
SO VALIANT 
BY ELGAR BROWN 

RADIO IS ROBERT WADLOW'S BEST 

FRIEND. IN IT, THE HUMAN GIANT 

OF ALTON, ILLINOIS, HAS FOUND 

ESCAPE FROM A GAPING WORLD 

ALMOST every average citizen 
rebels, now and then, against 
being an average citizen. We 

have all been gripped, on occasion, 
with the urge to be different. At such 
great emotional crises we wallow, not 
at all unenjoyably, in the slough of 
self-pity, retire briefly to the crying - 
room and moan feelingly: 

"Ah, to be distinctive, spectacular, 
ruggedly individual! To rise above 
the common herd! At heart I am a 
non -conformist. I am bored by life's 
familiar patterns. Standardization irks 
me to the marrow!" 

This may be clean, harmless fun. 
But before sinking too deeply in the 
mire of discontent, consider the case 
history of young Mr. Robert Pershing 
Wadlow, who is distinctive, spectacu- 
lar, et cetera, and a non -conformist by 
decree of Nature. 

At the callow age of nineteen years, 
the celebrated giant of Alton, Illinois, 
stands eight feet seven inches high, 
scales 465 pounds, bears unchallenged 
the title of World's Tallest Human. 

THE distinction is neither welcome 
nor appreciated. Ever since his 

birth on Washington's Birthday, 1918, 
Bob Wadlow has been diligently ris- 
ing above the common herd. And how 
he wishes he hadn't! 

Whenever this high -pocketed Gul- 
liver roams abroad in a wretched Lilli- 
putian world, making ungainly strides 
on stilt -like legs which themselves 
reach to the average adult's shoulders, 
he is certain to hear the same fatuous 
sally that has insulted his saucer -size 
ears for year upon year: 

"How's the weather up there?" 
Being patient and enduring and 

blessed with understanding as big as 
his grotesque figure, Wadlow will pass 
off this inanity with a shrug and a 
grin. If he ever elected to bare what's 
in his heart, his answer might be: 

"The weather is all right, my stupid 
friend, but it's damned lonely up here. 
I'm a stand -out, sure. But it is an 
empty honor, because I'm also a misfit, 
and the world won't let me forget it. I 
tell you, I'm lonely!" 

In short, the Giant of Alton is pa- 
thetically unhappy. 

His intelligence quotient is high, 
but his handicap is mental no less than 
physical. His nature is sensitive, and 
inside of himself he suffers the anguish 
of the damned. 

He is naturally gregarious and so- 
cial -minded, but this is inescapable 
truth: Today his only real surcease 
lies within the walls of his own modest 
home; his infrequent hours of un- 
clouded happiness are those spent in 
seclusion, with the family he loves 
and the radio he cherishes with an in- 
tensity that only loneliness can foster. 

ROM a physical standpoint, what's 
so tough about this giant business? 

What complications, what handicaps 
stand between Wadlow and a normal 
life? Your answer is on every hand 
when you meet the big fellow in his 
Alton home. 

It is an unpretentious seven -room 
cottage, built for ordinary, occupants. 
Architecture and furnishings are stand- 
ard. No ceilings have been raised, no 
doorways heightened. Father Harold 
Wadlow and his capable wife have had 
problems enough without the extra 
expense of such alterations. 

The boy -mountain has a special bed, 
nine by six feet inside, and a special 
cane chair which dominates the din- 
ing -room like a Gargantuan throne. In 
his own room his favorite pictures have 
been hung at eye level, which means a 
foot below the ceiling. These are the 
sole concessions to his vastness. 

ROBERT lumbers into view, filling 
the doorway. He stoops to clear his 

head and shoulders. (It is stoop, stoop, 
wherever he turns.) Once through the 
seven -foot arch he stands erect. His 
straight blond hair touches the room's 
ceiling. He walks uncertainly, with 
rolling gait. If you are six feet tall 
and standing up, his belt -buckle is on 
a level with your startled eyes. Far 
above, his own blue eyes twinkle 
merrily behind heavy -rimmed glasses 
on prodigious frames. Your incredulity 
amuses him. 

As he advances you are bewildered, 
secretly terrified. He towers over you. 
You think of fairy-tales, like Jack and 
the Beanstalk. The room becomes tiny, 
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