
































































































































person in ten knows. And although she
was made in France, the Statue of Lib-
erty is American as nothing else in the
world.

From water level to the top of her
torch she stands over three-hundred-
feet—higher than a twelve story build-
ing. She is a proud woman, clad in a
loose, graceful robe which falls in gen-
erous folds from her shoulder to her
feet. Executed in a period when sculp-
ture was marked more by good crafts-
manship than by depth of understand-
ing, the artist has created a statue with
dignity and simplicity far beyond the
works of most of his contemporaries.
She is also the most celebrated example
of repousse work—thin sheets of ham-
mered copper on a framework of iron.

As nearly everyone knows, her right
arm holds aloft a great torch, while in
her left hand she grasps a tablet on
which the date of the Declaration of
Independence is inscribed: July 4, 1776.

The massiveness of her details stag-
gers the imagination. One of her hands
is sixteen-and-one-half-feet long. The
circumference of the second joint of
the index finger is over seven-feet. Her
right arm measures forty-two-feet, and
is twelve-feet thick below the elbow.
Her nose is generous, over four-feet,
and behind this gigantic proboscis forty
persons can stand comfortably.

Our Mistress of the Harbor tips the
scales at 450,000 pounds—certainly a
lady of weight and importance—a mon-
umental symbol of what idealism shared
between nations can mean, and as we
talk about Liberty and that which sym-
bolizes the joys of free people and the
nobility of their ideals, there seems to

be something unsuitably materialistic in
the mention of her huge details, but it
is not so. For here are foresight and
mechanical perfection, strength and
permanence, and these things are of
America even as Liberty.

Probably no Americans today can

stand before the Statue of Liberty and
recall the intensely disagreeable day
in late November of the year 1886 when
she had her birth. There was a sharp
chill in the atmosphere and the inces-
sant drizzle of cold rain added to the
already muddy conditions of the streets
which had just been through a rainfall
of thirty-six hours’ duration.
- The harbor was overhung with a
curtain of mist, and towering over it,
and for that matter over most of the
town of Manhattan, was the Goddess
of Liberty. Her face was veiled, await-
ing the time of dedication which had
been set for the afternoon.

The successful carrying out in nearly
all its details of an elaborate program,
the spectacular effects of which were
designed for a sunshiny day, may be
taken as proof that the American love
of liberty, then as now, was no mere
summer-day or fair-weather affection.

President Cleveland and the members
of his cabinet stood for hours on an
unsheltered platform at Madison
Square, watching a procession miles in
length move along the muddy streets
on its way to the harbor. And along the
entire line of march, men, women and
children stood in a compact wall.

While this procession was still pass-
ing down Fifth Avenue and Broadway
to the Battery, a magnificent naval pa-
rade was taking place in the North

River. A fleet of nearly three-hundred
vessels, led by the ships of the North
Atlantic Squadron and several French
men-of-war, and followed by gayly
decked craft of every conceivable shape
and size, steamed in a grand proces-
sion to the vicinity of Bedloe’s Island.

It was a proud day for the man
whose name is inseparably connected
with the Statue of Liberty—M. Auguste
Bartholdi, its sculptor. The story is
told that when this Frenchman first
entered New York Harbor, he con-
ceived the idea of this colossal statue
standing at the very gateway to the
New World and representing the one
thing man finds most precious—Liberty.

It was with a trembling hand that he
pulled the covering from the face of his
masterpiece. This moment was the
culmination of twenty years of pains-
taking work and constant devotion to
a tremendous task. A roar of cannon
from the nearby warships greeted the
unveiled face of Miss Liberty, and after
a proper pause, dignitaries from France
presented the statue to the United
States. President Cleveland in accept-
ing the gift for his country, remarked,
“...we will not forget that liberty has
here made her home, nor shall her cho-
sen altar be neglected.”

New York made a fitting historic set-
ting for the statue. Here Washington
came in 1789 to be inaugurated the
first president of the new republic.
Then shortly afterward, it was with
France that we consummated our first
treaty of alliance. And throughout our
long struggle for freedom the sympathy
ard assistance of the French were of
inestimable value to America. n
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the lawyer the ten dollars he had asked.

I was apprehensive at the beginning
when I first began using it. I had vis-
ions of it collapsing as had the Longune
and the Omeca. My apprehension left
after a couple of months had passed by.
I had taken the radio to the beach, on
fishing trips and on picnics. It had not
failed as a portable and its tone was
equally delightful when it was plugged
into the electric sockets in my home.

I think the radio was nearly three
months old when I felt ill one afterncon
and left my office early. As I put my
key in the door I heard loud music com-
ing from inside. I was surprised that
my children were home so early.

I opened the door. The music was
deafening. 1 already had had a head-
ache.

“Dammit,” 1
radio.”

There was no response.

“Shut that radio or both of you and
the radio will be thrown out!”

Still nothing. I realized suddenly that

shouted, “shut that
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the roaring music was not coming from
the rooms of either one of my children
but from my own bedroom, I also real-
ized suddenly that there was no one in
the house. I was alone with a blasting
radio. It was, indeed, the radio I had
gotten from the lawyer. It was standing
on my night table. I wondered who had
turned it on and left the house.

Annoyed, I walked to the radio to
turn the switch to the off position.
Funny, it already was in the off posi-
tion. The knob also controlled the vol-
ume so I couldn’t lower that. I had
been stuck again. Apparently the radio
had gone on by itself; had turned itself
on somehow without the need for mov-
ing the on-off knob. I bent behind the
bed and pulled the plug from the soc-
ket. It was the only way to turn off
the radio.

Oh, yeah? It didnt turn off. The
loud sounds continued even though the
plug had been pulled. The music was
growing worse and worse because of
my headache. I tried to switch to a new
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station at least till I could figure what
to do. The knob that controlled chang-
Ing stations moved freely but this didn’t
affect the radio. The station didn’t
change. The music continued.

It was playing on its transistors or its
batteries or something. I shook it vio-
lently. I threw it on the bed and it
bounced high in the air and landed
as an announcer shouted the next num-
ber would be by The Beatles. I shook
and I shook and I shook. The radio kept
playing. I unscrewed the back and
pulled what should have been two
small batteries from the works. This
should have stopped it, but it didn’t.
Whatever I had taken out had no ef-
fect on the playing of the radio.

I didn’t want to break the radio. I
put it in the bathroom and I closed the
door. I could still hear it blasting from
the top of the toilet seat. I went back
and put it in the clothes hamper in the
bathroom and reclosed the door. It was
a little muffled now but still proudly
playing away, I decided I vrould have
to pull the works.

I took it from the hamper and ripped



























