
 

stifling, overcrowded. You are fas- 
cinated by the tremendous feet encased 
in black, well -shined shoes. 

The shoes look like great chunks of 
soft coal. They are eighteen inches 
long, half as wide, specially built of 
extra -strong leather reinforced by 
metal supports. If they were numbered 
they would be size 36. Engineers of 
the Peters Shoe Company in St. Louis 
built them, have given Bob all his 
shoes as a promotional stunt. Other- 
wise they would cost upwards of $50. 

THE giant's feet are flat, hurt him 
frequently. This accounts for his 

awkwardness. In extreme youth the 
growing arches collapsed under their 
staggering burden. 

Wadlow is neither too fat nor too 
thin for his height. Everything about 
the monstrous lad is in proportion- 
except his surroundings, which now 
seem strangely distorted. You reach 
for his outstretched hand. Your own 
hand, suddenly shrunken, is engulfed 
in his palm and lost, as if it were 
thrust into a great pillow and buried. 
The flesh is white, smooth, soft as a 
baby's. Later, when that unbelievable 
paw grasps a pencil to scrawl an auto- 
graph, the pencil looks the size of a 
cigarette. of -fact as he tells you: 

The cloth in his perfectly fitted suit "I never could really mix with other 
is plum -colored. There are ten and a boys and girls. At school I tried ath- 
half yards of material. Sol Winkel- letics, but I was too awkward. I can't 
man, the Chicago tailor who clothes dance. What girl wants to be stepped 
Wadlow, says an ordinary suit re- on by an elephant? I enjoy movies but 
quires about three yards. The sleeve can't see them in comfort. Seats are 
circumference is twenty-eight inches too small, no leg room, and people 

' (normal, fourteen). The trousers out- behind me complain. 
seam is sixty-five inches (normal, "It's that way at a football game, 
thirty-two). The cost, three times what too. Folks keep yelling, `Sit down,' 
you pay for your suits. when I'm already sitting down. 

normal person. So are the elder Wad - 
lows and Helen, seventeen; Eugene, 
fifteen, and Betty, thirteen. 

The phenomenal Robert Pershing 
uses normal -size tooth -brushes, combs, 
towels and eating -utensils, but they 
are, of course, inadequate. Tales of his 
voracious appetite have been vastly 
overdrawn; he requires only about 
twice as much food as the normal 
adult. He likes seven or eight eggs 
for breakfast, with double helpings of 

cereal and several cups of coffee. But 
a single big steak will appease him at 
dinner. 

He is not exceptionally powerful. 
But for his bulk the average man 
could best him in a struggle. He tires 
quickly, must sit down often. He has 
frequent aches and pains-and as you 
might suspect, a double dose of any 
remedy is required to bring him relief! 

IN A deep, guttural voice Bob Wadlow 
talks freely about his peculiarities. 

He tries to make light of his handi- 
caps, stresses the pitiably few advan- 
tages of his height. He goes out in the 
yard, stooping patiently to clear the 
front door, and shows you how he can 
wash the windows without a ladder. 
He is not whining, he is very matter - 

EVERYTHING except neckties and 
handkerchiefs must be made to or- 

der. An ordinary tie around his neck 
leaves barely enough material for the 
knot, and a regulation kerchief scarcely 
covers the palm of his hand. But he 
makes these items serve. 

He wears no gloves, thrusting ham- 
like hands into specially built pockets 
when they get cold. The family must 
economize, and gloves would be an- 
other costly problem. Shirts, hats, 
sox, underwear, pajamas, even garters 
are built to scale. He prefers athletic 
shirts and shorts to woolens, which 
would cost a staggering sum. 

This problem of apparel has long 
been a family bugbear. During the 
first seventeen years of his life, when 
he averaged five to six additional 
inches annually, Bob outgrew his 
clothes regularly each three months. 
In the last two years he has slowed 
up, growing only about five inches. 
Specialists who examine him regularly 
(and who advised long ago against an 
operation on the pituitary gland which 
causes the abnormality) say it is pos- 
sible but improbable that he will at- 
tain the mythical height of nine feet. 
It is conceded, however, that he will 
shortly weigh a generous quarter -ton. 

WHEN he uses the bathroom there is 
scant comfort for the giant, either 

in using the tub or other facilities. In 
his dream home the bathtub, like other 
features, will be built to scale; until 
the dream is realized, good-natured 
Robert grins and bears it. 

He can squeeze himself into an or- 
dinary chair but he can't stay there 
long. It is too cramped. Under a stand- 
ard dining -table, at home or in a res- 
taurant, he cannot bend his knees or he 
would upset the table. Fellow diners 
must make room for his extended legs 
as best they can. 

Bob can and does dandle his baby 
brother, four -year -old Harold, Jr., in 
the palm of his hand with arm out- 
stretched. For the baby is a perfectly 

"I could never be a mechanic, for 
my hands are too large. I liked civics 
best in school. Later I wanted to be a 

lawyer and even started my law study 
at Shurtleff College. But no jury 
would keep its mind on a case if I was 
arguing it. They'd probably ask me 
for my autograph. I like flying and 
would love to be a pilot, but they don't 
make planes the right size for me. 

ITRAVEL a lot with Dad, my man- 
ager. I'm trying to repay the folks 

for bringing me up-though I tell them 
they went too far along that line. I 

appeared briefly with a circus in New 
York but couldn't stand being classed 
as a freak. Now we make more digni- 
fied appearances at conventions and 
businessmen's luncheon meetings." 

Travel has its problems, too. Bob is 

too big to drive a car. He can sit in 

the tonneau, but has to get out and 
stretch frequently. He gets by on a 

train if they put two sections together. 
Airplanes are too small, even when 
they move out a couple of seats for his 
comfort. Once in Newark he thrust 
his huge elbow right through a plane 
window, shattering the glass. 

"In hotels," he says, "they either 
remove the footboards of two beds and 
place them end to end, or put three 
double beds together and let me sleep 
crosswise. But all this causes trouble, 
and I guess the best place for me, 
after all, is at home with the folks- 
and my good old radio." 

You begin to understand. You say, 
sympathetically, that you don't blame 
him for preferring to be alone. But 
he spurns sympathy. He sets you right 
with a philosophy far beyond his nine- 
teen years. 

Robert Wadlow: He's eight feet seven inches high, weighs 465 pounds 

and bears the unchallenged title of "World's Tallest Human." Above: 

He shakes hands with an average -size man beside a full-size auto 

"Oh, I like people," he says. "They 
stare a lot and follow me around, of 
course. And sometimes they make 
slurring remarks. But I know they 
aren't really, mean. They are just 
thoughtless. They can't help gawking 
any more than I can help my size. 
They're all right, people are!" 

He grins and concludes on a note of 
apology: "All the same, it's quite a 

strain. I get in the public's eye and 
the public gets in my. hair-and the 
best part of every trip is getting home 
and relaxing." 

When the Giant of Alton thinks of 
home and relaxation, he automatically 
thinks of radio. For radio, he explains, 
is the one medium of entertainment he 
can enjoy as well as the next (and 
smaller) fellow. When he lolls before 
his loudspeaker he isn't stealing the 
show, as he does whenever he ven- 
tures in public. 

HE LEANS toward comedy pro- 
grams. In this field his favorites 

are "Town Hall Tonight," "with Allen 
in there pitching"; Crosby and his 
Burns, Fibber McGee and his adven- 
tures in prevarication. 

But he would tune in any time of 
day or night, he insists, to hear a pro- 
gram about unusual people in every- 
day life-people like himself! Dear to 
his heart are presentations like. "We, 
the People," "It Can Be Done," "Hob- 
by Lobby," "Interesting Neighbors." 
He likes them, he says candidly, be- 
cause they deal mostly with hapless 
folks battling handicaps-and winning. 

The tallest human has not escaped 
the talent scouts for inspirational pro- 
grams. His radio premiere occurred at 
Radio City on Robert L. Ripley's "Be- 
lieve It or Not" show. 

"I was scared stiff," he admits. "They 
had to adjust the microphone as high 
as it would reach, and then it came up 
to my mouth-when I sat down. I 

don't remember what I said, although 
it was written out for me. I suppose 
I was asked the usual things." Then, 
wistfully, "Boy, do I get fed up with 
those stock questions!" 

He must have been good, for they 
called him back to Radio City as a 

guest on Postal Telegraph's "Theater 
Guide," wherein the mike fright was 
less agonizing. There have been sub- 
sequent radio interviews from stations 
in St. Louis, Omaha, Lincoln, Kansas 
City, Tulsa, Des Moines, Quincy, Joliet, 
Rockford, Springfield, and Tuscola, Ill. 

THEY'RE an unselfish clan, these 
Wadlows. For nineteen years Bob's 

parents have been trying to compen- 
sate him for a shoddy trick of Nature. 
They have cheerfully made untold sac- 
rifices. They have rejected more pro- 
motional offers than you can shake a 

stick at, because they knew their boy's 
destiny was not that of a common side- 
show feature. 

When this hulking fugitive from rid- 
icule came home to them, his sensitive 
soul scarred by the jibes of a thought- 
less world, they offered comfort and 
consolation. Now Bob wants to pay 
them back in kind. He is making his 
own cheerful sacrifice. He is scrapping 
his pride. 

He has hard common sense. He 
knows he is ostracized from normal 
social contacts. He'd like to run away, 
become a recluse. Instead, he is de- 
liberately preparing himself for a pub- 
lic career. His fondest hope is to capi- 
talize on his notoriety by joining some 
national radio broadcast. Naturally, 
he'd rather face a microphone than a 
personal audience. But if that fails he 
will face the music, let the cruel quips 
fall where they may. 

Valiant is an overworked word these 
days-but valiant is still the word for 
the lonely Giant of Alton. 
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