second year, and though my job at the
Evening Journal provided lots of excitement, I had a restless
feeling again, a sense of something waiting for me just beyond
the range of my imagination. I continued writing long letters to
Fran—with only tepid encouragement—and sent off an applica-
tion for admission to the new graduate college at Princeton,
without much hope of being accepted.

Early in 1915, I got a chance to cover another big story—
and this one almost ended my career in journalism for all time.
That spring, every paper in the country was headlining the
elopement of a Chicago heiress, Helen Morton, with Roger
Bailey, her father’s jockey. You can see the possibilities, a juicy
scandal with everything from pathos to comedy—her father’s
jockey? The fact that the nubile Helen’s father and his brother
Joy were matter-of-factly referred to as the Salt Kings of Amer-
ica, and that her uncle, Colonel Fabian, could be tabbed the
Woolen King, only piqued the natural appetite for every minute
detail of this human drama.

Alas! Helen and her horseman were caught in Kentucky
—it was around Derby time—and the poor girl brought back in
disgrace, and thereafter an iron curtain clamped down on her
uncle’s Fox River estate. It was suddenly surrounded by a bat-
talion of guards armed with pitchforks, and not a morsel of news
trickled out to the hordes of waiting newsmen, of whom I was
one; consequently there was no word, either of solace or spite,
that we could pass on to the panting public. Day after day we
sat around Wheaton, the nearest town, playing cards or shooting
craps and waiting for lightning to strike.

When it finally struck, Webb Miller of Hearst’s Evening
American and I were the ones bathed in its light of divine in-
spiration. Our stories were spread over page one of both our
papers. We told how we had walked some miles up the Fox

WorldRadioHistory




FOOLING AROUND | 99

River by a circuitous route, found a flat-bottom scow and, hiding
in the bottom, drifted downstream. Undetected, we managed to
sneak ashore at the Fabian estate and, since such enterprise could
not go unrewarded, we found the pensive Helen in a hammock,
happy, at last, to be able to unburden her heavy heart. We were
able to tell the world how she felt (melancholy) and what she
thought about jockeys in general (not much) and hers in par-
ticular (she missed him). Anyway, she said, she believed in
romance.

The story was a sensation, as well it should have been.
During one of those waiting days, Webb, who didn’t enjoy shoot-
ing craps any more than I did, had started us speculating on the
“what ifs” that led to our farfetched yarn. We had simply in-
vented the whole thing.

We might have gotten away with it, at that, if our papers
hadn’t insisted on photographs. The Mortons and Colonel Fabian
were making no statements, acknowledging or denying nothing.
But the morning after our big newsbreak, there was a fresh clutch
of press people at the Wheaton railroad station, including the
Journal's faithful Japanese photographer, Saito, hoping for a
glimpse of anybody named Morton or Fabian. And as luck would
have it, the kings—both salt and wool—showed up.

Little Saito scurried forward for a close-up, and the next
thing I realized, one of the Mortons had him by the throat and
his camera was flying through the air, to come crashing down
on the brick platform. As no one else seemed about to intervene,
and as poor Saito was, after all, my cameraman, I suddenly found
myself flying across the station and, with the rage of the righ-
teous, I began flinging Morton salt kings hither and yon. At least
that’s how Ben Hecht, who by then was with the Chicago Daily
News, reported it. I only knew that when Saito and I got back
to the Journal, my watch was smashed and I could otherwise tell
that I'd been in a losing fight.

An hour later I was called to the office of John Eastman,
owner of the paper. The Morton lawyers had already given him
their version of the encounter; now he wanted mine. When I
finished, he rather sourly said, “My boy, if we lose this case, we'll
have to give them the Journal and owe them the rest.”

Well, luckily we didn’t lose it, or at least we won round
one. In the Wheaton justice of the peace court, a few days later,

WorldRadioHistory




100 | GOOD EVENING EVERYBODY

Saito, Miller and I confronted the Mortons—and some of Chi-
cago’s most formidable legal talent—and won an assault and
battery judgment against them for five dollars plus costs. I sup-
pose you could call it an early test of the freedom of the press,
and Webb Miller and I, two vindicated, ink-stained wretches,
celebrated our victory. Webb went off to Europe to become a
top foreign correspondent and eventually head of the United
Press London bureau, and I went back to Alaska. But both of us,
for years afterward, heard the rumblings of the Mortons’ multi-
million-dollar libel suits which, I believe, eventually outlived
both our newspapers and all the Mortons.

For my second trip to Alaska, I bought an Ernemann
camera. Like all the motion picture equipment of the day, it was
cumbersome and barely portable; certainly it left me at a distinct
disadvantage should I encounter an angry bear in the bush. But
already I had a glimmer of an idea that if I made some really
interesting film—I don’t mean the ordinary run of sunsets and
mountain panoramas and more sunsets that cluttered the travel
pictures of the time—I might be able to induce people to pay
money to see them. Once again I made some beneficial travel
arrangements with the railroads and the Alaska Steamship Com-
pany and, early that summer, I was on my way.

This time I was bound for Fairbanks and Nome. The
voyage was enlivened by the presence on board of twelve Vassar
girls who, shepherded by their geology professor, were headed
into the great North to study its natural wonders. Among them
was a captivating blonde from Tarrytown, New York, with the
unlikely name of Al Mcllravey to whom, I'm afraid, I paid con-
siderable attention. In feeble defense, I can only say that she
never told me she was already engaged.

Having no fixed itinerary, I arranged one at the start that
coincided with the route of the Vassar class, which never did
seem to get down to the serious study of geology. From Skagway
we crossed the range, and by a river sternwheeler down the
mighty Yukon we went to Dawson and on to the mouth of the
Tanana, and thence to Fairbanks, then and now the metropolis
of interior Alaska. It was a magnificent trip, through a vast,
barely touched wilderness, with daily performances by bears,
moose and caribou for our amusement.
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One morning, chugging along, we were hailed from the
shore by a bedraggled young man, and in true Alaskan tradition
the captain pulled over to pick him up. And so I came to know
still another of those hardly believable north country characters.
His name was Jack McCord and, with his ragged beard and torn
clothing, he looked that day as though he had been battling the
bush for a month and finished up in a hand-to-hand go with a
grizzly. But no, he had only been doing some prospecting far up
the Koyukuk, a river that crossed the Arctic Circle. I suspect he
had a fat pouch of gold dust on him, for Sourdough Jack and I
became good friends and I soon learned that he seldom failed at
anything.

Raised in the Dakotas, he had taught school in western
Canada, then heard the cry of gold from Alaska and traveled
on. He had had a hand in the construction of the Copper River
railroad over the mountains to Cordova on the coast, an epic
feat immortalized by Rex Beach in his novel The Iron Trail. Not
unexpectedly, one of the principal characters was based on Jack
McCord.

He never smoked or drank and was one of the most
powerful men I ever met. His favorite trick was to pick up a
dance-hall girl, sit her in the palm of one hand and muscle her
straight up over his head. But Jack’s real gift was promoting
outlandish schemes. He became one of Alaska’s most energetic
lobbyists, heading “outside” each year to talk up the oppor-
tunities and wonders of the Big Land. One of the most spec-
tacular was his own. Irritated by Alaska’s eternal dependence
on food shipped north from Seattle—at exorbitant rates—he
bought an island off the Aleutian chain and stocked it with
beef cattle.

He was full of surprises. In the 1940s, already well along
in years, he went to England, where he met Grace Doering, a
lady lawyer from Cleveland—a vice-president of the American
Bar Association—and married her at Westminster. Not until
statehood came was there such a hullabaloo in Alaska as the day
Life magazine appeared with a picture of their own Sourdough
Jack striding from the church, a new bride on his arm, and
wearing spats, striped pants, tailcoat and a silk topper. Jack
lived on until his mid-eighties and was in San Francisco when
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his final illness caught up with him. Somebody sent for an
ambulance; when it came Jack insisted on riding up front with
the driver.

In Fairbanks, I was detached from the enchanting Miss
Mcllravey and the Vassar girls by a persistent young man named
Bobby Sheldon. Bobby had a Model T Ford and was convinced
he could drive it across the Valdez Trail, the dogsled route over
which supplies for the interior went north each winter. The fact
is that he had already done it—once—banging and battling his
way over the Alaska Range to the coast. But Bobby had the
idea that if he could do it again, if he could prove that the first
trip was no fluke, he’d be entitled to call the Valdez Trail a
road. Then, of course, if there was a road between Valdez and
Fairbanks, why, they’d have to give the mail contract to the
only man in town who owned an automobile—Bobby Sheldon!

As he was not about to venture forth alone in the Model
T, he pressed two improbable passengers into service: the Epis-
copal bishop of Alaska, the Right Reverend P. T. Rowe, and
me. Only after we'd started out did Bobby generously announce
that he was charging us only a hundred dollars for the trip. Years
afterward Bobby became a member of the state legislature and
his favorite after-dinner story, if I was in the audience, was an
account of that epic journey. “I should have paid them,” he’d say,
wheezing with laughter, “because they pushed me a lot of the
way.

Walking wouldn’t have been so bad; the fact is we pushed
his mulish Model T much of the way. But the trip had its reward-
ing moments, thanks mainly to the inimitable Bishop Rowe,
already an Alaskan legend. He knew everybody, had visited the
remotest native villages by dogsled and was the embodiment of
human kindness and generosity. At every roadhouse where we
stopped along the way, he made straight for the bar to have a
talk with the prospectors and trappers in from the creeks. I
listened eagerly, for never had I heard such wildly colorful tales,
some of which may even have been true. One, told with heavily
accented fervor by an old Scandinavian woodsman they called
Whisky Nels, still ranks as my favorite bear story—which is say-
ing something, as every Alaskan appears to have one.

It seems that Nels was out panning for gold one day and
somehow let a grizzly get between him and his rifle. He started
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to run, but the grizzly was gaining. His only hope was a tree just
ahead, its lowest branch twenty feet above the ground. “By the
time I reached it,” he said, panting as though the grizzly were
after him again, each of us leaning close to catch every word,
“well, cheez, I could smell bear’s breath. Boy, did I yump for
that branch!”

“Did you catch it?” I asked.

“Not going up,” said Whisky Nels coolly, “coming down.”

To celebrate our return to Fairbanks—and because he
seemed to feel there were gaps in my larger education—Bobby
invited me to join him on a visit to the Fairbanks Stockade, the
red-light district. The evening was not an unqualified success.
The girl Bobby had chosen for me—apparently he knew them all
—was appealing enough, and her appeals were all too evident in
the filmy thing she wore as she sat in my lap. But I fell into my
old habit of behaving toward her as I would to any other lady,
and I suppose she didn’t know what to make of that. Pretty soon
she was weeping and telling me the story of her life, and pretty
soon I headed for the hotel. The next I heard of Bobby Sheldon
he had gotten that mail contract after all.

From Fairbanks I went on down the Yukon to St. Michael
and Nome, boarding the last steamer to sail south before ice
closed it down for the year. Also aboard—as I knew they would
be—were Al Mcllravey and the other geology initiates from
Vassar. By the second evening out, Al and I had rekindled our
friendship and were up on the hurricane deck watching whales
cavorting and the red sun disappear in the sea. Suddenly, with
miserable timing, a United States marshal appeared to clap a
pair of handcuffs on my wrists and order me below “to hear the
charges against you.” Stunned, I followed him down to the main
salon.

And there the evening’s entertainment had already been
laid out—a breach-of-promise trial, with me as the culprit and
a young male passenger named Wallack, son of the owner of the
Deshler Hotel in Columbus, Ohio, painted up to look like some
tenderloin floozy, preferring the charges; this, “she” quavered,
pointing to her slinky outfit, was the sinful life I had driven her
to. The jury consisted of eleven of the Vassar girls, the twelfth,
Al Mcllravey, of course, being cast as the “other woman.” Well,
there was some lurid testimony, we all had a lot of laughs and
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I was sentenced to buy every female passenger aboard a box of
candy at the first port of call. One who testified against me was
a relative of a former President of the United States, bewhiskered
Colonel Webb Hayes—son of Rutherford B. Hayes.

What wasn’t such fun was that the fake trial had attracted
the geology professor’s notice to what he suddenly conceived as
a genuine romance between Al and me. Knowing that his lovely
blond student was already engaged, aware of his responsibility,
he fretted all the way to Cordova. There, as soon as we tied up,
he sent a cable to Al’s parents in Tarrytown apprising them of this
unhappy development and urging them to do something about it
at once. Which is too bad, because he put them to a lot of un-
necessary worry and expense. When our steamer reached Seattle,
not only were Al's parents waiting nervously on the dock, but so
was her roiled fiancé!

I was the only one who wasn’t there. In Cordova, someone
had told me that the final salmon run of the season, a thrilling
spectacle, was about to begin, and on the spur of the moment, I
decided to stay behind and film it. With shouted good-byes to my
friends aboard, I grabbed my bag and the big Ernemann camera
and ran ashore. Smartest spur-of-the-moment decision I ever
made!

Before I left Cordova, I wrote to Fran and said I would
stop off to visit her as I headed east. But on the way, I made a
side trip to see the Grand Canyon and came close to adding my
bones to the fabulous fossil collection embedded in the five-hun-
dred-million-year-old rock.

The Grand Canyon is America’s—indeed the world’s—most
astounding natural wonder. Vast seas once swept over this land,
and the earth buckled and the mountains rose. Perhaps twelve
million years ago what we now call the Colorado River began
cutting out the mile-deep gorge of the Grand Canyon, laying bare
nature’s story in layer after layer of geologic history, exposing
sharks’ teeth from the Devonian period, when the land lay under
water, and revealing the remains of life-forms long extinct. No-
where else on earth is the autobiography of our planet so vividly
laid out.

The canyon was discovered and promptly forgotten in 1540
by the conquistadores of the Spanish explorer Francisco Coro-
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nado, who were vainly searching for the fabled Seven Cities of
Cibola. It finally caught the world’s imagination when John
Wesley Powell, a daring naturalist, ran the Colorado River
through its immense canyon in 1869.

And here I was in the late summer of 1915, eager to see
it all. I seemed to have made a good start when, on my first
evening there, I met a cowboy from a ranch in the Kaibab Forest
on the Utah side of the canyon; he offered to take me across the
next day.

“How do we get over the river?” I asked.

“Easy,” he said.

That seemed reasonable enough and I didn’t press him
further. He told me his name was Carl and we shook hands,
agreeing to meet at the rim in the morning.

I was full of anticipation as we started into the rocky
gorge, its walls that marvelous violet color of early morning and
sunset, and the Colorado a white-flecked thread of blue slate.
Near the bottom, when the river’s roar was already loud in our
ears, Carl showed me where a rusty cable, embedded in the rock,
ran all the way across the great chasm to some invisible anchor
on the far side. The early Mormons had strung it, he told me, and,
in a cage suspended below, transferred themselves, their animals
and their belongings from Arizona to Utah.

Then Carl said, “That’s how we’re going across.” It was
obvious he wasn’t kidding, and yet I couldn’t believe it. I mean,
that inch-thick cable was so old and rusty that broken strands
popped out of it like barbed wire.

From his pack, Carl took two pairs of heavy work gloves.
In place of the Mormons’ cage, now rotting against the canyon
wall, he produced two lengths of half-inch wire, threw them over
the cable and hooked their separate ends under a couple of narrow
boards. Then he installed himself on one, tested its balance and,
almost as an afterthought, turned back to me and said, “There’s
nothing to it. Just grab the cable and pull yourself across, hand
over hand.” And following him, watching the crashing torrent as
we sagged to within thirty feet or so of one of the wildest rivers
in the world, then pulling ourselves higher and higher, I crossed
the Grand Canyon.

From the Utah side we climbed up Bright Angel Canyon to
the Kaibab Forest. On the rim we spent the night in a ranch
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camp. But there was much to see the following day, and it was
late afternoon before I started back, alone this time, over the old
Mormon cable.

Night comes rapidly in the desert. After I reached the
Arizona side and began the long ascent to the top, darkness over-
took me and I knew I'd have to pass the night somewhere on that
sloping canyon wall. All too conscious of the rattlers and Gila
monsters said to infest the region, I built a fire, starting it with
some unexposed film from my pack, and huddled there, shivering
with cold and hunger until, finally, I grew too tired to care about
anything but sleep. I stretched out on the stony ground and
cradled my head in my arm.

The next thing I knew it was morning and a search party
was clattering down to my improvised camp—I'd been due back
the previous afternoon! I apologized and gratefully accepted the
food and water they offered. Before long, to our mutual relief, I
was back on my way to Denver.

Arriving there a day or so behind schedule, I found Fran
concerned enough to make me hopeful that I was making prog-
ress. She seemed intrigued by all I had to tell her about Alaska,
and when I promised to take her there on a honeymoon her eyes
seemed to light. Incidentally, it took me forty years to make good
on my promise. A couple of world wars got in the way. Anyway,
Fran still had a year to finish at D.U. and, as she put it, she wasn’t
marrying anyone until then.

Encouraged, I returned to Chicago to find a letter from
Princeton that had been gathering dust all summer. I had not
only been accepted at the graduate college, but also been awarded
a scholarship. I suspected my lawyer friend Silas Strawn of having
something to do with this, for I had given him as a reference. In
any event, there was no time to lose, and I quickly closed out
all my affairs in Chicago and headed east.

Princeton was considerably different from any of the
schools I'd ever attended. The aura of its prestige, silent and un-
seen, was everywhere felt on that lovely campus, like an invisible
shield of excellence. Woodrow Wilson, who had been the univer-
sity president until 1910, was elected governor of New Jersey and
had gone on to the White House. The new graduate college, a
mile or so from the main campus, seemed in splendid isolation,
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as required for the most elevated intellectual pursuits. And all of
us, even when dining, wore black scholastic gowns.

Classes were small. In one, constitutional law, there was
only myself and one other student. The other man’s name—Dulles.
He was tweedy, pipe-smoking Allen Dulles, who came from a dis-
tinguished family and, with his brother, John Foster, would add
to its luster. As far as I was concerned, Allen already was someone
special. For one thing, he had come to Princeton from a year on
the faculty of the University of Allahabad in India. For another,
he was definitely the number one man in our class of two—I never
could warm up to constitutional law. And finally, and to me most
important, he had, at the age of eight, written a book on the Boer
War which his proud grandfather had had published; it sold
several thousand copies, whose royalties the young author con-
tributed to the Boer relief fund.

While Foster Dulles was working his way through the
diplomatic ranks, eventually to become Secretary of State, Allen
went early into foreign intelligence and wound up as the first
head of our Central Intelligence Agency. Just a year or so after
leaving Princeton, when the U.S. entered World War I, he was
off on a spectacular series of cloak-and-dagger assignments in
Europe. But he never lost his sense of humor, and later we would
often sit around after dinner at my home while he told stories of
being caught with his cloak open and his dagger down. Once,
based in Switzerland in 1917, a friend arranged a contact for him
with a “wild Russian” who lived across the lake and went about
condemning the war as the last spasm of capitalism, and calling
on the workers to mount a worldwide revolution. But Dulles had
his mind on other matters, which in a way was a shame. For soon
the “contact” was speeding across Germany in a sealed car, to
turn up in Petrograd, where he led the overthrow of the moderate
Kerensky regime and established the communist dictatorship of
Soviet Russia. His name was Vladimir Ilyich Lenin.

When I had been at Princeton only two or three weeks,
the president of the university, John Grier Hibben, called me to
his office. Would I, he asked forthrightly, be willing to take over
their speech department? I suppose I gulped. I know I didn’t
reply at once, for President Hibben went on speaking.

There was, he said, a professor in charge, who was elderly
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and becoming senile. He would retire soon. Meanwhile, the de-
partment needed an infusion of vitality, new ideas. My academic
background and Kent experience had impressed Dr. Hibben, who
said if I were willing to consider a career in education he was
prepared to offer me the department on a permanent basis.

I thanked him, but told him I wasn't yet settled on a career,
but if he wanted to entrust the speech department to me for a
couple of years, I'd give it my best.

And so we shook hands on it and I was off again on another
of those frenetic programs—classes and work during the week,
with still a third job on weekends. For I had been bombarding
nearby colleges, clubs and lecture committees with a brochure
telling about an illustrated talk on Alaska—and bookings were
coming in. I was busy every Friday and Saturday night and soon
realized how, by showing my films and talking about the wonders
of Alaska, I was earning more in two days than the average college
teacher made in a week. Furthermore, I enjoyed it.

Things got so hectic I had to hire a secretary, Jim Smith—
a freshman son of a Denver policeman. An Alaskan gold miner
who heard my talk was enthusiastic enough to offer to back me
in a try for the big time and for this rented Carnegie Hall, then
the largest and best-known auditorium in New York. Unfortu-
nately, it required a lot more advertising and promotion than
either of us realized to fill Carnegie Hall for a single night, and
I'm afraid my Alaskan angel took a bath. I never heard from him
again. All that winter and spring I put on my show for smaller
audiences and more modest fees, gaining invaluable experience.

When summer arrived, I invited my mother and sister,
Pherbia, to come east. Dad, a devoted Anglophile, had volun-
teered his services soon after the war broke out and was now on
the surgical staff of the London General Hospital. So for this year
I took an apartment on Nassau Street, where the three of us lived
through the rest of our stay at Princeton.

Mother brought happy news. Fran had ridden the train up
to Victor to visit her, and they had taken to each other from the
first. Was there a wedding in the offing? Mother inquired. “Ask
the lady,” I answered. But the fact is that I had been asking her
myself. She had won her precious degree by then and, in Sep-
tember, set off to teach all six grades in a one-room schoolhouse
at a place called Jackass Ranch near Castle Rock, south of Denver.
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Would she marry me in June, when school was out? I wrote. Yes,
she replied. I must have been an optimist—then as now—for I wa
broke. ‘

Shortly after the first of the year, I received an unusual
speaking invitation. It came from Washington—from the office of
Franklin K. Lane, Secretary of the Interior. Lane, a onetime news-
paper publisher from the Pacific Northwest, was an ardent booster
of America’s wonders of the West. Now, with Europe at war and
closed to tourism, he decided the time was right to launch a
coast-to-coast campaign promoting our national parks and scenic
splendors. His slogan: “See America First!”

How did I become involved? The trail for this led back
to the man who had sponsored my first trip to Alaska, George
Hibbard of the Milwaukee & St. Paul. To kick off his campaign,
Secretary Lane had called together a conference of western
governors, congressmen, naturalists and national parks superin-
tendents to meet at the Smithsonian Institution in Washington.
Seeking somebody to represent Alaska, he turned for advice to
his longtime friend, railroader Hibbard. Back came a wire:
“Suggest you invite Professor Lowell Thomas from Princeton.”

For so short a message there were several exaggerations:
I was not a full professor; and though I could certainly speak
about Alaska, there had to be others who knew it better. No
matter—George Hibbard’s crisp wire was the pivot on which my
life next turned, and this time I was set on a course from which
there was to be no turning back.

The first thing I did was to head for New York in search
of a public-speaking coach, someone who might help me shorten
my talk. My guess was that I might be introduced at the end of a
long roster of speakers—each extolling the glories of his home
region, and in such a situation brevity, wit and eloquence could
be golden assets. The man I found had a studio in Carnegie Hall,
which was appropriate, as his name was Dale Carnegey. In later
years he would change it to conform to the better-known spelling
of the concert hall and the Pittsburgh steel tycoon, and would go
on to win fame and fortune with his book, How to Win Friends
and Influence People. But first he did several stints working with
me, starting on that January day in 1917 when his coaching
helped me reshape my talk for Washington. Dale and I re-
mained close friends until he died.
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When I reached the hall at the Smithsonian, Secretary
Lane was up front, presiding. During a lull, when I placed my
card on his table, I could tell from his expression that he thought
I was a page announcing the professor’s arrival. My age then—
twenty-four.

“Um—I'm Lowell Thomas,” I said.

He looked again—hard. “I see,” he finally acknowledged.
“Well, as I understand it, you're to show some films, and as we
don’t want to darken the auditorium in midsession, we've
scheduled you to speak last.”

It was a long, all-day session. It wasn't that I was afraid
to compete against the eminent gentlemen who preceded me;
my big worry was that the soporific effect of all those accumulated
superlatives they showered on us would put the audience to
sleep.

Finally my moment came. “Mr. Secretary,” I began, “dis-
tinguished guests: I think I can tell you something about Alaska,
but I confess I feel a bit out of place in this illustrious company.
You see, I grew up in a mining camp, where I got my start in
an ore house.”

There was a moment’s lull before they got it, then came
the laughter. Showing only my choice pictures, drawing on only
the high spots from a talk I already had given more than a
hundred times, I made my thirty minutes count. And when I was
finished, I had them standing up to applaud. Instead of a dragged-
out afterthought to the conference, my part had been a sort of
climax, and, afterward, governors and senators came up to shake
my hand.

It was a heady moment for a young fellow whose usual
audiences were clubs and modest groups in Scranton, Altoona,
Trenton and so on. There was Secretary Lane asking me if I would
take over and run his See America First campaign.

“But I have classes until June.”

“Starting in June, then.”

I floated back to Princeton on an ecstatic cloud. Fran and
I could be married; we would travel endlessly, promoting Amer-
ical What could be better! What other prospect could be so full
of shining excitement?

Then, on my twenty-fifth birthday, April 6, the United
States declared war on Germany. No longer was there reason for
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Uncle Sam to encourage Americans to go anywhere except to
work or war. Soon came another summons to Washington, again
from Secretary Franklin K. Lane.

“Our See America First campaign is out for the duration,”
he said. “This is no time to tell about the quiet charms of Nature.
How about going to Europe for us? Our people are not ready for
this war.” How right he was! For Wilson had been reelected with
the promise that he would not take us into the war. “So,” added
Secretary Lane, “why not take your cameraman, quickly get what
you can, and return to help with the war effort here at home.”

This was how I became involved in World War I. This was
what led to my experiences with all of the Allied armies from the
North Sea to Arabia.
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V. With Allenby in Palestine

Today I entered Jerusalem.
—GENERAL S1r Epmunp H. H. ALLENBY

There was a complication. Secretary Lane pointed out that
while Congress was busily appropriating all sorts of money to
fight the war, they might be slow in allocating funds to tell about
it. Did I think I could raise enough privately to finance such a
mission?

I said I believed I could, for I was remembering Silas
Strawn and what the meat packers had said about our Carlton
Hudson exposé: “If there is ever any way in which we can be
helptul . . .”

So to Chicago I went. As I sat in the Strawn oak and leather
office, I couldn’t help but wonder why anyone should hand over
to me a rather sizable sum of money. Because, some nervy part
of me replied, it isn’t for me; it’s for our country; there’s a war
and we are in it. And so I laid out Secretary Lane’s proposal and
my enthusiasm for it as forcefully as I could.

When Silas Strawn asked a question or two, I told him
I had come to him for advice because Secretary Lane didn’t think
Congress would act quickly enough on such a minor matter.

“How much will it cost?”

“Seventy-five thousand.”

Although he didn’t pull out his checkbook or reach for the
telephone, after a long moment’s contemplation he said, “I'll put
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myselt down for three thousand and I'll give you a list of others
to see. If you're still short, come back here.”

I was a young man in a hurry then—Fran and I had hoped
to be married in June, and here it was almost July and I was
broke; and with every transport that sailed off to the war without
us, I saw a dozen important stories slipping away forever. But,
intentionally or otherwise, this eminent lawyer was doing me
quite a favor. With his name as the passkey, I got into the execu-
tive offices and boardrooms of Chicago’s most potent business
firms, and the men I came to know there, as one of them noted
when he saw my list, probably represented more wealth than all
the directors of the House of Morgan.

Not one turned me down. Arthur Meeker, of Armour &
Company, was being shaved in his private office when I was
shown in. He listened a few minutes, then, through the lather,
said, “Would ten thousand be: helpful? We owe you at least
that, young man.” E. P. Ripley, the patriarchal head of the Santa
Fe Railroad, sat as expressionless as a monument while I made
my pitch, and as soon as I'd finished he said, “I'll match the top
amount on your list.” And so it went with the heads of Swift,
Wilson, International Harvester, Weyerhaeuser, Quaker Oats and
so on. In two weeks I had a hundred thousand dollars contributed
by eighteen different millionaires; I was amazed at how easy it
had been. ‘

The first thing I did was to go looking for the best camera-
man around. I found him in soft-spoken veteran Harry Chase.
Unhappily for me, he was already committed to the widow of
travel-lecturer Frank Robison, and to get Chase I had to buy the
entire Robison collection of stills and slides. There were thousands
of them, and I never used one, but they would have been worth
the price, no matter what it was. Inconspicuous Harry Chase
turned out to be not only a crack cameraman but a mechanical
marvel who could fix anything from a lady’s watch to a half-ton
movie projector, and he stayed with me for the next ten years.

While Harry was out rounding up equipment, I hurried
back to Washington to get the credentials we would need. Secre-
tary Lane cut through the inevitable red tape by taking the matter
up with President Wilson. Within hours, while thousands scurried
about the war-frenzied capital seeking this or that, I was on my
way out, closely guarding my briefcase; inside were impressive
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letters from Secretary of War Newton D. Baker, Secretary of the
Navy Josephus Daniels and George Creel, head of the newly
formed Committee on Public Information. Addressed to all com-
manders and embassy personnel, they instructed the recipient,
in the name of the President, to “assist and expedite in every
way possible the mission of Mr. Lowell Thomas.” And that, I
kept reminding myself, was me.

Fran and I were finally married in Denver on August 4.
A few weeks before I had been broke. Now I had the hundred
thousand and an important job to do. Instead of Alaska, I was
offering Fran World War I for a honeymoon, and a few days
later, along with Harry Chase for a chaperone and his padded
trunks full of heavy camera gear and fragile glass negatives to
worry about, we sailed for France.

More than a thousand others, troops and civilians, were
crowded aboard the Chicago, an old war-horse of the French
Line. All of us, in one way or another, were heading over “to
make the world safe for democracy.” Two we came to know were
Mrs. Theodore Roosevelt, Jr., and Mrs. Kermit Roosevelt, Teddy’s
daughters-in-law, whose husbands were already “over there,” as
officers of our First Division. Both these attractive young women
had joined the Red Cross and volunteered for overseas duty, and
as I watched Fran studying their crispy gray uniforms, I could
tell an idea was taking shape in her mind. Until then, neither
of us had considered what she would do when I would go off to
the battlefront.

If there were German submarines about, we didn't see
them and landed at Bordeaux after an uneventful crossing. To
celebrate, we went the first evening to dine in a fine Bordelais
restaurant. Having heard there was some question about the
purity of French water, and being inexperienced as well as a trifle
gauche, I put it to a gentleman at the next table. Was the water
fit to drink? I asked.

He was a white-bearded patriarch, surrounded by an array
of wineglasses, and was somewhat startled by my question. “I
can’t say,” he replied. “I have nevaire tasted eet.”

The following day we went on to Paris. There, 1 installed
Fran at the Regina Hotel across from the charms of the Tuilleries
and the Louvre and off I went to the headquarters of General
Pershing at Chaumont. Appointed commander in chief of a non-
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existent American Expeditionary Force in late May, Pershing had
himself been in Europe a bare two months and obviously had
other things on his mind. But my letters were persuasive and I
was soon ushered into his austere presence. Here to my astonish-
ment I found two old friends; one, Ed Bouton, a lawyer, had
been a neighbor in Cripple Creek. He now was our A.E.F. Adju-
tant General. The other was a man I had known in Alaska when
he was a major. Pershing had him as his Chief of Staff—Major
General James MacAndrew.

I have met many professional soldiers in my time, of many
armies, but never one who so completely looked the part as Black
Jack Pershing, sitting stiffly behind his desk, his eyes cold and
his olive-drab uniform immaculately pressed, planning strategy
for an American army soon to number a million men. Even this
interruption was accepted as a duty. What, he inquired crisply,
were the specifics of my mission and how could he assist me?

I told him my assignment was to help bring the realities of
the war home to the American people, first perhaps by focusing
on the experiences of a single doughboy, with films and firsthand
reporting. For the moment I required nothing beyond the courtesy
he had already extended by consenting to this interview. Perhaps
he would care to tell me something of his plans for the eventual
deployment of the A.E.F.?

He had only one plan, he replied at once, and that was
to use the American army as the spearhead of a coordinated drive
that would sweep all of France clear of German troops. Nor did
he intend, as some had already suggested, to dissipate this attack
force by parceling it out, unit by unit, to every French or British
sector commander who ran into trouble. The A.E.F. would stay
together, he said brusquely, and fight together as a unified com-
mand under American officers.

This may have been the first public exposition of Persh-
ing’s soon to be hotly debated doctrine of holding the American
forces intact and opposing either their amalgamation by small
units into the Allied armies, or their diversion to secondary
operations. And despite the most intense pressure, Pershing re-
lented only once, at the height of the savage German attacks
in the spring of 1918. He then released his forces to Marshal
Foch, the Allied commander, but had them back in time for
the final counteroffensive launched that summer.
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I could have stayed at Pershing’s headquarters with other
American correspondents, waiting for the A.E.F. to be commit-
ted to battle. But it seemed to me that there had to be livelier
things to do in the middle of a war than sitting around Chau-
mont swapping tall stories with my fellow reporters.

To begin with I took a trip tc the village of Domrémy in
eastern France. Here, almost exactly five hundred years before,
Joan of Arc had been born, and from here she set forth to save
France from the English invaders. Now the American First
Division was encamped in Domrémy, preparing to go forth and
save France from another invader. Then I went to Tours, about
a hundred and twenty-five miles southwest of Paris, where a
mammoth American supply center was being established. It
was there that I interviewed Colonel Merritte W. Ireland, Sur-
geon General of the A.E.F., and afterward asked if it wouldn’t
now be a good idea to integrate those American doctors who
had been serving with our Allies by giving them commissions in
the U.S. Army. Yes, he replied, we are considering the idea.

“Well,” I went on, pressing my luck, “may I suggest the
name of an excellent surgeon, now with the British army in
southern Italy, who is most anxious to join the A.E.F.?”

“Who?”

“Major Harry G. Thomas.”

“Any relation?”

“My father.”

He made no promise. But he smiled, and in a short time
Dad was transferred to France, there to serve out the rest of
the war as a colonel with the A.E.F.

A week or so later, I had my first experience under fire.
After several requests, I had finally been granted permission to
visit an active front and went with a staff officer into the
trenches that crisscrossed that sliver of Belgium still held by
the Allies. I barely had a chance to look around before the
German artillery opened up.

“Your reception committee,” the officer said sardonically
as we crouched low in the mud and tried to disappear inside our
helmets.

“If it weren’t for the honor of the thing,” I replied, trying
to match his wry humor in hopes it would keep my knees from
shaking, “I'd just as soon they didn’t make such a fuss.”
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Then talk of any kind became impossible. The barrage
was a heavy one, the sky echoing with the whine of the shells
closing in, and by thunderous explosions when they burst, shower-
ing us with rocks and dirt. Twenty yards to the left, the trench
disappeared under a direct hit, and from the rubble came the
anguished cry, “Aide man! Aide man!” And so I came to know
something of this war I'd been sent to find out about. It left a
man trembling in helplessness, naked to the shattering force
spewed from the unseen guns on the far side of no-man’s-land.
For no matter how far down against the wet earth you pressed,
there was really no place to hide. Those were some of the longer
moments in my life, and when there came a lull in the barrage
and my guide muttered, “Let’s get out of here,” I scrambled
willingly to obey.

Back in Paris and still trying for some fresh and graphic
approach to filming the war, I made up my mind to find an
appealing young doughboy and follow him into action. When
I heard that a classmate from Chicago-Kent law school, Ed
Vesey, was already at the front with the British, I decided he
would be my man. Ed was photogenic, easygoing and bound
to be in the thick of things no matter where he was. So I located
his outfit, made the necessary arrangements at headquarters and
got permission for him to join Harry Chase and me for some
preliminary shots. Alas, it was to become an old story: the day
before my message reached him, a German shell came over with
Ed Vesey’s name on it.

Next I tried a young flyer named Tommy Ward. Harry
shot a couple of thousand feet of film, but as there was no pos-
sibility of getting our heavy gear up into the air with him, we
were restricted to his activities on the ground, and that cer-
tainly didn’t convey the ferment or danger of the war. After
more than two months in France, I had the feeling that we
weren't getting anywhere.

Then a story that had been building in the military
bulletins from Italy had come to a shattering climax in the
disaster at Caporetto. There, in late October, the Austrian army,
reinforced by seven German divisions, had launched an offensive
meant to break a long and bitter stalemate north of the Venetian
plain. It turned into one of the most devastating Allied defeats
of the war. The powerful Austro-German force tore open the
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front and sent the Italian armies reeling back in disarray. Unable
to stand and fight, they began a headlong stampede down the
mountain roads under pounding artillery fire, not stopping until
they got to the Piave River, just north of Venice, a retreat of
more than seventy miles. Now, even as the French and British
drained the hard-pressed Western Front to rush reinforcements
to the crumbling Italian line, the urgent question was whether
Venice could hold and, indeed, whether the gutted remnants of
Italy’s army could stave off complete collapse. Anyway, that was
where the action was, and it sounded to me like the place for
Fran, Harry and me to be.

We did not get off to an auspicious start. Our passports
were picked up at the frontier and sent ahead to Rome where,
we were told, we could collect them at police headquarters. But
when we reached Modena we were arrested for traveling with-
out papers. Given the nervous state of the Italian people follow-
ing Caporetto, one could hardly blame the carabinieri, but that
didn’t make us feel any better as we sat three days under guard
in a dingy hotel, worrying about our confiscated gear and
whether anyone would respond to our call for help. Finally the
word came to put us on a train to Rome.

To avoid such contretemps in the future, I asked Chau-
mont if they could assign to us an officer able to cut through our
allies’” bureaucratic vagaries. The man they sent was General
Webb Hayes, whom I had known in Alaska and who was ap-
parently not a vital cog in the war effort at Pershing’s head-
quarters. The fact is that his high rank may have had less to do
with his soldierly skills than with the fact that he was the son
of our nineteenth President, Rutherford B. Hayes. But for our
purposes he was perfect—distinguished-looking and skilled in
the niceties. When necessary, I introduced him simply as the
son of the President of the United States, provoking looks of
utter awe and, invariably, an immediate solution to our thorniest
problems. In fact, the Italian Under-Secretary for Foreign Affairs
was so impressed that he assigned a permanent aide to our
growing entourage, a charming Florentine artist named Pierro
Tozzi. So knowledgeable and articulate was Major Tozzi that
as we traveled through Italy and he entranced us with delightful
commentaries on the local art and architecture, I felt guilty
enjoying it so much. Tozzi was to become famous in art circles as
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the discoverer of a long-lost masterpiece by Michelangelo, a
statue of the youthful St. John the Divine, which was exhibited
at the most recent New York World’s Fair.

But the pleasures of the country quickly took second
place to the pressing realities of the war. The Austrians and
Germans were then within fifteen miles of Venice, seemingly
poised for the death blow. And that’s where we made our base.

The city was being hastily evacuated, the glass workers
to Florence, the lace workers to Genoa, and so on. The American
Red Cross was at work trying to minimize the chaos of this
transition and to assist the refugees in temporary shelters, some-
times badly crowded and often short of food. And one night,
returning from a trip to the Italian Piave River front, I found
Fran in a Red Cross uniform. She had signed up and was off to
Genoa in the morning. I bid her good-bye with mixed feelings:
our meetings would be few and far between now, but I had
known for some time how she longed to make a personal com-
mitment to the war, and especially to work among its bereft and
uprooted victims.

As for me, I came to feel that I had to make myself an
extension of Harry’s cameras. An ordinary correspondent could
sit on the terrace of the Gritti Palace overlooking the Grand
Canal and write his dispatches from communiqués, headquarters’
handouts and rumors. But to photograph the war you had to
get where the fighting was, and you had to get close. And so
we went scrambling through the trenches, recording the faces
of men under fire and, with Tozzi’s help, putting together a word
picture of the precarious Italian front.

The only Americans in active combat in Italy were some
scattered airmen under the command of a round little major
from New York with a squeaky voice and a razor-sharp mind.
He had left a seat in Congress to join the fighting. After talking
to him for a little while, I made a note of his name, Fiorello
La Guardia, because I had an idea I might be hearing it again.
Years later as “The Little Flower,” the colorful mayor of New
York, I was to feature him often in my evening broadcasts.

The battlefronts weren’t the only hazards Italy confronted
us with in those bitter-cold winter days, when the rain turned
to sleet in the mountains and the steep, endlessly winding roads
grew slick with glare ice. Once we were riding just behind the
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limousine of a visiting congressman from Boston, George H.
Tinkham; it suddenly skidded and spun out of control, plunging
down an embankment, and rolled over and over. We went
chasing down the mountainside after it, sure the V.I.P. and the
British journalist, G. Ward Price, riding with him must have
been killed. But the congressman got away with a broken arm,
the chauffeur was unhurt and the Englishman came crawling
through the shattered window with his monacle still firmly in
his eye.

Another time, Chase, Tozzi and I hitched a ride to
Verona in a camion loaded with artillery shells. We crawled
up over them into the cramped space under the canvas roof
and quickly dozed off. It almost turned out to be the Big Sleep.
The deadly exhaust fumes, leaking up into the confined area
where we huddled, had Chase and Tozzi sick and staggering by
the time we got to Verona; I could not be roused at all. They
dragged me into the cold air and slapped my face good and hard,
and eventually I came around. But it would only have taken a few
more whiffs of that carbon monoxide before nothing at all could
have roused me.

That December we were taken to the Alpine lair of the
Arditi, one of the first Alpine military ski outfits ever organized.
That was quite an experience, especially for someone who'd
grown up in the mountains, as I had. These crack troops had an
elaborate refugio near the summit of Monte Rosa, a thirteen-
thousand-foot massif at the Austrian frontier. To get there we
had to cross a gaping chasm from another summit, hauled over
one at a time in a hip-high basket suspended from a dancing
cable. This they called a teleferica. Of course I had had an
indoctrination into this sort of thing at the Grand Canyon, but
Harry Chase arrived looking as though he had been pummeled
by the hammers of hell.

The Arditi were nerveless young men who climbed cliffs
with knives in their teeth and went silently down the powder-
snow slopes on nine-foot skis, rifles slung and using a single pole
for braking. Clad entirely in white, they simply vanished from
sight in a scant two hundred yards. When would they finish
their training? I asked. Arched eyebrows: their training was
finished. Ah, well, when would they fight? An elaborate Italian
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shrug: fighting could be dangerous; across the valley was an
equally well-trained Austrian ski troop.

The Arditi leader was the Marquis Degli d’Albizzi, a dash-
ing young cavalry officer who was obviously chafing under these
restrictions handed down by a higher headquarters. Of Russian,
English and Italian descent—and uncertain citizenship—he had
been trained in the Czar’s army and gone to Italy in 1911 to
volunteer his services for the war in Tripoli. His application
would be considered, he was told. They would let him know.
“Better let me know right now,” said the irrepressible d’Albizzi.
“If you don’t want me, the other side does.” From then on he
was an Italian. Years later we were to be together—in another
war.

During the several days we were with the Arditi the
Marquis showed us their hidden quarters and artillery emplace-
ments, impregnable galleries blasted out of the mountain wall.
During the day, with a warning shot, the Austrian artillery across
the valley would open up and we would all retire to the safety of
our mountain shelter. Later the Italians would return the fire,
but the enemy guns were equally secure. Sometimes one side or
the other, in a tentative, gingerly way, would try a night raid;
but few shots were exchanged and seldom anyone got hurt.
Absolutely nothing happened on that mountaintop. It was as
though each side had developed a new secret weapon and didn’t
care to risk losing it in combat. It was a static front, and finally
Chase and I left.

By December, Venice was an all but deserted city. The
streets had fallen silent and, except for a rare gondola carrying
an Italian admiral and his staff, the canals were empty. One
afternoon, in the vast expanse of the Piazza San Marco, I saw
three British officers, one of whom seemed vaguely familiar. I
walked over to say hello and realized he was the young Prince
of Wales, sent to Italy after Caporetto to shore up the morale
of an ally and of the British troops rushed in to plug the gap.
When he heard I had just returned from the front, he questioned
me, for though he had been on active duty since the outbreak
of the war, he had not been allowed to visit any active front for
fear he might be captured. Meanwhile Harry circled around,
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photographing us in earnest conversation against the background
of the wintry and desolate piazza.

Several decades later I occasionally pulled the leg of some
Italian I met by telling him how I had “been with Garibaldi.”
Of course he knew I couldn’t be that ancient. Then I explained
how I had been with the Italian “liberator’s” son, Pepino Gari-
baldi, at the Zenzon Bridgehead, at the Italian front on the
Piave. A decade later General Garibaldi was our guest when,
with Italian-born English novelist Rafael Sabatini, he came to
spend a weekend with us on Quaker Hill.

Late one afternoon, just back from the Piave, we stopped
at Saint Mark’s church, where the latest military bulletins were
posted on some sandbags. The thousand-year-old basilica, a
triumph of Byzantine architecture, was now heavily banked
with them. Amid the notices and dispatches was one with the
word that General Sir Edmund H. H. Allenby had been named
the new commander in chief of the stalled British army in the
Middle East.

Even the little I knew about Allenby sent me back to my
quarters in a thoughtful mood. A cavalryman with a dramatic
Boer War record, he had fought brilliantly in the battles at Mons
and Arras. But his persistent efforts to introduce elements of
mobility and surprise on the static Western Front had not en-
deared him to the British general staff; there is a certain military
thinking that shuns unorthodoxy even more heartily than defeat.
That the generals were now willing to entrust the Egyptian
command to him meant they were more concerned with the
fumbling failures of General Sir Archibald Murray than with
their private distaste for Allenby’s heretical tactics. Now this
seemed to herald imminent and dramatic new doings in the Holy
Land. So I decided that was where I wanted to be and imme-
diately sent off a long cable to the Foreign Office in London. In
it I explained what Chase and I had been doing in France and
Italy; I quoted in full my letters from the Secretaries of the
Navy and War, and the head of our Department of Information.
And finally I pointed out that while the war in Europe was being
covered by an international corps of correspondents, the world
knew far too little about the British campaign against the
Turks. Crossing my fingers, I waited for a reply.

It was not long in coming. I was in Genoa, spending Christ-
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mas with Fran, when a message from the British ambassador,
Sir James Rennell Rodd, caught up with me: would I come to
see him in Rome at my earliest convenience? It had a certain
ring to it. I sensed that the answer was yes, and kissing my bride
good-bye, I took the next train south.

Later I learned how lucky I had been. The sheer length
of my cable had caught the attention of John Buchan, Director
of Information, a remarkable man as esteemed in the world of
literature as he was in affairs of state. Author of The Thirty-nine
Steps (one day to be an Alfred Hitchcock film), he later wrote
one of the remarkable autobiographies of our time and, as Lord
Tweedsmuir, ended a distinguished career as Governor-General
of Canada. When I saw him in London after the war, he told me
my cable had convinced him of what I proposed to do—throw a
spotlight on the heretofore obscure struggle in the Middle East—
something the British themselves ought to have been doing. And
so his message to Sir Rennell Rodd, the British ambassador to
Italy, had been terse and to the point: “Do everything possible to
help this young man.”

Nor had Sir Rennell dallied. By the time Chase and I
arrived in Rome, he had arranged for a courier vessel, a converted
destroyer, to speed us across the Mediterranean to Egypt. Even
then it was standing by, waiting for us in the instep of the Italian
boot formed by the Gulf of Taranto. Our conversation with the
ambassador was brief. After a hurried handshake, Harry and I
collected our equipment and continued south. I was off on what
was, I suppose, the most profoundly affecting experience of my
life.

We left Taranto in a storm, which gave us protection from
German submarines but was otherwise unwelcome to Harry and
me as well as to most of the crew. The Mediterranean is a shallow
sea and can be one of the roughest when it kicks up. As luck
would have it, the storm intensified to gale force and we were
forced to detour into the harbor at Malta. There we sat for five
days while the winds howled and wintry rain swept our island
world. Finally the skies cleared and we dashed eastward, parallel-
ing the North African coast to Alexandria at the mouth of the
Nile, thence southward by train to Cairo, command post of the
Near East campaign.
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Cairo, exotic capital of Egypt and largest city in Africa,
has historically been a focus of intrigue and political excitement.
Now, as the nerve center of a vast theater of operations, with
thousands of British, French and Colonial troops thronging the
streets, it was a bedlam of activity. Allenby, we quickly learned,
was “off in the blue,” somewhere in the Sinai Desert with his
army, but his whirlwind appearance had already sent morale
soaring. Seeing numbers of British officers lounging in the lobbies
of the great hotels—Shepheards, the Cecil, and Continental—he
took to replying to their salutes with a crisp command: “Stand
by for orders to leave for the front.” And off they were sent.

In the early days of the fighting, Lord Kitchener, Secretary
of State for War, had chided the first British commander in
Egypt, whose army moved, when it moved at all, with rheumatic
restraint: “Are you defending the Canal, or is the Canal defend-
ing you?” Now, at last, things were happening.

Allenby had been given the Near East command in the
summer of 1917. By October his reinforced and thoroughly re-
invigorated army—a polyglot array of Australians, New Zealand-
ers, Indians, Arabs, a Jewish unit, and Englishmen—was on the
move. Profiting from the lesson of two stinging British defeats
at Gaza, northern anchor of the Turkish defense line, Allenby
struck at its southern end, Beersheba, with five full divisions.
Stunned, the Turks reeled back, pressed so hard they hadn’t time
to destroy the town’s wells, thus assuring Allenby a vital source
of water for the desert campaign ahead.

Turning north, he rolled up the Turkish line toward Gaza,
which fell on November 7; he then pushed on, sweeping along
the coast to take Jaffa the following week. Now, at last, the great
prizes of Palestine and Arabia—Jerusalem, Damascus, Aleppo—
were within reach, and with them a chance to drive Turkey out
of the war.

Two weeks passed, and still Harry and I were in Cairo
waiting for permission to move up to the battlefront in Palestine.
When we checked at headquarters each day the report was no
word. They did not know—nor did I until after the war—that a
minor battle royal, Allenby versus the Foreign Office, had resulted
over our request to be allowed to cross the Sinai Desert so we
could report on the operations of the British forces at firsthand.

Allenby, whose troops cheerfully—but privately—referred
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to him as The Bull, and of whom it was said that you could hear
his roar all the way from Dan to Beersheba, had been incensed
to learn that an American observer and his photographer had
been sent out to Egypt. He promptly expressed this to London,
his cable demanding to know who was running a war. Let it get
out, he added, that he was letting members of the world press
join his army, and the Foreign Office could confidently anticipate
the claim of every sovereign state and religion in the Western
world to be represented at the liberation of the Holy Land. As
London had not even provided him with sufficient transport for
his soldiers, he was certainly in no position to accommodate a
small army of newsmen and religious zealots.

For his part, John Buchan switched from a head-on coun-
teroffensive and took aim, instead, on Allenby’s vulnerable flank.
Civilization, he cabled back, deserved to have the details of the
general’s brilliant campaign, particularly as there was no com-
parably good news from France. Furthermore, the Foreign Office
would hold off and not send any more “observers” without Al-
lenby’s specific approval.

Meanwhile, unaware of these cables speeding back and
forth with our fate hanging in the balance, Chase and I tried to
keep occupied. I followed the campaign from official dispatches;
I sought out those who had been to the front and questioned
them. For the moment, they agreed, all seemed quiet. But a few
mentioned a mysterious young Englishman who had gone into the
desert and was leading the Bedouin against the Turks. When I
pressed for more information, that was all anyone in Cairo seemed
to know.

Another thing I did to keep busy was to wangle my first
airplane ride. It was a l]andmark moment in my life. Only fourteen
years had passed since the Wright brothers had made history’s
first flight, yet here was I, soaring high above the desert. And on
the airfield below, and on other airfields in France and Germany,
pursuit, reconnaissance and bombing planes were changing the
face of war. And with the coming of peace, their successors—the
great transports and passenger jets—would inexorably change
the life of every man and woman on earth.

Over the years I have often thought how my own life,
which began in rural America during the agricultural age, has
since spanned the entire industrial era, and that consequently I
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have probably lived through more great technical and scientific
advances than had occurred in all the rest of recorded history:
the automobile, the almost universal use of electric power and
the telephone, motion pictures, radio and television, transconti-
nental highways, nuclear energy, startling discoveries in medi-
cine, explorations of the ocean bottoms and man’s first ventures
into outer space. And yet none of these seem quite so remarkable
to me as the first moment when a Breguet biplane lifted free of
the earth and I realized that I was flying.

The headquarters of the Royal Flying Corps was at Helio-
polis, a few miles from Cairo. An ancient seat of learning where
Moses had been a student and Pythagoras a teacher, it now
echoed to the impudent roar of those frail, fabric-covered, open-
cockpit planes. My pilot was a South African, Major Edward
Emmett, who put the Breguet through every acrobatic maneuver
he knew. What he did was to make me a lifelong devotee of the
airplane, for I loved every second of it—looking at the pyramids
upside down as we looped over them again and again, seeing a
whirling Sphinx rush up at my face as we spun down in a whirling
tailspin.

“Are you all right?” Emmett asked after we’d bounced
down on the landing field at Heliopolis.

“Yes,” I replied at once. “When can I go up again?”

A few days later, I flew in one plane with Harry and his
DeBrie motion picture camera in the cockpit of another, and we
took the first pictures of the Suez Canal ever made from the air.
I was already in a state of elation when we returned to Cairo, but
my days of highest excitement were just beginning. For this time,
when I checked at headquarters, the word was our clearance
from Allenby had finally arrived; it had been arranged for Harry
and our heavy equipment to travel to Jerusalem via the Sinai-
Palestine railway—the “Milk and Honey Express,” the Tommies
called it—but I was to be flown there, from Egypt across the Sinai
to the Holy Land!

My pilot was Major A. J. Evans, an engaging young man
with a bent for adventure. England’s top prewar cricket star, he
was among the handful who had flown the first of those early
box-kite planes across the Channel to France. Shot down behind
the German lines and imprisoned, he promptly escaped. A few
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days after delivering me to the Holy Land, he would again be
shot down behind enemy lines, again imprisoned—and again
escape!

But military prisons, the war itself, were far from both our
minds as we flew over the Suez Canal and started across the Sinai
Desert, the great triangular land bridge between Africa and
Asia. I blessed Harry’s foresight in pressing on me, at the last
moment, a still camera, for as we went slanting beneath the
clouds, there, stretched out below us, was a land where men had
marched and fought and traded in the ages before there was a
Western civilization. Here Moses received the Ten Command-
ments; here the children of Israel wandered forty years before
they reached the Promised Land. Evans and I, covering the same
distance in less than four hours, and with a swing out over the
Dead Sea, circled over Jerusalem. We were among the first ever
to gaze down from above on that hallowed ground and its holy
places. Landing in a meadow near Ramleh, now the site of Israel’s
Ben-Gurion Airport, we taxied over the plain where Richard the
Lion-Hearted had camped during the Third Crusade, longing for
the Holy City he would never enter, and where Napoleon estab-
lished his headquarters in a vain effort to sever the British route
to India. What a revolution the airplane had wrought! Between
morning and noon, three thousand years of human history had
flashed beneath our wings.

I had been somewhat concerned lest they rush us off some-
where from Jerusalem, maybe to Jericho. Arriving, I learned that
Allenby’s striking force had been depleted by a crisis call for
additional manpower from the beleaguered Western Front, his
planned spring offensive called off. Instead, I was told, he was
reorganizing, hoping for sufficient reinforcements to enable him
to strike north toward Damascus by summer. He was rarely seen
in Jerusalem, preferring his field headquarters.

For the time being I was satisfied with the chance to
wander about experiencing at firsthand those long-imagined bib-
lical settings. When Harry arrived, we traveled farther afield,
photographing the bleak hill country and ancient towns of Judea,
Samaria and Sinai, now swarming with Australian and British
cavalry, Indian lancers and a camel corps from Rajputana. We
took pictures of young Tommies in their khaki shorts wandering
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the streets of Gaza, where Delilah barbered poor Samson, and
of Anzac Light Horse camped at the Vale of Ajalon, where Joshua
ordered the sun and moon to stand still.

Jerusalem fell first. The City of God, the holiest city of
Christians and Jews and one of the chief shrines of Islam, Jeru-
salem had been in Moslem hands for a thousand years, and not
nine holy crusades spanning the Middle Ages, nor Napoleon, nor
Sir Archibald Murray’s modern army, could wrest it free. But
Allenby, having outflanked the Turkish position, surrounded the
Holy City and marched in without firing a shot—which was pre-
cisely as he had planned it, for he had a horror of damaging any
of the city’s holy places. And so the age-old dream of Western
civilization was realized.

Years later, on a worldwide tour, I told of my experiences
during those epochal moments in history and disclosed some of
the unreported episodes of the Palestinian campaign. General
Limon von Sanders, the German who had been rushed in to com-
mand the Turkish force defending Jerusalem, was awakened to
be informed that British cavalry had enveloped the city and that
its capture was imminent. He fled in his pajamas.

Meanwhile, a cockney unit, the 50th London Division,
had outpaced the line of advance and run short of supplies. At
dawn, a mess sergeant and a company cook, scrounging through
the hills for food, came upon a walled city. Nervous and about
to turn back, they were hailed by a mounted cavalcade riding
through the gate behind a white flag. At the head was the mayor
of Jerusalem, eager to surrender. Of all the thousands of fighting
men closing on the city, the two cockney kitchen NCOs had
been first to reach it. Now dumbfounded, they listened while the
mayor made an eloquent speech, at the conclusion of which, with
a flourish, he presented the keys to “this holiest of cities” to the
cook.

When the mess sergeant found his voice, he blurted: “Hi
say, Guv'ner, we don’t want any keys to this ’ere oly city. What
we want are heggs for our hofficer.”

Returning—without the eggs—they reported this remark-
able encounter to their “hofficer,” Major Vivian Gilbert, who
rushed off to inform his brigade commander, General Watson,
who promptly sent the two noncoms back to find the mayor and
deliver the message that he would be in Jerusalem within the
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hour to accept the surrender! This time the mayor delivered a
formal speech from the city’s wall, flanked by most of the popu-
lace, who cheered and threw flowers. Of course General Watson
had to report all this to his chief, General Sir John Shea, who was
commanding the 50th Division. Naturally, he wanted the honor
of accepting the surrender of the world’s holiest city. So the next
day the mayor went through all this for a third time. Again there
were cheers and flowers, and again the mayor made his speech.
But when Sir John made his report, Allenby told him the formal
ceremony would take place two days later. When the modern
Coeur de Lion came to the Jaffa gate, he dismounted from his
charger and went in on foot as a simple pilgrim. Everyone in
Jerusalem was there to greet him. The crowd sang and cheered
and threw flowers in his path. For a fourth time the Moslem mayor
made his speech, perhaps not so eloquently because he was hoarse
by now. And so Jerusalem surrendered for the fourth time! A
month later the mayor died of pneumonia, and the story was that
he had died from exposure—from making his speech of surrender
so many times.

The Western world thrilled to the news of the fall of
Jerusalem. Men and women of all faiths imagined themselves
amid its glories. But some of the footsore troops on the scene,
having fought their way from Egypt through the forbidding
desert, were more measured in their enthusiasm. Colonel Barney
Todd’s Tenth Light Horse, strung out in single file across half of
Jerusalem, were taken on a tour of the fourteen Stations of the
Cross along the narrow Via Dolorosa. Surely they could be for-
given a purely personal reaction to Christ’s agony as He made his
final journey toward Calvary. At the head of the column, the guide
would point to a wooden cross and say, “This is where our Savior
fell the first time,” and this information would be passed back
from man to man along the narrow, winding street: “This is
where He fell the first time, this is where He fell the first time”—
and so on. As the long line shuffled slowly forward—“This is where
our Savior fell the second time,” and so on and so on. After this
had gone on for quite a while, at the fifth or sixth station, when
the guide said Christ had fallen, the Aussie behind him sang out:
“He’s down again, boys,”—and so it was passed on down the
street: “He’s down again, He’s down again, He’s down again!”

And one homesick Tommy wrote to his mother in England,
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“I am in Bethlehem, where Christ was born. I wish to Christ I
was in Wiggan, where I was born.”

Again I heard the rumors of that shadowy Englishman
among the desert tribes, a scholar, some said, without a day of
military training. And yet the story was that his Bedouin irregulars
were harassing the enemy behind the lines and that the Turks had
put a price of fifty thousand pounds on his head. But it was also
said the Arabs had come to regard him as one of their own and
that anyone who did harm to El-Aurens, as they called him, would
face the united vengeance of disparate tribes who could agree on
little else. How could I find out more about him? I asked nearly
everyone I encountered, but learned little beyond what I had
already heard.

Waiting for Allenby to reorganize and plan his final drive,
Harry and I wandered where our fancy took us. One day, in a
military flivver driven by the British lieutenant assigned to help
us—and also no doubt to keep us out of trouble—we rattled down
the road to Hebron and got into some serious trouble indeed.
We wanted to photograph the mosque above the tombs of
Abraham, Isaac, Jacob and their wives, Sarah, Leah and Rachel.
Slipping away from our young aide, we took our camera inside,
which was a sacrilege, for even entering the consecrated shrine
was strictly forbidden to nonbelievers. Blithely unaware that we
had transgressed, we were busy photographing when a rising
murmur of protest finally drew our attention to a crowd of Mos-
lems, angry, swelling and moving toward us with clearly hostile
intent.

“Let’s get out of here,” I whispered to Harry.

“One more shot,” he replied.

“Itll be your last,” I insisted, grabbing his arm and
yanking.

We ran for the car, trying to skirt the edge of that out-
reaching mob. When they failed to get their hands on us, they
began pelting us with stones. Luckily, our lieutenant, watching
grim and white-faced, had the motor running and went roaring
off the instant we tumbled in.

There were repercussions, beginning with the lieutenant—
“I say, sir, that was a bit unwise, you know”—and reaching all
the way to Allenby’s headquarters. The great man, we heard,
fumed when he heard about our escapade, and for a time I won-
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dered whether he would seize on it as a reason for shipping us
back to Europe. Instead, incredibly, it led to a very cordial meet-
ing. For the incident had apparently served to remind him that
I was there at his headquarters, as an observer.

One day I walked alone down Christian Street in the Old
City, fascinated by the swirl of faces and exotic dress, by the con-
stant din. A group of Arabs approached, their faces, half hidden,
swarthy and bearded. All but one. As they passed me in the nar-
row street, I could see that this one, though dressed like the rest,
and even with his face beaten by the weather and burned by the
sun, was different. He was smaller, clean-shaven, his features
more finely wrought; his eyes were a startling blue. And he wore
the short curved sword of a prince of Mecca. I watched them
move away down the street and could see that the others deferred
to him.

I thought it all strange. A blue-eyed Arab? Perhaps he was
a Circassian, one of the storied people from the Caucasian Moun-
tains who had abandoned Christianity for Islam in the seven-
teenth century, one of whom was Saladin who led the armies that
threw back the Crusaders. A recollection of that elusive British
desert warrior stirred in my mind. But such was the power of these
surroundings to conjure up fantasy that in a little while I had for-
gotten my errand and turned back. I didn’t know what I meant
to do, but I felt sure there was a story in this mysterious figure,
and I meant to track it down.

At the headquarters of the Military Governor, Sir Ronald
Storrs, I went in. I wondered what he would have to say about
my tale of a blue-eyed Arab on Christian Street. Shown into his
office, I immediately began telling him of the encounter. Did he
have any idea who the man could be? Was he, by chance, the
desert fighter I'd been hearing about? And somehow I wasn’t
surprised when, without a word, Storrs walked over to another
door, opened it, and there, sitting in the adjoining office and look-
ing at us quizzically, my blue-eyed Arab, still dressed as a desert
Bedouin.

Sir Ronald merely said: “I want you to meet the Un-
crowned King of Arabia.” I soon learned how Storrs and Lawrence
had been old friends, from their Oxford days, and in introducing
him in this way he was actually pulling his leg.

We spent only a short time together that first day—Law-
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rence was waiting to see Allenby—and I found him reluctant to
talk about himself or the desert campaign. He seemed shy and
kept looking over at Storrs, as though begging to be rescued from
this American. Casting about for something—anything!—to say, I
mumbled a few words about my enchantment with the antiquities
of the Holy Land and was instantly tuned in to an entirely dif-
ferent personality. For Lawrence, as I soon realized, was a scholar,
an archaeologist, and had originally come to the Near East to
study the architecture of the crusader castles. Now—as I silently
blessed my father for awakening my interest in antiquity—he
spoke eagerly and eloquently of his explorations into the ancient
past, those blue eyes shining and the boyish, sensitive planes of
his face reflecting his enthusiasm.

We arranged to meet again the next day. When he had
gone, Sir Ronald told me something of the personal history of this
remarkable young man, rejected for military service at the out-
break of the war and now, not quite thirty years old, legendary
leader of the Bedouin revolt against the Turks. He had become,
quite simply, Lawrence of Arabia.

Few knew him well. Sir Ronald was one who did, for not
only had they been together at Oxford, but in 1916 they had been
on the joint mission to the Hejaz that had bound Lawrence to
the Arab cause and the Arabs to the support of the British in the
Near East. Most important, the two were among a tiny minority
of British officialdom—Lawrence called Storrs the most brilliant—
who believed in an enlightened future for the Arabs.

Sir Ronald told me Emir Feisal, with Lawrence as his ad-
viser, had been Allenby’s right arm in the Palestine campaign—
in a certain sense quite literally—for the Hejaz “regulars” and
Bedouin irregulars had protected the British right flank in the
advance on Jerusalem. Until now, the existence of a British officer
as one of the leaders of an Arab force had been held secret; the
Foreign Office wanted the world to believe the Arab uprising
entirely spontaneous and only coincidentally helpful to British
arms. Now it was seen that as this was essentially true and the
effort so far successful, Lawrence’s role could be revealed: En-
gland might well reap some credit abroad for championing a sub-
jugated people. This of course did lead to confusion and bitterness
when Arab claims were rejected during the peace negotiations at
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Versailles. But truth and honor are often among the casualties of
a nation at war.

Meanwhile, said Sir Ronald, Lawrence had been called in
from the desert by Allenby. Shortly before, he had been captured
by the Turks in Deraa and before escaping had undergone a
gruesome experience, about which Sir Ronald would say no more.
Wounded in each of his last five battles, exhausted, convinced
he had lost the confidence of the Arab leaders, he had returned
to headquarters “to confess that I had made a mess of things, and
had come to beg Allenby to find me some smaller part elsewhere.”

“Will the C-in-C let him go?” I asked Storrs.

“It’s not possible,” he replied. “Just now he is worn out
by a year and a half of guerrilla fighting, but the war is not over
and there is only one Lawrence. He is an inspired tactician and
the only man we have to whom the Arabs will listen. He must
go back.”

When he does, I decided, saying nothing at the time, Chase
and I would join him.

Next day, knowing Lawrence had seen Allenby, I asked
him what his plans were. He smiled ruefully. “I am ordered to
return to the desert,” he said.

When I told him I believed the Arab effort and his own
contribution to be a dramatic new aspect of the war and I wanted
to film and report it, he said he had no objection, but he had
come and would return through the Turkish lines, and it was
not feasible for us to attempt this. Although it looked hopeless,
my every instinct told me I must not miss the chance to be first
to tell the world his story.

For the moment I could only bide my time. After Lawrence
left, Harry and I returned down the winding Jaffa-Jerusalem
road, then on to the Plain of Esdraelon where the little band of
British correspondents covering Allenby’s campaign were en-
camped. They were four in all-two reporters, a photographer
and an artist. The paucity of their number was astonishing enough
—four men to cover a war involving hundreds of thousands of
diverse troops and about to reach its climactic moments!—but it
was their attitude toward their assignment that later made it
clear I virtually had the field to myself. Fergus Ferguson, repre-
senting Reuters, had been born in Constantinople and spent all
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his life in the Middle East; he had long since ceased to be moved
or even terribly interested in anything that happened there. The
other journalist, William A. Massey of the Daily Telegraph and
pool representative of the other London papers, seemed primar-
ily concerned with dry facts and oblivious to the romance
and color of a modern war in the ancient lands of the eastern
Mediterranean. One of his dispatches, covering a cavalry charge
by a regiment of Dorset yeoman over the very spot where the
Bible tells us David slew Goliath, made no mention of that in-
triguing sidelight, but remarked on the disposition of every unit
involved, including a quartermaster company that never budged
from its position seven miles behind the line, and noted the family
background, school and previous station of each ranking officer.

Had they heard about Colonel Lawrence and his Arab
irregulars? I asked Ferguson and Massey.

Yes, but it had all been a diversion. No one would ever
hear of Lawrence again.

Had they tried to get his story?

What! Travel halfway across the Arabian desert to some
godforsaken water hole? For what—to see a bunch of Bedouins
on camelback? Wasn’t Esdraelon bad enough?

As for the photographer, Harold Jeap, a gnome of a man
straight from London’s cockney East End, he found these new
surroundings so alien and understood them so little that he
didn’t seem to know which way to point his camera. When
Harry asked if he’d gotten any pictures of the pyramids, he said
no, he could get all the mountain pictures he wanted crossing
the Alps on the way home. Then Howard asked, “By the way, was
it Mr. ‘Spinx” who built the Pyramids?”

The exception in this fog of indifference was James McBey,
Allenby’s official artist. He was a Scot from dour, gray-granite
Aberdeen, where he had been a bank clerk, and with his bulk and
loping walk could have passed for a professional wrestler. In fact
he was as gentle a man as I've ever met, soft-spoken, full of
whimsy, and so sensitive to the drama of this war in the desert
that the floor of our tent and the sand outside were forever
strewn with his sketches. If I had only had the foresight to pick
up a few! McBey, who was to turn up in my life later on, quickly
gained a reputation as the greatest etcher of our time after
Whistler. His work, some of it done while we were tentmates
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at Esdraelon, was to command record prices, and at least one
sketch, a magnificent mood piece of Allenby’s camel corps in
Sinai entitled The Dawn Patrol, became a classic.

Not far from our camp was a pioneer Zionist settlement
called Rehoboth. Today it is a city of forty thousand, center of
a flourishing citrus-growing region and site of the Weizmann
Institute of Science. But in 1918 it consisted of a handful of Jews
from eastern Europe struggling against the arid earth and the
hostility of the Palestinians, trying to forge a new life in the
Hebrew homeland of the Bible. I went there several times, drank
their rich, smooth wine and heard their stories. Most were from
Russia, refugees from the anti-Semitic tyranny of the Czarist
regime. There were several of these agricultural colonies, founded
with the financial support of the wealthy Baron Edmond de
Rothschild.

To them Palestine was a historic homeland, a last hope.
They would cling to these scattered corners of Eretz Israel against
all odds. Later they would be the forerunners of a flood of Jewish
immigration, in the dark days of the Hitler holocaust, and their
ranks would swell.

As for the Moslems, they had their claim on Palestine,
too. Descendants of many earlier peoples, they had been there
for many centuries and resisted bitterly first the trickle, then the
tide of Jewish immigration. There was to be sporadic but un-
remitting fighting over the next thirty years. Interested outside
nations, locked to their own narrow self-interest, encouraged
expectations on both sides that were incompatible. In 1948, with
the creation of the state of Israel, the conflict flared into all-out
war, armed truce, war again. The great powers took a hand;
nuclear arms were rattled; oil, the lifeblood of our modern
civilization, became a weapon. But Jew and Moslem in the
Palestinian powder keg, there is right on both sides and justice
for neither.

I might never have gotten acquainted with Allenby if it
hadn’t been for the Duke of Connaught. King George V had
planned to fly out to Palestine and personally give out decorations
after his army had taken the Holy City. But he fell ill and asked
his uncle, the aged Duke of Connaught, to go in his place. The
Duke arrived via Egypt over the same “Milk and Honey Ex-
press” on which Chase had made the journey across the Sinai. At
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Ramleh, the end of the line in the Plain of Esdraelon, when the
Duke emerged he faced a sea of faces, thousands of Allenby’s
troops all wearing helmets.

Standing on the platform of his wagon-lit, he saw only
one blot on the landscape. It was my American “campaign” hat.
This was the same as was worn by the Royal Canadian Mounted
Police. The Duke had served in Canada as Governor-General. He
asked Allenby who was wearing the hat, and this reminded the
C-in-C that I was with his army. A few days later he invited me
to headquarters for luncheon.

When I arrived, I was much surprised to find I was to be
alone with the modern Richard the Lion-Hearted and the uncle
of the King. Why this good fortune I could only guess. Maybe
the Duke had brought word of what Pershing’s army was doing
on the Western Front and how much now depended on America.

At any rate, here I was with a chance not likely to come
again. At an appropriate moment, I mentioned Lawrence, told
of my meetings with him and said I'd been disappointed not to
be able to accompany him back to Arabia. Allenby then told
how they had tried to keep the role Lawrence had been playing
as much of a secret as possible. The idea was to have the revolt
in the desert appear to be strictly an Arab affair. In this way
they hoped many men of Arab blood would be influenced to
desert from the Turkish army. He said they had succeeded in
this, and he explained how it had been important to play down
what the Arabs had been doing in the Hejaz and what Lawrence
and his handful of associates had accomplished. He said it was
no longer necessary to keep it a secret and if we wished we
could join Lawrence and make the journey the long way around
—back across the Sinai to Egypt, a few thousand miles up the
Nile and then east across the Sudan and the Red Sea. He said
he would give us permission to do this. Something about the
way he said it, itemizing each turning point en route as though
to emphasize the distance, suggested that he was wondering
whether we would do it. But the fact is I could barely wait for
him to finish so I could say yes.

Did I realize what this was to mean? I'm sure I did not.
How could I know this was to be the big opportunity of my life,
result in a speaking tour of the world, a book to remain a best
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seller for half a century, and affect almost everything I was to
do for some six decades?

When I told Allenby we wanted pictures of him and his
staff on the Mount of Olives, he told me to bring Chase the
next day to the Augusta Victoria Stiftung, which with its high,
square tower dominated the famous hill to the east of Jerusalem.
A hospice and sanitorinm built by the Germans and named for
the Kaiserin, it reflected a sort of Biedermeier gloom and be-
longed on the banks of the Rhine. Kaiser Wilhelm himself had
come to dedicate it in 1910, entering the City of God in full,
flamboyant military regalia, riding a white charger and wearing
that menacing spiked helmet. He must have been especially
pleased with the two mosaic ceiling panels in the Stiftung chapel;
Harry and I were appalled. One panel depicted Christ and His
disciples; the other, Kaiser Wilhelm and his entourage, also in
biblical dress. They were still there when I visited the Holy
Land in later years.

Allenby and some of his staff officers were waiting for us
at the tower. We talked briefly about his campaign, but I could
not keep him long on that subject. Like any other newcomer
with a sense of history, he seemed totally taken with Jerusalem
and its roster of conquerors and defenders. While Harry worked
steadily around us, Allenby, the modern Coeur de Lion, now
playing the combined roles of teacher and tour guide, noted the
places in the golden hills all around us where the best and worst
in humankind, through the ages, contended for dominion over
the city and over the temporal and spiritual fate of its populace.

There, Allenby said, pointing, the Canaanites, seeing how
the seemingly insignificant group of hills commanded the main
route from the desert to the sea, had built a stronghold five
thousand years before. The stronghold became a city and the
city a coveted objective in the clash of armies at the crossroads
of civilization. To this day the turmoil in the Holy Land is but
ancient history in modern dress.

To the Jews, the Western Wall, all that remains of King
Solomon’s Temple, marks Jerusalem as the heart of their home-
land. To Christians, it is the City of God, for here Christ was
crucified, here buried, on the spot now sanctified by the Shrine
of the Holy Sepulcher. And for Moslems, the Dome of the Rock,
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whence Mohammed is said to have ascended to heaven, makes
Jerusalem almost equal to Mecca and Medina as the holiest of
cities. Even with the city returned to the rule of the West, Allenby
seemed to be prophesying the bitter clashes that would continue
to our own day. Soon after he entered Jerusalem, he had re-
ceived a delegation of quarreling Greek Orthodox monks, Cath-
olics, Copts and Nestorians. Each was convinced it should have
sole control over the Shrine of the Holy Sepulcher. Each be-
seeched Allenby’s support. But he was a soldier, not a magistrate,
and sent them away saying, “Who am I to set the world aright?”

Peace would come to the Holy Land, not by fiat, not even
when men rose above their religious faith, but only when they
truly began to live it. Such was Allenby’s moral as we surveyed
the panorama of Jerusalem.

Before heading back to Egypt on our way to Arabia,
Harry and I had our first home-cooked meal of the war in the
American Colony in Jerusalem. Bertha Vester, then in her thirties,
was a striking blonde, regal and utterly lovely. That her face
reflected an abiding composure—that she could even find time
to feed and entertain two strangers—was something special for
us. Her husband ran a unique mercantile establishment just
inside the Jaffa Gate, conducted tours to all the far-flung biblical
and historic sites of the Holy Land, and, most important, she
directed the varied social services the American Colony tradi-
tionally provided to Jerusalem’s sick and poor. Once we heard
Bertha Vester’s story, we understood the sources of her strength.

Her father, Horace Spafford, had been a prominent
Chicago attorney. Then tragedy: his wife and four daughters
aboard a steamer that went down in mid-Atlantic, the mother
rescued, but all four children drowned; a year later, an infant
son dead of scarlet fever. To the bereft parents, life turned
suddenly meaningless and, worse, seemed to mock them for their
concern with pleasure and the material things. They fell back
on their religious faith and it sustained them. And finally, three
years after Bertha was born, they gave up everything and moved
to the Holy Land, to live close to the presence and spirit of the
Savior.

The year was 1881. Soon a few friends followed, settling
next to the Spaffords in northeast Jerusalem, in what came to be
called the American Colony. Still others joined them, funda-
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mentalist Protestants, some Swedes who believed in the im-
minence of the Second Coming, perhaps fifty in all, and all
convinced that God’s love was given most freely to those who
served their fellow men.

Raised in such an environment, Bertha moved spon-
taneously into a long lifetime of benevolence. She was to live
eighty-seven years in that intensely dramatic city, through two
world wars and all the incessant upheavals that racked history’s
most tormented land. From the time of Abdul Hamid, the Otto-
man sultan, until the Six Day War of 1967, Bertha Vester was
both spectator and participant in the Holy Land’s turmoil and
turning points. It was Bertha to whom the Arab mayor of
Jerusalem turned when the Turks fled and the British stood at
Jerusalem’s gate. What should I do? he asked her. For answer,
she tore a white hospital sheet in two and rode with him to
surrender, to Sir John Shea, to interpret for him. She came to
know kings, presidents, princes and field marshals—and un-
counted thousands of Moslems, Jews and Christians, who called
her “Ummuna,” which in Arabic means “Mother of us all.”

The enduring capstone of Bertha Vester’s life is the clinic
she established and ran through her American Colony Charities
Association, which today is called Help for the Children of the
Holy Land. Its real beginnings go back to Christmas Eve, 1925.
On her way to lead the carol singing in a field outside Bethlehem,
she had encountered a peasant whose sick wife had just been
turned away from the General Hospital. The reason? It was the
Christians’ holiday. The woman slumped weakly on the back
of a donkey. The man, walking alongside and supporting her,
carried an infant in a bundle of rags.

The irony, the mocking analogy to that time, this same
holy night two thousand years before, when Mary and Joseph
had also been turned away, struck Mrs. Vester like a blow to
the heart. She immediately gave up her caroling plans and
arranged to have the poor sick woman admitted to the hospital.
But it was too late. On Christmas morning the man stood sadly
at her gate; his wife had died. Now, he said, holding forth the
ragged bundle, unless someone took his baby, it, too, would die,
for he could not care for it in the cave that was his only home.

“I will take him,” Bertha Vester said, and that moment
began planning and working for what was to be a career unique
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in the annals of the decades to follow, caring for more than a
million mothers and children.

For many years I was an inactive director of the American
Colony Charities Association which administered it, headed by
Dr. John Finley, editor of The New York Times, later by the
legendary Rev. Harry Emerson Fosdick and Dr. Edward Elson,
Chaplain of the U.S. Senate. Eventually I succeeded Dr. and
Mrs. Norman Vincent Peale as its president. As for Bertha
Vester, having touched the troubled Holy Land with her healing
hand for nearly a full century, she died in 1968 at the age of
ninety. I was proud to have been her friend. It seemed to me she
was the most impressive American woman of our time.
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VI. With Lawrence in Arabia

I was sent to these Arabs as a stranger, unable to think their
thoughts or subscribe to their beliefs, but charged by duty to lead
them forward and to develop to the highest any movement of
theirs profitable to England in her war.

—T. E. LAWRENCE

Thomas Edward Lawrence was born in Wales in August,
1888, and from the first appeared ordained for an uncommon
destiny. His parents were an Irish baronet, Sir Thomas Robert
Chapman, and a talented Scottish governess named Sara Maden.
The only trouble was that they were not married to each other.
Sir Thomas had abandoned his wife and children to run off with
their governess, and the two thereafter lived together as Mr. and
Mrs. Lawrence. They had five sons, of whom T. E. (“Ned”) was
the second.

The amateur analysts have made much of Lawrence’s
illegitimacy, ascribing to it a warping of his psyche, an unendur-
able sense of shame. Building on this frail foundation, they con-
jure up a character of dark introspection, of confused sexual
taste, a man whose feelings of inferiority were masked by his
plunging himself into the most dangerous situations and then,
having won worldwide fame, by renouncing the honors and the
fortune in money offered as reward. How else did it happen,
these sages ask, that he had no interest in women? Why, after
the war, did he twice try to bury himself by enlisting in the
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military ranks under assumed names? Why did he appear to
court death so assiduously, finding it finally on that narrow
roadway in the Dorset countryside?

Why, indeed? I don’t know. I don’t think anyone knows.
And now that the Lawrence legend has become fair game we
are apt never to find out, for considered speculation has given
way to endless flights of fancy. There were many who insisted
that I alone had launched the Lawrence legend with my
Palestine-Arabia film production, which I presented in person
for record runs in London, New York and on around the world.
This was the first the public had ever heard of him, including
his own countrymen. But the story I told of his desert exploits was
based on what I myself saw and heard during the time I was
with Lawrence in Arabia.

One of the most gifted and unusual men of our time, he
was, above all, possessed of a clear and penetrating intellect.
At Oxford, he took first-class history honors with a brilliant
thesis, published as Crusader Castles. Fascinated with the Middle
East, he was wandering through Palestine, Syria and Meso-
potamia five years before the war, part of the time excavating
the sites of ancient civilizations along the Tigris and Euphrates.

He was a natural for British intelligence and early in
1914, ostensibly exploring the Sinai, he was actually reporting
to the War Office on Turkish troop dispositions along the
Egyptian border. Once the fighting began, he was posted to Cairo.
In November, 1916, a month after Hussein ibn Ali, Emir of
Mecca, had proclaimed an Arab revolt against Turkey’s rule,
Lawrence set off on his singular desert mission; thereafter he
dressed as an Arab, shared their food and their tents, and almost
his sole contacts with British officialdom were in quest of money
and ordnance for his Bedouin warriors.

Officially attached to the army of Feisal, ablest of Hus-
sein’s sons, as political and liaison officer, Lawrence was in fact
the leader and inspiration. He injected vigorous new life into
their rebellion, helping to unify the separate tribes, heartening
both sheiks and nomads to believe they would prevail and,
after four hundred years, throw off the Turkish yoke. He harried
the enemy where they least expected him to appear, then van-
ished again into the desert. Having no military training, he
fabricated a strategy that violated the textbook precepts—but
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happened to work perfectly for undisciplined irregulars operating
in a vast and trackless expanse of desert. He cut railroad lines,
blew up bridges and struck down strongholds the enemy con-
sidered impregnable. His raids diverted thirty thousand of Liman
von Sanders’s Turkish troops which could otherwise have been
thrown into the fight against Allenby. And now, as Harry and I
journeyed west, south, east and then north to join him, Lawrence
was poised for the final blows.

Our ultimate destination, in a straight line, lay little more
than a hundred and fifty miles south of our starting point in
Jerusalem. We didn’t know this, for the reason that we didn’t
know where we were going. To get around the Turkish line, as
well as to preserve the secrecy of Lawrence’s whereabouts—all
Palestine swarmed with spies of both sides—we were obliged to
travel a devious route of nearly three thousand miles by train,
steamship and camelback. Not until we crossed the Red Sea were
we told that we were bound for Aqaba.

It was an unforgettable trip. First we took the Milk and
Honey Express back across the Sinai to Cairo. There we were
put aboard a paddle-wheel steamer for the long journey up the
Nile. When we reached Wadi Halfa some days later, we trans-
ferred to a train to continue our journey straight south to Khar-
toum, for at this point the Nile begins to meander all over the
Sudan. That train belonged to a vanished era—three spacious,
immaculately white compartments to a car, large fans stirring
the heavy air, and smiling Sudanese to indulge us.

In Cairo, for travel reading, I had picked up a copy of
Winston Churchill’s account of the Anglo-Egyptian campaigns
in the Sudan, The River War, with its tragic prelude, the story
of Victorian England’s odd man out, Charles George Gordon.
Now, arriving in Khartoum, I found that beguiling city of white
stone fraught with phantom images of “Chinese” Gordon, though
it had been largely rebuilt since he was killed there more than
thirty years before.

And it suddenly came to me that Gordon and Lawrence
in some ways were two of a kind. Half a century before, someone
had written, “If you wanted some out-of-the-way piece of work
done in an unknown and barbarous country, Gordon would be
your man.” And so would T. E. Lawrence, as the War Office
discovered in 1916.
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Both were somewhat fanatic in the intensity with which
they pursued their assigned missions. Both were outsiders,
bizarre in the eyes of their fellow officers, contemptuous of rigid
army dogma, seemingly devoid of romantic interest in women,
bored by London society—although there were patrician hos-
tesses who would have built an entire social season around each
—and prone to self-analysis and philosophical musings. Both did
their best work with insurgent troops in alien lands, Westerners
among Arab tribes, Christians among Mohammedans, and were
more hindered than helped by the military establishment to
which, officially, they belonged. And in the end, both having
done the job they were sent to do, better, perhaps, than White-
hall ever intended, they were, in effect, renounced, pledges made
by their government disclaimed, with the result that one lost his
life, while some insist the other lost his honor.

Oh, yes, they also shared a postmortem misfortune. When
Hollywood got around to doing their stories not so many years
ago, they chose otherwise excellent actors—Charlton Heston for
Gordon and Peter O’'Toole for Lawrence—who no more repre-
sented the looks, character or personality of those titans than I do.

By the time he came to Khartoum in February, 1884,
Major General Charles George Gordon had already done a fair
share of “out-of-the-way” work for his country in China and
Equatorial Africa. In putting down the Taiping Rebellion, he
demonstrated a genius for commanding irregular troops and was
ever after popularly known as Chinese Gordon. But in the Sudan,
Gordon found himself pitted against an adversary fully as fanati-
cal as he was, and perhaps a tragic outcome was inevitable.

An obscure fakir, a mystic named Mohammed Ahmed, had
proclaimed himself the Mahdi, the messiah of Islam, and gather-
ing together an inflamed army of zealots, the dervishes, he em-
barked on a holy war to drive nonbeljevers from the Sudan. He
had already destroyed one British-led army of Egyptians when
Gordon was sent to Khartoum, his mission—whether simply to
report on the situation, evacuate the remaining garrisons, or stay
and fight—never made clear. In the circumstances, Chinese Gor-
don’s reactions were hardly surprising: he evacuated two thousand
women, children and wounded from the city, installed himself
in the palace and declared that the Mahdi “must be smashed up.”
The problem was that Prime Minister William Gladstone’s cabinet
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was bitterly divided over what action to take, and though Gordon
sat in Khartoum, convinced that his presence there would force
the government to send a relief column, they took no action at all.

The Mahdi laid siege to Khartoum in mid-March. Over
the long and harrowing months that followed, while British public
opinion rallied behind Gordon and pressured the cabinet to rescue
the beleaguered garrison, the ministers, in an agony of indecision,
debated the matter endlessly, inconclusively. Meanwhile, night
by night, Gordon sat alone in the palace, confiding his bitter dis-
illusion to his journal: “If a boy at Eton or Harrow acted toward
his tellow in a similar way, I think he would be kicked, and I am
sure he would deserve it. I know of no parallel to all this in his-
tory.” Each morning he would climb to the palace roof and train
his telescope on the river, certain that this day he would see the
smoke of a British flotilla steaming for Khartoum. But he saw
nothing except the tightening army of dervishes.

Finally, in August, following the private intercession of the
Queen—“Gordon must not be abandoned!” she told Gladstone—
the government decided to move. But it was November before a
relief force started south from Wadi Halfa, taking nearly three
months to proceed up the Nile and arriving at Khartoum two
days too late. On January 26, the Mahdist army had broken
through the walls of the city, butchered the garrison of eleven
thousand and hacked Chinese Gordon to pieces on the steps of
the palace.

I could not get those two messianic figures, Gordon and
the possessed Mahdi, out of my mind all the time we were in
Khartoum. When I heard that the Mahdi’s son still lived nearby,
I sent a messenger to request an interview. Though his father
had died only five months after the victory over Gordon, and
though Kitchener in a famous battle at Omdurman, just across
the river, had soundly defeated the Mahdists and reconquered the
Sudan for England, the son of the Mahdi remained one of the
most influential Arabs in the country.

He was an impressive, powerfully built man, who seemed
entirely sustained by his sense of history. He outwardly bore no
bitterness against the British masters of his land; at the end of the
war he would offer his father’s sword to King George V as a mark
of his personal fealty. As John Buchan wrote, “The old unhappy
things had become far off and forgotten.” But as we sat in the
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courtyard of his handsome villa some miles across the desert from
Khartoum, this serene and perceptive man said he was absolutely
certain the Sudan would eventually win its independence. He did
not live to see it—more than forty years would pass before it
happened—but in the end history bore him out.

A day or so later, Harry and I dined with the head of
British intelligence for central Africa at his home, imaginatively
called the House of the Hippopotamus Head. Suddenly his face
tightened and he said, “I don’t mean to rush you, but do you see
what is coming in the distance?”

The air had grown ominously still. Overhead the sky re-
mained cloudless and washed white by the afternoon sun. But
as we followed his fixed stare to the east, we saw what appeared
to be a mountain range moving toward us.

We were in for a haboob, our host hastily explained, a
terrific sandstorm that periodically swept across this part of
Africa, turning day into night and, with its whipping, lacerating
sheets of sand, blinding and choking anyone unlucky enough to
be caught abroad. He said we probably just had time to get back
to our hotel.

Harry and I said a quick good-bye and ran for our donkeys,
the Khartoum taxi of that time. Although the Charles Gordon
Hotel was only half a mile away, the black wall was on us before
we got there, the flying sand stinging our faces and hands so
that they felt as though they were on fire. We bent low on the
necks of our little mounts, hurrying them forward, but of course
man rarely succeeds in urging a burro to do anything in a hurry.
By the time we arrived I had a vivid idea of what it must be like
to get caught in the desert by such a storm. Inside, with windows
closed tight against the ferocity of the haboob, the heat was
stifling. And still the sand sifted through every crack and crevice,
coating the beds and floors, turning our eyes red and our mouths
gritty. The storm lasted for hours and there was no sleeping until
it ended. I have since lived through arctic blizzards, cloudbursts,
cyclones and monsoons, but none as unforgettable as the Khar-
toum haboob.

From the Nile we crossed the Nubian Desert by train to
Port Sudan on the Red Sea. Here the military commander, Gen-
eral Sir Reginald Wingate, put us aboard a much-torpedoed and
barely navigable wreck of a steamer bound for the Arabian coast.
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Our shipmates included several hundred sheep, horses and mules,
a platoon of Gordon Highlanders and a hundred or so Turkish
deserters. The crew was equally eclectic—some Hindus, a few
Javanese and Somalis and a whole band of fuzzy-wuzzies in
native dress. As there were no passenger accommodations, we
bunked on deck with the animals, and the animals, being some-
what testy in these odd surroundings, didn’t sleep much. Con-
sequently, neither did we.

In Cairo, we had stocked up on chocolate bars against the
possibility that the farther east we journeyed the more likely we
were to be confronted with a steady diet of delicacies like dried
dates and fried locusts. And on the advice of a colonel who de-
scribed the Bedouin craving for tobacco in most expressive terms
—“If you offer them a ‘gasper,” they’ll love you; if you don’t they
might take it into their heads to go through your pockets while
you're still wearing them”—we had also stuffed the odd corners
of our bags with cigarettes. Unhappily, as we neared our destina-
tion, the temperature shot straight up. One hungry afternoon I
opened my kit to find a fluid mass of chocolate, pencils, note-
books, bullets, matches, cigarette paper and tobacco.

We docked at Jidda, port of entry for Mecca, and as close
to the Holy City as nonbelievers were permitted. Then we sailed
north along the coast to the head of the Gulf of Aqaba. Here our
ancient but honorable vessel anchored offshore and we trans-
ferred to a lighter, still in company with the livestock, for the
trip to the beach. If we had any complaints about the crowded
quarters, we kept them to ourselves after one of the mules fell
overboard and within seconds was attacked by sharks and torn
to pieces.

We had not absorbed this item of violence when, chugging
toward shore, we heard the crackle of rifle fire and wondered if
we were to land in the midst of a battle. But as we scraped ashore
on a coral beach, we saw, to our considerable relief, that a thou-
sand or more Bedouins were blazing away, not at the enemy, but
at the blue sky in exuberance over our arrival. With their fierce
beards, exotic headdress and gorgeously colored robes, shouting
and firing as they wove toward us through palm trees and the
great piles of supplies stacked on the sand, they seemed part of
some fantastic Arabian pageant.

They were, in fact, part of what was called Lawrence’s
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army. The first among them to reach us led the way to a nearby
tent and gave us something to drink, and soon Lawrence himself,
just back from one of his desert raids, appeared. Once again
I was struck by the contrast between this blond, small-boned
Englishman, his face benign, almost saintly, and the black-eyed
Bedouin Arabs around him.

He seemed glad to see us. He introduced us to Emir
Feisal, who had moved his base camp to Aqaba, and to the
handful of British officers who were fighting the lonely desert
war with him—Joyce, Marshall, Hornby, Buxton, Dawnay, Young.
They were names, as yet unknown to the world, that would come
to be remembered among the most gallant of England’s soldiers.
And before many days had passed, we were mounted on camels
and off on a seventy-mile trip to the interior to see the action at
firsthand. Standing on a mountaintop with Lawrence, Feisal,
Nuri Sa’id and Auda abu Tayi, we watched the bombardment of
Ma’an, a station on the Damascus-Hejaz railroad north of Medina.

In the weeks that followed, I slowly came to learn the
story of Lawrence’s astonishing desert campaign. Though we
grew to be friends, I got little enough of it from him; he was
always happy to talk about archaeology, poetry, literature or his
companions, but remained difficult to draw out about himself.
Luckily, his comrades-in-arms were not so reticent. From them,
from what I saw for myself, I began to piece together an account
of what proved to be one of the most unusual achievements of
World War 1.

In March, 1917, Lawrence had made a jolting six-day camel
ride across the desert to the camp of Emir Abdullah, Feisal’s older
brother, carrying with him a plan of attack newly devised by
General Sir Archibald Murray and his general staff in Cairo. He
barely made it. Stricken with dysentery, burning with fever, he
feared at every stop that he would fall into the hands of well-
meaning tribesmen whose treatment of every ill was to burn holes
in the patient’s body at the sites where they believed the malady
lurked.

As it turned out, however, his sickness changed the course
of the war in the Middle East. Until then, Lawrence had been
too much caught up in the fighting to think beyond the objective
directly in front of him. Now, reaching Abdullah’s camp, he col-
lapsed into a tent and for ten days lay sick and shivering, some-
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L.T. was offered a job at $95 a month as a reporter
on the Victor Daily Record, of which he soon became

editor. Here he is with his only sister, Pherbia.
WorldRatlioHistory




In 1912, at age twenty, he went to Chicago to study
law. This is the costume he wore into the office of
the Chicago Journal.

P
With the Arditi near the summit
of Monte Rosa in December, 1917.
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L.T. with General Pepino
Garibaldi at the Italian
front.

With Field Marshal
Allenby after the fall of
Jerusalem.
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Heading down the old road to Jericho from Jerusalem to the
Jordan in the turret of a World War I armored car.

L.T. mounted on an Arabian horse.




The armored cars of T. E. Lawrence could race across this desert
floor at top speed from one mountain range to another. L.T. is
in the group on the right.

T. E. Lawrence and L.T.
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times out of his head with delirium, but at moments able to see
the whole complex nature of the Arab revolt with piercing clarity.
Recovering, persistently thinking his way through those enforced
hours of idleness, he came to understand the true strengths and
weaknesses of both sides, how the vast desert was the Arab’s
ally, so far largely unused, and how the very massiveness of the
Turkish army could be its own undoing.

Until that moment, the recapture of Medina had been an
obsession with both the Arabs and the British military. It was
the cornerstone of the plan Lawrence had brought from General
Murray. To the Arabs, who had taken Mecca at the outbreak of
their insurrection, Medina was an emotional issue, the second
holiest city in Arabia. To Murray, who was in thrall to the Western
Front orthodoxy of war—regiments, divisions, even whole armies
thrown into big battles for big objectives—Medina seemed the
biggest prize around.

“One afternoon,” Lawrence wrote in his masterly account
of the desert war, Seven Pillars of Wisdom, “I woke from a hot
sleep, running with sweat and pricking with flies, and wondered
what on earth was the good of Medina to us?”

It had no strategic value; it neither threatened the Arabs
nor was it situated to serve as a base of operations. The fact
was, Lawrence realized with the thrill of unexpected discovery,
Medina was contributing most to the Arab-Allied cause just as
it was—a remote enclave tying down a sizable Turkish garrison
and consuming the huge quantities of supplies required to sustain
it. And even if the Turks came to recognize it as a liability,
swollen Ottoman pride would keep them from abandoning it.
Why, then, should the Arabs do their work for them?

Now Lawrence’s agile mind leaped ahead to further hereti-
cal questions and to answers fixed firmly in the realities of the
situation. How could an undisciplined collection of desert tribes
challenge a seasoned and numerically superior Turkish force led
by war-wise German officers? Why should they try? In a jujitsu
concept of war, the ponderous strength of the Turks could con-
tribute to their defeat, for as long as their big bases remained
intact, Constantinople would feel obliged to reinforce them, im-
mobilizing substantial military power deep in the Arabian desert.

Battles in Arabia were a mistake, since we profited in them only
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by the ammunition the enemy fired off. Napoleon had said it
was rare to find generals who would fight battles; but the curse
of this war was that so few would do anything else . . . We
had nothing material to lose, so our best line was to defend
nothing and to shoot nothing. Our cards were speed and time,
not hitting power.

And his trump card was the thousands of square miles of
empty desert in which to operate, terrain the Arabs knew inti-
mately, as the enemy did not. Instead of fighting pitched battles,
he would lead a hit-and-run campaign, making the most of his
mobility, striking quickly and, just as quickly, vanishing “into
the blue.” How could he thereby inflict serious casualties on the
Turks? He could not, nor did he need to.

In Turkey, men [were] less esteemed than equipment. Our cue
was to destroy, not the Turk’s army, but his materials. The death
of a Turkish bridge or rail, machine or gun or charge of high
explosive, was more profitable to us than the death of a Turk . . .
Ours should be a war of detachment. We were to contain the
enemy by the silent threat of a vast unknown desert, not disclos-
ing ourselves till we attacked. The attack might be nominal,
directed not against him, but against his stuff; so it would not
seek either his strength or his weakness, but his most accessible
material. In railway-cutting it would be usually an empty stretch
of rail; and the more empty, the greater the tactical success.

So was born Lawrence’s desert strategy. It would rely
heavily on “tulip-planting,” a term he playfully invented as, in
dead earnest, he invented the “tulip” itself—a thirty-ounce charge
of guncotton that, emplaced under a railway crosstie, was power-
ful enough to rupture some thirty feet of track.

He had come to Abdullah’s camp without any articulated
opposition to the plan of his superiors in Cairo. By the time he
lett his sickbed, he was prepared to turn their doctrinaire rules
of war upside down, having conceived a set of tactics entirely
alien to the headquarters mentality—and these so carefully rea-
soned, down to the fine details, that they never had to be revised.
And when the war ended, the defeated Turks were still in Medina,
and Medina had remained a liability to them to the last.

The Hejaz railroad had been built by the Ottoman Sultan
Abdul Hamid at the turn of the century as a monument to the
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Pan-Islamic ideal, the effort to revive Muslim power and unity
under Turkey’s domination. Until the war began, it was known
as the Pilgrim Railway for the great number of the faithful it
annually carried to Mecca and Medina. It also served, not co-
incidentally, to keep a tight rein on the Arabs by the swift trans-
port of Turkish troops. Now it bore a steady stream of soldiers,
supplies and military hardware south to the garrison of twenty
thousand detending Medina.

Once he had devised his new strategy, Lawrence, at any
time, could have put the Hejaz railroad permanently out of com-
mission. But he did not want to dishearten the Turks; they might
take a notion to quit Medina. He only wanted to keep them off
balance. And of course it was a convenience to be able to replen-
ish his Arabs’ food, weapon and ammunition stores with the booty
taken from derailed and blown-up Turkish trains.

He made his first raid only a week or so after those seminal
days in Abdullah’s camp. The target was the railway station at
Aba el Naam, within a hundred miles of Medina. While his
artillery opened fire from the hills, destroying the station and its
water tower and thoroughly distracting the three-hundred-man
Turkish garrison, Lawrence planted his tulips under the tracks,
north and south. A sidetracked train, attempting to flee, touched
off the charge and traffic was blocked for three days. Meanwhile
the raiders had inflicted nearly a hundred casualties on the Turks
and taken thirty prisoners, all at a cost to them of one man slightly
wounded. “So,” said Lawrence with his gift for economy of lan-
guage, “we did not wholly fail.”

In the months that followed, travel along the Hejaz rail
line became a terror and an agony to the enemy. In Damascus,
people scrambled for seats in the rearmost carriages, paying up
to five times their normal value. Lawrence slipped into the city
one night and posted a notice to the effect that henceforth good
Arabs would use the railroad, in either direction, at their own
peril, thereby extending his threat all the way to Aleppo. Civilian
traffic all but stopped. Railroad engineers went on strike. Soon so
much rolling stock had been destroyed that the Turks could not
have evacuated Medina if they had wanted to. Supplies to their
army at Jerusalem were also badly pinched—just as the British
began their march on the Holy City.

Sir Archibald Murray, who had consistently viewed Law-
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rence as a noxious weed in his orderly garden of textbook tactics,
was replaced by Allenby. The new commander in chief did not
at first understand his desert warrior any better than had his
predecessor, but one difference between the two men was that
Allenby was willing to learn. He sent for Lawrence and asked
him outright what, if anything, his tulip raids meant, beyond
their obvious and melodramatic courtship of the Arab cause.

Lawrence explained his intention of harrying the rail line
to Medina, in effect immobilizing it, for all but the purpose of
feeding the Arab garrison and thereby keeping it there. This, he
said, seemed to him a far less costly way of neutralizing an enemy
than killing him or holding him prisoner in Cairo.

Allenby understood this at once. The two men would never
be close friends—they were of two different worlds—but they
now became each other’s staunchest advocates. Allenby sent
Lawrence back to the desert with a promise of as much assistance
as he could manage, and henceforth the Arab insurrection was
calculated into the overall concept of British strategy.

By the time Harry Chase and I came to Arabia, Lawrence
knew as much about the handling of high explosives as he did
about archaeology. He calculated and triggered his bursts with
such devastating acuity that if a train were carrying foodstuffs
and ammunition—which of course he spied out in advance—he
could make the locomotive buckle so that the boxcars, charging
on, tore themselves open and spilled their contents onto the right-
of-way for his Arab cohorts to scoop up. If it carried troops, he
could blow it sky-high. When the opportunity presented itself,
he would mine a bridge, dumping the locomotive and lead cars
into the watercourse below. For the Turks, these were aggravating
and time-consuming repairs.

They intensified their patrols; they packed every train
with heavily armed guards. It made little difference. So enormous
was the territory over which the hard-riding marauders were
free to rove that they could always find some unlikely spot to
strike. And so meticulously did Lawrence plan the raids that
even when the Turks came out fighting, they found themselves
raked by strategically emplaced machine guns. From the begin-
ning until they marched into Damascus alongside Allenby’s
troops six weeks before the war’s end, Lawrence and his men,
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among other depredations on the enemy, destroyed fifty locomo-
tives, twice as many boxcars and seventy-nine bridges.

Not that the enterprise was without risk, particularly to
Lawrence, who usually set the explosive charges himself. It was
characteristic of him to choose the most dangerous assignment;
but he was also concerned that if his Arab friends became
familiar with the use of high explosives, they would still be
blowing up trains for fun and profit long after the war was over.
And so he was always close by when the targeted train hove
into view, sometimes hidden, sometimes sitting inoffensively
on a hillside, staff in hand and looking for all the world like a
Bedouin shepherd. But as the Turks” nervousness increased, they
took to shooting at everything in sight, even innocent-looking
shepherds, and Lawrence was hit several times. He carried a
long-barreled Colt .45 in the folds of his aba and once used it
to drive off a patrol of Turks that had surrounded him against
a ruined locomotive.

Late in the campaign, near Deraa, Lawrence touched
off his charge under the driving wheels of an unusually long
train. As it careened and splayed off the tracks, more than a
thousand soldiers poured out, firing wildly—the train was carry-
ing Djemal Pasha, the Turkish commander in chief. Lawrence,
who had only sixty men hidden in the hills behind him, ran for
his life, bullets kicking up the sand at his heels. But as he ran—
and this was typical of his self-possession—he counted his steps
and, reaching his machine-gun positions, he could give the gun-
ners the precise range. They poured a deadly fire into the
Turkish ranks, killing a hundred twenty-five, and enabling the
little Arab band to get away safely.

Liddell Hart, among the foremost military theoreticians
in the West between the two world wars, once undertook to
write a book about the Arab rebellion, conceding that he began
it with the conviction that Lawrence’s role had been exaggerated
and at least partly fabricated. But as he followed his research
toward the essential truths, he was forced into a radical reap-
praisal. “I found him growing more distinct as the background
faded, until the Arab revolt became an emanation of him. Thus I
was compelled to recast the book and to make it primarily a
study of him.”
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Hart was struck not only by the guerrilla operations that
damaged and distracted the Turks, not only by the precision
with which Lawrence dovetailed his means to the ends he sought,
cannily choosing his targets for their vulnerability to the men
and weapons he could bring to bear on them, but finally by the
sheer tactical genius of this man who had had absolutely no
formal military training. The capture of the Red Sea port of
Aqaba was a graphic illustration.

Aqaba, unlike Medina, had real meaning for both sides.
Held by the Turks, it commanded the Red Sea approach to both
Palestine and northern Arabia. Taken by the Arabs, it could
provide a splendid base to support a British drive east from
Egypt. But the taking would not be easy. To the south and west,
Turkish guns bristled along an impregnable shoreline. To the
north and east, the rugged sweep of King Solomon’s mountains
provided a natural defense.

Lawrence and his handful of warriors set out on camel-
back from El Wejh, six hundred miles to the south, swung across
the desert in a great counterclockwise arc, and two months later
stood poised to strike from the heights behind the town. He had
no orders to take Aqaba. His journey across the desert and
through the mountains had itself been an incredible odyssey,
during which his ragged band had been reduced to a choice
between eating their camels and starving. But Lawrence had
single-mindedly led them on, gathering new adherents as he
went, retaking Arab villages long dominated by the Ottoman
rule. And when at last they swept down into Agaba—sheiks,
tribesmen, nomads—the Turks and their German commanders
were stupefied and, in a short, bloody battle, overwhelmed. The
enemy’s defense line was sundered, his defeat made inevitable.

If Aqaba was a military masterpiece of surprise, the battle
at Tafileh shows Lawrence in the altogether astonishing role of
the classicist in the art of war. Faced by a Turkish force in com-
mand of a fortified ridge—and, as usual, outnumbered—Lawrence
opened up with his few pieces of antique artillery in a frontal
bombardment. With the enemy thus occupied, he sent two flying
columns to encircle both his flanks. Pinched off, caught in a
vicious crossfire, the terrified Turks looked up to see Lawrence
himself leading his remaining men in a headlong attack on their
position. They fled, what had moments before been a well-
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organized and dominant body of troops suddenly transformed
into a demoralized horde, running for their lives and leaving
behind two hundred prisoners and twenty-seven machine guns.
Lawrence, with his self-deprecating sense of humor, referred to
Tafileh as a parody of the “old maxims and rules of the military
text books.” But Liddell Hart always considered it a paradigm
of battlefield mastery—and took pains to point out that the
master’s proficiency at war was entirely self-taught.

Not that he enjoyed it. The killing of men, either in battle
or by the remorseless desert, invariably left him shaken and
torn. He never spoke of these feelings, as he avoided talk of all
things that touched him most deeply. In fact, there were times
when he seemed to mask his anguish with some outrageous
observation on the travails of war. Once our camels rode side
by side at the head of a thousand Bedouins. They were bound
for a battle and were improvising war songs that lauded El-
Aurens, the blond sherif who led them. Lawrence paid no at-
tention. He and I were discussing the ancient Hittite civilization,
and his discourse was so brilliantly lucid, and the fierce music
behind so compelling, that I soon forgot the plodding, swaying
beast under me and the bloody rendezvous toward which the
column rode.

But Lawrence hadn’t forgotten. Suddenly, almost in mid-
sentence and apropos of nothing in our conversation, he said, “Do
you know, one of the most glorious sights I have ever seen is a
trainload of Turkish soldiers ascending skyward after the ex-
plosion of a tulip!”

I have always believed that he was consciously cleansing
his mind of a debilitating sense of sympathy at that moment.
Anyone who saw him in the presence of death knew that it
became a personal burden to him, even the death of an enemy,
and that he bore it and inflicted it only at the cost of a constantly
worsening wound of the spirit.

Sometimes one or more of his men wandered off and got
lost in the desert, and then it was often Lawrence himself who
went searching for them. For a death in the desert, as Lawrence
himself has described it, is an appalling end:

Not a long death—even for the very strongest a second day in
summer was all—but very painful; for thirst was an active malady,
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a fear and panic which tore at the brain and reduced the bravest
man to a stumbling, babbling maniac in an hour or two; and
then the sun killed him.

Once he had to kill one of his own men. From the begin-
ning, he had been called on by his followers to adjudicate their
disputes, some of them not unexpected among antagonistic
tribes suddenly thrown together with only an enemy in common
—assaults, camel theft, arguments over loot from a Turkish train;
some were more exotic—marriage settlements, cases of evil eye
and one of bewitchment, which Lawrence satisfactorily resolved
by counter-bewitching the accused. But this time murder had
been done. A Moroccan, Hamed, had shot one of the Ageyl, and
now the dead man’s relatives and friends demanded “blood for

blood.”

Then rose up the horror which would make civilized man shun
justice like a plague if he had not the needy to serve him as
hangmen for wages. There were other Moroccans in our army;
and to let the Ageyl kill one in feud meant reprisals by which
our unity would have been endangered. It must be a formal
execution, and at last, desperately, I told Hamed that he must
die for punishment, and laid the burden for his killing on myself.
Perhaps they would count me not qualified for feud. At least no
revenge could lie against my followers; for I was a stranger
and kinless.

Lawrence made the condemned man enter a dank and
narrow gully. At its end, where the vertical walls came darkly
together, Hamed fell, sobbing, on the prickly weeds, and Law-
rence gave him a moment’s respite. Then he told him to rise and
shot him through the chest. The bullet knocked him down, blood
spurting from the wound, but it did not kill him. He cried out,
rolling among the weeds, and Lawrence shot him again, but
was by then so nearly undone that he only managed to hit the
luckless man’s wrist. Hamed kept calling out, trying to crawl
toward Lawrence, who finally put his .45 under the Moroccan’s
jaw in the thick of his neck.

He called the Ageyl and they dug a hole in the gully
where the body lay and buried it there. He did not sleep that
night, and long before dawn, burning to be gone from that place,
he woke the men and bade them load up. Sick with fever and
an agony of the heart, he had to be lifted into the saddle.

WorldRadioHistory




WITH LAWRENCE IN ARABIA [ 157

Not long before I came out to the desert, Lawrence had
undergone his most lacerating experience of the war. He had
slipped into the town of Deraa as a spy, anxious to see for
himself how best he could attack and destroy the junction from
which three key rail lines spoked out across the desert. Almost
at once he was seized by the Turks. They did not doubt his
story that he was a Circassian—his Arab dress and speech bore
him out; their mission was to provide a comely young man for
the perverted pleasure of the Bey, governor of the province.

That night, soon after dark, the captive was taken to
the Bey’s quarters and, in a dimly lighted room, thrust toward
a bed where a squat, sweating man in a nightgown sat trembling
with passion. Dragged down to the bed, Lawrence endured the
frantic pawing as long as he could, then thrust his knee hard
into the Bey’s groin.

From this moment, the sequence of events is made unclear,
perhaps intentionally. In Seven Pillars of Wisdom, Lawrence
tells us he was held fast by a corporal while the Bey spat at him,
smashed at his face with a shoe, and finally twisted a bayonet
through the flesh over his ribs. Later he was whipped bloody
and left, passive and barely conscious, in a wooden shed from
which he escaped that night. And fleeing, he found what he
had come seeking in Deraa: a hidden valley road by which he
would return to raid the rail center. But there is little doubt that
those hours left harrowing scars on his mind, as they did on his
body. “In Deraa,” he wrote, “the citadel of my integrity had
been irrevocably lost.”

“What was he really like?”

This, of course, is the question people began asking me
from the time I came out of the desert and still ask me down
to this day, well over half a century later. It is a mark of
Lawrence’s lasting appeal, the heroic legend standing intact
despite the calculated, carping denigrations of the Aldingtons.
He was the giant of a particular time and place, perhaps the last
of his kind, and the world cannot get him out of its collective
consciousness.

But the answer to the question—what was he really like?—
is that I don’t know. For the question implies that we can have
some magical insight into the soul and spirit of another man,
a key that will unlock the secret motivations for all his acts, and

WorldRadioHistory



158 | GOOD EVENING EVERYBODY

I don’t think this is true. Certainly it is not true of someone as
inherently private as was T. E. Lawrence. The question seems
to beg me to tell why he turned his back on destiny, a brilliant
career, why he spurned greatness. And I can’t. Any more than
I can tell why a man without military training became one of
the great military leaders of World War I, and with a con-
stantly improvised army of irregulars killed, wounded and as-
sisted greatly in the capture of seventy thousand Turkish soldiers
and, by war’s end, controlled a hundred thousand miles of
enemy territory. Nor can I say how this classical scholar, the
same man who would translate Homer’s Odyssey into English
prose, also came to master the technical intricacies of aero-
dynamics and contributed importantly to the development of a
seagoing motorboat.

I know what he did, said and some of what he thought—
not why—during the period I was with him in Arabia. No other
observer had this good fortune. And I have tried to tell about
it in a way to help unravel some of the mystery with which
Lawrence surrounded himself—I don’t know why he did that,
either. What I know about him I do know, for I have clung to
the memory of our time together through all the long years,
while those who claim some special access to the innermost
mainsprings of his psyche are working with fantasy.

He had a tremendous personal effect on me. Suddenly I
could see what I felt was the reality of the desert. Before, if I
had thought of it at all, it had been in terms of a forbidding
obstacle, something to be avoided, endured or stoically crossed.
And my first experiences in Arabia reinforced this. For there
before me stretched an immense and arid land of rock and
shifting sand. And when you reached the top of one ridge, there
ahead was another, and then another, endless and barren all the
way to some distant horizon.

And then, of course, one had to cope with the desert’s
ubiquitous and irrational beast of burden, the camel. A nine-
teenth-century chronicler, William Gifford Palgrave, called it
“from first to last an undomesticated and savage animal, ren-
dered serviceable by stupidity alone . . . never tame, though
not wide awake enough to be exactly wild.” My own comment
would have been somewhat terser: the camel is an impossible
creature that gives every sign, as has often been said, of having
been created by a committee.
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But the thing is that in the desert it works, as nothing
else does. The same must be said for the kaffiyeh, the Arab head-
dress Lawrence wore, as did Chase and I, not as an affectation,
but because nothing else was nearly so effective against the sun
and the swirling sand. And as for the desert itself, it was Law-
rence who finally enabled me to see it through Arab eyes, danger-
ous to any who challenged it in ignorance, but a refuge to those
who learned to respect its awesome breadth, a source of nourish-
ment to those who knew its oasis islands and the wadis that in
season rushed with fresh water. Lawrence’s friend, the noted
Arabist Gertrude Bell, put it this way:

The Arabs do not speak of desert or wilderness as we do. Why
should they? To them it is neither desert nor wilderness, but a
land of which they know every feature, a mother country whose
smallest product has a use sufficient for their needs. They know,
or at least they knew in the days when their thoughts shaped
themselves in deathless verse, how to rejoice in the great spaces
and how to honour the rush of the storm.

The book I wrote about my experiences in the desert,
With Lawrence in Arabia, eventually went into more than a hun-
dred printings. The world tour during which I told Lawrence’s
story, until then undisclosed, brought me many other opportu-
nities. But had I been compelled to keep it all to myself, pledged
never to write or utter a single word about Lawrence in exchange
for the opportunity to join him in Arabia, I still would have
jumped at the chance, for it was an unforgettable time and it
changed my life in ways that had nothing to do with fame or
fortune. While with him I was in the presence of greatness, and
I remain eternally grateful even though I may not have had the
wisdom to know it at the time.

Lawrence turned aside a promotion to general’s rank, had
friends sidetrack a recommendation that he be awarded the
Victoria Cross, and even declined knighthood. When I asked
him why, he laughed and replied that if he were knighted his
tailor would hear about it and double his bills. “I have trouble
enough paying them as it is.” Of course this was not the real
reason, but it was as close as he was prepared to let anyone get,
and he usually had an amusing comment to make about anything
in which he was involved.

Another time I may perhaps have come a shade closer to
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the essence of the man. Aware of his disdain for money and nearly
all the things money could buy, I was often fascinated toward
the end of the desert campaign to see him casually stuffing
thousands of pounds in gold sovereigns into a camelbag and
riding off—for by this time the British government was gladly
providing him with all the gold he needed to pay for men and
material, with or without a receipt! So I asked him once to assume
that the money was his: what would he spend it for? “Oh,” he
replied, “I'd like to have a Rolls with enough tires and petrol to
last me all my life.”

He could have had it, of course, and any of the daydream
luxuries other men crave. But the real price—adopting the values
of ambitious careerists, accepting their empty honors—was more
than Lawrence ever seriously considered paying.

We had wonderful talks. During the long marches, or
sitting by his tent as the day faded and slowly cooled, his con-
versation seemed to separate us from the world, his facility with
the English language so exhilarating I found it hopeless straining
to match him. Few men could: his command of English was
burnished by his easy familiarity with six other languages—classi-
cal Latin and Greek, French, Italian, Spanish and German—as
well as whatever Arabic dialects at his command. His extraor-
dinary clear and versatile intelligence endowed what he said with
solid substance, and that endlessly inventive wit phrased it for
maximum impact.

There wasn’t a question I could ask about this strange and
exotic land we traveled that he did not effortlessly answer, from
how to handle a recalcitrant camel to the future of the Arab
people. He was gloomy about their chances of winning the nation-
hood and independence for which they had revolted. “When you
can understand the point of view of another race,” he once said
to me, “you are a civilized being, but somehow this doesn’t apply
collectively.”

For the governments of so-called civilized nations were
often too much in thrall to narrow self-interest to honor the legiti-
mate aspirations of a weaker people. Even as Lawrence encour-
aged the Arabs to believe their aims accorded with those of the
Allies, even as he led them in the struggle to drive out the Turks,
in his heart he knew the old bondage would only be replaced by a
new one. The French were determined to have Syria; the British
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wanted Mesopotamia. Expediency had led to secret agreements
and conflicting promises, and how were commitments of honor
to be redeemed?

Surely not by any singleness of Arab purpose. Lawrence
deeply admired the Arabs’ courage and loyalty and inventiveness,
but he knew that a gift for organization was not among their
racial traits. Once he told me, “Everybody is a general in the
Arab army. In British circles, a general is allowed to make a mess
of things by himself, whereas here in Arabia every man wants a
hand in making it complete.”

In the end, when the promises had been broken, when he
came face to face with his personal tragedy—that he had himself
been used as the instrument of an Allied policy inimical to the
best hopes of his friends and followers, he made a final effort to
win public opinion back to the side of simple justice. In a pro-
found and poignant letter to the Times of London he wrote:

The Arabs rebelled against the Turks not because the
Turk government was notably bad, but because they wanted
independence. They did not risk their lives in battle to change
masters, to become British subjects or French citizens, but to
win a show of their own.

Whether they are fit for independence or not remains to
be tried. Merit is no qualification for freedom. Bulgars, Afghans
and Tahitians have it. Freedom is enjoyed when you are so well
armed, or so turbulent, or inhabit a country so thorny that the
expense of your neighbor’s occupying you is greater than the
profit.

So he had foreseen the ultimate chaotic course of events
in the Middle East. The inevitable and essential truth of his
judgment would be confirmed by history, but not until long after
he was dead.

The war in the desert now began moving swiftly toward
its inexorable end. All during the spring and summer of 1918,
Allenby had been training raw recruits, painstakingly rebuilding
his depleted army until he had a striking force of nearly a hundred
thousand. Meanwhile, with feints and several incursions across
the Jordan, he persuaded his old foe, the German general Otto
Liman von Sanders, that the main British thrust, when it came,
would again be aimed at the Jordan valley. Lawrence’s raids
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along the length of the Hejaz railway only strengthened this
belief, and Liman von Sanders massed almost half his available
Turkish troops on his inland flank. As he did, Allenby was secretly
deploying the bulk of his infantry, with the cavalry just behind,
north of Jaffa, preparing to strike at the Turkish right, along the
Mediterranean coast.

This spectacular plan, calculated to knock Turkey out of
the war and break the back of the Ottoman Empire, depended
on the element of surprise and was known to only four people.
Lawrence was one. His role was to cut the three rail lines radiat-
ing from Deraa, focal point of the enemy’s communications net-
work, isolating his fighting force and depriving it of supplies and
reinforcements.

Lawrence struck on September 17. Like maddening
wraiths, his little band appeared and then vanished south, north
and west of Deraa, and each time they left the railroad a shambles.
Afterward, summing up the devastating effects of this final raid,
Lawrence told me, “This, after all, was the main justification of
our existence and of the money and time we had spent on the
Arab revolt.”

He had started out with a small, battle-hardened force of
four hundred and ridden six hundred miles in just twenty-three
days. Too weak in numbers to stand and fight, they led a pre-
carious existence, shifting camp twice a night to avoid being
ambushed. But again the vast and unmapped desert was their
ally, and they came in out of the blue, miles behind the Turkish
armies and with stunning unexpectedness. Two days before the
British advance in Palestine began, they had cut the three rail
lines and for five days permitted no trains to get through to the
fighting fronts. The results were ruinous to the Turkish hopes of
turning back Allenby’s assault. Not only did they wait in vain for
assistance, but when they began to retreat, they found all their
advance food depots and ammunition dumps exhausted.

Allenby attacked early on September 19. His infantry
punched a hole in the tautly stretched Turkish line and the
cavalry poured through, sweeping behind the dazed defenders
and closing their line of retreat to the north. Their position un-
tenable, threatened front and rear with annihilation, the Turks
fled eastward across the Jordan, then scrambled toward Damas-
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cus, harassed by British aircraft and Lawrence’s Arabs, now
swelled to a force of eleven thousand men.

For the first time, the British regulars had joined forces
with their Bedouin allies, and together they marched into Damas-
cus on October 2. On the thirtieth, the Turkish government re-
quested an armistice. In one of the most dazzingly executed
battles in the annals of warfare, Allenby, with much help from
Lawrence and Feisal and the Arabs, had destroyed the Turkish
army, taking seventy-five thousand prisoners while themselves
suffering little more than five thousand casualties, and finally won
the war in the desert and hastened the end of World War 1.

It all went very quickly then. Lawrence stayed in Damas-
cus only four days, its virtual ruler until Allenby’s arrival. Then
he begged the commander in chief to let him go.

. .. I made to Allenby the last (and also I think the first)
request I ever made of him for myself—leave to go away. For a
while he would not have it; but I reasoned, reminding him of
his year-old promise, and pointing out how much easier the
New Law would be if my spur were absent from the people. In
the end he agreed; and then at once I knew how much I was sorry.

By November 11, the day the armistice was signed, he
was back in England. Knowing he would go, and that there was
therefore no reason for me to stay, I too had returned to Europe.

Our paths were to cross again under far different circum-
stances.
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VII. Inside Revolutionary Germany

If my government falls, Germany will turn to a dictator, and then
you Americans will have to come back.
—CHANCELLOR FrrepricH EBERT

Paris in November—the biting wind and the raw, rainy
days and nights—was a contrast to the dry desert heat. Perhaps
I caught a cold. Perhaps all the months of living out of a kit bag,
of constant movement through chaotic events, and the intensity
with which I felt it all, finally laid me low. I don’t know and 1
never found out. But one evening, returning to my hotel room
at the end of still another long day, I felt the stairway moving
under my feet, like some surreal escalator, and I gave in to the
gathering darkness and passed out. I probably would have fallen
all the way back into the lobby of the St. James and Albany if a
colleague, Webb Waldron, hadn’t caught me by the lapels of my
trench coat and gently lowered me to the steps.

When I came to some forty hours later, I was in the
American Hospital in Neuilly, a Paris suburb, and at first no one
seemed to know what was the matter with me. That was the
winter the killer influenza epidemic of 1918 swept over Western
Europe, taking some twenty million lives, and there was little
doubt but what I had been one of its near victims. So I lay on my
back in that hospital room, sicker than I had ever been in my
life. Alone except when Waldron came to visit or when a nurse
came along, I had plenty of time to think about the jumbled

164

WorldRadioHistory




INSIDE REVOLUTIONARY GERMANY | 165

happenings of those last days and to ponder what to do now that
the war was over.

Returning from Palestine on a Greek freighter, I had
stopped in Genoa to collect my bride. But I learned that her
Red Cross unit had completed its work and that Fran, having
heard nothing from me during all those weeks when I'd been
roving the desert, had returned to Denver, to her parents. I wrote
her at length—it was only the first of many times in nearly sixty
years of marriage that my unanticipated travels would separate
us. Then I went on to London to express my gratitude personally
to John Buchan at the British Ministry of Information, the man
who had made it possible for me to cover the campaign in the
Middle East, the journalistic coup of a lifetime. A few days later
I was back in France, with the American First Army as it bulled
its way toward the Meuse River in the final battle of the war.

The end was very near. Allenby’s smashing assault in the
desert had started a chain reaction that could have only one out-
come. Within days of the Turkish army’s flight, Bulgaria and the
once mighty Hapsburg Empire, Austria-Hungary, fell, like dom-
inoes in a line. For a little while the Germans stood alone, torn
by internal strife, pressed relentlessly backward by the Western
Allies. Then, at 5 A.M. on November 11, in a railroad car pulled
into a woodland siding at Compiégne, their representatives signed
the articles of surrender. The news came to us later in the day,
less than a hundred miles to the east, in the Argonne Forest, and
at 11 a.m. all firing ceased.

I sent Harry Chase back to the States to begin the monu-
mental job of processing our film. But I was not yet ready to go
back and returned instead to Paris: there was quiet at last on the
Western Front, but peace was not yet assured. Allied ships con-
tinued to blockade the German coast. Nothing but wild rumors
seeped out of Germany, its borders sealed by order of Marshal
Foch. There had been a mutiny of sailors on the warships an-
chored at Kiel. It was said the revolt had spread to Berlin, with
councils of workers and soldiers, in the manner of the Russian
soviets, seizing power in dozens of other cities. The Kaiser had
fled, and there was a crucial struggle going on inside the beaten
land. The shape of the peace—if, indeed, peace there was to be
—depended on its outcome. And that had to be a story!

One evening, when Webb Waldron came to the hospital
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to see me and I was reasonably sure I was going to survive after
all, T put it to him: why didn’t we go to Germany and get the
inside story of what was happening there? Webb, a novelist and
magazine writer who was then European editor of Colliers
Weekly, had years of experience on me, and maybe I ought to
have listened to him. He said every reporter in Paris had the
same idea—the German upheaval was the hottest story in the
world; editors were clamoring for on-the-scene reports—but get-
ting them from so far away was impossible. No one was being
granted authorization for German travel; the border was closed
tight and headquarters was making no exceptions for anyone,
particularly journalists. In fact, it appeared precisely the journal-
ists that Foch meant to keep out. He wanted no softhearted stories
out of Germany to rouse a gullible public in Britain and the
United States to oppose the French intention to press for a
rigorous and fully retributive peace treaty.

“What about going without authorization, then?” I asked
naively.

Well, he replied, a group of correspondents had tried, had
gotten beyond Koblenz, where the Germans provided them with
a car and driver so they could head for Berlin. The correspon-
dents were Fred E. “Doc” Smith of the Chicago Tribune, Herbert
Corey of Associated Newspapers, Lincoln Eyre of the New York
World, Cal Lyon of Newspaper Enterprise Association, and
George Seldes of the Marshall Syndicate. After spending some
days in Germany and getting a few interviews, including one
with Field Marshal Von Hindenburg, they were picked up by
our military people and hustled back to France. At first it looked
as though they would be court-martialed for violating war regu-
lations, but Colonel House got them out of that predicament.
They could not release their stories while they were in trouble,
so their material became dated. It must have been a frustrating
experience for them.

In my ignorance, I persisted. Along the length of the
Rhine River, I said, there had to be a place where two enterprising
reporters could slip across into Germany without being noticed.
And once we were there, beyond reach of the MPs, surely we'd
find people to help us—surely the Germans would be glad to
have someone tell the world their side of things for a change,
wouldn’t they?

Webb undoubtedly thought he was humoring a sick friend.
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“Listen, L.T.,” he said, “let’s see how long it takes you to get
well. That’s the important thing.”

It was all the spur I needed. Two days later I was up and
about. Once I was discharged from the hospital, Webb and I
were on a train bound for Alsace, the Rhine province newly re-
taken from the Germans.

We arrived in Strasbourg, the provincial capital, with our
hearts and hopes high. It was a busy, self-absorbed city and no
one paid any attention to two Americans strolling along the river.
But the Rhine bridge was heavily guarded and Germany, so close
we could see children playing on the far bank, remained beyond
our reach. We pondered the possibility of attempting a night
swim. But it looked so ominously cold and swift-running we con-
tinued south, studying our map, wandering about in towns so
recently reoccupied by the French that they hadn’t even finished
replacing the German traffic signs. In one, Mulhouse, capital of
newly liberated Lorraine, we sat in a café bemoaning our luck—
the frontier was sealed; we had not found a single unguarded
crossing—and wondering what to try next. Confident that no one
in this provincial border city could understand us, we made no
effort to keep our voices down. Suddenly a French soldier, who
heretofore had seemed to be devoting all his attention to a bottle
of white wine, brought his bottle and chair over to our table and,
in impeccable New Yorkese, said: “Sounds like you got a problem.”

We parried. It was heartening to hear an American voice
in the midst of this French-speaking wilderness, but how could
we be sure he was as sympathetic as he sounded?

He was, he allowed after still another glass of white wine,
an ambulance driver serving with a French infantry unit. His
name was Tony, he came from Staten Island and at the moment
he was on a dull, lonely assignment. His mission was to drive
back and forth along the frontier and pick up Allied prisoners
of war, now streaming out of German prison camps. In the post-
Armistice chaos, they had simply been opened wide, and the
POWs, turned loose, were straggling across the border in two’s
and three’s from Switzerland to the North Sea. And what were
we up to?

Webb and I took one look at each other and decided to
tell him. If he turned out to be an MP, well, we hadn’t done any-
thing wrong yet. But if he really was an ambulance driver, maybe
he could be our ticket into Germany. We were reporters, Webb
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said, trying to get the straight story of what was really happening
inside Germany, but kept out by idiotic army rules and red tape.
We needed help. Maybe if we hid in his ambulance. . . ?

He casually took another swallow and said, “Let’s see that
map you've got there.”

Not only was our new friend more than willing to help,
but his familiarity with the frontier provided us with a real plan
in place of the fuzzy hopes we'd been going on. Our basic prob-
lem was getting across the Rhine—where it ran between France
and Germany—and that seemed impossible. But only a few miles
to the south, the fortuities of geography put both banks of the
river well within Swiss territory; if we could get into Switzerland,
all we’d have to do would be to cross one of the bridges in the
city of Basel, then find a place to slip across the Swiss-German
land border. Here was Tony telling us he would get us into
Switzerland—maybe.

“Just don’t mention my name in your dispatches or what-
ever you write,” he said as we folded the map. “These French
have no sense of humor.”

We ate a hearty meal, drank some more wine and, around
midnight, walked through the empty streets of Mulhouse to where
his ambulance was parked. He had us stretch out in the back
and buried us under a pile of blankets. Then we felt the creaky
vehicle lurch forward. It was to be quite a night.

The ambulance was stopped twice by road patrols. We
heard Tony’s laborious French—“C’est vide. Je retourne a l'hépi-
tal’—and they passed us through. Shortly before 2 a.m., he
stopped again and let us out on a stretch he said was parallel to
the frontier.

“The border’s right there,” he whispered, “about a hundred
yards. Good luck.”

We shook hands. The ambulance lights vanished around
a curve and we were alone in the pitch dark of a moonless night.
We picked our way through the brush in the general direction
Tony had pointed until, one behind the other, we tripped over
a low barbed-wire barrier and fell heavily into Switzerland. We
picked ourselves up and stumbled on, coming on a road, then
crouching in a ditch alongside as a pair of sentries went chatter-
ing by and we heard others whistling in the distance. Soon we
could see a scattering of lights ahead—Basel—and just about

WorldRadioHistory




INSIDE REVOLUTIONARY GERMANY | 169

dawn, after circling the city, we found an untended railroad
bridge and crossed the Rhine where it was not an international
boundary.

During the day, at the frontier, we watched as people were
waved through the checkpoint without even slowing down, and
I guess that went to our heads. Why should we go crawling
around in the woods trying to sneak into Germany? We would
march right up there and walk across like everyone else.

Well, we didn’t. Everyone else—workers, mostly, who
crossed every morning and night—was personally known to the
guard. When he saw two strangers in American uniforms ap-
proach, he reacted by slamming the gate shut, and ten miautes
later Webb and I were sitting in a Basel prison, under arrest.

Though it hardly seemed so at the time, this was one of
the luckier things to happen to us on this expedition. The Swiss
jailer gave us a decent breakfast and at our urgent request sent
for an American consular official. He arrived as a second cup of
coffee was restoring our confidence, an imposing-looking gentle-
man whose first question was: “What the hell do you two think
youre up to?”

We told him. We said we were reporters trying hard to
do our jobs but that wherever we turned officialdom blocked our
way. All at once our fatigue and frustration gave us the effrontery
to take the offensive. We bombarded him with questions, giving
him no chance to answer.

Webb: “Wouldn’t you like to know what’s happening in
Germany?”

Me: “Don’t you think the men who fought this war and
the people back home who paid for it have a right to know?”

Webb: “If the Germans are willing to let us in, why should
Marshal Foch or the Swiss keep us out?”

Me: “What if theyre plotting to start the fighting again?
What if the Communists have taken over? Do we have to wait
for the peace conference to find out?”

When we finally ran out of breath, he said he thought we
were indeed on a worthwhile mission and wished he could join
us. He would help us, he said, if only we'd, goddam it, shut up
for a minute. We couldn’t believe this rather crusty consular
officer was going to stick out his neck for us.

But he did. He returned around noontime with the Swiss
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military commandant in Basel, a colonel, who asked us a few
questions and then produced some papers. What had passed
between those two Webb and I were never to know, except for a
hint from the Swiss that he also would like to go along and see
what was happening in Germany. A few hours later, having been
given time to go on a bit of a shopping spree so we could stock
up on coffee, chocolate and cigarettes, we were escorted to the
railroad station and placed aboard a train. Once across the border,
without anyone seeming to even notice our presence, we were
deposited well inside Germany, in the city of Freiburg. Our
elation was only tempered by the realization that we’d failed to
get the names of our American consul and the Swiss colonel.

Little more than four years had passed since those exhila-
rating summer days of 1914 when Kaiser Wilhelm II, flaunting a
pompous ferocity and concealing his withered left arm, whipped
the Fatherland into a fever for war and sent German armies
smashing into Russia and Belgium. Neither Germany nor the
world would ever be the same. Eight and a half million soldiers
died in those four years, nearly two million of them Germans—
the greatest loss by any single nation in the history of warfare—
and the toll among the civilian populations was even more har-
rowing.

Despite the awesome casualties, despite growing disillu-
sionment inside the Reich—winters of near-starvation, protests and
spreading strikes—the war ground on. Early in 1918, although a
fresh American army was taking its place alongside the resurgent
Allies, General Erich Ludendorff was telling the Kaiser that he
would be in Paris by April 1. Not until the last days of September,
when Ludendorff had no more troops to throw into still another
sacrificial offensive, was the word armistice uttered aloud in the
rarefied councils of the High Command. And even then Luden-
dorff, who had been virtual dictator of Germany for two years,
was plotting only to withdraw to a shortened defense line on the
frontier and rest his army before again taking up the struggle.

It was not to be. With the home front sliding toward chaos,
threatened by utter breakdown on the right and bedlam on the
left, the Kaiser appointed a new chancellor, Prince Max von
Baden, and this humane and internationally esteemed statesman
moved for peace. Ludendorff was dismissed and went to hide in
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a Berlin boardinghouse before escaping to Sweden, wearing a
false beard. Against the Kaiser’s will, his abdication was per-
emptorily announced and he went fleeing to Doorn in the Nether-
lands, the monarchy dissolved. But it was too late to turn back
the gathering storm. Even as the articles of surrender were being
signed—by a civilian cabinet minister, Matthias Erzberger; the
generals, who had begun the war, refused to face up to their re-
sponsibility to end it—the despairing land burned with the fires
of revolution.

No one can say how it began. In those fretful last days
before the armistice was signed, as radicals and reactionaries
wrangled over who was to blame for the downfall of the proud
nation, rioting erupted across Germany—a seething protest, a cry
of anger by defeated soldiers and civilians who were spent and
broken by the intolerable demands of the war. Together they
turned on those who had led them to disaster. In Kiel, when the
Admiralty ordered the fleet to sea for one final, futile battle, the
crews mutinied, turning hoses into their ships’ boilers and hoist-
ing the red flag of rebellion. Dock workers and garrison troops
joined them. Within days the revolt had spread to Hamburg,
Bremen, Cologne, Dusseldorf; and Berlin was locked in the grip
of a general strike.

If this overthrow of the Hohenzollern Empire constituted
a revolution, it was clearly not the revolution Karl Liebknecht
had in mind. He was the most effective agitator in Germany.
With Rosa Luxemburg, he had founded and now led the Spar-
tacus League, the party of Germany’s revolutionary Marxists.
Even as a member of the Reichstag he was unremitting in his
impassioned opposition to the war, and in 1916 he had been
arrested and imprisoned. Then, in October, 1918, as the Empire
crumbled and confusion degenerated into turmoil, he was re-
leased, returning to Berlin in triumph, the dissenter vindicated,
blessed by Lenin and cheered by throngs as he paraded exultantly
past the Reichstag.

Not for Liebknecht and his Spartacists the modest aspira-
tions of Prince Max’s government—peace, a true parliamentary
system. Liebknecht called out for a government patterned on the
newly triumphant soviets of Russia, “supreme authority to the
Workers’ and Soldiers’ Councils.” And as his strength swelled,
as the more moderate Social Democrats were confronted with a
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nightmare vision in which they traded a dictatorship of the right
for one of the left, there seemed no way to forestall the Spartacists
but to proclaim a German republic. This they did, hastily, on
November 9. And so Prince Max, the last Imperial Chancellor,
turned his shaky control of the Fatherland over to the Socialist
leader, Friedrich Ebert.

“Herr Ebert,” Prince Max said, “I commit the German
Empire to your keeping.”

And Ebert, who had hoped to restore a benevolent mon-
archy to Germany, who had himself suffered cruelly from the
war, replied, “I have lost two sons for this empire.” And alone
in the Chancellor’s Wilhelmstrasse office, he began his monu-
mental effort to save Germany from herself.

It was only a month or so after this pivotal day that Webb
Waldron and I arrived in Germany. The world outside, indeed
the German people, still had heard little of the background to
these epochal events. As we wandered the streets of Freiburg,
the thing we felt most acutely, more than the people’s relief with
the war over, more than their hunger for food and goods, was a
sense of bewilderment. What was going to happen next?

A red flag flew over the Rathaus, the city hall. A revolu-
tionary council headed by a butcher and a lawyer ruled the city
but knew almost nothing of what might have happened outside
Freiburg since the upheavals of early November. Stil], they
treated Webb and me cordially and told us what they could about
the political ferment in southern Germany. As we were in uni-
form, perhaps they thought we were an advance element of an
American occupation force. Nor did we have a language problem
—it has always amazed me how so many Europeans speak excel-
lent English while the average American has trouble getting by
even in London.

When we persisted with our questions, someone suggested
we visit Prince Max, who had returned to his Baden estate im-
mediately after divesting himself of the chancellorship. It was
easily arranged, the Prince graciously agreeing to see us the
following day. Welcomed to his country home, sitting in his com-
fortable study and listening to him talk about those hectic last
weeks, Webb and I could see how relieved he was to be free of
the bitter conflicts of the chancellery, and how glad he was to
get his version of events on the record.
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A member of the royal family and a distinguished human-
itarian, Prince Max had devoted himself exclusively to the Red
Cross and the welfare of war prisoners—on both sides—during
the four years of conflict, consistently refusing to accept a political
role until the last month of the war. Then the Kaiser sent for him
and told him he alone could save Germany from ruin: only his
reputation for open-mindedness and integrity could hold off the
extremists; only his international stature gave Germany a chance
to avoid a total and calamitous surrender.

He smiled ruefully and told us that he seemed to have
succeeded at neither. “I believe the Allies want vengeance more
than peace, and the harsh terms of the armistice have armed our
fanaties, who always come to the fore in times of trouble.”

He was also concerned about the High Command’s pre-
tense that the Fatherland had been betrayed on the home front
while the army was still fighting strongly, the growing myth of
the “stab in the back.” It would torment the German people, he
predicted, and some day be seized on to rehabilitate the military
and start another war.

“We were beaten in the field,” he said emphatically, and
as his story unfolded, it was clear that few men knew the truth
better. Unaware of the gravity of the situation on the battlefront,
he himself had tried to hold out against the decision to seek im-
mediate terms, fearing it would precipitate an internal convulsion.
Summoned to headquarters to hear Ludendorff’s demand that
Germany accept an armistice, he had pleaded with the Kaiser for
a week’s delay so he could prepare the people and solidify his
government. Wilhelm would not hear of it. “The Supreme Com-
mand requests it [the armistice],” he told the Chancellor, “and
you have not been brought here to make difficulties for the Su-
preme Command.”

We moved on to Stuttgart, then east to Munich, capital
of Bavaria. At the Bayerischer Hof, one of Europe’s great hotels,
we seemed to be the only guests. Outside, the streets were eerily
still, with only a rare automobile swooping by and the people,
their faces pinched, silent and distracted as they hurried by the
empty shops. Only ersatz, substitutes, appeared to be for sale in
Munich—ersatz tobacco, ersatz coffee, even ersatz food. In one
shop we saw clothing made of a paper product; it was wilting in
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the condensation of the display window, and I wondered how
long it would stand up to a Bavarian snowstorm. I was glad to
think about our bags stuffed with Swiss chocolate and cigarettes,
but the fact is that our supply of riches didn’t last long; we kept
passing them out to hungry-looking people wherever we went.

Demobilized soldiers roamed the streets of Munich during
those bleak days, uprooted, unemployed and unable to find them-
selves in the city from which they had jauntily marched off to
war three or four years earlier. Goaded and used by the most
reactionary elements in Bavaria, seeking scapegoats for their hu-
miliation, they would soon turn to intimidation and violence in
a scramble for political power. One of them, just returned to his
adopted city at the end of November, was a thirty-year-old Aus-
trian corporal without money or trade, seething with hatred for
those, mainly Jews, whom he blamed for having brought the
downfall of the Fatherland. He described himself as a revolu-
tionary “who favored revolution for its own sake and desired to
see revolution established as a permanent condition.” His name
was Adolf Hitler, and there, in Munich, he got his start.

For the moment, though, Bavaria was in the hands of the
Social Democrats. Led by a Jewish writer, Kurt Eisner, they had
forced the abdication of the Wittelsbach king and established
the “People’s State.” Webb and I requested an interview with
Eisner, and he saw us at once. He was a small man with red hair
and an untidy beard, his pince-nez periodically popping off his
nose as he relived for us the heady moments, only six weeks
before, when he had walked through the streets with a few hun-
dred men, occupied the Parliament and proclaimed a republic.
It had been overwhelmingly confirmed in an election a few days
later, and now Kurt Eisner, a Socialist Jew, ruled Catholic, con-
servative Bavaria. Suddenly he knifed forward in his chair and
exclaimed, “And not a shot fired—no violence, none!”

It was only a few days before Christmas. As we were
leaving, I told Herr Eisner how Webb and I had hoped to go to
the Alpine village of Oberammergau, home of the world-re-
nowned Passion Play, staged only once every ten years, but it
seemed impossible because there was no transport. He at once
said he would arrange it.

And he did. Though we had to scrounge for gasoline and
tires, and though our car broke down in the mountain snows so
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we had to finish the journey in a farmer’s horse-drawn sleigh, we
got to Oberammergau on Christmas Eve—and brought first word
to this mountain fastness of the war having ended.

The entire village looked more like the setting for a fairy
tale than for the drama the outside world came to see—brightly
colored houses poking bravely above the deep snow, gay Bavarian
folk characters painted on every door. A bundled figure trudging
forward to greet us turned out to be Anton Lang, whose portrayal
of Christ was known all over Europe and America. Webb and I
stayed the night with Herr Lang and his wife—and were visited
by nearly everyone in the village—including Judas. How was it
they hadn’t heard of the armistice? Devout Christians, they had
been exempted from military duty, and then forgotten during the
snowy winter as the collapse of the mountain telephone line must
have seemed the least of Imperial Germany’s problems.

Webb and I returned to Munich and there expressed our
thanks to Herr Eisner, the odd-looking little Jew who had made
this very special Christmas possible for us. Two months later he
was dead, shot down as he walked along the Promenadestrasse
on his way to Parliament by a right-wing assassin, one of those
heedless freebooters who, like Hitler, had long lived with violence
and now believed loyalty to the Fatherland demanded murder
and mayhem against the Republic.

Just before the new year, we came to Berlin, where a new
war, for the possession of Germany, was moving toward a shatter-
ing climax. It was a curious and contradictory moment in history.
Armed mobs defied the curfew; gunfire crackled from the roof-
tops. Yet the telephones worked and the streetcars were running
and, as one Berliner put it, “If the streetcars are running, you
know life is bearable.” Though food supplies were short and peo-
ple were reduced to making do with meals of boiled turnips, no
one was starving. A new Ernst Lubitsch film, Carmen, starring
Pola Negri, had recently opened and was playing to capacity
crowds. Even the revolution followed a certain stoic and orderly
pattern, entirely in keeping with that unquenchable Germanic
instinct to submit in the face of authority. According to a current
joke, a planned assault on a government building went awry when
the insurgents came upon the warning signs protecting the sur-
rounding lawn—“Keep off the grass.” Rules were rules: they
turned back.
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Still, the revolution went on and people were killed in the
streets while Chancellor Ebert struggled desperately to restore
order. A mob of three thousand rebellious sailors had seized the
Royal Palace, then demanded two hundred thousand marks for
“guarding” it. When Ebert called on loyal troops to drive them
out, Liebknecht and the Spartacists responded by urging the
citizenry to march on the palace and defend it against the “coun-
terrevolutionaries.” Thousands of shouting demonstrators—stu-
dents, war veterans and angry women—heeded the call. And the
soldiers, who had willingly bombarded the barricaded sailors,
killing thirty, could not bring themselves to turn their guns on a
crowd of unarmed civilians. Sullenly the troops withdrew; the
milling horde in the palace square cheered exultantly and em-
braced the mutinous sailors.

Flushed with this victory, Liebknecht and his Spartacists,
so named for the leader of a Roman slave revolt two thousand
years before, united with other radical socialists to form the Com-
munist Party of Germany. One of its leading theoreticians was
an overweight lady of middle years who had been born in Poland
and whose brilliance as a speaker and pamphleteer of the left
rivaled Lenin’s. Her name was Rosa Luxemburg and, unlike
Lenin, she did not believe the German working c