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More Snakes than Mr. Dies Can Kill

NEXT WEEK, says: “Please tell that old lady, Mrs. E.
as most of you ,D. Neefus, for me that she ain’t been no-
know, Represen-/ where, seen nothin’, done nothin’; nor
tative Marti will she ever be satisfied or content un-
Dies of Texas will til she’s seen Texas!” But Indio is in
begin a series/of California! .. . Lois Patterson Ham-
articles in Ifib- mer writes from Casa Grande, Arizona:
“ Mrs. Neefus possesses the right kind
of adaptability. When you hear a wom-
an whine and fret, you can be sure that
she has the kind of adaptability that
wants to adapt everybody and every-
thing to herself and her ideas, and that’s

; C when I want to start a wave of neck-
FULTON OURSLER rally, wringing! It’s refreshing to get a
Photo by Marjorie Collins sions/ which Mr. glimpse of a quiet, contented soul who

o Black Stax Dies/ has drawn loves every one else so much she hasn’t
tion into un- time toindulge in self-pity.” . . . An-
American activities are ngt Liberty’s but other old lady who signs herself Mother
his own. Some of the charges that you Eckle, and addresses me as her ‘ dear
will read in his articles Are grave ones; son Fulton,” writes from Lincoln,
» whom Liberty Nebraska. She, too, is eighty years of
has the highest respegt. In every rea- age and tells how she has learned con-
sonable case, Liberty will open its pages tentment. The one thing she wants is to
to persons who may feel that Mr. Dies see California and a large body of water
has misunderstood them ; they may reply before she dies. Myrs. Eckle not only
to him as fearlessly as he has written raised seven children of her own, but
of them. adopted four others. Now she is living

Liberty has no fpart in any disputes alone with her dog, called Rowdy, a cat
that may arise between Mr. Dies and named Moses, a parrot named Jehosha-
the men and women, in and out of the phat, and two canaries named Mumbo
government, aboit whom he writes. We and Jumbo. She adds: “I am happy
is vi just as he wrote them, and contented, my life work is done, and
that they are of pro- I am waiting for the Lord to call me
concern: the subject home.” . . . From Fred Stever of
needs to be aifed, and not talked about Pasadena, California, comes the follow-
behind the hgmd. Mr. Dies believes that ing: “ Will you please give us real
the President of the United States tried Americans a splendid example of re-
to induce him not to investigate Com- search? Find out the names of all men
munism in the C. I. O.; he believes that of our Congress who were absent from

~ efforts weje made by others to coerce their posts when matters of great mo-

him into /investigating only Fascism, ment to all of us were being discussed
and to neglect Communism; he believes on October 4, 1939. Find the reasons
that his /attempts to uncover Commu- these men were absent and publish their
nistic adtivities in the United States names and their reasons—along with
were blgcked both actively and passively this letter.”
—actively, by pressure brought to bear
on hiny by high officials in the adminis- WELL, TO BE CANDID
tratiofi; and passively, by the refusal about it, on October 4, the date which
of ce tain government agencies to co- Mr. Stever thinks is memorable, the
opergte with him. Mr. Dies certainly House of Representatives was not in
1 right to state his case to the Amer- session. In the Senate, Connally of
ican/people and he has chosen to do so Texas was speaking for the amendment
iberty. Those whom he accuses have to the Neutrality Biil. Vandenberg of
qual right to be heard in rebuttal, Michigan was arguing against it. Our
and Liberty, as always, hopes to print confidential informant, Senator Foot-
both sides. loose, tells us it wasn’t very exciting.
There were two roll calls and eighty-
.. THERE WILL BE MANY OTHER six senators answered to each, so what
exciting features and thrilling fiction is Mr. Stever excited about? Most of
stories in next week’s issue. You will the eighty-six who answered the eall
certainly want to read Phyllis Duganne’s were absent most of the rest of the
enchanting yarn called Sailors Must afternoon. But that’s the way things
Work Fast, and Richard Connell’s happen in Washington. Most of the
equally enchanting story, The En- speeches are prepared in advance and
chanted Onions. And surely you will not copies are distributed. The senators do
wish to miss such provocative features mnot feel that they should sit and listen
as Passive Resistance and the War, by to the reading. They prefer to go out
Mahatma Gandhi; Was the Rose Bowl into the cloakrooms, where they can
Game a Racket? by Frederick Bechdolt; argue without the hindrance of parlia-
Lum and Abner, by Frederick L. Col- mentary law. They know that if they
lins; What Is Happening in Poland? were to sit at their desks and listen to
by Edward Doherty; and There’s Re- a lot of oratory designed largely for
Jjuvenation in Walking, by Robert Lake, home consumption, they would be wast-
together with generous installments of ing their time. In other words, the sena-
all the serials. tors figure they are not paid to listen
to each other. Possibly they could not be
FROM THE MAIL: paid enough to listen to each other. The
Many letters came in commenting on vreal work done by senators is in com-
the lovely note we printed from Mrs. mittees, in their offices, and in the cloak-
E. D. Neefus, the lady more than eighty rooms. Of course the results of such
who found that she could still find hap- work are made public when the senators
biness even in straitened circumstances. cast their votes. I publish all this be-
C. A. Clifford, writing from Indio, a cause we get a lot of letters accusing
town where I lived once for two months, members of the Congress of almost every
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sin and crime on the calendar. We tell
the facts in justice to a body of men, an
overwhelming majority of whom can be
considered patriotic, sincere, honest,
and hard-working. Mary Oliver
Gouchy of Tumwater, Washington, who
is almost blind, still ecan write with a
pencil to have a little fun. Recent verses
tell at some length how a certain Satur-
day’s child (one who must always work
for his living) lay in his cradle, when
along came a bad fairy:

.« « A spiteful thing was she!
Shelooked atthe child and evilly smiled—
‘“ Here’s the doom I give to thee:

You shall toil at a thankless task;
Folks at you will snarl and kick;

They will criticize until you gasp;
They will ride you till you’re sick.”
Then the bad fairy laughed with glee
(The little flibberty-gibberty)

And she cried: “ You shall grow up to be
The editor of Liberty!”

What I want to know, lady, is how
you found out I was born on Saturday?

THANKS! Hope to see you all right
here with us again next Wednesday.
FULTON OURSLER.

Liberty
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tense. It was the last thing he could
nave believed of Captain Crice. All
at once the Santa Rosa had become
a powder keg. So that was why the
captain had been so particular about
the oil line. He saw Mr. Leffingwell
stretch out his hand. “ Give me that
message,” the mate said. Mr., Lam-
son handed it over and saw him put
it into his mouth and chew on it.
Then he rolled it into a tight ball and
threw it overboard. “ You gave me
your word,” the lieutenant of His
Majesty’s navy reminded him. All
Mr. Lamson could do was to nod his

sides in a conflict which hung over
the rusty Santa Rosa like an ominous
cloud. . . . For a long time he sat
inert behind his desk, not even at-
tempting to hunt for a bit of news.
For once it wouldn’t be brought to
him on the ether, but it would be
brought to his door by the lieutenant
after he had settled with the captain.
By then it would be his turn to send
the news, something like, ‘ Have
Kreiz in irons. Am returning to near-
est base.”

But the minutes ticked away and
nothing happened; not even the

‘two masts. . .

room on the ceiling, he saw that noth-
ing was loose there either. The only
other place could be in the antenna
itself. He rushed to the deck and
looked aloft to the space between the
. The antenna had
been taken down.

Suspiciously he looked down the
deck, at a loss to understand the
purpose of shutting the Santa Rosa
off from the world, except from that
part of it which was within his vision,
a small circle within the rim of the
haze-screened horizon. The deck was
deserted. He had expected to see Mr.
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WHY DID CERTAIN LIBERAL
FORCES IN THE UNITED STATES
SENATE TRY TO BLOCK THE
INVESTIGATION?

MARTIN DIES HIMSELF WILL TELLYOU!
Why did President Roosevelt issue the blast against the Com-

mittee? Is it true the Labor Department had no intention of de-
porting Bridges? Were Roosevelt and Garner at odds about the

sit-down strikes?
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MARTIN DIES HIMSELF WILL REVEAL
the answers to these pungent questions in a startling series of
articles appearing exclusively in Liberty. Fearlessly and with
uncompromising candor the chairman of the House Committee
on Un-American Activities will disclose for the first time the

efforts made to hinder his investigation.
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head. “ For your own good you keep
out of this.”

“Yes,” he said. “ Yes, of course.”
He hurriedly left the bridge and re-
paired to his cabin; being too much
in evidence did not seem advisable
when almost anything was likely to
happen. Anyway it wasn’t his war
and he’d better stay on the side lines.

The cabin was like an oven, and he
blamed the heat for making him feel
as uncomfortable as he did, the shirt
sticking to his skin and to the nape
of his neck. When he put his hand to
it, he felt himself dripping with
sweat. In a few more hours the sun
would have gone down, thank heaven!
By then, too, things undoubtedly
would have eased up, and a new man,
a naval lieutenant, would be in charge
of the tanker. But in the meantime,
what about Captain Crice? He won-
dered what would happen to him as
a result of his vagaries. He shook
his head. It still did not seem pos-
sible that this man, this supposedly
ill-fated sailor, could have had the
audacity to have done the things he
was accused of. . ..

i“ R. LAMSON closed his door; he
! did not even want to hear what
might be happening elsewhere on the
ship. It was not for him to take
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course had been altered, or he would
have noticed it by the changed angle
of the sun beating against the port-
hole in an ever widening circle of
blinding light. He jumped up when
he heard the man at the wheel strike
his customary eight bells. It seemed
intended to prove that the Santa Rosa
was calmly proceeding on her pre-
destined mission. But if the tanker
could carry on as if nothing had hap-
pened, so could he.

At four there usually was a weather
report, and he decided to try to pick
it up. Whoever was in charge of the
Santa Rosa might want it, although
it seemed unlikely that even a hur-
ricane would succeed in chasing the
specter which hovered around the
old tanker. He picked up the ear-
phones, methodically sharpening the
tip of his pencil against a piece of
sandpaper which he kept there for
that purpose. He did all this without
thinking. He reached for the dial
and spun it to the wave length which
was to give him the weather report.
But almost at once he withdrew his
hand from it. That one little touch
had told him that his receiver was
dead. Quickly he checked up on his
connections but found them all in
order. Following the antenna lead to
where it disappeared into the mush-

Leffingwell there, making the most
of his acquired authority after having
dealt with Captain Crice, but there
was no one to be seen.

Mr. Lamson realized that this was
hardly the time to make inquiries or
even so much as to take a peep on the
bridge or in the captain’s quarters.
The eerie placidity made him jumpy
and he wished he had not finighed the
last of his bottle of rum; a good swal- -
low might have helped him get over
the jitters. .

E | Bt was startled when he heard the
| | telegraph ring to the engine
room, He felt the vibration of the
deck become gess; the tanker had
slowed down. He let his eyes roam
over the sea. There was nothing to
be seen, no ship, not even a plume of
smoke. In exasperation he looked to
the bridge again, only to be greeted
by a sight which fairly took his breath
away. There was Captain Crice who,
for some unfathomable reason, had
decided to put on his uniform, a coat
with gold stripes and brass buttons,
tarnished, to be sure, but a uniform
nevertheless, complete with a formal
wing collar and black tie.

Holding himself to the railing and
watching the captain as if he were
an apparition from some unreal
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