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The official story is that the torch has
“been closed to the public for many
years,”” but it turns out it may never
have been open at all. Recently, a Mrs.
Flannagan, whose first name the Park
Service is mortified not to have caught,
visited the island. Her husband was
appointed lighthouse keeper there in
1892, she said, and the torch wasn’t
open then.

The beacon isn’t the only part of the
monument hung with Keep Off signs.
There are also the old guardhouse cells
in the fort. Their iron-studded oak
doors close on windowless, four-foot-
wide rooms. On the inner jamb of one
is carved, “* Drunk again, by hell!”” The
cells provide a dandy place to store
spare electric-light bulbs. The tourists
are all gone from the island by night-
fall, when the lights come on. Illu-
mined by batteries of lights blazing
from the eleven star points of the fort,
the statue is an impressive spectacle.
As a work of art, Bartholdi’s master-
piece has not compelled much admira-
tion. But as a gleaming symbol in the
darkened harbor, it has the power to
evoke deep emotion.

First attempts at floodlighting the
dull copper surfaces, with the equip-
ment of the time, failed in the nine-
teenth century. But by 1916, when the
copper had weathered to an even green,
and technical devices had improved, it
worked pretty well. These lights were a
source of gratification to Joseph Pul-
itzer, who had raised the money for
them through another campaign in the
old World. A couple of years ago the
Westinghouse Corporation installed a
new system of mixed incandescent and
green mercury-vapor lamps to bring
out the green sheen and create a flame
effect in the torch. The cost was paid
by the company’s experimental account.
Now proved and accepted, the flood-
lights are run at Government expense.
The flames, however, are still under
experiment, so Westinghouse continues
to the torch.

Electricity bills average about $450
a month. The phone bill constitutes
another household expense. If you dial
REctor 2-1286, a female voice will an-
swer, ““Hello; Statue of Liberty.” This
will not be the statue speaking, but
secretary Minnie Stein, one of the
monument’s twenty-three employees.
These people, whose salaries range from
around $1000 for janitors to $2020 for
guides, are also a considerable budget
expense.

Watching the crowds—as many as
6000 persons a day during the heavy
August season—answering their ques-
tions and restoring lost property ﬂnfi
mislaid offspring can be a grueling busi-
ness. The day I was there, three men
were out sick, primarily from exhaus-
tion. Their absence naturally piled

more work on those remaining. And
these days there is a smaller staff to
carry an increased work load. The
public’s questions, no matter how in-
telligent, sound inane after the thou-
sandth time. By the end of September,
innocent inquiries are likely to elicit
some surly answers.

Seven guides and their families live
on the island, and their green-gray
brick houses are part of the unmonu-
mental clutter which keeps the public
restricted to the statue corner of Bed-
loe’s. The guides are somewhat re-
stricted, too—if they don’t want to live
there, they can quit the service.

It’s not bad, they say, in summer,
with cool breezes and a good view, but
in the cold months when the breezes
become howling winds and the water
gets rough and the fog closes in and the
air vibrates with the myriad harbor
warning signals, it is not ideal. No
matter what the season, they cannot
get a doctor to come out to the place.
After the last ferry—five p.M. in win-
ter, seven in summer—the only trans-
portation is water taxi, an expensive
proposition on a salary of $2020 a year.
It works out pretty adventurously for
the island’s two school-age youngsters,
though; they have to leave before the
ferry’s first run, so every morning at
8:15 a water taxi calls for them, and,
books in hand, they chug across the
bay. The ferry was hooting at the pier
when I fell into conversation with a
young man who wore an Army dis-
charge button. He was Japanese.

“First visit to the statue?” I asked.

“No,” he said. "1 was here yester-
day too. I've only got three days. Got
to get back tomorrow.”

He was from Milwaukee, a student
at Marquette. His outfit had been
trained out In that area, and then
shipped to the New York zone for
overseas embarkation.

“I thought that would be my chance
to see the Statue of Liberty. We didn’t

t out of camp into New York before
we sailed, though, and when we shipped
out, it was from down the bay some-
where, or maybe Brooklyn. Anyhow,
there was a blackout and it was night,
and we were kept below decks. Just
didn’t have a chance.

“Well, when we got orders to come
home from the ETO, I thought sure
this time I'd see the Statue of Liberty.
I was really excited; it would have
meant more this time. Because, you
know, whether you’ve seen the statue
or not, overseas you never forget about
her. But the Army landed us at Nor-
folk. Then separation center and home
and school. But I finally made it. I've
had a good long look.”

I told him his story might be good
for this article, and 1 asked his name.

“It’s Joe,”” he said, and grinned.
“Just put me down as Joe.” THE END
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