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DON'TMISS QUT! IF YOU WEAR A SURGICAL APPLIANCE K
|,T WILL PAY YOU TO READ THIS AD!

Wo Bring the High Grade Appliante Store

Bight Into Your Living Room! ton mem amememutem

You're going to be thrilled with your purchase from

us. You're going to get the absolute finest quality

goods — correctly designed — well made — and

' priced to SAVE YOU A LOT OF MONEY. We have

s m m « KL « no tricks. We work on a small margin of profit —
to do a big volume. There's never been a national

service like this before. When you buy direct from

us YOU get the benefit of retail store mark-ups.

/\ For example, our trusses at $5 to $8.00 might
O l | O- easily cost $18.00 to $25.00 in the surgical supply
store. Think what you save. And think of the con-

venience. No embarrassment! You order right

* from home. Fit yourself. It's easy. Everybody will
be talking about this service — we're out to
please you - TO SAVE YOU MONEY!

. You'll Save Money Dealing With Us!
------------ itCOMfOwW M~

CHECK OUR QUALITY!  WE ARE RELIABLE! WE SHIP POSTPAID! NO C.0.D.'S

LOOK! =
i ELASTIC HOSIERY We have no fancy catalog — no expensive literature to send you.
TRUSSES COMPARE! This ad_is our "catalog” — and you can buy with complete confi-
GENUINE DU PONT dence. There are many more items in our stock but not shown here.
HOOD STYLE NYLON 2-Way Stretch So what you don't see — ask for. Everything we sell is guaranteed
TRUSS y for quality — for satisfaction — or your money back!
. ELASTIC STOCKINGS
lr:uoprluislzls riduIcalrbee or small. Quality leather Bargain! For varicose veins
P Ces 2 O il Quality leather irey swollen:Tim bs. ABDOMINAL SUPPORTS || SACROILIAC SUPPORTS
left side_or double. Price: Single $6.98. Sheer! Skintone! Sli hytl
Double $7.98. antly
irregular. For short IDEAL SUPPORT Famous
stocking (No. 10 for MEN
Leather-Covered gl\ﬁe Iﬁg me?surelmen}]sfat z;nkle comt bler Singl MAYO Style
t! t.
SPRING TRUSS {0 just bemwegkn%%g For long buckle wrap-around, SACRO SUPPORT
Gives firm support. stocking (No. 11) give measure- strap adjustment. Locking eyelets at back Built of long wearing canvas. Pad at back.
Adjustable. Easily shaped. Sizes 32 to 42. ment at ankle and calf and for secure fit. Give Iargest abdominal Completely “adjustable. Give largest ab-
Spemfy right or “left side or double. Price: leg length from foot to measurement. Price: $6.9 dominal measurement. Price: $4.98.
Single” $3.98. Double $6.9 center of knee joint. AFTER-SURGERY
Price: Short stocking (No. 10) $2.75 ea. -
} - 1 -
SCROTAL TRUSS Pﬁ"sés_%'goga_ A(g(;\llre ksnegostocklng é SUPPORT NEW! FEATHER-LITE! FOAM-RUBBER,
Fine spring style. way stretch mercerized hose ‘also avallable Supports abdomen. PILLOW-SOFT
Covered with top . — " write!) For use after opera- )
ﬂgalltg Ie_aflher E?sy tolaf(:Justd Slzesd32hlto yons olr general Suppog G|ve$ Iagr est ab- COMFORT!
. Specify rig or left side or double. ominal measurement. Price .
Price: Single $5.98. Double $8.98. Just Try It
WOMEN'S RELIEVES STABBING BACKACHE!
ELASTIC TRUSS AFTER-BABY Newest, practical desi n! No bulk! Very
Sturdy elastic body light. Sofl foam rub pads. Complete
band and under- SUPPORT freedom  without blndlngb Doctors approve.
strazwgh sofft Iealr}:er c0\|/efred ;:jad Sléesb?Z KNEE, ANKLE, ELBOW, WRIST Fl’:rrgﬁ{wlaaclet; csotr)s/eltEder after_maternity use. g;veagmeasurement Just below waist. Price:
to ecify right or left side or double 39,
Prce: singie $3.43. Bouble 38149 Durabio st quly lssict £ sprains 56 nohs gt W sl e vk
weak joints, general protection. KNEE measurement. Sme; $10.95. SACROLUMBAR SUPPORTS
ELASTIC TRUSS I((:AF’ (P . 12%2 Give measxrﬁm{el_né_raro&nd
nee. Price L 0
with Scrotal Pad 13)— Give measurement around ankle just SPECIAL! NEW! SPECIAL! LADIES’
Finest Uallty above bone. Price: $2.15 . . . ELBOW LIGHTWEIGHT
Popular! full “size, medium-flat pad holds CAP (No. AI)_ Give measurement around HE-MAN POSTURE Lower Lumbar
rupture securely. Sizes 32 to 42. Specify elbow joint. Price: $2.15 WRIST- SUPPORT
r| hl orDIefEI Slg% o double. Price: Single LET{ (’F\"U 15%5— GIVE measurement around BELT v ar sl
ouble wrist. Price: c. ery popular style
for ~ ladies. Detachable back pad. Lon
, SHOULDER BRACES wearing and comfortable. Relleveps low bac
CHILD'S pain due to sacro disorders. Give Iargest
Umbilical TRUSS rWE GIVE your Slims as it Supports abdominal measurement. Price: $6.9
navel rupture. Soft spongecrhulLdbgr Spup(fogrdfg: MONEY BACK Feels great on hody
two at a time. For size — give measurement if You're not Satisfied athm%,'g'esap%‘;gr;']'crg MEN’S
around body at navel. $1.75 each. (Also We don’t want a penny of your  Styrdy. Lightweight. LOWER LUMBAR
available in adult sizes (© $4.98). money if you’re not delighted Washable. Won’t bind
with you:1 puhrchase Tfslat'sd the or chafe. Used for SUPPORT
« " ay we do business. So don’t besity, t- - t t d
HOW TO MEASURE ELIMINATE “STOOP heditate to return any item ?ivis,l yeneprglS Szg:orra: off. Comfortable. ReadllayS ad]?lstggle Centor
FOR YOUR TRUSS ith (within 10 days) if it doesn’t Give qargest abdomi- front opening with web straps. Detachable
Tak t d wi suit you. You'll "get a full re-  nal ‘measurement. sacro pad for easy washing. Give Iargesl
bgd; 'Qfgf“fﬂgnsf.'ﬁ”"m COMPLETE COMFORT * und— no questions asked! Price: $4.95. abdominal measurement. Price: $6.9
direct line with point of Sturdy, lightweight, web ORDER NOW!
rupture (Do not sen((jj shoulderhblaace Worhmbeln,
waist measurement). Sen women, children ashable.
us this measurement) If you Give chest measurement and sex THIS IS YOUR ORDER BLANK! J’*AH_E Gne?
,ave no tape— send piece of
siring cut” to_ correct size. MODERN SURGICAL SUPPLY CO.

23 N. 63rd St., Philo. 39, Po.
Please rush, postage paid, my order for Items checked below. I enclose

RUPTURE SUPPORT

S {No C.0.D.'s). It's understood | can return my purchase
?(?rMFR,OS;TEEJE;E for full refund in case of dissatisfaction anytime within 10 days.
s tante ek Seck—Opens cenerfron  LIGHT, DOWN-FILLED LATEX RUBBER A0 #0 «O #Q #Q #8D #Q

snap fasteners. Excellent for wear after rup- Nude color! Well-formed! For use after #10Q #11 O #12D #13Q #14Q #15D #16D #17D #18D
ture operation. Specify right, left or double. breast amputation. Worn inside bra with-

For size— give largest abdominal measure- out detection. State bra-cup size. #190 #2000 #2100 #2200 #2300 #2400 #250 #2600 #2700
ment. Price: Single $4.69. Double $5.69. SpeC|fy No. 17 for Round Shape. Specify . . i o o
GET BACK No. (181hf0' hOVal) Shapse Fl’nc$e5: 53610.00 Give size and other particulars requested with item description
SUSPENSORIES pair (either shape) — Single .50.
YOUR PEP SUPPORTS

Eases that ‘tired’ feeling. WORKMAN'S BELT YOUR BACK

No leg straps. Light. BIG HELP ON-
Strong Sizes: Small, THE-JOB! Re-
medium, large. Prices lieves (or helps
65¢c (2 for $1. 25). ?rtevent) Vk{/aCkaChbe
atigue orn by
Heavy duy Sspensory, (NS Mot cyblists, truck drivers, ete. My NAME oo e e
and l}/nderstra s ySlzes‘ Sturdy ‘cotton we| blng— 5" wide— ad]ust-
Small, medmﬁ] large. able ‘in front with 3 leather straps and Address
Price: $2.95 (2 for $95‘) buckles. Flexible leather stays. Give waist
;7 measurement only. Sizes 32 to 42. $3.79. Cit s
TO ORDER — Send Item No., Size, Etc., with Check or M.O. to — A Y s coer SEALE v
MODERN SURGICAL SUPPLY CO., 23 N. 63rd St., Philo. 39, Po. v



This

= SAMPLE LESSON

will prove that you can become an expert

BOOKKEEPER... ACCOUNTANT

or CPA

FREE SAMPLE LESSON

We offer you this free sample
lesson so that you can prove
to yourself that you CAN
master Accountancy —
quickly, thoroughly—in
spare time at home.

You will see exactly how
LaSalle's famous “ Problem
Method" works ... how you
are led step-by-step through
actual accounting work—
learning by doing and not
by study of theory alone.
First you tackle easy prob-
lems, then more difficult
ones—until soon you master
them all. And at every step
you have the close personal
guidance of LaSalle's large
staff of C.P.A. instructors.

Nearly 10%
ofall C.P.A.’s
in the II.S. have
been trained by the
LaSalle Problem
Method

GOOD-PAY JOBS
IN 5 BIG FIELDS

If you were an expert accountant right
now, chances are you would find your-
self among the highest-paid of all pro-
fessional men and women. Surveys show
that accountants earn more than those
in other major professions.

There are five big fields of oppor-
tunity open to Accountancy-trained
men and women . . . opportunities that
are wide open and highly inviting,
offering maximum income and job
security in good times or bad. And
under LaSalle's "Problem Method” you
can start earning while still learning—
either in spare-time or full-time employ-
ment ... or in business for yourself
with no capital required.

Get the latest information by sending
for our 48-page book, "Accountancy,
the Profession That Pays”. .. plus free
sample lesson. The coupon at right will
bring both to you without cost or
obligation. LaSalle Extension, 417 S.
Dearborn St., Chicago 5, 111

This well-paid
LaSalle-trained
Accountant’s
success could
be yours.

THIS SAMI LESSON HAS STARTED HUNDREDS Of
THOUSANDS toward well-paid accounting careers—
in business, government, and public practice as C.P.A.’s*
Even without previous knowledge, progress is rapid-
earning power climbs fast. This sample lesson will show
you why.

you have been envying the high
incomes and good jobs enjoyed by
thousands of men and women Accountants
today . . . incomes ranging from $4,000 to
$10,000 and more per year . . . why not
launch such a career for yourself?
Do you doubt that you can?
Then let us send you—without cost or
obligation—the same Lesson Number One with
which LaSalle has started several hundred thou-
sand men and women toward successful account-
ing careers. We want you to see for yourself how
this remarkable method, originated by LaSalle,
makes Accountancy simple, interesting, practical,
and certain .. . how it leads you step-by-step to a complete mastery of Account-
ing—and on up to the coveted degree of Certified Public Accountant if you
S0 aspire.

It doesn’t matter whether you’ve had previous bookkeeping experience, or
whether you don’t know a debit from a credit. Whether you wish to qualify
as an expert bookkeeper, advanced accountant, cost accountant, auditor,
government accountant, income tax specialist, or public accountant . . . you’ll
find in LaSalle’s Problem Method the exact plan to prepare you rapidly and
inexpensively—in spare hours at home—without losing a day from your
present job.

So right now, today ... if you are an adult, employed, and earnestly ambi-
tious for rapid advancement in this highest-paying of all professions . . . send
your name and address on the coupon below. We’ll send the free sample lesson -
plus our 48-page book outlining today’s career opportunities and how you can
qualify for them. A coupon like this has started many thousands toward greater
success. It can do the same for you. Mail it today!

Clip CoUpOIt...Mail TODAY! mmmmmmmuwm,

LaSalle Extension University ... A Correspondence Institution

Dept. 8378-H, 417 S. Dearborn Street, Chicago 5, lllinois

Y ES, 1want to see how LaSalle's "Problem Method" works . .. how I can qualify for high-pay
Accountancy positions. Send free sample lesson—also your 48-

page book, " Accountancy, the Profession That Pays” ... all

without co9t or obligation.

City, ZONE & STALE...cciiiiiiiieee s

Present POSIION ..o
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New Man!

My Secret Method Has Done Wonders For Thousands—Herd'’s
What I’'ll PROVE It Can Do For YOU - In Just 15Minutes A Day!

UST MAIL the coupon below. Read
\] my free book. And then give me 15
minutes a day. That’s all 1 ask. Il
prove you can have the kind of body
that your friends will admire. There's
no cost if 1 faill

| don’t care how old or young you
are, or how ashamed of your present
physical condition you may be. If you
can flex your arm | can add SOLID
MUSCLE to your biceps—in double-
quick time! 1 can broaden your shoul-
ders, strengthen your back; add inches
to your chest, give you a vise-like grip,
make those legs of yours powerful;
shoot new strength into your backbone, ex-
ercise those inner organs, cram_your body
full of vigor and red-blooded vitality!

WHAT'S MY
ARE YOU SECRET?
e owns Al DYNAMIC TEN-
ways tirsd? Ner- SION!” That’s the
vols? Comsti- - ticket! The identical
Rabbys o g natural method that
tom~ or gam changed me from a 97-
eight? Ib. weakling to the

worlds champion 1
“told In my Thousands are becom-
1 FUSS BOOK. ing marvelous physical
specimens — my way.
No gadgets or contrap-

tions. You simply use the DORMANT mus-
cle-power in your own God-given body—
watch it increase double-quick into solid
MUSCLE.

“Dynamic Tension" is easy | Only 15 min-
utes a day in your own home. You can use
“Dynamic Tension" almost unconsciously
every minute—walking, bending over, etc.—
to BUILD MUSCLE and VITALITY. You'U
be using the method which mang great
athletes use—fighters, wrestlers, baseball,
football players,” etc.

F R E E Illustrated 32-Page Book
Not $1or 10c - - but FREE

SEND NOW for my famous book, “Ever-

lasting Health and Strength.” (Over 37

MILLION fellows have sent for it already.)

32 pages, packed with actual photo-
raphs, valuable advice. Shows what
‘Dynamic Tension" has done

for others, answers many vital

questions. Page by page it

shows what | can do for YOU.
This book is a real prize for

any fellow who wants a better

build. Yet I’ll send you a copy

absolutely FREE. Just glanc-

ing through it may mean the

turning point in your whole

life! Rush coupon to me per-

sonally r Charles Atlas, Dept.

174-H, 115 East 23rd St., New

York 10, N. Y.

CHARLES ATLAS
115 l«*t 23rd St., N«w
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Awarded the title of
“The World's Most
Perfectle/ Developed
Man™ [n an Inter-
national contest.
SILVER CUP
GIVEN AWAY
E)her_a foot high! Will
e given to pupil who
makes greatest phys-
ical improvement "In
next 3 months.

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 174-H,

115 East 23rd St., New York 10, N.Y.

Send me—absolutely FREE—a copy of your famous
book, “Everlasting Health and Strength”—32 pages,
crammed with photographs, answers to vital health
questions, and valuable advice* I understand this
book is mine to keep, and sending for it does not
obligate me in any way.

(Please print or write plainly)

Address.

City. .State.
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No night clerk ever lasted at the Mirabelia Hotel

for more than a week. Not even the starving ones.

by ALEKO LILIUS e « Tangier ... ten o'clock in the

evening.
Don Fernando and | were sit-
ting at this early hour (early in Tangier where one lunches at 3
p.m. and sits down to supper at 9:30) at an outdoor coffee table
in Zocco Chico, the Little Market Place, sipping our caje solas. My
Spanish friend is the owner of a large hotel right by the beach. To-
night, he had a grievance.

“One shouldn't try doing anyone a good turn,” he said, throwing
a coin to a persistent beggar. “It doesn’t pay and no one thanks you
for the effort.”

“In your case, | should consider it a rather controversial state-
ment, Don Fernando," | protested, motioning toward the enriched
beggar—and also because | had Jim Davison in mind. Now there
was a clean-cut, talented young fellow, quite a good pianist, who
by now needed any kind of a job. | had meant to ask Don Fer-
nando to give him a trial, but realized that the moment was inap-
propriate.

“l cannot understand this place,"” continued my friend. “It
seems that no one here wants to work even when they’re hungry.
I ve tried to get a good night receptionist in my hotel for months.
They are either no good at all. or—carambal!—they leave after a
couple of nights. The next thing | know, the fellow is back in the
Zocco Chico begging a coffee. Can’t make it out at all.” He shook

Madhou

his head in bewilderment, clapped his hands for the waiter, and
paid his bill.

“Well, I'm off. Have to get back to see if the hotel is still
there. Wish | could get a good, reliable clerk to relieve me a
bit. Hasta luego, amigo.”

Ten minutes later, Jim, looking worried and dispirited, dropped
into the seat beside me.

“Jim, good news,” | said. “l’ve got you a job."

“No?” His face lit up.

“Take this card to Don Fernando Lopez at the Mirabelia Hotel
—right now!"

“Thanks a lot,” he flung at me as he hurried through the
crowd, without even tasting the coffee the waiter had put before
him.

Jim had scarcely disappeared when (Continued on page 49)



FOR REAL JOB SECURITY
-GET I.C.S. TRAINING

“You can stop worrying, Jane.
My job’s secure now! And here’s
the insurance policy to prove it—
my I.C.S. diploma!”

This feeling of security is
probably typical of every I.C.S.
graduate. Because —as the job
situation gets tighter, the man
with 1.C.S. training has the
advantage.

Why? Your I.C.S. diploma tells
your present employer three im-
portant things: (1) You want to
make the most of your present job.

(2) You have the training you
need for advancement. (3) You
look for better ways of doing things
on your own.

What you do about your fu-
ture is up to you. Do nothing
and stay at your present job at
the same old pay. Or earn an
1.C.S. diploma in your spare
time for security, promotions,
more pay! Your first step is to
mark the course that interests
you in the coupon below, and
mail it to us.

Free books

We’ll send you two interesting
books. The first, “How to Suc-
ceed,” is a gold mine of helpful
tips. Points out many small things
in your personality and behavior
that can make the difference be-
tween success and failure. The
second book tells you about the
opportunities in the field of your
choice.

For Real Job Security —Get I.C.S. Training!

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

Box 2026-G,t SCRANTON 9, PENNA.

Costs pennies a day

Many an I.C.S. student has made
up the cost of his course in one
month with the salary increase his
I.C.S. training earned for him. By
studying at home in your spare
time, you pay yourself many times
an hour more than you’re now
making. (One student reports —
“My I.C.S. course was worth $95
an hour to me.”)

The security of your pres-
ent job—or the success in find-
ing the new job you’ve always
wanted—is in your hands. Move
ahead with 1. C.S. training
while others stay behind on the
routine, small-pay jobs. Re-
member, your first step to se-
curity and success is to mail
this coupon. Take a few min-
utes and do it now. If you put
it off, it can cost you your
future.

I.C.S., Scranton 9, Penna.

CS

( Partial list of 277 courses)

Without cost or obligation, send me "HOW to SUCCEED” and the opportunity booklet about the field BEFORE which | have marked X:

ARCHITECTURE
and BUILDING

AVIATION

CONSTRUCTION

Architecture
Building Contractor
Building Maintenance

Estimating

Heating

Painting Contractor
Plumbing

goooooooooo

Steamfitting

ART

Cartooning
Commercial Art
Fashion lllustrating
Magazine lllustrating

[ 0ogo

Sketching and Painting
AUTOMOTIVE

O Auto Body Rebuilding
O Auto Elec. Technician
O Auto-Engine Tune Up
O Automobile Mechanic
Name-

City.

Occupation-

Air Conditioning—Refrig.

Carpenter and Mill Work

Reading Arch. Blueprints

ooooooOo0do Ooooooooooodooo o0

Aeronautical Engineering Jr.
Aircraft & Engine Mechanic
BUSINESS

Advertising

Bookkeeping and Accounting
Business Administration
Business Correspondence
Certified Public Accounting
Creative Salesmanship
Federal Tax

Letter-writing Improvement
Managing Small Business
Office Management

Retail Business Management
Sales Management
Stenographic-Secretarial
Traffic Management
CHEMISTRY

Analytical Chemistry
Chemical Engineer!ng

Chem. Lab.
General Chemistr

Natural Gas Prod. & Trans.
Petroleum Engineering
Plastics

Pulp and Paper Making

.Zone.

CIVIL, STRUCTURAL LEADERSHIP RAILROAD
ENGINEERING O Foremanship O Air Brakes O Car Inspector

O Civil Engineering O Industrial Supervision O Diesel Locomotive

O Construction Engineering O Leadership and Organization [ Locomotive Engineer

O Highway Engineering O Personnel-Labor Relations O Section Foreman

O Reading Struct. Blueprints MECHANICAL STEAM AND

Q Sanitary Engineering AND SHOP DIESEL POWER

O Structural Engineering O Gas—Electric Welding O Combustion Engineering

O Surveying and Mapping O Heat Treatment O Metallurgy O Diesel—Elec. O Diesel Eng's
DRAFTING O Industrial Engineering O Electric Light and Power

O Aircraft Drafting O Industrial Instrumentation O Stationary Fireman

O Architectural Drafting O Industrial Supervision O Stationary Steam Engineering

O Electrical Drafting O Machine Design-Drafting TEXTILE

O Mechanical Drafting O Machine Shop Inspection O Carding and Spinning

O Mine Surveying and Mapping 0 Machine Shop Practice O Cotton, Rayon, Woolen Mfg.

O Ship Drafting O Mechanical Engineering O Finishing and Dyeing

O Structural Drafting O Quality Control O Loom Fixing
ELECTRICAL O Reading Shop Blueprints O Textile Designing

O Electrical Engineering O Refrigeration O Textile Eng'rg  Q Throwing

O Electrical Maintenance O Sheet Metal Worker O Warping and Weaving

O Electrician O Contracting O Tool Design O Toolmaking MISCELLANEOUS

echnician O Lineman RADIO, TELEVISION O Domestic Refrigeration

HIGH SCHOOL O Electronics O Marine Engineering

0 Commercial O Practical Radio—TV Eng'rng O Ocean Navigation

O Good English O Radio and TV Servicing O Shipfitting

O High School Subjects O Radio Operating O Short Story Writing

O Mathematics O Television—Technician O Telephony

-Age- -Home Address-
_State_ -Working Hours- _AM. to P.M

Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools, Canadian, Ltd.,

Montreal, Canada. . .

. Special tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces.
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MEN ad MEDICINE

MURDEROUS DREAMS Do you ever
dream of killing your boss or someone
else you secretly or openly dislike? Then
maybe you have high blood pressure.
Studies by psychiatrists at the University

of Pennsylvania Hospital showed that men
suffering from hypertension demonstrate
stronger hostility in their subconscious or
dream life than do people with normal
blood pressure. Hostility includes actual
or threatened death of persons, destruc-
tion of objects, injury or damage to peo-
ple. even discomfort. The psychiatrists
say that hostility is significant in other ill-
nesses, too. Result of the study may bring
deeper understanding of hypertension and
may affect diagnosis, treatment and pre-
vention in the future.

COMBAT STRESS—Among pilots and
plane crews in action, men who fly bomb-
er and reconnaissance planes are apt to
suffer less from ‘“combat stress” than
fighter pilots, according to a recent Air
Force investigation in the Far East. Ac-
tual fear of flying was rarely noted. But
often the stresses were increased by tact-
less and ill-advised letters from wives and
parents who saddled them with troubles
from home. And frequently men expe-
rienced severe anxiety over possible
ditchings in enemy territory. They
dreaded inhuman treatment of prisoners
by Chinese Communists.

ONE-SHOT CURE—Despite the power
of the wonder drugs, each year there are
still about a million cases of gonorrhea.
Latest assault on the most common
venereal infection in the L. S. is a "one-
shot” cure announced by a Chicago doc-
tor. It’s a form of terramycin that can

be injected through the muscles. In 38
stubborn and chronic cases where it was
used—after penicillin had failed—only
one terramycin shot was needed for 12 of
the patients, while a second injection had
to be given for the remaining 22. In all
cases there was a rapid and total cure.

DRUNKEN DRIVING—Adoption of
chemical tests of the blood, urine and
breath for arresting and convicting
drunken drivers is having a remarkable
effect throughout the U. S. In New
Haven. Conn., for instance, introduction
of the breath-testing devices led to a
three-fold increase in guilty pleas, while
convictions for driving while drunk rose
from 55 to 93 per cent. The American
Medical Association urges all communi-

ties to use the chemical tests in self-
defense against automobile slaughter on
the highways.

GLUTTONS & CANCER—Men who
overeat run a greater risk of having can-
cer than those who keep their weight
down, a Chicago scientist reveals. Ex-
perimenting with laboratory mice, he
found that formation of cancer tumors
were blocked in those who were fed a
small proportion of calories and lived
much longer than those who had an un-
restricted diet. Even though cancer-
producing agents were injected into the
mice, no tumors arose over a period of
two years among those who kept their
calories down. Life insurance records
show a definite relationship between over-
weight and cancer deaths. Conclusion:
Once a tumor is discovered, watching the
caloric diet can increase the life span.

by Ken M. Armstrong

IT’S ABOUT TIME —The fear and pain
of having cavities in your teeth filled
may soon be banished by a gadget that
Navy scientists have developed. It will
all be done with sound waves—an ultra-
sonic tooth drill that your dentist can use
easily. What happens now is that the
common drilling burr produces heat,
noise, vibration and pressure that give
you a fearful pain. The sound-wave drill
eliminates these unpleasant factors, yet
drills a nice clean hole to be filled.

COOL HELP—A newly devised electric
refrigerator is being used to cool a foot
or hand before surgery, thus eliminating
pain and allowing infection to be con-
trolled. Two Indiana surgeons report
that when patients have used the freez-
ing unit for two or three days before
amputation, healing of the stump is made
much easier.

IN SHORT—Heart patients on a salt-
free diet whove had to rely on powdered
milk products can now have fresh milk.
A California chemist has developed a new
low-salt milk which is delivered to heart
patients on a doctor’s prescription . . .
Under war conditions or in remote areas,
coconut water can be shot into veins of

men too sick to eat. when there are no
supplies of the wusual solutions. The
coconut water provides salt, phosphate,
sugars, magnesium, calcium and proteins
.. .1f you've become sensitized to peni-
cillin. you can get desensitized by being
treated with minute doses. You’re given
more and more until you can again ab-
sorb the full shot without dangerous re-
actions.
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THANKS TO THE
BRANDENFELS

HOME

SYSTEM

"We are three of the nearly 20,000 people (by certified count)
who have written Carl Brandenfels of benefits obtained through
home use of his massage system and formulas. We’ve seen the

files bulging with those letters
telling of one or all of these re-
sults: renewed hair growth, less
excessive falling hair, relief of
dandruff scale, improved scalp
condition. In our cases, each of us
is a generation apart, and each
a good example of his particular
type of hair loss. Look at our
"before” and "after" pictures.

"Even though you’re bald or los-
ing an excessive amount of hair
the hair roots may be alive and
capable of producing hair after

ELDON BEERBOWER

Before

use of the Brandenfels home system. It’s wonderful to get hair
back! It brings new confidence, assurance and reliance.”

FROM 48 STATES AND

68 FOREIGN

COUNTRIES COME LETTERS LIKE THESE

There was a very def-
inite and observable
renewed hair growth.
Rev. Paul E. Martin,
Holdrege, Nebraska

Sure glad to see new
hair coming through.
| lost most of my hair

on top.
Sgt. Matthew Jonas
New York City

I was bald for 20
years, but now | hove
new and healthy hair
Conrad J. Fels
Burbank, California

My hair stopped fall-

ing, there's new hair

growth and I'm rid of
dandruff scale

F. L. Bash

Gary, Indiana

NO EXPENSIVE

If you have excessively falling hair,
ugly dandruff scale, a tight, itching
scalp, a rapidly receding hair line, or
any unhealthy scalp condition. DON'T
WAITI It may be possible for you to
arrest these conditions RIGHT IN THE
PRIVACY OF YOUR OWN HOME. Carl
Brandenfels does not guarantee to
promote new hair growth, because not
every user has grown new hair. He
emphatically believes, however, that
his formulas and unique pressure mas-
sage will bring about a more healthy

My na ne is Eldon Beerbower of 2905 North Portland Blvd.,
! was one of the earliest
my hair at an early age and
| began to use the Brandenfels

I'm 23 years old and | work for a bank
the Brandenfels system. | lost all
ke this picture I'm holding when

Portland

and formulas. Just see my head of hair today!"

I am Oiva Witikka, employed

43 — just a generation older
hair in the Air Force

when discharged. In
order to Carl Brandenfels..
ther

OIVA WITIKKA

Before

The microscope reveals how

our hair was

re-grown.

Before we started using the Brandenfels
system and formulas a cross section of

our scalps would hove

looked

like this

microscopic sketch. It's an unproductive

hair follicle (root)
opening plugged with
and scaly skin

Itis blunted and the
sebaceous gum
layer, doctors testified.

Now see how the use of Brandenfels
applications and dilative massage has
produced an improved condition of the

scalp that will

soon grow hair.

The

follicle is less distorted, scaly skin layer
is disappearing and there's actually re-
growth of a tiny hair in the follicle.

Now the follicle is

producing hair!

These sketches were made from actual
biopsies on a test group of people who

volunteered to participate
world's first sub-dermal

in this,
research proj-

the

ect, conducted by medical doctors and

technicians

Here's positive proof hair

roots may still be alive in a bald head.

DON’'T PUT IT OFF... PLEASANT TO USE AT HOME

OFFICE CALLS

condition of the scalp that in many
cases helps nature grow hair. YOU
OWE IT TO YOURSELF to give the
Brandenfels System a thorough trial.
Brandenfels’ wonderful formulas are
non-sticky, non-odorous and they will
not rub off on bed linens or hat bands.
The formulas and massage are pleas-
ant and easy to use. Enclose $18.00
(includes Federal tax, postage, mail-
ing). For U. S. or APO or FPO air ship-
ment add $2.00 (Total $20.00). Order
from Carl Brandenfels, St. Helens, Ore.

BALDNESS MAY BEGIN TWO YEARS

in lumbering. My ad-
dress is Route 1, Box 322, Woodland, Washington
than Eldon. |
in World War Il
Service doctors gave me treatments
February 1951 |
and what a difference

I'm
lost my
and though
I was still bald
sent my first

"I'm Roy Smith, straw-
berry'rancher, Route 1,
Goble, Oregon. I'm 63,
served in World War
For 20 years my hair
was just a "rim " around
my head with a few
the middle on top. | be-
gan using the Branden-
fels massages and appli-
cations in May 1952.
Folks laughed then, but
now I'm the one who
laughing. Even my sister
who hadn’t seen me for
two years could hardly
believe her eyes!"

M /M A#

BEFORE YOUR FRIENDS NOTICE.. ACT NOW

If you— or anyone in your family
— have already become bald, or
are losing hair rapidly, SEND TO-
DAY, for a five-week supply of
Brandenfels Scalp and Hair Appli-

plete easy-to-follow instructions on
how to use. Send the coupon below
RIGHT NOW before you misplace
this important message. Remember,
every day you wait may make your

cations and Massage, with com- problem more difficult. ACT NOW!
MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY BEFORE YOU MISPIACE IT!
(PLEASE PRINT PLAINLY) men-84 |
CARL BRANDENFELS, Box 796, St. Helens, Oregon j

Please send me— in plain wrapper—a 5-week supply of Brandenfels Scalp -
& Hair Applications & Massage with directions for use in my own home. |

O | enclose $18 (includes Federal tax, postage and
mailing). Ship prepaid

O | enclose $20.00 for RUSH air shipment.

0O C.0.D.— | agree to pay postman the $18.00 plus
postal charges

Name

Address.

Town Zone L] e ——

Cash orders are pharmaceutically compounded and
shipped immediately, postage prepaid

C.0.D. orders are compounded after prepaid orders
are filled. No C.O0.D. orders to APO or FPO ad-
dresses or to foreign countries (postal regulations)

IMPORTANT |

When filling out |
this order please
check X the fol- |
lowing on which
you want specific |
information

Q Excessively -
Falling Hair |
O Tight, Itchy
Scalp §
O Ugly Dandruff §
Scale “
O Alopecia §
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ALSO fftl INCH
USE YOU BUILD AMO
LEARN- KEEP THIS
SY SEEING™ K, TV SET
MOVIES ?
S cE D.T.I.ALSO OFFERS
. another program
-SSP WITHOUT TV SET

| f

YOU'can EVEN START
YOUR OWN TV BUSINESS ?

THIS VALUABLE PUB-
LICATION SHOWS 89 WAXG
FOR TRAINED MEN TO
earn good mo mey

IN TELEVISION-RAPpIO-

ELECTRONICS MAH- uuti- .
COUPON NOW! -=*~ ETER/

VOU CAN WORK OVER "
LEARN-BY-DOING ~»
PROJECTS FROM THE ABOVE
JSST\ electronic PARTS,
I1gS1 INCLUDING BUILDING
I2W L and keeping your
olio OWN COMMERCIAL
0,0 |® TYPE TEST EQUIPMENT ?

| THOUSANDS OF

[/ J\ MEN HAVE USED THIS
PROVED WAY TO START
EARNING REAL MONEy
IN TELEVISION ?

IF YOU ARB ANXIOUS

TO GET AHEAD ...

and like things mechanical or electrical—mail
coupon today. You'll see how you may prepare to
get a good job or your own profitable business in
one of America's most interesting,promising fields
—TELEVISION! With so many new TV'stotions ex-
pected on the air ... with color TV and other excit-
ing electronic developments ahead .. . NOW is the
time to ACT! See how you may now get laboratory
type TV training in your OWN HOME —followed
by the Employment Service NEEDED. Or you can
train in our fine, large Television-Radio-Electronic
laboratories in Chicago. Men 17 to 45 preferred.

MAIL COUPON FOR FULL FACTS NOW!

DIVRY TECHNICAL INSTITUTE-Dept. CMG-8K
4141 Belmont Avenue, Chicago 41, Ill.

Please give me, without obligation, full facts
about TELEVISION.

Name- -Age_

_State_
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LET ME LIVE!

Produced by J. BART SWEENEY

» « A plane takes off from a desert base
in Africa and cracks up on a snowy Asian
peak. Another leaves placid Florida and
belly-slams into an uncharted South Am-
erican jungle. Somewhere over the Facific.
a pilot drifts down helplessly into the
ocean after abandoning his jet. When a
man travels faster than sound he gets
there- -but he cant always be sure where
“there-" is going to be if something should
go wrong in flight. He can be forced dowm
far away from home base, where the tem-
perature either freezes or boils him and
where life isnt at all like life back home in
Wabash. To make sure its men know how
to save themselves in unscheduled circum-
stances, the Air Force has set up "sur-
vival schools™ for its global crews. Under
this program, airmen learn certain funda-
mental procedures to be followed in an
emergency. They learn them so well they
can go through the motions even when
suffering from shock. And they find out
how to "go native” and beat the specific
problems theyd meet in the desert, the
arctic, a jungle or swamp, by on-the-spot
"dry runs.” .

Crash-land victims first take careful inventory of all their supplies.

Parachute cloth protects the men from a murderous sun as they wait for the heat to ,,., up before striking out for oasis.



Polluted water is one menace of the desert. Here pilot of the downed craft purifies drinking supply with Halazone tablets.

Caught in a sudden sand storm, the stranded airmen roll over and over to keep from being buried—a “tip” they got in school.
CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE 13



Rabbit roasted over primitive barbeque pit makes a jungle meal. Knowing how to live off the land is essential to survival.

Making use of materials available to them, crew members build a raft that will float them to where they can be picked up.



Properly constructed snow house provides a reasonably comfortable shelter from cold and wind high above the Arctic Circle,

Ice blocks are shaped into two-man billet. These men are careful not to get over-heated as they work and to avoid exhaustion.

15
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ROUGHHOUSE =

e o« "What,” | asked the former FBI
three toughest towns in the country?”

The occasion was an all-day meeting of the Citizens of
Greater Chicago, an anti-crime group, and the retired fed-
eral agent was one of the speakers. In his day he had
done undercover work in every major city in the United
States.

He thought for a moment. Then he said, “Well, Chicago,
including Cicero and Cal City, is certainly one. And East
St. Louis, Hlinois, is the other two.”

He went on: “You go down there, check into the
Broadview Hotel, and look around. Get a car and drive
out to the taverns and night spots in Madison and St.
Clair counties. Hang around the packing-house district
and catch some of the saloons on Missouri Avenue. Then
take a gander at the Valley, under the railroad trestles
near the river. If you've ever seen anything tougher and
more lawless than southern lllinois, I'll buy you a new
hat when you get back up here. That is,” he added, “if
you've still got a head to put it on.”

He didn’t have to tell me about southern Illinois, be-

man, “are the

cause | had rashly taken part in a campaign to get local
prohibition repealed in Saline County in 1951, and “I’ll
kill you, you s.0.b.!” was merely one of the milder ex-
pressions | heard several times a day from the gun-toting
coal miners and oil field workers of the area.

I had left southern Illinois in ’51, just two jumps ahead
of a tar and feather brigade. Former Ku Kluxers were
leading the “dry” fight, and while they swilled plenty of
mountain dew themselves they didn’t want to give any
tax money to the government, which is what they would
have had to do if their local prohibition ordinance had
been repealed and the sale of liquor regulated.

You cant blame southern Illinois lawlessness on the
Mafia or any other “foreign” element. It was and is a
native-born section, of Kentucky and Tennessee hill-
country ancestry, and its home-grown gunmen are 10
times as tough as anything that ever came out of Sicily. The
district known as “Egypt,” which lies between the Ohio
and Mississippi rivers and runs from Cairo up to East St.
Louis, is the bloodiest, most lawless ground in the entire
United States. In the past 20 (Continued on page 58)



RIVER

by STEPHEN HULL

There’s a regular taxi shuttle
to East St. Louis’ strip tease
joints, tourist court brothels,

gambling houses and dope dens.
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The broken towline was wrapped tightly over our stern, firmly
tangled in the boat's screw. We were adrift in the open sea!

STORY STARTS ON NEXT PAGE ...
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ROM. OVER the BAR

by Boatswain’'s Mate THOMAS D. McADAMS, USCG
as told to BILL KREH

e + The great green mountain of water came hurtling at
us. It caught our small motor lifeboat head-on. My desper-
ate shout of warning was lost in a thunderous roar as the
wall of cold sea water engulfed me.

The rampaging Pacific tossed us about like a cork. The
36-foot boat rode high in the air for a second, then it twist-
ed. rolled over in the cascading water and went completely
under. | struggled to keep my hold inside the tiny cockpit,
choking and gasping for each breath.

Over we went again and again, spinning crazily in and
out of the water. The angry breakers were driving us at
break-neck speed toward the distant shore.

"Miller! Miller!" | shouted as 1 hung on desperately,
straining every muscle in my body against the cruel force
of the furious ocean. Its roar drowned out my cries.

Grimly, | hung on. This was it. 1thought. It looked like
the Coast Guard would be missing two members in the
morning . . .

It had all started about four o’clock that afternoon, De-
cember 31, 1953. I'm a member of the crew at the Coast
Guard’s Yaquina Bay Lifeboat Station near Newport. Ore-
gon.

We received a radio call from a fishing vessel, the Uyak.
She and five other fishing boats were going to try to cross
over the bar into the bay from the ocean. The seas were
rough and there was a strong wind blowing. They wanted
the Coast Guard to stand by in case they ran into trouble.

The Yaquina Bar is a shallow channel of water linking
the ocean with the mouth of the bay. It's about a half-
mile long and 500 feet wide. It’s a treacherous stretch of
water in a rough sea.

Ray Miller, engineman mecond class, and | shoved off
from the station in one of our motor lifeboats and headed
for the bar.

Our boat was one of the self-bailing, self-righting type.
She had a watertight deck running throughout her length,
slightly above the load waterline. The space below was a
watertight compartment. The bow and stern air tanks were
built in very high, and she had a heavy lead keel.

At 4:35  .m ., the first of the fishing vessels crossed in over
the bar. Two more came in right behind. We were lying
close to the inside of the north jetty waiting for the others
to cross when, at 5:07, the Uyak called by radio. Shed
broken an oil line and her engine had gone dead. We headed
out to help her.

The bar was very rough. There were 35-foot swells
racing along at between 30 and 40 miles an hour. Each
swell was a huge, live mass of water, tossing and spilling
with a force greater than can be realized. They came in
rolls of three to five, with about five minutes between cycles.

"It’s going to be rough!” | shouted at Miller above the
roar of the wind and sea. "Better check the boat and see if
she’s ready!"

He made a quick check. Everything was okay. With one

hand on the throttle. | watched the swells come racing in
over the bar, timing them carefully. As the last of the
coming rush of breakers hurtled in. | jabbed the throttle
and the lifeboat leaped through the water.

We headed out towards the open sea. The swells hit us
head-on, and we were bucking a strong wind that had gusts
up to 55 mph. The boat would climb each swell until it
seemed like we'd drop off backwards into the trough. Quick-
ly, 1'd cut the engine to an idle to keep us from leaping off
into space and dropping 30 to 35 feet into the base of the
next swell.

It was rough going, and soon it got even rougher. We
were just about across the bar when the big breakers start-
ed in again. They began breaking heavily on both the north
and south reefs and behind us.

It was like riding a cold, wet roller coaster. | had to give
the boat full throttle to get through the last of the big break-
ers so we wouldnt get caught in the curl of the breaker. |
cut the speed when we hit the top, but even then we broke
through the crest and dropped with a force that knocked our
legs out from under us and set the compass spinning in the
binnacle.

We were now on the outside of the bar and headed out
into the open sea. | could see the mastlight of the Uyak
bobbing in the distance. She was about one-and-a-half miles
southwest of the bay’ entrance buoy. | steered toward her.

By 5:45, wed reached the disabled craft. A full day’s
catch of crabs in her hold made her ride low in the water.
Her total weight was all of 35 tons. This was going to be
a tough tow job for our little 10kl-ton lifeboat.

Quickly, we got a hawser over to the Uyak and started
towing her toward the entrance buoy. The sea tossed the
two boats unmercifully.

Then it happened. Two rough breakers, one right after
the other. The towline parted.

I swung the boat around and headed back to try and
make the connection again, when the station radioed and
said a cutter was on the way to take over the towing job,
and for us to stay near the entrance buoy.

Minutes later, the skipper of the Uyak got his motor
going again, and proceeded on in over the bar under his
own power.

Suddenly, our engine stopped. | knew what had hap-
pened the minute | saw the broken towline tight over our
stern. I1t'd become firmly entangled in our boat’s screw.
Now we were the ones who were adrift helplessly in the
wild seal

I quickly called the station and reported what had hap-
pened. They ordered another lifeboat out to our assistance.
We were drifting rapidly toward the north reef, so Miller
and | set out our sea anchor.

We rode the surf until the other lifeboat, skippered by-
Giles Vanderhoot, boatswain’s mate second class, showed
up. As soon as possible, they got a (Continued on page 46)



GORDON DELAWDER
as told to JOHN HUNT and BILL MCILWAIN.

e « | was feeling good as | headed for the timber that
morning. Up early, and with breakfast comfortable in my
belly, I admired the Virginia countryside as | walked along
the dusty road. It was a pretty day—a good one to swing
an ax or lean on a crosscut saw. | didn’t dream my time
was running out fast and that before the hour was gone,
1’d meet a mad Killer.

For all I know, he was already trailing me, for his attack
was timed so perfectly that | had no warning. But let
me start from the beginning so youll have the whole
picture clear.

By trade, I'm a timberman. 1'm 35 years old and my
stamping ground is Virginias Shenandoah County, up
against the mountains in the northwestern part of the
state, right on the West Virginia line.

It’s a mighty nice place to live, especially for a man

| took two, maybe three steps,
then something hit me from be-

hind. All at once, there was

blood pouring down my shirt.

PRY
OPEN

HIS
JAWS

who likes to get a deer in his gunsight or a trout on his
line. On the edge of the famous Shenandoah Valley, we
raise turkeys by the thousands, and we've got some in-
dustry and what’s more, a number of pretty, modern towns.

Shenandoah is a green place where things grow fast
and strong, and even on midsummer nights, the air is
always cool and clean. With most city advantages and
plenty of open country, you might say it’s an ideal place
to raise kids.

A lot of people have asked me since, “Gordon, what were
you thinking about as you walked along the road that
morning?” | guess | should whip up a fancy answer, but
I just tell them the truth: 1 wasn’t thinking about much
of anything. After all, | was just like you or anybody, a
fellow on his way to earn a living.

Certainly trouble was the farthest thing from my
thoughts.

A neighbor, Wilmer Hensberger, and | were going to cut
some timber on a tract not far from where | live. We've
got fine stands of timber there, and | like my work.

Timbermen, you know, are (Continued on page 47)
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When they set aside the death sentence, the victim’s mother stood

THE GIRL In the



up in court, screamed, then flung a bottle at the murderer’s head

by WILLIAM G. KIEFER

Assistant Chief of Police, Louisville, Ky.
as told to Don Browning

» « Earldon Shouse leaned on the handle of the shovel
he had been wielding methodically for the last half hour.
A vagrant odor in the wind had brought his digging to a
halt, an odor he had known long ago, but one never to be
forgotten—the odor of death. Shouse had served overseas
in World War 11, and it had been his grim fortune to help
bury the bodies of many of his buddies. The clinging,
sickly sweet odor of death was a smell not to be confused
with anything else, and one that he would remember as
long as he lived.

Now, as this same characteristic and unique odor struck
his nostrils, he not only turned his face toward the wind
and stopped his digging, but he pondered two phrases
which he and the police of Kentucky had been seeking to
interpret for nearly two weeks: “Up the hill to the left.
Slip in laundry bag.”

What did they mean? It didn’t take Earldon Shouse
long to find the answer.

There was a little hill in a heavy bush covered area some
24 feet back from a private lane leading off Love Ridge
Road. It was to the left. Shouse, Arnold Robert Searcy,
Morris Mahuron, Thomas Mahuron, George Shields.
Ernest Richardson, Bennert Hammons and J. E. Lishy,
had spent most of the morning digging on the farm of W.
Carl Terrell, along Love Ridge Road, about three quarters
of a mile from U. S. Highway 62. They had found nothing,
but now Earldon Shouse strode to the little hill, turned
over a few spadefuls of earth and uncovered the victim of
one of the foulest, most wanton and despicable murders in
the entire history of the State of Kentucky.

The victim was 15-year-old Wanda Hughes of Louisville.
Even Shouse, with the hardening of World War Il burial
details, couldnt bring himself to expose the body com-
pletely. It rested in a shallow grave, but neither Shouse
nor his colleagues needed confirmation of the identity of
their find. For, on a mud covered finger of the left hand,
Wanda still wore the black onyx ring of which she was so
proud and which had figured in all descriptions furnished
police, who had carried forward for two weeks one of the
most intensive searches in the history of Louisville and
adjoining areas.

The case first came to police (Continued on page 51)
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TAKE

By JACK RICHIE

He was the best light-heavy in the business, a
cinch for the title. And everybody—even his
manager— prayed he'd get his head knocked off.

ILLUSTRATED BY MAL SINGER

| figured 1d been carrying the bum long enough.

MEN The big paying customers at ringside now had
their money’s worth.

In the clinch | looked up at the clock. Only a

few seconds to go, so I'd have to wait until the

next round. On the break, | threw a stiff left that buckled Burke’s

knees. The fans groaned and set up a clamor of boos. | strolled

back to my corner, grinning, as the bell ended the third round.

Mike Watt, my manager, shoved the stool under me. He shook
his head. “Why did you have to hit on the break,” he said sadly.
“You know you don't need to do that to win.”

The referee came over to my corner. “I’'m taking that round
away from you. If you try it again it’ll cost you that round, too.”

“Take it easy, boss,”! said with a broad grin. “Just limber up
that forefinger. You’ll need it for counting in the next round.”

The ref stared at me and then walked away.

Mike handed me the bottle and | took a swig. “Take a look
around,” he said. “They hate your guts.”

I rinsed my mouth and used the bucket. “What’ the difference
if they love me or hate me. As long as they pay their money. Nice
house,” | said, glancing around. “Nearly full.”

The 10-second buzzer sounded. Mike handed me my mouthpiece
and then he and the seconds got out of the ring.

Burke came out slow, his arms too low, waiting to throw the
long right that might end it. | let him have a light left to his nose
and danced away. He punched a big hole in the air in front of
me. | laughed at him.

His face got red as he swarmed in, (Continued on page 74)



by PETER BELLOISE
as told to MICHAEL OUBALL

e+ The grass—what was left of it that hadn’t been
burned away by the sun—was bleached yellow. The
ground was caked, and when the wind came in be-
hind our house from the south it filled the air with a
fine spray of dust. It lay over the trees, in the leaves,
covered the whole wooded area with a powdry gray
silt. It was in the clothes that my wife hung out to
dry. It got into the car engine, the tractor motor and
somehow, no matter how careful we were to keep the
windows and doors shut, it got into the house.

It had been that way all of July and August, 1949.
And now, in the beginning of September, all of us who
lived in the Continental Divide forest area were pray-
ing for rain. There had been more than a dozen brush
fires and two of them, in the Helena National Forest
area, had been real bad. The one at. Mann Gulch where
they used smoke jumpers was the worst. Thirteen men
perished in the flames. Now, with the approach of an
early Fall, with the drying up of the timber and the
shriveling of the leaves, any fire might become a major
blaze and wipe out the entire area.

We had had repeated warnings from the Forest Ser-
vice Ground Patrolmen on taking necessary precau-
tions. Three of the families had closed up their homes
and gone into Helena, Montana, to live with friends or
relatives until the end of the dry spell. We remained,
Mac, my brother-in-law, who had been recently dis-
charged from the Service, my wife Martha, and the
two girls, Ellen, six, and Florrie, four. We had built
the place ourselves, mostly with timber hacked out of
our own piece of property—236 acres of good solid
timberland. It was everything we had in the world.

It was on a Tuesday night, at 4 a.m ., that we got the
news of the fire. Maury Teller called us. He was our
closest neighbor. His place was three miles south of
the heavily wooded gulch that (Continued on page 48)

He bolted for the house, scream-
ing like crazy. | slapped at him
with a wet sheet and then tossed
it over him. The smell of seared
flesh filled my nostrils, and |

could feel my insides coming up.

'






We “DROPPED” the

Prior to take-off, the navigator again goes over the
course the huge B-36 is to follow to the target city.

At pre-dawn roll call. Major Steiner makes a personal
inspection of each crew man’s life-saving equipment.

Pre-flight checks are made of all the parts of the big

bomber. Here an airman examines wheel assembly.

Final briefing is held before boarding. By 6 a.m. the
men are all at their stations, and we’re ready to roll.

by THOMPSON R. WATT

» « We stood in the chilly pre-dawn on the concrete apron,
our equipment spread out before us. In the eerie half light
of headlights from a scattering of.command cars we could
make out the ghostly silhouette of the huge aircraft a few
paces away.

It was Walker Air Force Base, Roswell, in southern New
Mexico, one of the nesting places of the Strategic Air
Command’s fabulous thundering sky-giant, the B-36 super-
bomber. We had been granted permission—after an inten-
sive “checkout” by meticulous security officers—to cover a
SAC mission for our newspaper; a mission in which, theo-
retically, we were to unleash an A-bomb over Denver, our
hometown, some 42S nautical miles to the north.

The 15 men lined up beside us, answering the early
morning roll, were SAC men, security-bound, soft-spoken
men skilled in the art of waging total war.

The story for us had begun the day before, when the
plane carrying Photographer Dean Conger and myself
from Denver touched at Walker. We were to be the only
civilians on the mission; we had been screened and re-
screened during the several weeks before by Gen. Curtis
LeMay’s headquarters at Offutt air force base, Omaha,
capital city for the SAC network which extends from the
far-flung bases of frozen Thule, in Greenland, to the hot
sands of North Africa, from Puerto Rico to Japan.

Security is more than a watchword. These men play for
keeps.

As the United States’ “delivery men” for atomic missiles,
SAC men live with the realization that they are the front
line for the defense of the free world, and that in these days
of earth-shattering weapons, there are no rear lines. Not to
guard their operations with ironbound security would be
folly.

We were to become fully aware during our three-day
visit on the base of the fantastic efficiency of SAC security.
Visitors are under almost constant surveillance. We could
not have gotten off the base through any gate but the one
leading to the strip where we landed. We didn’t get into
Roswell, six miles north of the main gate. We couldn’t have
reached the flight line except by the gate assigned us,
where the sentries were well-briefed as to our descriptions
and business on the base. We were driven everywhere; we
were not at liberty to stroll around the constantly patrolled
reservation.

At least one telephone line between each SAC base and
LeMay?* office in Omaha is always open. The general’s
theory is that SAC must be constantly ready for instant
retaliation to an act of aggression.

“We can only assume the signal will come this afternoon.
Only by being convincingly ready can we prevent new
hundreds of Hiroshimas,” LeMay has said.

When LeMay sounds the alarm, the complete SAC
force can be put into the air with “minimum delay.” (How

CONTINUED ON PAGE 30
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Gunners “fire” with cameras if plane is intercepted en route.
Later, film is developed to see who won in any mock exchange.

WE “DROPPED” THE A-BOMB ON DENVER

fast this can be accomplished is classified information.)

Crews in SAC have war emergency targets assigned.
When the alert sounds the men will load aboard “fly away
kits” containing some 43,900 items—from engines to
medical supplies—and prepare to set up shop in the polar
regions, Africa or, perhaps, on some Pacific isle. The
crews of the 36s, B-47s and transports are put through
these alerts often, never knowing until they are set to take
off whether or not it is the real thing.

Ours was to be a routine training mission. Routine to a
crew and plane that are accustomed to staying aloft at
altitudes up to 40,000 feet for 40 hours at a time.

We had attended the crew briefing the afternoon before.
The nature of the mission and the weather conditions to
be encountered had been explained. We had been assigned
our positions in the ship: Conger in the right cabin gun
blister, myself across the radio operators’ compartment in
the left plastic bubble. We were briefed on what to do in
an emergency. We were instructed on the use of the high
altitude parachute that opens automatically at 17,000
feet after a free fall of up to equal that distance. We also
had been shown where to tap into the great craft’s oxygen
network.

Maj. Irwin O. (Jack) Steiner, 35-year-old air command-
er, completed the before-dawn roll call and personal inspec-
tion of each man’s life-saving equipment. A veteran of 12
and a half years service, the commander was the “father of
the ship”; the $3,500,000 aircraft was his responsibility.
He invited us to accompany him as he made his final pre-
flight checks.

The enormity of the bomber was brought home to us.
Here is an airplane with a wingspan of 230 feet, almost the

When the Gargantuan plane levels off at 25,000 feet—the alti-
tude it maintains throughout flight—the men begin to relax.

distance between the two 10-yard lines of a football field.
Its vertical stabilizer reaches four stories into the air.

The six pusher-type engines which drive 19-foot propel-
lers and four J47-GE-19 jet engines, hung in “pods” below
the wings, combine to produce energy equivalent to that
of seven locomotives. The six wing tanks in this Consoli-
dated-Vultee craft hold 21,116 gallons of gasoline and 1,200
gallons of oil. A passenger automobile could encircle the
globe 16 times and then tour every state in the Union with
this amount of gasoline and oil.

The weight of the fuel a B-36 will consume during a
mission such as ours is equal to the weight of one and a
half fully-loaded B-17's, of World War 11 vintage.

The volume of the bomb bay is approximately the same
as three standard railroad freight cars. The maximum gross
take-off weight is 358,000 pounds.

The B-36 is big aircraft.

The commander was shining his flashlight on the speed
indicators, pressure valves, the eight 750-pound tires. When
he had completed his inspection, we climbed the metal
ramp to the cabin in the ship’s nose.

It was 6 a.m .; each crew man was at his station. The
huge props kicked sluggishly, and soon were rotating
smoothly.

The major, through the intercom, asked the scanners in
the tail section if the engines were rolling properly and not
“pushing” oil. From the nose, the pilots have limited views
to the rear and ground. The wings which support the six
pusher and four jet engines are set into the craft amid-
ships.

The take-off is to be into the northwest. It is daylight as
the ship lumbers to the end of the (Continued on page 66)



The second radar observer shoots the sun from his position on Tension mounts as the pilot makes a 360-degree turn over the
the flight deck while ship drones steadily on toward Denver. initial point—the designated spot where the bomb run begins.



clawed my fingers into the mushy mass

soft as an overripe orange,



that was the top of his head.

It was

and it felt like my whole hand was digging into his brain

»

by “ CAPTAIH” BILLY WALSH

as told to Steve Perkins

e ¢ One of the women in the audience saw my blood
start spurting out of the ‘gator’s mouth and over my
wrist and she screamed. The men didn’t make a sound.
They didn't move, either.

“Lady,” | thought, “I may not have much of a hand
left by the time | get it back, but this is a picnic com-
pared to being in the water with him.”

I wrestle ‘gators every day. It’s part of my job, running
a sea zoo at Daytona Beach in Florida. If you dont get
careless, like | did this day the ’‘gator got my hand, it’s
simple and safe enough.

In the water it’s another story. Only once have | gone
into the soup to fight one—that nightmare of a night on
Frying Pan Lake—and 1 still try not to remember it.

If | do remember, it takes a little of the guts out of me
when | step into the ‘gator pen to give the tourists a show
for their money. The idea is to demonstrate how easy it
is to keep a 'gator's mouth closed once you get it shut.
This time my hand slipped on the slimy underside of
his jaw and that’s all he was waiting for. Now he had it
clamped between his teeth, and | cursed myself for a
stupid fool.

For a minute | panicked, and | saw myself back in the
inky blackness of Frying Pan Lake and heard the roaring
thrash of the 'gator’s tail as | fought him for my life.

Then my head cleared and the bright afternoon sun
filled all around and | said to myself, “What the hell,
Walsh. You got this one pinned to the ground. Just keep
his head still so he can't tear off your fingers.”

I looked up at the white-faced visitors pressing against
the fence and spoke as calmly as | could.

“Would one of you men step in here and hand me my
knife?” Silence reigned.

The knife was on my right hip, where | couldrv’t reach
it with my other hand without easing the pressure | was
using to straddle and pin the ‘gator to the ground. He
wanted to spin and twist, rip and tear. He shook his long,
massive head like a bulldog, and | tried to lean harder
against him.

Somebody yelled they were going to get help. Zeke, the
guy who works the zoo with me, was on his lunch hour,
and | told them where to find him.

I couldnt blame any of those men for staying where
they were. We keep 40 to 50 'gators in the pen at all
times, and when | go in there every day, though | seem to
stroll through unconcerned, the truth is |’'m operating with
a caution born of long experience.

So | waited. And my thoughts automatically went back
to that tougher time—that black night on the lake. I held
tight to the 'gator that had (Continued on page 62)
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All I wanted was a few simple facts for the 1950 census. So first they tried

to brain me, then they decided they'd

e « In the spring of 1950 there were

exactly 150,697,361 people living in the

U.S.A. We took the census that spring,

and as a field enumerator | met a lot of

those people. Most of them were just
ordinary folks, friendly and grumpy and rich and poor and
—well, you know: Plain citizens.

But there were six of them who really stand out in my
memory: six that | wont forget if | live to be the oldest
man in the state. They were the doggondest people! All |
wanted from them was their names and a few simple
facts. So first they tried to cave in my skull, and then they
treated me like visiting royalty, after which they held me
prisoner. And finally they came so close to murdering me
that | still shake when | remember it.

Man! Talk about tough characters . . .

It was the biggest job of census-taking in history. Those

like having me around— permanently.

of us who took it, we walked a total of 25 million miles that
spring. We checked on everybody in the country. To do
that, some of us had to travel by rowboat, airplane or
horseback. Up in the north, planes covered vast spaces of
woodland, and wherever the pilot spotted a thread of
smoke, he’d drop a census taker in a parachute.

A lot of stories could be told about the adventures we
had. We uncovered a lot of illegal enterprises, walking
over every square mile in the country. Some of us were
shot at; others had vicious dogs set on them; some had bad
falls, and some were almost drowned. But as far as | know.
1 was the only enumerator who suffered from an advanced
case of homicidal hospitality!

My territory lay in the Arkansas Ozarks, a string of
knobs and craggy peaks that’s one of the oldest mountain
chains in the world. The folks that live there are just as old-
fashioned as their hills; by that (Continued on page 54)
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LOVED ME

INn the

by KEEB DOUGHERTY
as told to JEFF MAJOR
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It was obvious that the men and
women who filled the joint were
not there just to lap up beer.

by DON HOSIER
as told to DON DWIGGINS

e « “You dont have to take this assignment,” Aaron
Dudley said flatly when he handed me a slip of paper with
something scrawled on it. | took the slip. It read:

“NARCO RAID. BIGGEST YET. WHOLE COUNTY
INVOLVED. MEET CAPT. FRED FIMBRES 9 P.M.”

I read the memo thoughtfully. Then | looked closely
at a notation in the corner. It said: “Expect trouble.”

I grinned at Dudley, the city editor of the Los Angeles
Daily News. “17l take it,” | said. | wasnt feeling par-
ticularly heroic, but I knew this was the big knockover we
had been hearing rumbles about. | wouldn’t miss it for
the world.

The narcotic squads of the Los Angeles County Sheriff’s
Office and the Los Angeles Police Department had been
laying the ground work for this deal for months. It was
an unusual effort, to merge the two agencies into a giant
strike against the alarming dope traffic that was strangling
Los Angeles.

Sheriff Eugene W. Biscailuz and Police Chief William
H. Parker had decided to join forces on this night and
blast the dirty business with everything they had. And I
was offered the chance to go along!

I thought of my own kids and the thousands of other
children who went to school in Los Angeles, and how the
narcotics evil was creeping into the very classrooms in
an unparalleled attempt by a powerful ring of narcotics
peddlers to take over the whole ugly multimillion-dollar
racket.

And the CE said | didn’t have to take the assignment.
Hell, you couldnt drive me away from this one!

It was dusk when 1 pulled up in front of the Sheriff
Narcotic Bureau. A small group of men stood waiting
on the sidewalk, and | recognized Fimbres, head of the
hard-hitting unit. Fimbres was tall, dark and handsome,
and looked more like a band leader than a cop. But that’s

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE

Unsuspecting Josie passed “H” capsules to an
undercover agent and was nabbed by officers.
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“Peanuts” is searched for stuff he eagerly peddled to teen-
agers, although he’d never dream of taking “junk” himself.

A shakedown of “Green Eyes’” apartment uncovered a tin of
marijuana seeds hidden behind the baseboard back of the tub.

1 WENT on a DOPE RAID

the way it is with the narco men—they aren’t supposed to
look like cops.

“What’s the pitch?” | asked Fimbres- when he walked
over and shook hands.

“Sorry.” Fimbres grinned. “Top secret stuff tonight.
You’ll find out soon enough. You go with Sgt. Don Sauls-
bury.”

I nodded to Saulsbury, a fine cop 1 had worked with
before. | threw niv camera gear into the back of his
Plymouth and went back to the group. Fimbres was giving
them a last-minute briefing.

“Stay on radio contact at all times," said Fimbres. “I’l
be in the office coordinating our end of the deal. We re
to work closely with LAPD, and there can't be any slip-
up. You all know the code signals. Everything tonight
depends upon timing. See to it that nobody slips up.
Now' give em hell.”

The little knot of grim-faced men silently turned and
drifted to their cars—not shiny sheriff cars with big stars
on the sides, but dirty, nondescript sedans with battered
fenders and worn paint jobs.

I climbed in beside Saulsbury and we swmng out into
traffic and headed toward the East side. | sat there, wait-
ing for Saulsbury to tell me what was ahead. Finally he
broke the silence.

“Don,” he said, “this is dirty business. We’re onto some-
thing hot tonight. Not just another knockover. This is big.”

| nodded and didn't say anything. | knew he’d tell me
what | had to know' to do my job, and not much more.

“The first guy we’re after,” he said, “is rotten as hell.
He’ a guy with a record, and he’s out on probation. But
his morals are so twisted that he goes right on pushing
junk. He’s a peddler, one of the agents of the giant
supply outfit that is corrupting everyone it comes into
contact with.

“He preys on school kids, because they’re susceptible,
and once the habit is formed, it means new business
for him.”

I shuddered at the thought of what Saulsbury was
saying, but | knew he was right. This was no television
cop talking. This was for real.

Saulsbury swung across Civic Center and headed into
Boyle Heights, turning and twisting through the resi-
dential area until | was lost. All the time, our radio kept
up a running monotone, telling of crime in the night.

“We're going to arrest this guy and arrest him good,”
Saulsbury suddenly said grimly. “I only hope they’ll give
him a good long rap. It hurts the hell out of us to be out
here working this detail and making a good arrest, only
to have this guy hit the street after a short stretch. He
goes right on then, laughing at the law and society.”

Suddenly Saulsbury pulled to the curb and cut off the
engine and the lights. | looked at him curiously, and he
nodded toward the other side of the street. There were
two other narcotics agents sitting there in their car, and
then | saw another car parked ahead, with another pair
of officers sitting in the dark.

Saulsbury picked up the mike (Continued on page 44)



Josie put up a hell of a fight but was finally led off to jail, where she joined 57 others rounded up in the night’s raids.
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Koenecke had his troubles with called third
strikes all season. So the Dodgers decided

to give him a permanent vacation with pay.

by RAY ROBINSONe

e « Five world championships and two dec-
ades before Charles Dillon “Casey” Stengel
qualified as the resident genius of the New
York Yankees, he was titular head of the
Brooklyn Dodgers.

The Dodgers were “still in the league” in
1935—but not by much. By the middle of
September that year they were playing stooge
for the Cubs, Cards and Giants, each of
whom had the notion they were going to win
the National League pennant.

Casey accepted defeat with Godfrey-like
humility in those days. So when the Cards
plastered his team that Monday afternoon he
had nothing more on his mind than saying
goodbye to three of his players.

When Casey reached the Dodger clubhouse
in St. Louis” Sportsman’s Park, those players
who werent drowning defeat under the show-
ers were shaking hands with the three men
Stengel had “excused” for the rest of the
season. The three, who realized they were
being cut to make way for fresh talent, were
in the center of the humid room, accepting
handshakes like young bridegrooms. Sports-
writers of that day would have assured you
that leaving the Dodgers was an equally
felicitous occasion.

In the fall of 1931 John McGraw, in a last,
desperate effort to rehabilitate the Giants



Mulqueeney managed to bring his monoplane down on a race track near Toronto, Canada, but by then Len Koenecke was al-
ready dead of a brain hemorrhage. Funeral services were held for the former Brooklyn outfielder in Adams City, Wisconsin.

before his death, bought Leonard Koenecke from Indian-
apolis of the American Association for $75,000. That was
at the height of the depression, so when Indianapolis in-
sisted the Giants pay them in players, and not in cash,
owner Charles A. Stoneham of the Giants was delighted to
part with two righthanders—John Berly, and Joe Heving,
and an outfielder, Harry Rosenberg.

By the end of 1932 Len Koenecke had failed dismally in
the service of McGraw, and Giant fans ridiculed the out-
fielder as a “$75,000 lemon”—an awfully expensive piece
of fruit in those apple-selling days.

Now Stengel was saying goodbye to Koenecke, who
had come to Brooklyn in 1933 in a trade that sent the
popular Lefty O’Doul and southpaw Watson Clark to the

Polo Grounds. The much-publicized Koenecke, a murder-
ous minor league batter, had failed again after one good
season with the Dodgers. Stengel had directed the Brooklyn
front office to make out a check for $680— Koenecke’s
pay for the balance of the 1935 season—and let Len return
home to his wife and three-year-old daughter.

There were new outfielders to be tested: Buster Mills,
Gene Moore, Ox Eckhardt and Johnny Cooney; and
Koenecke, scheduled to return to the minors in payment for
Cooney, wouldn’t be playing a part in Brooklyn’s plans
for 1936. Neither did Les Munns or Bobby Barrs figure to
be around in '36. They were going home, too.

“We’'ll be seeing ya, Koenecke,” said Stengel, who in
subsequent years had trouble (Continued on page 45)
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by B. W. VON BLOCK ++ Some day, some

joker will tap me on the
shoulder and ask me to
name the bravest man | ever met. The answer is going to
be a cinch.

I’ll just tell him about George E. Parrish, the five-foot-
six Infantry battalion commander who went three miles
into a blasting, howling hell—and back—to save the lives
of 36 of his men. Tossing away every rule in the book, the
pint-sized lieutenant colonel knew he was risking his repu-
tation, his career—and his life. But he took the dirty
end of a million-to-one gamble and worked his miracle.

It was August, 1951, and the broiling sun had de-
hydrated the Korean landscape as well as the battle-weary
Gl who lived and fought burrowed into the sides of the
shell-torn hills. The searing summer wind blew the Korean
dust into our faces and drove it into our pores. Our noses
were filled with it, and when we spat, our spittle was
black with the dirt of Korea that lined our dry throats
and coated our aching lungs.

It was not yet 10 o'clock in the morning, but the sun
already blazed down on our tin helmets, making them too
hot to hold as we crowded into the wide trench that served
as the Observation Post for the 2nd Battalion, 8th Cavalry
Regiment.

The OP had been dug just below the crest of a high
bluff overlooking the long, broad valley that separated our

We swung around to look at the Old Man.

just don't do things like that.

lines from those of the enemy. Our MLR was in good
shape, for a two-week lull in the fighting had given us a
chance to put overhead cover on the foxholes and string
barbed wire along the slopes.

The Chinese positions were even better. From where we
stood we looked across the valley into the mouth of a
deadly U formed by the great curve of the Communist-
held hills. Well up inside the U was a small hill mass
that jutted out from the flatland around it. Surrounding
it on three sides, in the same way that a perfect ringer
wraps itself around the stake in horseshoes, were the
Chinese lines. The communist troops could see every inch
of the hill. We could only observe its southern slope and
the burned bits of wreckage that remained of what had
once been the Korean village of Mago-ri at its base.

It was three miles from the foot of the mountains along
which our MLR was situated to the far side of that hill,
give or take a couple of hundred yards. Across the nar-
rower portions of the valley which flanked the U less
than 2,000 yards separated the opposing forces. Every
inch of the ground was under direct observation by the
Reds and within range of their guns.

Yet, Regimental Headquarters had ordered the 2nd
Battalion to send a platoon-sized patrol across that valley,
into the mouth of the U and around the hill of Mago-ri!

Lt. Col. George E. Parrish puffed nervously on one
cigarette after another. His head bobbed up and down as

Lieutenant Colonels

Not in any army in the world!



he looked from the map overlay in his hand out over the
valley and back to the map. “It% liable to be rough,” he
grunted to the exec, Major George Allen.

“I’'m afraid so,” the junior officer replied, studying the
terrain with his glasses. “Awful rough.”

There was no question about the importance of the
patrol. Freshly-turned earth along the enemy line gave
plenty of evidence of feverish activity. Something was
going on, and we had to learn what it was.

Air observation had reported much movement behind
the hill. We could see nothing, of course, beyond the
southern slope. A night patrol was obviously out of the
question. The operation was necessary, all right, but Pfc.
George Esquer, my jeep driver, summed it up when he
growled, “Yeah, but why our guys?”

George Company won the assignment and the outfit’s
CO picked his 3rd Platoon for the job. The patrol was
scheduled to shove off in a quarter of an hour, at 1000.
It was a long sweat while we waited for the men to start
out. If it was any help to them, out there, every man in
the battalion would be watching them every foot of the way.

It was fairly quiet in our sector. A few rounds of enemy
artillery came in; a few of ours went out. It seemed as
though both sides sat baking in the sun—waiting. | looked
over at Col. Parrish, the “Old Man,” and wondered how
he felt.

He was a funny guy, the battalion commander. George E.
Parrish could have had his pick of jobs back where
“Korea” was only a dirty word, not to be used in front
of ladies in the officers’ clubs.

As a matter of fact, some Personnel Officer, finding he
was a lawyer by civilian trade, assigned him to the War
Crimes Division of the 8th Army’ legal section. This
wasn’t what Col. Parrish had asked to be shipped to the
Far East for. Only the Lord and a harassed Pentagon
know what strings he pulled to do it, but he finally wangled
a transfer forward—all the way up to where people were
mad enough to shoot at each other.

“Sergeant,” he said to me quietly, “get George Com-
pany on the phone.”

I cranked the EE-8, waited until the “G” Company CO
got on the line and handed the (Continued on page 70)



and called Fimbres. “One-F-Three. At
stakeout.”

The radio crackled back, “One-F-Three.
Ten-4. Proceed as planned.”

Silently Saulsbury swung the car from
the curb and headed down the street,
turned a corner and parked again. A car
pulled up behind us and two detectives
slipped Into the rear seat of our car.
One said, “The buy is set. Joe will
score at First and Evergreen.”

That meant that the sheriffs under-
cover agent had called the peddler and
said he was holding. Fie had enough
bread for a pound of pot. In English, he
said he was in a position to buy a pound
of marijuana, and he had the money in
cash to pay for it.

The radio crackled again: “One-F-Two
... One-F-Two . .. Contact made, First
and Evergreen . . . Should be leaving
house at any minute . . . One-F-Three.”

I FELT my heart pounding faster. The
m undercover agent had made a good con-
tact, and the peddler was due any minute
at the corner of First and Evergreen to
complete the deal. That was where we'd
come in!

Saulsbury swung the car around a cor-
ner, and quietly rolled to within half a
block of the next corner, where we could
watch the drama. Suddenly a small figure
appeared, a package in his hand. He
walked quickly to a new green Chewy
and climbed in, then started the engine
and took off.

We tailed the car with lights out, fol-
lowing him toward First and Evergreen.
The peddler pulled to the curb, got out
and dropped the package on the grass.
Then he walked up to our undercover
agent, and in the light of a street lamp
we could see money change hands. The
two men then turned and walked back
toward the package, and suddenly | saw
the peddler stiffen. He had been ar-
rested !

We had been sitting to observe the
buy, and to protect the undercover man,
but now was the time for action. Sauls-
bury, the other two deputies and | dove
from the car and raced to the two men.
They got there first and helped the agent
hold him while they recovered the pack-
age from the grass. | was busy taking
pictures.

“Meet ‘Green Eyes,”” Saulsbury said.
“At the age of 30, he’s one of the biggest
dope pushers in Los Angeles. He handles
half-pound buys of manicured marijuana
for £35. Enough to make 500 joints at
a buck each!”

Green Eyes had unfortunately sold

| Went on a
Dope Raid

Continued from page 38

marijuana to the undercover men four
times in a single week, and they had him
cold.

But they weren't through with him
et.
Y “Let’s check his home—maybe he’s got
some more stashed there,” said the agent
who had made the buy. Sure enough,
when we got there a thorough shakedown
uncovered a tin of marijuana seeds hid-
den behind the baseboard in the bath-
room, in back of the tub.

“Check off Number One,” Saulsbury
said. “That boy has been giving us lots
of trouble, but we have a surprise for
more people tonight.”

Now the car radio was crackling fast
with reports of other action in the county.
Besides the sheriff’s men and LAPD, this
night's work tied in the police depart-
ments of Burbank, Pasadena, San Gabriel,
Montebello, Whittier, Bell and Hunting-
ton Park.

“We've been lining this night up since
last October,” said Saulsbury. “Our
agents have been working hard, getting
into the confidence of the peddlers, so
that we could hit them all at once. This
is the biggest raid yet.”

Special details of men and cars had
been assigned to the job. and now the
co-ordinated efforts of all law enforce-
][nent agencies involved were clicking
ast.

One agent had spent months working
into a heroin deal in San Gabriel. The
hard stuff. He was wmrking on a big
pusher, who got his stuff from the heart
of Mexico in unlimited supply. An out-
fit so big it hired a staff of men and wom-
en to do nothing but hang around jails
and courts to run makes on narcotic
agents.

This agent scored, though, after arm-
ing himself with a full set of phony cre-
dentials identifying him as a plastics
worker. The heroin pushers even called
the plastics company to check on his
credit! The company had been alerted,
so he was “in.”

But now was the time to hit the pusher
hard.

“Peanuts” was the suspect’s nickname.
A man who would loat-he to use “H” him-
self, feeling it would be immoral, but who
wouldn't hesitate to peddle the junk to
a teen-ager and start him off on the ter-
rible one-way road toward addiction.

| asked Saulsbury, “What makes an
addict? Can you force someone to take
up the habit?”

“No,” he said slowly. “That isnt
how it works. Pushers just expose peo-
ple to it, and one user will brag to a non-

user how great the stuff is. So the non-
user feels he has to try it to be socially
accepted. Once he’s made the first step,
he’s morally hooked.”

| asked Saulsbury what he meant by
that.

“Once you've crossed the line, the next
step is easier,” he said. “The new user,
devoid of individualism or will power to
say no, feels he has won group approval
and immediately sets out to drag someone
else across the social barrier with him.

“They’re always hooked by association,
never alone. That way, each pusher lines
up an average of five new users, who in
turn each line up five others. It like a
gigantic, terrible cancer.”

By this time we had pulled to a stop
before another house on the Eastside, a
frame house, with all the window shades
drawn. Silently the narcotics men crept
to the front and rear doors, and at a sig-
nal kicked down both doors.

Inside, two men looked wide-eyed and
innocent and denied any knowledge of
narcotics. That is, until the sheriff’s un-
dercover man stepped in, the guy who
had been making numerous buys since
last October!

They knew they’d been had, so they
shrugged silently and submitted to arrest.
They were handcuffed while the deputies
shook down the house from attic to cel-
lar—and came up with a tin of marijuana
and several capsules of heroin.

I wondered—how widespread is the
narcotic traffic in Southern California,
when all you have to do is shake down an
average-looking home to find deadly dope
hidden in secret places?

“The dope traffic is widespread,” Sauls-
bury told me as -we swung off again and
headed for the next target point. “If
you're in the know, you can drive clear
from the Oregon border to Mexico and
score in every town 25 miles apart.”

The most sinister part of it, he said,
was that enforcement agencies know
where it comes from—deep inside Mexico,
mainly in the state of Sinaloa. But so
corrupt is the dope traffic that it con-
tinues to flow steadily into the United
States, where it becomes the cause of
more than 50 per cent of all criminal ac-
tivity !

“Addicts fight, rob, steal and kill to get
money to buy dope,” said Saulsbury.
“Directly or indirectly, narcotics is at the
root of almost all the evils we have to
fight.”

AUR next goal was a dimly lit beer
“ hall, far out on Brooklyn Avenue.
Josie was a waitress at the beer hall, and
she had sold narcotics to undercover
agents on numerous occasions.

It was the kind of a joint where you
saw a lot of young men and women hang
out. And it was obvious that they all
didn't go there to drink beer. Josie
greeted the undercover agent like a
friend, and when he asked to score, she
complied. And then the room exploded
with narcotics officers.

Josie, angered to tears, put up one hell
of a fight and struggled to throw away
the capsules—loaded with heroin—which
she had gotten for the agent she thought
was only a poor hype.

Saulsbury reached for the caps and



Josie sank her teeth into his hand. For
a moment it was a small riot, and | al-
most slammed my camera into one
bruiser’s face when he tried to clip an
officer from behind.

Josie finally quieted down and was led
tearfully off to jail, where she joined no
less than 57 other dope pushers rounded
up in that wild night of slam-bang raid-
ing.

It was close to midnight before Sauls-
bury and | decided we had done all we
could. The whole town was “burned up”
—that is, the word spread like wildfire
that the narco men were striking.

The raiders had done their work, and
turned their evidence over to the Los An-
geles County Grand Jury, which swiftly
indicted all for possession or sale of the
vicious junk.

BACK at headquarters. Fimbres grinned
approval as his men checked in. He
knew they had stopped the traffic cold
for a while.

“There’ll be a lot of sick hypes over
the weekend,” he said.

But he knew only too well that the
night’s raiding would only slow up the
growing tide of dope traffic that is sweep-
ing across the country from Mexico and
the Orient to become the nation’s number
one cause for alarm.

Fimbres took a red bandana from a
drawer and laid it on the desk. “Look
at this,” he said grimly. He unwrapped
it and displayed two tin capsules, one con-
taining baking powder, the other tobacco
and a hypodermic needle.

“You know where we got this? From
a 12-year-old boy! He wants so badly
to be accepted in a gang that includes nar-
cotics users that he’s already trying to
imitate them.”

| asked the lieutenant about the hypo-
dermic needle. “Do you mean he actual-
ly shoots heroin into his veins?”

“Not yet,” said Fimbres. “This was
filled with hair oil when we found it.
But if he ever does puncture his little
arm, it will kill him.”

| shuddered at the picture, not only of
this little boy, but of a nation of school
children exposed to the growing dope
traffic.

I knew after this night that only an
unending battle by expert narcotics men
such as these could stem the menace.

“Sheriff Biscailuz is giving us more
men,” said Fimbres. “Tonight, we only
scratched the surface. By striking again
and again at the peddlers we can cut off
the supply for a while.

“But it like trying to put out a forest
fire with a wet sack. You can't stop this
thing unless you can go to the source and
cut the supply. And we must face facts,
that the Problem is psychological as well
as physiological, when we’re dealing with
addicts.”

And as | said goodbye to the narcotic
agents, | overheard one say, “Captain, we
just got a report that a new peddler has
opened up on the southside. Who can
we send down there?”

Fimbres looked at him with tired eyes.
“Weve used every man tonight. Any
volunteers?”

A dozen tired officers looked up and
nodded, ready to go out again ... .

Koenecke, a lantern-jawed fellow, 28
years old, possessor of a batting average
of .283—that added up to 13—faced his
manager, and grinned.

“Thanks,” he said. Then he turned
quickly to shake hands with Sambo Les-
lie, and blimpish Babe Phelps, and fast-
ball pitcher Van Mungo, and Joe Stripp,
and Jimmy Bucher, and funny guy
Frenchy Bordagaray and the others—a
fifth place group of players who rated
first place in his heart.

“This is just like getting the last two
weeks of September for a vacation,” Koe-
necke suggested. “The best part is getting
it with pay. You fellows think of me
when your line drives are being pulled
down. 1’ll be off fishing somewhere.”

It must be strange to come up to the
majors, an ex-locomotive fireman for the
Chicago and North Western Railroad,
have a club dish out 75 Gs for your serv-
ices, then produce a .255 batting average
that tabs you as a flop. It must be even
more disheartening to develop great de-
fensive skill, set a new major league field-
ing mark with only two errors in 123
games in 1934, then find that your power-
ful physique is worthless to you as a
batter the following summer.

It happened to Koenecke, just that
way. Only a couple weeks before Stengel
decided Brooklyn could do without Koe-
necke, Sunny Jim Bottomley, the first
baseman of the Cincinnati Reds, peered at
Len in batting practice. “That guy’s got
a physique closer to being perfect than
any ballplayer | know,” said Sunny Jim.
What Bottomley didnt add was that it
wasn’t doing Koenecke much good in his
profession.

Late in the afternoon of September 16,
1935, Koenecke, with his pals, Munns and
Barrs, was 10,009 feet in the air above
the Dodgers, heading east on a big Doug-
las airliner. There was a stop at Chicago,
and then the plane took off for Detroit.

When Len returned to his seat for the
flight to the Motor City, Eleanor Wood-
ward, an American Airlines stewardess,
noticed that the ballplayer was cuddling
a bottle of liquor. Maybe she was paid
to notice such things. But she wasn't paid
to sympathize with a “$75,000 lemon,”
who had just lost his job with the
Dodgers.

It wasnt long before the muscular
Koenecke was lurching down the aisle of
the plane, threatening and frightening the
seven other passengers. Koenecke glared
at one passenger. He wanted to argue
with somebody, to hit somebody, and
Miss Woodward’s job was to stop him.

She tried. But she was no match—
at 112 pounds and 5' 4"—for the 185-
pound athlete. The bleary-eyed Koenecke
knocked the tiny stewardess off her feet,
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and went back to find another fight. But
the stewardess had an idea. One of the
pilots, R. E. Pickering, was a big man, a
200-pounder. Maybe he could handle
this fellow.

Pickering turned over the controls to
his co-pilot, who kept the airliner speed-
ing at three miles a minute. When he
rushed into the passenger section, Picker-
ing found Koenecke, flushed and unsteady,
hovering over a cringing male passenger.

“Get into your seat!” Pickering com-
manded. Koenecke snorted. Then sud-
denly his mood changed to docility, and
Pickering utilized that moment to strap
Koenecke in his seat. Once Koenecke
tried to rise. But Pickering, now with the
help of Munns and Barrs, sat on the
player, and prevented him from continu-
ing his “reign of terror.”

At Detroit Koenecke was thrown off the
flight for his behavior, part of his fare
was refunded, and Munns and Barrs were
separated from their teammate.

Reason must have left Koenecke at this
point. For he went over to the office of
William J. Mulqueeney, and insisted on
chartering Mulqueeney’s cabin monoplane
—a Stinson-Detroiter once owned by
Libby Holman, the Broadway blues singer,
and Smith Reynolds, the tobacco heir
found shot to death in his Winston-Salem,
North Carolina, home in 1933. But the
destination of the plane was Buffalo, miles
away from Koenecke’s Brooklyn home.

MULQUEENEY put the monoplane in
the air shortly after 10 that night.
The other member of the party was Irwin
Davis, a slim parachute jumper, and
friend of Mulqueeney.

Through half of the trip Koenecke was
quiet and subdued. He sat alongside Mul-
queeney and watched the pilot handle the
plane. Mulqueeney did not sense, however,
that the ballplayer was becoming restless.
The first alarm was when Koenecke, with-
out a single word of warning, grabbed for
the controls.

“What do you think you’re doing?”
asked the pilot. Koenecke seemed lost in
his thoughts, even when Mulqueeney
shoved him back into his seat.

But the next moment Koenecke was
boiling over again. He made another
abortive effort to grab the controls. This
time Mulqueeney ordered him to get into
the back seat.

Koenecke obeyed the order, but soon
made a pass at Mulqueeney’s neck. The
long, calloused fingers groped for the air-
man’s Adam’s apple, and Davis leaped
into the back seat, as the plane began to
teeter perilously.

While Davis and Koenecke struggled,
Mulqueeney, now aware that a madman
had chartered his plane, sought to keep
the plane on course. But as the two
fought in the rear of the small aircraft



the plane pitched and dived and rolled.

Once Davis yelled for help, and Mul-
queeney thought the three of them were
done for. He looked back, just in time
to duck a blow from Koenecke’s fist. But
Davis, battling with the purpose of a
man who senses his life hangs by a
thread, continued to thwart Koenecke’s
efforts to take the controls from Mul-
queeney and doom the plane.

Koenecke was biting Davis’ shoulder,
and beating him with his fists, when Mul-
queeney rememberjed the fire extinguisher.
There it was within arm’s length, and
then it was in his hand, and he was flail-
ing at the figure in the back seat. His
free hand held the controls. But the plane
careened madly through the skies, while
2,000 feet below men slept in the early
morning hours.

The extinguisher hit Davis’ arm by
mistake. Then Mulqueeney improved his
aim. Once, twice, three times It smashed
into the head that only a day before had
worn the Brooklyn baseball cap. There
was a moan, and Koenecke’s fingers
slipped in slow motion from Davis’ coat.

“He could pick you up and throw you
20 feet, if he wanted to,” Sam Leslie, the
Dodger first baseman, had said about
Koenecke. But Leslie never dreamed that
one day Koenecke would want to do that,

towline to us and we headed in again.

The swells got bigger as we neared the
bar. One large one carried us along for
a few seconds and then let us go sliding
down the back side. When the swell hit
Vanderhoot’s boat, it hurtled it up and
forward.

Snap!

We heard it even above the roar of the
sea. It was the hawser! The sea had
snapped it like it was store string.  Adrift
again, we headed for the treacherous
north reef, caught in the rush of the
swells.

Vanderhoot swung his craft around
quickly as the crew retrieved the rest of
the broken hawser. | made my way for-
ward and got into the cockpit to receive
the towline as the other boat came by.
They made a good pass and | got the
hawser on the first try.

UT, now the hawser was too short to
risk taking us in over the bar. The boat

turned and began pulling us out to sea
again. We’d have to wait for another
lifeboat to come to our aid.

It was a long wait. The third life-
boat had to buck her way through the sea
all the way from the Depoe Bay Lifeboat
Station. 16 miles away. For four rough

and fail. When a man like Davis, a ban-
tamweight at best, struggles for his life,
it’s a different matter. A fire extinguisher
can do the rest.

Koenecke was dead of a brain hemor-
rhage. But Mulqueeney, hero of a night-
mare, had to bring his plane in. The
interior of the cabin was smashed, and so
was Mulqueeney’s spirit. But there were
lights below and Mulqueeney wanted to
feel the ground again.

The plane’s wheels broke as Mul-

ueeney made an emergency landing on
the infield of the Long Branch Race
Track in New Toronto, seven miles from
Toronto. But Mulqueeney’s terrifying
night still had one more chapter to go.

“l guess | was in a trance,” said Mul-
queeney. “When | hopped out of the
cockpit | thought | was about to be
attacked by wolves. For a minute |
thought that instead of being killed in a
crash | was going to be devoured by wild
animals.” The “wild animals,” however,
were less wild than the dead passenger.
They turned out to be police dogs used
by the race track’s caretaker as protec-
tion against trespassers.

“It was either a case of the three of us
crashing, or doing something to Koe-
necke,” Mulqueeney explained to the Ca-
nadian authorities.

Roll Over the Bar
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and rugged hours we rode the turbulent
Pacific.

We rolled and pitched violently, strain-
ing at the hawser between us and Vander-
hoot’s boat. It was the only thing that
kept us from being washed onto the reef.
I hoped it wouldnt give out.

At about 10:15 p. m., the Depoe Bay
lifeboat, skippered by Pat Hall, boat-
swain’s mate second class, arrived on the
scene. There was no time wasted. Quickly,
we secured the towline from Hall’s boat
and then let loose the hawser from Van-
derhoot’s craft. Now we were ready to
go it again.

We started in, but didnt get more than
a few yards. A swell hit us hard, rushed
by and ploughed into the stern of Hall’s
boat.

I groaned in dismay as the hawser
snapped apart with a sound like a rifle
shot. The sea and wind caught us imme-
diately and started carrying us into the
reef.

Quickly, I made my way forward,
struggling to keep my balance. | had to
get into the bow cockpit so | could get
the hawser again from Hall’s boat after
it swung around.

But the other boat didnt turn! The
breaker had caught it with such force and

The next afternoon as the Brooklyn
Dodgers trotted on the field in St. Louis,
they wore black bands on their left
sleeves.

In a Brooklyn apartment Mrs. Koe-
necke kept looking at her husband’s last
letter. “He was happy at being able to
come home,” she repeated.

IN a Toronto law office. Edward J.
m Murphy, the lawyer for Mulqueeney
and Davis, insisted: “Koenecke was de-
liberately attempting to commit suicide,
and trying to do it in one grand, glorious
finish.”

In a University of Toronto chemistry
lab Professor Joslyn Rogers pointed out
there were traces of alcohol in Koe-
necke’s organs. He said this condition
would naturally cause a man, if inclined
to be “quarrelsome,” to become “violent.”

In the Brooklyn dugout Koenecke’s
teammates were remembering him as a
nice guy, who had had trouble all year
with called third strikes, and wouldnt be
having any more. .

Don’t miss the September is-
sue of STAG and “Hang My
Glovein Brooklyn,” Joe Black’s
story as told to Ray Robinson.

carried it along so suddenly, that Hall
wasn't aware of our peril!

The sea was now spilling over us with
every swell. Desperately, | peered into
the darkness, trying to spot the running
lights of the two boats | knew were out
there somewhere. | made my way aft
to where Miller was working the search-
light, sweeping it across the sea in hopes
wed be spotted. | tried the radio, but
couldnt make contact.

It looked bad. 1 yelled to Miller to
hang on and to keep the searchlight on

our bow. | went forward again and got
into the cockpit. There wasnt much
time left!

I almost shouted with joy when | sud-
denly caught a glimpse of running lights
twinkling through the pitch-black night.
Both the other boats were bearing down
on us. But would they make it in time?
We were being pushed rapidly straight
for the big breakers.

Vanderhoot's boat was almost to us.
| got ready to receive a hawser when
from out of the darkness came a huge
mountain of water. It was rushing right
for us—a tremendous breaker that roared
death right into my face.

“Hang on, Miller. Hang on!”

He never heard me. The wall of cold
sea water poured over us. The boat was
hurtled upward. Then, it twisted and
rolled over. | hung on desperately, gasp-
ing for breath and spitting sea water.

I dont know just how many times we
rolled over, but the instant the boat
righted itself on the surface, | was out
of the cockpit and struggling aft.

“Miller! ~ Miller!”

There was no answer. He was gone.
The searchlight poked its beam crazily

into the air. | went on back to the after
well deck.
“Mac, here! Over here, Mac!”

I almost didnt hear the feeble cry.



Quickly, | glanced over the side. There
was Miller, hanging desperately to the
after lifeline. | braced myself, reached
over and dragged him into the boat.

“My God, Mac. We rolled over!”

It was the only thing he could say.

I checked him over quickly. He was
dazed, but there didn't seem to be any-
thing seriously wrong with him. | left
him there and made my way forward once
again to get ready to take a towline from
Vanderhoot’s boat which had spotted us
and was coming to our assistance.

| WAS in the cockpit when | saw an-
other big breaker headed for us. It
caught Vanderhoot’s boat when it was just
a few yards from us. | saw her roll over
until her bottom was coming up. Then
she went out of sight beneath the swell.
It was the last we saw of either of the
other lifeboats that night.

The break hit us hard, but we didn’t
roll over. | ran aft as fast as I could
and told Miller to get forward into the
forecastle. | grabbed his arm and helped
him along.

After struggling a few minutes with the
hatch, we got inside. Immediately, | got
busy and began tossing out all the loose
gear that might injure us as we bar-
relled into the jetty.

I slammed the hatch shut just as we
were lifted high by a swell and tossed
backwards. | cataght my balance just as
something cracked me across the head
with tremendous force.

It was the fire extinguisher. The sud-
dep lurch of the boat had torn it from
the holder. The boat was now pitching
wildly, throwing us crazily around the
watertight forecastle.

“Gee, Mac,” Miller exclaimed as he
braced himself, “your head’s bleeding!”

I shot him a feeble grin as we started
piling life jackets around us for padding.

“You scared, Ray?” | asked.

“Hell, no,” he laughed. “I’'m too damn
wet and miserable to be scared!”

We were too busy hanging on to talk
any more. We were rolled, pitched and
tossed about. The boat was rolling over
rapidly now, spinning through the sea
sideways. The angry ocean had us in its
deadly grasp. It was driving us madly
toward the shore.

I lost all sense of time. | dont know
how long it was before we crunched ashore
with a sudden lurch, and then lay still.
We were firmly wedged upon the beach.

Painfully, I got up off the deck. At
least we’d washed ashore right side up. |
swung open the hatch and climbed out.
I could see our station’s truck on the
beach not far away.

I turned and shouted to Miller.

“Okay, Ray. C’mon out.”

He made it out the hatch all right.
Slowly and clumsily, we went over the
boat’s side and started wading ashore.
We were both badly battered and bruised.
Every bone in my body ached, and my
head felt like it was split open. It was
past midnight.

“Happy New Year,” Miller mumbled.

“Yeah,” | answered weakly. “Happy
New Year.”

“You know,” | added with a painful
grin, “that’s sure a helluva way to spend
New Year’s Eve!” .

more than tree choppers. TheyVve cut
back the edge of the forest so a man can
walk along the road without carrying a
rifle with the trigger on ready—at least,
that’s what | thought.

We’re mountain girdled in Shenandoah
County—the Blue Ridge to the east, and
the Shenandoah and North mountains
hard by to the west, stringing out into
the Allegheny chain. Back there in the
mountains are places where men seldom
go; they’re thick with wild animals. But
down in our country', timbermen are sup-
posed to have cleared back the danger.

As | approached Hensberger’s house, a
school bus passed. The driver waved, and
the kids sounded noisy and happy.

Hensberger’s house is a nice little place
with a yard and a fence around it. I put
my hand on the gate, but then | paused a
moment—I don’t know quite why. | won-
der sometimes if there was some sort of a
warning that I missed.

I swung the gate open and stepped
through. | took two. maybe three steps.
That was as far as | got.

Something hit me from behind and all
at once there was blood running down my
shirt.

It had come from nowhere and smashed
onto my left shoulder with a horrible
scream in my ear. Now it was ripping into
my shoulder.

| twisted my head to the left to see
what had attacked me. Then fangs as
sharp as knives closed on my cheek, and
the flesh tore.

I couldn’t think clearly. | was wounded,
frightened and angry'—all at once.

The beast’s teeth kept tearing at my
face. Then | braced. A timberman’s
muscles are hard.

I shot my right hand across my body,
the fingers poised and ready to close. My
right hand is my best one, and | wanted
it locked on my attacker.

The hand reached, but it never closed.

WITH a sudden motion, the fangs pulled
out of my cheek. A growl thundered,
there was another surge of movement, and
again it seemed that 1 must fall.

For now' the teeth came down again,
this time breaking through flesh into bone.
They pierced deep into my right hand,
pinning my arm across my chest.

I was bound, barely able to move, by
my own right arm, with the hand caught
in a bloody vise. Actually only seconds
had passed. But already | was weakening
and | knew it. | was being torn by an
assailant that had lunged from nowhere
and sat on my shoulder and cut me each
time 1 moved.

| could feel the blood. It was warm.

Suppose the beast—whatever it was—
traveled with a mate? That terrifying
possibility crossed my mind.

Now only my left arm was free, and |
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drove it upward. It touched fur, and I
closed the grip.

We struggled, but the animal wouldn’t
budge. Straining, | gave another yank, a
strong one. But | still couldnt throw it off
my shoulder.

My left hand struck out again and it
caught fur. I had one of the beast’s legs
this time and | jerked. | lunged and
pulled—and pulled again. The killer’s grip
was loosening—now if only my own
strength didnt run out first.

With a final, desperate heave | yanked
the animal off my shoulder. It smashed
to the ground and | fell on it, my right
hand still in its teeth, my left on its
throat.

My knees came dowm hard, and now |
was on top. Only then was | sure what
had attacked me.

It was a giant wildcat, snarling and
savage. And it wasnt through yet.

It was fighting fiercely, concentrating
on the hand still between its teeth. Its
claws flailed.

But now | had the edge. | slid my knees
up against its thick body, then lifted them
suddenly. They crashed down on the cat’s
chest, holding the front paws apart and
away from my belly.

Bit by bit, 1 tightened my left hand on
its throat . . . more . .. more . . . just
a little more . . .

Wilmer Hensberger had heard the noise
of the struggle and he ran out of the
house.

“Gordon!” he shouted.

He wheeled and dashed back to the
porch, seizing an axe that was propped
there.

With the glistening blade poised, ready
to strike, he ran to the spot where the cat
and | were locked in the dirt. Wilmer
meant to bash the animal to death—and
he probably would have pounded my
hands and arms in the process.

But all that wasnt necessary. | had
strangled the cat. It was dead.

Wilmer put his hand on my arm, to
help me rise, but the cat had weapons
even in death. His jaws were locked on
my hand and | couldn’t move.

“Pry them open.” | said. It took all of
Wilmer’s strength, but at last | was on my
feet, with the cat’s body on the ground
between them. Excitedly, Wilmer asked
where the cat had come from—where he
had been hiding. 1 said I didnt know—
and | still dont. All I knew was that he
had attacked me in just such a way as to
give me the least possible chance.

I got into the truck, with Wilmer help-
ing me, and then he went back and got the
body of the wildcat. He carried it over
and flung it in the back of the truck. The
animal was dead—sure—but we knew’
we'd have to work fast. There was an
even bigger worry ahead.

By the viciousness of the attack and
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the locked jaws, we figured that the
animal was bound to be rabid. Rabies
germs move quickly. And | had those deep
cuts right in my head, up close to my
brain.

Rural people know about rabies—and
what a killer the disease can be. It can
sweep through a countryside like wild-
fire, and in more than a few cases in
rural Virginia, people have been at-
tacked by mad animals—chiefly dogs—
and not recovered. They failed to get
medical treatment in time.

Cuts would heal, but rabies is some-
thing else again. We debated for a minute,
then decided to burn the road to Sheets’
house. He’d know the best thing to do.

Sheets got things organized quickly.

“You take Gordon to the hospital at
Woodstock,” he told Hensberger. “I'll
head for the lab.”

Hensberger and | roared the 20 miles
to the Shenandoah Memorial Hospital,
where the doctors took one look at me
and got out their sewing Kits.

THEY put 16 stitches in my face alone,
I and warned me that |'d better be pre-
pared to lie in the hospital for a wnile.
Meanwhile Sheets had reached Luray, an-
other of those small Shenandoah towns,
and the site of the district health depart-
ment laboratory.

The lab started making the tests at
once, and by that time the doctors al-
ready were sticking me full of needles in
the anti-rabies treatment. They worked
almost as fast as the cat had, because of
the danger of those bites so near my
brain.

It’s an eerie feeling—to know that the
rabies germs are in you, and the serum is
in you, too. Not knowing much about
medicine, you wonder which will win. You
also wonder what happened to the people
who were attacked back in the days before
they found out how to combat rabies.

The results of the lab tests were in by
this time, and the cat was rabid all right.
He would surely have run wild on the
countryside, sinking his teeth into live-
stock, dogs and other animals, and passing
along the disease. We probably would
have had to get a posse after him, in time.

All that would have happened if he
hadnt seen me first.

The doctors’ medicine was stronger,
and they pulled me through, and now
I'm back on the job, working over the
Shenandoah timber tracts. As | said be-
fore, timbermen are supposed to be more
than tree choppers—they’ve cut back the
woods, driving the wild animals into the
hills, so a man can walk along the road
without looking back over his shoulder
and carrying his gun with the trigger on
ready. As | said, too, Shenandoah’s a
peaceful place where people raise turkeys
and cut timber, and on the roads in the
morning, it’s good to hear the shouts of
kids on the way to school.

I know all that’s true, and if my county
sounds like yours—well, then, it probably
is, because there are lots of places much
like it. | understand it all, and | was just a
fellow picking up a friend on the way to
work on a routine day.

But there was one mad killer who
hadn’t heard about the boundary lines. |
figure 1’'m lucky to be alive. .

fronted our place for about five acres.
Our place was up on a slight rise that
kept it cool, light and airy.

The fire had begun on a mountain slope,
several miles away. No one knew how
it started. The Forest Service station
was prompt in dispatching a local crew
of IS fire-fighters and a tractor and mo-
bile pumper, but the dust had sucked the
woods dry and it reacted like gunpowder
to the blaze.

“It’s not moving too fast,” Maury said,
“and | guess theyll encircle it with a fire
line and kill it before it gets over to our
place . ..”

But | didn't like it. | didnt like it at
all. "We called and checked with the sta-
tion and they confirmed Maury’s opinion.
The situation was unchanged at five, six,
seven and eight o’clock. The air was
still, and if they werent putting out the
blaze they were at least containing it.
Then, at sometime after ten, | knew we
were in for trouble. A strong north-
easterly wind had come up.

By noon, with the sun high and hot,
we began getting the first of the long,
smoking vapor trails drifting in toward
us through the woods. And by two
o’tlock we got the news. The fire had
gotten away from them. The smoke was
thick now and the sun looked like a web-
by, yellow ball.

We couldnt stand around and just
watch and wait and hope. It had gotten
beyond that. The house was set on a
cleared acre. We had left a line of eight
big pine trees leading right up to the
house. Mac and | looked at those trees.
It would be a pity to lose them, but it
would be a helluva lot worse to lose the
house. We got out the saw and began
cutting into them, those closest to the
house first. It was tough going.

By four o'clock we had cut all but three
of them down. | kept praying for the
wind to let up, but If anything it had
picked up somewhat. The smoke formed
a haze over the entire area by now. It
made my eyes smart and dried my throat
so that my tongue felt swollen to twice
its size. Mac was coughing pretty bad-
ly. 1 had Martha and the kids closed up
in the house.

The fire was sweeping in fast. News,
by now broadcast from the local station,
mentioned that an all out attempt to head
off the blaze had failed. We didnt have
to rely on the news to tell us that any
more. The temperature had risen at
least 30 degrees and it was edging up to
a 100. My shirt was sweat-soaked and
so was Mac’s, and the bits of ash and soot
carried in by the smoke left our faces and
hands grimy.

| dragged out all the hose I had, about
250 feet of it. There was an attachment
in the auxiliary shed no more than 50
yards from the woods in front of the

I'm Being Burned
Alive
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place. The water pressure wasn't too
bad because we were up fairly high. |
turned up the hose. The dry-caked
earth sucked the water in as fast as |
poured it. 1 kept it up. Mac was running
the tractor along the edge of the nearest
stand of timber—dragging out a wide fur-
rowiling up dirt in a high continuous
mound as a break against the approach-
ing fire.

At six, Maury called me. Martha hol-
lered at me from the doorway of the
house. | couldnt see that far by now.
Maury said he was coming with his truck
to pick us up. | told him to come ahead.
I wanted Martha and the kids out, but
Mac and me were sticking. We had
worked too darned hard to give up this
place without a last ditch stand.

THE heat and smoke was getting at us
now. | had to douse myself and Mac
with the hose constantly. And we used
damp cloths around our faces to filter the
air we breathed. Maury and his family
came around in his truck sometime near
seven. | loaded Martha and the kids in.
Maury said he’d be back with some help
after he got the women and children in
the clear.

I kept working away at that hose and
Mac ploughed up the ground with the
tractor. | dreaded looking into the
woods where the smoke was thickest. At
about seven-thirty, | saw the oncoming
fire. The haze lit up a brightening orange
—as though it was phosphorescent. Then
the first lurid flame flashed through. It
was like something that stabbed a vital
nerve center inside me.

The fire burned in behind with gather-
ing force. It blazed in two uneven pil-
lars toward the gulch, one at either end.
The main body of the fire in between
followed several hundred yards behind.

Mac closed in with the tractor. He
piled dirt on the outer fringe of the
flames that burned into the timber above
him. | saw a protruding limb light up
like a finger of flame and drop off. |
yelled for him to watch out, but | was too
late. | heard him cry out. | let go of
the hose -and ran toward him. He was
lying on the ground, dazed.

“I—I’'m okay,” he said. And then |
saw the burn across his chest where the
log had sideswiped him. The shirt and
skin were burned away. | helped him
up. | wanted to lead him to the house
but he shook me off.

“l cant lay down now,” he said.

| didnt argue with him. 1 needed him.
I kept wondering where the hell Maury
was, and the guys he said he'd bring
back. The flames licked at the ditched
ground. The wind came on in rising
gusts and the smoke poured through until
we were forced to back away, gasping
for air, coughing our insides out.



I heard the muffled sound of Maury’s
truck. It pulled up and Maury and three
others leaped off. | could hardly see,
my eyes smarted so much. | took to
dropping a soaking sheet over my head
for intermittent seconds. The men had
shovels, axes, and pack tanks strapped
to their backs. They made for the flames,
shoveled earth into the fire to keep it
back. We broke our backs pouring it on.

SUDDENLY the spearhead of the fire at
the left flank tore over the furrow. The
grass and brush at that end ignited like
a carpet of tissue. | was on the right
flank when | heard the blast and the
agonized shriek. The fire had spurted
under the truck, lit into the grease and
then the tank went off. The spurting
flames rained over one of the men.
Sheathed in a coat of flames he ran for
the house, screaming like crazy.

We bolted after him to try and smother
the flames. He burst through the door
of the house. | followed him in. |
slapped at him with a wet sheet and
then tossed the open sheet over him, The
smell of seared flesh filled my nostrils and
I felt my insides coming up. He was
crying and moaning and the hair was
burnt off his head and eyes. While | was
smothering the last of the flames someone

Madame Trix swept into view. She is a
much-painted, high-bosomed blonde, re-
putedly filthy with sinful lucre amassed
from a chain of North African bordelloes
which she either manages or owns.

“Dearie,” she said as soon as she saw
me. | didn’t ask her to sit down. She
noticed this and said pointedly, “No,
thank you, I wont sit down—I'm in a
terrible fix. The pianist of my Number
One house quit last night, and the girls
simply wont work without music. Do
you know a good ivory tickler?”

| SAID that, in fact, | knew of an ex-
m cellent musician, but he had just taken
another job. However, | would let her
know . . .

At the Zocco Chico a few nights later
there were the same shoe-shine boys, the
same lottery ticket sellers, the same ped-
dlers, and the same old prostitutes drag-
ging the same old feet and jangling the
same old bangles. An Arab urchin
dumped a live turkey on my table. |
quickly covered my coffee to protect it
from the flying dust and feathers, and
protested that | hadn't the least desire
to buy the bird.

Then, to my surprise, | saw Jim ap-
proaching, looking pale and tired as he
shuffled wearily through the crowd.
Something was wrong with him. He
looked downright shellshocked, so as he

burst into the house hollering at the top
of his lungs.

“It's come through and we can’t stop
it!”

I got up and ran to the doorway. The
main body of the fire flashed across the
heavily wooded gulch and caught up with
the spearheads. It rushed for the house.
The blast of heat came at us.

We went through the house and out the
back way. Mac was out on his feet and
Maury' and the others supported him.
We carried the other man. He didnt
move. We didnt know whether he was
alive or dead. We started down a narrow
timber road. | heard the crackling of
burning timber, the collapsing trees. |
looked back and the house was a mass of
flame. Then the bare structure just fell
away into a splash of burning embers.
| felt sick—God, | felt sick.

“Keep going—" | heard Maury yell
and he shoved me from behind. The
blaze was sweeping across faster than
we could move.

“We’ll never make it!” one of the guys
yelled. He lost all control and started
Ll_mning. Maury’ grabbed at him and hit

im.

“Come out of it—" he screamed, “come
out of it!”

We looked for the sparsest clearing.

Tangier Madhouse
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drew level, | shouted “Hi ya, Jim. How’s
the job?”

He stopped, turned red-rimmed eyes
in my direction, and without answering
sank slowly into a chair. Concerned now
that he might be ill, | realized this was
no time for coffee. It was a time for a
stiff brandy—several stiff brandies. |
called the waiter.

“What’s happened?” | asked.

He gave me a long, baleful look, but
still didn't answer. He gulped down
three brandies, one after the other, and
soon a little color crept into his cheeks.
| repeated my question.

“You really want to know?”

| nodded.

“Well, prepare yourself for an all-night
session.”

He fortified himself with one more
brandy and began:

“l took your card to Don Fernando, a
nice guy, who said that anyone you rec-
ommended was all right with him. The
job was mine. He even loaned me a
pair of striped trousers and a black coat,
and installed me behind the reception
desk and introduced me to my duties.
Then things began to happen. This, |
thought, would be an exciting job indeed.
So many interesting people pass through
a hotel.

“The first to arrive was a stateless
person by name of Lily Alcock. She

We’d make an escape fire and after letting
it bum for a minute take shelter inside
the burned area. There wasn’t any other
way for us. | used a lighter. The grass
and brush flared up.

“Let’s go!" | hollered.

We broke through the flame after a
minute or so and ducked low. We kept
our heads down, our bodies curled up.
The roaring flames sounded like an open
hearth. The heat was bearing down on
our backs. Then it rushed over us, a
roof of flames.

Some of the guys began I%/elling. “We’re
being burned alive!” | heard my own
voice but hardly recognized it. | started
praying. Then the world collapsed all
around us and we were inside the fur-
nace. We lay there for | dont know how
long. And then I got up. | was shak-
ing all over. My hair was singed, my
back felt like crackling parchment. But
I was okay—and so were the others. Elev-
en hours later the rescue teams of the
Forest Service came through and picked
us up.

THE fire kept burning for four days be-
fore it was brought under control. The
house was gone, but we came out alive—
Martha, the kids, our friends. It was
close. | wasn’t going to complain. .

managed to locate the register through a
heavy, blanketing haze of whisky fumes,
and somehow, even to fill in the police
questionnaire. Next she handed me a
bulky package for safe keeping and
floated upstairs. Exactly an hour later,
she descended to the lobby on the arm
of one of the hotel’s most respected
clients—a wealthy, retired British major
with a double-barrelled name, cane, spats,
crest and a baronial mansion in Sussex.
Quick work, that!”

“Well, Jim, the world’s oldest profes-
sion, you know—" | tried to interpose.

“Oh, no. This was slightly different.
Two mornings later the major paid her
bill, and asked me to book two passages
for England on a ship already in port. |
managed to arrange that. Then, as they
were leaving, baggage and all, Lily shook
my hand and, primping her dyed locks,
leaned over toward me confidentially,
flashing on her left hand a diamond as big
as a walnut.

“ “The sweet, old boy is actually marry-
ing me—to save my soul, so he says. See
this ring? It’s an heirloom,” she said,
sticking a nice-sized tip into my hand. |
returned the package she had given me
the night before. She took it, and a ma-
licious grin spread over her face.

“‘What a hell of a shindy the old
dowagers in their country seats are go-
ing to kick up when | turn them loose on
this hashish,” she guffawed. ‘I bet they’ll
be forking them out of the chandeliers,
coronets and all, until well after the coro-
nation.””

Jim paused, mechanically reached for
his tumbler, now empgl. I gave the
waiter the high sign, and a whole bottle
appeared on the table.

“Lets go back to that first night,”
Jim continued. “Next came two giggling
Portuguese girl students. They were
doing Tangier on a couple of escudes.



They spoke only a few words of Eng-
lish and, as you know, my Spanish is
nothing to brag about. | reached for
their room key, when pjfutt, the hotel
lights went out. The girls continued to
giggle as | groped for a candle stump |
had seen in the desk drawer. | couldn'
find it and decided to escort them to the
staircase. Passing from the office to the
lobby we collided. More giggles. A
smooth hand slid into mine, and 1 felt a
warm breath close to my cheek. Two
arms encircled my neck, and a passionate
feminine voice whispered ‘Ze Breeteesh,
zey iss ver’ cold, no?’

“l didn’t get a chance to prove to the
contrary because the lights came on. In
the blackness two staid English spinsters
had crept into the lobby and were star-
ing with strong disapproval at the giggling
girls and an embarrassed, disheveled re-
ceptionist.

“‘Our room number is 22,”, ordered
one of the dehydrated prunes in a grat-
ing, almost masculine voice. She turned
to her friend. ‘Come on, Elsie, this
place isnt quite what it was in the good
old days when a woman could go into
any white man’s hotel without being mo-
lested.” Then, looking at me, she hissed,
‘I want you to know, young man, that a
woman’s virtue is sacred in this country.
It’s Mohammedan, you know.””

“l dont think you have anything to
worry about, Jim,” | said. “She wont
complain to Don Fernando. Tangier is
full of those characters.”

JIM took me up on that. “Speaking
of characters, next a wheezy, one-eyed
Scotch sea captain tottered in. He
stopped in front of me and stared with
his only optic.

“Ye look like a bloody Yank t’ me.
If ye’re the noo receptionist | hope y
havna got the mahana complex like the
rest of the boonch—including meself, 1'm
sorry t” say.” He went on telling me how
he had come to Tangier and this hotel
18 years ago, and had been here ever
since. Every day he intended to pack
up and sail home—but, mahana, you
know. Tangier’s a terrible place,” he
cackled, baring his gray teeth. “Ye’l
soon find out, me boy . . . ye'll soon find
out—’

“He sagged into a lobby chair, his chin
dropped, and he closed his eye. He was
apparently going to sleep.

“It was 2:30 a.m. by then.

“A dignified figure in black, tall, blond,
thirtyish and very erect, approached the
desk and asked if there was any mail for
the c-o0-u-n-t-e-s-s. Not knowing to whom
she was referring, | asked for her room
number.

“Number 32, of course,” she replied,
raising her eyebrows.

“Registered under room 32 was the
name Gertrude Hohlenfelt von Hohlen-
bach (rent unpaid for five weeks—issue
ejection notice on Friday). | handed her
the key and a letter addressed to Ger-
trude Countess H.v.H. She hastily tore
open the envelope, and walked to the
staircase reading her mail. As she
reached the fifth step she stumbled.
Trying to regain her balance, she dropped
her bag. Out fell a couple of pesetas
and a cold hot-dog. Stooping down re-

gally, she collected the coins, and, picking
up the frank daintily, dropped it back
in her bag.

“The o?d>sea dog in his chair grunted.
I turned round and caught him staring,
fixedly, after the figure disappearing up-
stairs. He bounded up and stumped
over to the counter.

“ “Puir gal. Hasna any mooney. She
must be hungry. Is she in trooble with
her hill, lad?’

‘Five

“‘I'm afraid she is,” | confided.
weeks due and an ejection notice coming.

“ “Let’s see her bill.” Breaking all un-
written hotel rules, | showed it to him.
‘Not a very big sum even in damn pese-
tas’ he muttered. ‘Tell ye what ye’ll do.
Shove it on my bhill and gi’ the wee lass
a receipt. And I’ll bring the wrath of
the Clan MacDougalls on ye head if ye
tell her who done it.” And then they say
the Scotch are mean and stingy.”

Jim took a deep breath and paused, but
there was more coming.

“In the meantime, two couples had
come up from the street onto the terrace.
They were engaged in animated conver-
sation and shrieks of laughter drifted in.
One of the party, a faded blonde of about
40 was attempting a pas-de-deux, whilst
the rest were busily trying to remove the
cork from a mesh-covered bottle. Having
succeeded with the bottle, and forcibly
subdued the antics of the ballerina, they
burst into the lobby.

“Producing several more bottles from
pockets and handbags, as well as a sheet
of newspaper filled with limp-looking
shrimps, a loaf of Arab bread and four
glasses clearly engraved Hotel Minzah,
they emerged into the Moroccan room—
a cross between a cocktail lounge and a
small museum—and screamed for jugs of
water. Thus supplied, they filled the
glasses with brandy and proposed a toast
to One of the party—a six-foot lass with
a Scotch accent as heavy as a plate of
badly cooked haggis.

“‘An ’ere’s to the ’ealth of our smuggler
queen.’

“Laughter and cheers followed this re-
mark, and the drinks were downed fol-
lowed by chasers of water.

“ ‘Hey, you,” called the humorous lit-
tle man, obviously English but whom
they kept calling El Capitano, ‘coom an’
‘ave a bloomin’ drink wit” us. Don't
know who yer are, but yer look like a
blinkin’ Yank t” me. Come in an’ meet
the gang.’

“Introductions were made and | had
the doubtful privilege of meeting Dolly,
the smuggler queen—she was a real
smuggler, all right. | also met Snow-
shoes, a masculine looking woman with
penciled eyebrows registering permanent
surprise. Finally, there was Alberto, a
young Spaniard with a roving eye.

“The party seated itself comfortably
among the tapestries, pouffes and invit-
ing divans. The small tumblers were
filled to the brim and their contents
swallowed in one gulp. | took a mouth-
ful. It was as though hot coals were
going down. My eyes watered. | drank
the rest and respiration almost came to
a standstill. Before | could collect my
wits—and my breath—another drink was
in my hand.

““Cant beat this hooch,” EI Capitano

remarked. ‘An’ only ten pesetas (20
cents) a bottle, too. Yes, sir, tonight’s
the night.’

“Looking gingerly at my second brandy
| stood there while EI Capitano continued:
‘Yes, we’re sayin’ adios t’ Tangier fer a
coupla days ... an’ then back agin with
lots a dough an’ cases 0’ champagne. 1l
even drink it out a yer slipper,” he said
to Snowshoes, slapping her soundly on
the bottom.

“‘Bet you get Athlete’s Foot if you
do,” retorted Buccaneer Dolly, pulling the
stub of an evil-smelling Turkish cigarette
from the corner of her mouth.

“It was now 3:15. Tiredness, assis'ted
ably by the brandy, made it hard to keep
awake. The keys in the pigeonholes
showed that many guests had not re-
turned. | sat meditating on the prospect
of a couple of hours sleep on a divan,
when a huge, robed Arab slid silently into
the Moroccan room and sat down op-
posite the party which, by this time, had
gathered momentum. No one took the
slightest notice of him, and the noise con-
tinued-. All at once there was a deafen-
ing crash, followed by screams of laughter.

“Alarmed, | looked in, and saw Snow-
shoes lying on her back with an empty
brandy glass clutched in her hand. Un-
able to suppress her balletomane complex,
she had evidently attempted a graceful
entrechat and fallen over one of the
large brass kettles scattered about the
room for atmosphere.

“The Arab stared in stony silence. As
Snowshoes lay stunned, with her right leg
folded neatly under her back, a shorn
French poodle, black as soot, bounded
down the stairs and started running
around her in circles, barking madly.

“Pandemonium reigned. It was use-
less giving her brandy as she was loaded
with it already. She was dragged by
willing hands onto a divan. By this time,
several people, attracted by the unholy
noise, were peering over the bannisters.

“Buccaneer Dolly, thoroughly uncon-
cerned, was in the lobby trying to pat the
dog each time it ran past, and offering it
Snowshoes’ shrimps.  Tiring of this, she
wandered into the Gran Salon and tinkled
out a few notes of the “Dying Swan” on
the grand piano. El Capitano, with a
full glass in his hand—as well as some of
Snowshoes’ supper—was directing oper-
ations when a drunken American stag-
gered in.  With a squeal of delight, Dollﬁ
rushed to meet him. He gallantly too
her hand to kiss it, but losing his foot-
ing he crashed to the floor.

“I1 BOVE the din of the barking dog, the
H commotion in the Moroccan room
and the falling American, a loud banging
at the backdoor could be heard. Trying to
sort out the shambles before letting any-
one else in took a few seconds. By this
time the person trying to get in had
taken to kicking the panels until the
house literally shook. | hurried along
the corridor,, putting on the lights as |
went, and drawing back the bolt was hor-
rified at the sight that met me.

“The figure of a man, wearing one shoe
and clad in a heavy English duffel jacket,
stood glaring at me. His hair was matted
with congealed blood, and crimson rivu-
lets dripped from his nose and chin. He



brushed hurriedly past. | hurried after
him not knowing what to do. We reached
the Moroccan room.

“The apparition, in a high falsetto
voice said, 'My dears, | was a very naugh-
ty boy in the Kasbah of the Arab quar-
ter and, as you can see, somebody bashed
me. Will you please give your poor old
aunt some hot water and a sponge so
that she can get some of this muck off.
It’s really much better than it looks right
now.’

“A bucket of water and a cloth were
obtained from the kitchen.

“ ‘Thanks pet,” he addressed me with
a lisp, ‘and so to bed after a most excit-
ing night.” He swept up the stairs with
the parting remark. ‘Dearie, see that |
have breakfast a little early in the morn-
ing—with two eggs—as | want to go back
to get my other shoe. Nighty-night all.’

“By this time the spectators had dis-
persed. Snowshoes was carried to a taxi
by Alberto and Dolly. EIl Capitano col-
lected his key and tottered off to his mod-
est downstairs room. He came back a
minute later with a small attache case
and a newspaper parcel, and asked for his
bill. He paid in Spanish coin and, in
parting, whispered, ‘By the way, if yer
want a real excitin’ job on a real smug-
glin’ ship, coom an’ see me aboard the
Sphinx when she gets in.  She belongs to
Dolly, you know.’

“I' sat down, completely exhausted.
The Arab had gone. He disappeared
during the commotion. The American
still lay full length on the tiled floor,
with his head resting against a large
hideous pot of aspidistra which flanked
the marble staircase. | was trying to
move him when a Spanish family of three
came in. Registering no surprise, they
helped to get him onto the divan. Nice,
helpful people, the Spaniards.

“It was 4:15. | walked out onto the
terrace for a Breath of fresh air. Then
the phone rang.

“A woman’s voice inquired about the
price of accommodations. | gave her the

attention shortly after midnight on a swel-
tering August night. Shannon and Pauline
Hughes, the former nervously twisting the
brim of his hat and obviously under con-
siderable emotional tension, visited the
Missing Persons Office of the Crime Pre-
vention Bureau of the local police ’de-
partment. There they reported to Detec-
tive Kenneth Barrett and Policewoman
Eva Stamps that their daughter, Wanda,
had been missing since 3:30 o’clock the
grevious afternoon, which was a Wednes-
ay.
Wanda, they said, was a happy, healthy
and well-behaved girl, well-developed for
her 15 years. They described her as
standing five feet two inches tall, weigh-

information, and she said she was coming
around immediately. She arrived at*4:40.
A little Arab boy carried two large suit-
cases, and she held onto a large hatbox,
two pairs of shoes and a blanket.

“ “So this is Tangier!” she said angrily.
‘To think | came all the way from New
York to be bitten by bugs in a Moroccan
doss-house. | booked accommodation in a
pension from a travel agency in New
York as | wanted some local color. This
wasn't the kind of color | wanted.” She
bared her arm which showed a mass of
red blotches. ‘I don't care what it costs.
Just give me a room with a bugless bed
and a bathtub.’

“| escorted her to the quarters, accom-
panied by the little Arab. The key was
inserted in the lock but before it could
be turned the door, unlocked, opened.

“A guttural voice from within enquired,
‘Who’s dat.’

“The bedside lamp was turned on by
the owner of the voice and a fat figure,
nude to the waist except for a tight-fit-
ting black skull-cap, was sitting up in
bed. In the bed alongside him, with its
head resting elegantly on a pillow, was
the handsome French poodle.

“UIE hastily withdrew with a bewildered

mm apology, and | raced down the stairs
to consult the hotel register. Yes, room
31 was clearly marked as unoccupied.
Hastily changing the key, | ushered the
client to another room on the floor above.
As the Arab boy and | came back past
room 31, the voice from within was still
inquiring, ‘Who’s dat?’

“When | got to the office | sagged down
on the chair and must have dozed off.
It was daylight when I awoke. Hooded
and veiled women, resembling the Ku-
Klux Klan, were darting through the
building. Men, in even more cumber-
some robes and large yellow slippers,
mooched about. The women removed
their robes in the telephone booth, and
began wielding such mundane things as
brooms and buckets. The men hung up

The Girl In the
Laundry Bag

Continued from page 23

ing 127 pounds, blue eyes and short hair
cut with bangs in front. When last seen
she was wearing a bright yellow T-shirt,
blue jeans, shell-rimmed glasses, and a
diamond-shaped onyx ring of which she
was very proud. The Hughes family lived
at 2319 Lexington Road, a quiet, respect-
able neighborhood in the vicinity of. Cave
Hill cemetery, and the parents impressed
upon police the fact that Wanda never
failed to notify them of her whereabouts
or of any unusual absence from home.
Under my direction both plainclothes
and uniformed local police undertook an
intensive investigation in the neighbor-
hood at first light the following morning.
They turned up some rather interesting

their garments on the nearest nail, and
began attending to the furnace and the
general cleaning.

“It was 8 a.m. at last. Don Fernando
walked in and said ‘Buenos dias, Senor
Jim. Had a quiet night?” 1 thought he
was being sarcastic. But he was quite
serious.

“ “Well, Davison, you can go and have
some sleep now,” Don Fernando continued.
‘I’ll see you again this evening.’

“Too weary, even to answer, | moved
towards the door. As | reached it the
room telephone rang. | hesitated a mo-
ment, in case | was needed, but Don Fer-
nando answered it. The call came from
the room occupied by the two soured
English spinsters.

““Yes, yes, 1'll send up a doctor as soon
as | can. Don’t worry, everything will
be all right,” said Don Fernando uncon-
cernedly and hung up. ‘Damn those two
women. Would you believe it? They
have been coming here for 20 years, and
never once can | remember them going
away without an attack of the white
chickens and pink elephants.’

“It was too much for me.
said goodbye and fled.”

There followed a long, significant pause.

Jim’s story had come to an end. And
so had the bottle of brandy.

Suddenly, | remembered Madame Trix.

“Jim” | said, “Madame Trix spoke to
;ne the other night. She needs a pianist
or ...’

“Stop right there,” he said, getting up
quickly. “If you intend doing another
of your good fairy acts by recommending
me for a cute little job sittin? on a piano
stool in that old girl’s bordello, you may
as well shut up, as | am not interested.
As a matter of fact, 1’'m joining Dolly on
her smuggling ship next week so that |
can get a little rest and quiet. Good-
night.”

Yes, perhaps Don Fernando was right.
One shouldnt try doing good fairy acts
in Tangier. It just doesn’t pay and no
one thanks you for your trouble. .

I hastily

facts. Wanda and a friend, Patricia Wells,
had visited a grocery store in the neigh-
borhood to get some empty cardboard
boxes for a neighbor. As they emerged
from the store, according to Patsy, Ray-
mond ODell, 34, had called to them from
his car which was parked at the curb
near by. “Say, Wanda,” he shouted,
“Marvin wants to know if you will help
him cut some grass this afternoon.” Mar-
vin Richardson, 14, was O'Dell’s stepson.
Frequently the children in the area picked
up extra change cutting grass and doing
odd jobs, and neither Wanda nor Patsy
regarded O'Dell's invitation as unusual.

“Q URE, Il be glad to help Marvin,”
* Wanda had replied. Then, after de
livering the cartons, Wanda had borrowed
Patsy’s bicycle and pedaled off to the
O'Dell home. As she rode into the drive-
way, Darrell Hayes and Edwin Kenney,
who were hunting frogs along the Cave
Hill cemetery wall, saw Wanda leave the
bicycle on the lawn and enter the house
through the screen door. That was the
last time she was seen.

We broadcast an alert for Wanda at



10:06 a.m. on the morning of the in-
vestigation. An immediate check of the
O'Dell home disclosed it to be padlocked
and a neighbor, Maggie Kappesser, re-
ported to police that O’Dell’s stepson,
Marvin, had been visiting his grandmoth-
er’s home in Nelson County for some time
and could not possibly have sent the al-
leged invitation to “help him cut some
grass.”

Our first thought, of course, was to lay
our hands on Raymond O’Dell and in an
effort to do that we contacted the Ken-
tucky State Police in the area of Spar-
row, Kentucky, where we had reason to
believe the family was visiting. A state
trooper reported that ODell had left the
area before he could be apprehended, but
we assumed that the man we wanted was
headed for Louisville, and Jefferson Coun-
ty Sergeant Thomas Bridwell set up a
road block at Floyd’s Fork and Bards-
town Road. Meanwhile, State Trooper
Herman Driscoll, after making an in-
vestigation at Bardstown, reported that
O’Dell’s wife was visiting her parents at
their home on U. S. Highway 62, three
miles east of Chaplin, Kentucky, and
furnished the information that O’Dell was
headed for Louisville in a 1937 Chevrolet
over highway U.S. 31-E.

At 1:15 in the afternoon Raymond
ODell braked his car to a halt in front
of the road block at Floyds Fork and
Bardstown Road; was arrested; and
turned over to Captain Edwin Richard-
son. Upon being ordered out of the car
ODell made a move toward the glove
compartment but was sternly warned to
alight with his hands in the air. Subse-
guent search of the glove compartment
disclosed a loaded revolver and this was
used as the basis for a temporary charge
on which he was held in $25,000 bail.

Under intensive questioning Raymond
O’Dell not only denied any connection
with the disappearance of Wanda Hughes,
but even asserted that he hadnt known
the child. He turned over the keys to his
home to police in order that the premises
might be searched, and | personally di-
rected the search that evening with no
material results whatever. However, we
did find one interesting witness to O’Dell’s
conduct the previous evening: Huie Far-
mer, operator of a combination service
station and grocery store at Floyd’s Fork
and Bardstown Road, remembered that
he had sold ODell six gallons of gasoline
at 9:30 ».m. on the evening of Wanda’s
disappearance. He further reported that
ODell had parked the car in such a pe-
culiar way that the hose from the gasoline
pump barely reached the tank, and that
the man controlling the gasoline couldn’t
see into ODell’s automobile. In the light
of subsequent developments, it seemed
highly probable to us that when he
stopped for gas that evening O'Dell al-
ready had the body of Wanda Hughes on
the floor in the back of his car.

A CHECK with the guards at the Bern-
heim distillery, where O’Dell was em-
ployed, showed that some time between
9:00 and 9:40 ,.m. of the evening of
Wanda’s disappearance, he had telephoned
and announced that he would be unable
to report for work.

By Friday all of the resources of the

local police department and cooperating
units had swung into the search. Ser-
geant James Bibb and Detectives Alvin
King and F. Schroeder made another visit
to the O’Dell home and with neighbors
conducted a thorough search of the area.
Within an hour they found Patsy Wells’
bicycle buried in a creek behind the
O™Dell residence. The Coast Guard, un-
der Chief Petty Officer Claude Albright,
immediately was called in and dragged the
creek but without further results.

Meanwhile, Detectives Finley and Kes-
singer made a minute search of Ray-
mond O’Dell’s automobile. Under the
front seat they found an eight-foot length
of rope in which a long strand of brown
human hair was caught. In the trunk of
the automobile they found a shovel with
fresh earth adhering to the blade. All
three of these exhibits immediately were
sent to the laboratory of the Federal Bu-
reau of Investigation in Washington for
examination. A vacuum cleaner was used
on the floor of O'Dell’s automobile, both
in the front and in back, and samples of
the earth thus salvaged, plus small dolo-
mite pebbles embedded in the rubber pad
on the brake pedal, also were sent to the
Bureau for analysis.

In the meantime, | had worked an old
police trick on O’Dell himself. Under my
intensive questioning he finally admitted
knowing Wanda Hughes, but steadfastly
denied seeing her on the afternoon of her
disappearance. In having O'Dell’s state-
ment typed for his signature, | deliber-
ately omitted his repeated denials that
he had seen the missing girl. As | ex-
pected, he noticed this omission at once
upon reading the statement before sign-
ing, and actually wrote it into the state-
ment himself, longhand, five times.

It was on Saturday that State Trooper
Driscoll called from Chaplin, Kentucky,
that he had new evidence which sent me
and Officer Kincheloe rocketing to Bards-
town as fast as our police cruiser could
make the run. Trooper Driscoll informed
us that four people had reported a fire on
the night of the 30th of August. Among
them were Donnie Morgan and Bobbie
O'Neal, who had stopped to investigate
but were frightened off by the legend that
the area was “haunted.” We proceeded
immediately to the remains of the fire,
which we found only a mile and a quarter
from the place where O’Dell had spent
that night on Highway 62, and from the
ashes we salvaged parts of a pair of blue
overalls, a burlap sack and a raincoat.

These items were immediately added
to the exhibits which we had been sub-
mitting to the Federal Bureau of Inves-
tigation at Washington for analysis and
possible interpretation. We included also
samples of earth taken from around the
O'Dell home; the shoes and clothing worn
by ODell when he was apprehended; a
long strand of hair found in the back seat
of ODell* car and a lock of Wanda’s hair
which we secured from her mother and
which had been preserved since the girl’s
long hair was cut in 1949

By this time | was convinced that
Wanda Hughes had been murdered and
her body buried. | therefore took off in
a light plane to make an air reconnais-
sance of the entire area, hoping to find
some indication of a freshly dug grave.

Observation from the air, however, failed
to yield any clues which seemed worth
investigating. Meanwhile the county po-
lice had prevailed upon O’Dell to submit
to questioning under sodium arnytal,
known as the “truth serum.” That elicited
from him the phrases—which he repeated
several times—“Up the hill to the left,”
and “Slip in laundry bag,” but was un-
successful in getting him to admit any
knowledge of the disappearance of Wanda
Hughes.

AT this point our investigation struck a
serious snag and | introduced into it a
factor which may be considered somewhat
unusual as a police technique. As we
were not able to place a definite charge
against O’Dell, we were forced to release
him. | was so certain, however, that we
would soon have evidence justifying his
rearrest that | assigned Detectives J. N.
Kelly and J. P. Hughes, with Detectives
Conder and Lott relieving, to maintain a
24-hour surveillance on the suspect. At
the same time | called in two other de-
tectives, entirely unconnected with the
case thus far, and gave them these in-
structions:

“You men have, of course, heard of
our investigation into the disappearance
of Wanda Hughes. There would seem
reasonable ground for suspicion that Ray-
mond O’Dell played some part in this
matter. On the other hand, circumstan-
tial evidence can play strange tricks. |
am assigning you to a most unusual duty.
| want you to devote your entire time to
the Hughes case, but | want your efforts
to be directed at trying to prove that
Raymond O’Dell had nothing to do with
the disappearance of Wanda Hughes. All
of the Information available to the de-
partment will be at your disposal, but I
must repeat once more: your job is to
try to establish the innocence of Ray-
mond O’Dell, not his guilt.”

By this time, of course, the disappear-
ance of Wanda Hughes had become a
cause celebre, throughout the State of
Kentucky. | was receiving the usual quo-
ta of crank mail throwing suspicion on
dozens of people, including the child’s
father, and volunteers by the score were
conducting their own investigations. It
was precisely 10 days from the time
Wanda had disappeared that Earldon
Shouse found the body. He had been a
member of one of the search parties dig-
ging along both sides of the private lane
which enters Love Ridge Road. The cit-
izenry of the area were up in arms and
in some instances power shovels had been
employed. Shouse was a level-headed in-
dividual and he posted a guard around the
grave with instructions that nothing was
to be disturbed before he called me at
Louisville, and | rushed to the scene.

The location of Wanda’s grave imme-
diately explained Raymond O™ Dell’s re-
peated references to “Up the hill to the
left” and “Slip in laundry bag.” The
grave actually was up a small hill on the
left side of the private lane leading off
from Love Ridge Road. We were able
later, through Arthur Turner, to identify
as belonging to his laundry—and as sim-
ilar to one delivered to the O’Dell home—

(Continued on page 54)
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a basket-woven laundry bag into which
the body of the girl had been partly
stuffed. When found, the body was badly
decomposed. Wanda was wearing one
shoe, both socks, her T-shirt, part of a
brassiere—and the diamond-shaped onyx
ring which had been her pride in life.

There were at least 2,000 people at the
scene of the grave by the time authorities
could get there, and it was with the
greatest difficulty that we were able to
get Wanda’s remains out and into an
ambulance.

THE body was first removed to Law-
renceburg, and then to the Louisville
General Hospital where a post mortem
examination was conducted by Dr. George
F. Dwyer. He found that Wanda had
been killed by a blow on the side of the
head, but the state of decomposition of
the body was such that no reliable find-
ing could be reached with regard to
whether or not she had been assaulted
prior to being murdered.

Silent, impersonal witnesses from
Washington really were the ones who
convicted Raymond ODell. From the
Federal Bureau of Investigation labora-
tory came a report that a general com-
parison showed that the pale yellow dirt
on O’Dell’s shoes, on the blade of the
shovel, and on the floor of his car, were
similar in characteristics to samples of
soil sent from the area of the grave. This
same agency proved conclusively that
the dolomite and limestone pebbles on
O’Dell’s shoes, shovel, the floor of his car
and under the operating pedals were the
same as samples sent from the area of
the fire where ODell obviously had at-
tempted to destroy evidence which might
have been used against him.

Laboriously, step by step, we prepared
a case against Raymond ODell which ad-
mitted no other verdict than “guilty.”
Using special police car number 91, which
is equipped with instruments for the si-
multaneous measuring of time and dis-
tance, Sergeant Bibb and Officers Alvin
Schen and Kenneth Barrett went over
every material portion of the trial, in-
cluding Wanda’s known movements be-
fore meeting O’Dell and his movements
thereafter. Finally, when we placed Ray-
mond O™Dell on trial for murder, we were
confident not only that we had the right
man but that no jury could fail to recog-
nize the fact.

Emotional tension in the court room
was at an electric, almost unimaginable
peak. When O™ ell received the death
sentence after the first trial the people of
Kentucky felt that justice had been done.
However, ODell’s appeal for a new trial
was granted, and when his sentence, after
this second conviction, was imposed as
life imprisonment, Wanda Hughes’ moth-
er gave way completely to hysteria.
Standing up in the crowded court room
she screamed and threw a bottle at the
prisoner as he was being led away. .

For another true tale of crime,
taken from actual police rec-
ords, see the August issue of
MALE and Phantom ofKentucky.

I mean they have a set of old-time virtues
and ideas. They believe in God and the
Constitution of the United States. Other
laws don’t make much impression on
them, at least on those of the Ozarkians
who still live far from towns and paved
roads.

There used to be plenty of feudists
down there. Not so many these days.
There used to be moonshiners. Well, |
don’t think they have thinned out so
much. A fellow might run across a still
on just about any hill he chose. Of course,
hed likely find some birdshot too, in
painful places . . .

1’d been working about a week at the
census. 1’d covered some knobs 1’d never
seen before, and now 1d come to a
section that | hadnt even heard of.

“Anybody living up on Little Bald
Squaw?” | asked in the general store. The
man behind the counter grinned.

“Sure thing. One family. 1 wouldn’t
suggest you going up there to check,
though.”

“Rough?” | asked.

“You might say so.”

“Well.” 1 told him, “its my job. |
have to go.”
“Where’ll 1 send the flowers?” he

asked. A real humorist. | bought some
tobacco and left for Little Bald Squaw.

Shortly, | found out that he hadnt
been kidding.

I left my car at the end of a dirt road
that petered out to what might have been
a mule track. The day was cold, damp,
and had a promise of rain. Muffling my
trench coat up around my chin, | slogged
up the trail, getting higher and colder all
the time. Finally T struck a part of the
path that went along under an almost-
sheer cliff of limestone, between red gum
trees and shortleaf pine. 1 was walking
over this when | heard a rattle above me.

| looked up to see a rock about the
sizz of a pumpkin come rolling and
bouncing down toward me. | dived for-
ward, and it missed me by a couple of
feet. | wouldnt have thought much about
it—but 10 yards farther, another rock
came down the cliff. This one came closer,
because it didn't hit the slope sp often,
and gave me less warning.

Coincidence? | doubted it. | kept an
eye peeled upward as | followed the trail,
and in a minute saw two more young
boulders coming at me. | dodged behind a
pine. “Hey!” 1 yelled.

A head stuck up over the rim of the
limestone hill. Then two more showed up,
far up and outlined against the gray sky. |
couldnt make out whether they were
kids or grown men. “You cut that out!”
| shouted. Pretty soon another rock came
whizzing down.

I couldn’t let this stop me from doing
my job. | jumped onto the path again

They Loved Me
In the Ozarks

Continued from page 34

%nﬁi ran like hell toward the top of the
ill.

Now a rain of little rocks came down
at me. One hit my hat but didn't do any
damage. These werent being rolled; they
were being thrown at me. | went belting
along, swearing under my breath. |
wondered how many of the almost 150,000
census takers were running into trouble
like this. Not many, | imagined.

I rounded a bend near the top of Little
Bald Squaw. A man was standing in the
center of the path, a long squirrel rifle
aimed dead at my chest. “Stand, you,” he
said. | stopped. | wasnt arguing with a
squirrel rifle. “What do you want here?”
he asked.

“l’'m taking the census—"

“We aint got any. If we did, | wouldn’t
let you take any.”

| tried to explain what a census was. It
took quite a time, not because he was
stupid, but because he wouldn’t listen
very closely. He kept jabbing that rifle
at me and asking me if | worked for the
government. | saw the trap in that. |
talked fast.

“I'm not a revenue agent. | dont give
a damn if you have the biggest still in
Arkansas up here. | work for the gov-
ernment, but I'm only checking on how
many folks live in this part of the.
country.”

“Who says | got a still?” His eyes,
squinted with 60 years of sun and wind,
peered sharply at me. “Somebody down
in that place been talking?” His accent
was heavy, but musical, like all mountain
Feople’s. And his rifle was as efficient-
ooking as a M-I.

“IlOBODY told me anything about

™ you,” | said. “Look, you’re a good
citizen. Do you want to help the govern-
ment find out how many people it has?”

He lowered the rifle, still uncertain.
“Nobody talked about me running a still?
Then whyd you come up here talking
about one?” He jerked the rifle. “Come
and have a little to eat. | purely don't
see Wh?/ you mentioned a still.”

I followed him up the path to a house
made of old clapboards, logs, sheets of
tin and other things. It looked as if it had
grown up like a mushroom, instead of
being built. But the inside was warm
and dry. | took off my trench coat. “I
have to ask you a few questions,” | said.

He waved that aside. | had to eat a bite
first. He introduced me to his daughter,
a thick-set woman of about 40, who
brought in ham and vegetables enough
to feed a platoon. Her husband came In,
and then three boys in their late teens, the
grandsons of the old fellow. | knew dam
well they were the ones who’d been roll-

(Continued on page 56)
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lems which are Involved In all business and

An Expert Gives You His
Simplified Methods

Mr. Thompson, the author of these
books, is not an ordinary teacher of
mathematics. He has had many years'
experience in giving students the kind
of mathematical training they need in
practical work.

He presents each practical method
and problem in the clearest and simplest
way. He gets right down to the kind of
information that you need in your
daily work.

training is quickly recognized today and gladly
paid for. It singles you out from the crowd and
gives you an advantage whether it is a matter
ofajob, a promotion or a contract. Now you can
learn mathematics—the foundation of all techni-
cal work—by an easy, inexpensive and time-sav-
ing method. A very simple and extremely inter-
esting course in book form has been prepared
for you by an expert who has devoted a life-time
men the fundamentals
Every minute you

etc. This volume makes easy the princi-

»*on you have always warned

methods used
ordinar
shoul

pres
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business and Industry that are rarely given Tn
arithmetic books, and which every practical man
now

Above all else this volume shows you how to overcome those
problems ‘that give most every one trouble. Clear explana-

tions with man

practical examples give you speed and
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powers and mots, etc Fundamentais in all computations
In_engineering in both plant and held -and the essen-
tial methods for rapid calculation, such as is needed

In settin

g lathes, etc are made clear and simple
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payment on mortgages, choice of Insurance plans,
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(Continued from page 54)

ing rocks at me, but | didnt say any-
thing. They were big hulks, all with light
fuzzes of beards and eyes like big light-
blue marbles. We all sat down at the
table.

Nobody said anything at first but the
patriarch of the clan. He was called
Grandad Hoey. The three boys were
Bayes, Joe, and Cyril. Grandad Hoey
mentioned 16 times or so that anyone who
said he ran a still was a blank-blank
blanker, and then asked me again what
I was doing there. | tried to explain the
need of a census.

“Il E’'S a goment man,” Cyril said.
*m “Ought to drop him in the well.”

“He’d pizen us,” said Bayes. The three
of them whooped with laughter. Grandad
Hoey reached out his rifle—he ate with it
across his lap—and cracked Bayes a hell
of a wallop on the side of his skull with
the barrel. “Don't insult guests,” he said
mildly.

Bayes started to bawl like a little kid. |
stared at my plate, embarrassed, but no
one else paid any attention to him. “You
go right ahead speaking, Mister Dough-
erty,” said Grandad Hoey.

So | spoke. It took me over an hour to
make the census clear to him, but when
| had, he was all for it. He told me what
| wanted to know about all six of them.
Then | stood up to go. “Here, now,” he
said, “you cant go leaving right off.
You’re the first company weve had in a
month.”

His daughter was clearing the table.
She stopped and looked at me, and she

said the only thing I heard her utter dur-
ing my entire stay on Little Bald Squaw
Mountain.

“First company in nine years,” she
said.

Well, | had a lot of ground to cover,
but | couldnt leave, not after hearing
that. | sat down again. | figured | could
talk for another half hour. Nine years.
My God! Besides, | kind of liked the
old man.

When he started to ask questions he
was a little shy. He didn't want to seem
ignorant of what was going on in the out-
side world, and yet he just had to have
some fresh news about it. 1 wondered if
they didn't hear anything when they
visited the stores down in the village, and
said so.

“We dont talk any more to them
idiots than we have to,” said Joe.

“Roosevelt still President, | guess?”
suggested Grandad Hoey. | thought for
a minute he meant Teddy, ’because they
were really cut off up there, but he knew
about F.D.R. all right, and something of
the war, too. | told him somebody else
was President now.

After politics, somehow we got onto
science, and | told them about the atom
bomb and nylon and television, and gosh
knows how much more. They all sat
around me, one of the boys stoking up
the fire occasionally and the woman away
back in the shadows, and all six of them
listened as if 1'd been a prophet, talking
about heaven.

Some things they liked, and others they
didnt. Bayes kept saying he wanted a
TV set. TV was what Interested them
most. | told them about Milton Berle,

"We're partners.”

and Grandad Hoey rolled in his chair
and laughed till dust fell off the rafters.

Then 1 stood up to go. No, they couldn't
let me. They had to hear more. And I
started to get fidgety, because it was
four o’clock In the afternoon.

“l have to take the census,” | said.

“Later, Mister Dougherty, later. You
tell us about this Berle feller.”

Cyril brought out a jug of moon. Three
swigs of that, and | was talking a mile a
minute. First thing | knew, it was dark
outside. Then we had supper, and | said
I just had to go.

And they wouldn’t let me. And | started
to get scared.

What if they made me stay overnight?
I had a job to do, an important job! I
started firmly toward the door.

Joe was sitting beside it. He tipped his
chair back against the wall and put an
arm across the doorway. “You sit down
and get to talking,” he said coldly. |
looked into his light eyes, level and mur-
derous. | took a seat again. | was getting
hoarse, but | talked.

When they started to %et ready for bed,
| insisted on saying goodbye, and Grandad
Hoey, still treatin% me as if | was a
messenger straight from the White House
to him, insisted that | couldnt find my
way down the hill in this murk. | said |
was sure | could. The boys—the grand-
sons, that is, for Hoey’s son-in-law didn’t
enter into the conversation much, except
to spit now and then and snarl some word
of disbelief—the boys ganged up around
me and said | was arguing with the old
man, and that wasn’t nice of me. | ought
to have better manners. A government
man, and no manners. It was purely
shameful.

I ended up in bed, a bed made of
ancient slats and dry grasses, shared with
Joe. Joe started to snort and gurgle after
a time, and | slid out and collected my
clothes and aimed for the door. On the
steps outside sat Grandad Hoey, his back
to me. Without looking around, he spoke.

“Not much moon tonight. Mister
Dougherty. Mighty little to see out here.”
| started to close the door again. He
chuckled. “An old man doesn’t need much
sleep,” he said.

BLAST him! 1 went back to bed. In the
morning. 1°d be firm, even tough if |
had to. 1'd be in my car before the sun
was an hour up . ..

Well, at breakfast | threatened them
with everything from the revenue officers
to the Marines, and they just smiled at
me. They fed me till my guts hurt, and
they had me tell them about skyscrapers
and improved breeds of cattle, and Lord
knows how much more. If | got sullen,
the three boys got mad. | didn't get
sullen often. They were big, brutal char-
acters. Grandad Hoey talked a lot, too,
very’ casually, about things he’d seen and
done in his 60 years. It was interesting in
spite of my awful situation.

I remember one tale he told, about a
young scalawag who’d done his daughter
wrong. Not the daughter who lived there;
another one, dead these 20 years. Hed
gone down to get the fellow, but hed
given himself up to the sheriff. Grandad

(Continued on page 58)
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Hoey calmly waited by the courthouse
till the sheriff walked out with the culprit
in tow, and then he:d shot him out of the
sheriff’s hands, right on the courthouse
steps.

The jury, probably all relatives of
Hoey. found him innocent. The judge
reprimanded him severely. Grandad Hoey
said. “Why, judge, you know I never kill
a man without just cause!”

I had the feeling that if |1 went and
left Little Bald Squaw without permis-
sion, it’d be just cause for him to blow
my head off. | had a very cold, empty
feeling in my belly. 1 was in a spot.

We talked and ate. and walked around
the hilltop, still talking. | never felt so
uncomfortable for so long a time in my
life. 1 kept watching for opportunities to
leave. They never showed up. Dusk settled
down, and it started to rain. The woman
lit the old lamps. Grandad Hoey asked
me about England. | said |I'd never been
there. “That's all right, Mister Dougherty.
You just tell us about it anyway.”

MY GOD ! | thought, this could go on
for weeks! | had to get away tonight.
| felt like a prisoner on Devil’s Island.
Except that there, | wouldnt be forced
to talk all the time.

When we went to bed, | started to fake
a snore. Joe joined in after while, and then
the others. 1'd kept an eye on the door,
and nobody had gone out. Just let me
make it to the yard, and | felt | could slip
off that mountain and be done with this
crazy family. So after a long, dismal hour,
| eased out of bed and dressed in the
blackness, and started for the door.

“Hey! yelled somebody, as | collided
with a table. | swore. Bayes! | abandoned
a try at silence, and lunged for the place
| thought the door ought to be. It wasn’t

years, there have been 64 unsolved, gang
murders in the area, 25 of them since
1940, in hoodlum warfare for control of
vice, gambling, and bootlegging. In six
months of open conflict between gunmen
under the notorious S. Glenn Young and
the Shelton gang several years back, the
Williamson County coroner filed verdict
of 153 cases of death from unknown
causes by “person or persons unknown.”
In southern lllinois they argue with live
ammunition, and the desolate, swampy
Okaw Bottoms between Herrin (scene of
the shocking “Herrin massacre” of the
'20%) and East St. Loo has been the
Potter’s Field for many a mangled, shot-
to-pieces body.

| took a train down to Granite City,
grabbed a bus into East St. Louis, and

there. | swung wildly around and banged
into something that was big and hard and
smelled of sour mash. Cyril . . .

He shouted, “Who’s that?” and im-
mediately hit me. | might have been any-
one from Joe to the old man himself, but
Cyril didn’t care. He let me have a fist in
the ribs that all but cracked them. | shot
back as if 1'd been socked with a two-by-
four, fell over a chair and rolled against
the wall. | scrambled up and went for the
door again.

"He’s getting away!” roared Bayes in
the darkness. “Light up, or he’ll get away
from us!”

I knew they’d rather break my legs
than lose me and never hear any more
about Milton Berle. Panicked, | suddenly
felt the hinge of the door. | grabbed the
latch, tried to shove out, then remembered
it opened in and yanked it frantically
toward me.

A man bumped into me again, but be-
fore he could grab me | was through the
door. It was pouring rain. | leaped off the
steps into the night . . . and into an inch
of slippery, oozing muck, | landed on my
tailbone, a howl of quick pain jolting
out of me.

In the house, a lamp was turned up,
letting a stream of yellow rays out the
open door. | was on hands and toes now,
trying to stand in the damned mire. |
made it, ran maybe a dozen yards, flopped
again. | was confused by the rain, the
dark and my own fright. 1 found myself
over by the pigsty, at right angles to the
path | wanted to take away from the
house. The boys were out now, hunting
for me. Then | heard the old man call
from the doonvay.

“Dont lose him, lads! You'll never
hear such a wonderful liar again!” Some-
one shot a rifle then; God knows at what.
“I’d dearly hate to lose that liar!” roared
Grandad Hoey.

Roughhouse on
the River

Continued from page 16

checked in at the Broadview Hotel, a
first-class inn that stands out in the grimy
burg (population 82,000) like the Taj
Mahal would on Chicago's West Madison
Street. Then | phoned a friend of mine
who worked on a St. Louis newspaper
and who | thought would knowl all the
angles. He did. “Pick you up at nine,”
he said, “and we’ll drive around. Hope
you have a strong stomach. ”

East St. Louis, the capital of the south-
ern Illinois badlands, runs with the lid
off 24 hours a day, seven days a week.
Heavily industrialized, with odorous pack-
ing houses crowding stark old factories
and breweries and with most of the pop-
ulation living in ramshackle frame and
brick slums, East St. Louis makes St.
Louis, across the Mississippi in Missouri,

Liar! He thought all my stories of the
world outside were made up—the blamed
old coot! It made me just mad enough to
be ﬂood and damn sure 1’d not be caught
by his thugs of grandchildren. | aimed for
the path, made it, and started running,
sliding, and wobbling downhill.

Someone was coming behind me. | could
hear the slap and suck of their bare feet
in the mud. | tossed caution to the rain,
and ran for dear life. A rifle banged
again—but this time it was aimed in my
direction. “Here he is, Cyril!” Blam!

THERE was barely enough light to see
the trail. Twice | skidded and fell, the
second time smashing my face into a
tree and tearing off two inches of skin. |
was lucky the bark didn't take my eye
out. | got up and ran on. Better to break
my neck on the mountain than be toted
back to the genial, homicidal hospitality
of the Hoeys.

They were behind me all the way, but |
made It to my car without being caught.
It took what seemed an hour to get the
key into the lock. I slid in. slammed the
door, pushed the lock button down, and
switched on the ignition. With a prayer |
went through the dear old familiar civil-
ized motions, and the car coughed and
started. | got out . . . fast!

When | had covered a half mile, | felt
in the pockets of the torn, mucked-up
trench coat. The precious records of the
census were safe. All I'd lost was some
skin, some time, and t|?Ienty of dignity. |
could have laughed about the whole ad-
venture then, except that |'d come mighty
close to having my brains blown out. And
also there was the fact that, after all my
careful instruction of the Hoeys concern-
ing the state of the nation, they’d figured
me for nothing but a colossal, if fasci-
nating, liar!

That still annoys hell out of me!

look like a garden spot by comparison.
St. Louis cab drivers run a regular shut-
tle service from downtown hotels across
the Eads Bridge to the strip-tease joints,
tourist court brothels, gambling houses
and dope dens of St. Clair and Madison
counties, Illinois, and any male out for a
walk by himself in downtown St. Louis is
likely to have a taxi slide up and the
driver call cut: “Want some fun, Mac?
Stag show? Woman? Crap game? Any-
thing you want across the river. Take you
there in 10 minutes.”

ALL this | knew. And what | didn't know
| found out as soon as my friend from
the St. Louis paper picked me up in his
Buick at nine o'clock that night.
“Might as well start with the dames,”
he said. “Town’ crawling with 'em.” As
we drove up Missouri Avenue, past an
abandoned school with all its windows
broken, he explained: “The pitch down
here is to pick ’em up in a tavern, or a
juke joint If you like ’em young, and let
them take it from there. If you look like
a live one, they'll suggest a tourist camp
where the management is broadminded,
and mention a price. Commercial as hell,
these babes. No build-up needed, but it’s

(Continued on page 60)
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bers well IN ADVANCE. You
take only those
you like; no
more than four
a year if you

wish. If you don’t want a
book, simply tell the Club. It
will not be sent. You pay post-
man nothing; bills are due only
after you examine your selec-
tions.

These latest novels cost
$2.50 to $3.00 in the publish-
ers’ editions. But members pay
only ONE DOLLAR each
(plus a few cents shipping)
for their handsome, hard-
bound large sized library vol-
umes! Best of all, if you join
NOW, you get SEVEN new
books for ONE DOLLAR as
an enrollment premium! Don't
miss this opportunity. Send
the coupon today.

Get all SEVEN—Mail this coupon NOW!

THE DOLLAR MYSTERY GUILD
Dept. CMG-8, Garden City, N. Y.

Please enroll me in the Dollar Mystery Guild and rush me these new
hooks. Later, I'll send only $1.00 (plus a few cents postage) for
the entire package.
OLLMENT BONUS—7 FULL-SIZED BOOKS for $1.00
THE GOLDEN SPIDERS <« UNINVITED GUEST =
THE SCHIRMER INHERITANCE <« STAND UP AND DIE -
THE VELVET HAND <« THE SCARLET LETTERS =«
SPINSTERS IN JEOPARDY
New Hook bargains will lie described to me each month in the
Hub's advance bulletin, "Mystery Guild Clues.” The purchase of
additional selections at only $1.00 each (plus a few cents for ship-
Eini) is entirely voluntary on my part. Whenever | don't want a
ook | will notify you, and it won't be sent. |1 need take only four
selections a year—and | may resign any time after accepting four
selections. NO-RISK GUARANTEE: If not delighted, | can return
books in 7 days and membership will be cancelled.

(PLEASE PRINT)
Street and No...........

City Zone State
(Same offer in Canada; Address Dollar Mystery Guild (Canada), 105
Horn! St., Toronto 2, Ont. Good only in 'U.S.A. and Canada)
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risky. Last week a lawyer attending a
convention in St. Loo picked up a beauti-
ful redhead in the Jefferson Hotel bar.
They got real chummy after half a dozen
drinks, and she let him drive her to a
tourist court over on this side. While he
was taking a shower she grabbed his wal-
let and took off in his car. Fortunately,
the chump had a friend who worked on
my paper and went to him instead of to
the cops. My friend took the guy to a
tavern in East St. Louis, and sure enough,
there was the car and the beautiful red-
head. He was glad to get his car and
his wallet back, so he let her keep the
money.”

pulled up at a soot-stained tavern.
The joint didn’t look like much from
the outside, but inside it was really jump-
ing. Three-quarters of the patrons were
women, and we hadn’t done more than el-
bow up to the mahogany and mention a
couple of beers before two fairly attractive
brunette specimens, about 30 years old
and straining their sweaters, had suggested
that we buy them something to drink and
retire to a booth in the back “where it’s
dark and we can talk.” But when they
found out that we had a car, they quit
fooling around and came to the point.
There was a motel out on Route 3, they
said, where we could get a double room,
a marijuana cigarette apiece, and a quart
of whiskey, all for $20. Add a lousy $15
apiece for their “time,” and for only $50
m-$25 each—we would buy ourselves one
hell of a ball.

This was what we had come for, so we
took it. We tooled out St. Clair Avenue
towards the open country with these two
hookers, who snuggled up to us and kept
up a line of sexy patter. This was vice.
East St. Louis style—good-looking girls,
fast service, reasonable rates; no sleazy
brothel, no bogus build-up. They directed
us to the motel, a new ranch-type struc-
ture about a quarter of a mile down the
highway from what my friend said was
one of St. Clair County’s leading night
clubs—and apparently under the same
management.

There was a bus stop in front of the
motel, so we broke the bad news to the
girls. We told them that we were jour-
nalists, not conventioneering good-time
Johns, and that the State Police would
have the name of the motel by the next
day and theirs, too, if they didn't beat it.
What they called us would have shocked
even Dr. Kinsey.

“We're not through with this prostitu-
tion riff,” my friend said as we drove off.
“What you've seen is just one kind.
We’ve got plenty more.”

We raced back into town, and followed
the railroad tracks into a slum section—
decaying, unpainted houses, corner lots
full of tin cans and rusty bedsprings,
stockyards smell, store-front churches,
dreary-looking taverns and pool rooms.
On the other side of this neighborhood,
almost within sight of the river, there was
a place where the street went under a
series of railroad trestles.

There were no street lights and the
smoke from burning garbage dumps made
the smog so thick you could cut it with

a knife. The only illumination came from
the oil lamps and occasional naked light
bulbs in the windows of the one and two-
story shacks, but you could see shadowy
figures moving about the sidewalks and
alleys, and there wmuld be an occasional
flash of light as a door opened to let a
man enter one of the mean cribs.

“The Valley,” my friend said as we
drove slowly through. “Red-light district.
Not what 1t used to be. They used to
turn tricks for a quarter in old piano
crates out by the dumps.” He stepped on
the gas. “Let’s get out of here.” We got.
“The Valley” was as sordid and depress-
ing a “line” as | had ever seen.

“Something a little better coming up,”
my friend said. “Our specialty down
here.”

He turned up-river and soon we came
to a big parking lot that sloped down the
levee to the river's edge. It was filled
with huge trailer-trucks, 40 or 50 of
them, and we could hear the sound of
music, laughter and feminine voices.

“This is a stop-over for these big rigs
on the way west,” my friend explained.
“The drivers drop off Route 66 and spend
the weekend here. Well, some of them
pick up these farm girls, sleep with them
in the trailer, and then bring ’em down
here for the weekend. They rent the girls
out to other truck drivers who are stop-
ping over, or to anybody else who happens
along. Then on Monday morning they
pull out and leave the girls stranded here.
I guess most of them dont mind. They
end up soliciting in the taverns, like the
ones we picked up, or get jobs as B-girls
and waitresses in the strip-tease joints.
And that reminds me,” he said, “we’ve
got to hit a couple of these dives before
we call it a night.”

We hit more than a couple. They were
all the same—strip-tease, “exotic” danc-
ing, smutty comedy. We dropped in on a
couple of gambling casinos too, and most
any kind of action was available. There
weren't many slots, but outside of that
this far corner of southern lllinois had
everything that Nevada has.

We had nightcaps with a couple of ex-
otic dancers at the bar of one f'oint, and
as dawn was breaking we pulled up at
the Broadview. “How about tomorrow
night?” my friend said. “We're just get-
ting started. The stuff goes all the way
down the river to Cairo.”

“Thanks, but no, thanks," I said. “Chi-
cago | can take, but East St. Louis is too
much.”

The next day | called on my friend Jim
Connors of the St. Louis Crime Commis-
sion and got a fill-in on East St. Louis
and southern Illinois. It wasn't a pretty
picture. Connors quoted the Kefauver
Committee, which reported: “There can
be little doubt in the minds of the com-
mittee that wide-open conditions flourish
in Madison and St. Clair counties because
of protection and pay-offs.”

Two Madison County newspapers, the
Collinsville Herald and the Troy Tribune.
had recently put up a big beef about gam-
bling and prostitution, and the result had
been a few token raids. Gamblers are
rarely arrested and fined in southern I1I-
linois, but a man who was convicted of
feeding uncooked garbage to hogs was
fined $50! The newspapers charged that

two candidates for sheriff had spent $50,-
000 each to get elected to a $4,000 a year
Job.

The Kefauver Committee sweated the
East St. Louis Commissioner of Public
Safety, who made the incredible state-
ment that he didnt know that two of the
biggest bookie operations in the country
had their headquarters in East St. Louis
and that his city was the center of “lay-
off” betting for the entire United States.
The Commissioner also blandly stated
that he thought “it was all right to bet
any place if they wanted to make a bet.”

The sheriff of St. Clair County ex-
pressed an equal ignorance, stating that
he knew nothing at all about the big
bookmaking operations, while the sheriff
of Madison County announced that he
never interfered with gambling, since the
mayors and police chiefs in his county
didnt seem to object to it. The police
chief of Fairmount City, Illinois, an
ex-coal miner, sported a new Cadillac
convertible and a $1,200 diamond ring
shortly after assuming office.

The rackets in southern Illinois are un-
der the control of two brothers, one of
whom got his start as a member of the
old Shelton gang which terrorized south-
ern Illinois from headquarters in East St.
Louis for many years and did time in
Alcatraz. Now he lives in a $100,000
home and gives out $20 tips. The two
own pieces of a lot of strip-tease and
gambling joints, are tied in with the
Chicago Capone powerhouse and have a
lot of political clout in the southern II-
linois area. They’re also tied in with no-
torious gangs across the river in St. Louis
—the Hogan Gang, Egans Rats, the
Green Dagoes and the Pillow Gang. This
latter outfit got its name when its leader
was shot in the buttocks and thereafter
carried a pillow with him to use when-
ever he sat down.

ARCOTICS, the meanest hustle in the

world, gets a big play in southern Il-
linois. The stuff comes up the river from
New Orleans, and in The Valley it’s as
easy to get as candy. Many strip-tease
joints and gambling casinos also dispense
heroin, or “horse,” the going price being
about $5 a jolt. The customer buys the
stuff from the men’s room attendant, goes
into a toilet booth and mainlines it Into
the vein. The Sheltons never pulled a big
job without being hopped up. and their
present-day counterparts have kept up
the custom.

Next to prostitution, gambling is the
biggest underworld business down on the
levee. The big bookies “lay off” in East
St. Louis, and before the recent tempo-
rary “heat” one establishment in East St.
Louis was handling $20,000,000 a year in
bets. The net profit from this “handle” is
a cool $750,000 a year. No wonder south-
ern Ilinois politicians and public officials
are so blind to gambling. The Kefauver
heat caused only a temporary let-up in
gambling and vice operations in Madison
and St. Clair counties. By 1953 the lid
was off. and it’s still off today.

Southern Illinois is one of the last
strongholds of the “line,” as the commer-
cialized vice district used to be called.

(Continued on page 62)
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In the smaller towns and cities along the
river, particularly, the old brothel system
survives with political protection. The.
State's Attorney for Pulaski County, com-
menting on vice conditions in Cairo, Il-
linois, told this story: The Cairo Baptists
wanted to build a new church on 13th
Street in that town. This street was in
the heart of the red-light district. The
city officials held a meeting and then told
the Baptists they would have to build
somewhere else, as the “girls” had a prior
right to the street and could not be dis-
turbed!

The newspapers keep after corrupt offi-
cials. but their pleas fall on deaf ears.
Paul Simon, editor of the Troy Tribune,
asked the Grand Jury to indict the sheriff
of Madison County for “palpable omis-
sion of duty,” and demanded that the Bar
Association take action against the state’s
attorney. A state’s attorney was seen
watching a dice game in a well-known
strip-tease and gambling joint. One sher-
iff of Madison County openly admits
having banked a quarter of a million dol-
lars during his term of office. His salary
was $4,000 a year. The best the reform
has been able to do is to get a system of
periodic fining of gambling joints, a sys-
tem which operates like licensing and
which is estimated to bring $100,000 a
year into Madison County coffers. With
the opening of a new $2,000,000 race
track at Cahokia Downs in 1954, the
gambling situation in southern Illinais,
about as bad as it can get, will probably
get worse.

Meanwhile, the gang guns are still
banging away, just as they have been for
L years. A strip-tease joint was -shot up
while | was in East St. Louis. Shortly
before that the body of John “Buddy”
Lugar was found on a lonely road near
Madison, Illinois. On the day | got in
town a tavern proprietor, who was also
a prominent politician, pulled out a gun
and shot and killed a customer, for no
apparent reason. Nothing happened to
him. It was “self-defense.” Gun-play
and violence are so common down along
the levee that nobody pays much atten-
tion unless the shots are directed his way.
And while police were “investigating” the
Lugar killing, a reporter found a 55-gal-
lon still operating only a block from the
Eede_ra'il Building in downtown East St

ouis!

GIRLS, gun-play, gangsters, gambling—
they've got 'em all down there on the
levee. Instead of banjos and “Old Man
River,” theyve got jazz combos beating
it out all night while the strippers strip,
the ivories click merrily in the back room
and the men’s room attendant fixes some-
body with a jolt of heroin that will keep
him flying until daw.

I didnt collect the hat from my FBI
friend in Chicago. But | got out of south-
ern lllinois with my head—which is about
par for the course. .

For an inside look at goings-
on in “The City That Shocked
New England,” don’t miss
the September issue of STAC.

my hand and remembered the one that al-
most had my life.

I Was hunting ‘gators for skins then,
and living the only kind of life, except for
a stretch in the Army, that Ive ever
known. | grew up. in Daytona, but 1d
hunted all over the Florida wilderness be-
fore | was old enough to get out of school.

Since | was eight 1°’d been making
money out of hunting. I'd started by
catching rattlesnakes and peddling them
live to reptile farms.

On the night I went back of Deland
onto Frying Pan Lake, | had long since
graduated to more profitable game, and |
could “cut a chin” as fine as anybody.
When you only get paid for ‘gator skins
to the even foot, it doesn’t take long to
learn to start your first cut as close to
the edge of the mouth as you can get.

I WAS in a light skiff, just large enough
m to hold a nine-foot ‘gator and small
enough to get into every' place | wanted
to investigate. | had the usual equipment
with me for night hunting—a hand axe. a
headlight and a gaffing pole.

I Would drift along close to shore and
train the light on the shallows. When you
spot a ‘gator at night, you don't really see
him at all. You just see two bright red
coals glinting at you from the surface of
the water. Those are the stop lights for a
night ‘gator hunter. When he sees them,
he should be sure of getting a skin. The
bright beam of the light seems to hyp-
notize a ’gator, and he floats motionless
in the water as long as you pin him on it.

You glide the boat in, lean over the side
and chop into the vulnerable spot on the
flat top of his head with the blade of a
short hand axe. Then you hook him with
the gaff before he sinks, and haul him in.

I had two small, six-foot 'gators in the
boat when | decided to give it up as a
bad night and head back across the lake.
But | wouldn’t exactly have called it a
bad night. In my book, any night’s a good
one when | can take off by myself and
challenge the Everglades. There's some-
thing about the Florida swamps at night
and the things waiting in them that give
a guy a hopped-up feeling inside.

It’s a happy, great-to-be-alive feeling to
me, the confidence of being able to answer
any question the swamp puts to you. If
you’re not at home there. | guess it can
be a horror.

So | was feeling good and cocky coming
back, even though the six-footers 1°d
caught wouldn’t bring more than 15 bucks
altogether. Skins were going at a buck
twenty-five a foot then.

I was idly scanning the water with the
headlight when | saw him.

It surprised me 1°d find one that far
from shore. All I could see was his eyes,
glowing fiery red as | pinned the beam

Crush Him
To Your Belly

Continued from page 33

on him and kept it there. | couldn't tell
a thing about his size, but they’re damn
few and far between that you can’t put
out of commission with an axe.

The minute | chopped him, though, I
could tell. He was a big one. There was
a solid chunk as the blade dug into the
soft spot on top of his head just back of
the eyes. And | could feel the impact all
the way up my arm to the shoulder, the
way a baseball feels when you hit it right
on the nose.

I chopped him again to make sure and
almost lost him before | could get the
gaff into him. | managed to drag him
over the side. He nearly filled up the
boat. Already counting the money for
his skin, | figured him for an eight-
footer at least.

| played the light over him and saw
the blood oozing freely from the two
deep gashes where I'd slammed him with
the axe. Now | knew the hunt was really
over. This was enough of a catch for any
trip, and | relaxed, satisfied. As | reached
back to spin the outboard motor into
action, the eerie surroundings hit me full
force. | had been too alert on spotting
‘gators to think about it before. My head-
light was still on, and it pushed a narrow
pencil of brilliance through the moonless
night. A faint rustle of the trees came
floating over the water, and the gentle
slap of the small ripples of the lake
made the only other sound.

| shrugged off the shivery feeling that
came over me then. But | realize now
that some sixth sense was trying to warn
me of what was to happen.

The motor kicked over with a roar that
shattered the stillness of the lake. Perhaps
it was an accident that | happened to
prop my foot against the eight-footer’s
hide as | steered for home, but as it
turned out that’s actually what saved me.

I must have been in the dead center of
the lake when he moved4 At first | though:
it was the weight of his body shifting
with the movement of the boat. Then
my foot told me different. It felt the first
twitch of the massive tail and gave me a
split-second chance to grab for the axe.

HE rest is just a blurred memory of

movement, with flashes that stand out
in sharp focus. The small boat seemed to
explode under the blows of his thrashing
tail, and | fell forward and across him as
the sides were torn loose and the water
rushed in. In the instant before the head-
light disappeared below the surface, |
saw’ his jaw's snap together, biting at the
air in frenzy, and his yellow teeth looked
liked a row of knives to me.

I slammed at his head as we went
down. What damage it did then | don't

(Continued on page 64 >
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Howthe Whole Family

Learned the Secret of His Pep

If You're Over35—

Ask yourself these five vital questions:
1. Do you eat white bread?

2. Do you eat standard brands of ready-to-
eat cereals?

3. Do you eat regular white sugar?

Do you drink coffee, tea, carbonated bev-
erages or beer?

5. Do you eat white rice?

/1 You Tire Eusily—

If you answer yes, then remember that such foods are so refined that they no
longer serve as potent energy builders. In most cases their original health-
giving elements have been fed to pigs, cattle, and poultry, and you eat the
part that would make them sick, tired, under-nourished and anemic.

Wake up! Why deprive yourself of such health factors! You are entitled to sound health—
and certainly more nourishing food than farmers feed their cattle. From now on, concentrate
on the “lost elements” of the food you eat. They are within easy reach.

VIGOR-TONE with B12

Contains Everything You Need

to help keep you feeling fit—to restore youthful energies—and to add new zest to life itself.

VIGOR-TONE contains Vitamin B1 (Thiamin Chloride)— more than the equivalent of
2 Ibs. bacon or 60 slices whole wheat bread; plus Vitamin B2 (Riboflavin)—more than
contained in 4% Ibs. roast beef or 1% qts. whole milk; plus Vitamin B12— more than
contained in 2 oz. cooked round steak; plus calcium pantothenate— as much as is contained
in 2 Ibs. of ham or 1 Ib. cauliflower; plus Vitamin B6 (Pyridoxine hydrochloride)—as much
as is contained in 2 Ibs. veal chops or V2 Ib. fresh peas.

EACH PACKAGE OF VIGOR-TONE CONTAINS ALSO:

Niacinamide—the lack of which may cause nervousness, insomnia, dizzi-
ness, headaches, diarrhea, indigestion; Iron and Liver Fraction—the lack of
which may cause anemia and exhaustion, together with Iron, Cobalt, Man-
ganese and Copper, all of which minerals should be present in your body
structure in sufficient quantities to build up and create a happy feeling
of well-being.

TAKE THIS SHORT CUT TO VIGOROUS HEALTH

You can start ?etting a fresh supply of F;])ep within a few days. What a m]
difference it will make to your life! Stop chronic weariness, listlessness and

the frustration that goes with physical exhaustion. Begin taking VIGOR-
TONE. Order a liberal supply today. As an introductory price it’s now
available for only $2.98, for a limited time only. SATISFACTION
GUARANTEED OR MONEY REFUNDED.

AMERICAN VITAMIN CLUB., INCuimornt mt: e oo

guarantee.
| enclose $2.98

WHY YOU MEED

VIGOR-TONE

1 1 Horses get the Bran

ml Cattle, pigs and
iL poultry getthe Germ

YOU get the Starch

VIGOR-TONE CONTAINS

Iron and Ammonium Citrates U.S.P. .600 mg.
Liver Fraction 2..............
Vitamin Bl (Thiamin Chloride)-

Vitamin B2 (Ribo i
Vitamin Bl2.....
Niacinamide ...
Calcium Pantothenate..
Pyridoxine Hydrochlori
Folic Acid........c........

Choline Dihydrogen Citrate
di methionine ...
Cobalt Sulfate.....
Manganese Citrate Soluble..
Copper Sulfate

American Vitamin Club, Inc.
P.O. Box 36, ElImont, N. Y.

Please send me a bottle of VIGOR-TONE with energizing vitamins,
at your introductory special

offer of $2.98, with money-back

Q Send C.O0.D. (I'll pay C.O.D. fee).
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Afflicted With Getting Up Nights,
Pains in Back, Hips, Legs,
Nervousness. Tiredness.

Il you are a victim ot the above symp-
toms, the trouble may be due to Gland-
ular Inflammation. A constitutional Dis-
ease for which it is futile for sufferers to
try to treat themselves at home. Medicines
that give temporary relief will not re-
move the cause of your trouble

To men ot middle age or past this type
of inflammation occurs frequently. It is
accompanied by loss of physical vigor,
graying of hair, forgetfulness and often
increase in Welght Neglect of such in-
flammation causes men to grow old be-
fore their time — premature senility and
possibly incurable conditions

Most men, it treatment is taken before
malignancy has developed, can be suc-
cessfull?/ NON-SURGICALLY treated for
Glandular Inflammation. If the condition
is aggravated by lack of treatment, surg-
ery may be the only chance.

NON-SURG6/CAL TREATMENTS

Tne NON-SURGICAL treatments af-
forded at the Excelsior Institute are the
result of 20 years research by scientific
Technologists and Competent Doctors

The War brought many new techniques
and drugs. These added to the research
already accomplished has produced a new
type of treatment that is proving of great
benefit to man as he advances in years

The Excelsior Institute is devoted ex-
clusively to the treatment of diseases of
men of advancing years. Men from all
walks of life and trom over
1.000 cities and towns have
been successfully treated.

They found soothing and
comforting relief and a new
zest in life

LOW COST EXAMINATION

On your arrival here our
Doctors make a complete ex-
amination. You then decide if
you will take the treatments
needed. They are so mild
they do not require hospitali-
zation. A considerable saving
In expense.

W rite Today for Our
The Excelsior Insti-
tute has published a
New FREE Book that
deals only with dis-
eases peculiar to men.
Gives factual knowl-
edge that could prove
of utmost importance
to you. There is no
obligation. Address

EXCELSIOR INSTITUTE
Dept. 9066
Excelsior Springs, Mo.

Gentlemen. Kindly send at once your New

FREE BOOK. | am_ _years old
NAME-
ADDRESS-

TOWN

STATE.

@Continued from page 62)

know. The force of the blow shook loose
my grip on the handle and the axe was
gone.

The water engulfed me and | was faced
with the battle of my life, unarmed,
against the king of the swamps. And he
was in his element.

A ‘gator on dry land is relatively easy
to handle because his short legs are no
match for man’s agility. He rarely opens
his jaws at a hunter unless cornered
against a fallen log. But in the water his
power is unsurpassed. His tail has some-
thing to push against. Even then, when
all the advantage is with him, there’s only
one time when he’ll attack. That one time
is when he is hurt.

This one was crazed with pain. | bobbed
up and gulped, for air, but the placid sur-
face of the lake was churned into a foam
by the flip-flop of the 'gator’s body, and |
strangled on a mouthful of water. The
whip-like motions of his tail found me
and drove me beneath the surface again
with a sledge hammer blow, leaving my
right shoulder numb and lifeless.

I did the only thing | could do. |
grabbed for his whirling body. | felt
powerless to get safely away in the water,
and | had to know where those snapping
Laws were. My hands found him and

eld on. | wrapped my legs around his
body and ducked my head along the
side of his neck. The talons of his fore-
paws scraped furiously at my chest. We
were belly to belly and the pressure of
my sustained breath began to pound in my
ears.

I slid my arm along his back, hoping
to reach his snout and press it closed
against his underjaw. My hand touched
the top of his head. It was as soft as an
overripe orange where 1°d gashed him
with the axe. | clawed my fingers into

"You

should've seen the one that got away!

that mushy mass and it felt like my whole
hand was digging into his brain.

My lungs filled my chest with one sear-
ing pain, crying for air, and | knew |
couldn’t hold on another second. Then
I was drifting limply through the depths.

| thought, “This is what it’s like, Walsh,
when you’re dead, dead, dead. Drowned
and gone. Down the drain. They’ll float
bread on the water and fire guns over
the lake to bring your body back again.”

It took me that long to realize the
‘gator was lifeless and away from me,
and that 1d instinctively been fighting
my way to the surface. The sweet night
air rushed into my lungs and made me
forget the ache in every one of my bones.
It seemed three miles to shore instead of
300 yards, but | coasted in on the joy of
being alive. An hour later, waiting for
dawn to light my way into Deland, my
only problem was where | could get a
dry cigarette.

I was still smiling at the memory of
how | cussed because | didn’t have a
smoke. Then Zeke came running into the
‘gator pen. | became conscious again of
the hubbub on the other side of the fence.
The crowd had doubled.

ZEKE was panting hard. “My God,
Bill,” he said. “You like for that
‘gator to gnaw on your hand. What you
grinning about?”

“Just get the knife, Zeke.”

“Where you want me to stick him?”

“Dont stick him anywhere,” | said.
“Slip it sideways into his mouth, then
turn the blade up.”

When the sharp edge touched the ten-
der skin of his upper mouth, the ’gator’s
jaws popped open like a jack-in-the-box.

My hand looked like it was in shreds,
but they always-look worse than they are.
The doc took 16 stitches, and I'm stlll
using it.

Heavy set,

big blue eyes, brown wavy hair . . ."
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M onroe story
by Joe Franklin and Laurie Palmer
39
GORGEOUS — INTIMATE
W O W ! PHOTOS

Reveals the heart and soul of the
girl who surely is America’s sweet-
heart and heart throb. Her struggles
for success, her studied endeavors
to achieve happiness are told in a
simple, frank, always warm manner.
The book takes you from her early
childhood until her appearance in
the movie “How To Marry A Mil-
lionaire.” As you read, you’ll laugh
and sigh with the pretty, plucky girl
who cracked the hard shell of Holly-
wood to become a box office star.
The authors take you before the
cameras where she posed for her
famous calendar portrait and behind
the scenes of 20th-Century-Fox.
The manners and names of film
society are bared to the public and
as an added attraction, the lives of
the eight sexiest women in movie his-
tory are paraded before your eyes.
Tells you all you want to know.

The INTIMATE Inside Story
of Hollywood's
HOTTEST GLAMOUR GIRL
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THE PICTURES ALONE
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| 23 Ferry St, N. Y. C. J
|
|

| Send me MARILYN MONROE STORY.
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strip and turns into the wind. As the en-
gines are accelerated the magnesium sur-
facing on the wing edges begins to ripple
like the disturbed surface of a pond.

At 6:30 the Gargantua begins to move.
You have been warned to get a firm
grasp; the ship will pitch you to the rear
as the brakes are released and the craft
crashes down the runway. But it moves
off with no sudden jolt. A startled jack-
rabbit scampers crazily from under the
wing tip. m

It is the flight engineer’s plane until we
reach the refusal speed—the speed at
which it cannot be stopped safely without
take-off. The refusal speed has been cal-
culated on the basis of total weight and
engine power. It is 132 miles an hour.
The motors rumble, but them is no pierc-
ing roar.

The ship is rolling gently, increasing
speed. It seems it cannot have reached
mid-point on the 8.500-foot strip when
the air commander “pours the coal” to
the engines. The jets have been at 100
per cent from the start of the roll. Now
they’re screaming. -1t’s a fantastic sen-
sation.

The nose pitches upward to’an angle of
20 degrees. The rest of the cigar-shaped
craft follows, and it is air-borne.

The B-36 does not level off until it is
at 25,000 feet, the altitude it is to main-
tain throughout the mission. It requires
only 23 minutes to attain that height,
climbing more than 1,000 feet a minute.

After the level-off the scanners relay
the information the engines are “proper”
—no oil leaks visible. Steiner flashes the
“clear to smoke.” For the first time since
your arrival, the crew seems to relax.

The jets are turned off at 25,000 feet
and are not to be used again throughout
the 15-hour flight. The engine noise is a
drone now. Conversation is difficult, but
the bulk of the mechanical noise is be-
hind you. The giant blades seem to be
moving at half-speed; the huge ship cuts
gracefully through space with little effort.

Paradoxically, inside the mammoth air-
craft there is little room for personnel.
The front and rear compartments are
jammed tight with intricate equipment.
To travel between the tail and nose, one
must lie on a small railed cart and slide
through an 80-foot tunnel which parallels
the center bomb bay section.’

From the position at the left-forward
gun blister, one can look over the radio
operators’ positions across the ship to the
corresponding blister. Forward are two
levels. On the flight deck above, with
their backs to you, are the airplane com-
mander—on the left—and the pilot, a
captain, seated at the right. Facing the
rear, before "a maze of controls, are the
flight engineer, a first lieutenant, and his
aide, a technical sergeant.

In the nose on the deck below is the

We "Dropped” the
A-Bomb on Denver

Continued from page 30

navigator—a major. Directly behind him,
surrounded by panels and view-finders,
are two radar men, both captains. Nearby
is the inflight radar maintenance special-
ist, a non-com.

The chief radar observer is the man be-
hind the bomb. In the end, it is he who
determines the success or failure of the
mission.

The B-36 flies alone. Formation flying
virtually is a thing of the past. The mis-
sile a single B-36 will carry is capable
of creating more devastation than 1,000
bombers of World War 11 ilk.

At 8:04 a.m ., after dropping a round of
smoke bombs on the Walker range, the
huge plane turns north and sweeps toward
Denver, the target city.

Just north of Roswell, the aircraft' pen-
etrated the eastern sector of the Albu-
guerque air defense identification zone
(ADIZ). Movements of all commercial
and private planes within the ADIZ are
transmitted to Kirtland Air Force Base
near Albuguerque. The jet fighters of
Kirtland are on constant vigilance, guard-
ing Los Alamos and the other AEC instal-
lations of atom-conscious New Mexico.

SAC planes often provoke air duels
with Kirtland’s jets by not announcing
their presence.

“It’s not a real test exercise, but good
practice for our gunners and the fighters.”
Capt. Lowell E. Watson, co-pilot on our
B-36, explained. “They fire at each other
with gun cameras. Later the film is de-
veloped and we see who got who.”

THE crews on routine mission are grad-
*ed on even- phase of the operation. The
competition in SAC is tough. Promotion
and ungrading to higher combat ready-
status depend on the efficiency of every
man. The crews are trained as single
units. It is difficult for a flight engineer,
say, to be promoted if the radio operator
is dragging his feet.

The men are kept in tiptop physical
condition. If one man develops a cold,
the whole crew may be grounded until he
recovers. Time lost may result in down-
grading and demotions for the crew. To
qualify for SAC. the men must undergo
intensive physical training and the hard-
ships of the rugged survival school where
they must learn to exist on the barren
desert, or an ice cap. (Editor’s note: See
pages 11-15.)

The bomber was not intercepted. It
left the zone south of Pueblo and swept
toward Colorado Springs, near the center
of the state.

At 9:37, the SAC ship swung easily-
left into a 360-degree turn over the initial
point. The initial point (IP) is the des-
ignated spot where the bomb run is to
begin.

I Continued on page 68)
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| Can Make Your life
Sizzle With Success!

My book shows you the THINGS TO DO and the WORDS

TO SAY that will

get ahead faster!

help you make more money and

I'm Elmer Wheeler, and | can give you the ONE SURE W AY to earn more

money . . .

be more successful . ..

be happier every day of your life!

Maybe

you think that's a pretty tall promise, but I'll send you FREE proof without a

penny cost to you!
of my book—

Just use the coupon below to get a free-examination copy

HOW TO SELL YOURSELF TO OTHERS

It tells how | found the only positive way to be successful
... how 1 rose from a struggling newspaperman to be-
come the best-known salesman in America today. My
whole method is built around the idea that you’ve got to
know how to sell YOURSELF!

W hether in business or social life ... in your dealings with
friends, family or business associates . .. your success de-
pends on how well you put yourself across, how well you
bring others over to your way of thinking.

Today | am President of the Tested Selling Institute; my
courses in salesmanship are used in business colleges and
schools throughout the United States and Canada; | speak
before a million people each year, was recently voted the

most popular business speaker in America.
My secret? Simple.
I have learned how to

a beautiful ranch in Texas.

learned how to sell EImer Wheeler.

sell my ideas and my ability.

You must do the same if you want to get ahead.

My home is
I have

How

many times have you seen a man get a position or a raise

Haes Rodf it Varkdar Yaul

"LastJuly 2,1took a sales-floor job and the first day
I sold only $4.45 worth of merchandise. A friend
su‘?gested I read HOW TO SELL YOURSELF TO
OTHERS.” It was so helpful and stimulating that
by Friday, the 9th, one week later, my sales totaled
$155.78." By Friday, July I*6th, | was really learning
to sizzle and total sales were $1,017.48. These
figures are accurate and are on record at Mont-
gomery Ward’s Denver Store.”

Jim Ferguson, Denver, Colorado

"This book paid for itself after reading and putting
into use the material in the first ten pages— primari-
ly, the *YOU-ABILITY.’ | say it paid for itself be-
cause while waiting for the account that | had pre-
viously been unable to sell | read those pages. For
fun | tried what the book suggested and made
the sale.” X .
Howard S. Harper, San Francisco, Calif.

“The most important thing, in my opinion, is sim-

ply that Elmer’s system WORKS." 3
John D. I\Xurphy re%ular contributor to
YOUR_LIFE, SUCCESS TODAY, JOU
NAL OF LIVING and other magazines.

". .. Contains more common sense than any book
I have come across in a long time. It is most helpful.”

. C. Penney
J. C. Penney Co., Inc.

in salary, not be-
cause he had more
ability than the
next fellow, but
because he knew
how to get peo-
ple to RECOG-
NIZE, ACCEPT,
AND “BUY” that
ability. And it’s
not hard to do,

READ IT
10 DAYS

FREE!

Prove to yourself
that this book can
put you on the
road to more
money and great-
er success. Send
for a Free-Exam-
ination copy to-
day! No risk . ..
no obligation.

take it from me. My book
shows you just what to do and
what to say. For instance, you

will see—
How | Get People to Do Things
for Me.
Don't Make 'Em Drink—Make ‘Em
Thirsty |
The great Secret | Learned from
Will Rogers.

How | Let the Other Fellow Sell
My Ideas to Himself.
“If You Can't Whip ‘Em—Make
‘Em Part of Your Act!"
"What | Do to Lick That Tired
Feeling."
Change "What Have | Got Coming? ‘What Can
How to Stop Hiding Your Light Under a Bushel Basket.
One Simple Technique That's Been Worth a Fortune to Me.
You Can't Get Along without This Short Chapter with a "Long"
Lesson.
A Secret for Doubling the Power of Your Words.
"Pleasure-Pain"—The Golden Key to Influencing People.

Why not put these step-by-step directions to work in YOUR
life right now? Why not use these techniques to sell the
ability you have already? Because don’t forget—if you bargain
with life for a Eenny—that’s just what you’ll get—a penny.
Don’t put too cheapa price on your talents .. . don’t sell
yourself short. Start today to get ’Peo le to recognize, accept
and buy your ability. Send for a FREE-Examination copy of
mK book ‘right now. It may be the most important step you
take in your entire business career.

| Offer?”

MAIL COUPON TODAY-

PRENTICE-HALL, Inc., Dept. T-QM-754A
Englewood Cliffs, New Jersey

Please send me a FREE Examination copy of HOW TO SELL
YOURSELF TO OTHERS. Within 10 days | will either send
you $3.95 plus postage, or return the book and owe nothing.

Name..

Address..

SAYE! Send $3.95 with this coupon and we will pay postage.

Same return privilege. Refund guaranteed.
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HANDS TIED?

—because you'lack a

HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA

* You can qualify_for an American School
Diploma In time at hoe! If you have
left school, write or mail coupon for FREE
booklet that tells how. No obligation of any
kind.

---------------- OUR 57TH YEAR ----------mmmmmmm

AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept.VC-29
Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37, Illinois

Please send FREE High School booklet.

City ®State..

Canadian Resident mplete Cana uilable
Write American School lGlOSherbrouke St. West, Montreal.

You Can

REPAIR
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Yourself in a Jiffy!

with New, Miracle-Like

PLASTO-FIX
m

Sensational new development used by '
Dentists and Dental Laboratories. |
Now you can avoid embarrassing |
accidents to your full plates and
tooth dentures. Repairs in minutes
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VANISHING
COIN BOX

Drop penny, nickel, dime, or quarter
into the Mayic Coin Box. Let everyone
shake the Magic Box. they'll all hear the
coin rattle—but when YOU open BOX
Co*it has disappeared. Amazing!
The Magic Box will baffle yaur
friends. cas
money orderts1 5 poslpald sat-
isfaction guaranteed. Catalog of
500 magic tricks Free with order

Terry's Magic (Dept. G)
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$1425

I’'ll Send You This Handsome

SAMPLE CASE-FREE

and Show You Howto Make
Up to $30.00 in a Day
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qualitymade-to-measure clothes
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(Continued from page 66)

It is here the navigator correlates wind
deflection, speed of the craft, stabilizes
the altitude and notifies the air command-
er over the intercom to “hold course” for
Denver.

We still are at 25,000 feet. The view
is spectacular. The atmosphere is clear.
From the gun turret, vop can look north
and see the gold Colorado Capitol dome
in Denver shimmering in the sunlight, and
farther on the Rocky Mountains fall away
in southern Wyoming and rise again as
the Snowy Range. To the west, you are
looking over the summit of Pike’s Peak
toward four distinct snow-capped ranges,
the farthest sprawling off to the south-
west, some 200 air miles away.

To the south, the stacks of the Pueblo
steel mills are sending up a haze fanning
out over the eastern plains. One can see
the horizon dip to the north and to the
south. It is like gazing down on a huge
topographical map.

The atmosphere need not be clear for
the bombardier; his radarscope will pierce
any cloud cover. A SAC bombing team—
including the air commander, navigator,
flight engineer, radar observer and radio
operator—will make routine bombing runs
in any weather, and are strictly graded on
their effectiveness.

On clear days you can see the white
vapor trails of the SAC planes high in the
heavens. Often at night and on cloudy
days you can hear their incessant drone
overhead.

At 9:55, the first radar observer, Capt.
Kalman Heider, announces over the iIn-
tercom :

“In 30 seconds, we’ll be 30 miles from
the target.”

This is to be a radar bomb scoring
(RBS) run, and Heider. who is intently
peering into the radarscope as he adjusts
a myriad of controls by touch, is the
pitcher. It is up to him to find the strike
zone.

“Target 15 miles,” he says.

“It’s your plane,” Steiner, on the flight
deck above, shouts into the intercom.

“Roger, sir. 1ve got it!” (At this
point Heider guides the ship. He cannot
lift or drop it, but he controls its move-
ments to ri%ht or left.) He is computing
the speed, the trajectory of the bomb and
the wind currents. The success or failure
of the mission now rests with him.

“Two minutes away.” You can identify
a suburban high school below, ahead and
to the left.

“90 seconds ... 60 seconds ... 45
seconds.” (A familiar power plant lies off
to our left.)

“30 seconds. . . .

“The tone is on,” the commander noti-
fies Heider. The tone is from the radar
unit stationed on the ground which tracks
the bomb-beam’ trajectory and records
the accuracy of the drop.

“15 seconds ... 10 ... 5.. . bomb
away!”

“It looks like a good one. Kal!"

“l think it is, sir!”

They were to get the answer moments
later from the ground station, where
the electronic impulse’s flight was being
charted. The Denver target must remain
unidentified, since ail aiming points are
regarded as classified information by SAC.

The ship made three bomb passes over
Denver, then swung to the southeast on a
day celestial navigation mission to Dallas
and another bomb run. It then swung
south again and headed out over the Gulf
of Mexico where the gunners in the tail
practised firing the craft's sixteen 200mm.
cannons.

Our mission was 15 hours—only rou-
tine. It covered more than 3,800 miles.

“If we had straightened out this flight,
we could have flonn from San Francisco
to Washington and back to St. Louis,”
Major Steiner said.

It is estimated that to put a B-36 and
its highly-trained crew into the air rep-
resents the culmination of a $12,000,000
investment. For the officers and men, the
responsibility of the huge aircraft and the
lives of one another results in mental, as
well as physical, exertion.

There are no sissies in SAC.

”

AND would Denver have been annihi-
lated had we dropped the McCoy? The
answer would be “yes.” For these men
dont miss. The results of the Denver
mission bore this out.

These specialists arent sent aloft in
America’s greatest aircraft to miss a trick.
Theirs is a deadly game.

Just how close in actual measurement
our SAC radar observer dropped his mis-
sile on target dead-center from five miles
up is restricted information. SAC radar
br(])mbing is amazingly accurate, let us say
that.

“For a comparison.” one SAC man said,

“if we were aiming for your kitchen sink,
chances are we’d at least drop it into your
living room.’

With what the SAC men would be de-
livering, it would make little difference.
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Comes with 50 bullets. Send for extra bullets or available at

stores. Money back if not satisfied. Limited offer. Adults only.

Crafted after famous
German Luger design

m m

KRUGER CORP., Dept.99, Kruger Building
h2035 West Valley Blvd., Alhambra, Calif.

USE HANDY COUPON mPlease send .. . Kruger pistols. $ ....... enclosed

Corporation Deptw

2035 West Valley Blvd., Alhambra, California.

MEAT CUTTING orrers YOU

CITY oo ST.

SUCCESS And SECURITY
In The Best Established Business In The World « PEOPLE MUST EAT!

TRAIN QUICKLY in 8 short weeks for a job with
a bright and secure future in the vital meat business.
Trained meat men needed. Good pay, full-time jobs,
year-round income, no lay-offs—HAVE A PROFIT-
ABLE MARKET OF YOUR OWN!

LEARN BY DOING

Get your training under actual meat market con-
ditions in our big modern cutting and processing
rooms and retail meat market. Expert instructors
show you how—then you do each job yourself.!
Nearly a million dollars worth of meat is cut,
processed, displayed and merchandised by National
students yearly!

PAY AFTER GRADUATION

Come to National for complete 8-weeks course and
pay your tuition in easy installments after you gradu-
ate. Diploma awarded. Free employment help.
Thousands of successful graduates. OUR 31st YEAR!

FREE CATALOG—MAIL COUPON

Send now for big illustrated National School catalog.
See students in training. Read what graduates are
doing and earning. See meat you cut and equip-
ment you work with. No obligation. No salesman will
call. Send coupon in envelope or paste on postal
card. Get all the facts NOW! G. |. APPROVED.

National School Of Meat Cutting, Inc.
Dept. K-22 Toledo 4, Ohio

NATIONAL SCHOOL OF MEAT CUTTING, INC., Dept. K-22, Toledo 4, Ohio

Send me FREE 52-page school catalog on LEARN-BY-DOING training in PROFIT-
ABLE MEAT CUTTING. SUCCESSFUL MEAT MERCHANDISNG and SELF-
SERVICE MEATS at Toledo. No obligation. No salesman will call.

(Approved for Training Korean Veterans)

INBIME € L bbb bbb bbb b Age

Address

City ZONE . oo State

69



70

OVERCOMING

BAKIRYBE

How to Gain FAST Relief!

Start using these step-by-step techniques FREE
—in the privacy of your own home! No gad-
gets—nothing to buy—yet these simple methods
offer effective relief for over 80% of people
who now suffer from back pains!

IF YOU Suffer From:—

aching across your upper back
fatigue in your shoulders

soreness shooting from base of neck to
back of head and downward

« weakness in hips and loins

shooting pain down your right or left
leg

or other muscular discomforts . . .

GET H.J. Thompson’s dramatic new book
—"Overcoming Back Trouble.” It takes
the mystery out of back ailments . . . tells
you what to do for relief from: slipped
disc, sacroiliac pains, lumbago, sciatica,
twists, sprains, etc. Offers you positive help
for almost ANY kind of back trouble due
to muscular weakness—through a NEW
method recommended by leading doctors|

A well-known Philadelphia orthopaedic
surgeon says: “lI commend without reser-
vation the views expressed in this book.”

FREE TRIAL: Examine this book for 10 days
absolutely FREE. Then either remit the
low price of $3.95 plus postage—or return
the book and owe nothing. Mail the cou-
pon below NOW.

— mmmmmmmmmmmm
Dept. T-QM-154B |
m Englewood Cliffs, New Jersey

| Prentice-Hall, Inc.,

| Send me OVERCOMING BACK TROUBLE for 10 I
days” FREE trial. At the end of that time, I will

Ien er send you just $3.95 plus postage in full
payment—or return the book and owe nothing.

| NAM B s I
| A AIreSS it I
TR oTT 3 2 |
fim "mmmm bmb wnmm m i —® m b wmm mmm mmm

WHY BE FAT!

m If you want to reduce and just can't, try pleasant
m tasting scientifically tested KELPIDINE CHEW-
' ING GUM for just 7 days . . . Lose up to 5 Ibs. a
1 week . . . safely, quickly, easily . . . Amazing
m new Kelpidine Chewing Gum formula curbs your
| appetite. You reduce and lose ugly fat without
| drugs, exercise, or feeling hungry. Sold on money
m  back guarantee. For full 12 day supply send your
.. name, address and $1 cash, check, or money order
J or send $2 for a 36 day supply to
AMERICAN HEALTHAIDS CO.

J Dept. CH-5B7, 318 Market St., Newark, N. J.

LIFE SIZE - FULL COLOR

5 FOOT TALL

LILI ST. CYR, ANITA EKBERG, |

JOANNE ARNOLD, PAT HAU,
< MADELINE CASTLE

as PIN-UPS or
GREETING CARDS

Terrific GIFT or PARTY GAG! Abso-
lutely Life-Like . the most stun-
ning pin-ups ever. You'll love them.
True-Life Color-5 FEET TALL. The
ONLY LIFE-SIZE Pin-ups. Ideal 'or

grreetink: Birthday. Get Well. Thank
Yo lcome Home. Bon Voyage,
Parly etc. Sp rl & Greeting.
Welll Sign and mail for you.) oOrder
everal. ~ Size 21 Vb ailed
rolled. Only *2.00 ond?
50c extra ea.) All 6—S11.00 ppd
Check, Cash, M.O. Money Back Guar
antee. LIPE SIZE, Dept. MS8-4
Redstone, New Hampshire

send 3c stamp for ILL. FOLDER

phone to Col.
while he spoke.
looked worried.

“For God’s sake, tell those guys to be
careful,” he said. “If it gets too bad,
theyve got my permission to turn back.
I’ll argue with Regiment afterwards.”
He rang off.

At 1002, we got word the patrol was
moving. A few minutes later, we could
see the file of men start down the slope
toward the valley from the “G” Company
area. The column moved slowly at first,
until it was through the last of the barbed
wire, then picked up speed. Once on
level ground, the GI’s began to spread
out, leaving plenty of interval between
them.

It was as though we had grandstand
seats at a “Platoon Tactics” demonstra-
tion at Fort Benning, but we were sweat-
ing for the guys out there. This was no
maneuver.

The enemy was playing cagey. Even
the occasional artillery fire they had been
throwing at us died down. There was a
strange, portentous silence along the line.
The patrol moved into the rice paddies
below. There wasn't a round fired.

Parish, | watched him
His face was lined; he

all sensed what was up. The Reds
were waiting, poised to let loose with
everything they had as soon as an oppor-
tunity presented itself.'
“I think they’re sucking us in on this
one,” Col. Parrish commented grimly.
“Jesus, oh, Jesus! If those bastards
catch that patrol in a cross fire, they'll
cut it to pieces,” a kid corporal whis-

pered to me. said nothing. He was
right.

1100 hours. Not a sound and the
patrol was only a stone’s throw from
Mago-ri.

1105 . . . the platoon had veered off

now, starting around the base of the hill.
They had cover—on one side, anyway—
now, the poor sons of bitches, I found
myself thinking. | grabbed a pair of
field glasses.

The 38 men of Company “G” were well
up in the arms of the U at 1115. The
leading man was already lost to sight,
hidden by the hill.

Moments later, it seemed as though the
silence increased, as if to make even more
terrible the insane fury of the hellish
torrent of flame and smoke that erupted
around Mago-ri in one instantaneous, vol-
canic holocaust!

In seconds, it was impossible to see
anything within 500 yards of where we
had last spotted the platoon!

Avtillery, mortars, automatic weapons,
small arms, roared and rattled in a hellish

I'm Going to Bring
Them In

Continued from page 43

crescendo as the Chinese poured tons of
lead and shrieking high explosive into the
area. It looked exactly as if the valley
had blown up in one roiling, churning
gush of flame-streaked earth.

Our artillery kicked off with its counter-
battery fire, pouring shells into the Red
gun emplacements and observation posts
in a vain effort to spoil their aim. They
paid no attention to our harassing fire.
They wanted that patrol! They were
determined to wipe it out to the last man.

I glanced over at the Old Man. He
had bitten his lower lip so hard that it
bled. His knuckles were white as he
tried to get a glimpse of the patrol
through his binoculars. Then he banged
them down hard on the earth parapet.

He grabbed at the handset of the bat-
talion radio and yelled his lungs out into
it, trying to contact the platoon leader.
When he got through finally, the news
was bad. At least one man had been
killed, several wounded.

“Pull out! Start back!” Col. Parrish
shouted over and over until he received
an acknowledgement of the order. He
put the handset back slowly, turned to
stare into the black hell of war coiling
and swirling in the valley below.

There was artillery coming in around
us now. Light stuff. It came from the
wicked 76-millimeter pack howitzers with
which the Chinese were well-equipped.
The aim was bad, nothing hit nearer than
50 yards from us, but | ducked instinc-
tively each time a shell whined in.

The Old Man turned to Major Allen.
“George! Take command of the bat-
talion! 1'm going out to get those poor
bastards back in!” he shouted.

Every head in the OP swung around
to look at the officer. We were amazed,
unbelieving. Lieutenant colonels just
dont do those things, not in any army in
the world!

Battalion Commanders are supposed to
stay at the CP’ or OP’s, according to the
book. But Lieutenant Colonel George
S. Parrish, Infantry, United States Army,
wasnt operating by the book.

“Bridges, are you coming?” he asked
the huge, powerfully-built Negro corporal
who drove his jeep. He asked the ques-
tion as though Cpl. Bridges’ reply was
a foregone conclusion.

The giant corporal shook his head slow-
ly in a manner that reflected not only
his resignation, but also his doubts as to

the colonel’s sanity. “Yes sir. I'm
coming. | only hope were coming
back!™

George Parrish, as | say, was small.

(Continued on page 72)



STOP BURNING &

MONEY BACK

CUT IT DOWN— AND

OIL!

IF THIS AMAZING DISCOVERY DOESN'T
IMPROVE ALL-AROUND CAR PERFORMANCE

WITHOUT A PENNY FOR ENGINE REPAIRS!

TO USE LESS OIL AND GET MORE POWER TESTS PROVE
IMPORTANCE OF USING ENGINE POWER IN YOUR CAR

STOP Paying good money for oil that’s burning up in
your engine instead of providing lubrication—you can
tell this if your car is using too much oil, if it’s hard to
start, sluggish, lacks pep and power and is slow on pick-
up! If you are using too much oil it’s because your motor
is leaking—a gap has been worn between cylinder walls
and piston rings by FRICTION. This means that oil is
pumping up into the combustion chamber and your
motor is being fouled with carbon. It also means gas is
exploding down through the gap, and you are wasting
too much gas.

SAVE MONEY ON REPAIR BILLS!
REDUCE WEAR ON ENGINE!

Before you go out and spend $200 or more for an engine
overhaul try ENGINE-POWER and see how you can
give better lubrication to that leaky engine yourself—
see how it uses so much less oil—in just a few minutes
without spending a penny on new parts—without taking
your engine apart! It’s as easy as pouring oil into your
crankcase, thanks to the discovery of an amazing new
miracle substance called
ENGINE POWER. This
miraculous product con-
tains the miracle of science
MOLYBDENUM DISUL-
FIDE, the miracle anti-
friction lubricant that
meets RIGID require-
ments of Military Specifi-
cations. MIL-L 7866
(Aer.) Actually now your
car can run smoother,
more efficiently with less
wear and tear than ever

‘CAR STARTS EASIER— GETS
BETTER MILEAGE! USES
LESS OIL! HAS MORE

PEP,” SAYS SALESMAN
WM. LAUER

before! Here’s some of the
amazing results you get
when you use ENGINE

POWER in your car: In-
creased compression, more
gas mileage, quicker start-

“In December, 1951, | had a quart of
Engine Power put in my car as part
of a regular oil change. Within a short
time. | noticed that my car started easier
—even on extremely cold days—and that
it showed much more pep than usual.

ing, cooler runnin g, “From records kept on a recent trip of
975 mi:es. 1 fing l:]\at Ilarn getting better

i i gas mileage, and that oil consumption has

SmOOther Idllng’ redUCed been cut by we third. Considering the

amount of driving my work requires, this
adds up to quite a bit of money saved.”

oil consumption!

Photo (left) of Lincoln test car engine with
heads and intake manifold removed clearly
shows carbon deposits on pistons and burned
exhaust valves (a normal condition with any
car engine). Note that the “Moly” film of the

USE LESS OIL!
GET MORE POWER AND SPEED!

ENGINE POWER will plate out and form a
friction reduced surface on cylinder walls,
bearings—and on all parts in motion under
stress. It tends to fill the cracks, scratches
and scoring caused by engine wear. It tends
to close the gap between worn piston rings and
cylinders with an automotive seal that tends to
(1) reduce oil pumping (2) stop gas blow-by
and (3) restores compression.
power, speed and mileage.

ORDER TODAY

Just mail coupon with your remittance and
ENGINE POWER will be sent to you postage
prepaid. Remember your money back if not
satisfied!

You get more

Engine Power on the valve chamber walls is
clean and devoid of sludge. Photo (right)
shows the pan removed to permit inspection
of the lower end. Note the complete absence
of gum residue, sludge or hard masses.

ENGINE POMER HELPS
IN THESE 8 WAYS:

1 Longer engine life 6. Cleans hydraulic
2. Smoother idling valve lift
3. More gas and oil 7. More power

mileage
4. Cooler running 8. Better all-around
performance

5. Quicker, easier starts

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE:

If you are using too much oil we guaran-
tee ENGINE POWER will extend the life
of the oil you use and reduce metal-to-
metal wear.—You must cut down on the
oil you use —You must improve the per-
formance of your car.—It must be abso-
lutely harmless.—It must preserve and
protect your motor—or you get every
cent back!

MAIL NO RISK (OIL SAVING) TRIAL COUPON NOW!

ENGINE POWER COMPANY, DEPT. 11

318 MARKET STREET
NEWARK. NEW JERSEY

PLEASE rush one treatment of amazing new ENGINE POWER regular sire for

O ¢ cylinder car.
full payment with order!)

I 1 Send large size for 8 cylinder car.
1+ *payment with my order).
use less oil, I must get more pe[) and
faster pick up or my money wil

NAME
ADDRESS
CITY

| enclose $4.98 send postage prepaid.

(I save up to 80c by sending

I enclose $7.95 (I save up to 90c postage by sending
| must notice an immediate improvement and my car must
ower, more mileage, less noise, easier starting and
be refunded in full!

STATE
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OPPORTUNITIES
FOR

EVERYBODY

PERSONAL

BORROW BY MAIL Loans $50 to $600 to employed men,
women. Easy, Quick. Completely confidential. No endorsers.
Repay in convenient monthly payments. Details free in plain
envelope. Give occupation. State Finance Co., 323 Securities
Bldg., Dept. R-14, Omaha, Nebraska.
MAKE MORE MONEY. “Financial Secrets” shows how.
“"Master Plan For Success” included. Both guaranteed. Send
$1 today. Allen, 6711-L Sunset, Hollywood 28, California.
PSORIASIS VICTIMS: HOPELESS? New Discovery! Free
Trial Offer. Write Pixacol, Box 3583-CM, Cleveland, Ohio.
"JU-JITSU SELFTAUGHT” —illustrated. Science beats
strength. Complete book $1.00. Greenview, Box 61-KP,
Whitestone 57, New York.

STAMPS

"WOW! 153 All Diff. Germany, 10c.” Zeppelins, Semi-

Postals, Airmails, High Values, Big bargain lists and approvals

inc. Jamestown Stamp, Jamestown 527, N.Y.

PICTORIAL PACKET—TRIANGLES, Bi-Colors, etc.— 10c!

Approvals. Cole, 43-P Rinewalt, Buffalo 21, N.Y.
INSTRUCTION

WORK FOR U.S. Gov't! Men-Women. 18-55. Start high as
$316.00 month. Qualify Now! 23,000 jobs open. Experience
often unnecessary. Get Free 36-page book showing jobs,
salaries, requirements, sample tests. Write: Franklin
Institute, Dept. N-36, Rochester, N.Y.

MAIL SERVICE

“INTERESTING MAILS”— 25c keeps your mail box full three
months. Bentz, (Desk J/64), Chatawa, Mississippi.
PROFITABLE OCCUPATIONS
GftOW MUSHROOMS CELLAR, shed. Spare, full time, year
round. We pay $3.50 Ib. We paid Babbitt $4165.00 in few
weeks. Free book. Washington Mushroom Ind., Dept. 163,
2954 Admiral Way, Seattle, Wash.
MISCELLANEOUS
NEED INEXPENSIVE GIFTS? Literature, Samples and
amazing Golden Book 30c. Persil, 436 New York Avenue,
Brooklyn 25, N.Y.
WHOLESALE NOVELTIES! FORTY Samples, $1.00.
Sebastian, 10934-M Hamlin, North Hollywood, Calif.
MALE & FEMALE HELP WANTED

EARN EXTRA MONEY selling Advertising Book Matches.
Free sample kit furnished. Matchcorp, Dept. PC-21, Chicago
32, llinois.

OLD COINS WANTED

WE PURCHASE INDIANHEAD pennies. Complete allcoin
catalogue 20c. Magnacoins, Box
New York.

MORE CLASSIFIED ON PAGE 73

Traffic men earn $4,000 to $10,000 and np. Thousands of firms need
experts on rates, tariffs, regulations. We train you thoroly in spare
time at home for executive traffic 20b6. Personal training under traffic

Placement counsel and help. W rite for free 48-page book

Traffic Management— the Fast Growing Profession. ”

LASALLE Extension University, 417 So. Dearborn St.
A Correspondence Institution Dept.837BT Chicago 5, Il

STOP TOBACCO

Banish the craving for tobacco as thou-

sands have with Tobacco Redeemer. Write

Today for free booklet telling of injurious

effect of tobacco and of a treatment which

has relieved over 300.000 people.
In Business Since 1909

THE NEWELL COMPANY
| 354 Clayton Sfo. =« St. Louis 5, Mo.

SONG POEMS 7AKH

Send your poems for free examination
PHONOGRAPH RECORDS MADE
FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS, 442 BEACON BLDG., BOSTON, MASS.

MIDDLE
AGED!

Frequently Are Tired—Worn Out
—Suffer Aches, Pains, Urinary

Trouble and Loss of Vlta|I%/.
These symptoms may be caused by
Glandular Inflammation. The Kansas
City Clinic has just published a new free
booklet describing more fully the symp-
toms of Glandular diseases. Writé for
your FREE BOOKLET that tells about
a mild treatment. It may save you years
gf??gffering. Write today: Address Desk

FREE
BOOK

'KeutdOod (P ity
920 Oak St. Kansas City 6, Mo.

61-XM, Whitestone 57,

(Continued from page 70)

The only way he could tip the scales at
more than 130 pounds would be to weigh
himself after he fell into a lake in his
dress uniform. There wasnt an officer
or Gl in the OP who didn’t top him by at
least three inches. But he looked 10
feet tall as he started down the reverse
slope of the bluff to his jeep.

CPL. BRIDGES stumbled along behind
him. The lanky redheaded kid who car-
ried the Old Man’s SCR.-300 radio gazed
after them for a moment. Then he
picked up his bulky set and crawled into
the carrying straps. “Guess 1°d better
go with ’em,” he said simply, climbed
over the rear wall of the OP and was
gone.

I turned back to the scene of carnage
in the valley. The embattled patrol was
still invisible, blanketed by smoke and
dust. Now and then we thought we saw
movement inside the holocaust of explod-
ing shells, but we couldnt be sure.

We watched for something else now.
We searched the piece of road curving
out from under an overhang to our right
and leading in an uncertain, twisting path
across the valley.

If Col. Parrish was taking his jeep out
to help the men pinned down near Mago-
ri, that was the only route he could possi-
bly follow.

It seemed hours before we saw his
jeep. Cpl. Bridges bulked huge behind
the wheel as the vehicle ripped around
the curve. After it came a litter jeep,
bouncing wildly in the rutted tracks.

"You've

been

And then another. Then still another |

“He’ crazy! The Old Man’s taking a
convoy out there like it was Hollywood
Boulevard,” one of the officers declared.
“He’ll draw all the fire!”

Hastily, the Chinese artillerymen swung
their guns. The fast moving jeeps—all
Col. Parrish could round up at the Bat-
talion Aid Station-slewed wildly along
the road. They were tough targets to hit,
but the Reds tried. Fountains of dirt
geysered up on all sides 'of the wehicles
as they sped across the valley, yawning
and bouncing.

With the artillery concentration, or at
least a part of it, shifted the smoke
cleared a little around Magi-ri. We
waited, holding our breaths, praying, curs-
ing for some sign of the men who had
been swallowed up by the fearful mael-
strom of the shelling.

| grabbed at the man who stood next
to me and shook him hard. “Look!” I
hollered. “There’s one guy!” Through
my glasses, | could see one figure start
a crazy, zigzag run back toward the MLR.
Another came into view, then everything
was blanked out by another Communist
barrage of high explosive.

The jeeps managed to cover in minutes
the ground it took men on foot an hour
to cross. The vehicles pulled behind a
low mound of earth not far from Magi-ri.
The mound was the best—and only—
cover for hundreds of yards.

The eyepieces of my binoculars cut into
my face as | watched. The Chinese now
tried to set up a curtain of fire and steel
to wall the patrol off from the jeeps.
The Old Man was out of his jeep, run-

drinking!"



ning straight toward the bursting shells!

He reached the impact area, stumbled,
fell—or was hit. Then he was gone.
The aid men were following after him.
After an eternity, two men emerged from
the raging hell in the valley. The bat-
talion commander—the officer who could
have stayed far behind the lines—stag-
gered out of the flaming chaos. He was
carrying a soldier twice his own size over
his back!

God only knows how long he stayed
out there, shoving punch-drunk men back
in the direction of the MLR and roaring
at them to “Re-form and get back!”
God only knows how that bantam-sized
figure managed to stand in the midst of
the fountains of earth and steel that
spewed from the ground, completely un-
mindful of the fantastic peril in which
he placed himself.

One of the men whose lives he saved
told me about it later:

“We were what the newspapers call
‘demoralized.” 1 guess,” the soldier said.
“We were all spread out and half nuts
from the pounding we were taking. One
guy grabbed me and screamed ‘We’re
dead’ in my ear. He was frothing a lit-
tle at the mouth, so | slugged him to keep
him quiet. He rolled over and started
to bawl. | listened for a couple of min-
utes, and | began crying, too.

“The stuff was coming in so fast and
thick that it sounded like all one big ex-
plosion that went on and on. All of us
hugged the ground. | scraped my fin-
gers raw, trying to dig in a little deeper.”

Miraculously, only two men had been
killed, but several were wounded. The
men of the platoon had lost all hope.
They lay where they were, waiting to die.
The sight of their Battalion Commander
coming through the curtain of steel and
smoke electrified them.

“It was like the movies. The Old Man
came walking down the rice paddy like he
was pulling an inspection back in the
States,” a wounded Private related as he
lay in the Battalion Aid Station. *“ ‘Get
on your feet and move the hell out of
here!” he was yelling at us. Then he
starts carrying wounded ﬁuys. I never
saw anything like it! Thank God for
that guy. If he hadnt kicked our tails,
we would have stayed there until every
man got blown to bits!”

He got them all back—even the dead.

IT. COL. PARRISH had performed his
w* miracle.

There was another miracle a few days
later, a colonel came all the way from
Division Headquarters to tell the Old
Man he was getting the Silver Star for
his heroism.

So help me God, when word of it got
to our men on the MLR, the enemy must
have thought the war was over. They
crawled out of their holes, 900 tired Gi’s,
and cheered themselves hoarse.

And brother, when combat soldiers
cheer a battalion commander, that is a
miracle! .

Out of the explosive Middle East
comes another story of man’s
heroism. See MALE, August, and
“Our Blood Ran Into Jordan.”
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HELP WANTED

EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES

LATEST COPYRIGHTED REPORTS! Who to contact for
highest paying jobs in over 38 countries, including U.S., Spain,
South America, Alaska, Europe, Africa, Canada, etc. Listings
of employers with contracts who hire skilled, unskilled, pro-
fessional, supervisory, clerical, trades, laborers, many others.
Pay up to $1500.00 monthly. Also best oil, aviation, mining
opportunities. Only $2. Airmail $2.25. (COD's $2.50i. Includes
one year registration and advisory service. Application forms.
We can help you find employment. Only service with uncon-
ditional guarantee of satisfaction or money back. Immediate
service. International Reporter, Box 1047-MC, St. Louis 1,
Missouri.
MEM WANTED FOR jobs on Foreign, Latin America and
Far North projects. Truck drivers, $3.55 hour. Electricians,
$4.00 hour. Carpenters, $3.70 hour. Laborers, $3.00 hour.
Clerks, $3.00 hour. Most all trades wanted. Up to 70-hour
week with time and one half for all over 40 hours. Trans-
portation paid. 8 to 24 month contract. Full information of all
Firms hiring, living conditions, family accommodation, wages,
hours, age, contract requirements, application form, etc., $1.00.
Air mail $1.24. Foreign Construction Bulletin, Dept. 21, P.O.
Box 393, Dallas, Texas.
$1300.00 monthly for truck drivers, $1400.00 monthly for car-
penters, electricians, plumbers, mechanics, $ 00 for clerks
and laborers. Replacement hiring now being done. Full infor-
mation and complete foreign listings, with current information
on Spain, Korea, Australia, Alaska <t Canada, $1.00. 25,000
men and women needed for new stateside project Complete
information and other domestic listings, $1.00. Dept. 10-G,
%pportunities Unlimited, 1110 Commerce Bldg., St. Paul,
inn.
JOBS IN U.S.A. Construction, skilled to $4.12 hourly. Car-
penters $3.55. Electricians, $3.60. Laborers, $2.40. Civil
Service openings, $3,400-$10,800 yearly. Labor shortage areas.
Plus, U.S.A., Canada jobs, underway, current wages, where to
apply. 217 reports this issue. Printed, illustrated. $2.00 (Air-
mail, $2.35). White Pass Reports, (CX-015), Box 716, Cody,
Wyoming.___
JOBS OVERSEAS! SKILLED, $220 weekly. Foremen, $250.
Plus bonuses. Tax free. Transportation, overtime. Four year
roject. 23 firms seeking construction men, clerks. Spain air-
ase details. 269 projects, 52 countries, 48 page, printed,
plastic-bound manual, applications, everything, $1. Job-
service (D-15), Box 30, Billings, Montana.
NEED EXTRA CASH? Get it selling Blair's unusual line of
household and food products. Every housewife a prospect.
Products sent on Free Trial. Write Blair, Dept. 155MP-1,
Lynchburg, Va.
JOBS ON SHIPS and yachts. Travel Foreign Countries,
experience unnecessary. Excellent paying. World travels.
Davenport Seamans Service, Dept. 2, Box 1354, GPO, New
York 1, New York.
FOREIGN EMPLOYMENT CONSTRUCTION Work. If
interested in foreign projects with high pay, write Foreign
Service Bureau, Personnel Mgr., Metuchen, New Jersey.
REAL ESTATE INSTRUCTION
BE A REAL Estate Broker. Study at home. Write for Free
Book Today! G| Approved. Weaver School of Real Estate,
318 Law Bldg., Kansas City, Mo.
AUTHOR'S SERVICES
LOOKING FOR A Book Publisher? Send for Free Booklet
MN. Vantage, 120 West 31, New York.
MAGIC, TRICKS, ETC.

FREE CATALOG. BEST Magic. Practical Jokes. Top Hat
Magic, Evanston 5, lllinois.
EMPLOYMENT SERVICES
OVERSEAS JOBS. BIG pay, transportation, expenses. Cler-
ical, professional, mechanical workers. Most all trades. Latest
listings aviation industry, construction, manufacturing, oil
companies, government agencies, many other opportunities.
Up to date information on securing employment, contracts,
income tax, application forms. $1.00. Overseas Jobs, Box
67-C-3, Vincennes, Ind.
FOREIGN JOBS. CONTRACTS underway and soon starting
in Africa, South America, Canada, England, Europe, South
Pacific, Middle East, Mexico and Alaska. Send $1.00 for
foreign job news, information, application forms, etc. DCS

Foreign Job News, Dept. 263-UY, Bridgeport, IlII.

CONSTRUCTION JOB LIST. Published Monthly. $1.00.
Dempster's Construction Scout News, Dept. 268-UX, Bridge-
port. Il

SPORTING GOODS EQUIPMENT

ARCHERY EQUIPMENT. SAVE 50% on finest bows, arrows,
bowhunting outfits. Free Catalog and “How to Hunt with Bow
A Arrow” booklet. Send 25c for handling. Malibu Archery,
3156-PM-K Eighth Street, Los Angeles 5, California.

LEATHERCRAFT

FREE “DO-IT-Yourself” Leathercraft Catalog.
Leather Co., Box 791-G3, Forth Worth, Texas.

OF INTEREST TO MEN

FASCINATING NOVELTIES, BOOKS. Free catalog. Sur-
prise novelty 25c. Hansen, 4908-B2 Ohio, Chicago 44.
GIANT JACKPOT OF Imported Novelties $1.00 Postpaid.
Imports, Box K, Robbinsdale, Minnesota.

SALESMEN WANTED

IS $210 A week worth a postcard to you? Then rush card with
name and address for special Free Trial Plan that sells amaz-
ing new Automatic Refrigerator Defroster “like hot cakes” .
Write to Mr. Lewis, D-Frost-O-Matic Corp., Dept. R-110,
173 W. Madison, Chicago 2, lllinois.

SELL ADVERTISING BOOK matches. Big daily commission
in advance— Union Label plus Glamour Girls, Scenics, Hill-
billies; all standard styles and sizes. Big Free Master Catalog.
Fast selling— steady repeat business. Superior Match Co.,
Dept. Z-754. 7528 So. Greenwood, Chicago 19.
CALENDARS, ADVERTISING NOVELTIES, Matches,
Good Side Line or Full Time. Now is the Time to Sell— All
Types of Calendars, Hundreds of Advertising Novelties,
Book Matches, etc. Fleming Calendar Co., 6533 Cottage
Grove, Chicago 37, III.

GOOD MAN CAN make $3,009 next 90 days. Every house in
town wants amazing NiLite glowing curbside numbers. Auto-
matic free trial plan pays profits day after day. Write for free
details. NiLite, 173 W. Madison, Dept. 306, Chicago 2, Il
$10,000 PROFIT SELLING Printing, Matches, Specialties!
Arrow dealer tells how he did it in giant free safes outfit. You
can do it too— without experience. Write Arrow Press, 511-
Fourth Ave. So., Minneapolis, Minn.

SALESMEN—$50 IN a day definitely assured. New sensa-
tional utility item for every food, beverage outlet, etc. Samples
furnished. Utility Co., 53 W. Jackson, .PMC-7, Chicago 4.

Tandy

HOTELS CALL FOR Trained Men. Record-breaking travel
means nation-wide opportunities and a sound, substantial
future for trained men in hotels, motels, clubs. Fascinating
field; fine living; quick advancement. Qualify at home or
through resident classes in Washington. Previous experience
Broved unnecessary. Placement Service Free. Write for Free
ook. Course approved for Veteran Training. 38th_ Year.
Lewis Training School, Room XL-9112, Washington 7, D.C.
GET REAL JOB Security— get I.C.S. training! Spare time,
job-related training. Rapid progress. 277 courses: Business.
Industrial. Engineering. Academic. High School. Modern,
practical, low in cost. Individual instruction. Diplomas to grad-
uates. Write for two Free books— “How to Succeed” and
Career Catalog in field you specify. International Corres-
pondence Schools, Box 2899, Scranton 9, Pa.
DOUBLE YOUR INCOME-— Study salesmanship at home;
Learn Wheeler way to success; Terms; Free Book. Write
Elmer Wheeler. Sales Training Institute, Home Study, Dept.
7WS, 664 North Michigan, Chicago 11.
COMPLETE HIGH SCHOOL at home in spare time with 57-
¥ear-0|d school; texts furnished -diploma; no classes; booklet
ree. Write American School, Dept. XB64, Drexel at 58th,
Chicago 37, Illinois.
STUDY LAW at home for business success, larger earnings;
Degree awarded; 44 years experience; Terms; Free Book.
Write American Extension School of Law, Dept. 7WS, 664
North Michigan, Chicago 11.
LqgGARITHM-SLIDERULE CORRESP'ONDENCe course
in 3 weeks. Total fee $5. Slebro, Postbox 657, Vancouver,
B.C., Can.
SOLVE MENTAL WORRIES. Become Doctor of Psychology.
Home Study. Free Book. Universal Truth, 5038-S Broadway,
Chicago 40.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES
WANT 10 GET Rich? Who doesn't? Send for free particulars
on how you may now file for leases on oil or uranium lands—
ublic domain— for $140 cash or time payments— urgent.
yer, 1835-S-Champa, Denver, Colorado.
RAISE EARTHWORMS!! EASY!! Profitable! First get un-
usual true story, “An Earthworm Turned His Life”. Send
dime. Earthmaster System. Dept. 15D, El Monte, California.
START VENETIAN BLIND Laundry. Profitable lifetime bus-
iness. New Machine. Free booklet. L.K. Co., 442 N. Seneca,
Wichita 12, Kansas.
FREE BOOK “505 Odd Successful Businesses.” Work Home!
Expect something Odd! Pacific-DE, Oceanside, Calif.
MAKE MONEY AT home. Catalog of “60 Ideas” Free.
Universal, Box 1076-S, Peoria, Il
ADDRESS ADVERTISING POSTCARDS. Must have good
handwriting. Box Nine, Watertown, Mass.
- AGENTS WANTED_____
INTRODUCING AMAZING NYLON stockings (guaranteed
agnainst runs-snagsj by giving away free trial pairs regardless
whether or not final purchase is made! Earn to $3 hour spare
time. Postcard brings free sample stocking and outfits. No
obligation. Kendex, Babylon 468, New York.
AGENTS—SHOW AMERICA'S leading Nationally Adver-
tised line— Novelties. Gifts, Utility Items. 100% Profits. Pros-
pects Everywhere. Steady Repeats. Write today for sensa-
tional low prices, free literature. Charms A Cain, 407-PC-74
South Dearborn, Chicago 5, IlI.
NO SELLING— NO Collecting—Yet our men earn up to $200
per week. Metro, Box 5887, Kansas City, Missouri._____
BUY WHOLESALE— 500,000 Products, for Resale, Personal
Use. Carter, Box 6011-MN, Chicago 80.
PERFUME BEADS, SENSATIONAL Sellers. Particulars
free. Mission, 2328A West Pico, Los Angeles 6, Calif.
LEARN TO HYPNOTIZE
LEARN HYPNOTISM IN one week or your dollar refunded.
The most easily learned course in the world mailed in plain
wrapper only $1.00. Nothing extra to buy. Results guaranteed.
Specco, Box 345-S, Wilkes-Barre, Pa.
LEARN HYPNOTISM, MIND Reading, Jogaism, Muscle
Training, Memory Training. Book free! School for Success,
Sparta-G, Michigan.
MONEY-MAKING OPPORTUNITIES
EXTRA MONEY EVERY Week. I'll send you full-size Blair
household products on Free Trial. Show them to friends and
neighbors. You can make Big Extra Profits. Write Blair, Dept.
155MP-2, Lynchburg, Va.
SELL TETANIA GEMS: $9.75Carat Wholesale. More brilliant
than diamonds. Free catalog. Diamonite, 1404-P Mitchell,
Oakland 1, Calif.
EARN EXTRA MONEY Weekly mailing circulars for adver-
tisers. Complete instructions— 25c. Siwaslian, 4317-G Gleane,
Elmhurst 73, N.Y.
MAKE MONEY! SELLING merchandise by mail from your
home. Everything furnished. Philip's, Box 3M, Boston 22,
Mass.
MAKE MONEY ADDRESSING Envelopes! Our information
reveals how. Only 30c. Business, Dept. 69-G, P.O. Box 2224,
St. Louis, Mo.
EXTRA INCOME! ADDRESSING-Mailing advertising litera-
ture. Everything furnished! Rush 3c stamp for information.
Advertisers, Box 4097-P, San Diego, 4 California.
ADDRESS ADVERTISING POSTCARDS. Must have good
handwriting. Box Nine, Watertown, Mass. .
MAKE MONEY ADDRESSING and Mailing 3-4 hours daily.
World Addressing Systems, Anaheim 16, Calif.
$35.00 WEEKLY ADDRESSING envelopes. Instructions.
$1.00. Refundable. Adservice, Spring Valley 151, New York.
BOOKS
SPECIAL BOOKS. ART. Novelties, 24-Rare assorted Spark-
ling Comics $1.00. Catalog 10c. Aladdin Book Co., 210-GP
Fifth Avenue, New York 10.
10 ILLUSTRATED COMIC Booklets plus book poems $1.
No C.0.D.'s. Framor Co., 421 North Main, Box 1232, Pueblo,
Colo.
FASCINATING READING-UNUSUAL, revealing. Illustrated
booklets, 10-$1.00. Catalogue 10c. Kogan, 1032-X, New York
City 8.
ILLUSTRATED COMIC BOOKLETS! Kind you want. Ten
$1.00 Royco, Box 584-R, Miami Beach 39, Florida.
~ FOR SALE
WATERLESS CAR WASH— Swami Kloth removes dirt, dust
and grime. Makes body finish gleam and shine! Cannot
scratch. Makes chrome mirror-bright. Prevent rust. Try One!
$2.00. Guaranteed. McQuillan, ~Box 471, Baton ouge,
Louisiana.
MORE CLASSIFIED ON PAGE 72
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FEET HURT?

TR QXK HEANG ARMVEN SIENIHC

FOOT QUISHIONS
SHFONY

UKE
WALKING

ONA
r* lnramoma PILLOW
ANY louses, FootPains!  Why suffer agonizing
SHOE —-mmmmmmmmmmmmeeeeeeeee foot pain which robs yon

of the pep to enjoy life? Now fry New Proven Scientific Fool
Cushions for blessed comfort and relief. Amazing new invention
—only one of its kind! Get relief from agonizing foot troubles
that rob life of its joy! Walk or stand with perfect comfort and
ease—with the help of this new invention, the only one of its kind.
Scientifically perfect Foot Cushions offer you a completely differ-
ent and improved method of enjoying foot relief. These wonderful
Foot Cushions help cushion and relieve your ARCHES and
ENTIRE FEET from HEEL to TOES. So light, flexible—you
will probably forget you are wearing them! Removable—fits all
work, dress, sport shoes. No matter what your age is—or whai
work you do—try New Scientific Foot Cushions NOW!

SEAGEE CO.,
2 Allen Street,
Send me your wonderful Scientific Foot Cushions for
10 day FREE TRIAL..I'Il deposit with Postman
$1.98 ‘plus COD postage.

O | enclose $2.00. Send Postpaid, same money back

guarantee.
PRINT NAME

Dept. FC

New York, N. Y.

IMPORTANT: Advise Shoe Siz€....mricniinens

For Man or Woman.

PATIENTS—There will be new victins
in 1954. They and 66,000 patients from
past years will need help from the
National Foundation.
PRECAUTIONS—

When polio is around—

BUT DO
keep clean

DON'T mix DON'T get DON'T get
with new overtired chilled
groups

GAMMA GLOBULIN—This gives
temporary protection. The National
Foundation will spend up to $19,000,-
000 for GG for the national stockpile
in '54. Health officials will distribute it

VACCINE—A safe and promising
vaccine is being tested now. But re-
sults will not be known until 1955.

THE NATIONAL FOUNDATION
FOR INFANTILE PARALYSIS

throwing hard but slow punches. | took
them all on my shoulders and elbows, but
they looked good to the customers in the
gallery. They set up a roar, hoping that
I was in serious trouble. 1 let Burke
have his fun a little longer, and then I
went down on my heels and whipped over
a straight right that went home. He hung
suspended for a moment, then he dropped
to the canvas.

| ambled over to a neutral corner.
While the ref counted Burke out, | put
my glove in front of my face and yawned.

When the ref announced the time of
the knockout—32 seconds of the fourth
round—the fans rumbled with disappoint-
ment. There was no applause when |
marched down the aisle.

In the dressing room Mike was silent as
he cut the tape off my hands.

“Be happy, Mike,” | said, smiling. “Be
happy you got Teddie James, the best
light-heavy in the business. Dont worry
about my personality.”

He tossed the wrappings in the waste-
basket. “There’s more to this game than
fighting,” he said. “There’s even a little
room for sportsmanship.”

“For the amateurs, yeah,” | said. “I'm
in it for the money.”

The reporters came into the room drag-
ging their feet. Their lemon expressions
told me they didn’t care for me either. |
shrugged my shoulders. It didnt mean a
thing to me.

Henley, a wise little guy from the Post,
started the questions without enthusiasm.
“Did Burke ever have you in trouble?”

“Naw,” | said. “He’ strictly a club
fighter, if that good. He ought to get into

.some other racket.”

“Burke took quite a beating in the sec-
ond,” Baldwin, from the Graphic, said.
“You got to admit he has plenty of
courage.”

“All right,” | said, laying down on the
rubbing table. “l admit it. He’s got to
have something. He cant fight.” | closed
my eyes and listened to the quiet.

Finally Henley said, “I hear you got a
chance at the title.”

I opened my eyes and looked at Mike.
He nodded his head. “We sign the papers
next week. | was going to tell you later
and tickle your big heart.”

I closed my eyes again. “l suppose we
get the short end of the gate.”

“Does it ever happen any other way for
the challenger?” he said.

Joe, the trainer, was rubbing my shoul-
ders near the neck. | sighed contentedly.
“I’ll take that old man in three rounds.”
I lay my cheek against the cool table.
“No. | guess I'll make it the sixth. My
tribute to Jim Farrell, the grand old man
of boxing.”

I heard Henley strike a match for his
cifg%rette. “Farrell's lost onlv one bout out
of 87.”

Take Him In 6

Continued from page 25

“Thisll make it two out of 88. He
can't get around without a cane any
more.”

“At 36 he’s still the chapip and the best
man around for my money,” Baldwin
said with emphasis.

“What comes after the title,” Henley
asked dryly. “You maybe thinking of the
moon?”

| stretched and sat up. “I’ll turn
heavy. Better competition and more
money.”

The scribblers shuffled out of the room,
and | showered and got dressed to go out.
“I’m going out for a couple of drinks,” I
said to Mike. “I think | deserve them.”

“Drink as much as you like,” Mike said.

I PUT on my hat at the door. “I thought
* you might want to throw a celebration
for me.”

Mike was working his way into his top
coat. “Is it in the contract?”

I adjusted my hat brim. “You break
my heart, Mike. You dont like my com-
pany, but you like the dough I bring you.”

Mike's cheekbones got red. “What you
need is a good licking. Something that’ll
take the dollar sign out of your head.”

I opened the door and laughed. “Who
is there in this world to give it to me?”

The bar across the street was filled with
the after fight crowd, but | found a small
table in the rear and ordered a Manhat-
tan. | sipped it and sat there humming
and trying to estimate the gate for to-
night’s fight. Nobody cared to join me.

At the bar | could see Henley and Bald-
win having a drink with a tall ash-blonde
who had a smile beautiful to watch. After
a while Henley pointed in my direction.

She regarded me soberly and with a pe-
culiar expression on her face. Then she
smiled again and came walking over. “Do
you mind if | sit down?” she said. “The
very idea of being in the same room with
the greatest fighter in the world has me
dizzy.”

| pulled out a chair for her. “My ex-
treme modesty prevents me from telling
you just how good | really am.”

She accepted the drink 1 ordered. “Hen-
ley’s been telling me a few things about
you, but I thought they couldnt possibly
be true.”

I wondered what he had been saying,
but I knew it wasnt good. “They’re prob-
ably true,” | said.

Her eyes were gray-blue.
bother you?”

“Not a bit,” | said.

She played with her glass. “To you
everyone's a bum?”

“There’s only one solid thing in this
world,” | said; “that’s money. | despise
anything and anyone else.” | ordered an-
other drink.

“l see,” she said. “You were born on
the wrong side of the tracks.”

“It doesnt



| downed the drink. What’s the matter
with me, | thought, all this gabbing. But
I went on. “Not just on the wrong side
of the tracks—under them. | never had
a dime until 1 rolled a drunk when | was
12. The dough made me a big man in my
neighborhood for a while. | like being a
big man, and money makes me one.”

Henley came over with a drink in his
hand. “l thought | saw him paying for
your drink with his own money, Claire,”
he said. “l had to come closer to make
sure.”

“Why dont you go away and write a
column?” | said.

Henley sat down. “Maybe you can get
him drunk and find out what makes him
tick. If it’s worth it. Has he got to the
sad story of how his old man beat him
every day of the week?”

| signaled the waiter for another Man-
hattan. “He was a religious man,” | said.
“He beat me twice on Sunday.” | glared
at Henley. “He’s the only man who ever
licked me and he’s the last.”

“Don’t blame me,” Henley said.

The waiter came over with his tray of
drinks. He stumbled over somebody’s legs
and the tray fell on the table, spilling the
liquor on my suit. It was a $150 suit and
I saw red. 1 jumped up and grabbed him
by the shirt front. “You clumsy oaf,” |
snarled. | drew back my fist to let him
have it and the pandemonium began.

Either the waiter had a lot of friends or
| had a lot of enemies. They swarmed
from bar stools and tables to get a crack
at me.

A few of them wished they hadnt got
the idea, but all together they were too
much for me. | went down from the
pressure of'a dozen bodies, and a knee
under my jaw was the last thing | re-
membered.

The patrol wagon was almost at the
station before I woke up. | didnt feel
very good, and from the feel of my face
I didn’t think | looked too good either.

The impassive desk sergeant took my
name. “Teddie James,” he said, looking
at me. “Well, who do you want to call?
Your lawyer or your manager? Or is it
possible you got some friends?”

| hesitated. “My lawyer,” | said.

He was down in half an hour to bail
me out.

Mike came into my room early next
morning. He tossed two newspapers on
my bed. “Now it’s drunken brawls,” he
said, wearily. “l hear there’s talk of sus-
pending you for a couple of months.”

“Can't be nothing but talk,” | said,
picking up the Graphic. “This has noth-
ing to do with the ring.”

THE story was on the front page middle.
“Teddie James In Barroom Brawl,”
it said. “Refuses To Pay Bar Bill. As-
saults Waiter.” Paragraph three interested
me. “Swaying slightly, Teddie James,
promising young light heavyweight, re-
portedly told police, ‘1 refuse to pay good
money for bad whiskey.””

| folded the paper. “I dont imagine it
would be an?/ good to sue them. They
say ‘reportedly.””

The Post had it more interesting, |
thought. “Light Heavy Challenger in Tav-
ern Riot. Insults Sister of Champ And Is
Slapped.”

GUARANTEED TO HELP YOU GET
THE THINGS YOU WANT IN LIFE

—oOr it costs you nothing!

A remarkable way to reach the major objec-
tives in your.life—now offered to you for
FREE EXAMINATION:

The Power of
Positive Thinking

by Norman Vincent Peale

Here are the actual methods and techniques that have brought new achieve-
ments, happiness and success to thousands ... a realistic plan for getting
what you want out of life.

Learn these Simple, Scientific Prescriptions

for Successful Living . . . They Really WORK!

These methods will bring you greater success in business, a happier marriage, im-
roved physical and mental” health, larger earnings, a better chance for advancement.
e stand ready to back up that statement with this generous guarantee:
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How faith in yourself makes good things happen to you.

How to "snap back" when you feel tired.

How to break the worry habit, with a simple 10-point formula.
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ence in many Law libraries and Law offices—
has enabled thousands to master Law sur-
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dling Ie%al problems—not by memorizing rules.
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| frowned. “Clarice Farrell, sister of
Jim Farrell, present light heavyweight
champion, last night struck the first blow
in her brother’s defense of the title.”

| stopped reading and threw away the

paper. “I’ll bet Henley wrote that,” |
said. “l think he’s the one who kneed
me.”

Mike picked up the papers while | got
out of bed and went to the mirror. “So
that was Farrell's sister,” | said. This
morning the black eye looked worse. |
had a split lip and plenty of bumps and
cuts.

After showering and dressing, | went
downstairs to the hotel restaurant. Hen-
ley was there, big as life, eating breakfast

with Clarice Farrell. | went right over.
“Did you write that story?” | said
evenly.

Henley was nervous. “What do you
care what | write? I1t’ll make the fight a
sell-out.”

“For a little man, you got a big mouth,”
| said.

His eyes were looking for help. “You
lay a finger on me.” he said, “and Il
sue!” His voice got higher. “It’ll cost
you money.”

Clarice said, “Please, let's not go around
again.”

I put my knuckles on the table. “Hen-
ley. if you bet somebody you’re brave
enough to come to my hotel and eat break-
fast here after what happened last night,
you’re going to earn your money the hard
way. |'m counting up to 10. and when I'm
through, if your face is still in front of
me, 1’m going to show you how it feels to
get a knee in the teeth.”

He sputtered. “This is a public place.”

| began counting. “One, two, three. . .
When | got to seven he was up and hurry-
ing away.

Clarice sipped her coffee.
you couldn't resist that.”

“l didn't think | should kiss him,” |
said and sat down. “Id like to apologize
for. last night. | take a drink once every
six months and even that’s too much.”

“Perhaps if you drank oftener, it would
make you human.”

The waitress brought over the menu.
“I'm as human as anyone. Sometimes
more so0.” | glanced at her. “You didn’t
come in to rile me, did you?”

“No,” -she said. “I wanted to apologize
for Henley and what he wrote. And to
tell you that | explained everything to
my brother.”

| grinned.
beat me up?”

She didnt smile. “He could, you know.
He’s the best.”

The next week | loafed around during
the days, recovering from the beating |
took in the bar. The evenings | spent
taking Clarice to the best night clubs and
theaters.

When the time came to sign the con-
tract for the championship fight, 1 showed
up at the Commissioner s office.

Jim Farrell and | sparred off for the
benefit of the news photographers. He had
light blue eyes and a good-natured grin.
“I' hear you intend to hit this old man.”

I looked coldly at him. “Too bad we
couldn't have met when you were at your
best. But now you’ll have a good excuse
when they carry you away.”

“I suppose

“Afraid he might want to

His smile got thin. “You may be good,”
he said. “But you're not that good.”

I turned my back on his offer to shake
hands.

Five weeks before the fight 1 went into
serious training. | took the boredom of
the training camp for three weeks and
then | phoned Clarice and asked if she
wouldnt come up.

She drove her car into the lot the next
da

y.
“Smell that air,” | said, as we walked
around the lake. “It’s healthy, it’s invig-
orating, and it’s dull.”

She was rather silent and preoccupied.
At last she said, “I wish you two weren’t
fighting.”

“Divided loyalties? |
tossed a pebble into the lake.
corner are you going to be in?”

She was thoughtful. “My brother’s, |
think.” She watched the boats on the wa-
ter. “Actually, I've never seen my brother
in the ring and | dont want to.”

“l could go easy with him,” | said.
She stopped and looked at me.

like that.” |
“Who’s

“All right,” I said. “I’ll pretend |
didnt say that.”
We walked out on a dock. “Are you

going to stay in the ring until it’s too
late?” she asked.

“Not me,” | said. “When | start get-
ting more than | give, I'll hang up the
gloves. 1 should have a million by then.”

“No,” she said seriously. “A million
won’t be enough. Youlll want two mil-
lion by then.”

_In the evening she went back to the

city.

THE last week of training | started get-
mting jittery. It wasnt because of the
fight, but I couldnt put my finger on
what was bothering me.

I went to the little village movie late
one afternoon after the day’s work. |
went alone because everybody seemed to
have something else to do. After the first
part of the double feature | got restless
and left the theater. Outside | stopped
at the newsstand to buy a paper from the
kid operating it. He was about IS years
old and leaned on crutches. He took my
nickel and handed me the paper. Then he
looked closer.

“Are you the Teddie James who’s train-
ing outside of town?” he asked.

“Sure,” | said, smiling and expecting to
sign an autograph.

His face was expressionless. He handed
back the nickel. “Take the paper,” he
said. “I hope Farrell flattens you.”

| put the paper back on the stand and
walked away.

When | got back to camp it was after
midnight. | stumbled up the steps of the
lodge to find Mike waiting for me.

“l see youve been drinking.” He said
it as though it didn't make much differ-
ence.

“Sure,” | said. “l been drinking and
drinking and | brought more with me.” |
sat heavily on a chair and held the bottle
on my lap. “You want a drink or don’t
you drink with me?”

He sat down in an easy chair and
lighted a cigar. Except for the two of us
the place was empty and silent; every-
one had gone to bed.

| tilted the bottle for a couple of swal-



lons. “Why dont you take the bottle
away from me?” | said thickly. “Liquor’s
bad for a fighter.”

He stared at his cigar smoke.

“Where’s Joe?” | said loudly. “I need
a rubdown. Hey, Joe! Where are you?”
I yelled.

“Joe’s working,” Mike said.

“Working!” | demanded. “Working at
midnight! Get me Joe!”

“When he’s through here he puts in
eight hours at the cannery in town,” Mike
said.

I swigged from the bottle. “Money
hungry,” I said. “Isn’t 75 a week enough
for him?”

Mike took the cigar out of his mouth.
“He needs twice that. He’s got a kid in
the hospital and his wife needs a lot of
doctors.”

| blinked at him.
asked.

Mike shook his head negatively.

“The hell with you,” | said, putting the
bottle to my mouth. | made my way to
a davenport and lay down. “Money hun-
gry,” I mumbled as | closed my eyes.

The next day was wasted, but we got
in three more days of training before we
packed up and left for town.

At the weigh-in | tipped the scales
at 181 even, and Farrell was a shade
over 184

Henley had his nose in the proceed-
ings. “I heard you had a wild party at
your training camp,” he said, leering.

I buttoned my shirt collar. “Complete
with dancing girls,” | said.

“The odds are 3 to 2 in your favor,” he
said, sneering. “Do you think the booze
will slow you up?”

“No, | dont think the booze will slow
me up,” | said, mimicking his prissy voice.

He colored. “As far as 1’'m concerned
youre just another stumblebum,” he
snapped.

I let Jiim have the back of my hand
across his face and he sat down hard.
“Sue me,” | said, and walked out.

The coliseum was a sell-out to the raf-
ters. Mike told me that when he came
into the dressing room before the main
go. Lying on the table, having Joe work
on my muscles to loosen them, | could
hear the 30,000 fans roaring at a prelim
knockdown.

“Joe,” | said.
week, aren’t you?”

“Yeah,” he said, kneading the flesh up
around my neck.

“I't’s 150 now,” | said.

His hands stopped. “What for?” he
asked suspiciously.

“Because | like your beautiful face,” |
snarled! 1 opened my eyes. Mike had the
cigar out of his mouth, eyes watching me.

“Joe’s my friend now,” | said.

“l don’t need the money,” Joe said.

I closed my eyes. “Take the damn
money,” | said wearily. “You don’t have
to like me.”

After the prelims | took the walk down
the aisle to the ring. | had to wade
through a solid river of boos to get there.
But that was nothing to what | got when
the ref announced my name, weight and
home base.

Farrell and | came to the center of the
ring for the instructions we knew by heart.
We shook hands.

“Want a drink?” |

“You’re getting 75 a
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Did The Ancients Possess?

E VERY important discovery relating

to mind power, sound thinking and
cause and effect, as applied to self-
advancement, was known centuries ago,
before the masses could read and write.

Much has been written about the wise
men of old. A popular fallacy has it that
their secrets of personal power and suc-
cessful living were lost to the world.
Knowledge of nature’s laws, accumu-
lated through the ages, is never lost. At
times the great truths possessed by the
sages were hidden from unscrupulous
men in high places, but never destroyed.

Why Were Their Secrets
Closely Guarded?

Only recently, as time is measured; not
more than twenty generations ago, less
than 1/100th of 1% of the earth’s people
were thought capable of receiving basic
knowledge about the laws of life, for it
is an elementary truism that knowledge
is power and that power cannot be en-
trusted to the ignorant and the un-
worthy.

Wisdom is not readily attainable by the
general public; nor recognized when
right within reach. The average person
absorbs a multitude of details aDOut
things, but goes through life without
ever knowing where and how to acquire
mastery of the fundamentals of the inner
mind—that mysterious silent something
which "whispers” to you from within.

Fundamental Laws of Nature

Your habits, accomplishments and weak-
nesses are the effects of causes. Your
thoughts and actions are governed 1
fundamental laws. Example: The law
of compensation is as fundamental

as the laws of breathing, eating and
sleeping. AIll fixed laws of nature are
as fascinating to study as they are

life.

You can learn to find and follow every
basic law of life. You can begin at any
time to discover a whole new world of
interesting truths. You can start at once
to awaken your inner powers of self-
understanding and self-advancement.
You can learn from one of the world’s
oldest institutions, first known in Amer-
ica in 1694. Enjoying the high regard
of hundreds of leaders, thinkers and
teachers, the organization is known as
the Rosicrucian Order. Its complete
name is the "Ancient and Mystical
Order Rosae Crucis,” abbreviated by the
initials “AMORC.” The teachings of the
Order are not sold, for it is not a com-
mercial organization, nor is it a religious
sect. It is a non-profit fraternity, a
brotherhood in the true sense.

vital to understand for success in

Not For General Distribution

Sincere men and women, in search of
the truth—those who wish to fit in with
the ways of the world—are invited to
write for a complimentary copy of the
booklet, “The Mastery of Life.” It tells
how to contact the librarian of the
archives of AMORC for this rare knowl-
edge. This booklet is not intended for
general distribution; nor is it sent with-
out request. It is therefore suggested
that you write for your copy to the
Scribe whose address is given in the
coupon. The initial step is for you to take.

II Scribe H.B.H.
The Rosicrucian Order

(AMORC)
San Jose, California.

| Please send copy of sealed book-
let, “The Mastery of Info,” which |
shall read as directed.

Name-
Address..
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Reports Good News
for all sufferers from

PIMPLES

ACNE. TEEN-AGE PIMPLES, SURFACE
SKIN BLEMISHES and IRRITATIONS!

Actual clinical tests conducted by leading doctors
have proven that an amazing, new-type medica-
tion helps clear up acne blemishes while it covers
and hides embarrassing pimples! In the many
cases tested by the doctors there were a mixture
of men, womén and children, White and Negro.
Some with recent pimple eruptions and others
with acne troubles of many years. The results were:

100 %/V SATISFACTORY

in CLINICAL TISTS

~ *45% were COMPLETELY CLEARED! ~
38% were DECIDEDLY IMPROVED!
17% were IMPROVED!

Amij# THi SAME TYPE OF MEDICATION
NUVYV USED IN THESE CLINICAL TESTS

IS AVAILABLE TO YOU!

With the medicated formula you get the Alton
Special Skin Cleanser. This Skin Cleanser removes
the dirt and excessive oil from your face ... a
very important step toward skin loveliness. Fol-
low the directions for both the Medicated Formula
and the Skin Cleanser to Ig%et the very best results.
If you wonder whether Afton can really do for you
what it has done for thousands of others, we wel-
come the chance to show you, at no risk to you.
In just 10 days, if you are not dellgfhted in every
way return the unused portion for full refund of
your money. Send no moneg/! Just your name and
address. Pav postman $1.98 plus postage. Or send
$2.00 and ‘we pay postage. Same money-back
guarantee. Order now, write to
INC.

ALTON PROD. CO.,
Dept. CMG-8, 2 Allen St.. N. Y, N. V.

MEN OVER

POT more than 20 years (since 1932) hundreds of
men suffering from

GLANDULAR INFLAMMATION
have found welcome relief at the nationally known

MILFORD SANITARIUM. MILFORD, KANSAS
Symptoms such as dgetting up nights, pains in
back, hips, legs, tiredness, nervousness may be a
danger signal for YOU. . .
Learn about mild, non-confining treatments, time-
tested PROVEN methods. Happy satisfied patients
in every state in the U.S.A. and_in Canada.
Send for FREE illustrated FACTS Booklet and
Health Questionnaire TODAY. No obligation.

SEND COUPON !

{ THE MILFORD SANITARIUM
« Box G
| MILFORD, KANSAS

| Please send me a copy of your Free FACTS
| booklet and Questionnaire.

City. Zone........ State.

Easy Money for You!

Wear and Show this Gorgeous
17 JEWEL IMPORTED

SWISS WATCH

High quality, precision built. Ulti-
mate in craftsmanship. Anti-mag-
netic, shock-proof, sweep second
hand. Gives years of trouble free
service. Heavy gold plated case.

SELLS ON SIGHT!

REGULAR $30 95
RETAIL PRICE  J '

FOLk< cost. | ]/ |
S P EC IA L A?I[I ,s\‘eon\dN yzzdygtlarnbrr;nadkiggwudlem\c?’ne-
OFFER  Juayoforamy (ot for re 1109

SPECIALTY IMPORTS

365 South Fairfax, Los Angeles 36, California

Rush my demonstration watch today. | will take orders and
send you only $14.95 with each order.

| enclose $10.95 I 1l enclose $2.00 deposit and will | |
for my demonstrator|__I pay postman $8.95 plus postage.!— |
NAME
ADDRESS !
CITY STATE

“l wish you luck,” 1 said, grinning.
“But not too much of it.”

A grin split his face. “The sixth round
you said, didn’t you?”

We came out cautiously at the bell,
spending the first two minutes testing each
other for obvious faults.

He slipped a singing hook over my right
guard. | covered my retreat with a
pumping left. He came after me and
slammed a right to my cheek. It stag-
gered me because | was off balance. The
crowd came to its feet for what they
hoped was the beginning of the end. But
Farrell knew better. He played it careful,
neatly slipping the right | had waiting for
him. We exchanged long lefts, and at the
bell he was concentrating on my body.

In the corner, Joe wiped my face. “I
didnt notice anything wrong with his
style,” he said. “If I see anything, I’ll let
you know.”

At the bell Farrell came out in a crouch
and | had trouble reaching him. He got
in a right hand to my stomach that made
me step back for a breath of air. Seeing
his advantage, he came out of his shell,
boring in. T took his punches on my el-
bows and clinched as soon as | could.

VVE were separated. Farrell was a crowd-
ing fighter and he swarmed all over
me. Suddenly he slipped and his arms
dropped to his sides as he tried to keep
from falling.

I was close enough to take advantage
of that and had my arm cocked. Instead
| stepped back until he regained his bal-
ance. The crowd rumbled in a perplexed
fashion.

We traded body punches and fell into
a clinch. Farrell had his head buried on
my shoulder. “Is this the dirty fighter
they’ve been telling me about?” he
mumbled.

I pushed him away. “I'm getting chick-
en-hearted. | hate to hit an old man when
he’s not ready.”

The round was pretty even, | figured,
when the bell sounded. But the officials
would probably give it to him, and the
first, too.

Mike had his mouth close to my ear,
“You feeling all right?” he said. “I
thought you’d never pass up a chance like
that to nail him.”

In the third | began to get to him. |
noticed that a nerve on his cheek twitched
whenever he was getting ready to throw
his left.

I brought over a right hook that caught
him as he was about to throw it. He
winced and gave ground. | followed care-
fully, but,ready. The nerve twitched
again, and | uncorked another right. |
caught him flush and he dropped to one
knee.

In a neutral corner | waited while the
referee counted. Farrell was up at four,
but he took the compulsory count of
eight.

Farrell came on, apparently unhurt.
But he covered up well, and when he had
the opportunity, he hugged me in a clinch.
We separated at the referee’s direction.

My jab was short, and he stepped in
with a looping left that had plenty of
steam behind it. | felt a trickle of blood
from my lips as | backed off. He went
down to the body, digging in good punches

until 1 tied him up. Just before the bell
I rocked him with a right cross.

When | sat down, Joe began treating
the cut lip. “A muscle on the side of his
cheek twitches whenever he's going to
throw a hook.”

“l all ready got it,” |
thanks.”

The first minute of the fourth round |
kept bothering him with left jabs. They
added up and his right eye was begin-
ning to close. He tried keeping his right
high, but a little body punching brought it
down. | put a lot of shoulder into a left
hook. His eyes clouded and he went down
on his side.

He shook his head, trying to clear the
cobwebs, and managed to be up at'the
count of eight. The ringside fans began
shouting the advice that he should stay
in close.

I landed three booming lefts and he
staggered. | set him up for the finishing
right. It was too high, but he went down
on his back.

I dont see how he made it, but he
beat the count of nine. For a minute the
referee looked like he was going to stop
the slaughter, but then evidently he de-
cided that a champion shouldn’t lose on
his feet.

Farrell lurched flat-footed around the
ring. | came in, put everything I had into
a straight right. Farrell had his head
down and my punch caught him high on
the head.

A lightning flash of pain darted through
my hand and up my arm. | backed amay
trying to see through the pinwheels of
light flickering before my eyes.

At the bell, Farrell's seconds rushed out
and brought their man to his comer.

Mike was waiting for me in my comer.
“What’s the matter with your hand?”

“Nothing,” | said. “He's just got a
hard head.”

He took my right arm and began ma-.
nipulating it. 1 could feel the blood drain-
ing from my face.

“Let that damn hand alone,” | said.

“Hell,” he said. “The fans in the dollar
seats know you broke something.”

He tried to linger after the 10-second
buzzer, but | told him to get the hell out.

Farrell came out looking much better
than he had a right to be. His punches
still had sting in them. The muscle in
his face twitched and he swung his left.
I caught it on my right forearm, and for
a second | thought 1'd drop as the pain
danced up to my shoulder.

| tried to keep away from him, but he
kept bulling in and unlimbering those
lefts. There wasnt much | could do to
stop them. | took a half-dozen punches
without making a return. My face was
becoming numb and blood was flowing
from a cut near my eye.

He came in close and staggered me with
a jarring right.

| dropped to one knee and the referee
began counting. By the count of eight the
buzzing in my head had stopped and |
was on my feet.

Getting desperate, | tried long looping
lefts, hoping | might catch him. But he
ducked under them and worked on my
midsection. When | tried to clinch, he put
his weight behind a short right uppercut.

I went down heavily on my right arm.

said. “But



Every cell in my body throbbed with
white-hot pain. | fought my way to my
feet before the ref got to 10. 'My eyes
were swollen and | could barely make
Farrell out. He cracked over another
hook that sent me sprawling. | was on
my knees at the count of seven and beat
the count.

The bell ended the round and my sec-
onds dragged me to my corner.

“I’Il throw in the towel,” Joe said.

My lips were numb. “You're back to
75 if you do.”

The commission doctor came over to
my corner and examined me.

“Ask me anything,” | said. “l can
even tell you who was vice-president
in 1832.”

He smiled slightly beneath his frown.
“Youd better call it quits,” he said.

“No,” | said, looking at him as steady
as | could. “I dont finish any of my
fights sitting in a corner.”

The buzzer sounded. The doctor stared
down at my useless right arm. “All
right,” he said. “Your eyes are clear, but
| think you’re crazy.”

I came out for the sixth feeling giddy
with pain and tiredness. As Farrell came
close | put my body behind a wild left.

He evaded it easily and then there was
a bright flash and darkness as his coun-
ter winged home to my chin.

I woke up in my corner with the boys
working on me. The ring was crowded
with cops and reporters. The doctor was
back, looking worried.

“I'm bright and brainy as ever,” |
mumbled.

“It’s not your head |I’'m worried about,”
he said. “Let’s get you back to that
dressing room and take off that glove.”

The walk back to the dressing room
started quiet enough. But when I was a
few feet down the aisle, the fans began
to stand up and applaud. The roar got
louder and louder as | neared the dressing
room. And when Mike finally shut the
door behind me, it was on one long, rock-
ing torrent of noise.

On the table | closed my eyes while
they took off the tape.

“Did you hear what Farrell told the
newsboys and radio audience?” Mike said.

“l wasn’t around,” | muttered.

“Farrell’s retiring with this bout. He
says you’re a cinch to be the next champ.”

| sighed.

“He admires(}/our guts, what with that
busted wing and all.”

“That makes two of us,” | said, feeling
sleepy.

The doc stuck a needle in my arm and
I winced. “We’ll have to take him to the
hospital to get this fixed,” he said.

“Doc,” Mike said eagerly. “After the
arm is put together, do you think hell be
able to leave right away? We got a cele-
bration planned for the coming champ.”

THE doctor was dubious. “I think you’d
better call it off.”

“We can’t,” Joe said. “We just thought
of it now.”

“I1l be there,” | said. “After | get an
hour’s sleep.”

“Maybe we could get Farrell to show
up for a while,” Joe said.

“Tell him to brinlg his sister,” | whis-
pered, just before | fell asleep. .
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Baby Mine)

8. Secret Love
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10. Poor Butterfly

11. | Could Have Told
Y'ou .

12. Man Upstairs

13. Young At Heart
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15. Let’s Do It
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PANTIES,

Thrill her with these sheer full-lace French-style
briefs. She'll love . . . you'll love the peek-a-boo
black nylon lace . . . and that so*personal touch
— your name or her name beautifully mono-
grammed on each pair. Order a set: one with
girl's name . . . one with boy's name. Colors:
bewitching black or bridal white. $2 9 8

postpaid
TWO PAIR -$4.95

GIFT ORDERS
MAILED DIRECT
AT YOUR
REQUEST.

Air Mall Postage
and Handling 25c

RING PANTIES

Clear, sheer black nylon or shimmering

black satin. None briefer. Personalized,

if you desire. $2.98 postpaid
Matching bras $2.98

SHEER NEGLIGEE

Our sheerest black nylon ... in & wrap-
around negligee. Slips on or off in a
second. You'll love her in it. $11.95 postpaid

All available in small, medium and large

CHARMAND'S .

Plain
Wrapper.
Studio M-4, 4353 Lovers Lone, Dallas 25, Texas

Famous Hub Checks,

Duplicate, Square Edge, Heavi-'
estGame Check, Cut and Stack
Accurately. Supplied in any color."

FREE CATALOG Expose: The Open Book,
Sealed Book, Scientific Betting, Master Key System,
How to Control Fair Dice, Runup System, Plastic

“The OIld Reliable” ST53%

K.C. CARD Co., 854 S. Wabash, Chicago 5

2TZ2227202077777
ONLY

Buys Beautiful Lake Homesite
“Deep in the Heart of Texas”

399t FREE!

Liquidation Sale! While they last, choice
homesites now available on Medina Lake-
just 38 miles on paved highway from historic
San Antonio, Texas. Electricity, telephone,
schools, churches! Warm summer days and
cool summer nights make this ideal for
round-year living. Ideal spot for retirement.
FULL PRICE only S39.50. Terms only $1.00
DOWN and balance over 8 months. Send
for big colored brochure FREE. No obliga-
tion! Address Avalon Ranch Sales Co.,
Dept. L, P.O. Box " 2581, San Antonio, Texas.
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ADVENTURE MINDED
To the Editor:

Thanks for printing my letter
“Thanks To Three Yanks.” (MEN,
April). In return | received a great
deal of correspondence from many
Americans.

For a considerable time | have been
circulating magazines received from
friends in America to my friends here
in Britain. Over this period, your
magazine MEN has become a firm
favorite and to meet requirements 1’'m
forced to run my circulation on library
rules. Unfortunately this has not
cured the situation but only eased it,
and | am in constant demand for my
copies of your magazine.

We in Britain are very apprecia-
tive readers but are completely starved
for light, relaxing literature of the type
presented by you. In every man there
is a streak of adventure and dare-
deviltry- If we cannot participate our-
selves at least we like to read of it
happening to others and for a brief
period, once a month, with the help of
MEN, leave our own monotonous
world behind.

A. Hodkinson
Lancashire, England

THE MATTA AND ME
To the Editor:

While traveling, | picked up a copy
of your magazine and read a story
called “Army of the Damned” (MEN,
April), dictated by a Capt. Aloysio
Harrado. | must say it struck me as so
much “hog wash.”

I was in the same locality during the
war. We mapped a great part of that
region. If anybody took men into the
Matta without the proper protection he
should have been shot. Why should
men have to do without water in the
wettest part of Brazil? We boiled our
water and carried quinine and ata-
brene to guard against fever.

I’ll admit it’s rough in the Matta,
but not the way Capt. Harrado puts
it in this story.

William H. Thompson
North Arlington, N.J.

e *W e think you must have read
Capt. Harrado’s article on the run
since the answer to your question is
there, in Brazil's congressional investi-
gations of the horrifying situations he
witnessed.

RE: COMMENT
To the Editor:

In “Calling All Men” (MEN, May)
you published a letter from N. Jan-
sick of Reno, Nevada, favoring legal-
ized prostitution.

I’'m completely behind Mr. Jansick’s
arguments and for the same basic
reason: In turning these women loose
without a house to work from you
increase the chances of getting and
spreading venereal disease.

L. E. Neal
Gallipolis, Ohio

WITH OR WITHOUT?
To the Editor:

Just happened to pick up your July
issue and had my eye caught—as
whose wasn’t?—by that story on
“Europe’s Nudist Colony.” Frankly, I
don’t get it. Is this stuff supposed to be
sexy? There’s nothing quite as unap-
pealing as a woman with no clothes
on. Believe me, if American women
thought they could get more sex ap-
peal by going around nude, the gar-
ment industry would go out of business
overnight.

J. M. Loaner
Dallas, Texas

e « Not “sexy,” healthy. They're out
to soak up sunshine, not pin-up awards.



“WE GUARANTEE YOU
WILL LOSE UP TO

5 POUNDS
10 POUNDS
15 POUNDS
25 POUNDS

IN 5

DAYS

IN 10 DAYS*
IN 15 DAYS*
IN 25 DAYS*

AND KEEP IT OFF"

*How Fast You Lose Weight Depends Upon How Quickly You Order and How Much You

Are Overweight

**You Will Always Want to Keep on Eating Kelpidine Candy—and Keep on the Plan—It

KEEPS Weight Off!

THIS CANDY MUST
TASTE AS GOOD AS
OR BETTER THAN

YOUR FAVORITE
CANDY OR YOUR
MONEY BACK!

Now at last science has discovered
a new delightfully thrilling way to
take off fat—to lose up to 25 Ibs.
safely! The secret is that Kelpi-
dine Candy satisfies your craving
for high calorie foods! It keeps
you from overeating—the reason
most doctors give for being fat!
It’s the best aid to will power, cuts
your craving for foods!

NO DANGEROUS DRUGS!
NO HARDSHIP DIETS!

Here is thrilling news for fat
folks! You can lose up to 25 Ibs.
in 25 days by simply nibbling on
tasty appetite satisfying candy,
whenever you are tempted to
overeat.

YOUR MONEY BACK IF YOU
DON'T REDUCE TO THE
WEIGHT THAT MOST
BECOMES YOU!

Thousands of people were amazed
to find that this delicious candy
plan actually takes off weight—
without dangerous drugs, starva-
tion diet, or hard-to-follow-
methods. Here’s one way to re-
duce that you will want to con-
tinue with to keep off fat! The
Kelpidine Candy Plan helps you
curb your appetite for fattening
foods, helps keep you from over-
eating. Now you reach for a
delicious sweet candy instead of
fattening foods—it kills the over-
powering urge to overeat—to eat
between meal-snacks. Your crav-
ing for rich, fattening foods is
satisfied with this candy plan.

Almost like magic you begin to
enjoy this plan for reducing.

SENSATIONAL TWO-WAY
GUARANTEE!

This sweet delicious Kelpidine
Candy plan is guaranteed (!) to

take off up to 10 pounds of excess
weight in 10 days. (2) to taste
better or as good as your favorite
candy and to be the best plan you
ever followed or you get your
money back.

SCIENTIFICALLY AND
CLINICALLY TESTED!

That amazing ingredient in Kelpi-
dine candy is the most remark-
able discovery for fat people ever
made. It’s been tested by doctors
in test-after-test. The results
were far better than doctors ever

hoped for! The results were re-
ported in medical journals
throughout the world! Doctors

are invited to write for details.

HERE’'S HOW TO REDUCE
AND STAY SLIM!

Most people are fat because of
overeating—too much high calorie
fattening foods—to your amaze-
ment you will want to keep on
eating this delicious candy even
after you have reduced to the
weight that most becomes you and
you'll keep your weight off that
way'.

AMAZING DISCOVERY

OF SCIENCE!

The Kelpidine Candy plan is the
result of scientific research for
years for a new discovery for
something that will stop your
craving for fattening food and also
satisfy your appetite. This deli-
cious candy does not turn into ugly
fat, it gives you the same feeling
of fullness you have after you
have eaten a satisfying meal. It
kills your desire to overeat—it
kills your craving for bedtime
snacks and for in-between meal
snacks. It's so safe even a child

IT'S UNHEALTHY
TO BE FAT!

Insurance companies and doc-
tors tell everyone that too
much fat shortens your life!
Fat people die years sooner
than  people with normal
weight! So be Safe! Be Fair
to yourselfl Start taking off
ugly fat with delicious tasting
Kelpidine Candy plan!

can take it without bad effects.
With Kelpidine Candy all you
taste is its deliciousness—you
can’t tell the difference!

KELPIDINE CANDY IS
DIFFERENT!

The amazing clinical tested and
proven reducing substance con-
tained in Kelpidine Candy is pre-
scribed by many doctors—Don’t
be misled by imitation products—
Kelpidine Candy is the result of
scientific research and is the last
word in Reducing.

DONT CUT OUT FOODS** CUT

DOWN ON CALORIES!
You never starve, you always feel
full with Kelpidine Candy plan—
You’ll never suffer hunger pangs—
Your desire for high calorie fat-
tening foods is always satisfied!
With Kelpidine Candy Plan you
eat the same quantity of foods—
you merely cut down on the high
calorie rich foods with the help of
Kelpidine Candy. You eat as
much as you want, your calorie
intake will be less—That’s the de-
lightful amazing thing!

YOU GET A LIBERAL
SUPPLY OF CANDY!

Try the liberal supply of Kelpi-
dine Candy Plan on our 10-day
no risk offer. Keep a record of
your weight—if you are not
pleased with your loss of weight;
if you can taste any difference
between this candy and vyour
favorite candy—return for refund.
Just fill out coupon and mail to
AMERICAN HEALTHAIDS CO..
DEPT. K-4. Candy Division, 318
Market St., Newark, New Jersey.

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE

You must be entirely satisfied with
your loss of weight— This candy must
taste as good as or better than your
favorite candy— You must get rid of
dangerous excess fat or your money
will be refunded—Don’t delay— You
have nothing to lose but excess weight
so mail coupon below now!

THIS CAN HAPPEN TO YOU!

WITH THIS DELICIOUS REDUCING CANDY PLAN!

Let this delicious candy plan help you control

your desire for fattening food! Let it help $ 4.00

you put a stop to the habit of overeating—

A habit that's so hard to break! Kelpidine TRIAL
candy contains that new discovery many SAMPLE
doctors prescribe to help curb your desire to ,

overeat (the main cause of overweight). SIZE

CUT OUT AND MATL-NO RISK COUPON NOW!

AMERICAN HEALTHAIDS COMPANY. Dept. K-4,
Candy Division,

318 Market Street, Newark, New Jersey

O 1 enclose $1.00, send trial sample size, postage pre-paid!

I enclose
(I save up to 75c postage by

O Rush a Liberal Supply of Kelpidine Candy plan.
$3.00, send postage pre-paid.
sending payment with order.)

Q Rush a Large Economy Supply of Kelpidine candy. |en-
close $5.00. send postage pre-paid. (I save up to 90c postage
by sending payment with order.)

NAME
ADDRESS .

CITY STATE Sept on Approval
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I t was winter south of the Equator
when the two Walker boys and |
landed at Mombasa on Africa’s

East Coast, a little north of the island
of Madagascar. We were bound in-
land, that June morning, on a much
premeditated hunting trip. Our plan
was to head for Arusha, in the Tan-
ganyika Territory, to the edge of the
vast plains country, touched on one
side for a hundred miles by forest,
semiswampland, and timbered moun-
tains. Close to the plains was bush
country and jungle, habitat of ele-
phant, rhinoceros, and buffalo. We
were about to enter a hunter’s dream-
land.

For such an adventure, 1 was for-
tunate in my two exuberant compan-
ions. The YValker boys were young.
Fletcher, called Cub, was twenty-two;
Kenneth, twenty-one. Both were stu-
dents at Leland Stanford, and big
husky lads over six feet. | couldnt
think of two people | would rather be
with than Ken and Cub. They had
wonderfully equable dispositions, and
I knew would be ideal companions on
a trip of this kind.

Their father owned the Red River
Lumber Company. The head of the
companys commissary department
was a Boer, Jack Boshoff from South
Africa. It was this man who offered

to engineer our hunt. He would go to
Africa in advance and purchase all our
equipment, plus two trucks. His
cousins, Carl and Farnie Trichard, who
lived in Tanganyika, would see to the
hiring of natives from the sultan of
the Mbugwi tribe, and also make ready
our camp site. The Walkers and | had
only to gather up our own equipment
and get to Arusha.

A man is offered such an oppor-
tunity once in a lifetime. | was fifty-
six; although a practicing physician, 1
had retired from the Medical School
of the University of Pittsburgh, where
I had been Dean, and from the city’s
various hospital staffs. It seemed an
ideal time for such an adventure, for
though | had done more than my
share of hunting on the American con-
tinent, here was Africa, laid at my
feet. Of course | could not resist it!

Our desire was to bring home as
many specimens as possible. The pur-
pose of the trip was simply to photo-
graph (we took over twenty-five
thousand feet of film and hundreds of
still pictures) and to collect specimens
of wild life; to see what we could, and
to get the feel of a country that was
untouched, unknown, and primeval.

Perhaps there is some way of taking
Africa in small, divided doses and get-
ting warmed up, so to speak. The

Trichard brothers, who planned our
hunt, either held tp no such belief, or
else had never learned the formula.

At first, it seemed we might take
Africa gradually, for after leaving the
train at Voi, we picked up one of our
trucks, drove to Arusha, and then
south twenty miles to a magnificent
ranch at the base of Mount Meru. It
was a beautiful spot and 1 settled
down contentedly to sleep in the grove
that night, with a lemon 16J4 inches
in diameter dangling over my head.

H owever, the very next morning, |

was introduced to Africa with a
bang. While it was still dark, Carl and
Farnie Trichard, Jack Boshoff and his
twenty-seven-year-old son  (young
Jack), the two Walker boys, and I
started off in the two trucks for a
fifty-mile drive to our main camp. Be-
fore the day was two hours old, startled
animals were dodging in and out of
thickets, some running across our line
of travel, others loping along with us.
As we rounded a patch of timber we
saw three giraffes, looking almost pre-
historic, totally out of place in a
modern landscape, necks stretched to
the last notch nibbling the tops of the
leafless trees.

In another hour we reached the rim
of a vast lake, dry now in the winter
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season. In some places the lake bed
was two miles wide. Water was visible
along the shore close to the escarp-
ment, a narrow steep-sided mountain
range that runs through eastern Africa.
To my surprise, as far as the eye could
see the edge along the escarpment was
a strange pink color. In my ignorance,
I mistook this pink for some tropical
flower growing in unbelievable pro-
fusion. Farnie Trichard remained si-
lent as | asked to be driven close to
see what the flower might be. As we
approached, | noticed an odd move-
ment in my flowers, as though leaves
fluttered close to the ground. Near
midday, with the heat shimmering
from the sun-baked ground, objects
only a few hundred yards distant are
not clearly defined, but have a fuzzy,
cottony outline. Even though | blinked,
rubbed my eyes, and refocused, the
flowers didn’t make sense. When we
approached another quarter of a mile,
Farnie was highly amused when | ex-
claimed, “Flamingos!”

T hey were standing huddled wing to

wing and breast to breast in soft,
muddy ground as far as we could see.
Extraordinary as the statement seems,
this ribbon of flamingos stretched, with
occasional breaks, for a distance of
over twenty miles. 1 never imagined

that there could be so much pink in
the world.

We reached camp about three o clock
in the afternoon. The Trichards and
Alex Boshoff, big Jack’ brother, had
located the site several weeks in ad-
vance, employing some eighty natives
to make the large clearing. It was a
fine camp, close to water, and neatly
concealed in the jungle growth, about
a third of a mile from the open veldt.
Even the homemade roadway wound
around so that animals must come
within a hundred yards to get a good
look at us.

Fifty natives from the near-by
Mbugwi tribe made up our camp.
They were childlike in many ways and
seemed willingly to misunderstand
Carl Trichard’s directions, sometimes
bungling the simplest task. On occa-
sion, they also showed great bravery,
and stout hearts.

After our first supper in camp, as
darkness had already settled, we went
to see how our new light worked on
the truck.

We wound down our roadway and
two minutes after leaving camp we
reached the open veldt, where we
stopped the truck. Even with the or-
dinary headlights we could see ani-
mals’ eyes dancing like stars. When
we turned on the strong headlight and

swept it around, | could have fallen
out of the truck in amazement. Eyes
shone from every direction except be-
hind us. Not one or two sets, but
dozens. When we approached to with-
in a few hundred yards, we could see
hyenas, jackals, and Thomson’s and
Grant’s gazelles. Many ran directly
down the range of our beam instead
of stepping aside into the darkness.
One ugly spotted hyena would not
take our lights seriously. It loped along
in leisurely fashion and I shot it with
a .22 rifle, since we were curious to
make observations on this mongrel-
looking animal. We took some meas-
urements and did a little dissecting
right there under the headlights.

O ne mixed assortment, made up

principally of zebras, whose stripes
gave a weird effect under artificial
light, kicked up such a dust that we
were glad to turn aside into the dark-
ness ourselves. After perhaps an hour
of this, we felt that we had seen enough
for the first day.

Immediately after breakfast the
next morning, Carl said, “Well, let’s go
look for lions.”

Away we started, using both trucks.
We were to separate when we reached
the veldt. In my truck were Farnie,
young Jack Boshoff, and a few natives.

Condensed from AFRICAN HUNT, Thomas S. Arbuihpot. Copyright by Thomas S. Arbuthnot, 1954, and published by W. W. Norton & Company, Inc.
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We came to a little elevated plateau;
Farnie exclaimed, “What luck!” and
pointed out what appeared to be two
lions walking single file through the
filmy, tall grass. They were at some
distance and fairly indistinct. “Put-
ting after them” was nicely exciting.
When we drew close enough for decent
vision, they transformed themselves
into wart hogs, with a rather jaunty
appearance, especially on the trot. One
of them turned and stood facing us.
I jumped out of the truck. This was
to be the “first blood” for the new rifle.
| fired, and the hog wheeled, ran about
thirty yards, and dropped dead. It was
four feet long, had a sixteen-inch tail,
with bristles on its neck over fourteen
inches in length.

Soon we spotted five water buffaloes
on the edge of the swamp grass. In-
stead of starting on foot on a big de-
tour, taking two hours for it if neces-
sary, we headed straight toward them
with the truck. The distance was great,
but they evidently caught the far-away
chugging of our motor. A buffalo is
smart enough to know that such noises
have nothing to do with nature. The
whole five began to run back and
forth, stopping now and then to throw
their heads up, evidently trying to get
our scent. Their behavior was interest-
ing to watch, through field glasses, for
they made no effort to hunt cover, but
ran to and fro as though looking for
trouble. When nothing came forward
to challenge them, they turned tri-
umphantly and disappeared in the
heavy swamp growth.

“Well,” said Farnie, turning round
from the wheel, “you at least saw
buffalo.”

That was his reason for bringing
us over here, he told me. | thought
man-crushing buffaloes pretty heavy
game for the first day, but said noth-
ing. | decided to take Africa as it
flew up and hit me in the face.

Motoring slowly around, we saw a
group of about twenty elands, mixed
with ninety or a hundred zebras. This
was a good time to start collecting our
bag of specimens, so | picked a fine
eland, sprang out of the truck and
shot the beast twice. The eland is a
tremendous animal, and is a jumper
in spite of its bulk and rolls of fat.
This one, when hit, put on a ponderous
jumping exhibition, and melted into
the pack that was now on the run.
Zebras and elands were jumbled to-
gether and kicking up the dust.

The truck aids greatly in the hu-
mane and merciful treatment of
wounded animals, for we could leap
aboard and take after anything that
had been hit.

When my wounded eland became
lost in the galloping herd, we put on

as much speed as the truck would take
in the rough prairie country, and
watched for anything like queer be-
havior on the part of one of the ani-
mals. Soon it came. One of the elands
began to flop its tail and throw its
head backward. It sagged a little be-
hind the bunch. | jumped from the
truck and shot it. It leaped in the air,
ran about thirty yards, and fell over.
Then, to my surprise, | was intro-
duced to one of Africa’s religious rites
—one that through the coming months
played hob with our attempts to col-
lect our specimens in as good condi-
tion as possible.

As | moved toward the eland that
was Kicking its last, my tent boy-
passed me on the dead run. A thought
raced through my brain: Is he going
to grab that animal and hold it still,
in order to make sure that | will hit
it? 1 had barely time to become angry
when the native, bounding his last few
yards, drawn knife in hand, slashed
the throat of my specimen with a
plunge and a draw. The pelt was
ruined, as far as taxidermy was con-
cerned. | emitted a great explosive
roar of disappointment, but Farnie
said, “It’s a Mohammedan rite, called
chingi. An animal, to be eaten by the
faithful, must have its throat cut be-
fore its ceases to breathe.” | held my
fire, but | certainly stood there torn
between respect for religious cere-
mony and the temptation to bat the
boy over the head for ruining my first
grand specimen.

N oon on the veldt has the soothing

softness of a lullaby. You and the
rest of the animal kingdom are being
hypnotized. You seek the shade and
spread your lunch.

During one of these noon siestas,
Farnie Trichard was stretched out full
length on his side, with his head in his
hand, propped off the ground by an
arm bent at the elbow. After a little
hypnotic murmuring of the soft, June-
like breeze which no doubt touched his
fading sensibilities with the thought
that there wasnt a thing in the world
to be concerned about, he “passed out”
like the rest of the tree-proppers, the
Walker boys and the natives. Just
when he was swinging nicely in space,
he became conscious of something
touching his back and slowly taking
in more and more of his rear anatomy.
Then it slid, apparently like a mas-
seur’s touch, up his back and across
his shoulder. Farnie turned his head
slightly and looked into the eyes of a
green mamba, Africa’s venomous and
dreaded snake. One marvels at the in-
stantaneous control mechanism for
self-preservation that he exercised. A
quick movement would, in all prob-

ability, have meant death or some-
thing close to it, since the snake would
have struck him in the unprotected
face. Surely his trouble-trained re-
flexes must have acted with the rapid-
ity of light, for he did the one thing
that could get him out of this jam.
With the slowest possible movement,
he turned his face away from the snake
and rolled his body at the same time.
Then he revolved over and over at
lightning speed and jumped to his
feet. He and the Walkers killed the
mamba.

The Trichards somehow survived
all the pitfalls Africa spread across
their path. Why men of their experi-
ence stood for the risks that the Walk-
ers and | took is a puzzle; but stand
it they did, even lining up time and
again when we decided to do the wild-
est of all things—charge in on a
wounded lion. Our only excuse was the
Walker boys’ lust for close-up photog-
raphy.

We had our first experience at
charging a lion when we were three
days in the country. It was midafter-
noon. The sun was hot. We were green.
But nothing mattered when Cub said,
“Let’s shoot a zebra and bait lions
with him tonight.” This would mean
sallying forth at daybreak and engag-
ing lions while they were at breakfast.
A truck ride of twenty minutes brought
us close to a patch of forest, and after
a little careful reconnoitering on foot,
fifteen or twenty zebras came into
view, just beyond the edge of the tim-
ber. The Walkers dropped one of them
with the .30-30 rifle. Since the truck
was fairly full of bedding, equipment,
and riders, we elected to “drag” the
zebra. We lost no time in throwing a
loop around its neck and tying the
other end of the rope to the back of
our truck.

“We’ll drop the zebra,” said Farnie,
“on the flat at the bottom of the little
hill, and stretch our cots under the big
baobab tree on that first rise. There is
a swamp for water within a two-
minute walk.”

The zebra was dropped on the flat
at the base of the little hill. Just at
sundown | walked the all too short
distance from camp and looked down,
on the dead animal, as motionless as
the rest of the landscape,” but no
doubt “giving off” right then. 1 real-
ized 1 was the only one who minded
the zebra’s proximity; everyone else
was completely oblivious.

The long night passed.

At the first suspicion of daylight,
while the two Walkers and | were
seated on our cots putting on out-
clothes, Farnie appeared on the run.
“Lions are at the kill!” We finished
dressing with a flourish, letting the



loose portions drag, grabbed our guns,
and struck out for the bait. Daylight
was so faint that we could barely see
two hundred yards ahead. We glided
along as rapidly and quietly as pos-
sibly. From the crest of our hill we
could just spot the zebra. In another
twenty yards we saw the lions, six of
them. They had apparently sensed
Farnie a few minutes previously, as
they were approaching the zebra, for
they had stopped in their tracks. These
were the first lions | had ever seen,
outside a zoo or a circus.

M y companions were not the ones to
wait for something to happen;
they preferred to sail in and stir it up.
I was aroused from my reverie as they
dashed down our bushy hill for a
close-up. I fell in behind. We came to
a halt at the bottom of the hill for a
good look; the lions were in reverse,
not in stampede, but in a dignified
trot. The distance was too great for a
shot so we took after them. In a couple
of minutes or less they stopped and
looked back at us. Then they broke
into a run, a slow run, as though they
were ashamed of it. Again they stopped
and looked back. They did this several
times, gaining distance with every
little jog.

When daylight, begins to spread it-
self at the Equator, it comes with great
suddenness. We could now see our six
lions quite distinctly. They were
headed for the rough, timbered, dense-
looking country about half a mile be-
yond. If they reached it, we would
lose them. Cub said, between puffs,
that he would go back for the truck.
This was a good suggestion, since we
couldnt run the lions down on foot.
Cub dashed off and turned toward
camp, hoping to give the lions the im-
pression that the race was over and
that they had won. We saw them,
bunched together, trotting and stop-
ping, trotting and stopping; they were
balancing discretion (or us) against
that dead zebra. In a few minutes the
truck appeared, bouncing across the
prairie country at breakneck speed.
As it approached, it turned a little and
cut a queer curve, coming to us for a
sideways landing.

“Get in, get in,” shouted Cub, “two
big, maned lions are coming to the
bait from the opposite direction.”

Instantly we started a jabbering de-
bate in favor of the retreating six. No
time was lost on the argument, since
we were scrambling into the truck with
legs, arms, and guns flying in all di-
rections. Cub’ enthusiasm for the two
big maned specimens was infectious.
Lions in front of us; lions behind us!
Cub pointed the truck in the direction
of the new excitement. A wild, bumpy

ride of a few minutes brought us with-
in eyeshot of two little humps, the
color of the prairie, close together. As
we rushed nearer, the mounds got big-
ger, took on outline, compressed them-
selves into shape. Two lions were
standing stone-still, looking smack at
us. When they started to walk toward
the oncoming truck | could have tum-
bled out of it in surprise. At about two
hundred yards, between death and
discretion, Cub began to get whispered
bits of advice from all the passengers.
| cannot remember what | said, but |
am sure the word “stop" was in it.
The attitude of the two lions, both
with outstanding manes and big heads,
impressed me as one of blase indif-
ference rather than defiant determina-
tion not to give an inch. The truck
came to an abrupt halt and we jumped
to the ground in helter-skelter battle
formation. Ken was the first to get or-
ganized. He pasted one lion. We could
plainly hear the bullet “sock.” With
the impact, the lion leaped into the
air. In almost less time than it takes
to tell, certainly in less time than it
took me to decide to aim and pull,
Ken and Cub shot the second lion.
Suddenly the two lions wheeled and
in a few bounds were enveloped by the
long grass that lined the swamp. With-
out the slightest hesitation, with no
thought of the reckless foolhardiness,
we broke into a run and dashed into
the swamp almost before the long
grass had stopped waving from the

lions’ plunges. We had not gone far
when the tall sw'amp grass bogged us
down. We held a hurried consultation.

The leading opinion, and it is to
Farnie’s credit that he did not formu-
late it, seemed to be to line up abreast
and charge ahead. Since the lions
were directly in front, we decided to
leave very little space between the
four of us, about eight feet, so that
we all could see and take a pot shot
at one and the same time. We knew
both lions to be hit, and after moving
forward about twenty-feet, we found
blood on the green marsh grass. At
this point, one of the Walker boys
(bless his heart, enthusiasm, and cool
nerve) suggested that we were on the
brink of a “chance-in-a-lifetime” piece
of motion-picture photography: as the
lions Were wounded, they would prob-
ably charge.

ne of the Walkers, with the two na-
tives, dashed to camp for three
elephant guns and a 32 mm. motion-
picture camera, a big one. The rest of
us waited.

Before long, they were back, carry-
ing the guns and camera. | was nom-
inated photographer for, unluckily, |
had had more experience in photog-
raphy than the others. The “abreast”
formation was assumed. Cub on the
right wing, Farnie on the left, Ken
and | in the middle. The swamp grass
was high, some of it level with my
chest. We could see only ten or twelve

The natiYes went into their flat-footed victory dance wKen they spotted our catch.
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Snarling and showing his fangs, the cub put the boys to flight each time they made a pass at him with the lasso. They finally

feet, the length of a nice, lion spring.
The lions had made two indistinct and
parallel paths, along which we
"‘charged.” Occasional green stalks
were touched with blood at a height
indicating a body wound.

W e moved slowly. My sensibilities
and their reflex mechanisms had
never been tuned to such a pitch be-
fore ; they were seeing, hearing, and al-
most tasting lions every time the foli-
age became dense. Occasionally, a few
strands of grass that had been tram-
pled down by the lions would come
slowly back to an upright position. |
wondered why the gunners didn’t
shoot at it without wasting any time.
I held the big camera about chin high.
Twenty-five yards of our advance
brought nothing. Another twenty-five
yards still failed to produce lions.
Fifty yards farther on, the trail be-
came too indistinct to follow; the
swamp seemed as innocent as marsh
grass. Cub announced that he would
go through to the far bank to be ready
if the lions came out on our advance,
but we vetoed his offer. The risk was
far too great for one man when it was
impossible to discern any object more
than fifteen feet away. We had talked
Cub down scarcely five minutes when
he excitedly cried, “There! Look,
there! Didn’t | tell you fellows?” On
the far side of the swamp, emerging
from short grass to higher ground, was
a lion, taking his time about it and not
even looking to see what we were do-
ing. Cub let fly a long random shot out
of the elephant gun. It must have
splashed in the vicinity, for it started
the lion on a run up the steep, cactus-
covered slope. Away we charged in hot
pursuit, second lion or no second lion,

sloshing over the soft ground and hold-
ing guns and camera high above the
marsh weeds and grasses. We raked
the near-by country pretty thoroughly,
but failed to turn up our wounded
friend.

It was my suggestion that we retrace
our steps over the exact route that had
brought us here. This we knew to have
been lion-free a half-hour before. My
idea met with double disapproval from
the Walkers, who thought a swamp a
sporting proposition of the first magni-
tude. But the marsh was a big one and
what happened to the second lion is
one of the Dark Continent’s secrets.

Eight lions were in the full flight, so
we all felt pretty chesty, even though
we had nothing to show for it. As we
approached camp, | took a long breath
and relaxed.

It was fun to be on the move, even
though we had struck such a fabulous
hunting ground, so we tossed our
things into the truck arid pulled out.
It was barely nine o’clock.

Following our morning’s experience,
we still had lions on the brain. Why
leave this good country! In this frame
of mind, we kept looking around for a
suitable camp. A big mimosa tree a
mile or so away seemed a likely spot,
so we drove over and parked.

At five o’clock we went out to shoot
a lion-bait, knowing full well that in
the remaining hour of daylight we
could knock over a zebra. For prac-
tice, | took the two-barreled elephant
gun. Some zebras, startled, began to
run past instead of away from us. |
leveled at one of them and touched
the trigger; both barrels went off at
once. The recoil from one barrel alone
of the heavy gun was bad enough, but
when both *“ganged up” on me, the

result was like the kick of a zebra. My
feet went into a perfect flutter, while
one hand was stretched out behind to
break the fall. I rehooked my glasses
behind my ears and took a look at the
zebra. He hadnt dropped a stitch in
his gait. Had he given a little flounce
with his rump, or glanced back at me,
it could easily have been a horselaugh.
All right! Some of his dumb com-
panions were coming along, following
in the exact axis. | inserted one car-
tridge only, drew a bead on the broad-
side zebra, and fired. The result was
the most extraordinary thing | have
ever seen in “strikes.” The animal left
its tracks, not so much knocked as
lifted off its feet and hurled with its
four legs parallel to the ground, but
suspended in the air like an acrobat
in a sideways soaring act. It went
through the air, backbone in front,
with its feet pointed at me, and landed
“over there” in another zone. The
thing that hit it was a 500-grain soft-
nosed bullet, designed for shocking
purposes. My impression was that the
shot must have shocked every fiber of
the zebra’s make-up to a standstill, for
there it lay as quiverless as tar.

A s | stood looking down at it | said to
myself,“Bring on your elephants!”
The truck drove up to the loading
zone, with its little band of stevedores,
guaranteed to a man to push when we
pulled, or to pull when we pushed, or
to render any other service and to do
it willingly, but in reverse. We wanted
the bait closer to camp for the follow-
ing morning’s exercises. Farnie gave
the loading directions that he deemed
essential in the Mbugwi tongue. Farnie
couldnt make the bearers compre-
hend, no matter how he strained and



yelled directions. The Walkers and |
were almost hysterical at one point,
but somehow, notwithstanding the
primitive team play, the zebra was
taken aboard.
_ %

W hat was my surprise, as we were

sailing along, to hear one of the
Walkers say, just so Farnie could hear
it: “Now that the natives have devel-
oped the loading technique, let’s shoot
another zebra and bait these lions
right.” In Africa it was easier to find
and to shoot a zebra than it was to
have it loaded on the truck. However,
within the closing half-hour of day-
light, all three things were accom-
plished- We planted the bait in two
places and still had enough light to lo-
cate the big mimosa tree which was to
be home for the night.

It was barely daylight when we
visited the first bait, but, strangely, it
had not been touched. By the time we
reached the second zebra, there was
enough light for the early visitors.
Some vultures were milling in circles
above, taking gluttonous inventory;
others had dropped and were hopping
on and off the zebra. Jackals were near
by, and hyenas could be seen coming
to the feast, which would begin in
another minute or two with a snarling,
snapping, biting, free-for-all fight. We
had set our caps for lions, and were
disappointed that none were present.
However, disappointment has short
existence in Africa, as we learned in
scarcely more than an hour.

We rolled up our cots and blankets,
tumbled into the truck, and headed for
our main camp about ten miles away.
Through the field glasses we spotted
several hyenas. Suddenly, Farnie, peer-
ing through strong glasses, said, “I see

lions beyond, three of them.” We all
saw them, sitting and standing on the
far side of the hyenas. Then began one
of the top experiences of my life. As
we drew closer, we saw that there were
four lions. At our approach, the lions
started to walk away. As the distance
between us decreased, one or two of
them went into a slow, heavy trot. At
about 225 yards they separated, going
off leisurely in fan shape. At something
under two hundred yards the Walkers
jumped to the ground and opened up
on the right-wing lion. They both hit
him. At Cub* strike, he leaped into
the air. When he hit the ground on his
last leap, he seemed to stay down—at
least the long grass absorbed and hid
his struggles. We jumped onto the run-
ning board of the truck and followed
another, which was jogging along at a
very slow trot. These lions had killed
and fed. They were heavy with meat,
but undoubtedly were too blase to
make a stampede getaway.

We hopped off the truck at suitable
firing distance and | took a shot at a
black-fronted lion that trotted across
to the left. The bullet hit the ground
well behind him. Farnie said, “Too far
back.” 1 fired again; nothing hap-
pened. On the third shot, he went into
the air in one magnificent spring, his
paws reaching straight up past his
muzzle. With this one leap he w's
swallowed by the grass.

Firing had been going on beside me.
It was the two Walkers, operating on
a lion that | had not even seen. Both
apparently hit it (there was too much
going on for accurate accounting), but
Ken’s last shot knocked the animal
crosswise, and it dropped from view.

Three lions down, and one trotting
away. The latter’s tawny head could

be seen hopping up and down above
the yellow grass. We got into the truck
and took after him. He had gone a con-
siderable distance, but when we over-
hauled him he didnt seem much con-
cerned, continuing his leisurely trot.

The four of us hit the ground about
the same time. Cub was the first to get
organized; he shot the lion and it went
down, but only to gather and spring,
then it whirled in the air and faced
us. Instantly we all fired, and heard
the wallop of somebody’s bullet.

This lion meant business. We saw
him crouch in the thin grass as though
gathering his forces for a rush. Some-
one—it was not in me to have made
such a suggestion—said, “Let’s walk in
on him with the cameras.” Ken and |
made a dash for the truck and got one
apiece. | wonder whether you can do
a worse thing on a hunting trip in
Africa; yet we did it time and again
and came out whole.

The four of us line up abreast for the
advance. All carried rifles. Ken
and 1, in addition, had cameras. As we
drew close, we saw that the grass was
sparse in the vicinity of the lion. This
gave a better chance for clear photog-
raphy and a clearer view of the first
menacing movements of the lion’s
charge.

The beast was fury incarnate. |
never knew that any animal could
work itself into such a state. Its eyes
fairly blazed; every hair on its body
stood on end. Through its partly open
mouth poured a continuous volume of
deep-toned, rumbling growls that
swelled almost to a roar. Its long, lash-
ing tail stood high, practically at right
angles to its back. Our intention, and
we considered it legitimate in the case
of lions, was to get a little action pho-
tography as we walked in to Kkill the
animal. It is a mistake to make a guess
that you see a lion in the thick grass.
“Walking in” brings him to his feet,
and the photography does not in-
humanly retard the coup de grace.

We covered the distance, the length
of a tennis court, without a charge.
Farnie said, “You must shoot; it will
come any second now.”

ne of the Walkers said, “We’ll never
get another chance like this for
action photography.”

It took all my courage to keep look-
ing through the motion-picture finder.
At about sixty feet, the brute decided
to come. The guns cut loose, and the
lion went limp. As we approached,
Farnie said, “WE must never go that
close again.” His advice seemed sound
to me, but | was a mere third of the
hunting party. Sound as it seemed, it
didn’t register for more than twenty
minutes. Four lions were down. How
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Rhinos are dangerous game. When angered they’ll charge anything, even a truck.

far down? The one that lay at our feet
we knew to be dead. How about the
other three? We waved to the bearers,
still assembled in the truck. They
failed to understand. At least they
stayed “in assembly.”

With a little hissing sound, hardly
an expletive but rather something
clucked with the teeth, Farnie set out
for the truck. On his return, he dele-
gated one of the bearers for stand-out
duty, explaining that there would be
difficulty in locating the dead lion later
unless he stood high above the yellow-
grass. What the Swahili is for “putting
up a holler,” 1 do not know, but that
was what the native was putting up
in any man’s tongue. My sympathies
were with him, for there were three
other lions in the vicinity, all wounded.

At that moment, Ken said, “Who is
this coming; it looks like two natives?”
They were tall and carried long spears.
They turned out to be Mbugwi tribes-
men looking for meat. According to
their story, which seemed incredible,
they had started out early in the morn-
ing to locate a circle of vultures, which
meant a lion Kill. They intended to
wait at a distance until the lions had
finished, whereupon they would scare
away the hyenas, jackals, and vultures,
and take possession of the meat.

W hen we learned their plan, we of-

fered them meat—some nice, clean
bullet-killed cuts—if they would
stand and mark the dead lion’s loca-
tion. They readily accepted the offer,
which put a broad grin on our native,
who had shown resistance to the as-
signment.

We were now ready for the roundup.
The four of us got in abreast forma-
tion; the bearers kept as close to our
backs as possible. The little skinner
carried my Graflex camera and pegged
along in my footsteps.

We moved slowly in an even ling,
scrutinizing every dense patch of grass.
After a considerable length of time,
we came suddenly on a tawny form
vaguely outlined through the yellow,
waving grass. Up went all the rifles.
We held them in place for a moment;
not the slightest movement came from
the object in front. We advanced, to
find the lion stone-dead. Finally one of
the natives consented to stand by.

We set out again, in search of num-
ber three. The four lions had scattered
over a rather wide territory, and dur-
ing the excitement we had lost all but
a general sense of location. We stepped
along for a few hundred yards when
number three, without wasting any
time on formalities, let out a corking
roar. An instant later, a great head
appeared above the grass. His fury was
a magnificent thing to see and to hear.

Here was another splendid chance
for photography, so Ken and | each
took a camera, while Cub and Farnie
covered the subject. We set our cam-
eras and walked forward, getting a
number of pictures. There came a time
when Farnie said. “Bovs, you are
playing with fire; finish him.” One of
the Walkers bowled him over with a
direct shot in the head. As the risk
was now reduced seventy-five per cent,
there was considerably less difficulty
in persuading a native to stand and
mark the spot where number three lay.

The final search was to be for the
lion that I had missed twice and hit
once. It was hard to find. We ranged
over a good deal of country. In a de-
sire to locate the animal, we split off
and became separated by as much as
a quarter of a mile. The little skinner
dogged my footsteps carrying the big
Graflex. He touched my arm. | sud-
denly stopped. He pointed, saying
something in a whisper in the Swahili
tongue. Slightly to the right, |1 could
see a rounded form, a little darker in
shade than the yellow of the veldt. |
cocked the rifle and tiptoed forward,
to find that | was approaching the lion
from the rear. This seemed fair enough
to me, so | tiptoed a little closer. Then
I did something that can only be ac-
counted for through the influence of
the equatorial sun’s rays on the brain.
| picked up a clod of earth and threw
it at the lion. This is the procedure
you use in flushing quail, when there is
no African sun to make you screwy.
However, | know myself well enough
to feel that | must have been thorough-
ly convinced that the lion was dead.
The clod of earth hit the ground beside
him. He didn't flush. He was as lifeless
as stone. When hit by the bullet, he
had whirled and faced his trouble. Now
he was lying on his belly, his huge
front paws and dark, hairy head
stretched out in the direction from
which | had shot.

E ach of the four carcasses was now

blazed by a stand-by (to use the
compound word lightly), and it would
be an easy matter to find them. There
was one task ahead of us that called
for haste; namely, getting the pelts
off the bodies. It is claimed that under
the heat of the sun the hair will begin
to slip in and hour, so we deemed it
expedient to load the lions in the truck
and whisk them to the main camp,
where the skinning could be done in,
the shade. Handling a lion, dead or
alive, is no childs play. Big, limp
round things, they offer few grappling
points beyond the four legs and tail.
The “Kill” took up most of the floor
space, so the bearers sat all over the
lions.

It was only noon of our fourth day
in the hunting country, and we were
coming home with a wagonload of the
animals sometimes called man-eaters.
When we arrived in camp, the natives
flocked around the truck and put on
an excited powwow'. As each lion was
dragged over the end of the truck and
allowed to tumble to the ground, they
did a little flat-footed dance.

The day started out quite as usual,
and when it came to an end | had
been through the most harrowing ex-



perience of my life. Farnie asked,
“Who wants to go out in one of the
trucks to look for Carl's rifle?” And
so the trip began.

We had last seen the gun leaning up
against the rear wheel of the truck
when we'd been skinning two lions un-
der the shade of the big tree. As the
machine moved off, the rifle that had
been propped against the wheel had
probably dropped into the grass.

Nothing unusual happened on our
way out. On a little butte, or kopje,
we paused to marvel at the amount
of game that was within eyerange,
scattered over the yellow prairie land
cropping their morning nourishment.
While looking and commenting, some-
one said, “Here comes a fringe-eared
oryx that has something on his mind.-
He was walking fast. Through the
high-powered glasses, he looked like
a fine specimen, one worthy of a little
interruption in our trip for the rifle.

Suppose I take him,” 1 said. “We
can load him on the truck and haul
him back to camp for the skinning.”
Farnie and | started on the run for the
only patch of cover that would let us
get close enough. The oryx continued
to walk fast. We had a hard run to
time his pace for a shot from the cover
and barely made it. | raised the rifle,
but was so out of breath that the gun
wobbled up and down with every
respiration. | had to take it from my
shoulder and stand and puff. Just a
few more puffs and the oryx would be
gone he would walk past the cover and

look back at us. As | panted away a.

few priceless seconds, the animal saw
us and stopped.

I let fly from a heaving bosom and
hit the oryx in the flank. This put him
on the run. The next shot went wild,
at least it did no good, so we waved
for the truck. It was our custom never
to let a wounded animal die miserably,
if we could put him out of the way. A
dash of perhaps five minutes over-
hauled the oryx. | jumped out of the
truck and fired; he dropped in his
tracks, and it looked like the end of
the chapter. It is a mistake to walk up
to a wounded animal without being
primed for surprises. When we got
quite close to the oryx, he gave a snort,
and with a toss of the horns he charged
us. He was too hard hit, however, so
he collapsed. After watching for a
moment. | threw my helmet at him to
see whether that would get any re-
sponse. It hit him and bounced off his
neck. Quick as a wink he stabbed at
it like a French fencing master; then
I finished him with a heart shot. After
the customary measurements of a
freshly killed animal, we got him
aboard the truck.

We found motor tracks in the grass
and by following them carefully, came
to the site of yesterday’s encounter
and picked up the rifle.

We were now ready for the ride back
to camp. We had motored perhaps half
a mile and were gliding along the rim
of a dry water hole when Carl signaled
by beating his fist on the cowl over
the driver’s head, yelling, “Stop—a
lion!” | looked and saw a big, long,
smooth lioness standing in the green-
ish grass on the far edge of the water
hole. She was about sixty-five yards
away. As | jumped out of the truck,
she started to walk, with her entire
right side visible, showing the loose,
easy play of the shoulder muscles roll-
ing slowly into her back. Almost before
I could get a bead on her she moved
into a trot; | fired and knocked her up
in the air. Then she made a few bound-
ing springs forward, turned abruptly
away from us, and suddenly was lost
to view, swallowed up by the high
grass. | shot again at the tawny-colored
beast just before she disappeared, but
I missed. She did not vanish for long,
however, and when she reappeared she
was coming diagonally at us.

This time, when the bullet hit her,
she went into wild contortions, front
paws extended above her head making
vicious jabs at the air. In the midst
of these twisting leaps, she must have
put two and two together and con-
cluded that the cause of all her pain
came from the neighborhood of the
truck. She hit the ground, wheeled,
and dropped into a crouch, head on.
She was now ready and determined to
fight; all she needed was just another
moment in which to become organized
for the rush.

The grass was thin and short where
she crouched: 1 could see her eyes
glaring. Under the circumstances, |
took unusually careful aim, consum-
ing the extra two seconds necessary for
this, for it was no time to do a hap-
hazard job of sighting or trigger pull-
ing. Her head was slightly raised and
extended; | fired just under the lower
jaw'—the necktie shot. As the bullet
struck, she collapsed. Her tense, power-
ful muscles, geared up for the rush,
went limp in an instant, and she un-
coiled in a slow, stretching movement
that rolled her on her side, lifeless. We
walked forward and inspected the big,
gaunt, beautiful specimen.

We stood for a moment, noting the
huge paws and the powerful forelegs
and shoulder muscles. Reaching for
my notebook | said. “Well, let’s get at
the measurements.”

Carl’s response was, “What are you
going to do about the leopard?”

“What leopard?”

“Didnt you see it standing near the

small tree? Your lion passed directly
in front of it.”

The two other men backed up his
statement. | was a little chagrined that
they had seen so much more than I,
but the truth of the matter is, the
lion had given my eyes about all they
could take in. “Well, what will we do
about the leopard?” | asked.

“Walk past the place where it was
standing and you’ll see,” Carl said.

The men told me that the leopard
was feeding at a Kkill, and the lioness
had passed hardly twenty feet in front
of it.

“You can go ahead with your meas-
urements of the lion,” said Carl. “The
leopard will wait for us.”

W hen the measurements had been re-
corded, Carl came up to me rather
ceremoniously and said, “Doctor, this
is very dangerous. If you ever kept
your eyes open, do it now. The leopard
will be close and will come with a
rush.”

We circled back and picked up the
lion trail where the first shot had been
fired. The intention was to follow this
trail which would lead us past the spot
where the leopard had been feeding.
The country was wide open, save for
thin patches of grass here and there
in our line march, and a rim of heavier
prairie grass fifty feet to our left and
parallel to the trail. Carl went in
front, followed by Farnie; then |
came, and behind me the native with
his spear. We were about fifteen feet
apart. We walked very slowly, each one
of us with his rifle pointed toward the
fringe of heavier grass fifty feet to
our left. Once more, | wondered out
loud whether the leopard might have
cleared out, but Carl Trichard em-
phatically answered, “No, it is lying
here somewhere, close.”

The ground was almost bare now for
a hundred feet in front, in the direction
we were headed, and covered with
shale and small rocks. There were just
a few patches of grass in our line of
progress that might or might not cover
a crouching animal. While slowly
moving along, one cautious step at a
time, and peering into all grass patches,
we came to the leopard kill, a young
Thomson’s gazelle, partly eaten, lying
on the ground under two thin trees.

“Be ready,” Farnie warned. “The
animal can be right here, any place,
within fifty feet.”

If it were true that the leopard was
the kind of animal that would not
condescend to back away from four
armed men, then we certainly were
flirting with trouble in standing over
the meal that we had so recently in-
terrupted. | whs surprised when Carl
picked -up a rock and hurled it into



the rim of grass on our left. We edged
slowly forward away from the carcass,
each man hurling an occasional rock
into the grass, the idea being to get
a rise out of an animal that was in
all probability set for the spring. Many
men have made fools of themselves.
This was a comforting thought to hide
behind, for we were actually trying to
flush a leopard when we were armed
with rifles instead of shotguns, and
only forty or fifty feet in which to get
a bead on the flying target. | picked up
a rock half the size of a baseball, and
guessing what might be a likely spot
in the long grass, let it go. Nothing
happened for a few seconds; then there
was a rush from the exact patch of
grass, and a blur of black and yellow
lightning streaked low across the open
ground, uttering a deep, continuous,
guttural growl. In three lightning leaps
it covered two-thirds of the intervening
space before the spring which carried
it through the air. It leapt straight at
Farnie's chest. | fired, so did Farnie.
We missed and it struck, fastening its
teeth in Farnie’s face, grabbing his
right shoulder with its left paw while
it circled his neck with its right, and
tore at his back between the shoulder
blades, ripping both hind feet into
his belly.

T hey went to the ground together,

Farnie underneath. | had only one
thought in my brain: to rush up to
the writhing mass, thrust the muzzle
of the rifle against the leopard’s side,
and pull the trigger. Any other sort of
shot would have been homicidal. When
| reached the spot, only fifteen feet
away, there were writhing arms and
legs and patches of leopard going in
all directions, and | couldn’t get the
muzzle of the gun against what | was
dead sure was the leopard. | have been
everlastingly proud of my reserve; it
is the greatest wonder | didn’t shoot.
| became vaguely conscious that Carl
was going through some maneuvers on
the other side of the struggle, designed,
of course, to release his brother from
the bloody claws and fangs of this
leopard. He did not dare shoot. Sud-
denly Farnie, with the spirit of com-
bat strong within him, by a writhing
twist like that of a wrestler, turned
himself on top of the animal. This
completely covered our squirming
target, for Farnie was a tall man. It
was a harrowing situation, doubly so
for Carl, to see Farnie squarely on top
of an infuriated animal and unable to
let go.

The way out came from the leopard
himself. Either satisfied with the dam-
age he had done, or not wanting to
make it a “fight to the death,” the
animal suddenly sprang away, slid

from under Farnie and went past Carl
like the wind. Then he turned left in
a big circle, glancing back at us. Here
| was treated to the finest running shot
that it has ever been my pleasure to
behold. Carl, a left-hander, took aim
at the bounding thing, touched his
trigger, and the leopard went over in
a series of somersaults. | heard Carl
say, “l got it, doctor!” Farnie was on
his feet with the blood streaming down
his face. | pressed two folded handker-
chiefs indiscriminately into the red
smear. They were so rapidly soaked
that it was not possible to determine
either the exact location or the extent
of his wounds.

W hile sponging away at his face, a
small red circle welled up on the
front of his shirt, becoming larger and
larger as the blood continued to ooze
out of his belly wounds. Blood was also
saturating the back of his shirt, torn
in shreds where the animal had
grabbed him between the shoulder
blades. Thinking that the bleeding
and general shock were enough to
cause most men to faint, | urged
Farnie to lie down. He refused, but
said excitedly, “lI must get back to
camp—Ileopard cuts are bad.”

Rarely does fortune smile more
broadly than she did at that moment.
There was the chug of a motor, and we
saw the other truck approaching across
the yellow veldt with the two Walker
boys and young Jack Boshoff. They
had left camp early in the morning
for a ten-mile circle in the opposite
direction. Three of us started for
camp, leaving the rest to skin the
leopard and lioness. | kept turning over
in my mind the outcome of Farnie’s
wounds. Could any set-up surpass this
one as a potential hotbed of infection?
The leopard had been in the act of
feeding on a dead gazelle. Without the
shadow of a doubt, its lips, claws, and
teeth were filled with infectious ma-
terial. Whether he had killed the ga-
zelle and allowed it to get “high” in
the sun, or had found it, we did not
know. The claws of this carrion-eating
animal, while solid at the points, are
grooved on the under surface farther
back, and of course these grooves were
filled solid with infectious material.

On reaching camp, we rigged up the
dining table as an operating table,
stretched Farnie on it, and proceeded
to take stock, while the water was
boiling and the instruments were being
disinfected.

His wounds were as follows: Face
—bite wounds, particularly on the left
side under the eye; there were tooth
marks in five places, some of them an
inch in length, but all more or less
superficial. Left side of chest bitten

and clawed, nipple swollen; some claw
marks below nipple. Left arm showed
claw wounds on shoulder, middle of
biceps, and at elbow. Abdomen—
wounds where the hind claws had
ripped in, perhaps on the original im-
pact. Back—wounds over and below
right shoulder blade, where the ani-
mal had fastened its claws when it
curled its right paw around Farnie’s
neck. All wounds seemed superficial,
even where flaps of skin and under-
lying tissues were elevated.

Treatment consisted of cleansing
with a solution of potassium perman-
ganate, ten times stronger than stand-
ard.

The whole episode was like a whirl-
wind. | list it as one of the frightful
experiences of my life. The feeling of
impotence that came over me when |
realized | was unable to help a com-
panion struggling for his life was night-
marish. The gun was useless, yet |
hung onto it, pointing it here and
there, a veritable hazard. It would
have taken a better man than | to
have dropped the gun and to have
gotten into the fight with bare hands.
An Indian, through instinct, might
have pulled his hunting knife. Damn
that native with the spear! He had
the implement above all others for
such an occasion, but for reasons of
his own he didn’t wish to intrude. In
reviewing the fight immediately after
its occurrence, | found myself won-
dering about three things: the lack of
warning, the suddenness and speed of
the leopard’s rush; the deep tone of
the guttural growl, which came only
with the rush, not before; why the
leopard left Farnie without struggling
a little longer.

The last question is unanswerable.

F arnie was incapacitated for almost

two weeks. One morning after he
had recovered sufficiently, we climbed
into the truck before daylight. Alex
Boshoff, Jack’s brother, came along
with us. We were cruising along with
a big red sun just clearing the hori-
zon, when suddenly Alex said, “Isn’t
that a lion?”

“Yes, it is—and a big one,”. Cub
said. “l see one, two, three follow-
ing.”

We pointed the truck lionward. In a
few minutes we were close enough to
make out a lioness and her three cubs.

The country was wide open for
miles, no brush patches, only an occa-
sional tree. The grass had been eaten
short by the grazers. We drew closer.
The family went into a trot, the chil-
dren in front, the mother in the rear.

At about four hundred yards, the
lioness stopped, looked at us, and
lashed her tail. She repeated this little



maneuver a number of times, adding
to it, as the truck approached, little
menacing charges of five or six yards,
which were supposed to scare us to a
standstill. When her bluff failed to
work, she decided to turn on the
pressure. We were then about 250
yards away. Leaving her cubs to shift
for themselves, she came toward us on
the dead run. Ken was at the wheel; he
stopped the truck with a bang. The
lioness never slackened. Instead of do-
ing long, graceful bounds, she was
streaking it. We estimated that she
covered about 125 yards.

Carl yelled, “Shoot, shoot! She
means business!  She’ll jump in
the truck.”

As she was coming straight at us, it
wasn’t particularly hard to line up the
shot, but just when | was about to
pull the trigger, she slowed down. So
her charge had something of the bluff
in it, after all. But who wants to wait
for a complete record of behavior in
an instance like this? We shall never
know whether her intention was to
“take us for a ride,” or just to pretend,
for at the moment she slowed down the
bullet hit her in the breast and she
gave a wild leap into the air. Cub and
I jumped off the truck, followed by
Carl. As the lioness saw us advance,
she quit jumping and crouched with
her head showing above the grass. Her
fury was beyond description. | fired
at what | thought would be the left
side of her body and overshot, in all
probability. At any rate, it was a miss.
She raised herself high enough above
the grass to show her body, and the
next shot landed. Here was a lioness
hit twice and still remaining the per-
sonification of fury. There was only
one thing holding her back, for the
spirit was more than willing; her loco-
motion mechanism was upset. This
was our big gamble. The animal had
plenty of strength to tear the three of
us apart. Often animals hit not only
once but several times can keep com-
ing.

As we drew closer, the lioness made
one heroic effort. Her head and shoul-
ders were above grass, but the hind
end seemed to be floundering without
coordination. A shot at close range
rolled her over on her side. So it took
three bullets to do the trick, at least
to dispatch her before our eyes.

Now for some excitement! Ken
brought up the truck, and we all set
out in the direction that the cubs had
taken. After a time, they were sighted.
Someone said, “Let’s capture them!”
The suggestion sounded interesting
and plausible enough. We pursued
one, but soon realized that it was too
big to handle and that it would maul

some of our outfit during the attempt
at capture. It was probably | who sug-
gested that there might be a runt in
the family.

In a few minutes we located the
others; two of about the same size. We
gave chase. They circled and it was
decided to round them up on foot. The
bearers went quite wild over this little
adventure and took after the cubs with
spears. Carl yelled Swahili commands
that they were not to throw the spears.
The two cubs were smaller than their
big brother but, at that, they looked
like quite a handful. We chased them
around a bit, when one cub suddenly
wheeled and came to bay, growling and
snarling in an incredibly deep voice.
It had taken all the chasing it was go-
ing to stand for. When Cub ap-
proached, it wasted no time but took
after him, bent on combat. | went
forward with the camera; the little
brute wheeled and put me to flight.
Then it sat on its haunches and looked
from one to another of the men en-
circling it, peeling back its lips and
showing fangs that in no manner re-
sembled baby teeth. We called direc-
tions to each other but could find no
takers to execute them, and concluded
that our only hope was the lasso. A
rope was brought from the truck, and
the Walker boys took turns at throw-
ing a nice, captivating noose. The cub
was not content to make a few passes
at the rope with its paw but, with a
snarling twist of its whiskers, rushed
at the boys after every cast. The Wal-
kers could outrun it, but the little
beast, after the satisfaction of putting
them to flight, would sit on its
haunches and defy our whole outfit.

During a lull in the proceedings, as |
was standing at a distance with a
camera in my hand—harming no one,
simply standing there—the cub
glanced at me out of the corner of his
eye. Then he turned his head for a
better look and stared intently for
about a minute. With a spring, which
plainly said “There’s my meat,” he
made a bolt for me. | went into high.
Holding the camera against my breast
like a football, | “picked them up and
set them down” with everything | had.
It’s hard to keep from glancing over
your shoulder in a race where the
stakes are high, but there was no need
of it here, for | could hear the little
brute gaining on me every instant. It
never occurred to me to shed the cam-
era and my helmet and field glasses;
I was doing only one-track, single-
purpose thinking. It was inevitable
that, unless he broke a leg, we were
going to come together. Just when his
dream was about to be realized, or, in
more practical terms, when he was

about to sink his teeth into one of my
calves, Cub Walker threw a rope across
his back. With an extra snarl at hav-
ing the dream of a lifetime exploded,
the cub reached for the rope and tried
to climb to the other end of it. The
Walkers could outrun him. My boast
that | could have done likewise, if |
had been dressed for it, didnt go over
very well.

It must have taken an hour for all
of us, one after the other, to keep
ahead of this baby lion and get it
lassoed. Even when we were able to
draw a noose around its neck and body,
it put up a magnificent scrap. We had
a terrible job getting it to the truck,
for we wanted to give it a humane cap-
ture. Dragging would have shut off
its wind, and it would probably have
bitten someone’ arm off if we had tried
to release the noose to give it more
wind. The method that brought results
was based on the wheelbarrow princi-
ple. We lifted its hind end from the
ground by the tail and it pattered
away on its front feet like an animal
trained for exhibition.

It was tied en bloc to the side rail
of the truck, and we all climbed in,
ten strong.

When we arrived in camp the na-
tives were greatly excited by our cap-
ture. Faces beaming, they went at once
into their flat-footed dance.

The cub was named Sultan. We
hadnt thought what to do with the
little beast; in a general way, we had
intended to train it. Some of our sup-
plies had come in a large wooden box.
The supplies were dumped out of this
and the cub dumped in. One of the
Walkers brought a nice dangle of raw
meat and almost had his arm
taken off. We spent days trying to
tame the cub. When we looked in and
spoke approachable words, like “nice
puss,” he banged his head against the
top slats in a fury. We couldnt make
him realize the fact that cooing words
and raw meat indicated that we were
on his side.

By all natural laws, Sultan was
born to become a king of beasts. That
he would kill at will any animal weaker
than himself was part of natural law;
it was a strange piece of interference
that man should pick him off the veldt
and lay the groundwork for his suicide.
Sultan’s passing was an unconven-
tional accident. As a rule, it was a hu-
man footlall that made him try to tear
his home to pieces, but one night,
while we slept, he got an unusually
wild desire to escape and to get back
to the laws of nature. By jumping and
butting his head against the roof of
his house, he loosened one of the
nailed-down hoards. A little more but-
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ting and the board gave way, so that
he could just squeeze his head through.
The opening was too narrow for the
shoulders, and there poor Sultan hung,
slowly getting his wind shut off. We
found him in the morning, hanging
dead. It was a miserable, man-made
death, and we all regretted that we
hadn’t turned him loose when we saw
that his education was doomed to
failure.

W hen the cheetah strikes, you sel-

dom find more than a single set of
fang wounds in his kill. He never lets
go the original hold that he sinks into
the animal’s neck. Down they go to-
gether, with the cheetah swinging his
lithe body clear of the fall. This is
his invariable technique. Yet he is notl
one of Africa’s dreaded animals; the
cheetah can be domesticated to a cer-
tain extent, and has been trained for
hunting and racing. With his long,
gaunt body and doglike feet, the
cheetah is as much a speed demon as
a killer. We nearly lost the race we
ran with one.

The truck was rumbling easily over
the veldt. It was quiet and hot. Jack
was at the wheel. Cub, Ken, the Tri-
chards, and | were in the back with
three of us standing, holding the hand-
rail. Ken pointed off to his side.

“Look at that!” he said, indicating
an anthill.

The top of the anthill writhed into
life, and not one, but three tawny
cheetahs slid off the big termite mound
and bounded away in the yellow grass.
Ken tried a quick, long shot, firing just
before the last cheetah slid into a

patch of high grass that stretched to
a big thicket.

Jack jumped out from behind the
wheel and came around to the back.

“Did you hit him, Keri?”

“l don’t know. | think so,” Ken said.

We piled out of the truck with our
guns and camera. Either the cheetah
was frightened and running for its life
or, if Ken had hit the animal, he might
attack with fury.

We were organized for the stalk
the instant we hit the ground. We
didn’t have to rehearse any longer—
we were pretty reckless by this time.
I had learned long ago that Ken and
Cub Walker required at least one
thrill per day to keep them in good
running condition. We took our posi-
tions about ten feet apart, the camera
man in the middle and two men with
guns on either side, walking five
abreast toward the patch of grass.

I held the camera about level with
my face; the Walkers, the two Tri-
chards, our guides, pointed their guns
forward with the butts almost in
shooting position.

he grass was high and thick. My
flannel spine pad tingled, and the

Farnie turned to look at us. “Be
careful—we could be walking into a
leopard.”

“A leopards got no sense,” Carl
said. “They’ll charge anything.”

With our first step, the thing in
front of us rose with a twisting turn.
It had been facing its enemy, as all
wounded animals do; then it seemed
to glide through the long grass di-
rectly away from us. Cub shot, and
the movement in the- grass stopped.
We walked forward and stood over a
dying cheetah—Ilong and muscular,
its lungs pumping hard under the yel-
lowish hide. We found what had been
expected, that Ken had wounded it
with his long shot when the animal
had bounded away from the anthill
for the cover 'of the grass. Just how
we might have come out with a leopard
is all guesswork. The scrap that Farnie
had had before with this spotted piece
of feline fury was one hundred per
cent unreasonable, bloody, and mur-
derous.

Another day we had a chance to
see the cheetah’s beautiful speed. The
experience nearly wrecked us as well as
the cheetah. Although the chase was
too exciting and dangerous for anyone

sweatband of my pitch helmet feltto take the actual mileage, it was esti-

prickly.

Fifty yards of high-stepping was
uneventful; no animal came hurtling
through the air to land on our heads.
A few more steps and Cub Walker
stopped, alert and ready for anything.
Through the filmy tall grass bending
quietly back and forth to the wind, I
could make out a dense form less than
twenty yards away.

mated that we gave him a run of
something over two miles. We were
bumping along in the truck when we
spotted two cheetahs on the open veldt.
Young Jack was at the wheel and he
turned the truck in their direction.
The cheetahs flattened against the
earth. When we drew near, they got up
and bounded off in a gallop. Ken and |
jumped to the ground and took quick

We almost got wrecked, driving across the veldt at high speed, before we caught up with those two lightning-fast cheetahs.



shots. | fired at the one on the left
and knew | had missed; Ken said he
thought his had been hit. The cheetahs
separated, and Ken ran after his cat,
which loped into the grass out of sight.
He called for someone to go with him
and got one barefoot bearer who
snatched up an empty .22 rifle.

I jumped into the truck. “Let’s get
the other one,” | called to Jack. “Do
you see him?” Jack slipped in the
clutch, and | grabbed tight to the
iron bar. My cheetah was now hitting
it across the veldt several hundred
yards away. The country was open—
no trees, no rock ledges, no valleys of
any size, just flat prairie covered with
grass.

We could see the cheetah at almost
every jump-he made. The truck was
soon doing thirty-five and everybody
was hanging on for dear life.

The cheetah pulled away from us in
the first half-mile. When he changed
his direction slightly to the right, Jack
cut the wheel to the right to head him
off. It was a good guess, and we gained
on him. The cheetah is a sprinter rather
than a marathoner, and that worked
in our favor.

The cheetah was tiring and we
closed in on him. In another hundred
yards he stopped, whirled and crouched
out of sight, completely hidden by the
protective coloring of the veldt. We
drove to within fifty feet of where we
had last seen him. Carl threw oranges
at the spot (our intended luncheon)
but the cheetah failed to flush. We
wondered whether he might be gath-
ering his wind for a leap into the
truck. | looked hard and thought
I saw spots through the dry grass. Tak-
ing careful aim, | fired. The cheetah
jumped and showed a wound as he
bounded away from us. | shot again
and hit him in the back above the
shoulders. This slowed him down. He
turned, crouched head on, and glared
at us from an open spot. The next
shot finished him. He lay stretched out,
a long, gaunt animal with a rather
small head and a brown streak running
down each cheek from the eye.

We were curious to know about the
other cheetah, for we had left Ken and
his empty-gun bearer to stalk the ani-
mal on foot. We found that they had
come to a slight elevation and dis-
covered the cheetah stone-dead.

“Jtldio, n'dio!” Yes, yes! the bearers

Il nodded their heads, telling us
they understood. Nevertheless, Carl
and Farnie repeated the instructions,
going over the important points care-
fully. Thirty picked bearers were to
leave camp before sunrise; they were
to march fifteen miles to a particular
stretch of timber, wait until “the sun

was there.” By that time we would
arrive and take our stand. They were
then to start the drive into the woods,
calling out and clapping their spears
against their shields, sending the ele-
phants toward us. “Ndio, n’dio!”
They understood.

At four in the morning the bearers
set out. Three hours later Carl, Farnie,
the Walkers, and |, with more natives,
climbed into the two trucks and were
off.

On the way we rehearsed once again
the elephant’s most vulnerable spots.

“Don’t shoot between the eyes—
the brain lies higher than that.”

“Above and a little behind the left
shotilder is always good—it will get
the heart.”

“In an emergency, along the spinal
column is a paralyzing shot.”

e had hunted elephants through

brush country and forests, tracked
them high into the hills without add-
ing one to .our “specimen bag.” Now
we were embarked upon a carefully
planned hunt; we must be as certain
of our shots as possible.

After a ten-mile ride, we paused on
a slight rise to get our bearings. There,
about two miles in the wrong direction
marched the thirty natives—single file.
They were on the wrong side of the
swamp and on the wrong side of the
patch of forest. They had missed the
vital point in the directions by a mat-
ter of two miles. 1 could almost see
Carl and Farnie sizzle, but there was
nothing to do but stand there and give
off. The big swamp ruined any chance
of overhauling the bearers and the dis-
tance was too great for them to hear a
rifle shot.

The Walkers and |, fuming with
disappointment and chagrin, decided
to take advantage of our high ground
to sweep the country with our field
glasses. Everybody gave a little jump
with Cub Walker’s words, “l see an
elephant! ”

Five pairs of glasses were turned
on the spot. There, about a mile away,
above the marsh vegetation, was a
round, smooth, dark rock, where rocks
should not have been.

The wind was right for a direct ap-
proach, so away we went in single file,
walking as fast as the country would
allow. We swerved to get a favorable
wind, then hit straight for the swamp.
The elephant was standing about a
third of a mile in front of us, and the
same distance from the forest on the
left. We took a last look at him from
firm ground before plunging into the
swamp. He stood with his rump toward
us but not exactly vis-a-vis.

Part of our route took us through
jointed reeds nine feet high. It was

impossible for us to see for twenty-
five feet in any direction. There was
something disconcerting (if that is
a strong enough word) in the buffalo
signs and paths that ran in all direc-
tions. Later, Jack Boshoff, who had
remained with the truck on high
ground, told us that he had counted
eighty buffaloes as they emerged from
the swamp. They had crossed our path
some little time previously. | often
wondered how we might have weath-
ered their stampede when we had
nothing to climb and nowhere to run.

I was having the toughest stalk of
my hunting career. Both of my can-
vas leggings were unstrung and flap-
ping around my ankles. Time and
again one of the Walkers would reach
down and yank me out of a pothole.
On one occasion | actually went in as
deep as my belt. 1 was afraid to call,
for | didn’t know how close the ele-
phant might be, so | made a hissing
sound. Ken Walker turned around. He
said afterward he wondered how he
pulled me out, as well as how | had
found such a hole. | held my rifle high
above my head to keep it dry; he
grabbed one of my hands, but it was
wet and his hold slipped. Then he
really went to work on me, and | shot
out of the hole like a leaping tarpon.
A dried snakeskin on a low bush where
I landed—a big one that may have
once encased a venomous mamba—
certainly added nothing to my peace
of mind.

But where was the elephant? There
had been no chance to see it for the
past half-hour. Ken and Cub hoisted
Farnie on their shoulders for a look
over the high reeds.

A wiggling of Farnie's legs and a
scrambling motion to get down was a
hopeful sign. “He’ straight in front
of us and about 200 yards off!”

efore we left dry land, both Ken and

Cub had generously and graciously
insisted that this was my elephant.
Naturally an argument took place. |
wasn’t going to accept Africa’s largest
gift on a platter unless all rights of
possession had been justly earned. |
offered to match them for the ele-
phant. Their point was that they would
prefer to make a side trip into special
country for their elephants, if 1 would
spare them the camp equipment and
enough bearers.

For about a hundred yards the
stalk was blind. We crept along with
the utmost caution, parting the high
vegetation and slowly replacing it by
hand, instead of allowing it to swing
back into place, in order to make as
little noise as possible. By a strange
bit of luck the swamp vegetation began
to thin out, and we could see the ele-



phant a hundred yards off. He was
standing blunt end to, but a little on
the bias. His long, diagonal right side
was perfectly huge. Another hoist was
necessary for a view of the tusks.
First Carl, and then Farnie was lifted
for the check.

“Yes, they are good,” was the ver-
dict. “Not heavy, but very long.
There’s your bull.”

Telling the natives to stay well
back, we executed twenty more yards
of this highly ticklish sneak. We were
now within seventy-five yards.

he elephant flapped his huge ears
Toccasionally. In my ignorance I
thought some heroic insects were an-
noying him.

“No,” Carl whispered, “he is sus-
picious and is trying to locate our
noise.”

We had rehearsed many times the
proper shots for an elephant. This ani-
mal was standing on the bias. | elected
to try a shot at a spot above and be-
hind the right shoulder. An accurate
line would catch the heart.

Leveling the double-barreled ele-
phant gun at this biggest animal on
earth sent a thrill through my body
that 1 will never forget. Unquestion-
ably | held the bead for what must
have seemed an exasperating length
of time to the Walkers. This was done
not alone in the interest of accuracy,
but for the ecstasy of at last having
an elephant standing there under my
sights. | touched the trigger. There was
a tremendous explosion. The recoil of
the big, fourteen-pound gun against
my shoulder and cheek sent me not
only back on my heels, which is a fig-
ure of speech, but into reverse, with
one heel after the other alternately
making frantic efforts to get back in
time to establish equilibrium. If one
of Ken Walkers big hands between
my shoulder blades hadnt met my
recoil, | would have landed on my
back, hitting Ihe back of my neck
first. Both barrels of the elephant gun
had gone off at- once. | instantly broke
the gun. The automatic ejectors threw
out both shells, confirming the diag-
nosis.

For an instant the elephant stood,
quivering. With all possible haste |
pushed one cartridge into the left
barrel. The elephant wheeled, by a
rare piece of luck, not to the right
where we would have been in full
view, but to the left in a quarter-turn,
and started for the forest. | fired broad-
side.

According to stipulation, after my
first shot he was to be “wide open,”
so the Walkers opened fire. Another
little piece of luck crept in. The ground
became slightly harder, so we could

run alongside the elephant, or more
accurately, parallel with him, firing,
then loading as we ran. The reeds and
grasses were lower, enabling us to see
the entire hulk of the tremendous ani-
mal.

Inserting one cartridge at a time,
I fired twice more—once rather high
—thinking to break his back. His gait
became a little slower as the two Wal-
kers and | peppered his left side with
,470%. Presently he stopped. Was he
now to wheel and come at us? Far
from it! He began to rock, forward
and backward, as well as sidewise.
His equilibrium and apparently his
strength were running out, but still
he wouldn’t go down. We may have
done a foolish thing, but | imagine the
Walkers and | were pretty sure he
was fatally wounded, for none of us
fired again.

I got the impression that something
like a three-story building was about
to topple. Following another moment
of tremendous wobbling, the great
animal, with a lumbering crash, fell
on his right side into the soft weeds
and grasses of the swamp.

Farnie rushed up to me, cordially
shook my hand. | reciprocated by
thanking him for the stalk and slap-
ping the two Walkers on the back.
Then we walked up to the elephant. |
must say that | felt an immense satis-
faction as | stood looking at this vast
animal lying on his side, with two
long, symmetrical ivory tusks stretched
out in front.

One night Carl said to us, “This
is to be a side trip—something special.

For a long time Farnie and | have
wanted to have a look at this patch.
To our certain knowledge it has never
been hunted. Nobody could get into
it. When you fellows came along, we
said, ‘Heres our chance.” We took in
eighty natives and built four corduroy
bridges to get the trucks over the river,
and cut about a mile of road through
the jungle. There will only be two
kinds of shooting in there,” pointing
his thumb over his shoulder in a wide
sweep, “self-defense and the big things
that bump you down, tramp on you,
and go about their business.”

he next day we headed into thick
jungle. It was necessary to use axes

to cut away limbs and overhanging

vines. The place was alive with pheas-
ants and guinea fowl. Baboons were
unusually plentiful. We saw one group
of nearly a hundred seated on the
ground in a sort of assembly; when we
approached they set up a terrific chat-
tering as they ambled along in front,
jumping and turning their heads to get
a look at us over the tall grass and
tangled undergrowth.

At the end of a ride of several hours
we emerged from the forest and came
suddenly into wide-open, dry-lake
country. Standing alone, far out in the
flat, dried-up lake, was a rhinoceros.
Watching the Walkers’ truck | saw
what | had fully expected,, that they
were making a big turn and then
straightening out into a beeline for
the rhino.

“This is bad, this is bad,” said Alex
Boshoff, the Boer rancher, who was



of giraffes and managed to push them up to an amazing speed just short of 40 mph.

“The rhino

standing in my truck.
won’t stand for any monkey business.
He then began to mutter about the
advisability of dealing with rhinos in
orthodox fashion only,, and about the
animal’s ill temper, the ease with which
it could upset a truck, and a lot more,
the keynote of it all being the desir-
ability of caution.

We were in for something. The
rhinoceros raised and extended his
head, but did not turn to face us. Per-
haps that was to be the next move.
We would find out in something less
than a minute. The front truck, with
Cub Walker at the wheel, chugged
straight at the animal’s big wrinkled
broadside. We were behind, but a little
to one side, so that | could help out
with a shot or two when firing became
essential.

“That truck shouldn’t go a foot
closer,” Alex said.

It did look as though Cub had gotten
himself in a fix, for he would lose time
turning his truck if the rhino came
straight at him.

We were surprised at what hap-
pened. The rhinoceros broke into a
run, not at us, not away from us, but
in the stolid straight line in which his
big, dumb body had been pointed; at
a right angle to the direction of Cub’
approaching truck, I, for one, relaxed
all over. My relief from tension had
the briefest breathing spell imaginable,
however, for Cub turned his truck at
a right angle and ran alongside the
rhinoceros.

Alex, the conservative, immediately
started sputtering, “He no sooner gets

out of one jam than he gets into an-
other. | tell you, you cant play with
a rhinoceros like you would with a
pup.”

I may have agreed with him, but
this new phase of the episode was one
of the most amusing things that | had
ever seen; a neck-and-neck race be-
tween a rhinoceros and a truck. There
was neither a bush nor a tree on this
table-flat stretch that lay for miles in
front of us. A third of a mile to the
right the fringe of forest paralleled the
line that the rhinoceros was taking.
The only obstruction to any speed that
the truck might put forth was an oc-
casional dry gutter that ran across our
line of march. After hitting a few of
these we realized that the man at the
wheel would have to be constantly on
the lookout, while we kept him posted
on the rhino’s movements.

There was nothing, for the moment,
demanding my attention, so | got out
the motion-picture camera and began
to film first the rhinoceros, then the
truck, the principals in this ill-matched
foot race.

t times the rhino would trot in a
great, lumbering gait, with his front
legs and their blunt extremities execut-
ing a rather exaggerated piece of action
marked by more knee work than | had
supposed possible. He often alternated
his trot with a lope, the speed remain-
ing the same.
Ken was seated on a box, taking
broadside pictures at close range.
The rhino caught up with a little
band of twenty wildebeests who felt

the urge to join in and have their own
run with the truck. They kicked up
considerable dust.

In a few minutes a similarity in the
make-up of these contestants in the
foot race made itself clear—each could
explode. I could see one of them work-
ing up to it. The rhinoceros was not
making hissing noises, which often
means getting too hot inside, but ob-
viously he was riled. He began to toss
his head first to one side, then to the
other. Another hundred yards of such
hippographics and the big brute seemed
to decide this was all he intended to
take from that queer-looking thing
with the circular legs. He stopped sud-
denly, whirled his unwieldy body with
incredible speed and charged the truck.
| dropped the camera, picked up the
elephant gun and tried to get a bead
in a standing position from our jounc-
ing truck. By that time the rhino was
so close that | was afraid of knocking
over one of the Walkers. For his final
rush the rhino dropped his head so that
his chin was almost scraping the
ground, and his two big spikes were all
set for the scoop and toss.

Whether the rhino closed his eyes
for the crash | do not know. I would
have liked to close mine. His great
horned head missed the spinning rear
wheels by possibly three feet, and his
backbone seemed to pass under the tail
gate and scrape the bottom of the
truck and the bare bottoms of several
natives who were seated in the rear
and bracing themselves for the shock.

he rhino never paused, but plowed
Ton into the forest.

Ken was the first to react. He took
off his hat and waved it at me. |
jumped out and walked up to see how
Cub felt after driving the truck in
this African Derby. He wore a broad
grin. He said that at the last minute
he had stepped on the gas. | hadn’t
the heart to say anything that might
kill this youthful joy of life, even
though it Was a life that had hung by
a thread a minute before; so | offered
no advice about conservatism and cau-
tion in the future. The natives were
hilarious; laughing and jabbering away
at a great rate over the close shave
they’d had.

Our engagement with the rhinoceros
had brought us within fifty yards of
the forest. While we were standing
there talking, and before we had alto-
gether calmed down, twenty-two
giraffes walked out of the trees.

“It is exactly as -though they had
asked for it,” said both Walkers as
they jumped into their truck. “Let’s
give them a run!”

Nothing could have been better
staged. The giraffes started on a lope
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down the open lake shore, skirting the
forest. When we opened the throttle
they did the same. We were curious to
test their speed, so by crowding we
worked them up to thirty-eight miles
an hour.

By that time we were ready to admit
that the Trichards had opened up a
country for us that was the natural
haunt of wild experiences.

e were going after elephants again.
W It was to be a two-day safari on
foot, to the lonely lake where the
Trichards had seen elephants in great
numbers six years before.

The second day of our march the
lake came into view. It looked to be
a half to three-quarters of a mile in its
various diameters. Timber surrounded
it. Most of the lake at this time of year
was swamp, but a good-sized pond of
muddy open water lay at one end.
Alongside this was one big tree—a
scratching post for elephants. Farnie
and Cub, with a few natives, hurriedly
started to build a kitanda (platform)
in the big tree before daylight should
run out on them.

It was a wobbly, narrow platform
made of crooked poles bound together
with grass and balanced between two
crotches. At a little after five olock,
Farnie and | were settled, ready and
curious to see what nature might drop
into the water beneath us.

At seven o’clock we heard a crash.
“Here they come,” said Farnie. This
was the sound we were waiting to hear
—a tree crashing to the ground. The
big animals are fond of the tender
branches at the top, so they ride a tree
down by pusliing with the forehead or
by wrapping their trunks around the
tree and pulling it to the earth. It was
about twenty minutes before we rec-
ognized other sounds of elephants on
the move. Before long we could hear
the noises made by their feet being
pulled out of soft, wet ground. When
grunts and sucking sounds reached our
ears, we knew that the elephants were
close, yet we could see nothing, for
they were not in the clear. In a few
moments they had reached the water
and the soft mud in front of our tree.
It was wonderfully exciting to see
these great hulks, just a little blacker
than the night, circling round, sucking
water, their backs hardly fifteen feet
below us.

The tnodus operandi of this photog-
raphy was to be different. Instead of
the flashlight staked on the ground, I
was to light and hold in my hand a
magnesium flare that had been tied to
the end of a stick. This was a big torch,
like a Roman candle in principle, but
giving off a continuous and brilliant
flare. Farnie was to operate the motion-

picture camera. It looked like the
moment; the elephants could not get
closer. I struck a match, but a sudden
wind blew it out. Some of the elephants
let out grunts. | struck two matches
held together; the wind extinguished
them. The elephants responded with
more grunts. Then | took a bunch of
matches and held them in the protec-
tion of my hat. Farnie’s remark, “An
elephant is no bloody fool,” didn’t help
my technique. He hated flashlight
photography with a lust hate; added to
this was his observation that | was do-
ing a bungling job with the matches. |
dropped my hat, grabbed the flare and
applied the matches by mistake way
back from the fuse end.

It was like a slow-going friend who
keeps talking and looking at you while
lighting a cigar; he is apt to apply the
match an inch too far back. That is
the way | touched off the magnesium
flare. There was no normal little sizzle
of the ignited fuse creeping quietly to
meet the light-giving element in the
flare; instead there was a sudden vio-
lent explosion which blew the far end
off the flare and which almost tore me
off the platform. | manged to hold one
hand above my eyes for protection
against the brilliant light and looked
down. There were thirty elephants be-
low us. | yelled at Farnie, “Let them
have it.” He turned on the camera.
We were treated to an amazing sight,
a moment of wild confusion. If the
elephants were not knocked off their
feet by the impact it was due solely to
the fact that their great, cushiony bel-
lies were getting most of the jolts.
They rushed here and there in a swirl-
ing mass, grunting and snorting con-
tinuously. At the end of another mo-
ment of the chaotic disorder, they put
on an act that was really something to
behold. They went into dense forma-
tion and headed for a dark opening in
the forest. The gap was the only space
clear of brush growth, but it was
flanked on either side by extremely
large, substantial trees. It was not
nearly wide enough to accommodate
the herd.

To back up or to turn around in the
face of that blast of light that had just
exploded under their trunks was un-
thinkable. The oncomers butted the
butts of those already plugging the
opening. To jump over, crawl under,
squirm through, were all out for the
elephants. It was a case of butt and
ram. The elephants were hell-bent on
getting away from there, but doing it
in one direction only. Due to this gi-
gantic case of misfit, Farnie got fifty
feet of film.

I was leaning well out in front hold-
ing the torch. It was impossible to
think of such a thing as wind direction

in the excitement, but the wind was
coming head on; in other words, blow-
ing the sputtering sparks right back on
us. All at once Farnie yelled, “We’re
on fire.” The sizzling sparks from the
torch had sprinkled all over our
kitanda like hot snowflakes. The mat-
tress was on fire in twenty or thirty
spots, also Farnie’s pants. He was hot
and kept saying, “We must clear out.”
I helped him slap his pants and then
began to beat the flaming spots of the
mattress with my hands and kick at
them with my feet, since my hat had
gone overboard among the elephants
at the time of the explosion. | heard
Farnie say, “Throw that damn thing
away.” | was still holding on to the
sizzling torch. I complied with his very
proper command. It instantly set fire
to the long, dry grass at the base of our
tree. We felt that the entire surround-
ings adjoining the water hole would be
ablaze in a few minutes. We were
better off up the tree, so we sat there
keeping an eye out for new outbursts
of flame in our mattress.

When the flames in the grass at the
base of our tree began to quiet down,
we started to go below to extinguish
patches that might develop into a for-
est fire. Before we had gotten our feet
on the ladder, however, the immediate
surroundings burst into flame. There
was nothing to do but sit in the tree
and watch it. During one increase in
wind velocity, the situation looked
pretty bad, but in a few minutes the
active flaming ceased. At last we went
below and beat out all the threatening
patches that we could find.

On our return to the kitanda, Farnie
sat down and burst out laughing. |
agreed with him that photography can
be accompanied by many strange
twists.

“l hardly think anything more will
come tonight,” Farnie said. “How
would you like to go back to camp and
get a good sleep?”

~gladly fell in with the suggestion;

but his prophecy about nothing more
coming was a miss by a mile. Just as
we got our feet on the ground we heard
a noise, the kind that goes with the
approach of a great herd of animals.
Our first guess, verified by the big
flashlight, was correct—buffaloes. They
were directly in the path that led to
camp. | was for backing up the tree.
By means of the flashlight, we could
see their big, widely separated eyes
gleaming in the dark about a hundred
yards away.

“What are you going to do about
it?” | asked Farnie.

“l think we can make it by running
from tree to tree.”

“Do you mean trying to keep out of



sight behind each tree that is in line
with them?”

“Yes.”

I picked up my gun and bundle of
blankets. The thought went through
my head that | would hold the latter
in front of my stomach when the
charge came.

“Here we go; leg it,” said Farnie.
We dashed to a single tree about thirty
feet ahead. By means of the flashlight
we selected another tree that had the
proper requirements, namely branches
not too far from the ground. This little
maneuver was repeated over and over.
The buffaloes stood in their tracks,
neither giving way nor taking us on.
With a swamp on one side and a dense
forest on the other, they held the only
ground that we could cross in a line
toward camp. Farnie knew that. Once
a fallen tree offered the only refuge.
This would have been the buffaloes’
opportunity, had they had any desire
to charge us. But there was little to
fear for they held their ground out of
curiosity. And hold it they did. At last
there came a point where | simply had
to speak to Farnie about making fur-
ther sallies toward them.

“We might begin to holler at them,”
he suggested. Laying my gun and bun-
dle of blankets on the ground and lo-
cating a good low branch for use in

From our kitanda (tree platform) we would photograph the various animals as they wandered down to the water hole to drink.

case the “hollering” went into reverse,
I let out a good halloo. The blast of
my voice under the tension of the
moment and infinitely more effect on
me than it had on the buffaloes. 1 in-
voluntarily reached for the branch to
chin myself, but the buffaloes fixed us
with the same starry stare and did not
bat an eye. | tried additional shouting
but it had no results.

hey don’t seem to be much afraid

of me, Farnie.”

“No,” he answered, “they are really
not much afraid of anything.” | sug-
gested that he join in, hoping that the
added noise might have more influence,
so we pooled our vocal ecorts and
yelled like two individuals shipwrecked
on a raft. The buffaloes were unim-
pressed. There was one noise left in
our repertoire; a rifle report. Before
we could make use of it, the buffaloes
suddenly wheeled and dashed off of
their own accord. The crashing, thun-
dering noise of their retreat was tre-
mendous. It must have been a very
large herd.

The campfire had burned low when
Farnie and | dropped our blankets on
our cots. We threw on a few logs and
turned in.

For five glorious months the Walker
boys and | hunted in Africa, roaming

oyer the veldt for hundreds of miles.
Finally we closed our main camp in
the grove of baobab trees and Alex and
big Jack Boshoff left for Arusha. The
rest of us—Ken, Cub, young Jack, the
Trichards and | with Abdullah the
cook, the head skinner, extra bearers,
and our two trucks, set off for new
territory to hunt elephant, rhino, reed
buck, and the ever elusive kudu.
The two Walkers continued to shove
me up trees and pull me out of holes
with all the good nature in the world.
Their spirit was infectious, and | did
at last throw all my former caution to
the African winds. Looking back on it,
| occasionally wonder if my tempera-
ment underwent some permanent
change as | charged after wounded
lions, plunged into buffalo-infested
swamps, shouted for more speed as
we .pelted across the veldt after
cheetahs, wild dogs, or rhinos.

s | think of the rich game fields of
Tanganyika, | know they have not
changed. Lions still crouch in tall ob-
scuring grass, buffaloes stand bunched
by a black water hole, flamingos settle
in the moon’s reflection on some far-off
lake, the vast herds of zebra, wilde-

beest, gazelle—even the chattering
honey bird—await our children’s
children. .
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