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NIGHT SHIFT

New York Crty

One of the first things which impresses a
newcomer to the midnight shift in New York
is the number of other people in the city who
stay up all night.

Unlike smaller towns, New York has thou-
sands of people in the communications, res-
taurant, hotel, public utility, and transporta-
tion business whose regular working day begins
at twelve midnight and ends after eight o’clock
in the morning.

In addition there are, of course, hundreds
of musicians, singers, entertainers, and actors
whose work begins sometime after eight p.m.
and ends sometime between midnight and four
a.m. Thousands of theatre and night club
patrons work in the daytime and seek enter-
tainment at night.

But you don’t think of this when you start
out on the midnight shift. You are at home,
your sister is sitting on the davenport putting
her hair up in bobbie pins, and the family
is getting ready for bed. You feel like one of
the few people in the world who have to work
nights. The family talks you into eating a
sandwich before you start out, and they say
they wish you didn’t have to work such crazy
hours.

When you get outside, the air is fresh, the
street is dark and there are stars in the strip
of sky between the tops of the apartment
buildings down the block. You are the only
one on the street, and it is dark in between
the street lights.

At the corner, you meet a young couple
coming home from a show, and you notice
that the girl’s hair has been blown by the wind.
They walk slowly, and she looks a little tired.
You smile and walk a little faster, for your
shirt is fresh; you feel clean and well rested.
The corner drug store is dark, but the light
shines out from the delicatessen window. Sev-
eral taxis and a car drive down the street. If
you live near Central Park, you may hear the
clop clop clop of a horse’s hoofs on the pave-
ment as a hansom cab drives a couple home.

Two young girls with theatre programs in
their hands come out of the turnstiles as you
enter the subway. The subways run at regular
intervals and are only a little less crowded
than at eleven o'clock in the morning.

On the seat facing you is a man with a lunch
box reading the Daily News, a young sailor, a
squat dark haired man with swarthy com-
plexion and ragged cuffs, a slender-cheeked
boy with a discharge button holding the hand
of the girl beside him.

If you come to the Times Building by bus,
you pass through the brightly lighted Times
Square section when it is busier than at any
other time of the day. People are nouring
out of the theatres and motion picture houses.
Billboard spectaculars five and six stories high
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flash advertisements for whiskey, beer and
Pepsi Cola, and the soldier in the Camel sign
puffs rings of smoke out over the crowd.

The sidewalks are filled with people walk-
ing up and down looking at the other people
and turning into already crowded restaurants,
bars, and night clubs. Mickey Mouse struts
across the Shaeffer sign. A man whistles for
a taxi. Two young men climb on the bus.

On New Year’s Eve and on nights like V-]
day and election night, the crowds spill over
the sidewalks and fill the streets so there is no
room for cars or buses, and the Y shaped Times
Square becomes two great rivers of people
moving down one side of the Y and up the
other.

The Times Building is the triangular-shaped
building which separates the top parts of the
Y, and on these nights, the solid crowd of
people completely surrounds the building, and
people read the news bulletins in electric lights
which travel around the building. On such
nights the midnight crew comes to work by
subway to avoid the crowd.

Even on an ordinary night, by the time he
‘gets to work, the newcomer is fully convinced
he is not the only person working at midnight,
but he may still be surprised to see the girls
wearing silk dresses and earrings and greeting
each other so cheerily.

There are about thirty-five people on the
mid watch on the operations floor, twenty-
three radio operators, twelve printer clerical
workers, and two supervisors. The night shift
is the least popular of the three shifts and
mid-watch workers get an extra fifteen cents
per hour between midnight and six a.m. The
average person spends about three months
on the midnight before moving up to the
four to midnight shift.

Most of the men who have been on the
shift for a long time sleep in the afternoon
from about two or three to ten and eat their
big meal in the evening before they come in.
Most of the girls sleep when they get home in
the morning, get up in the afternoon, and have
dinner with the family. One girl comes to
work with her fiance, a sailor, each night and
kisses him good night in the lobby of the
building.

The old timers say if you sleep when you
get home in the morning, and get up in the
afternoon, you get sleepy about five o’clock
in the morning.

One reason for the difference in schedules
may be that most of the men are married and
have their own families, and the schedule of
the family is, to a certain extent, built around
them. Most of the girls live with their parents
and have to adapt their schedules to the
routine of the rest of the family.

When you ask night-crewers about the shift,
they say they like it because you have time
during the day to do things you can’t do on
other shifts. They say they see more of their
children on the midnight shift than when they
work from four P.M. to twelve thirty. They
say it is wonderful in summer, because you
can spend the day at the beach. Actually most
of them probably don’t go to the shore many
times during the summer, but they like to
know they can.

At one side of the operations room, two girls
take all the messages which have been filed
during the day out of the cubby holes marked
London, Santiago, Manila, and Moscow, and
check to see that each message has been
checked through all the necessary departments.
When they find a message which for some
reason is incomplete, they leave their desk
and search through the records left by the
day crew until they find the necessary infor-
mation.

About 3 a.m. when traffic is light, the radio
operators lean back in their chairs and talk
about the new equipment, keeping one eye
on the line of tape coming out of the recorder.
Sometimes they talk about the old days out
at Baldwin, when they stole tomatoes out of
Joe Chaplin’s garden patch and frightened
Benny Seuter into thinking they were robbers.

The men start going for their dinner in
pairs about one a.m. and at one-thirty a
messenger takes orders for sandwiches and
coffee. Outside the building, people are com-
ing out of bars, and night clubs, some walking
slowly down the street with irregular steps.

A dray truck drives up in front of the Fanny
Farmer candy store across the street and car-
ries away the empty cartons stacked on the
curb. An occasional truck drives down Broad-
way, but the streets and sidewalks are almost
empty, and most of the shop windows are dark.
There is a clippity clop noise in the distance,
and down 42nd street trots a horse pulling an
old fashioned green wagon. On the side in
large letters are the words “FINKS Means Good
Bread.”

The operations room gets cold toward morn-
ing, and one of the girls borrows the super-
visor's coat to wear over her dress. The
shoulders are three inches too wide, and the
coat comes almost to her knees. Some of the
girls put on sweaters and suit jackets.

About four the sky begins to get a blue
look. The buildings are gray masses, with
vertical row of windows showing a bluish light
where the elevator shaft runs. There are scat-
tered lights throughout the building, where
cleaning ladies are cleaning offices.

At four forty-five in the morning, you can
see from the Times building the bright lights

Continued on Page 5, Col. 3
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NIGHT SHIFT

SanTIAGO, CHILE

By Elias Rebolledo

An English translation of this article ap-
pears in the next column.

MIENTRAS LA CIUDAD DURME

Santiago, Chile. Cada ciudad—especialmente
las grandes capitales—adquieren con el correr
del tiempo sus caracteristicas propias que las
hacen destacarse ostensiblemente una de ot-
ras. Santiago de Chile, sin pretensiones de
compararse con las grandes urbes del globo,
tambien aspira a destacarse n6é por su nu-
mero de habitantes, altos rascacielos, monu-
mentos fastuosos ni por su colosal extension;
sin6 que por esa innata caracteristica que
tambien distinguen a las cosas y especies mas
pequenas.

Digo pequeias, hablando en forma figu-
rada, porque tambien existen cosas pequenas
de incalculable valor artistico a de un gran
valor intrinsico, y bien podriamos asegurar
que algo de estas cosas pequeifias y valiosas
podrian ser descubiertas por doquier en estas
lejanas ciudades.

Esta austral capital del mds austral de los
paises del globe es tranquila por excelencia;
por eso su vida nocturna queda circunscrita
a un reducido nimero de “boites” o “clubs
nocturnos”’, llevando algunos ed ellos vida
relativamente linguida pues la “bohemia”
en esta capital de las mdrgenes del Mapocho
no es muy numercsa. Evidentemente, una
ciudad sin gran vida noctura duerme tran-
quila y plicidamente, en especial esta catélica
y Christiana ciudad que fuerna fundada hace
400 afnos por Dn. Pedro de Valdivia, caba-
llero de la muy cdtolica Espafia del Siglo de
Oro.

I duerme sosegadamente al amparo de
una gran-Virgen colocada en la parte mds
alta de un cerro de goo metres de altura
llamado “San Cristobal” que se yergue cual
atalaya imponente, casi en el corazén mismo
de la metrépolis dominandola desde todos
sus angulos; y la Virgen, profusamente ilumi-
nada y con sus brazos extendidos, pareceria
velar por el sueiio reparador de cada uno de
sus habitantes.

Esta tranquilidad nocturna solo es turbada
de hora en hora por algunos desvencijados y
tipicos medios de transportaciéon llamados
“carros” que rompen el silencio de la noche
con su chirriar de fierros y frenos mal adjus-
tados; o bien en algun apartado barrio el
“parlante” de alguna “quinta de recreo”
lanza al aire sus estridentes notas de jazz o
de algun “tango” llorén invitando a disfrutar

WHILE THE CI'FY SLEEPS . .. .

Every city — especially large capitals — ac-
quires with the passing of time its own
characteristics which set it apart from all
the others of the world. Santiago de Chile

. without pretentiously striving to rival
larger cities, also aspires to distinction. With
no soaring skyscrapers, overflowing popula-
tion, pompous monuments, or vast expanses
of land, it is notable for those innate quali-
ties which characterize even the smallest of
things. I say small, speaking figuratively, be-
cause there exist here many objects of incal-
culable artistic value and great intrinsjc
worth; certainly similar works of value can
be found throughout these distant cities.

This southern capital of the most southern
country in the world is delightfully tranquil;
because of this her night life boasts a fairly
small number of “boites” or night clubs.
Hence, some are forced to lead a relatively
languid life, as the “Bohemian” elements of
this capital on the banks of the Mapocho are
not very numerous. Evidently,.a city devoid
of rich night life sleeps peacefully and
quietly. Especially this Christian city, found-
ed over 400 years ago by Dr. Pedro de Val-
divia, knight of that very catholic Spain of
the age of Gold.

And gently she sleeps, in the protection of
the statue of the Great Virgin, who rises with
outstretched arms over the very heart of the
city on the peak of the “San Cristobal”, a
mountain goo meters high which is almost in
the heart of the city and dominating it from
all angles. Throughout the night, the brightly
lighted Virgin keeps vigil over the city, and
each soul that dwells therein.

The quiet night is disturbed from time to
time by the typical, rather rickety means of
transportation called the “carros”, which
breaks the stillness of the dark with its
shriekings of iron and badly adjusted brakes.
Worse still, in some suburb, the blare of a
country house of amusement pierces the
air, its strident notes of jazz or tango crying
out to some pair of night walkers to enjoy
happiness for a bit. . . .

Once in a while, all the city awakens,
startled and upset. A nervous mass, they run
madly about, trying to reach the nearest
road. It is an earthquake, and the force of
the movement compels each man to look to
his very existence. But, see! In only a few
moments, this faraway city almost forgotten
by the world again drowses peacefully, inter-
rupted in the silence of the nightly only by

e iven

SANTIAGO, CHILE
San Cristobal mountain is in the background

the shrill penetrating noise of the carros which
until a short while ago were the property of
foreigners, an improvement of man and which
because of the recent war have not been re-
placed by more modern equipment.

de un rato de alegria a alguna pareja de
noctambulos.

De vez en cuando la ciudad toda se des-
pierto sobresaltada, y rdpidamente—los: mads
nerviosos—se lanzan en veloz carrera en de-
manda de la calle; es que algun movimiento
terrestre se ha dejado sentir y la fuerza de
la costumbre, inconcientemente, obliga a to-
dos y cada uno a ser prevenidos por su
existencia. Y es de prever, seguramente, que
esta lejana ciudad casi olvidada del mundo
seguira durmiendo tranquila y placidamente,
solo interrumpido su sueiio de cada noche
por esos “carros” de chirriar penetrante que
hasta hace poco fueran de propiedad extran-
gera y que la imprevision del hombre y la
ultima guerra han impedito renovar.

New York Continued from Page 4
of the restaurants where they are still selling
orange juice at Nedick’s, wheat cakes at
Childs’ and baked Idaho potatoes at Toffen-
etti’s. )

Inside the office, the radio traffic starts mov-
ing again about five a.m., the groups of chat-
terers break up, and everyone goes back to
his post.

At 5:30 the first day-side operator walks in
with a cheery greeting. He is wearing a green
shirt, his face is freshly washed, and his hair
combed with water. He’s a nice person, but
you don’t say much. There is something un-
pleasant about having such an energetic per-
son around when your arms and shoulders are
tired, and you know you look washed out.
There is no time to clean up now, though.
Everyone is busy. More day crew people come
in, but you don’t say much to their, either.

At gix, two of the girls go out on a “short”
and have coffee and a Danish down at Wal-
greens.

At eight-thirty you punch out the time
clock, get your coat, and leave the building.
The streets are filled with purposeful looking
people in white shirts walking briskly to work.
You decide you are too tired to wait until the
stores open as you had planned, and start for
home.

Continued on Page 12, Col. 3
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NIGHT SHIFT

Havana, Cusa

By “Don Juan de la Noche”

Press Wireless, Havana

Havana, Cuba. Literary talent is scarce in
Havana. Even the professional news hawks,
who swarm around our office day and night,
like flies on mango jam, swipe each other’s
copy, rewrite it, and then send it to press
as their own. This same news, on being pub-
lished, is not recognized by the original
writer who immediately pounces upon it,
rewrites it and sends it off to press once
more. :

It is a vicious circle indeed. But who reads
it anyway? Are not the newspapers just for
learning the football and boxing results,
studying the racing form and getting the
lottery results?

You ask us about the grave yard watch.
You may call it any other name but that.
Kindly turn your band-switch to 4 megs.
some nice quiet midnight and listen—and
learn. You will undoubtedly be startled by
queer sounds, something like those pro-
duced by a couple of skeletons dancing the
rhumba on a galvanized iron roof.

Please don’t grasp for the telephone and
proceed to inform the F.B.I. that a spy sta-
tion can be heard transmitting in Japanese
Morse, because it will only be Havana, with
the aid of a water-cooled “vibro” (bug to
you) clearing deferred press at sixty words
per minute to Santiago and Camaguey. At
this time I would like to add that never do
we have complaints of other newspapers
pirating our stuff, for the simple reason
that no one can understand it but ourselves.

The deserted streets you mention. No, sir.
Not here. For life begins just around mid-
night, and as our office is situated on the
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Prado, which is the chief promenade of this
town, literally thousands of sefioritas, some
alone and others with their consorts, pass and
repass our doors during the midnight hours.
Some smile at us. Some even wink at us.
But most of them just gaze in, shrug their
shoulders, shake their pretty heads and
saunter slowly by, seemingly perplexed at
the dubious mentality of people who actually
work at such an hour.

As you are apparently convinced that the
midmight hour should definitely be ghostly,
I am sending you a picture of our office
which was actually taken at four a.m. one
wet Sunday morning. Should you like a gay
picture, let me know and we will get it
taken for your next edition.

As regards changing from the night shift
to the day—nothing doing. The boss hangs
around the office all day long, whereas we of
the night shift rarely see him except on
Lodge nights, when he invariably drops in
for a few minutes, says “hello” lights a cigar,
(doesn’t pass them around), and generally
walks off, taking our matches with him.

NIGHT SHIFT

BERNE, SWITZERLAND
By Ann Schwyter

Bern, Switzerland. Now that the war is
over and we have no blackout anymore, it
seems strange to look back on the time when
everything was in darkness after ten p.m.

Here in Bern, Prewi’s office kept open till
two in the morning. If we were lucky we
went home then, but very often it was later.

It was not pleasant walking home in the
blackout. I have never studied the calendar
so assiduously as I did when I had night
work, to see if there was a moon or not!
It made such a difference. The blackness
was so inky and seemed to envelop one com-
pletely.

I am sure I should have had a permanent
kink in my neck if it had gone on much
longer. I walked with my head turned
around to try to see if anyone was following
me. After one or two unpleasant experiences,
this seemed the best thing to do. I've never
wished so much for eyes in the back of my
head.

The blue lamps which should have given
a little illumination, only tended to accentu-
ate the darkness.

Well, thank goodness, it's all over now.

Prewi's Bern office has lost its wartime
importance, but we are still keeping the flag
flying as well as we can in peace time, and
hope to continue doing so...

By STANLEY GRAMMER

It was during the Rundstedt bulge. I was
at Spa, that delightful little Belgian héalth
resort on the borders of Germany.

It was getting uncomfortable and most of
us correspondents were preparing to pull out.
The Germans were getting very close to Spa
and the people were wondering what atroci-
ties they would perpetrate if they managed
to take the little town again.

I left the press camp, located in a small
hotel, and with a captain friend of mine,
went across the street to a little cafe to have
a drink and talk the situation over.

There was about a dozen or so people in-
side, American soldiers, officers and civilians.
Everybody was talking, and gloomily discuss-
ing the possibilities of the Germans recap-
turing the town.

In one corner of the cafe was a piano, a
fairly good instrument but long used. The
lid was open and the seat vacant. Usually,
the proprietor’s daughter played tunes for
the customers, but apparently she did not
feel like playing today.

We had no sooner seated ourselves and
ordered drinks, than the street door opened.
A little American lieutenant strode noisily
across the cafe to the bar and abruptly or-
dered a cognac.

He was dirty, unshaven and smothered in
mud. He looked dog tired and had obviously
just arrived from the firing line.

He drank his cognac in one gulp, glared
at the proprietor, ordered another, flung a
note on the counter and waited for his
change. He drank the second cognac in two
gulps and went straight over to the piano.

Then the miracle happened. He started to
play a Concerto and paralyzed everybody in
the room. There was dead silence, I noticed
two people in different corners of the room
with glasses half way up to their lips, and
they stayed that way until he had finished.
I say we were paralyzed and I mean it.

Never in all my life have I heard such
beautiful melody as came from that piano.

Continued on Page 17, Col. 8



BUENOS AIRES

And the CYT-PREWI Circuit

By Roy C. Barnes

Buenos Aires — The Buenos Aires circuit
has been in operation for seven months now,
and for the benefit of those not acquainted
with the set-up, I will outline briefly the
organization. Since the circuit operates on
a contract or partnership basis, all of the
equipment at this end is the property of the
Posts and Telegraphs, and the operators,
clerks, messengers, and staff are all employees
of that Entity. All of the accounting and
administrative work is handled by Entity
here, and at the other end (New York) it is
all done by Press Wireless employees.

The Director General of Posts and Tele-
graphs is Lieutenant Colonel Oscar Laciar, a
youngish career military official. As a spe-
cialist in Telecommunications, he feels a spe-
cial predilection for his post, and his signa-
ture on all resolutions affecting the circuit
are as necessary as Mr. Norton’s signature on
salary checks.

Directly under him is Commandante Mar-
celo Barbieri, dynamic, good-looking chief of
radiocommunications. His is very competent
and highly esteemed by his subordinates. The
rumor is that he is thinking seriously of mak-
ing a trip to the States in the near future.
If he should, his Argentine fiancé had better
make sure of her man, or the New York girls
may make a try for him. He would be a
triumph, even in these days of returning
heroes. He wears a uniform too, though he
will probably leave it at home while on
this trip.

The genial secretary of radiocommunica-
tions is Dr. Joaquin Alvarez who can write
resolutions quickly and get them through the
Council ready for the signature of the direc-
tor general and off to the minister for action
by the executive power. He always wears a
flower in his buttonhole. He has been in
the department over twenty years and is a
general consultant on all matters pertaining
to the department.

The chief of the department of exploitation
is Sr. Adolfo Leon Rodriquez, another old-
timer in radio communications. He is very
amiable at all times, but a stickler for form
and order. He wants everything in its place,
and it is never right for him until it is so.

The control room is located up top in the
cupola of the immense Posts and Telegraphs
building which occupies an entire block. The
control room is at present about the hottest
place in the city. There we find Sr. Juan
Carlos Leonardi in charge as chief of the
whole works, operators, receivers, clerks,
messengers, and everything that goes to make

up the room. In addition to the CYT-PREWI
circuit, they are handling three other circuits,
two for the north and south of Argentina
and one for Brazil. At present there are also
three STS services being handled provisionally
for BA customers. It is no wonder that when
Leonardi arrives in the morning, he imme-
diately gets provoked about something that
has gone wrong during his absence. He
promptly gets this in order, but that does
not prevent him from going away at the end
of his watch (or several hours later) just as
upset as when he came in. In the meantime
he may have had occasion to use a few
cuss words to us because N. Y. has not
answered quickly one of his enquiries.

Under Leonardi is the assistant chief, Sr.
Mariano Romanelli. After many years in
the service, he finally landed in the control
room just before CYT-PREWI started. One
day about two months ago when there was
a change in the director general, Romanelli
went there to see the ceremony. The new
director general kept him there for his pri-
vate secretary and sent up for his hat. Roman-
elli never returned and is in the director
general’s office yet.

At present, since Romanelli is on the new
job, Sr. Norberto Orbegozo acts as assistant
chief. He is very competent and an old hand
at the work. He commutes to work, traveling
55 kilometers every morning, has very quiet
manners, and smokes incessantly on cheroots
which nobody likes. When he wants to casti-
gate an employee for some fault, he offers
him one of his cheroots.

There are four six-hour turns on the cir-
cuit. The first is 0100 to 0700, second, 0700
to 1300, third, 1300 to 19oo and fourth from
1900 to o100. There are several relief opera-
tors available when needed, and in addition
there are encargados (men in charge) at all
times, who are directly responsible for the
operations. The encargados are all quite pro-

ficient in English. Among them I recall Ar-
turo Jurado, Bellagamba, Moreyra, Agoglia,
and Visknivesky. Some of these took part in
the inauguration of the circuit on May 15th
of this year.

All sending from here is done by auto-
matic senders, but the reception is all by ear
because mechanical apparatus is not avail-
able. The operators including the three STS
services receive an average of 40 words a
minute and at times as much as 5o. It’s a
pretty steady grind, but they seem to stand
up well at it.

The receiving station is at Don Bosco some
distance from Buenos Aires, and the trans-
mitting station at Pacheco is in the other
direction. The city of Buenos Aires is at the
height of its night life when the first turn
commences, and in spite of the Post Office
being located close to a district where there
are many night clubs and second rate dance
halls, it is not known that the employees are
tempted by them. Most of them eat in the
restaurant in the same building, or go home
after their turn is finished. Many live a long
way and transportation is now difficult. They
all seem well satisfied where they are. They
belong to different social and recreative or-
ganizations of the Posts and Telegraphs.
Some are married, some single, and all are
a part of the immense organization of 28,000
employees that constitutes the Entity. The
employees that have a part in the CYT-
PREWI circuit here have all had lengthy
terms of service in the Posts and Telegraphs
and the different chiefs or heads of depart-
ments have just added to their already heavy
duties the responsibilities of the CYT-PREWI
circuit.

I have my office about four blocks away
from the Post Office building, in the midst
of the offices of the cable companies, news-
papers, correspondents, banking establish-
ments, and the business center of the city.
My private residence is on the same street
as the post office four blocks away.

We do not have stories of social activities
to write up for the SIGNAL, because we are
more loosely organized, but I hope some day
to meet personally the people in the PW
family at home.

Continued from Page 6 Col. 3
The proprietor gaped and the captain, sitting
with me, started to tremble. My own heart
began to thump and dazedly I wondered
what had happened.

The music ended on a soft, sweet note; the
piano lid closed with a bang and the dirty
little officer strode to the door and vanished.

It was several seconds before we realized he
had gone. Then the place was in an uproar.
Everybody started talking at once saying they
never heard such music, who was this man
with the power of paralyzing people with
music? I looked at the captain and we both
had the same thought in mind. We raced
for the door and tore to the street, but the
little figure was nowhere to be seen.

He came, he paralyzed us, and he went!

Who was he? What was he?

Continued from Page 2, Col. 3
If the activities are not sound, they reflect
a loss.

As controller he makes tax reports for
state and government agencies and all finan-
cial reports required by the Federal Commu-

Continued on Page 12, Col. 3
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PACIFIC DIVISION
MOVES TO
SAN FRANCISCO

By Mary Bruce Cushman

A lot more has been done in the San
Francisco area toward the removal of Press
Wireless from Hollywood to San Francisco
than those two significant bored holes de-
scribed by the Pacific Division Manager in
the December SIGNAL. Yes, something new
has indeed been added.

San Francisco Control Center

With the lifting of the haze caused by
the buzzing of the electric saw through
sheets of pre-fabricated walls, very nearly the
entire sixth floor of the News Building
emerges into the offices and operating rooms
of Press Wireless’ new western terminal. Per-
forated tile covers the ceilings and walls of
the operating room, and the same material
is used on the ceilings of the offices. The
general color scheme is a soft blue-grey, rest-
ful and fresh looking. New easy-on-the-eyes
light fixtures have been installed. Carpeting
has been laid in some instances, while brown
linoleum covers the floors in others. Doors
have been hung and locks and hardware
fitted. The nerve center of the offices them-
selves, the switch board, is working and its
ramifications of telephone lines lead to all
offices.

That is the general picture. Individually,
we find Mr. Earle N. Dotson, the Pacific Di-
vision’s Manager, ensconced in his spacious
new office. The floor is carpeted wall to wall
in a rust broadloom, against which his wal-
nut glass-topped desk looks particularly nice.
Book cases, a radio and various chairs com-
plete the furnishings to date, but there will
be other office furniture later on.

Mr. Dalton Bergstedt, the division’s engi-
neer, and his secretary Elizabeth Larimer,
are doing business in their new office right
next door. They are surrounded by drawings,
blueprints, and geodetic survey maps, the
preliminary plans for Prewi of the West.

Next to them is the accounting department
with genial E. A. O’Gaffney juggling the
figures around unless he happens to be in
Hollywood ogling the figures at Hollywood
and Vine. And in the corner office of this
line-up of rooms, Al Lamb, Plant Super-
visor and Roger Harris, engineer, mull over
plans and operations.

As the main operating rooms, the dark
room, the store room and various other
rooms are completed, we will describe them
and picture them in the pages of SIGNAL.

HIGHLIGHTS OF THE MOVE

So bright and early Monday morning, Jan-
uary 14, 1946, MOVING DAY, Mr. Dotson
was seen entering his new office with the
world on his shoulders. Yes, literally, he was
carrying his huge globe into its new location
on the bookcase.

PIONEER

Liz Larimer had been waiting for this day
for longer than any of the rest of us. She
has been with the infant Prewi-SF and has
watched it grow. This pioneering runs in her
family however, since her grandfather was
California’s first meteorologist.

FASHION PLATES

Dalton Bergstedt and Al Lamb, carrying
the hall tree swinging with coats (it’s cold
in SF sometimes), donned the women’s hats
in fetching manner. Mr. B. wore a black
model with satin ribbons over the eyes; Mr.
L. also appeared in black with a more con-
servative veil through which he could see
and guide their faltering foot-steps.

QUIET ONE

Ed O’Gaffney made less confusion than
anyone moving the dollars and cents depart-
ment. He quietly trundled his dolly load
of desk and file cabinet to its new location,
not even stopping en route for a cup of
coffee.

COLONIST

Dan Lombard feels that he and Liz have
something in common. They have both been
in SF since the UNO conference and its
attendant work, and have been looking for-
ward to the final move to SF. Dan was seen
with the first aid kit on Moving Day. No one
was hurt but he was seen using the iodine to
remove a scratch on Mr. Dotson’s desk. It
worked too.

HAPPY BOYS

Gratified smiles were seen on the faces of
the two maintenance technicians, William
Bridges and John Oldaker. It was the latter’s
first day of work and he must have been a
bit surprised to find himself moving furni-
ture, but he seemed pleased too.

ARTIST

A bit of art has been installed in the recep-
tion room of the new offices. Maggie Larson,
a statuesque blond, is a commercial artist
ot some note, and is our new telephone oper-
ator. She is our official greeter and proud
we are of the pleased expressions on the
faces of our visitors.

SERENE

Ferol Grimes didn’t emerge from the oper-
ating room with its banks of teletypes during
the whole moving process. She was very
wise, we think, as she is already installed in
her workshop and has been for sometime.
Why should she throw herself into the
melee?

MISSING PERSONS DEPARTMENT

Where was Doc Howell on Moving Day?

Where also were F. M. Gregory, Lillian
Sechrest and Helen Williams? Perhaps the
fact that they work other watches might ac-
count for their absences, but that does not
account for the Missing Howell.



