“BACK TO YOUR OARS! WE HAVE MONSTERS TO SLAY AND A TRIREME TO SINK!!”
Yes it's return to work time for many. So CWG invited Readers to describe their worst, or most interesting, job and how they coped with it. 
I climbed the Empire State Building three times 

(RG writes: My Granddad swore this story was true. But then he did swear a lot.)


It was 1933 and I was making a killing on the NY Stock Exchange.


Yes... The Good Times were back! For some of us at least. 
(Though they were still scraping some of the Suits off the sidewalks of Wall Street.)


I was the Golden Boy of Hurke and Bare Brothers. Up for a Partnership. Down payment on the Manhattan apartment. My own Caddy in the lot. My own Caddy in Augusta. Next trophy should have been an Uptown Lady on my arm. I could have had it all...


But I blew it. For a Woman. Not any woman. But The Woman...

A Frenchman – and they are the Experts – once said, “There is only Louise Brooks.”


He may have said it in French, but he was right! The greatest Film Star you may never have heard of. I was crazy about her. I had covered my bedroom walls with magazine pictures of her.


But meet her? That was an impossible dream. Or was it...? 


One afternoon a rumour swept through the H & B Offices. She was going to shoot a film. Her first for years. Right here. In New York!  


Hurrah!! 

Called “King Kong Returns.”


Whaaat?  


I was cut to the quick. Soooo tacky. Yet, however rubbish the movie I had to see that lovely face take breath once more... If only on celluloid. But then another miracle of miracles! The producers invited me to audition for the movie! ME!! And I got the job!!!


H and B fired me when they heard. Did I care? Louise Brooks! I danced out of the office. Manhattan location Shoot for a week. Then ten week Shoot in Barbados. The Producers asked if I'd do that on spec? They were still working on finance. I offered to help. They said How sweet! No thanks. Join the crew tomorrow. 8 am Rockefeller Plaza. Then pack for Barbados with Louise Brooks – And bring a swimsuit.

I spent my severance pay on a suitcase full of swimsuits in Hucknall and Jagger on 17th Street. It was too good to be true. 

It was too good to be true.

I got to the Plaza early just to shake hands with the Unit. No sign of LB. But she'll be along, son. Don't frettle your mettle away. Gonna need it. Take this and get into it in the Lobby

But instead of a script they handed me a sack. Inside the sack was a gorilla suit. Then it hit me: I wasn't the Hero. I was Kong. And I had to climb the Empire State Building... 


I only had myself to blame.


Blinded by Love, I hadn't even asked what the role was. You see, although I'd done some well-received acting at my prep school I was actually more famous for being a gold medal rock climber. FEARLESS FINGERS! was what they called me at Dulwich College. That and FLY FEET! at Trinity. And that's what got me the KONG gig. Not, as I'd first kidded myself, that LB herself had glimpsed me from a moving car. 


Still hoping She might turn up I got into the suit and climbed the Empire State Building. It wasn't easy. But I cheered myself on, hoping She'd be there to greet me when I came down. Sharing the elevator with a gang of giggling tourists, I held my breath until the door opened.


No LB with arms open wide. No LB at all. Just a script girl who said, They want you to do it again tomorrow. Some problem with the camera. There's always a problem. 


So I did it again the next day.


Still no LB waiting with arms etc... Still a problem.


“Sorry, kid,” said the Director. “Them's the breaks. Same time tomorrow. But I guarantee a surprise for you.”


Up again. Was I mistaken? Or was that a crowd down on the Plaza? Were people leaning out of windows? Was there a dense staring throng between me and the elevator when I climbed through the top window? But there certainly was a surprise waiting for me when the elevator doors opened: Police, Press, People in White Coats. But no Script Girl, no Director, no Film Crew, and definitely no LB. 


I'd been set up. There never was a movie. The jealous guys back at H and B Brothers had taken my deepest dreams and turned them into weapons. And I was the target. All it had cost them was a little bit of their un-valuable time and the price of a Gorilla suit.


The News Headlines were cruel: “Maniac Climbs Empire State Building 3 Days In a Row!!” “A Commie Plot!” “An Anarchist Plot?” “A Practical Joke Plot?” I was denounced by Mayors, Senators, Congressmen, Bishops, Rabbis, Evangelical Leaders, and the Head of the Boy Scouts. 


But actually the Cops, and the Judge and the Shrinks were very nice to me. Fellow fans, I guess.


And actually the joke was on the Jerks at H and B because the Public took to me Big Time. Postcards of me, in the suit without the Head, sold in thousands. Offers of marriage poured in from women (and some men). Genuine film offers by the hundred. I knew enough by now to check contracts, and make sure I got upfront plus royalty percentage.


Best of all was Carnegie Hall where I got to sing a duet with a surprise partner with a sash saying Queen Kong. It was filmed as a movie short and shown coast to coast. The hook was that even I didn't know who my partner was until I finished the first verse. I sang my blues away in my own composition: “Love Made a Monkey Out of Me. OO OO OO.”


Then I took my head off and tossed it to an adoring crowd. Then my partner did the same. I was hoping it might be Bessie Smith, or at least not Bing Crosby. 


But you've guessed it...

LB and I had a wonderful year together with no regrets.


And every Xmas I make sure to send a card to all the Jerks at H and B, most of them in jail by now, of course. And I never forget to thank them for buying me that Gorilla suit.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
