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Dandruff?

Stephan’s

Stephan’s penetrates deeper to stop flaky dandruff faster . .. and longer.

Leaves hair refreshed, revitalized, always protected against occurrence
or recurrence. Sold only by barbers. Used and recommended by barbers for
over 62 years. Practically odorless. Plain or with oil. Only $1. Your barber
knows best. Ask him about Stephan’s Dandruff Remover Hair Lotion.

TO LOOK YOUR BEST — see your barber twice a month.
Use Stephan’s every day . . . it’s guaranteed.

STEPHAN'S - MEN’'S QUALITY PRODUCTS SINCE 1897

SOLD ONLY
BY BARBERS



A NEW AND PRACTICAL WAY TO

(xet Ahead Faster

New | SUCCESS PROGRAM | Gives You Short-Cuts to

Executive Skills—at Amazing Low Cost. Takes Minutes a Day!

OW —in your own home — you can master the
fundamentals of success — pave the way to a richer
life for yourself and your family. You can benefit from
the most practical, scientific plan ever devised to help
men increase their earning power. Others have paid
hundreds of dollars to learn the tested and proven success
secrets now available to you in this remarkable new Pro-
gram at the low cost of only a few pennies a day.

The New Nelson Doubleday
PERSONAL SUCCESS PROGRAM

Month by month, the Nelson Doubleday Personal Suc-
cess Program will show you how to develop the basic
executive abilities that pay such handsome dividends
today. One by one you’ll acquire the important skills that
mark “the man on the way up” — skills in getting along
with people — creating new ideas — understanding busi-
ness figures — winning new friends wherever you go —
speaking in public — organizing your time efficiently
— writing business letters, reports and memos.

You start with a remarkable memory trainer. Then
every 30 days you will receive a new self-training Prog-
ress Kit on an important phase of the Program — another
shortcut to mastery of an essential success subject.

There has never been anything like these “Progress
Kits” available — for completeness, authority and de-
tailed step-by-step guidance. Nothing has been left out.
The experi susiness leaders, psychologists and educators
who planned the Program have included all the know-
how and actual practice you need. Their simplified new
method enables you to gain “practical experience” in
the odd moments that now go to waste every day.

Sample “Memory-Trainer Kit”’ only 10¢

To introduce you to this new kind of per-
_sonal achievement plan, Nelson Doubleday
I, 7 offers you a valuable “sample kit” almost as
\“ a gift. You'll receive a remarkable 10,000

| word handbook —How To Remember
Names and Faces — that gives you the secrets of professional
memory experts. In the first five pages you’ll learn one easy
trick that will double your memory power — overnight. Soon
your new ‘“automatic memory” for names, faces, facts will
win new friends, gain recognition on the job.

As with each Progress Kit in the Program, a set of handy
practice and application cards accompanies the memory hand-
book to help you “learn by doing.” Slip them into the pocket
holder provided — for use in your spare moments. They've
been scientifically planned to add a “real life” dimension to
self-instruction.

Along with your memory training material — as an extra
bonus to launch your own Personal Success Program — you
will receive a complete self-evaluation Aptitude Test.

Will you invest 10¢ in your future?

There's plenty of room for you “at the top.” Leaders are
sought and welcomed more than ever in the business world
today. To begin qualifying for the opportunities ahead, ac-
cept the valuable introductory package offered by the Per-
sonal Success Program for only 10¢. There is no obligation
whatever — and no salesman will call. This is merely a
“demonstration offer.”

If you are delighted with your first kit and wish to continue
with the Program, you will receive a new “Progress Kit” each
month, for which you will pay —not the many dollars
charged by most “schools” — but only $1 plus small shipping
cost. You stop whenever you like. Mail the coupon today.
The Nelson Doubleday Personal Success Program, Garden
City, New York.

ISTART WITH PRE-TESTED “MEMORY-TRAINER KIT" FOR ONLY 10¢

r‘_-——-—-____-

wraon BONES
Prmmons. SUE

Here's What You

Get for only

1. “"HOW TO REMEMBER NAMES
AND FACES” — the self-instruction
handbook that increases your mem-
ory power up to 500% in a few
weeks. You possess a skill that’s worth
a million when you can instantly re-
call names, faces, facts. Here’s an
easy way to acquire it.

2. POCKET-TRAINER MEMORY
CARDS — an exclusive feature of
the Personal Success Program that
allows you to sharpen your memory
with inconspicuous “‘real life’’ prac-
tice anywhere. Handy pocket holder
included.

3. HANDSOME DESK FILE — pic-
tured above, for convenient storing
of your Progress Kits.

4. FREE BONUS GIFT:

Self-Scoring

APTITUDE TEST

Complete 32-page self-evaluator that
scientifically reveals to you — and
you alone — your present aptitudes,
vocational interests, and ‘‘hidden
potential.” Discover how you ‘“meas-
ure up’’ against others . . . see which
direction you can move in most
profitably.

SEND ONLY 10¢ TODAY — STOP WHEN YOU LIKE

="=] Nelson Doubleday Personal Success Program
Dept. TM-3, Garden City, New York

I enclose 10 cents to help cover shipping charges. Send me at once my
introductory package containing 1) handbook “How to Remember Names
and Faces” 2) practice and application cards, plus pocket Card Holder
3) handsome desk-top File Case and 4) self-scoring Aptitude Test.

After examining this package, I will let you know within ten days if I
do not wish to continue with the Personal Success Program. If I do con-
tinue, you will send me a new Progress Kit each month and bill me only
$1 each plus a few cents shipping. I am not obligated to take any minimum
number of kits, and I am free to stop at any time.

Print

Cit

........ Zone....State...............

SAME OFFER TO RESIDENTS OF CANADA:_ Personal Success Pro- PS.14
eram, 105 Bond Street, Toronto 2. Offer good in U.S.A. and Canada only.

L_“_“*-_—-—-__-




Alka-Seltzer

BRAND

' BELONGS
THERE,
100!

Don't let HEADACHE
or Upset Stomach
spoil your sport!

...With Alka-Seltzer" along;

/]
; : wallow
Pe/,ef is Jus\‘ as awag”

Unlike pills that must take
time to dissolve in the stom-
ach, ALKA-SELTZER is dis-
solved when you take it . . .
the quick-acting liquid pain
reliever! So, ALKA-SELTZER is
ready to go to work instantly
to relieve that headache . . .
to settle an upset stomach,
too. And ALKA-SELTZER gives
you more complete relief be-
cause it supplies more medic-
ation, special ingredients not
obtainable in pills.

THERE’S NOTHING QUITE LIKE
ALKA-SELTZER® [=,,

i, BRAND *)
.
B

S

MILES PRODUCTS T
Division of Miles Laboratories, Inc.
Elkhart, Indiana
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chl month’s cover  (above)  leatures
the wild blue vonder ol the Air
Force, plus an inside [eature on the
Thunderbirds. Also on the cover: a warn-
ing to vou buildword addicts that this
will be your last chance to enter TRUILs
5100,000 Glamor Car Contest (see page
18 lor details this month) .

The wild blue yonder reminds me that
I'm taking off for same shortly, via Pan
American World - Airways  jet, ona
round-the-world flight. 'The Pan Am
flight plan lists almost all the places in
the world that most ol us want to sce:
New York, San Francisco, Honolulu,
‘T'okyo, Hong Kong, Bangkok, Calcutta,
New Delhi, ‘T'eheran, Istanbul, Rome
and back to New York. One ol these days
I'lIl he telling you what the trip was all
about Tt will he a nice surprise.

No surprise is the package ol loot the
government pillers Irom vour paveheck
cach week. Just about now we are all
moaning and groaning over the annual
extraction. Its income-tax time. | was
reminded ol this recently on reading
about the death ol ex-Nebraska Senator
Norris Brown, the man who sponsored
the 16th Amendment which was ratified
n 1913, That amendment, just 30 licde
words, allowed Uncle Sam to bite into
vour paycheck. At first, Uncle was con-
tent to nibble: a married man with a net
income ol $5,000 (which went a helluva
way in those days), paid just S10. Actu-
ally, the first 54,000 was exempt—and the
rate was 19, up to 520,000. Over that, to
$50,000, there was an additional 197 sur-
tax. By 1942, when we had to start paying
for the war, Uncle Sam’s nibble had
turned into a voracious  bite—perhaps
justifiable at that time,

But howinhell can itstill be justifiable?
Todav, the married man who tries to
scrape along on 55,000 (worth about
S2,000 in 1914 dollars), gets biten for
a whopping S1,040—cxcluding any state
taxes he may have to pay. Where does it
all go? For Dcfense? Baloney! o\ great
chunk goes to Uncle Sam’s nephews and
nicces: T out of every 9 employed persons
is on government payrolls. Doces it go for
public works? Baloney! Huge chunks go
down the drain to support the price ol
grain. Hell, even most enlightened farm-
ers want an end to the outrageous price
supports.

As one editorial writer putit: “By now,
the income-tax law has bhecome a mon-
strosity ol more than a thousand pages.
hopclessly complex, grossly unlair in a
multinde of respects, loaded with ex-
ceptions, exemptions and gimmicks, and
cvaded in one form or another to the
tune ol many billions—estimates run
[rom 53 billion to S10 billion.”

What's the answer? \Well, T can think
ol a damn good one: Repeal the 16th
Amendment and start all over again with
a sensible (and fair)  tax program.

% %

Things arc popping around 1rue. Up-
coming [catures to look for: a hilarious
honus hooklet inserted in the May issuce
full of humor and [un, strictly for men
... \lso vou can look lor the first TRUE
appearance ol colummist-humorist Art
Buchwald, who [catures the loibles, la-
bles and lantasies ol an American news-
paperman in wonderful - Parce,  with
Europe as his playground. Inciden-
tally, Art’s amusing novel, A Gift From
the Boys, 1s bheing filmed on the Greek
Island of Rhodes with Yul Brynner and
Mitzi Gaynor under the tite Swrprise
Puackage. . . . —doug kennedy

TRUE THE MAN’S MAGAZINE



LEONARD PENNARIO WITH

THE ADLL WD) B SYMPHINY GRCHESTRA

104. NAT KING COLE.
Twelve great songs in the
unique Not Cole style:
The Party’s Over, Just One
of Those Things, Who's
Sorry Now, etc. $4.98

99. FRED WARING.
directs the Pennsylvanians

Fred

in your favorites: You'll
Never Walk Alone, OI'
Man River, Smoke Gefts in
Your Eyes, others. $4.98

RODGERS awo
HAMMERSTEIN'S

CAROUSEL

]
102. CAROUSEL. Movie
sound track, with Gordon
MacRae and Shirley Jones.
They sing If | Loved You,
Mister Snow, You'll Never
Walk Alone, others. $4.98

od

105. TENNESSEE ERNIE
sings inspiring hymns with
beauty and reverence:
Now the Day is Over,
Jesus, Savior, Pilot Me,
ten other favorites. $3.98

UNL
i
BANDS

115. SOUNDS OF GREAT
BANDS.Glen Gray and his
Coso Lomons recreate the
sound of Gene Krupa,
Tommy Dorsey, Glenn Mil-
$4.98

ler, others.

117.HARRY JAMES. Harry s
greatest band in a brand
new collection of polished
ballads and songs to
swing to—for dancing and
listening. $3.98

MUSIC OF DELIUS

MS SIRTHOMAS BEECHAM,
BART. Panorama of
Delius’ music played by
Sir Thomas Beecham and
the Royal Philharmonic
Orchestra. 4.

MARCH 1960

98. THE KINGSTON TRIO.
They sing their smash hit,
Tom Dooley, and 11 more
great songs in rhythms
ranging from calypso to
sea chanteys. $3.98

1. GERSHWIN. His most
famous works—Rhapsody
in Blue and An American
in Paris. Leonard Pennario
with the Hollywood Bow|
Symphony. $4.

2. STOKOWSKI. The most
celebrated living conduc-
tor performs the Lland-
marks of his career—
works by Bach, Debussy,
Strauss, Sibelivs.  $4.98

GuY Lomannoo'

"ROYAL ('ANﬂDIﬁN‘;

100. GUY LOMBARDO and
the Royal Canadians play
forty lIrving Berlin hits:
Say It Isn’t So, Be Care-
ful, It's My Heart, many
other favorites. $3.98

The Jonah Jones Quartet

103. JUMPIN' WITH IONAH
The Jonah Jones combo in
a swingin’ new set of
tunes: Just A Gigolo,
A Kiss to Build a Dream
On, ten others. $3.98

T

GOT RHYTHM &

107. JUNE CHRISTY. June’s

110. GAITE PARISIENNE.

really got rhythm in this Offenbach’s exuberant H

o oy e Wi Baller mosic ooty @S SiX future
Lights Are Low, They Can’t  performed by Felix Slat-

Take That way From kin and the Hollywood

Me, nine more. Bowl Symphony.  $4.98

$3.98

THE HOLLYWOOD BOWL
SYMPHONY OP.CHESTR

119. FELIX SLATKIN. Slot-
kin conducts America’s
favorite bond music. ..
The Stors and Stripes For-
ever, Anchors Aweigh, 11
other marches. $4.98

118. HOLLYWOOD BOWL
SYMPHONY. Hear Chopin’s

116. KEELY SMITH. Keely's
smoky sound and special
twinkle enhance these 12
tender tunes. S’posin’,
All the Way, Cocktails for
Two, etc. $3.9

greatest music . . . spar-
kling polonaises, waltzes,
études in superb orches-
tral performances. $4.98

HOW TO SAVE MONEY on the Albums you want...
from the greatest of classics...to the biggest of hits!

YOU GET FOUR ALBUMS—WORTH UP T0 $19.92 (retail value) as a trial
member of the Capitol Record Club and pay only 97¢. As a
member you agree to buy 6 additional records during the next
12 months, at the rate of at least 1 every other month, from over
200 to be offered! After that you may resign, or retain member-
ship by buying as few as 3 albums a year, with bonus credit.

MORE FREE ALBUMS! FFor the records you buy — by top recording
artists such as you see featured here — you pay only the usual
retail price plus a small charge for postage, packing and mailing.
And each time you buy two more records after your agreed upon
six future selections, you may choose immediately a 12" long-
play BONUS ALBUM worth $3.98 or $4.98, from a list of cur-
rent Capitol best sellers. .. FR.

UNLIMITED CHOICE! Enroll in one division of the Club: Classical .
Best-Seller Hits and Show Music . . . or Hi-Fi Jazz. Each month
you receive the Record Club Rewew, descrlbm" the month’s selez-
tions. If you want the selection in the divxslon you joined, do
nothing; it will come automatically. If you wish any of the other
selections — or wish no record at all that month — simply notify
the Club on the form always provided.

BUT HURRY to get your FOUR ALBUMS — and pay only 97¢! The
first three of them are Bonus Albums which will be earned when
you purchase your second, fourth and sixth additional albums
(at the rate of at least one every other month), but which are
given to you now in advance.

SEND NO MONEY — RISK NOTHING! If not delighted, return the four
albums within 7 days and your membership and all charges will
be cancelled without further obligation. Mail coupon to: Capitol
Record Club, Dept. 5077, Scranton 5, Pennsylvania.

1

ALBUMS

RETAIL VALUE UP TO $19.92

When you become a Trial Member of the
Capitol Record Club and agree to buy as few *

retail price during the next 12 months.

144. DEAN MARTIN. Dean
sings and Fronk Sinatra
conducts the orchestra in
““sleepy’’ tunes: Sleepy
Time Gal, Let’s Put Out
the Lights, 10 more. $3.98

6. STAN KENTON IN HI-FI
The greatest in "‘progres

147. JACKIE GLEASON. Two
full string sections and
Bobby Hockett's pure
trumpet evoke ‘‘that mo-
ment’’ between boy and
girl. Mood magic! $4.98

sive jazz'’—Llover, Peanut
Vendor, Painted Rhythm,
others—recorded in Copi-
tol’s "'big sound.” $4.98

GEORGE SHEARING

CUTET NG ORCHESTRA

Black &
ﬁati n

101. GEORGE SHEARING—
his irresistible piano
style, with lush instru-
mental background. Hear
What is There to Say,
Black Satin, 8 more. $3.98

PAUL WESTON

142. PAUL WESTON. A new
album of ““Music for
Dreaming”’. Hear Laura,
Out of Nowhere, My Blue
Heaven, nine other fav-
orites. $3.98

PLUS A SMALL
CHARGE FOR POSTAGE,
PACKING AND MAILING

DAKOTA
STATON

114. DAKOTA STATON.
Jazzdom’s newest hit vo-
calist in another thrilling
album. Hear Too Close
for Comfort, Soy It Ain’t
So, Joe, many more. $3.98

record selections at the usual

RAY ANTHONY

139. RAY ANTHONY. Roy
and the orchestra at their
lighthearted, donceable

PEGGY LEE.
Men’’, sings Peggy, in o
delightful album of favor-

132. FOUR FRESHMEN. An
even dozen love songs in
the exciting “‘Freshmen’’

131, “I Like

ites: Oh Johnny, So In style: In the Still of the  best. They ploy Dancing
Love, When A Woman Night, It Could Happen Over the Waves, Infer-
LovesAMan,9 more. $3.98 to You, others. 3.98 mezzo, others. $3.98

CAPITOL RECORD CLUB Dept. 5077, Scranton 5, Pa.-l

Please accept my application for trial membership in the Capitol Record Club
and send me at once the 4 ALBUMS which I have indicated below. The first 3
are Free. All you will bill me is 97¢ plus a small charge for postage, packing
and mailing.

During the next 12 months I agree to buy 6 additional records, at the rate
of at least one every two months, at the usual retail price of $3.98 or $4.98 (plus
a small charge for postage, packing and mailing). I will send payment 7 days
after receipt of each record. I may cancel membership after buying 6 additional
records. Or, if I then remain a member I will select a FREE BONUS album

each time I purchase two records.
THESE ARE THE FOUR ALBUMS | CHOOSE
(write numbers in boxes) D D D l___'
CHECK THE DIVISION IN WHICH YOU WISH TO BE ENROLLED
I. O Best Seller Hit Albums (Dancing, Listening, Mood 2. O Classical Albums
Music and Show Albums from Theatre, Screen and TV) 3. (J Hi-Fi Jazz

D Check here if you own a STEREO player and agree to buy your 6 future

selections in STEREQ. Then the recerds you choose ahove will be sent

in STEREO for only §1.00 more ($1.97). Future selections and Bonus Al-

buxm will be STEREO Albums which retail for $1.00 more than monaural.
OTE: Stereo records can be played only on stereo equipment.

NO-RISK GUARANTEE: If not delighted, I will return these 4 ALBUMS
within 7 days and my membership and all charges will be cancelled without
further obligation..

PRINT NAME

TR-3

————_——_———

ADDRESS

CITY.. ciai .. STATE

SEND \'0 MO\'I‘Y We ll bill you. (Membership hmlted to one per household )
Slightly hlgher in Canada. Capitol Record Club of Canada, 1184 Castlefield
Ave., 1f you wish to join thruuuh a CAPITOL record dealer

0rol
lnuthorlud to lolfclt club mbu:rlnﬁun:. wrlte his name and addrus in marnm_l
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ABOMINABLE SNOWNMANNERISMS

That wasn’t the Abominable Snowman
sighted in the wilds of California, that was
Frnest Hemingway.

—Joe Orr
Morton, Wash.

Fetch poor “Bigfoot” out to this turpen-
tined rat-race? (The Strange Story of dmer-
ica’s Abominable Snowman, December 1959
Trur.) Hell, no! et the poor devil stay in
his primitive state of happiness.

—Ldward R. Bryant
Princeton, 111,

There's no need to worry about the what's
going to be done in the case of America’s
Abominable Snowman. Now that you've writ-
ten him up, the Burcau of Internal Revenue
will immediately track him down for failing
to file his tax return.

—Don 1. Grotemat
Grand Rapids, Mich.

When grandfather told us these stories,
we didn’t believe him at all. Now, after read-
ing your article, it turns out he wasn’t as
big a liar as we voungsters thought he was

—John M. Weekes
Providence, R. I.

There is a “Despicable Teeman™ roaming
the mountains of western Montana, and 1
myself observed him last week. As I ap-
proached our snowed-in logging camp, the
Iceman suddenly appeared beside our D-8
bulldozer. He gave the 'dozer a tremendous
kick sending it end-over-end down the moun-
tainside. He then flipped our log bunkhouse
over on its roof and grabbed my fifth of Four-
Star Hennessy, a calendar picture of Marilyn
Monroe, and MY COPY OF TRUE. He
stowed these treasures in his  despicable
pouch and disappcared.

—Hugh H. Magone
Superior, Mont.

Hell, Hugh, that ain’t a “Despicable Ice-
man,” that’s a “Diseriminating [ceman.”

The Abominable Snow Job of Humboldt

County insulted the intelligence of your
readers. I've read ‘Trur since it was first
published, but you ought to have vour edi-
torial heads examined for printing this. No,
Mr. Editor, there are no supermen 15 feet
tall running around the wilds tossing 50-
gallon drums, and 250-pound tires up and
down lonely ravines.

One character in the story used a shovel
to fill a crock with the superman’s residue.
What a crock!

—Alexander Forbes
Renton, 1Wash.

My grandfather prospected for gold in the
cighteen fifties throughout the region de-
scribed as being the home of the Snowman.
Upon grandfather’s return to the East, he
told stories of seeing hairy giants in the
vicinity of Mount Shasta. These monsters
had long arms, but short legs. One of them
picked up a 20-foot scction of sluiceway and
smashed it to bits against a tree.

4
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Greatly enjoyed The Human Fime Bomb
of the December issue since I was the nurse,
J. M. Buchan, mentioned in the article. |
thought I'd impress my 9-vear-old son with
this account of the unusual operation on the
hospital ship oft Okinawa, but all he said
was, “T'hat picture sure doesn’t look like
you.” (Fifteen years do make changes.)

I'he patient, Al Stevens, was very fortunate
in having Commander Sheechan as his sur-

geon. All of us in surgery had the utmost
confidence in him.
—Mrs. Juanita Downing
Jacksonville, N. C
WAYFARER

Wickep, WICKED,

Dr. Kinsev's famous hook should have
been dedicated to Exrol Flynn. "Thanks for
giving us the uncensored autobiography in
the January and TFebruary issues. The er-
rant Errol certainly didn’t waste his time
sleeping after he went to bed at night. He
made a lot of friends, and a lot of foes; and
his life made the most interesting and stim-
ulating reading I've had for vears.

—George L. Randahl
Cleveland, Ohio

LEmanciratioN For G.I. SLAVES

Let’s Free Our G.. Slaves was wonderful
and cvery bit of it true. Hurray for Con-
gressman Kowalski! As an N.C.O. I've experi-
enced much of what he talks about. But the
duty that burned me worst of all was hav-
ing to dig a latrine for a dog show. That’s
right, and it took a I5-man detail.

—Sergeant’s name withheld at his request

Camp Cuasey, Korea

Was that a ditch digging or tree planting
detail? Just proves, there’s no business like
show business.

Since basic training we have spent two-
thirds of our time on such worthless tasks
as Congressman Kowalski describes in his
article. We men of “D” Battery, 8th Artil-
lery commend you for printing this factual,
revealing account.
—(Signatures of 46 privales and privales,
first class)
Schofield Barrvacks,

Hawaii

If Congressman Kowalski is endeavoring
to demoralize and throw confusion into the
Armed Services, and at the same time gain
some cheap publicity for himself, he has
certainly found the right way to do it. Per-
sonally, 1 think his article is tragic for it
must delight the Russians to see something
like this—for it plays right into their hanc

—Lt. Cindy. Milton K. Orr, USN
Greenwich, Conn.

The commander demonstrates a favorite
dodge used by “The Brass”: any criticism
of the military—justified or not—supposedly
plays into the hands of the Russians.

|Continued on page 8]
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'Tis strange, but true;

for truth is always strange
—stranger than fiction.
Byron
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My Escape From Hell

I was 24 yecars on Devil's Island. I was beaten, shot
and starved. But they couldn’t break my spirit, and
on my 22nd attempt I made my escape from hell.
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TRIG.KEEPS A MAN SO
0DOR-FREE A BLOODHOUND
COULDN'T FIND HIM!

% TRIG's the new deodorant * >

designed especially for men!
ey

& TRIG checks odor up to 27 &=
hours, perspiration all day!
% TRIG protection builds for ™&
hours after you roll it on. '-
That’s staying power!
&> TRIG has a clean smell and §

a neat roll-on applicator. S
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ARrcHERS ON TARGET

Clare Conley, author of Butchers 1Vith
Bows and Arrows, obviously isn’t as good
a woodsman as he is an archer. If he can’t
track down a Kkill he doesn’t belong in the
woods with cither a bow & arrow—or a rifle.

Naturally the bow can’t compare with the
rifle as a weapon, but after the sights I've
scen in 40 years of hunting, his remarks can’t
wipe the slate clean for the hunters with
fircarms. ‘T'here are lots of mutilated deer
in the woods they have left to dic a slow
death. For example, the last one T saw had
its lower jaw shot away and had just about
starved,

—A. D. Riker
Colitoes, N. Y.

An important fact was ignored in the ar-
ticle on hunting with the bow. There are
virtually no accidental deaths resulting from
this sport, but we are all familiar with the
risks run in hunting with fircarms. Why in
Maine alone, an average of 10 hunters a vear
arce Killed accidentally. In the million and
a half hunting archers there have been only
two fatalities the last three years.

—John M. York
Harvicinton, Conn.

Do those “two fatalities” include the deer?

I am a Mecthodist minister, a bow-hunter,
and 1 am as interested as anyone in sclect-
ing the most humane method of killing wild
game. As a demonstration of the comparative
cfiectiveness of the arrow and the bullet, T
think of the days on the farm when hogs
were killed in the fall. 'l'o be humane about
it, the hogs were shot in the head at close
range, yet the animals suffered for several
minutes before dying. “There was nothing
quick or merciful about it at all.

After witnessing more than a hundred of
these killings, an agricultural studies teacher
demonstrated a better method to use. He
took a thin-bladed knife about six inches
long and inserted it in the hollow of the
neck between the forclegs, as the pig was
held on its back. The knife apparently sev-
cred the large artery above the heart. The
hog got to its feet and looked around—not
sceming to know it was hurt. In a few min-
utes it lay down and rolled over. In a few
minutes more it was dead, and apparently
had not suffered at atl.

This cexample applies to how-hunting.
There is no shock from an arrow and it kills
onlv when it has severed enough blood ves-
sels to cause a hemorrhage. The author
failed to tell about the shotgun hunter (many
of our states prohibit the use of a rifle). The
shotgun may puncturc intestines with a few
pellets and not kill the animal at the time—
or within any rcasonable length of time. In
such a case the animal may linger for wecks
with spreading infection before it finally
succumbs.

No, in consideration of the cvidence, I
hunt with the bow and arrow and make no

8

apologies to any man.
—Rev. James ]. Spurlin
Fabens, Tex.

Pig-sticking with a sharp knife does, ap-
parently, bring a relatively painless death.
Try your bow and arrow on a 400-pound
boar at 20 yards. Bring plenty of arrows,
but don’t get in the pen with the boar. We’ll
bring one .30-30 cartridge. O.K., Reverend,
you preach your gospel—we’ll stick to ours,
and our gun.

Talk all you want about the cruclty of
hunting with the bow, but look what hap-
pened this deer season in Wisconsin, I'm
quoting from the La Crosse Tribune: “Hunt-
ers were allowed in the Necedah wildlife
refuge November 27, 28 and 29 to shoot spike
buck only. By the time the hunters had left,
820 does and fawns had been killed.” Since
only 313 bucks had been killed, this makes
a ratio of approximately 214 illegal Kills for
cach legal Kill. Archers could never match
this disgusting exhibition of stupid butchery.

—Johm Stanville Cook
Milwaukee, TVis.

To the hundreds of angry archers firing
off rebuttals to Butchers With Bows and
Arrows, we’d like to point out, once and for
all, the disasters wrought upon game by the
unqualified owners of firearms in no way
lessens the charges stated in our article.
Statistics prove gunshot animals die more
cuickly (and more mercifully) than ones
with arrows sticking in them.

BustLING BEDROOM

That sclf-appointed  correspondent  of
vours, Mary Collett of Leadville, Colo., ap-
plauds your policy of putting women where
they belong: in the bedroom and Kitchen.
You applaud her for being a gal after your
own hearts and a TRUE woman. At the same
time, you explain that Mary is an artist and
writer; and, of course, Mary herself has made
quite a point of being a judge of burro races.
Now I suppose Mary can do some writing
and painting while in bed, but isn’t it a lot

of work to move the furniture out of the
room for those burro races?
—D. Bates
Victoria, Tex.

Mary claims it’s more sporting to leave
the furniture as is—those Rocky Mountain
burros are very agile.

SURVIVOR

A Man-to-Man Answer explained that a
horse was the only survivor of the Custer
massacre, the Battle of the Little Big Horn.
The horsc’s name was Comanche.

I read this item with great interest since
I have a photograph of the horse (enclosed),
and a copy of the General Order issued by
the 7th U.S. Cavalry describing the care and
handling of Comanche. This is probably the
only General Order issued by an American
military unit pertaining to the treatment
of an animal.

—Dalton C. Lewis
Flint, Mich.

MUSHYROOMS

The Vegetable That Drives Men Mad was
intensely interesting. Your readers may be
interested to know that the “Pancolus”
nushroom that grows right here in America
produces the following reactions: “. . . lack
of control of the emotions (inordinate hi-
larity), incoherent or inappropriate speech.
The sight is usually aftected, causing the
furniture to appecar bent, pliable, and in
motion; and there are visions of beautiful
colors.” There are also the reactions of gid-
diness, drowsiness, and the lack of muscular
control. The effects are said to pass off in
a few hours.

—Richard Mann
San Angelo, Tex.

Bottle and market those mushrooms, Dick.
Members of the WCTU can buy them
openly. That would cut sales of “tonics”
considerable, and your fortune’s made. Call
the product “Carrie Nation Ambrosia.”

Fill in your address and check one of. the boxes
below then we'll shoot back the best man’s maga-
zine in the world to you.

[J One Year at $4

[0 Two Years at $7.
[J Three Years at $10
[ One Year All Other Countries at $6

Mail your order to TRUE Magazine, Fawcett Building, Greenwich, Conn,
PLEASE INCLUDE YOUR POSTAL ZONE NUMBER

, and C d

E in U.S., P

Zone State
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Can you profit by their mistakes?

 E— e

———

"Not getting enough education"

You needn’t make that mistake.
You can get that better job, those
big promotions, the regular raises
that so many I. C.S. students re-
port. And you can do it without

“going to school,” without inter-
fering with your present job or
your social life.

YOU can study with I.C.S. at home,
in your spare time!

"Wrong choice of career"

I
s §e
3
&

When you study with I. C. S. you
have 277 courses to choose from.
And part of our job hereatI. C. S.

is not only giving you instruction

but making sure you pick the
course that’s right for you!

YOU get expert quidance FREE from
I.C.S.!

"Failed to seize opportunities"

Your opportunity is right here on
this page. Don’t pass it by. Don’t
put it off. Mail the coupon now
and let us send you our 3-book
career kit,

For Real Job Security —Get an 1. C. S.

YOU get 3 FREE books if you mail

the coupon today!

1. 36-page gold mine of information,
‘"How to Succeed.'*

2. Career Catalog outlining opportunities
in your field,

3. Sample I. C. S, lesson (Math.),

Accredited Member,

Diploma! National Home Study Council

I C. S., Scranton 15, Penna,

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 70942B, SCRANTON 15, PENNA. (Partial list of 258 courses)

Without cost or obligation, send me "HOW to SUCCEED"™ and the opportunity booklet about the field BEFORE which | have marked X (plus sample lesson):
ARCHITECTURE AVIATION CIvIiL O Good English O Industrial Electronics
and BUILDING [J Aero-Engineering Technology ENGINEERING [J High School Mathematics [J Practical Radio-TV Eng'r'g
CONSTRUCTION O Aircraft & Engine Mechanic O3 Civil Engineering O High School Science O Practical Telephony

8 ﬁﬂr('lt:ndtlﬁoning BUSINESS O ﬁonstruction Engineering 0O Short Story Writing 0O Radio-TV Servicing
rchitecture O Accounting O Highway Engineering

O Arch. Drawing and O Advertising O Professional Engineer (Civil) hfuﬁtlgi?os,gnl;smp RAILROAD
Designing O Business Administration O Reading Struc. Blueprints i i O Car Inspector and Air Brake

O Industrial Supervision : p

O Building Contractor O Business Management O Sanitary Engineer O Per I-Labor Relati O Diesel Electrician

O Building Estimator O Cost Accounting [J Structural Engineering S senag 3201 Relations [ Diesel Engr. and Fireman

0 Carpenter Builder O Creative Salesmanship O Surveying and Mapping (&) Supefvision O Diesel Locomotive

O Carpentry and Millwork (3 Managing a Small Business DRAFTING MECHANICAL

g Carpenter Foreman O Professional Secretary O Aircraft Drafting and SHOP STEAM and

g Eeatn_ng O Public Accounting O Architectural Drafting D) Diesel Engines DIESEL POWER

0 Pamt;)ng Contractor O Purchasing Agent O Drafting & Machine Design Q Gas-Elec. Welding [ Combustion Engineering

O Plumbing . O Salesmanship O Electrical Drafting O Industrial Engineering O Power Plant Engineer

O Reading Arch. Blueprints [ Salesmanship and ) Mechanical Drafting [J Industriai Instrumentation 0 Stationary Diesel Engr.
ART Management O Sheet Metal Drafting O Industrial Metallurgy O Stationary Fireman

O Commercial Art O Traffic Management O Structural Drafting O Industrial Safety

O Magazine lllus. CHEMICAL 0 Machune Shop Practice TEXTILE

O Show Card and O Analytical Chemistry ELECTRICAL O Mechanical Engineering O Carding and Spinning
Sign Lettering O Chemical Engineering O Electrical Engineering O Professional Engineer (Mech) [ Cotton Manufacture

O Sketching and Painting O Chem. Lab. Technician g Elec, Engr. Technician O 8”311'” Cgr?tmlg - O Cotton Warping and Weaving
AUTOMOTIVE O Elements of Nuclear Energy 3 El€c. Light and Power O Reading Shop Blueprints O Loom Fixing Technician

O Automobile O General Chemistry 8 E{Zﬁﬂﬁgl E:f‘ztgg:]an o ﬁ?{"&iﬂ;‘t‘g’;l?‘r‘g’j O Textile Designing

- | ! . Textile Finishing & D

2 et O3 Ral et g L O prfesiond Engneer (Elec) 0 Tao Dot Tooloking 5 Thrgwng o -

O Auto Engine Tuneup O Professional Engineer (Chem) HIGH SCHOOL RADIO, TELEVISION [ Warping and Weaving

O Auto Technician O Pulp and Paper Making [OJ High School Diploma [J General Electronics Tech. [ Worsted Manufacturing

Name. Age Home Address

City Zone State. Warking Hours A.M. to P.M

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

Occupation Canada. . . . Special low monthly tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces.
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Car slams into new barrier fence at 60 mph in test to find best way to prevent head-on crashes.

The head-on crash is the grisliest highway accident of all-but now there’s hope
that a hurtling, out-of-control car can be snared like an incoming carrier jet

BY ROBERT S. FAIRBANKS

10 TRUE THE MAN'S MAGAZINE



Chain-link fence snares hurtling vehicle while cables cut in above and below front wheel, keeping car in own lane.

CALIFORNIA

merican drivers kill themselves and cach other o

A the tune ol over 55,000 cach year. Worst among

the crashes is the head-on variety on the open high-

way. Engincers ol the California Division ol Highways

decided in 1958 1o do something to keep cars [rom
going down cach other’s throats.

Robert Field, the engineer who supervised the Cali-
fornia tests, says therc are three requirements for a
center-strip barrier. *“T'he barrier must be strong
cnough to keep a car from going through. The barrier
must be flexible enough to slow down the driver with-
out killing him, and the barrier must hold him in the
center strip long enough for other cars to get out of ; ; : ;
the way.” Brought to halt after 64-foot slide, car remains in lane.

Several types of barriers that will prevent head-on Tests showed dummy driver suffered “minor bruises.”

MARCH 1960 11
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RAILS THAT FAILED include (above) rigid barrier that allowed car to climb
fence and crash in other lane, and (left) a “W-section” rail that flipped car
high into air, landing it upside down in middle of its own right-of-way.

NEW BUTTERFLY NET FOR RUNAWAY CARS

crashes are in use today. All are rigid or semi-rigid.
Impact with a barrier ol this type will either kill or
maim the driver ol the colliding car and his passengers
—or the car will bounce and spin [rom the barrier so
fast that lollowing cars won't have time to get out ol
the way.

An abandoned Air Force flight strip near Sacra-
mento was chosen as a test site. Robot controls were
imstalled in 17 cars and a bus. The vchicles were
backed off 2,000 feet and sent hurtling at the barriers
at 60 mph. With a lew planned exceptions. cach
vehide hic the barriers at a 30-degree angle.

‘I'he engineers sct up 25 such runs, carclully measur-
ing impact lorces with a battery ol instruments. Few
cars were good for more than a single crash.

OTHER FAILURES included concrete posts (above) that permitted car to slash
through, with little loss in velocity, into other lane, and (left) modified W-sec-
tion rail that brutally halted car in own lane but demolished automobile.

Engincers tested 15 barriers, and only one, a flexi-
ble, chain-link-type [ence proved feasible. The fence
is four feet high and mounted on light steel posts
cight [eet apart. Two steel cables are hung 30 inches
above the ground, a third is ninc inches off the
ground. The cables and [ence break loose f[rom an im-
pacting car and the auto moves along the top cables,
snarling itsell in the [ence. Meanwhile, the car’s lelt
[ront wheel has rolled over the botwom cable. As the
barrier sways back. the bottom cable tightens under
the car and holds it in the center strip.

Engineer Field says: “The lence is pretty good, but
I supposc the best thing of all would be a big moat
down the middle filled with Jello.” ®
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See The Dinah Shore Chevy Show Sunday, NBC-TV—The Pat Boone Chevy Showroom weekly, ABC-TV

Small wonder—with a wonderful ride!

In a Corvair even a ho-hum trip through town can be a happy experience. You
not only don’t mind the traffic, it’s kind of a challenge to your Corvair’s light-
hearted handling and nimble reflexes. Same goes for parking. You’ll get a real
boot out of driving this car. And practical, too. Air-cooled rear engine (no
water, no antifreeze). Virtually flat floor. Independent suspension at all four
wheels. Low price. Little gas. And a fold-down rear seat is standard. But we
know why you’ll really want a Corvair. Just drive one and you’ll know, too.

A magician on mileage. Your gas Engine’s in the rear... where Fold-down rear seat. Converts ~ Unipack power team. Wraps
dollars will now go farther. .. it belongs in a compactcar... into a station sedan with a engine, transmission and drive gears
because the Corvair delivers miles to give you nimbler handling, greater total 17.6 cu. ft. of extra storage into one compact package. ..

and miles and miles per gallon. traction, better 4-wheel braking. space behind front seat. takes/ess room, leaves you more.
Four models. Practical four-door Independent suspension Choice of automatic or All at a practical kind of price.
or sleek new two-door in standard  at all 4 wheels. Coil springs at each manual transmission. You can Check your dealer on the short,

or deluxe versions. and every wheel take bumps with have Powerglide* or a smooth- sweet details. ..Chevrolet Division of
Trunk’s up front. Prenty independent knee-action for a ride shifting Synchro-Mesh standard General Motors, Detroit 2, Michigan.
of luggage space under the hood, that rivals the costliest cars. transmission.

where it's convenient to get to. *Optional at extra cost

the happiest driving compact car

corvair

by Chevrolet
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man to man

Champion rat-catcher Jean Olischlager and his rare
round up catches as big as the one at right, in Abbeville.

Sinw TRUES  (November, 1959)  stony

on the rat-catching Dalton Family of

England a number ol readers have asked
about rat-catching  problems i other
parts ol this rat-infested carth.

In addition to Britain’s Famed Daltons.
there lives in the Dutch city ol Maastricht
another rat catcher named Jean Olisch-
lager. Olischlager has killed millions ol
rats: in once week alone 350,000 in one
French town,

Rats, savs Mr. Olischlager. have been
responsible for more deaths, than all the
wars that were ever fought. 'Thev hrought
the plague from Asia o Furope and in
once century half the  population of
Lurope diced from this discase. In Paris
alone during one outbreak ol pligue.
coused by rats. 100.000 people dicd.

There are twice as many rats in the
world as people—about five hillion (100
million in the U.S) . Every 12th Lam
in the world produces Tood only to [eed
rats: a total ol about two million average
sized modern farms!

Rats multiply at a rate that makes
rabbits scem barren. Theoretically two
rats could have 250,000 descendants in
three years, 36 wrillion in 10 years!

Natives ol Asia. the black rats caime to
Lurope at the time ol the Mongol in-
vasions. They were followed about 1750
by another Asiatic species, the brown rat.
The brown invaders attacked the black
rats and the great rat war over the pos-
session ol Lurope started. Tt lasted 50
odd vears. Then, alter killing cach other
off by the millions, they divided  the
world amongst themselves. The black rats
took the dry parts, the brown rats the
weL parts.

Rats olten attack people and they have

14
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rat-king” (left), a tool he uses to help

Rats breed faster than rabbits.

By Robert E. Pinkerton

Killed several children and old people
in Furope inrecent vears, In World War
[ rats invaded the front line trenches.
gorged themselves on the slain and at-
tacked the wounded. During the Hun-
garian uprising. rats were seen to scale
the walls of o hospital and drink the
blood ol the wounded. In 19145 in Ger-
manv. when there wasn't enough lood
even lor the rats. the ravenous rodents
chewed the legs off two elephants in the
Hamburg Zoo.

My, Olischlager recently bought a “rat
king.” one ol the 20 odd that he savs
exist in the world. \ rat king, according
to rodent lore, consists ol cight to 80
rats. whosce tails have been tied together
by the other rats ol the community. Tt
serves, according to NMro Olischlager, the
same purpose as a queen bee—a center
ol procreation.

Mr. Olischlager  kills rats with an
American poison. mpregnated with
scent prepared (rom the sex glands of rats
and which rats ol all ages and sexes seem
to find irresistible. His success in nearly
all Luropean countries has heen enor-
mous.  Amongst his latest orders: De-
ratting a royal palace. the Louvre in
Paris. the estate of the Count de Bour-
bon. the barracks ol the Foreign Legion,
the French subway system.

Q: Do they hire deer hunters in |
Zealand? George Bell. Portland. Ore.

A Yes. About 100 are at work all vear
and in 1958 42,000 deer were shot. For
25 years hunters have been waging war
on deer with little eflect. Since deer are
not native to the islands, they have no
natural enemies. An Englishman intro-

duced them Tor sport 100 vears ago and
they are blamed lor destroving New Zea
Land’s Torests.

Q: Does the tuatara, a large iguana-
like reptile, really have three
Roger Parks, Albuquerque. N. M.

eyes?

A5 Yes. About 150 million vears ago.
when the tatara developed into its pres-
ent form, most reptiles had third eyes.
The tuatara lives only on a few islands
in New Zealand where it is rigidly pro-
tected todav. While nerves to the third
cve have awophied or disappeared in
most lizards, they stll Tunction in the
third ceve ol this strange animal,

Q: Are people reading more or less

of TV? Sol Laufer, New York

City.

A Increased hook  production and
library circulating book figures may in-
dicate they are reading more. Figures
ol the American  Library  Association
show  hooks circulated  from  public
libraries in cities of 100,000 or morce in-
creased by 10 million hetween 1950 and
1957. Book production has also increased.
Once pocket book  firm has sold 700
million copies in 20 vears, many [or as
much as S1.95.

[Continved on page 16]

TRUE THE MAN'S MAGAZINE



MARCH 1960

IN SKIING...
EXPERIENCE IS THE GREAT TEACHER

IN SCOTCH...

TEACHER’S
IS THE GREAT EXPERIENCE

Only experience could produce Scotch of such unvarying
quality and good taste as Teacher’s Highland Cream.
Today, the fourth and fifth generations of the Teacher
family still personally supervise the making of this
famous product of Wm. Teacher & Sons, Ltd.

TEACHER'S HIGHLAND CREAM BLENDED SCOTCH W/'//SKY/86 PROOF
SCHIEFFELIN & CO., NEW YORK. N.Y.
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ITS GREAT OUTDOORS IN

Wesr
VIRGINIA

Every member of your family will find happy
things to do in friendly West Virginia. Select
your sport . . . fishing, swimming, hiking, golf,
boating, riding, playgrounds for "little folks"

. every form of play is here. 22 State Parks,
among the nation's finest, provide completely
equipped cabins and lodges at modest family
rates. This year make it a WestVirginia vacation!

(& ugmman
A\ QUALITY |

Today’s Best Boating Buy

Sherling My

The GRUMMAN FISHERMAN

the ruggedness of a Large Mouth Bass

the ready-to-go approach of a Northern Pike
| the water fight of a Brown Trout

| the maneuverability of a Salmon

| The GRUMMAN FISHERMAN

| now featuring a redesigned hull arrange-
ment providing more space for gas tanks
and fishing gear. Half deck for Midship con-
trol optional.

There is 0o Grumman Boat or Canoe for every water activity.

19-f1. “G-19" Sportsters; 17-f1. “GC" Plastic; 15-ft. Deluxe

[ ND
WEST VIRGINIA pys'liSi?Y Commission
State Capitol Bldg., Room TRU-1,

Charleston 5, West Virginia

Send FREE vacation information.
NAME

ADDRESS ik

cast /where
fig/hting fish

lie/ waiting...
/ in 250,000

lakes of

poi

Fishing and hunting adventures
await you in Ontario's 250,000
lakes, uncounted rivers and
streams, and mighty forest
country.Wherever you travel

in Ontario, unequalled
accommodation and complete
vacation facilities welcome you.
Mail this coupon .
copy of ‘‘Royal Welcome'" will
f help you plan the high

1960 Ontario
lakeland vacation.

b ; 15-F1.Sport Boots: 14-ft. Fisherman; 14-f1. Jr.
Runabouts; 12-f1. Cartoppers; 82 f1. Rhodes Designed
Dinghys; 12 models of Cances from 13 to 20-f1.

Send for full-color Grumman
CATALOG and Dealer's Name
% A Product of the World's Foremost

Builder of Amphibious Aircraft

GRUMMAN BOATS, INC.

E530 South Street, Marathon, M.Y.

firitand finestin aluminum watorcraft:

.. your free

nts of a

Province of Ontario,
Department of Travel and Publicity,
Room 1089 Parliament Buildings, Toronto 2.

Please send me “Royal Welcome” and full
information on adventure in Ontario.

NAME_ .
ADDRESS

A
|
l

[Continueed frou paye 14}
Q: Is the wild boar found in the
Florida everglades? Jerry Sootkoos,
Miami Springs. Fla.

\: No. We have not heard ol any
straving so Lar from the North Carolina
and “Fennessee mountains, where  they
were introduced by sportsmen. How-
ever, they mav also be hunted in the
Santa Lucia mountains below Monterey,

Calil.. where thev were introduced 10
vears ago.
Q: What was the Laramide revolu-

tion? Robert Rankin. Hillsdale. N. ].

\: In the Cretaccous geological period
much ol North America [rom Mexico to
the arcuc was submerged under a great
shallow  sca connected with both the
Pacific and Ndantic occans. At the close
ol the Cretaceous period a great upheaval
ol the carth formed the whole Rocky
Mountain chain from the arctic through
Mexico. At the same time the Andes were
lifted in South America. "This upheavil
is known s the Laramide revolution. It
occurred about 60 million vears ago.

Q: How cold does it get at the South
Pole? Ralph Yager. Mobile. Ala.

A Lowest recorded at the Amundsen-
Scott 1GY South Pole station in 1957 was
102.1 degrees below zero Fahrenheit.
This is the coldest place known in the
world. Average for the winter was minus
75. 'The station was 9.200 feet above sea
level and there was a biwer wind. which
lailed o blow only 25 hours all winter.
It averaged 16 mph and reached 53 in
gusts. .\ remarkable Tact discovered was
a change in temperature with aldtude.
When it was 1021 below e the surlace
it was 27 degrees warmer 30 [eet above,
and 1400 Teet above the surface the
temperature was 72 degrees higher,

Q: What is the
scope? Clayton Jones. Duluth, Minn.

use of the speeiro-

\: In studyving the universe to its most
distant reaches and the spaces between
the nuclei ol the atom. science has no
more valuable tool. From Newton's prism
we have advanced o ddraction gratings,
thousands ol lines o the inch ruled on
a glass surlace. Afer 10 vears ol work
the Massachusetts Institute ol ‘Technol-
oV his succeeded inengraving grooves
one-ten-thousandth ol an inch deep and
7.500 paralle]l grooves 1o the inch. Such
a ool will reveal in detal the structare
ol atoms and molecules and the com-
position ol matter millions of Tight vears
distant,

TRUE will answer any reasonable ques-
tions you ask, free of charge, including
questions on resorts, fishing and hunting
vacations, where to go and how to get
there. Every question will receive a per-
sonal reply, provided it is accompanied
by a stamped, self-addressed envelope.
The most interesting questions and their
answers will be printed. Address your
questions to TRUE Magazine, Dept. T-3,
67 West 44 St., New York 36, N. Y.

TRUE THE MAN'S MAGAZINE



TRUE's TRAVEL and VACATION SERVICE

YEAR ROUND VACATION LAND

Perfect weather, plus natural and man-made wonders

in infinite and dramatic variety, mark our historic Southwest

As the weather goes, so goes your vacation. Whether it’s golf or swimming, hunting
or just plain sightseeing, miserable weather can put the damper on your [un more
quickly than any other lactor. Since most ol us spend only about 29 ol our normal
life on vacations, we have to have good weather—or clse. Perhaps no other place in the
world offers such guaranteed good weather as our own great Southwest. It’s a rare week
indecd that doesn’t produce five of six sun-drenched days. Winter or summer, you can
casily plan the perfect vacation in:

ARIZONA: You’ll never forget a visit to the Grand Canyon—a gigantic chasm
217 miles long, 4 to 18 miles wide, a mile deep, with the mighty Colorado
rushing below. In this amazing playland state, you can water ski in the
morning under a warm sun, and in the alternoon ski down a sparkling

snow bowl in crisp pure air . . . . take fighting trout of record size in

the last water below Hoover and Davis Dams, or fish for bass in a massive,
awe-inspiring desert canyon. Arizona’s harvest time [or the hunter is rich

in reward—Irom the lamous kaibab deer herd to some of the finest wing shoot-
ing in the country. Hole up in a big city like Phoenix, or strike south to old
Mexico [or a fiesta or a bull fight in Nogales.

NEW MEXICO: In this land ol contrast are the ancient and the modern-
blanketed Indians rubbing elbows with crew-cut scientists; adobe missions
modeled on the same mesas with security-guarded laboratories; Indian art,
centuries old, yet modern as tomorrow. There is variety in the cities too:
Santa Fe, with its Spanish heritage: Taos, world known for its intact pueblo
and art colony; Las Vegas, host cach year to the Rough Riders, still the great
“cowtown” of New Mexico: Tucumcari, gateway to Conchas Reservoir fishing;
Carlsbad, home ol the lamous caverns.

NEVADA: Rich in natural scenery, Nevada with its mountains and
lakes, strecams and [lorests, parks and natural phenomena, offers un-
limited opportunity lor camping tours, hunting, fishing, hiking or pros-
pecting. Cathedral Gorge, a masterpiece ol colorlul erosive sculpture
. ... the Valley of Fire in Clark County with vivid sandstone images and

high dliffs plastered with thousands ol mysterious pictographs . . . . the
many hot springs whose health-giving properties are readily accessi-
ble . . .. old abandoned mining camps, now classified as “ghost towns,”

scattered throughout the state. . . . Western Nevada—rapidly becoming
one ol the world’s loremost winter sports areas.

UTAH: Choose any scason ol the year to visit Utah and it will be the
right one. Good fishing abounds in over 2,000 lakes and hundreds of
miles of mountain streams. There are endless species of game birds.
Deer are abundant in practically every section ol the state, and
cenough man-made marshes can comfortably handle every duck
hunter who comes to call. Soaring mountain ranges provide skiing
comparable only to that of St. Moritz. And in these mountains are
over one hundred casily accessible picnic and camp grounds. Add
to this two National Parks, nine National Monuments and 21
National Forest areas, and you have a top-notch vacationland.

COLORADO: Colorful Colorado has [our distinct seasons, but all
have one thing in common—sunshine. Five ol every six days in
Colorado are sunny, the year round. Because it's America’s eighth

largest state, you may want to cover it by car. . . . Try Prospectors
Trail, [rom Denver to Mt. Evans, 153 miles of scenic grandeur
abundantly interwoven with the history of the Old West . . . . or

tour the Black Canyon of the Gunnison, where canyon walls rise
3,000 feet—one of the most impressive sights in the world.

More information on any of the above mentioned areas is available.
Write to Trur’s Travel Editor if you're interested—but please, en-
close a self-addiessed stamped envelope.

Courtesy New Mexico Tourist Burcau
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I'm warning the National Hockey League-
Unchecked brutality is going to kill somebody.
Something must be done about...

ATROCITIES ON ICE

By ANDY BATHGATE as told to Dave Anderson

W hen this article by Andy Bathgate, star right-wing for the

g
New York Rangers and last year’s most valuable player, -
appeared in our Canadian edition it started a storm of con- fhstne

S,

troversy. Some critics and players praised Bathgate for
his courage; others called him a hypocrite, a crybaby, and
worse. Bathgate was ordered to appear before National
Hockey League president Clarence Campbell, and was
fined $500 for actions damaging to hockey. Campbell also
fined New York Ranger general manager Murray Patrick
for authorizing this article. TRUE attempted to pay the
fines, but the offer was refused. We believe that Cam p-

bell’s action was grossly unfair; that, in effect, he is con-
doning spearing. We do not believe that Bathgate’s warn-
ing can be ignored: we hope that something positive will 52

be done—before it is too late.—The Editors

The black tire-tape on Harvey's stick blade had
smudged his blue Ranger jersey.

“Where's Harvey?” 1 remember Sullivan gasping.
“Hce speared me . .. I'll get him . . .”

This was in Madison Square Garden—my tcam, the
New York Rangers against the Montreal Cana-
diens. From the bench, I watched our Red Sullivan
stick-handle the puck up the ice and move across the
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Canadiens’ blue line. He dropped a pass hehind him,
then cut for the goal. That's when Doug Harvey's
stick came up. He shoved the black-taped blade into
Sully’s gut. It looked like Harvey was using a fixed
bayonet. In hockey, we call it spearing.

Sullivan didn’t scream. He just groaned, like a dog
kicked in the stomach. He glided on momentum in a
semi-circle toward our bench. Then he collapsed on
the ice.

On the bench, we all saw Sully go down and we
were yelling to the referee: “He’s hurt, he’s hurt.”
The referee, Red Storey, looked back and saw Sullivan.
When Storey blew his whisie, we jumped over the
boards. [ was one of the first to get to him. I'll never
forget his face. Usually, it’s strawberry-red. This time,
it was milk-white. He was doubled up, holding his gut.

Sullivan couldn’t get to his leet, much less get
Harvey. We lifted him up, draped one of his arms
around our trainer, Frank Paice, and the other around
our tcam physician, Dr. Kazuo Yanagisawa. They
helped Red glide oft the ice and staggered down the
stairs to our dressing room.

It was late in the first period. In a few minutes, we
were in the dressing room with Sullivan. He was sit-
ting on the black-padded rubbing table, his legs dan-
gling limply. Dr. Yanagisawa was talking to him.

“C'mon, Red, get undressed. Let’s go to the hospital
and look at you. I don’t like that welt there.”

“I'm okay, Doc,” Red said. “I can play.”

“You sure?” Phil Watson, the coach, asked. “You
don’t look so good—hey, what’s the matter? What did
you wince for?” [Continued on page 20]
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Ferny Flaman, Bruins, “he’s had
too many accidents to believe.”

&

Ted
dom
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ANDY BATHGATE'S ROGUES'’' GALLERY

Lindsay, Black Hawks, “sel-

drops his stick in a fight.” in the league . . .

ATROCITIES ON ICE

“Togot a pain. I couldn’t breathe.” Sully said. “hut I'm
okav. [ can play. Damn i Phil, T can play.”

“Allright,” Watson said. “If you say so, give it a try any-
way.”

Sullivan shid off the table. grabbed his stick and stumbled
out lor the seccond period. On the beneh, he was wincing
and trying to get his breath. In o few minutes, Watson
velled, “Okay, Sullivan, line.” Red dimbed over the boards,
glided up and down the ice a few times and wobbled back
to the bench. He knew it was no use. Dr. Yanagisawa was
waiting with a cab to take him the three blocks to St
Clare’s Hospital.

Doug Harvey, Canadiens, “lucky he doesn’t
have a spearing death on his conscience.”

Gordie Howe, Red Wings, “meanest plaver

uses all the wicks—plus.”

Lou Fontinato, Rangers, “likes to use the
stick. but uses his fists in a real fght.”

Tom Johnson, Canadiens, “one of the five
notorious spearing specialists in the NHL.”

When Red got there, one ol the nurses whispered. “We'd
hetter get a priest.” In Catholic hospitals, its routine to
call a priest when a patient is admitted in shock. But this
was no routine shock case.

At the time, though, we didn’t know how bad Sullivan
was hurt. Even his wile, Marion, waited until alter the
game to go over to the hospital. My wile and | went with
her. When we got there, a nurse told us, “I'm sorry, vou
can’t sce Mr. Sullivan. He's being prepared for surgery.”
Just then. Dr. Yanagisawa came out.

“Mis. Sullivan, we have to operate. It's his spleen.” Then
he turned and told me to “take her home and stay with

TRUE THE MAN'S MAGAZINE
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her. I'll call you as soonn as 1 can.”

About two o’clock in the morning, the
phone rang. Marion picked it up. From
the way she sighed, I knew Red was out
of danger. Then 1 got on with Dr.
Yanagisawa.

“Red will be all right,” he said. “It
was a pretty bad internal injury. Harvey’s
stick dug in so deeply that it severed an
artery in the spleen. The blood swelled
the spleen to four to five times its normal
size. Usually, it’s the size of two pears
end to end. Red’s was as big as a football
with all that blood in it. Just before we
cut him open, he saw the priest giving
him the last rites. He looked up at us
and said: ‘Do a good job.””

They did a good job—Dr. John L.
Madden, the chief surgeon at St. Clare’s,
and Dr. Yanagisawa who assisted him. In
a couple days, we were allowed in to
visit Red. I'll never forget what he told
me: “Andy, I thought I was going to die.”

What burns me about Sullivan’s near-
{atal injury is that Harvey was given the
lightest possible penalty in the National
Hockey League rulebook: two minutes.
Red was on the critical list for two days,
in the hospital for two weeks and out of
the lincup lor three months. When he’s
getting into his uniform, you can see
his souvenir: a 45-stitch scar across his
stomach.

This is what spearing can do to a guy.
It’s the most savage, sneaky trick in
irockey. And the most lethal. Mark my
words: it’s going to kill somebody.

As a kid growing up on the prairies
near Winnipeg, Manitoba, I played all
the sports. But hockey spearing is the
most deadly weapon I've ever seen in
sports. They talk about boxers giving
a guy the thumb. But you can’t kill a
guy that way. They talk about the bean-
ball in baseball. Sure, it’s dangerous. But
a batter has 60 feet to see the ball and
get out of the way. He’s got a helmet,
too. In hockey, you've got no chance to
avoid a spear job. And no protection.

The spearers aim for your stomach.
This is one of the few places we're not
protected by padded equipment. It would
be too bulky. All we’ve got there is the
thin uniform sweater and our long under-
wear. Or at least that’s all the other
players have. I've got my own home-
made spearing shield—a six-inch square
of inch-thick foam rubber.

I first used it two years ago after 1
almost get mine. I was speared in Boston
by Buddy Boone, a rookie who was trying
to make the Bruins think he belonged
on their tough-guy team.

1 was skating on right wing, watching
the play developing in mid-ice. That’s
when the spearers make their move: when
you can’'t sce them coming, or when
you're jammed against the boards so you
can’t back up to cushion it. I didn’t see
Boone until it was too late. I felt his stick
dig in. I couldn’t breathe. The pain
burned across my stomach. I locked el-
bows with Boone and we thudded into
the sideboards. By that time, 1 had
enough wind to tell him: “If you ever do
that to me again, I'll punch your head
oft.”

Boone never said a word, never even
looked at me. When we got untangled,
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he just kept going. When I got to the
bench, I pulled up my uniforin sweater
Inside, I could feel the welt. 1 was lucky.
I wasn’t on the way to the hospital. But
il Boone had buried his stick another
half-inch deeper, who knows?

This is no cry-baby complaint. Hockey
players don’t cry. We think we’re the
toughest group of athletes in sports. Its
equipment makes hockey unique: the
only sport in which each player must
carry a stick and two knives. The skate
blades are sharp enough to slice through
the leather boot and slash our foot like
a meat cleaver. There’s always the danger
that a player will gore somebody with
his skates. But as a regular thing, it
would be too obvious. Spearing is just
as vicious. Just as deadly. And you can
get away with it.

There are five spearing specialists in
the NHL, all big-name players: Doug
Harvey and Tom Johnson of the Stanley
Cup champion Montreal Canadiens,
Fernie Flaman of the Boston Bruins, Ted
Lindsay of the Chicago Black Hawks and
to prove I'm not pulling any punches,
my Ranger teammate, Lou Fontinato.

Harvey is a seven-time All-Star. He’s
ranked with the best defensemen in his-
tory. Johnson made the All-Star team
on defense last season. Flaman is another
defenseman. He usually makes the sec-
ond-team All-Stars. Lindsay is an eight-
time All-Star left wing. He’ll make the
Hall of Fame. He’s the third highest
career goal-scorer. Fontinato is the guy
the sportswriters call The Bad Man be-
cause of his penalty-minute record. He’s
a potential All-Star defenseman.

Around the league, it’s an unwritten
law: always keep an eye peeled for these
five spear-carriers, just as you would for
a murderer on the loose.

There are a few others—Pierre Pilote
of Chicago and Leo LaBine ol Boston,
to name two—who spear occasionally. But
none of them seems to care or realize
that he’ll be branded as a “hockey killer”
if somebody dies. Baseball had it happen
with a beanball. Ray Chapman, an in-
fielder for the Cleveland Indians, died
in 1920 after being hit in the head by
a pitch from Carl Mays, a right-hander
for the New York Yankees. Hockey is
lucky Sullivan didn’t die three years ago.
Harvey is lucky it’s not on his conscience.

Sullivan hasn’t forgotten it. Jungle
law rules hockey. If somebody gets you,
then you get him. Maybe it takes a while
—a year, two years, maybe as long as five
years. But someday, you know you’ll get
your chance. I'm waiting for a shot at
a couple guys myself—with my fists.

It’s no secret that Sullivan is waiting
to get Harvey. I thought they were going
to have a war in Montreal, more than a
year after Red almost died. It was the
last minute of the game. Down at one
end, I saw Sullivan and Harvey fencing
with their sticks. The black-and-white
shirted linesmen rushed over, pinned the
sticks together in the air and muscled
between them. Later, in our dressing
room, Red was still steaming when the
sportswriters asked him about it.

“It goes back a while,” Red said.

“You mean the time Harvey speared
you,” one of the sportswriters said.

“That’s 1t,” Red said.

“What were you saying to him?”

“I just told him: ‘You got one coming’
and he said to me: *Anytime you want
to start.” But I told him: ‘When you get
it, it'll be for two minutes like you got
me.” That was no time to hit him over
the head with a stick—with the referce
looking.”

In the Montreal dressing room, they
were asking Harvey about the near-fatal
spearing.

“Was it an accident,” one of the sports-
writers said, “or did you mean to spear
him?”

“Sure, I speared him,” Harvey said.

To me, that’s like some two-bit punk
telling the police, “Yea, I stabbed the
guy.”

Harvey claimed he had his reasons for
spearing Sullivan. He said, “Sullivan
was kicking skates. He did it three times
here in Montreal the game before. Then
he did it once in the game in New York.
So I got him.” Maybe Sullivan was kick-
ing skates. Sullivan is no angel on the
ice. Skate-kicking can be dangerous. But
I've had guys kick my skates out from
under me in a scramble. I didn’t like it.
But 1 didn’t turn around and stick a
knife in the guys belly. That’s what
Harvey did to Sullivan that night in
New York.

Ol(l-timers tell me that spearing is new
in hockey—since World War II. Muzz
Patrick, who played before the war with
the Rangers and is now our general man-
ager, says “we used to go for a guy’s legs
from behind with the stick blade. But
that was kid stuff compared to what it’s
like now.”

There’s not any more spearing this
season than last season or six scasons
ago when I was a rookie. That’s not the
point. In baseball, they were throwing
beanballs long before Ray Chapman was
killed. The important thing is—the NHL
is asking for trouble by shutting its eyes
to the danger. The rulebook says “spear-
ing shall mean stabbing an opponent
with the point of the stick blade while
the stick 1s being carried with one hand
or both hands.” But even if a player
is caught spearing, it’s only a two-minute
penalty. That makes it no more serious
than holding the puck.

The rulebook also says that if a player
injures an opponent by spearing, it calls
for a major five-minute penalty. This
isn’t stiff enough. I'd add this provision:
if the speared player is injured, the
spearer is automatically out of the game
—and out of the lineup as long as the
injured player. If it happens twice, then
the spearer must post $1,000 in the NHL
office that he won’t do it again.

Ten years ago, a similar $1,000 bond
handcuffed Kenny Reardon. He’s now
vice-president of the Montreal Canadiens
but then he was one of their defensemen
and one of the wildest, toughest players
in history. One of his nicknames was
“The Butcher.” In New York one night
in 1947, the Canadiens and Rangers got
into a free-for-all and Reardon came out
of it with 14 stitches across his mouth.
But the mystery was—neither Reardon
nor any of the Canadiens saw who
clipped him with a stick. And none of
the Rangers would talk.
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Tom McCahill Reports on:
The Killer—Carbon Monoxide

Any grammar school kid with an 1Q of 2
knows that a typical automobile engine
produces poisonous carbon monoxide
fumes. This deadly gas is odorless and in-
visible and packs enough wallop to kill the
entire population of Rhode Island on a
tankful of fuel—if conditions are just right.

Yet few people worry about carbon mon-
oxide dangers, figuring it's out the rear
stack, which makes it a problem for the
daisies, not them. Even an audibly leaky
muffler doesn’t excite the average driver
too much because you rarely hear of a guy
dying from leaking exhaust fumes. How-
ever, carbon monoxide can cause you to
kill yourself. In the end you're just as dead
either way.

The F.B.I. felt strongly enough about it to
make an extensive search some years ago
into the part carbon monoxide played in
many unexplained accidents. They found
that truck drivers on long hauls frequently
fell asleep and went off the road—probably
from drowsiness caused by carbon mon-
oxide from a muffler or manifold leak.

Carbon monoxide can make you kill your-
self by slowing up your reaction time to a
point where the simplest emergency ma-
neuver, such as stepping on the brake to
avoid running over Aunt Nell, becomes a
major chore.

Toignore a faulty exhaust system is like
playing catch with a bottle of nitroglycerine.
My advice is to check your muffler and
exhaust system regularly—and if you find
any signsof corrosion or leakage, have the
faulty part replaced right away. AP muf-
flers and pipes are the endurance champs
in their field, because they have thicker,
coated steel. AP is the world's largest
manufacturer of replacement mufflers and
pipes, with over 100,000 dealers. Look for
the red and white AP ‘‘Free Muffler Check”’
sign at stations everywhere. They sell mink
coat mufflers and pipes at muskrat prices.

AP PARTS CORPORATION
19-P AP BUILDING, TOLEDO 1, OHIO

AND PIPES
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Two years later, one of the players on
that Ranger team, Hal Laycoe, was
traded to Montreal. When you're traded,
vou've got to be loyal to your new team-
mates.

“Remember the brawl in New York
when you got the 14 stitches?” Laycoe
said to Reardon. “It was Cal Gardner.”

By that time, Gardner had been traded
to Toronto. Reardon bided his time l[or
a few games, then he and Gardner got
in a stick-swinging battle. Gardner’s jaw
was broken. Reardon was cut up, too.
The NHIL oflice fined Gardner $250,
Reardon $200.

“Tt was worth it,” Reardon said, “as
long as it cost him $50 more than me.”
But a few weeks later, Reardon was
quoted as warning, “I'm going to give
Gardner the 4 stitches he gave me in
the mouth.”

The next day, NHIL. president Clar-
ence Campbell ordered Reardon to post
a $1,000 personal cash bond. It was a
good-conduct lorleit. He could ask for
a relund when he retred. Reardon
coughed up the grand. When he quit, he
got it back because he behaved himsell.
T'he same thing would work with the
spearers. Suddenly, there wouldn’t be as
many “accidents™ as there are now.

The $1,000 bond would also take the
referces oft the spot. The rels are not
to blame. The way it is, you've got to
be a mind-reader to rule that a player
“deliberately” tried to hurt another guy
by spearing him. The rels seldom sce
the spearers in action. The spearers are
quick and sneaky. They make sure the
releree isn't looking—as Boston’s Fernie
Flaman did when he almost poked out
my right eve with his stick-blade.

This happened two years ago in New
York. Flaman is only five-ten. But he's
built like a bull. We were battling for
the puck behind the Bruin net. We
slammed into cach other and got tangled
up. The Bruins got the puck and were
moving up the ice. The releree, ol course,
was watching the puck. Fle forgot about
Flaman and me.

Flaman moved out first. \s I husted
past him, his stick suddenly was in my
lace. Tt caught me i the right eye. 1
could feel the stick-blade scraping the
cye ball. "The eve closed in pain. 1
grabbed it. | could [eel the blood on my
fingers. Even with a good lelt eye, I could
hardly see. I weaved along the ice toward
our bench and stumbled down the stairs
into the dressing room.

I was lucky. The stick missed the eye
itsell. But T needed four stitches right
under it. Later, Flaman told the sports-
writers that he lost his balance and the
stick flew up. "It was an accident,” he
said. I don’t consider it an accident. He's
had too many accidents to start believing
him now.

Flaman and my teammate, Lou Fon-
tinato, like to use the stuck. But when
they get into a man-to-man fight, they've
eot the guts to take ofl their gloves and
go to it. Some ol the others—such as
Harvey, Johnson and  Lindsay—seldom
drop their stick in a fight. I think John-
son learned all his tricks [rom watching
his hero Harvey. And maybe Harvey
lecarned them [rom Lindsay who is the
worst ol what we call “stick-fighters.”

Lindsay even went alter a [an with his
stick last season in New York. All during
the game, this well-dressed Kid about 18
was on Lindsay. He was sitting next to
our bench, so we heard it all. And we
could sce Lindsay stecaming. Finally, in
the last minute ol the game, the kid spit
at Lindsay. He must have hit the target.
Lindsay jumped up on the ledge of the
white wooden  sideboards. He  leaned
against the glass that protects the [ront-
row lans and waved his stick at the kid
who ran out ol range.

“Do it again,” Lindsay screamed at
him. “Do it again and I'll carve vou down
the middle with this stick.”

I'm not saying that lans should spit
at hockey players. The only point I'm
trying to make is this—Lindsay didn’t
drop his stick. Even in a word-war with
a scared kid, he didn’t drop his stick.
That's why Lindsay has been imvolved in
some ol the bloodiest brawls in hockey
history. T'he other guy doesn’t dare droyp
his suck, either.

Another stick-fighter is Maurice Rich-
ard, the one they call The Rocket. He's
scored more goals than anybody in his-
tory. This is his 18th scason. He used
to be wild. But he’s mellowed since 1've
been in the league. Especially since he
was suspended for the fnal three games
ol the regular season and all the Stanley
Cup plyofi games in 1955, He had
punched o linesman, CLIE "Thompson,
alter a savage stck-swinging brawl in
Boston. But vou never know when "T'he
Rocket might explode again.

II’ you take away the stick, vou would
solve the problem of most of this dirty
hockey. Spearing is the most deadly. But
there are other stick tricks almost as
dangerous:  butt-ending,  ¢ross-checking
and twisting the stick-blade between a
plaver’'s skates. Plus a few more like
skate-kicking and elbowing.

Jutt-ending is just that—jamming a
player in the gut with the blunt butt-
end of vour stick. Relerees almost never
sce this because it's almost invisible. You
loosen the grip ol your top hand on the
stick, then use vour lower hand to slhide
the butt-end through the loose top hand.
There’s no particular player vou have to
watch for butt-ending. Almost anybody
will do it, particularly two guys in a
feud who don’t want to be too obvious
about it

Cross-checking can be bloody. That's
when o player carries his stick hori-
zontally chest-high or higher and comes
at you. Il he catches you around the lace,
it's a few stitches. Sometimes. a lew teeth.
In hockey, there aren’t many guys who
have their [ront teeth. I you've got them,
vou're supposed to be chicken.

All the Toronto defensemen are taught
to twist the stick between vour skates.
You can’t stride. This is part of Toronto’s
lamous clutch-and-grab strategy. Al their
delensemen do it—Baun, Tim Horton,
Carl Brewer, even a clean plaver like
Allen Stanley.

Skate-kicking is dangerous, especially
il somebody gets you when vou're skat-
ing backwards. Il somebody kicks both
vour skates, you can topple on vour head.
Il you're hit on one skate, you'll only
spin. It's tough to pin down a few guys



WIN THIS SON OF HILL PRINCE
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First Prize gives you this roan Thoroughbred colt plus two choice seats to 1960 Kentucky Derby—
plus hotel room for four days—plus $1,000.00 for expenses and to shoot the works at the races.

Tuis YEAR’S Kentucky Club Derby Day Con-
test brings you a golden opportunity to win a
colt with top potential. His sire, Hill Prince,
was winner of 17 races and $420,000—has sired
12 stake winners. His grandsire, Princequillo,
sired Round Table, leading money winner of
the world.

Just name this prize colt and he’s yours. No
need to worry about how you would take care
of a race horse. Kentucky Club pays all ex-
penses forboard and training your prize colt by
‘the experienced trainer, L. K. Haggin, at War
Horse Place, Lexington, Ky., to July 1, 1960.
Later, you can race your prize colt or sell him,
as you wish. He may bring you a fortune.

IT'S EASY TO WIN. Awards will be made forthe
best names for this son of Hill Prince. For
example, a name might be Kentucky Hills.
Don’t send in this name. Think of better ones.

Ted Atkinson, Hall of Fame Jockey, helped select this prize colt

TED SAYS: “This is a great colt—

a great contest—and a great line

of tobaccos. It's easy to find your

) personal pipe tobacco in Kentucky

#_. Club’s blends. All packaged in

#i5 moisture-proof Kenseal Pouch

““/ that keeps tobacco fresh, mellow
and cool-smoking.”

CONTEST RULES: 1. In not over 16 letters nor
more than three words, write a name for the
Kentucky Club prize colt. Count punctuation
or space between words as letters. For exam-
ple, Kentucky Hills counts as 14 letters. Use
plain paper or entry blank. Print your name
and address.

2. Send as many entries as you like to—

“Kentucky Club Derby Day Contest,”
P. O. Box 24F, Mount Vernon 10, N. Y.

Each entry must be accompanied by front of
outer wrapper from any of Kentucky Club’s
9 brands of pipe tobacco: Aromatic Kentucky
Club Mixture, London Dock, Whitehall,
Brush Creek, Peper’s Pouch Mixture, Crosby
Square, Donniford, Kentucky Club White
Burley, Willoughby Taylor. Entries must be
postmarked not later than midnight, April 11,
1960. No entries returned. All become prop-
erty of Kentucky Club Division of Mail
Pouch Tobacco Co.

3. Prizes will be awarded as listed elsewhere
on this page. Entries will be judged by the
Reuben H. Donnelley Corporation on- the
basis of originality, aptness of thought and
sincerity. Judges’ decision final. Duplicate
prizes in case of ties. All members of a family
may compete, but only one prize to a family.
4. Everyone in United States and possessions
or Canada may enter the contest except em-
ployees of the manufacturers of Kentucky
Club’s Tobaccos, its advertising agencies and
members of their families. Entries must be the
original work of contestant. Contest subject
to Federal, State and local regulations.

5. Top winner will be notified in ample time
to attend the Derby, other winners will be
notified by mail approximately six weeks after
close of contest. Prize colt will be presented

A ‘\\)i _

i %
41

WINNER OF
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Just name him and
he’s yours

USE THIS ENTRY BLANK OR

PLAIN PAPER . . . SEND AS MANY
ENTRIES AS YOU LIKE

R e e T |

iy P e

NAME FOR HORSE. NOT OVER 16 LETTERS OR 3 WORDS

PRINT YOUR NAME

STREET

CiTy ZONE STATE

Send with each entry front of outer wrap-
per from any of Kentucky Club’s 9 brands
of tobacco. Entries must be postmarked
not later than midnight, April 11, 1960.
Mail to** Kentucky Club Derby Day Contest,”
P Box 24F, Mount Vernon 10, N. Y.
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TOTAL OF 500 GREAT PRIZES
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2nd TO 11th PRIZES—Famous Gibson Sub-
urban Air Conditioner. Two H. P. Cools
3 whole rooms, yet fits small windows. Au-
tomatic thermostat. Extra dehumidifica-
tion action. Total comfort cooling. Beau-
tiful trimline cabinet finished in Baffin
Beige and Antique White.

12th TO 76th PRIZES— Osterizer, the original
liquefier-blender with exclusive features.
Glass container open at both ends. Re-
movable blades for thorough cleaning.
Tapered cutting well for continuous feed-
ing. Food magit at the flick of a switch.
77th TO 500th PRIZES — Eight beautiful
“Derby Day’’ glasses especially created
for winners of this contest.

to winner. at Churchill Downs during Derby
Day week. If, because of accident or other

reason, it is necessary to withdraw the colt
described above, another Thoroughbred of com-
parable value will be awarded. List of winning
persons available to those requesting same and




“This push-button
outfit stopped him cold
on Campbell Lake
in Michigan,” says
Marinus DeJong.

e Ones
won?# ger' away

WITH FISH-SAVING
LEVEL-WIND
AND MICRO-DRAG

NO.1797

EASY CASTS —
QUICK AS A FLASH |} "
& 'PUSH-BUTTON MAGIC! | |

Just a push of the button, s-w-i-s-h of
the rod—PRESTO—PUSH-BUTTON
FISHING! Long, easy casts every
time. Backlash impossible!
Smooth, powerful level-wind re-

trieve — plus fish saver MICRO- ﬂ
DRAG—bringsthe big onesunder o
qm:rol—m;ickhu No. 1797 Beau- it

tiful bronze finish heavy-duty push
button WonderCast® filled with100
yds 12-1b line... $24.95 (Other
push-button reels from $14.95)

WONDEROD?®

DOUBLE BILTS® FOR SUPERB
ACTION! POWER! ACCURACY!
(1) A reinforcing glass fiber cylind-
rical wall, inside (2) thousands of
parallel glass fibers outside—it’s this

patented process that leaves the
famous spiral markings—visible

u
trademark of genuine Wonderod quality. No. 1579
Bronze and white push-button Wonderod 6° & 6’6"

L, XL or M action or 7" model...$17.95

SEND TODAY! ITS FREE!
All fishermen will enjoy this big new 32 page catalog.
"Techniques and Tackle to Catch Big Fish.” Newest in reels,
rods and lines. Plus pocket fishing calendar showing best
days to fish, uII free!

SHAKESPEARE COMPANY
Kalomazoo T-3, Michigan
Please send me, absolutely free,
your big new fishing catalog and
1960 pocket fishing caolendar.

Nome_ s

Address
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26

as skate-kickers because this is one thing
thatcan be an accident. You never know.

Then there’s elbowing. This can break
vour jaw. I saw it happen to my pal,
Red Sullivan. By now, he must sound
like the guinea-pig lor this story. Two
years ago in the Stanley Cup playofls
with Boston, Red was skating across the
blue line in New York when Vice Stasiuk
swooped alongside him and rammed him
in the mouth. With hard-leather elbow
pads inside the jersey, that's like getting
hit with an iron ball. Sully went down.
Then he went to the hospital again.

At the time, our coach, Phil Watson,
screamed that Stasiuk deliberately broke
Sullivan’s jaw. In a way, Stasiuk admitted
it the next day when he at Ieast had the
class to visit Sullivan.

“Sorry about this, Red,” Stasiuk said.
“I didn’t mean to l)rmk vour jaw. But
I was trving to hit you!

“IE T get a good shot at you next sca-
son,” Sully mun bled [lnnugh his wired
jaw, “I'll try to hit you, too.”

Stasiuk is what we call a cruiser. Which
means: don’t turn your back on him. As
hockey players go, Stasiuk is a big guy,
190 and six-onc. The tall guys keep their
clbows out—LEd Litzenberger and Lric
Nesterenko ol Chicago, Bert Olmstead
and Frank Alahovlich of Toronto. Even
a rcal cean player like Jean Beliveau,
the All-Star center for Montreal, has his
clbows out. He's six-three. So his elbows
arc just the right height to clip the little
guys in the lace. It keeps them [rom
pestering him.

Ofl all the players in the league, the
meanest is Gordie Howe ol the Detroit
Red Wings. Howe doesn’t spear. But he
uses all the other tricks. Plus some ol
his own, like lifting ihe puck at your
lace. That's a reminder to keep your
distance. He caught me once on the
cheek-bone with a puck. Luckily, it hit
me with the flat side. T just had a bad
bruise for a week. If the edge ol the
hard-rubber puck had caught me, it
might've broken the cheek-bone.

Howe is sneaky in self-defense. Most
hockey people think he's the best player
in the league. T know I do. He’s won the
MVP award four times. He's been on
the All-Star team at right-wing six times.
He's won the league scoring title five
times.

Because he's so good, every team con-
centrates on stopping him. [l you can
keep Howe off the scoresheet, chances
arc youw'll beat Betroit. Other teams
usually assign a player to check him
closely, sometimes to make him so mad
he’'ll blow his top and get a penalty.
Il he's in the penalty box, he can’t score.

Howe is too smart to get trapped.
Over the vears, he learned to be sneaky
to protect himsell without getting a
penalty. The important thing, though,
is that Howe has the strength to back
up his mean streak. Our nickname for
him is Superman. He's a fist-fighter when
he has to be. Maybe the best in the
league. He wrecked Lou Fontinato’s nose
last scason in the best hockey fight in
my time in the NHL.

Our coach, Phil Watson, had assigned
a cocky rookie, LEddie Shack, to cover
Howe in mid-season. Shack did a terrific
job. Howe hardly scored against us.

Shack was playing him nose-to-nose. He
kept him out ol position to take a pass
or get oft a clear shot. Howe was burn-
ing. Finally, one night in New York,
Howe used the handle of his stick to slice
Shack’s skull for three stitches. He got
away with it. No penalty.

At the next lace-ofl, Fontinato skated
over to Howe. Lou lancies himsell as
the Ranger cop. Every team has a cop,
a tough guy who keeps order by chal-
lenging the trouble-makers.

“Keep vour stick to yoursell
Howe. “Lay ofl Shack.”

“What are you harping on me lor:”
Howe growled back. “Take oft.”

Howe didn’t scare. Neither did Fon-
tinato. When he got a chance, Lou bar-
relled into Howe against the boards.
They got their gloves off Taster than any
two guys I've ever seen. Howe grabbed
Lou by the shirt with his Ieft hand. Both
of Lous hands were low, punching
Howe in the stomach and the ribs. But
all the fans could see was Howe. His
right hand was [ree. He kept smashing
it into Lou’s lace.

;" Lou told

IL was better than any TV fight vou
ever saw. It was so good, even the two
linesmen—who are supposed to break up
fights—stood back and watched it. So did
I, for a while. Then, when [ saw the
linesmen weren’t too anxious to get near
those punches, T jumped in to break it
up. Fontinato was a mess. His nose was
all over his lace. He was in the hospital
lor three days. Everybody gave the fight
to Howe. But it wasn’t that one-sided.
The l[ans didn’t know that Howe had
a shiner on his left eye.  His ribs were
banged up, too.

The lans didn’t know something clse:
the reason why Fontinato picked  the
fight with Howe. He was carrying a
ouldgt against Howe lor two years.

I you watch the TV ganie on Saturday
alternoons. m: wybe you lcmcml)u it. The
game was in New York. Fontinato was
slamming Howe whenever he had a
chance—piling him up against the boards,
crashing into him after Howe got olt
shot. But he did it once too olten. Howe
was ready for him. As Howe shot, Lou
rushed to smash-check him again. Howe
flicked up his stick. The blade-tip dug
into Lou’s lelt car—and Howe twisted
the stick. It nearly gouged off the car.

When Lou went by lh( bench, the car
was hanging on by a ‘thread ol skin. The
blood was all over his hand. He needed
12 stitches to sew it together. For an
car, that's a lot of stitches.

The car gradually turned into a cauli-
flower. In Lhc (II(SSIHO room alter that,
we'd needle him: “When vou're through,
Lou, you can go into wrestling. One ear
is ready now.” He'd stcam and grumble
something about getting Howe. As I said
before, you don't forget the guys who
hurt you. That’s the reason lor a lot of
hockey fights.

In the United States you'd be surprised
how many people say: “Hockey fights
are phony. They're staged. Nobody gets
hurt. You fight to please the fans.” If
nobody gets hurt, it’s only because we're
bad fighters. And we don’t fight to please
the fans. We play hockey to please the
fans. They don’t seem to understand the
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Improved B&D Jig Saw

25 % faster cutting, better control

B&DS-New Jig Saw Handle is in a cl;ss by
itself! Designed to ““feel good,” perfectly bal- .

A T e ool Tt wwory- Plus three-  Just out—and rarin’ to go through practically any material
with the greatest of ease: that’s Black & Decker’s improved Jig
Saw! Does the work of a jig saw, sabre saw, keyhole saw and
most band saw operations. Cuts straight, curved and intricate
designs. Handles like a dream. Feels like a feather. Packs power

tospare...up to 25% faster sawing. Maneuvers like a sports car.

What more do you want? A new low price? You've got that,
o @222 too! This Black & Decker-engineered Jig Saw costs only $29.95.
B&D's Dust-Less Finishing Sander is so dustless Jlg SaW Attachment fOI' B&D DI'IH, $1495.

you can sand and paint side by side! Attach
to any vacuum cleaner. Sanders from $29.95.

Attachment for Drill, $14.95. For free power tool catalog, write: THE BLACk & DECKER
: MFaG. Co., Dept.C-030, Towson 4, Md.

e

: See Tools-Electric’
| <Yellow Pages-
| for Service & Sales

WORLD'S LARGEST MAKER OF
HIYEAR PORTABLE ELECTRIC TOOLS

L

B&D’'s Heavy-Duty Saws Turn Amateurs Into Pros!
Famous B&D-built motors. Tough, durable. c e @
Choice of experts. B&D Saws from $49.95. .

Saw Attachment for Drill, $14.95.
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Les Brown p ‘
Well-known !

orchestra leader

AND HE BUILT IT HIMSELF!
Like thousands, Les Brown finds
building Heathkit Hi-Fi fun,
ingly easy, and the “best buy” way
to true high fidelity sound.

amaz-

Learn how you can ‘“‘build it-your-
self”’—and save 50% or more on the
world’s finest high fidelity equip-
ment. Send today for your free
Heathkit catalog—-or see your near-

est authorized Heathkit dealer.

World'’s Largest
Manufacturer of
Kit Form Electronics

HEATH COMPANRNY

|, a subsidiary of Daystrom, Inc.

Benton Harbor 62, Michigan

Please send the latest Free Heathkit Catalog.
NAME
ADDRESS
CITY.

ZONE__STATE——

reason why there are so many fights in
hockey, (r)ml)(n(‘(l to Imscl)‘ll] lm)tl).lll
or basketball.

Hockey is a game ol continuous con-
tact. Each pltvc always has a stick in
his hands. In bascball; only the batter
has a bat. The only contact is an oc-
casional collision on a tag-play. In loot-
ball and basketball, nobody has a stick.
The contact can be fierce, too, especially
in [ootball. But alter a tackle, you've
got hall a minute to cool off. In hockey,
the contact never stops. I read once where
a psychologist compared hockey fights to
spontancous combustion.

I've had my share of fhghts. And I
haven’t been marked up too bad. The
one I remember best was with Vic Stasiuk.
We had two fights. After the first one,
we both went to the penalty box. When
we came out, I was out first and went [or
a loose puck in the corner. Stasiuk came
up behind me. He cross-checked me with
his stick across the back of my head and
knocked me into the photographer’s
bench. T came out swinging and we had
a dandy. I grabbed his jersey and pulled
it up over his head. That’s the trick in a
hockey fight. That way, the other guy’s
arms are pinned and he can’t punch.

I don’t fight olten. Mostly because 1
don’t get paid to fight. I don’t get many
penalties, either. In six secasons, I've
averaged about 50 minutes. But I've
never considered mysell a candidate for
the Lady Byng Trophy.

That's an award the league has for
“the player adjudged to have exhibited
the best type of sportsmanship and gentle-
manly conduct combined with a high
standard of playing ability.” I've never
thought ol trying to win that trophy,
even []muoh lhuc s a $1,000 bonus with

It \\()ul(l be too hard for me to win.
Mnst ol the selectors vote for the guy who
has the least number ol penalty-minutes
and is high up in the scoring. When
vou're on the ice for 30 to 35 minutes
a game, like I am, you're bound to make
thc odd mistake and run into a penalty.
I've been caught for hooking or holding
or tripping, even when I knew it wasn’t
intentional. But at least 1 know one
thing: I've never speared anybody. even
in retaliation.

I know what's coming now. Some
players around the league will say:
“Who's I%;|1h;_-|':irt trying to kid? He

speared me once.” M 1\hn I did. Believe
me, it was an accident. Just as I know
it was an accident when Red Kelly’s
stick. grazed my gut carly this scason.
Kelly is a six-time All-Star delenseman
for Detroit. And he’s the cleanest player
in the league. He wouldn’t spear Khru-
shchev

Don’t get the wrong idea. Kelly’s no
patsy. In the NHL, you don’t last long
il youre not tough. There are other
tough but clean players: Henri Richard
and Ralph Backstrom ol Montreal; Don
\l(]\cnn(v Fleming Mackell and Johnny

Bucvk of Boston; I)l(]\ Dulft, Billy Harris
and Johnny Wilson ol Toronto; Alex
Delvecchio and Norm Ullman ol De-
troit: Bobby Hull, Tod Sloan and Ron
Murphy of Chicago and three of my
Ranger teammates—Andy  Hebenton,
Camille Henry and Dean Prentice.

Two other Montreal players, Boom

Boom Geoffrion and Dickie Moore,
usually play it clean. But when they fly
oft the handle, stay clear.

Geoffrion got a bad reputation when
he whacked Ron Murphy across the lace
with his stick six years ago. But Boom
wasn't all to blame. \lurph} was with
the Rangers then. I saw the whole thing.
Murphy asked for it. He and Geoffrion
got into a stick scramble in New York.
Geoftrion dropped his stick. But Murphy
held onto his and kept nicking Geoffrion
in the lace. So Geoffrion picked up his
stick. He almost took \Iurph's head oft.
It broke his jaw so bad it was sticking
out like a big boil.

Moore can blow up, too. He's cocky,
but he’s not dirty. Not usually, anyway.
He likes to needle guys. On our team,
he’s always on Fontinato and Jim Bart-
lett. We try to give it back to him. If
he gets mad he forgets about hockey and
just goes head-hunting. That's good [or
us because he's won the scoring title the
last two scasons. Whenever he does blow
up, we've got a nickname he hates. We
call him Ding Dong.

N()ti('c that all the players I've just
mentioned are [orwards. Delensemen just
can’t be as clean. It's their business to
stop you [rom scoring—somchow, some-
way. That's why Red Kelly is such an
exception. But there are still a lot of
delensemen who don’t play dirty: Doug
Mohns and Leo Boivin ol Boston, Elmer
Vasko and Al Arbour of Chicago, Bob
Turner and Jean-Guy Talbot ol Mont-
real, Marcel Pronovost and Jim Morri-
son of Detroit and two Ranger veterans—
Bill Gadsby and Harry Howell.

Of all the defensemen in the league,
just about the toughest is Jack Evans.
He used to be with the Rangers but he’s
with Chicago now. I never saw him lose
a flight. And I never saw anybody pick
a fight with him twice. Evans doesn’t
spear. He's not a stick-fighter, cither.
That's why we couldn’t believe it when
Lvans swung his stick like an axe two
years ago at Bronco Horvath. He caught
Horvath on the back ol the head.

Horvath looked like he was dead. He
was out cold, flat on his back. There was
ared puddle around his head. Thev lifted
him onto a stretcher and took him to
the hospital. Luckily, he only had a con-
cussion. But the [ans in Boston didn’t
know that. They were yelling “\We Want

Lvans We Want Evans U like
they were a lynch mob.
But Lvans didn't start it. T'll never

forget what he told the sportswriters alter
the game: “You want to know what hap-
pened, here—look at this. Take a good
look at this.” He was pointing to a foot-
long red welt across his chest. “Horvath
speared me, that's what happened. He
shot, then he brought his stick up to
spear me. I'll chop down anybody who
spears me. Maybe i1l stop him and all
the others. We gotta stop "em somehow.”

Hockey spears are double-edged. Red
Sullivan was speared—and could’ve been
killed. Bronco Horvath speared some-
body else—and could’ve been killed in
retaliation. But I guess nothing will be
done about it until somebody is killed.
Then it'll be too late.

—Andy Bathgate and Dave Anderson
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HETAYLOR WINE COMPANY.I

EETABLISHED 1880

HAMMONDEPORT, N, ¥

BONOED WIMERY MO 1T — N, Y

ALCOHDL 194 B
et

It's a Taylor Wine...and you'll love it! For pleasant
moments, enjoy the wonder of delicious, ruby-red Taylor New York
State Port! Serve it often. Taylor Wines are the pride of New York’s

Finger Lakes, one of the world’'s most favored vineyard regions.

At home or when you dine out, you'll be delighted with these

other superb wines—Taylor Tawny Port or White Tokay.

Ask your wine merchant for helpful Taylor booklets

©THE TAYLOR WINE COMPANY, INC., HAMMONDSPORT, N, Y. containing wine service guides and delicious recipes.
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Old Golds Spin Filter spins and cools

the smoke to less than body temperalure

Body Temperature
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Average Temperature of \\'_"___ 7. 80 0 B0 ~& /
Old Gold Spin Filter Smoke —o—3/ 0 \ /4

A Product of P. Lorillard Company—First with * -

the finest cigarettes—through Lorillard Research!

and the cooler the smoke
. the better the taste!
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E'athexr Noyes
and Eis
E'abulous
E'loclik

John Noyes’ devoted followers practiced what he preached:
true communal life, selective breeding without marriage.
For 40 years his Perfectionism was one of America’s

most controversial experiments in living

By DONOYAN FITZPATRICK

On a spring evening in 1834, John Humphrey Noyes, one of
the most amazing men ever to enliven the American scene,
was loudly haranguing a group ol lellow students in his dormitory
room at the Yale Divinity School. His voice shook the walls as the
tall, gaunt 23-year-old thundered his scorn and denunciation

ol the clergy and their teachings.

“The doctrine our prolessors teach is all wrong!” he
declared. “Christ does not sanction alternate sinning and
repentance—He demands perlection here on earth!

And that means a sinner cannot be a
Christian!”

One student asked slyly, trying to trap
the rebel, “So what does that make you,
Johnz”

“Perlect!” John Noyes retorted. The
sudden enormity ol the thought trans-
fixed him for a moment, his long
arms raised heavenward. ‘“Yes,
perfect! T am without sin!”

It was all a big joke to the
students, but the faculty dic
not find this heresy in the
least hilarious. All over the
campus the young heretic
was discussed. “Noyes says
he’s perlect . . . Noyes is
crazy. Noyes 15 mad.”

It was not the last time John



Hlusteated by 'TOM LOV

F'atherx Noyes and EHlis F'abulous E'loclik

s was to be called madman or worse. But even then
he had a magnificent indifterence to the opinions of others.
“I was beginning to be an outcast,” he later wrote, “with
the reputation of a fanatic. But I rejoiced and leaped for
joy at this.”

Had he been one to retreat in the face of violent opposi-
tion, he never could have started the
strange new religion he called Per-
[ectionism. And certainly he never
would have dared to found the [amous
—or infamous—Oneida Community,
the little village in central New York
State which was to become the scene
of the boldest and most revolutionary
experiments in sex ever attempted

in the United States to this country’s knowledge.
In the Oneida Community, John Noyes and his Per-
[ectionist [ollowers sct out to establish a paradise on carth
—a self-c uned community [ree [rom vic ed, jealousy
and the evils of private ownership. But in an earthly para-
dise, some attention must be given to the problem ol sex,
which inevitably rears its head. The

Shaker sect, lor instan solved the

problem by prohibiting sex com-

pletely. Not so John Noyes. He

approved ol sex, but not in its con-

ventional forms. His ideas on love and

marriage were, in [act, so unorthodox

that they kept the press, clergy and

prolessional bluenoses in a state of
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The girl was plucked at

outrage [or years. John Noyes made people’s blood boil.

When Noyes developed his Perlectionist system ol group
marriage, in which members could cohabit with each other
as they pleased, the newspapers labeled it “[ree love” and
attacked it as depraved. His refinements on the techniques
ol intercourse were damned by the clergy as vile. And
when he instituted the practice ol sclective breeding as a
method of improving the human race, voices ol protest
rose [rom the Pacific Coast to Europe.

Yet in spite ol all attacks Noyes’ Perfectionists thrived and
prospered [or more than 30 years. Ol the scores ol un-
usual utopias that blossomed in America during the last
century, the Oneida Community was by all odds the most
successful. “Il they have missed perlection,” wrote H. G.
Wells alter a visit to Oneida, “it is by the narrowest of

MARCH 1969

gunpoint from the local Sodom and hustled out of town . . . and all hell broke loose.

margins.” Records show that the Perlectionists were not
only financially successlul but were also uncommonly
healthy, happy and serene in their unusual way ol life.

All of the credit [or this remarkable achievement must go
to John Humphrey Noyes. Called heroically good by some
and diabolically bad by others, Noyes was born in 1811 in
Brattleboro, Vermont, a region that seems to have bred
more than its share ol eccentrics and radical movements.
Unlike many religious leaders ol the day, however, Noyes
came [rom a respectable, well-to-do lamily. His [ather was
a successlul businessman and a member ol the Vermont
Congress. On his mother’s side he was a cousin ol Ruther-
ford B. Hayes, the 19th President ol the U.S.

A brilliant student, Noyes graduated [rom Dartmouth
at 19. He took up law, but shortly, [Continued on page 68]
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In the headlong race to kill

every bug and weed in sight,
chemists are spreading a blanket

of mysterious death over the land

By HART STILWELL




WASHINGTON, D. C.
Lzlst Thanksgiving the U.S. got a little scare—poisoned cranberries. Remember? A sprayed

weed killer had left a residue that was a “carcinogen,” a substance that might cause cancer.
The case ol the deadly cranberries, though dealt with quickly, was actually [ar more important
than the public ever guessed, for it was the first national indication ol a [rightening situation
—we and our unborn children, together with much ol our fish and game—face a [uture of sterility,
deformity and a possible tremendous upsurge ol cancer, because ol poisons being flung almost
heedlessly about the country.

I recently visited an areca that had been sprayed with a poison [rom planes under the guiding
hand ol the U. S, Department of Agriculture to check an insect pest. It was as il an invisible H-
bomb had struck.

Nothing moved. All was silence. There were no rabbits, squirrels or quail. No song birds,
cven. No worms alive in the ground. No fish in the ponds. The land lay in sterile death. When
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FARM FALLOUT GAN KILL YOU!

I left I cut the laces of the shoes I'd worn and threw away
the shoes and the knife. And I am still scared that some
of this evil stuff may have invaded me. . . .

I had encountered the effects of a new kind of poison, a
delayed-action, indestructible chemical monster called a
chlorinated hydrocarbon. It goes under various trade
names: Dieldrin, Heptachlor, Chlordane, Lindane, Aldrin
and many others—and DDT, which is mild in comparison.
They arc used mostly as sprays; from planes, trucks and
spray-can “bombs.” And the chances are 60 to 1 that every-
one in the U.S. is moderately well loaded with at least one
of these poisons.

These odds are based on biopsies made by the U.S.
Public Health Service which, in 1954 and 1955, analyzed
slivers of fat from 113 persons picked at random across the
country. Only two showed no stored-up chlorinated hydro-
carbon (the average was 4.9 parts per million) .

Now, the Public Health Service may still claim that this
test doesn’t prove much, since it was for DDT which has
been labeled “harmless.” Whether this is so is uncertain;
many doctors and other men of science believe it is about
as harmless as cancer. The point is, the output of new
chlorinated hydrocarbons is outstripping DDT and they
lodge in the system and stay there, mainly in the fat, liver,
kidneys, spleen, sex organs, heart and brain.

Let’s look at one more Public Health Service test, which
found 291 parts per million in the body fat of a man work-
ing with DDT. A year later, after staying away from the
stuff and living on a selected diet, he still had 230 parts
per million.

Maybe no damage is apparent for years. Or maybe the
damage is attributed to some other cause. A poison-laden
crop duster went to his doctor recently complaining of
heart palpitations and was told he had better ease off on
smoking, no less.

Few doctors know much about these poisons.

Maybe nothing will happen but mutation of genes. Then
you make your contribution toward an increasing number
of congenital monsters (we’re now producing one of these
every 15 minutes) .

Or the new chemicals may do nothing more than make
you sterile.

Think I'm still talking scare stuff? Well, this scare is
based on experiments with quail and pheasants. Birds fed
a regular but “nonlethal” dose ol chlorinated hydrocarbons,
including “harmless” DDT, showed these reactions:
Poisoned hens produced only 35 percent as many chicks.
The number of malformed chicks was 10 times normal.
The number of these chicks that died within 10 days was
20 times normal. And if the surviving chicks of poisoned
parents were fed chlorinated hydrocarbons, it was impos-
sible to produce a third generation.

These experiments were conducted at the U.S. Fish and
Wildlife Service research center at Patuxent, Maryland.

The most frightening part of all is that we can’t escape
these poisons. Maybe cigarettes cause lung cancer—but we
don’t have to smoke them. However, the chlorinated hydro-
carbons are in the food we eat, in a lot of the air we breathe,
and on many things we touch. And these poisons have a
weird knack of seeping through the skin.

Again I go to Public Health Service records. In 1954 the

Service, working out of its center at Wenatchee, Washing-
ton, found it impossible to buy a meal in a restaurant in the
area that had no DDT in it.

We are staging a preview of a real strontium 90 fallout,
for the reaction ol these poisons on people is quite similar
—blood cancer, bone-marrow degeneration, liver ailment,
mental illness. . . .

We got into this fix because we make a fetish of living in
a bug-frec world.

In a paper entitled Chemicals in Food, issued by the
US. Government printing office in 1958, J. S. Dendy re-
ported finding DDT up to 13.8 parts per million in milk
bought in the open market in Texas, as high as 68.5 in fat
meat, and up to 2,000 parts per million in butter.

These poisons settle in abnormal quantities in the sex
organs of women, and are present in large amounts in milk.
Since children are far more susceptible to them than adults,
the danger is obvious. The Health Service has set the toler-
ance level of DDT in milk for babies at zero. A nice thought
—how do you go about putting it into effect?

“We are,” Congressman Lee Metcall of Montana told
his colleagues, “lowering the physical and mental strength
ol our nation day by day until we may soon reach a point
of no return. We are unfitting the unborn.”

Congressman Metcalf mentioned that studies at the Har-
vard Medical School showed that the genetic results of
these poisons may be catastrophic.

We've gone poison crazy. Little Johnnie eating his apple
a day to keep the doctor away is probably being poisoned.
Most [ruit is sprayed, and these poisons won't rub oft or
wash off.

The mother nursing her precious baby may be poisoning
it. Anyone having his home debugged is probably poison-
ing himself and his family.

Poisoning blossomed into big business soon after World
War II. Thousands of pilots were without jobs, tens of
thousands of military planes were available for peanuts,
and we had that wonderful insecticide, DDT. Then we
fell heir to the I. G. Farben patents in Germany, and here
came parathion, first cousin of the deadly German nerve
gas. It was the first, and deadliest, of the organic phosphate
poisons to be dumped on our land, and if you'd like to
know how deadly it is, spill a spoonful on your arm and try
to rub it off. You'll probably die within six hours.

L;ller came other, and not nearly so lethal, organic phos-
phates whose worst threat is to the men spreading the stuff.
These poisons do not store in the body, and they dissipate
rapidly. The damage that they might do to us if we are
repeatedly exposed to them, even in minute amounts, is
not known. Like so much else in this sea of chemicals, it's
a guess.

But the threat that we can not ignove is that of the
poisons that stay put on what we eat and accumulate in
our bodies.

About a billion pounds of poison are dumped annually
on our land in and around our homes. DDT still rides
strong with an output of about 140 million pounds, but the
other chlorinated hydrocarbons are passing it. Organic phos-
phates are making a strong bid (especially Malathion and
Diazinon) andmay soon take the lead. Metallic poisons are
fading out, particularly arsenic. [Continued on page 76]
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FIRST OF A SERIES:

TRUE Goes Hunting
With Famous Men

o LA HUN'T
WILTH TI10

In Yugoslavian dawn, President Tito stands
ready to lead TRUE’s hunting party into the
fabulous Belje forest, the haunt of Europe’s
nobility since 1600 and only recently opened
to the public. Belje has world’s biggest stags.



CARRIAGES transport hunters quietly through forest as Tito, in front, examines stags
critically. A trophy may be shot from carriage, if close by, or stalked on foot. Tower at
right is a blind—one of many at Belje—from which to observe, photograph and shoot game.

LISTENING to stags fighting unseen on solid ground behind a wall of high reeds, Tito
asks, “Can we get to them that way?” But the swamp is too deep, and so Tito gives instruc-
tions that a path be put in for use on another day. Most stags are found in more open cover.




ANGRY STAG, aroused by a challenge from huntsman’s horn, charged out of the forest, hooked
the grass with his rack and stared uncomprehendingly at hunters in carriage 30 yards away, their
scent masked by that of the horses. Hunt was in mid-September, when rutting stags fight each other.
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DYING STAG raises its head for a final breath, shudders and is
still. Mortally wounded, it had run full tilt for 50 yards before

falling. Animal is the male European red deer, brought to a state
of unusual plenty in Yugoslavia by Tito’s conservation mneasures.

Photographed for TRUE BLOOD RITUAL is performed upon the killing of a stag
by ROBERT HALMI in the cathedral gloom of dawn by Tito. Mirko Muzinic,
chief jaeger (hunter), goes to dip sprig of oak leaves
in blood. He then tendered the sprig to Tito, who put it
in his hat band, and accepted congratulations for kill.
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APPETIZER is made as Tito holds
bread to catch succulent drippings
of roasting pig. Two helpings did
not spoil his zest for the lunch
served later under huge oak tree.

INITIATION into society of stag shooters
—three whacks on the rear—is given Leo
Mates, Secretary General to the President,
upon the killing of his first stag at Belje.
Tito looks on with a grin, said: “Hit hard!”

CHESS GAME under the trees was played
hard during wait for lunch by Vice Presi-
dent Rankovic (left) and General Zezelj.
After general’s two victories, Tito wise-
cracked that he had beaten the government.




STAG HUNT
WITH TITO

No American pursuit of game is anything like this—
you pay $100 for every shot you miss . . .

By PETER BARRETT TRUE's Outdoors Editor

YUGOSLAVIA
ou could not see them, but the stags were so close you
Ycoul(l hear them snorting. Then came crash after crash,
as though monster swordsmen fought with steel upon steel.
Tito looked around with a big grin and in silent panto-
mime drove his hands together before his chest so that
the spread fingers meshed roughly. Two stags were fighting
behind the tall reeds only a few yards away, bulling at each
other with a clashing of antlers that kept all eyes turned
toward them even though they were invisible in the swamp.
Tito the hunter stood quietly and with his rifle ready.
The dawn’s mist swirled like a cape about his powerful,
alert figure savoring the sounds of combat. The vanquished
stag might break from the reeds at any second.

But presently one of the fighters ran off unseen and Tito
turned away with a shrug. The 12-foot-high reeds could not
be penetrated without [rightening the victor. It was only
a moment’s excitement in a day that was filled with the
extraordinary. . . .

We had been invited to Yugoslavia—Ralph Daigh, Rob-
ert Halmi and I—to preview this country’s revitalized
hunting now available to all sportsmen; hunting that is
virtually unknown outside Europe. The last four world-
record stags were shot in Yugoslavia, for instance, and it
was this hunting that Tito wanted to show us personally.
And so we had flown from New York to Paris and Belgrade,
then drove west and north to the forests of Belje, only a
few miles from the Hungarian border. Here we met Presi-
dent Tito in his hunting lodge.

Josip Broz Tito is rugged and virile. He stands 5 feet 7
and with his big chest and erect shoulders he is a figure of
considerable physical power. His brown hair is untouched
by gray. Tito is 67, but he looks 50. He can become as stern
as a statue, as we quickly found.

As guests of the head of a government, it was fitting that
we bring a present. We had just been introduced, and stood
about at the end of a huge room with several members of
Tito’s cabinet, induding Leo Mates who was Ambassador to
the U.S. recently and now has the title of Secretary-General
to the President of the Republic.

“Americans know of four Yugoslavian heroes—" Ralph
Daigh began apropos of presenting the gift.

Instantly the room fell silent. Tito’s eyes became a chill
gray. Leo Mates’ [ace went blank. What was this—sacrilege?

“We know of Tito the Soldier—" The eyes gave the
barest {licker. Who had not heard of Tito’s long struggle
in World War II to free his country from the Italians and
Germans? But I wondered what Ralph was up to.

“And Tito the Diplomat—" A chair scraped.

“Everyone of course knows Tito the President—" Our
host’s face began to thaw and Leo Mates brightened,

loosened and looked as if he might actually breathe again.

“Finally there is Tito the Hunter. It is for him that we
have brought a uniquely American gift.”

Everyone’s face broke into hearty smiles. Someone’s
breath escaped in a long sigh.

Ralph handed him a Boyt leather gun case from which
Tito withdrew a glittering .300 Weatherby Magnum rifle
with 4-power scope in one of those fold-aside mounts that

TRUE’s gift of .300 Weatherby Magnum rifle inlaid with aba-
lone shell and gold is admired by Tito in hunting lodge.

permit quick use of the regular sights in an emergency.
Tito’s eyes lit up like a kid’s at Christmas. He folded aside
the scope and took a quick sight at a chandelier and
grinned. He hefted the rifle. He worked the bolt. He tested
the trigger pull. And he admired the decoration of pieces
of abalone shell set into the stock in a pattern of leaves.

I knew Tito was a real hunter when he turned to me.
pointed at the boxes of ammunition I was holding, and
asked for the weight of the bullets. I told him they were
180-grains.

“Perfect for stag,” Tito said happily. “Come, let us go in
to dinner and talk about hunting.” [Continued on page 79]
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Just across the border from California’s Bigfoot country

the Canadian’s have their own Abominable Snowmen —the Sasquatch.

Indians have been warning us about them for centuries—

and finally we’re starting to listen

B Following his now-famous report on Amevica’s
Abominable Snowman (TRUE, Dec. 1959) au-
thor Sanderson went up to British Columbia to
personally investigate the centuries-old stories of
the Sasquatch. Instead of old legends, he found a
story as current as tomorrow’s headlines. Sander-
son is, in addition to being a highly respected ve-
search scientist, a zoologist, explorer, animal
collector and author of numerous books and arti-
cles. As one of the foremost experts in the field of
obscure animals, his veport on Canada’s “Snow-
man” is of particular intevest.

By IVAN T. SANDERSON

Illustrated by MORT KUNTSLER

BRITISH COLUMBIA, CANADA
n a sunny October day in 1955 a young man
o named William Roe decided to take a day oft
from his work on a road-building crew and go
hunting. What he did on that day, and most par-
ticularly what he saw, electrified everyone who
heard of it. For Roe came face-to-face with one of
the huge, hairy human-like creatures which Ameri-
cans know as Bigfoot and which Canadians call
the Sasquatch.

Stories about Canada’s version ol the Abomin-
able Snowman are almost as old as the coun-
try itsell, but Roe’s account was so detailed
and convine- [Continued on page 101]




“The thought came to me that if I shotit I would

have a specimen of great interest to scientists the

world over. I levelled my rifle. Then I realized

”

that the creature was a human being . . .
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TWISTED

TRACKDOWN
OF THE

TRAIN ROBBERS

Chief Postal Inspector Simmons
knew the $2 million mail holdup
had to be an inside job. But when
he assigned his top cop

he found out how far inside it was

By ALAN.HYND and JOSEPH MILLARD

On Thursday evening, June 12, 1924, the greatest mail-train
robbery in postal history brought a shattering climax to a
long series of such crimes. Chief Inspector Rush D. Simmons of

the United States Post Office Department got the bad news a

few minutes before midnight over the bedside phone in his
suburban Washington home. The clipped voice of

Inspector William Fahy, ace sleuth of the department’s

Chicago division, gave it to him straight.

“Chief, I'm phoning from a farmhouse near Rondout, Illinois,
about 32 miles north of Chicago. We've been hit again, and hard.
A gang held up the Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul’s Mail Train
No. 57 at 9:30 tonight.”

Simmons was instantly awake and grabbing for pad and
pencil. “How bad?” he demanded.

“They made a grand slam,” [Continued on page 85]

Illustrated by BRUCE BOMBERGER

The gangleader peered toward the engine. “Who is it?” he yelled, and
blasted lopse without waiting for an answer. His target fell heavily.
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ENTER NOW-

TRUE'S $100,000

1st GRAND PRIZE

Mercedes-Benz300-SL
sports convertible, inter-
nationally famous com-
petition car, 240-hp, in-
clined, fuel-injection six-
cylinder engine, $10,950.

B Jaguar 3.8, a lour-door, five- Corvette, only true sports car Alla Romeo Giulietta Spider
passenger luxury sedan with made in the U.S., body is two seater sports convertible
225-hp  six-cylinder engine, $4,895 molded fiber glass, 230-hp, $3,872 styled by Pinin Farina, $3,469

s

T y { :

Lark V-8 convertible, only soft Citroen 1D 19 sedan with air- Sunbeam Alpine, 83.5-hp en-
top American made car in its oil  suspension for extra gine, aluminum cylinder
class, very maneuverable, $2,756 smooth ride, disc brakes, $2,740 head, twin carburetors, $2,599
Morris Oxford, 55-hp engine, Peugeot 403 sedan, four doors, Austin A-55, styled by Farina,
pile carpets, folding arm 105-inch wheelbase, 65-hp en- 53-hp, unitized construction

rests, padded crash panel, $2,259 gine, sun roof, heater, $2,250 with fully stressed skin, $2,198




GLAMOR CAR CONTEST

It's easy—it’s fun! Win a brand new sports or
compact car! Prizes are all pictured! 41 of the
world's most glamorous cars! See rules page /0.

Austin-Healey 3000 deluxe, n Triumph TR-3 sports roadster 7 Fiat 1200 Spider Roadster
B 130-hp  six-cylinder engine, with  100-hp engine, wire ‘ with  63-hp engine, sleek
Girling disc brakes in [ront, $3,371 wheels, heater, overdrive, $3,045 Italian styling, two seater, $2,812

m Borgward Isabella two-door 12 MGA 1600 roadster, 79.5-hp, Volvo PV 544 two-door sedan
sedan, comfortable, roomy rack and pinion steering, with  85-hp engine, heater,
with smooth 66-hp engine, $2,495 and Lockheed disc brakes, $2,456 Swedish “family sports car,” $2,342
17 Lark V-8 deluxe sedan, only Hillman Minx convertible Valiant four-door sedan, Chry-
. 1415 feet long but carries m with low, sleek look, 56-hp, sler’s  compact  with  101-hp
six passengers comfortably, $2,181 top can be set as town car, $2,149 slanted Six, big trunk space, $2,130




LOOK

AT THESE
WONDERFUL
PRIZES!

Corvair 700 four-door, 80-hp, m Opel Rekord, made in Ger-
air-cooled aluminum rear en- many by GM, 100-inch wheel-
gine, 108-inch wheelbase, $2,103 base, 57-hp, heater, delroster, $1,987

TRUES 100,000

Simca Elysee, five-passenger Saab 93 with three-cylinder, Austin-Healy Sprite sports car,
sedan by Chrysler out of engine with only seven mov- 48-hp, 948-cc  displacement,
France, fourspeed box, $1,898 ing parts, [ront-wheel drive, $1,895 rack and pinion steering, $1,795

DAF Dutch five-passenger se- Renault Dauphine, the all- Metropolitan hardtop, British-
dan with automatic clutch and purpose economy car with made for American Motors,
transmission, V-belt drive, $1,650 32-hp water-cooled engine, $1,645 has dependable Austin engine, $1,626
E Fiat 600 four-passenger sedan m NSU Prinz, from Germany, m BMW 600, carries five pas-
from Italy, water-cooled rear has aluminum, air-cooled en- sengers, roomy for its size,
engine, top speed 60 m.p.h., $1,398 gine, is noted for economy, $1,398 reliable air-cooled engine, $1,398

A

1

£




E Vauxhall Super four-door Falcon four-door sedan with Rambler American [our-door
sedan, 98-inch wheelbase, 55- 109.5-inch wheelbase, 90-hp, sedan, famed as the car that
hp engine, English-made, $1,987 six-cylinder engine, roomy, $1,974 started the compact car boom, $1,929

GLAMOR CAR CONTEST

DKW 750 with two-cycle three- Taunus 12M sedan, made in m Volkswagen sun roofl sedan,
cylinder engine, front-wheel Germany by Ford, with 98- the original imported economy
drive, automatic clutch, about $1,700 inch wheelbase, 43-hp, about $1,685 car, air-cooled 36-hp engine, $1,655

m Anglia, sporty new two-door E Morris 1000 two-door, depend- Goggomobil T-400 sports
sedan made by Ford in Eng- able English car with torsion coupe, with air-cooled engine,
land, perky 4l-hp engine, $1,583 bar front suspension, 37-hp, $1,495 five moving parts, 22-hp, $1,495
Renault 4CV sedan with 83- a1 BMW Isetta 300 with “in-and-
inch wheelbase, 28-hp four- out” front door, seats two,
cylinder, water-cooled engine, $1,345 parks nose to the curb, $1,048

ENTER NOW-

- - RULES AND
ENTRY BLANK
ON PAGES 70 & 71







A TRUE BOOK-LENGTH FEATURE

I was 2.1 yvears on Devil’s Island.
1 was beaten, shot and starved.

But they couldn’t break my spirit,

and on my 22nd attempt 1 made...

By HENRI de BOUYN

Tmlzly there are those who would like to think Devil’s Island
is a forgotten thing, a sort of nightmare best overlooked
now that the hell-hole has been abandoned forever. It is a nice
thought, and- probably comforting to those officials who made
it a prime example of man’s inhumanity to man. but to those
ol us who werc prisoners there, it can never be lorgotten. They
called it the island of no escape, and they were right, those
monsters. [ escaped 22 times, but scarcely a night passes that |
do not find myselfl still there, my legs swollen in folds over my
heavy shackles.

I was only 22 when [ first saw Devil’s Island [rom the deck of
the convict ship, La Loire, a L0-ycar sentence for a freak Killing
hanging over me. .\ [0-vear sentence, and nearly 35 were to
pass belore I made good my final break for freedom,

Looking back, T am struck with a sort of wry wonder at the
way cvery event in my lile prepared me for the next disaster.
There is a distinct pattern to it in which the same experiences
that prepare other men for success cnabled me to cope with
catastrophe, and remain, proudly, still human. That in itsclf,
as you will see, is quite a victory.

Until T was 17, and in my third year at the French Agricul-
tural College in Algeria, I thought only that | was preparing
myscll to take over the management of my father’s large vine-
vards and wineries just cast ol the city of Algiers. Then one day,
toying with some soil samples, T worked a ball of clay into a
small statue of a crouching lion. That casual event changed
my whole life. [Continued on next page]

Hlustrated by WILLIAM REUSSWIG

Natives found me, and my life was saved—but the day would
come, back in prison, when I would wish they had let me die.

$3
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MY ESCAPE FROM HELL

Solitary wrecks both your mind and body, and
ages you past the power of man to measure.

I immediately left college and cnrolled at the Art Et
Meteur in Algiers to study sculpture. My father was disap-
pointed, and to justify myself, I worked as long as 18 hours
a day, sometimes in clay but more often directly in marble
and granite. When my right wrist tired, 1 would transfer
the short, heavy hammer to my left hand, and keep right
on hewing. By the end of my third year I found myself
not only enormeusly powerful in both arms, but ambidex-
trous as well. In my work I stood second in a class 0f 220,
with a scholarship for two more ycars of study in Paris.

Then came the first hint that the world was not made to
my order. T'o get to Paris, I had to have a passport. 1 can
still remember my astonishment when I discovered | was a
man without a country. I'ime and again. that legal quirk
was to return to haunt me, and twice 1 served 60 days in
solitary confinement because no country would come to
my rescue after my escapes Irom Devil's Island.

In his youth my lather had been the Marquis Paul de
Bouyn, but he had backed the wrong side in an Irish
uprising, and though he had escaped with his life, he had
been deprived of citizenship, and his estate on the River
Boyne had been confiscated. In Spain he had married the
Contesse de St. Justine of Alicante against the wishes of
her parents, and when he fled with her to Algeria, she, too,
was cleprived of her citizenship. When | was born in 1887
the Irench colony bureaucrats were too confused by my
citizenship status to do more than put me down as a man
without a country, twice removed.

Yet | was determined to continue my art studies at any
cost. When a baffled official suggested I join the French
Forecign Legion and earn my citizenship in four years, I
accepted the opportunity eagerly.

You may think an art student would be oddly out of
place in the Legion made up of desperate characters from
all over the world, but as I have said, events had prepared
me well for disaster. As a native son of North Africa, the

heat and vastness of the Sahara that broke so many tough
men held no terrors for me. My talent as a sculptor allowed
me to enjoy thousands of idle hours that drove other men
insanc with boredom. 1 gained considerable popularity by
modecling the heads of my comrades in clay, baking the
models in the sun, and presenting them as gifts.

But what gained me my greatest popularity and a life
of comparative easc was my ambidexterity and the power
in my arms. I, who had never had a fight in my life, sud-
denly lound myself touring the Legion outposts as the
light-hcavyweight champion of North Africa. Instead of
being confined in onc blistering fort for months at a time
on poor food and worse water, | was seeing the world, and
training on the best of foods and wines.

Most ol those I lTought felt as I did—we knew we had a
good thing. As long as we put on a good show, we saw no
need in killing each other off. But there were some who
werce just naturally vicious, and in the spring of 1909 I
found myself matched with one of these at the fort just
outside the city of Mecharia. It was just an exhibition bout,
but somewhere along about the fifth round with this
Sergeant Tecourth, I realized he was out to finish me. He
opened a cut over my eye, and then continued to hammer
at it in spite of my urgings to take it easy. I saw what I had
to do; in the end, I knocked him out.

There was no crime in that. In the ring there was no
rank, and a private could knock out a sergeant without
fear of consequences. I lIeft immediately alter the bout, and
an hour later I was in the best cafe in Mecharia. With me,
because there were few to challenge the light-heavyweight
champion, was the most beautiful entertainer in the place.
Her name, which I will never forget because she was the
last woman 1 was to meet for years, was Corita.

e had a few drinks,very lew,when we were interrupted
w1)y the arrival of Sergeant Tecourth. It was obvious
that his seconds had restored him well with cognac because
now drunkenness was adding to his viciousness. He no
sooner saw me than he staggered up to my table, demand-
ing both the table and my girl by virtue of his rank.

We were both in uniform. 1 was in no position to argue
with him. [ was starting to get up when, with the same
domineering voice, he started to pull his rank on Corita.
It was the wrong move. Rank was something that impressed
Corita only when it meant more money.

“Carrion!” she spit at him. I can hear her yet.

He let out a yell ol rage, and dashed a glass of wine into
her face. Maybe that is all he intended to do, but i his
drunken condition he lurched too far. The glass struck
her forehead, shattered, and drew a spurt ol blood.

It was too much for me. Only a short time had clapsed
since I had knocked out this man in the ring, and the
fever of battle does not subside quickly. The readiness to
hit him was still there, aggravated beyond control by the
sight of blood on Corita’s face. I swung, lor the first time
i my life swinging in uncontrolled fury. I caught him
{flush on the jaw. I felt bone crush under my bare knuckles.
I saw him fall.

But I could not believe I had killed him. He was dead
when he hit the floor.

I was arrested on the spot, and the rest was inevitable.
Whether I was justified or not—and a score of witnesses
testified at my court-martial that I was justified—I, a private,
had killed a sergeant. I was given the mildest sentence
possible: 10 years on Devil’s Island. At least the presiding
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judges thought it the mildest sentence. I am not so sure.

I was sent to the dreaded prison in the heart of Algiers
called the Maison Carree to await transfer to Devil’s Island
in the prison ship, La Loire. It had just departed, so at first
I had a three-tiered cell block almost to myself, and a good
thing it was. New convicts arrived every week from all the
French colonies. These were men whose crimes left them
short of the guillotine, but who were considered, neverthe-
less, to be unfit for the worst prisons to be found from
French West Africa to French Indo-China. Devil’s Island
meat is what they were, the lowest class of people to be
found in the world. Had I been thrust suddenly into their
midst, as one young man was just before the La Loire
arrived, I might have dived head first to the rock courtyard
from the third tier as he did. As it was, 1 became accus-
tomed to them gradually, and was able to learn slowly
that human foulness, like human goodness, is a matter of
degree. One man to help me in this adjustment was a
mild-mannered Eurasian cannibal from Indo-China who
had murdered only because he was hungry. He found prison
life wonderful because he got some attention, and the food
was [ree.

The cells became crowded, but I was left severely alone—
as the light-heavyweight champion of North Africa and a
murderer who could kill with a
single blow, I was a man to be
placated, but never molested.

I had one experience in the
Maison Carree that shook me be-
yond all others. My [ather, having
used his influence with the higher
authorities and bribed the guards,
got in to see me. He couldn’t actu-
ally blame me for my plight. I now
think he really understood that [
had not struck with intent to kill.
But at the same time he felt more
bitter about being known as the
father of a Devil’s Island convict
than he did about the fate that
awaited me. [ had disgraced the
family name, he felt—forgetting his
own hastv departure from Ireland.
\When he lelt, his only parting re-
mark was, “Better you had bheen
born dead.”

The remark was to haunt me for
years. He was thinking of himself
when he said it, but he didn’t know
how right he was.

Brooding, I welcomed the arrival
of the I.a Loire. For the other con-
victs, the prison ship meant the be-
ginning of the end. For me it meant
a chance to get away from Africa and
start over. That misguided attitude
provided me with just enough hope
to survive the long voyage in better
shape than those already sodden
with despair. The 400 of us marched
aboard at Algiers, joining 200 con-
victs deported [rom France. The 15
cages that filled the hold of the ship
were crammed with 40 prisoners
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provide sleeping room for eight. Slop is the only word forthe

food, and our water must have been drawn from the bilge.

Between seasickness and dysentery, the hold became one
vast cesspool in which many men died. Each day, the dead
were thrown overboard; the ship was halted for a few
moments during the dumping so the corpses would not
foul the propeller.

Despite our misery, there were no riots: a perforated
steam pipe running the length of the hold quelled them
quite effectively. It was said that enough live steam could
be pumped into the hold in 30 minutes to boil us all,
and I know from experience that five minutes was enough
to subdue the toughest rioter. We had but to hear the
first hiss of escaping steam to find our food delicious and
our lot a happy one.

Aflter a month in the hold, some 60 of us were brought up
to stand blinking in the sunshine while our layers of filth
were hosed oft with sea water. Only gradually was I aware
that we were steaming into a harbor. To my weakencd
eyes, it looked like a tropical paradise. That illusion lasted
but an hour. Then the 60 of us were herded to the dock,
and marched between guards to what I thought was the
prison on Devil’s Island. It was, in fact, the Cayenne Prison
on the mainland of French [Continued on page 104]

. ; We faced a thousand dangers in our desperate flight from the rock pile, but
each. The space in them would not at least they could not follow us with bloodhounds through the swamps.
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CAN
FIX T
FOR YOU
WHOLESALE”

Dan Fraad employs a 6,000-man army
to polish the finest buildings

and sports arenas, fuel up airliners,

and do repairs that make your Mr. Fixit
look like old tumblefingers

By RUFUS JARMAN

Photographed for TRUE by HANS KNOPF

.MM

REPAIRING AIRCRAFT...

MARKING GROUND LINES...

DUSTING A MOBILE...

CLEANING CANOES...




MOPPING BIG FLOORS...

POLISHING AN ELEPHANT...

FREIGHTING THE DEAD... ':

GARDENING AN AIRPORT...

hen Damiel Fraad, Jr.. president ol the

Allied Maintenance Corporation ol New
York, aempts o describe the varied  compli-
cations invohed in being the world's Targest
Jmitor, he often relies ona series ol events that
he calls: “The Dav We Shot the Fox. and the
Polar Bear Caught on Fre,™

Fraad is a vast and volatle man ol 15 known
to his [riends, business associates and  working
force as “Junior.” His firm has 6.000 regular em-
ploves and grosses over S20 million a4 vear In
providing an improbable arvay of services. 'Fhese
range lrom tendmyg the warl, handling the crowds
and cleaming the stands at Yankee Stdinm o de-
icing the exteriors, deaning the interiors. washing
the dishes and even repairing the ailing engines
ol the rans-Athantic airliners that stop for exitra
gas and a mechanical check at Gander Interna-
tional Airport in Newloundlaind,

It was at widely separated Yankee Stadium and
the Gander airport that the remarkable events
concerning the burning bhear and the shooting of
the Tox took place.

The Tox, as wild as natare made it appeared
in the Yankee haseball park one recent antumn,
Nobody is sure how it arrived, but Fraad thinks
it crept mnseen into a truck being loaded with
loothall gear at West Point for an \rmy game in
New Yorke At any rate. the fox got into the
stadium, 1o <kulked among the bleacher seats.
sunned el in the solitudes ol the dugouts, and
subsisted upon unwary pigeons while the Sociery
for the Prevendon ol Cruelty to Animals resisted
Junior’s ammounced [Continued on page 9]
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Right after bourbon whisky, the biggest thing in Kentucky
is a basketball coach named Adolph Rupp.
And if you don’t think he’s the greatest one who ever lived, just ask him

LEXINGTON, KY.
man who coaches a college sport works with
kids, and what he does lTor their characters

is supposed to be the most important thing of all.
But let him lose games while he is being a good
influence on these kids, and they call for a moving
vin and tell him to leave town. This is a result
country and there is time only for the winner.

It is this way in any sport played on the big,
bust-out level of major colleges, and that's why
Adolph Rupp of the University ol Kentucky
is the best coach ol basketball in the history ol
the sport. In 29 scasons at Kentucky, Rupp’s

After 29 wildly successful seasons, Rupp’s philos-
ophy stands firm: “The hell with how you played
the game. They still keep score, don’t they?”

teams have won 609 games and lost only 108 and
won four national championships. The record
makes him the perfect college coach. He is, simply,
a guy who wins. Rupp. the person, is acutely
awarc ol the value of winning. He is a big, intense,
58-year-old man who has one thought in life: win
tomorrow night before a scllout house.

“I'm not in the public relations business,” he
tells vou. “I'm paid to win basketball games and
the national championship. And 1 win morc
than anybody else in the country. I know 1 have
a lot of enemies, but I'd rather be the most hated
winning coach in the country than the most popu-
lar loser.

“Now you know that stuff about building
character when you losez Damn, that's silly. 'There
was that thing that sportswriter wrote. He said:
‘And when the last great scorer comes to write
against vour name, He writes not il you won or
lost, but how you played the game!

“Well, everybody just loved that and quoted it
all over. See, they even got me to rememberin® it
But it’s a joke. The hell with how you played
the game. They still keep score, don’t they:”

More than a tew ol the coaches Rupp murders
year alter year say he is a man with a hox score
for a heart. This is not quite correct, but only
because Rupp’s success drive isn’t restricted  to
basketball. "The Baron, as they call him in Ken-
tucky, is onc of the richest men in sports through
his Hereford cattle and tobacco interests. And,
as is always the case with a winner in this country,
he is immensely popular. His name has a fan-
tastic draw on people Irom every walk ol lifc
in Kentucky., Whether you are in the governor's
office at Frankfort or a diner in Lexington, people
talk of “Ole Adolph”™ in words normally used for
the President ol the United States or maybe
Robert E. Lee.
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By BILL SURFACE and
JIMMY BRESLIN

He speaks with a nasal, bottled-in-decar-old-
Kaintucky twang which he made sure to acquire
when he came o the school from the Midwest.
And when he does talk, he feels more comfortable
telling vou about himsell and his basketball team
than anything clsce.

“So you're going to write a story:” Rupp will
say to a sportswriter he knows. “Why, that’s just
fine. We'll sit down together and make this a
great story. Ul tell you how we'll do it Let’s
brag on me and my tcam. Write up something real
good about us. People will love it.”

He means it, too. For this modest opening is
followed immediately by a thorough discourse on
how fine a coaching job Adolph Rupp does and
why the University ol Kentucky basketball team
is 5o good because of it. “Now don’t vou say 1
said this,” Rupp will sayv. “You say it voursclf.
Il look a bit better than il you have me
boosting myself.”

He attacks baskethall games with a bit less
worry about the niceties. In the 1954-55 scason
his Kentucky team won 23 out of 25 games. Both
losses came to Georgia ‘'T'ech, which was incredible.
They just don’t play basketball well at Tech, and
Kentucky had beaten them as a matter ol course
for years.

But on January 8, 1955, Tech broke a streak
of 129 straight home court victories for Rupp’s
Kentucky teams with a 57-56 victory which was
not casy to believe.

T'he next day was Sunday, but Rupp scheduled
a practice, anyway. The kids showed up, fright-
cned half to death of what was going to happen
to them. But instead ol screaming, Rupp walked
calmly onto the court and called the jittery
team around him.

“Now I want you boys to listen to me care-
fully,” he began. “I want you to go out and buy
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Baskethall's Bumptious Baror

a copy ol the paper with the headline saying, ‘Georgia
T'ech Beats Kentucky.” Then I want you to tuck it away
sale someplace s0’s it won’t ever be lost. It is a [amous
clipping.

“There have been two catastrophes ol our time,” he
concluded slowly. “One was Pearl Harbor and the other
was last night.”

But Rupp uses no emotion in his approach to plotting
out a game. He is a cold master at figuring how to knock
vour brains out. In the 1958 National Collegiate Athletic
Association championship tournament, Kentucky destroyed
Miami ol Ohio by 24 points and Notre Dame by 33 on its
way to the final—lor the college championship—against
Scattle University. Scattle’s big man was Elgin Baylor, the
6-5 high-jumping kid who now is practically unstoppable
in the prolessional National Basketball Association.

Rupp and his assistant. Harry Lancaster, started working

out a system to use against Scattle at 7:30 in the morn-
ing. By lunchtime their mimeographed diagrams were dis-
tributed to the team. But Rupp is a man who thinks basket-
ball constantly and by 5:30. when it was time [or dinner,
he had decided to change everything. So three hours be-
lore gametime he locked his team in the dressing room
and announced that every defensive assignment which had
been given out should be ignored.

“The scouting report says Elgin Baylor is the finest de-
[ensive man in the country,” Rupp began. “Well, Harry
and I questioned that. We don’t think so. We are going
to prove it, too. We are going to throw cverything at
Baylor. I believe we can get him to [oul out ol there and
then we'll be home [ree.”

When the teams took the floor for the tip-off, Baylor
broke out ol the Scattle huddle and walked over to shake
hands with  John Crigler, Kentucky’s Torward. He was
going to guard Crigler and Rupp’s kid took a deep breath.
He was going to be in for most ol the work.

A Rupp-trained baskethall team plays the game auto-
matically. The kids all have the same style. They work
their plays with a simple but flawless style, and they lollow
orders as il they were in the Army.

So Kentucky immediately set up its pick-ofts and weaves
and cuts and the other things basketball teawms do with
the single purpose ol getting Crigler the ball. Crigler,
moving to the corner, would take a pass [rom outside and
then drive along the base line ol the court toward the
basket. It is a difficult play for the defensive man because
it is too casy to loul a man. Crigler made it casier for Baylor.
He drove through and then went up lor twisting under-the-
basket Tay-ups. Baylor louled him three times at the start
and the game was virtually over right there.

Scattle’s coach, John Castellani, had to order a time-out
and then instruct his team to go into a sagging zone de-
[ense in order to protect Baylor [vom picking up a lourth
lfoul, which would put him in jeopardy. If you collect five
louls in college basketball, you also get a hand [rom the
crowd after the referce tells you to leave the game.

Kentucky got hot against the zone—a delense which gives
the team with the ball good chances for outside shooting.
Vernon Hatton and Johnny Cox, a couple of lean, crew-
cut Kids with those lantastic eyes college basketball players
have, tossed up a couple from outside and they hit. Scattle
had to go back into a man-to-man delense at those prices
and that’s when Kentucky went to work on Baylor again.

Rupp’s kids started to work their guard-around  plays.
This is a pick-off play worked methodically by any Rupp
team. Down at Lexington, they say. “The schedule Tor any
basketball game is: Star Spangled Banner, tipofl. number
seven and cight guard-around.” It is an uncomplicated play
but worked to perlection it is murder to stop.

Everytime they set up a guard-around it was with the
idea ol getting Bayor to grab somebody and loul out. Don
Mills, a 6-714 center, lound Baylor on him and Mills went
up to shoot and Elgin hit him on the elbow with his arm.
That was the lourth foul. Now Baylor couldn’t afford to
touch anybody, so Kentucky set up plays that would have
Hatton, the team'’s best shot, coming through on Baylor.
The big kid [rom Scattle couldn’t touch him and Hatton
scored 30 points and Kentucky went on to win the national
title casily.

Rupp loved it. “When we got the lour [ouls on Baylor
we had him at our mercy, boys.” he chortled alter it.

It is this type ol winning—murdering you is closer to it—
that has made Rupp anything but popular with coaches in
the Southeastern Conference  (‘Tulane, Mississippi. LSU,
Georgia. Mississippi State) . In fact, perhaps the oldest joke
told in the arca concerns the time a report got around that
Rupp had died. A coach immediately asked his athletic
dircctor lor permission to go to Kentucky lor the [uneral.
T'he athletic director thought it was a fine gesture.

“Tain’t no gesture.” the coach said. 1 just want to make
damn sure he’s dead.”

Rupp is quite certain that playing basketball his way
is the most important business in the world. He made that
rather plain the day Artur Rubenstein, the concert pianist,
arrived in Lexington lor an appearance. Rubenstein was
to give his concert on the movable stage ol the university’s
glecaming, 14,000-scat coliscum which is listed as a “War
Memorial,”” but actually is Rupp’s basketball building. At
a littde alter 3 o'clock in the alternoon, Rubenstein, llex-
ing his fingers, walked onto the stage to rehearse [or the
cvening’s concert.

“Will you please keep the building empty?” he asked a
couple ol university otficials with him. I must accustom
myscll to the acoustics here. I need silence.”

Thc officials nodded in reverence. This was a pretty good

score lor their cultural program and they would be
quite happy to do anything. Rubenstein started to play.
Trouble was, the clock said it was now 3: 14 pam.and, as it
happens every day during the basketball season at Ken-
tucky, Rupp was walking up a runway lrom the locker-
rooms and onto the {loor. He and his assistant coach. Harry
Lancaster. were dressed alike—in Army khaki shirts and
pants. And behind the Baron came a file of 30 tall, crew-
cut kids, dressed in white T-shirts and blue  basketball
pants. It was time for Kentucky’s baskethall practice. and
this is, to Rupp, a sacred thing. Like moncy.

Onc ol the officials spotted him and tip-toed quickly over
to him. “You can’'t come out here.” he whispered. “You'il
have to lorget about today. AMr. Rubenstein must rehearse.”

“We can’t come out here?” Rupp bellowed. “Listen, M.
Music Lover. Rubenstein’s gonna play here tonight and
he can miss 100 notes and ain’t anybody in the en-tire
audience gonna know the difference. But we're playing
Lou-siana State on this very same floor tomorrow night.
Let mah boys miss one foul shot and the whole world will
hear about it.” [Continued on page 90]
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MANHANDLING THE LOG STAMPEDE

MAINE

n most parts of the country the log drive has become as
I old fashioned as the Pony Express, with huge 10-wheeler
trucks now hauling the big trees out of the forests. But
there are still a few places too wild and remote for trucks,
and onc of them is Maine’s treacherous Oldstream River.

For over 30 years everyone had been saying that it was
impossible to drive logs down the twisting Oldstream, and
finally even the veteran “river pigs” had forgotten the last
time anyone had tried it. Then along came a boss driver
named Francis Healey who not only said it could he done,
but that he would do it.

.
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In theory, driving a river sounds simple. You merely
crect big dams back in the woods and when the ice begins
to melt in the spring and the water backs up you roll the
logs oft into the dammed-up water, open the sluiceways,
and get the hell out of the way.

But you don’t drive logs with thcories, and you don’t
figure rivers with a pencil and paper. One log can get
snagged on a submerged rock and within seconds the whole
drive is stacked up behind it, so jammed it would take
an H-bomb to blast it loosc. So men have to go with the
logs, armed only with an iron-pointed staff called a cantdog,

leaping from log to log straightening out the jams, gambling
they won’t lose their footing and slip down into the crush-
ing mass of swirling, uncontrollable timber.

On this particular drive, an unexpected three-day torrent
built up into a flash flood that slammed the logs off into
the woods along the bank, jumbling them together like
matchsticks. But, led by Healey and strawboss Albert St.
Pierre, the men worked the logs loose and nursed, cajoled
and cursed them down to the St. Regis paper mills.

When it was over, St. Pierre said it for all of them: “She

was one sonofabitch of a river to drive!”—Lew Dietz

Photographed for TRUE by KOSTI RUOHAMAA
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Before the water is released, St.
Pierre herds the logs toward the

dam; then the gates are opened

and men fight to control the vio-
lent mass of timber as it thunders
down the torrent. Many a driver
has been “called across the long
swamp’’ before that final peaceful

drift to the sea.
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Bourke gestured wildly at the onrushing Camperdown—then turned to find the admiral staring stonily out to sea.

THE DAY DISCIPLINE
SPELLED DEATH

The admiral had set the two mighty battlewagons on a collision course;

surely he would call for another heading in time-or would he?

BY NORMAN CARLISLE

n the bridge of the mighty battleship Victoria her
0 startled captain jerked upright as if a cat-o’-nine-tails
had just licked the skin off his back. Capt. Maurice Bourke’s
jaw worked but no words came.

He had just heard the most unbelievable naval com-
mand ever given. Vice-Adm. Sir George Tryon, who headed
the fleet, had just sealed the doom of the proudest ship
in the British Navy. He had handed a death sentence to
hundreds of seamen. He had ordered disaster.

The strange catastrophe that rocked a nation and still

baffles sea warfare experts, began on a golden June day

Hlustrated by DON MILLER

in 1893 when the British Mediterranean fleet steamed
out ol Beirut, Syria. The eight battleships and five cruisers
were formed into two lines, one led by the Victoria, the
other by the Camperdown. These two most powerful battle-
ships each bore, in addition to guns, a fearsome weapon
in the form of a great cutting ram on the prow. Presumed
capable of cutting the heart out of any vessel, the devices
had yet to be tested in action.

From the bridge, Captain Bourke of the Victoria noted
with pride the exactness with which the lines held position,
just 1,200 yards apart, the Campercdown ploughing the
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waves  precisely opposite the Vietoria.

It was at that moment that Admiral
Trvon, Commander-in-Chief, gave his
incredible  order. There would be a
mancuver, he announced.  Each  line
would make a 180-degree turn toward the
other. "Thus brought close together, the
ships would head back toward Beirut.

On this occaston there was something
drastically unorthodox about this stand-
ard naval mancuver. ‘The tarning radius
ol both the Vietoria and the Camper-
down was 600 vards: the two ships would
be mathematically cevtain to plough into
cach other.

When he got over the imitial shock,
Captain Bourke spoke up. “But, sir, the
Pictoria ...

“T know.” the admiral whipped out.
“You have vour orders.”

\s Bourke nodded to his signal oflicer,
the thought passed through his mind that
the admiral was going to see how his
men would respond to his order ... and
then cancel it

So on the masthead and vardarm ol the
Pictorta, the message was spelled out i
penmants that rippled in the hot breeze:
“Scecond division alter course in succes-
ston 16 points to starboard, preserving
the order ol the fHeet: hirst division alter
course 16 points 1o port, preserving the
order ol the fleet.”

Excitement raced through the ships.
On the Camperdown, Rear Adm. Sir
John Markham spluttered. “Tmpossible!™

ITastilv he ordered his signal man o
get off o semaphore o Trvon. “Am | 1o
understand that it is vour wish that the
columns turn as indicated by the signals:”

The answer that came back silenced
him: “What arc vou waiting for:"”

Neither Markham nor Bourke thought
ol disobeving the order. The two great
ships hegan churning the water as they
started to arc imwards.

On  the Tictoria, Captain Bourke,
standing near the admiral, waited wensely
lor the command that he was sure would
come. He stll felt that this was a test
ol nerves. In the admiral’s long carcer
he had built up a brilliant reputation as
the master ol tricky mancuvers. Well,
this would be the wrickiest vet.

Beads ol sweat stood out on the cap-
tain’s lace. As he figured it there were
now Just two minutes bhefore the ships
st stop their turn,  engines  astern.

One minute. The admiral had just one
minute, Yet there he stood, [rozen-faced
and unperturbed. By God. he was canny.

Tty seconds. Hall a minute to stop
those fatal ares.

Twenty seconds. "The captain could
stand it no longer. “We'd oo better do
somerhing, sir”

Fifteen seconds. “Sir!” ‘There was a
frantic shrillness in the captain’s voice.
SNav 1 go astern?”

The admiral stared at him, Tike a man
in a nightmarish mrance.

No seconds. Less than no  sceconds.
Then his head moved in the Taintest
ol nods.

Captain Bourke shouted the orders.
“Full astern on the port serew!™ Aboard
the Camperdown, a white laced Mark-
ham had bellowed the same command.

Now the ships were like two thrashing

[Continued on page 68)
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Every time you
blink your eye
9 more

~ bottles of
e 5 Corby’s

are sold in
the US.A.

Every 3.5 seconds — that’s how often
the average person blinks his eyes. In this
brief time Americans buy 9 more bottles
of Corby’s Whiskey. This national favorite
is smoother . . . as mellow as the finest
imports. TRY A BOTTLE YOURSELF!

CORBY’S

R ESERYVYE

smoothest this side of Canada

AMERICAN WHISKEY—A BLEND—B86 PRDOF—68.4%% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS—JAS. BARCLAY & CO., LIMITED, PEORIA, ILL.
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Trench coat with knit
collar by Plymouth of
Boston, $39.95; cloth
foul-weathercap,$3.50.

Double-breasted wool
jersey raincoat by Lee
Small, $50; Byrd Cloth
water-repellent hat, $4.
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Forecast
for Spring:

B Much to the dismay of clothing manufacturers, a number
of young men in recent years have taken to wearing their
raincoats for topcoats. Topcoat-makers were not the only
ones who found this trend deplorable, either. What was
wrong? The raincoats, as a rule, looked like raincoats—
wrinkled, dirty, generally sloppy and with no style. We're
happy to report that a different situation is developing.

This year’s raincoats are made with new eye

appeal. They can be worn in all kinds of
weather, rain or shine, regardless of the
barometer reading or the wind direction.

= In addition, the new spring raincoats pro-
vide improved weather protection as well as

RAINCOATS

produced by ANDREW MILLS

Photographed for TRUE by PAUL HIMMEL

a handsome appearance. Textile technicians

have made enormous strides in the art of
producing cloth that will keep on keeping water out.
Raincoats now keep vou dry longer, indefinitely in fact,
and come through laundering or dry cleaning with water-
proofness unimpaired.

Perhaps inspired by fictional private-cyes, trench coats
are back in the limelight. They have more intricate
detailing than ever, pockets within pockets and flaps on
flaps. But in spite of all this they have a clean, tasteful look
that’s bound to increase their popularity. Dressier rain-
coats arc double-breasted with metallic buttons and give
the wearcer a feeling of classic elegance. Patterns in rain-
coats arc doing nicely, too. Thesc include bold plaids and
small checks, some in bright colors.

Brightly colored plaid raincoat
by International Trends, $40; cotton
poplin center crease hat, $4.50.



The Day Discipline
Spelled Death

[Continued from page 65]

monsters, charging at each other, beyond
the power of the men aboard to control
them. The gap narrowed.

On every ship ol the fleet, men surged
to the rails to watch the incredible drama,
hearing plainly in those still waters the
clamor ol ships’ bells, the insistent ho'-
sun’s pipes shrilling orders to close water-
tight doors.

A hundred yards. Fifty. Twenty-five.
Suddenly there came the agonized cry
of steel cutting into steel. The Camper-
down had tried her ram at last, driving
it deep into the heart of the Victoria. The
force of her blow was so great that it
actually hurled the Victoria’s 10,000-ton
bulk 70 feet through the water.

With this very instrument of destruc-
tion the Camperdown might yet have
saved the FVictoria, by leaving the ram
in place to plug the great gap it had

torn near the bow. As it was, the thrust
of engines, in reverse, dragged the
Camperdown back [romthe rent, through
which rushed tons of sea water. At once,
the Victoria listed to starboard and her
officers knew she was done [or.

Bourke ordered the distress flag up.
“Send boats.”

Hardly had he done so than the ad-
miral, who had stood all this time like
a man ol stone, opened his lips to utter
another [antastic order.

“Annul sending boats,” said the new
signal flags. Dismay swept the Heet, but
staunch British discipline prevailed: the
boat lowering stopped.

Incredulous officers realized that the
admiral was going to try to run the
stricken Fretoria ashore in shallow water.

Agonizing minutes went by. Five, Ten.
She was never going to make it. On the
Victovia’s upper decks, now awash, men
stood at attention while water climbed
up their bodies. Still the craft crawled
toward shore.

Now at last the admiral scemed to
come to life. “She’s going,” he said. “Fly
the distress signals.”

“Send boats immediately,

”

said the

signal flags. Shouts ran from ship to shop
as scores of boats slapped the water and
men began to row madly.

It was too late. The Victoria was going
down, first lurching to starboard, then
turning over, stern high, her propellers
whirling madly, half in air, hall in water,
chewing up screaming men who floated
into their path. Then suddenly she ex-
ploded. Water, coal, gear and bodics
were hurled upward in boiling columns
ol water, red with the blood of the 337
crewmen and 22 officers who died in
history’s strangest naval disaster.

Why did the admiral give his [antastic
order? The question echoed through a
stunned British Empire. The only ex-
planation the Admiralty could ever give
was that “as the result of a temporary
aberration he had made a most inexpli-
cable and fatal mistake.” Though Cap-
tain Bourke was court-martialed for “wil-
fully casting away Her Majesty's Ship
Iictoria,” and duly acquitted, Adm. Sir
George Tryon did not testify. He had
gone down with the Fictoria. In ordering
the death of Britain's greatest battleship
the “Mad Admiral” had also ordered his
own.—Norman Carlisle

Father Noyes and His
Fabulous Flock

[Continued from paye 33)

inspired by once ol the revivalist meet-
ings that swept New England in the
1830°s, he began studying  theology at
Andover Seminary.

The young student was shy and timid
at first and took pains to overcome these
deliciencies in his makeup. “I swear, by
Jove, T will learn to be impudent!”” he
confided to his diary. He succeeded, for
he soon got a reputation as a trouble-
maker when he argued bitterly with his
professors over their interpretation of
the Bible. After a vear at Andover, Noyes
transferred to the Yale Divinity School.

There Noves made his big discovery of
Perfectionism  and  became  convinced
that he was uniquely without sin. This
was sheer heresy to his Congregationalist
professors, but the firebrand refused to re-
cant. Having been licensed to preach—
along with the rest of his class—Noyes
became the leading speaker in the New
Haven Free Church. His sermons blasted
the present concepts of Christianity as
false and hypocritical, and he had the
town in an uproar.

few weeks before graduation in 1834,
a [riendly faculty member warned Noves
that he stood a good chance of being ex-
pelled il he didn’t tone down  his
sermons.

Even as a student, John Noyes had a
commanding presence. “What 1 preach
is true,” he pronounced. “I'll not stop—
now or ever!” Suddenly he burst out
laughing. “I'm giving them something
to think about. ¢h? Good!”

The young radical was permitted to
graduate, but the church elders revoked
his license to preach. John Noyes was
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undisturbed. “I have taken away their
license to sin,”” he said in one of his most
quoted speeches, “but they keep on sin-
ning. So, they have taken away my license
to preach, but I shall go on preaching!”

He spent the next few years wandering
around the country, preaching and lis-
tening to the more advanced religious
thinkers of the day. They were a sad lot,
Noyes decided. Fuzzy-minded and wishy-
washy, they lacked the courage to put
their theories into practice. He, by this
time, was absolutely convinced that man
could achicve perfection here on carth.,
In 1838 he returned to Putney, 10 miles
north ol Brattleboro. With a small group
ol relatives and neighbors who shared
his opinions, he started the Putney Bible
Class.

That same year he met Harriet Hol-
ton, a pretty, intcelligent, 26-year-old girl
from nearby Westminster. Harriet lis-
tened to Noyes speak one night and
found both his ideas and himsell tre-
mendously exciting. He was an impres-
sive specimen ol male virility—a slender,
long-legged, handsome man, now 27
years old. No sourpuss ol a preacher,
Noyes had a roaring, infectious laugh
and was ready for fun and frolic at any
hour of the day or night, Sundays in-
cluded. (Every day is the Sabbath, Noyes
contended.)  Like many preachers in
those days, he took a drink now and then,
although his Perfectionist  creed  pro-
hibited dissipation.

When John asked Harriet to marry
him, he made it clear that there would
be no ball and chain on cither of them.
“We can enter into no arrangement
which shall limit the range of our affec-
tions,” he said emphatically. “If a man
cannot love a woman and be happy in
seeing her loved by others, he is a selfish
man.”

Harrict, an uncommonly emancipated
woman, agreed to this unique proposal.
They went through the formalities of a

marriage to satisfly the conventions.
Later, the Perlectionists didn’t bother.

The newlyweds drove to Albany on
their honeymoon. With part ol Harriet’s
substantial dowry, John bought a second-
hand printing press. Back in Putney, he
began publication of The Witness, later
called The Perfectionist Magazine, in
which he oflered his opinions on love,
marriage and communal living to all who
were interested.

Within a few years the little group,
now called the Putney Corporation of
Perfectionists, consisted of  almost 40
adults and children, including Noyes’
mother, two sisters and a  younger
brother. 'They all lived together in three
houses, sharing everything and working
for the common good. They built a
chapel where Noyes preached nightly
and a general store, in which hung a
sign  proclaiming  “Health, Comlort,
Economy X Women's Rights.”

By 1845 so many orthodox church
members had been converted to Per-
fectionism that the New England clergy
considered Noyes a definite threat to or-
ganized religion. Particularly alarming
was the consideration that his Perfec-
tionists were actually practicing  what
Noyes preached, something he  called
“complex marriage.”

The trouble with conventional mar-
riage, Noyes had told his group shortly
alter it was formed, was its insistence on
exclusiveness  and - fidelity.  “Romantic
love s selfish,” he expounded. “Affec-
tions can and should be controlled and
guided for the greatest good of all. There
should be no private ownership of man
or woman.”

In the Putney Corporation, he sug-
gested, all members, whether married or
single, should be [ree to cohabit with
anyone they wished. “Monogamy,” he
explained in his nightly sermons, “is un-
natural, and offers the sexual appetite

[Continued on page 72)
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Strange but

by George R. Martin

Te—

Riding an offender out of town astride a fence raill—with or without
tar and feathers—is remembered today, somewhat indulgently, as old-
style frontier lawlessness tempered with rough humor. Actually, this
torture once had legal sanction and it was anything but funny. Centurices
back, the British Army, always lavish with punishments, saw that the
forked structure of the human [rame ollered possibilities. Soldiers to be
disciplined were set straddling the sharpened edge of a plank supported
horizontally—sometimes, two planks joined in a ridge—with hands tied
behind and, for stability. a cannonball or severai muskets hanging from
cach foot. A session of “riding the wooden horse” might last three or
four hours. Too many cases of rupture finally led the British to end the
practice around 1760, but colonials clung to tradition. Few American
historians have cared to divulge that it remained a common punishment
in our Revolutionary Army. As presiding officer of a court-martial, Paul
Revere sentenced a soldier to “ride the Wooden Horse” a quarter of an
hour, with one¢ musket on cach leg, for playing cards on Sunday. The
last recorded instance was civilian; in 1787, New Haven penalized a
horse thiel by sitting him on the wooden horse an hour weekly during
his cight-week jail term. Informally, the fence rail replaced the horse
until the bad old custom died out. By 1Willayd 4. Hemphill, Garden

City, New York.

Controlling a ship in the old days by
manipulating clouds ol canvas required a
durable breed of men even in the best
of weather. When U.S. blucjackets were
called upon to substitute themselves for
sails in an 1889 hurricane, an extra-
ordinary chapter of naval history was
written. Seven warships of three nations
rode in Apia harbor, Samoa; like most
large vessels of the time, they were sailing
ships  with auxiliary propellers. The
start of the storm once night set them
stcaming slowly at anchor to relieve the
strain on their cables. By morning they
were fighting mountainous waves. The
Trenton lost her rudder and took water

that halted her engine, leaving  her
without steerage and veering wildly. An
order was given to man the rigging. All
of her 400 men except those at pumps
climbed high up on the shrouds and yards
of her sternmost mast. ‘There they clung
all day in a tattered throng where canvas
would have been blown away. their
bodies weather-vaning the ship and keep-
ing her bow to the wind. \When she broke
adrift at the storm’s peak, their wind
resistance sailed her sternward to lodge
atop a reel, while two other U.S. and
three German ships were being wrecked
with much loss of life. Only a British
ship with big engine won through by

steaming to sca—a significant victory for
stecam power, but less memorable to
naval historians than the sailors who
served as sails to survive a hurricane.

When pacifists claim there would be
no wars il the female hall of humanity
had its way, they should be directed to
look at the record of uninhibited woman-
hood in primitive socicties. Anthropol-
ogists studying such groups in recent
times found that, not infrequently, it
was the women who incited the men to
intertribal warlare. Among some Pacific
headhunters, a warrior who couldn’t pre-
sent a skull or two was incligible for
marriage. In New Guinea, women were
observed to shower stones and abuse ou
men unwilling to fight out feuds. In one
region of Alfrica, within the past genera-
tion, feminine instincts enjoyed full ex-
pression. Women ol the Pondo nation
screeched the war cry when invasion
threatened or the army was to be
mobilized. They escorted the men to the
battlefield and watched [rom the nearest
ridge. Meanwhile they sang  salacious
songs and postured with skirts lifted and
ticked around their waists. Unlortu-
nately, from the female point of view,
Pondoland is rapidly becoming civilized.
By Arnold Coleman, Reno, Nev.

A Chinese “first” less well-kknown than
paper or printing but much more im-
pressive technologically was the inven-
tion of oil-well drilling. That wasn’t
what the Chinese had in mind 1,700
vears ago when they learned how to bore
deep holes, but it turned out that way.
They were alter brine, for its salt. Their
technique was quaint but cftective. A
wooden tube of 6-inch diameter was sunk
through loose soil to bedrock  and
steadied by a stone ring set in the carth.
Through the tube was lowered a 100-
pound 7-foot-long metal bit—a massive
cold chiscl—suspended on strong rope
from a scesaw. A husky workman jumped
down on the seesaw, raising the bit about
2 feet, and jumped off, letting the bit
fall. After awhile, the bit was winched
up. the wetted rock dust bailed out, and
jumping resumed. At about 1 foot of
hole drilled every 24 hours—in two 12-
hour shifts—this went on for years.
Eventually the investment began to pay
oft in valuable salt, bailed from as deep
as 3.000 feet. Sometimes a scum of petro-
lcum  floated on the brine; this  was
skimmed and sold for lamp fucl. Occa-
sionally they got a “fire well” of natural
gas, which they capped and led in
bamboo pipes to burners under brine
evaporating pans. ‘The West learned of
Chinese deep drilling from a missionary’s
report in 1828, improved on the method
with mechanical power, and brought in
the first Pennsylvania oil well in 1859.
—By Joseph Barbeva, Troy, N. Y.

For acceptable Strange But True para-
graphs, accurately and briefly written,
TRUE will pay $25 each on publication.
Readers must state their sources of infor-
mation when sending contributions. None
can be returned. Address George R.
Martin, TRUE, 67 West 44th Street,
New York 36, N. Y.




HERE ARE THE RULES FOR
TRUE'S $100,000 GLAMOR CAR CONTEST

[Continued from page 51]j
Read ALL the following RULES and
follow them carefully. You can not win
if you break any one of them.
1.) TRUE’s $100,000 Glamour Car Con-
test is made up of three buildword
puzzles: No. I in the February, 1960,
issue of TRUE, the Man’s Magazine;
No. 2 in the March issue, and No. 3 in
the April issue. Puzzle No. 3 contains
a tie-breaker as part of the puzzle.
2.) Complete all thrce puzzles, trying
for the highest possible score for each.
‘The scoring is arrived at by adding to-
gether the letter-values of each and every
letter appcaring in your puzzle, using the
letter-value for each jetter as indicated
in the “Letter-Value Chart.” Write your
name and address on each entry blank,
legibly in your own handwriting, and
PRINT your score for each puzzle in the
score box provided. However, on the
entry blank for No. 3 also print your
correct total scorc for all three puzzles in
the box marked “Grand Total.” Also
print the same, correct, Grand Total in
the upper left corner of the address side
of your envelope underneath your name
and address. After you've completed No.
3, mail all three puzzles together. Do
not send in puzzles separately. Do not
include subscription orders or other
correspondence in the envelope contain-
ing your puzzle.
3.) You do not have to buy TRUE to
compete in this contest. Legible copies
of approximately the same size of each of
the three puzzles and of the entry blanks
will be accepted.
4.) Webster’s New Collegiate Dictionary
will be the only authority on the accept-
ability of words that may be used in the
puzzles. Any solid boldface word (a word
without any hyphens or intervening
spaces) that is a vocabulary entry (see
definition on page 955) in the main sec-
tion of this dictionary, pages I through
997, will be accepted EXCEPT posses-
sives formed with an apostrophe (e.g.
soldier’s) and words beginning with a
capital (e.g. Indian). Words may be
used more than once. Plurals of nouns,
past tenses and participles of verbs and
comparatives and superlatives of adjec-
tives are acceptable,
5.) The three complete puzzles—stapled,
paper clipped or pinned together—are
to be mailed to TRUE’s $100,000 Glamor
Car Contest, PO Box 1000, Greenwich,
Conn.
6.) Entries must be postmarked on or
before May 1, 1960 and will be ineligible
for consideration if received after May
10, 1960.
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7.) The contestant having the highest
correct grand total score will win the
first grand prize. All other prizes will
be awarded as indicated. In case of ties
for grand total score among winning
contestants such ties will be broken on
the basis of the highest score on Puzzle
No. 3 by the tieing contestants. If ties
remain such ties will be broken on the
basis of scores attained by contestants
on the tie-breaker portion of Puzzle No.
3. If ties still remain which must be
broken to determine if tieing contestants
get prizes of greater or lesser monetary
value, tied contestants may be required
to solve one or more additional puzzles.
These tie-breaking puzzles, each to be
judged in the same manner and within
a reasonable time as specified by the
judges, will continue as long as is neces-
sary to resolve all ties.
8.) The editors of TRUE, and Robert
Voorhees, eminent lexicographer, shall
be the judges of this contest and the
judges’ decisions shall be final. All en-
tries become the property of Fawcett
Publications, Inc., and none will be re-
turned. Correspondence will not be en-
lered into with contestants concerning
this contest, and the contest will not be
discussed with contestants by telephone.
A contestant may submit only one entry
in this contest. Only one prize shall be
awarded to any one contestant in the
same family or household and residing at
the same address. Prior to becoming en-
titled to and receiving a prize, and in
order to establish reliability, each winner
agrees, if required, to sign an affidavit
certifying:
(I) That the answers submitted are his
or her own effort and have not been ob-
tained from so-called puzzle-lists or from
any other souice whatsoever outside of
the contestant’s own family or personal
friends, and (2) that he or she has not
acted for or in conjunction with any
person not eligible under the established
rules of this contest.
9.) The contest is open to any resident
of continental North America except
employees or the members of their im-
mediate families of (I) Fawcett Publi-
cations, Inc. (2) its wholesale distrib-
utors, and (3) its advertising agencies.
10.) By signing the entry blank each
contestant. in consideration of the en-
joyment furnished him by the puzzles
supplied for his amusement and as a test
of skill and in anticipation of the
valuable prizes for which he is eligible,
voluntarily and irrevocably agrees as
follows:

(a) That he will accept as final and

correct without reservation the decisions
of the judges designated by TRUE
Magazine.

(b) That, by signing the entry blank,
the contract between the contestant and
TRUE Magazine shall be deemed cn-
tered into within the State of New York,
regardless of where and to whom the
contestant’s entry blank may be mailed
or delivered.

(c) That any dispute that may arise
as a result of the determination of the
contest shall be adjudicated solely under
the laws of the State of New York.

[Continued on page 72)

Here's how to do TRUE's
$100,000 Glamor Car Contest

BUILDWORDS is an easy and sim-
ple puzzle. We have completed a
specimen puzzle to show you the
ropes. This is similar to a cross-
word puzzle, with the exception
that you may use any words that
you like. It will be to your advan-
tage to usc words which contain
letters with a high numerical value
(see chart below). At the same
time that you print the letter into
the space, print the numerical
value of that letter in the triangu-
lar space at the upper right hand
corner of the square. When the
puzzle is complete, add up all of
the numbers and put the total—in
this case 63—into the MY SCORE
box. Remember that all words
must read from top to bottom or
from left to right.

NATRTR

MY SCORE

[63 ]

LETTER VALUE CHART
A-2 F-8 K-5 P-5 U-4
B-3 G-9 L-6 Q-3 V-9
C-4 H-1 M-7 R-4 W-7
D-7 I-2 N-8 S-6 X-6
E-2 J-10 0-1 T-5 Y-8

Z-3

NOTE FOR SCORING

In totaling the score be sure to count
the letter value of each square of the
puzzle only once. If the puzzle has 30
squares your total is achieved by add-
ing the 30 numbers.

TRUE THE MAN’S MAGAZINE
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TRUE'S

$100,000
GLAMOR CAR
CONTEST

[Continued from page 70]

(d) That the contestant, by signing
the entry blank and mailing it to TRUE
Magazine, waives any and all rights that
he may have or which he deems he may
have as a result of entering this contest,
to make any claim or claims of any kind
against any person, firm, or corporation
which or who distributes, sells, or offers
for sale copies of TRUL Magazine. Such
contestant also waives any and all rights
that he might have to attach funds or
property ol Fawcett Publications, Inc.,
situated or located elsewhere than in the
States of New York and/or Connecticut,

(¢) Any person not willing to abide
fully by the rules and limitations here
stated shall be ineligible to compete in
this contest and his entry shall be con-
sidered in violation of these rules and
shall be incligible for a prize.

1) All winners will be notified by mail
and their names printed in TRUL.
12.) Any person entering this contest
hereby consents to the use of his or her
name and photograph by Fawcett Publi-
cations, Inc., lor advertising and public-
ity purposes in connection with  this
contest.

13.) The automobiles awarded as prizes
in this contest will be delivered by TRULE
with standard equipment, excise  tax
paid. The automobiles will he awarded
to winners at the nearest port of entry
or lactory. Winners agree to pay addi-
tional taxes. il any, freight, if any, dealer
preparation charges, il any, and for any
desired accessories over and above those
specified as “standard equipment.”

IMPORTANT

Watch your addition! An arithmetic
mistake can disqualify your entry.

Do not mail in any puzzles until all
three have been completed.

Your correct grand total score must
be on the outside of the envelope.
72

| Continued from paye 68]
only a scanty and monotonous allow-
ance. The only excuse for monogamous
marriage,” said Noyves—and he was not
the first to say it—"is that it is a practical
means of insuring that children will be
cared lor.” But there was a  Dbetter
method of rearing children than by the
idolatrous  mother-child relationship, a
method he would discuss later.

Complex marriage, as Noyes proposed
it, had many advantages. No sexual de-
mands  could be made on anyone.
Women were [ree to accept or reject a
man’s advances as they wished:  they
were equally [ree to make the advances,
too.

This meant, Noyes pointed out to his
flock, that no man could demand cohabi-
tation as a right. He must work to win
the affection and respect of a woman; he
would be forced, in fact, to become a
good lover—otherwise his next invitation
would be turned down. In this way,
Noyes explained, love-making could be
kept spontancous rather than routine, a
kind of perpetual courtship.

“This is true love,” Noves declaimed,
his blue eyes shining with missionary
zeal. “Not  lascivious, but rather gov-
crned by spiritual considerations. Only
by complex marriage can there be the
necessary improvement ol taste and skill
which can raise love-making to the level
of a finc art, like music and poetry!”

The Perlectionists, alter  prolonged
discussion, adopted their leader’s  doc-
trine in 1846, The first to embrace com-
plex marriage were  John and Harriet
Noves and George and Mary Cragin.
The other members soon followed, and
found complex marriage much to their
liking. The married women, in particu-
lar. were enthusiastic.

To avoid embarrassment. the group
decided that the “transactions,” as they
were called, be handled discreetly by a
third party, usually an older woman who
could presumably be objective about the
matter.  \When,  for  example, Noyes
wished to arrange a liaison with Mary
Cragin or onc ol the other women, he
spoke to the go-between, who then re-
layed his wishes to the lady. She agreed
or not, as she wished.

Complex marriage was an casily under-
stood concept, especially when Noyes in-
troduced another of his rules of sexual
conduct which he called “male con-
tinence.” Male continence was a form of
birth control as practiced by the male. It
is believed to have had its beginnings in
India, and is closely allied to body dis-
cipline as developed by the practice of
yoga. The reason? To spare women the
burden ol unwanted pregnancy.

For the present, Noyes explained, he
desired that no children be born in the
group. He was working on a program ol
sclective breeding, which he would re-
veal in [ull detail later on.

Noyes developed this novel idea be-
cause ol his own marriage difhiculties.
During their first six years ol marriage,
Harriet, as fertile as the Kansas plains,
bore five children, only one of whom
survived. This upset Noyes, and he de-
termined to leave Harriet’s bed rather
than subject her to [urther pregnancies.
Fortunately, he perfected his new con-

tinence technique  before  that  drastic
step became necessary.

Male continence had much to recom-
mend it, the leader assured his followers.
It was healthful, and the self-control re-
quired was not diflicult to learn, “It will
revolutionize love and marriage,” Noyes
enthused.

Learning so important a skill could
not, ol course, be left to amateurs, so a
system of training called “ascending [el-
lowships” was adopted. Young men in
the group were introduced to the com-
plexities of male continence by women
old enough to be secure against error.
and maidens were initiated by older
men.

The Perlectionists proved to be adept
students. During the next 20 years an
average ol only two children a year were
born into the group. Modern medical
science takes a rather negative view of
Noyes™ claim that male continence is
healthful, claiming that the practice is
harmful to the prostate.

Thus the Perfectionists practiced their
[ree-wheeling sexual doctrines, until one
day in 1847, when a nubile young lady.
barely 15 years old, casually admitted to
her parents that she’d been converted to
the new religion and had been intimate
with various male members, including
Noyes.

The girl was plucked from the local
Sodom and hustled out of town, and all
hell broke loose. The shock was com-
pounded when it came out that Noyes
also had “carnal knowledge” of one
FFanny Leonard. Fanny was a Perfection-
ist but her husband was not, and he took
an understandably  dim  view ol the
goings-on. Infuriated Vermonters had
John  Humphrey Noyes arrested  for
adultery.

Noyes denied the charge, posted $2,000
hail and proceeded to get out the next
issuc of The Perfectionist, which in-
cluded another widely-quoted remark.
“In a holy community,” he wrote, “there
is no more reason why sexual intercourse
should be restrained by law than cating
or drinking should be, and there is as
little reason for shame in the one case
as in the other.”

But his lofty attitude didn’t silence the
uproar. The countryside was consider-
ably aroused and indignation meetings
were held in Putney. The Brattleboro
Phoenix ran thundering editorials on the
“vile offenses against chastity” and “the
systematic seduction and  licentiousness
practiced under the guise of religion.”

One night a vigilante group was
formed in Brattlehboro with the express
intention of covering Noyes’” sins with a
coat of tar and [ecathers. His disciples
gathered in the chapel and begged him
to flee. A preacher named Herrick, who'd
left a high church pulpit in New York
to become a Perlectionist, spoke for the
group: “You're our leader, John, and
our hope. With you in jail, or dead, we
are lost.”

John Noyes stood at the lectern, his
jaw defiant. “My crime,” he said slowly.
“would scem to he putting ‘love one an-
other” into practice. I am not alraid, and
one day the whole world will embrace
Perfectionism.” When deep in thought

TRUE THE MAN'S MAGAZINE



he had a habit of running his thumb
over a spot in the center of his vest.
(*"I'he soul must be in the solar plexus,”
he often commented.) Now his followers
waited as he rubbed his vest and came 1o
a decision,

“To prevent an outhbreak of lynch
law.” he said fmally, T shall go.” He
smiled, his eves scarching those of his
llock. I shall hnd a place to build an
island community, free of the laws and
religions and formalities of the outside
world, and then 'l send for vou™

He left town scarcely a step ahead of
the sherifl, who turned up to padlock the
corporation’s buildings and take Noves
into protective custody. 'The Perfection-
ists scattered to wait word from their
leader.

FFor a lesser man, this demonstration
of public wrath might have ended his
dreinn. But Noves had the strength of 10
mountain  lions because. he was con-
vinced, his heart was pure. He walked
west across the Green Mountains and
mto New York State. In the broad Nlo-
hawk Valley, near the town of Oncida,
he found the ideal location for a penna-
nent home.

[l didn’t look like much then,  An
clderly, highly religious  man  named
Jonathan Burt had awempted to build a
community hased on Noves” Perlection-
ist teachings. He and a few followers
were living as one family in three small
cabins, trving to make a living by oper-
ating an old, broken down sawmill. "T'hey
were going slowly but inevitably broke.

Burt pressed Noves to settle here, and
the red-haired preacher studied the lo-
cation carctully. "The land was fertile—
651 acres of orchards, meadows and vine-
vards. "The timber was plentiful and the
place was nicely isolated. Tt was the per-
fect setting, he decided, and sent lor his
wile and disciples.

‘I'he Perfectionists who came from Put-
ney in February of 1848 were no poor,
ignorant religious fanatics. Teachers, car-
penters, blacksmiths, farmers, a printer,
an architect—their wagons were loaded
with furniture and tools and books and
musical instruments. And they brought
S107.000 in cash and a great determina-
ton Lo create a new utopia.

“Build!™ was John Noves” command,
and build they did. By mid-sunmmer the
sawmill had been repaired. crops had
been sown, herds of sheep and  cattle
were grazing in the fields, and a huge,
three-story  community  dwelling,  the
Mansion House, was under construction.
Built around a court. the house had a
spacious, classical air. It contained com-
munal dining and  sitting rooms,  an
auditorium, library, children’s wing and
some 200 hedrooms (very small, as per-
sonal isolation was discouraged) .

Evervhody worked—that was a Perlec-
tionist rule. So g¢rcat was their enthu-
stasm and so carefully did Noves screen
applicants that not until 1870 was any-
one expelled from Oncida for the sin of
laziness. A committee, with Noves pre-
siding, organized the labor force with
the goal of keeping  evervone  happy
while keeping drudgery and horedom at
a minimuny.

Take, lor example, George Cragin, Jr.,
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DIRTY SLUDGE DID THIS DIRTY WORK: Sludge clogged this oil
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erowing into his middle teens i the
Community. He had his choice of jobs—
in the helds. or cutting timber. or in one
of the little “factories” where he could
lcarn a wrade. There were manv such
jobs for the group was almost entirely
sclf-suficient. making its own  clothes.
shoes and furniture.

Or George might decide to work in
the trap factory. In 1852, to bolster the
rapidly dwindling  cash  reserve, the
Oncida Community went into the manu-
facturing husiness. One of the members,
Sewell Newhouse, turned out the finest
hand-made animal traps in the country,
the tavorite of woodsmen from the Adi-
rondacks to Hudson’s Bay. Newhouse
trained apprentices, set up a production
line and the traps began to roll out
in a steady stream that brouoht 8250,000

A vear into the Perlectionints™ coflers,

But whatever voung George Cragin
did—running the mechanical dishwasher
in the kitchen or teaching school—was
considered equally important and honor-
able. and he was permitted to switch
jobs frequendy. Or it he wished, George
could go to college. after which he'd re-
turn o Oncida to add his talent o the
common pool.

\ typical female Perlectionist (typical
until she fell in love, that is) was the
exceedingly pretty, 16-vear-old  Nliss B,
mentioned by Pierrepont Noves i his
autobiography, My Father's House. NMiss
B. had a wide choice of jobs also. She
might work i the nursery. or in the
kitchen, or even in the helds. She prob-
ably spent some time in the cannery, lor
the Community women preserved enor-
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mous quantities ol Iruits and vegetables.
some ol which they sold under  the
Community label that became famous
throughout \merica. Whenever possible,
the wonmen worked together, in “hees,™
annid much gossip and faughter.

Like the rest ol the  Perlectionist
women (all ol whom were called NMiss)
Miss Boowore Noves-designed  clothes,
consisting ol a high-necked blouse, knee-
length skivt. and - pantaloons down 1o
her ankles. This unorthodox attire was
considered slightly scandalous to visitors,
as was the women's close-cropped hair.
Much outdoor work gave the Oncida
women deep tans, which @ reporter once
deplored as i discoloration which they
take no pains to conceal,” but he ad-
mitted  that they  looked  wonderfully
healthy and slimmer than most females
ol the dav.

I'he Perfectionists did, in Tact, Jead
healthy lives. In the great diming room,
where evervone ate together, simple lare
was the rule—lew sweets, honey instead
ol sugar. and no colice, wea. alcohol or
tobacco.

By 1851 there were 205 believers at
Oncida—including  Jews and  Negroes,
for Noves did not hold with prejudice
ol any kind—and more were petitioning
for admittance. Noves made the final de-
cision bout which applicmts were to
he admitted. s eves sharp as granite,
he grilled prospective members intensely,
weeding out the serewballs and instrnet -
img the others in the facts of Perlectionist
love and religion.

Looking like a modern NMoses now
that he sported a Tull beard, as did all
the Perlectionist men. John Noves was
the  guiding  genius and  undisputed
leader. But he svas not the tvpe ol leader
that remains alool wnd remote. Rugged,
bhurning with vitality. he was very much
m the thick ol things—usually with a
hoisterous, body-shaking laugh or a roar-
ing song—supervising construction and
working along with the others, arbitrat-
g dillerences, leading  the  evening
Bible veadings and interpreting  the
Scriptures according to Noves.

No one, meeting  him. was unim-
pressed. Pierrepont Noves wrote, “He
had a tremendous personality. He loved
life, embraced it he plowed ahead with
faith: and he made lile aronnd him
brighter and  happicr. To many  he
scemed not only a great man but a great
power.

Lile at Oncida was not all work and
praver, and visitors were amazed o find
that  the  Perfectionists were not  the
breast-heating., morose type ol religion-
ists. Jolm Noves siw no reason why a
religious man shouldnt have Tun, and
he taaght his foHowers to play as hard as
they worked, With the Community on a
sound financial basis. Noves built a new
and even Targer Mansion House, o hand-
some, Victorian building with red brick
walls and white columns and  heated.
marvelously, by steam. \lter the evening
3ible reading, which evervone attended,
the fun began m the great auditorium,
or in the cqually large Family Room.

The Perlectionists could boast ol con-
siderable artistic talent. They put on
Shakespeare’s plays, and elaborate Christ-
mas pageants (with John Noves plaving
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Santa Claus) . Their operettas and con-
certs were ol prolessional caliber. Some
nights there were lectures, or round-
table discussions ol current events. But
what vonng George Cragim and Niss B,
liked best were the requent dances: and
it was beginming to he noticed, whether
it was a Virginia Reel, a quadrille or a
lively schottische, that the voung couple
were dancing every dance together.

Vhe library had o tull-time librarian
and held more than 3,500 books and 110
periodicals. When visitors expressed sur-
prise at the complete Tack ol censorship
of reading matter, John Noves would
chuckle and remark that tvuth could
always stand the test ol comparison. He
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Defense

never tried to erect a cultural Iron Cur-
tain between the Perfectionists and the
Outside, as they called it.

The Children’s Wing, with its nursery,
classrooms, laboratory, gymnasium and
astalt of cight, was the wonder and envy
of wvisitors. To end the “idolatrous
mother-child relationship,”  Noves  de-
creed that children would remain with
their mothers until the age ol 15 months
or so and then he moved to the nursery,
where they would receive expert care
and training. To crities of this secemingly
drastic idea, Noves replied that the at-
tachment ol parents to their children iy
not instinctive but rather conditioned
by the society in which they live. In
many cultures, he pointed out, it was
usual Tor children to be adopted by
Iriends or relatives. At any rate, the Per-
fectionists adopted his plan.

Picvrepont Noves  refates that  the
Ouncida children grew up feeling that
they belonged, ina certain sense, 1o the
entire Conmmunity, Yet there was no lack
ol parental Tove. N child was given the
surnaone ol his Father, and parents were
Iree to visit their oflspring in the Chil-
dren’s Wing at any time. Their pride in
ther children was as strong as anvone
else’s.

A voungster's day at Oneida was
common-sense blend ol work and play:
three or lour hours ol study and Bible
reading, an hour or two ol chores, usually
i the tap lactory, and much Tan and
cames. Competition in sports was strong,
but in every other way the children lived
on the saime sharc-everything basis as the
adults. Pierrepont Noves remarks that
while he had a Lavorite sled, which he
alwavs preferred to use, it never occurred
to him that he “owned™ it

When o hov or givl reached the age of
15 or 16 he lefo the Children’s Wing and
took his place in the adult life ol the
Commmity. And a good lile it scemed
to he, one ol mutual vespeer and affec-
tion. “Relations hetween people,” wrote
Noves” son. “had a quality intimate and
personal, a quality that makes lile ro-
mantic.

“We have climinated the struggle for
wealth,” Johm Noves Liked to explain o
visitors. There is. as vou see. no com-
petition. mo - luxuries  or - temptations.,
Bevond this, there are only three other
major desires which urge men to make
money. One s the need to provide Tor
children—and here the children receive
care and waining which only a million-
aire could aflord. Second is the desire lor
power—uand there is none here ar Oneida,
For every man and woman is cqual. (But
John Noves was the boss. by unanimous
consent)

“And finally”” Noves would sav. his
ceves twinkling. “men desire money 1o
attract women. That. oo, is eliminaed,
lor mating is based on puvely personal
aflecuon.”

But cven at Oncida, where “women
enjoved the hree and honored compuan-
ionship of men,” and where complex
marriage stimulaited people ol all ages
to “improve both body and mind.” there
were bound o be Perlecuonists who
were unauractive to the opposite sex, no
matter how havd they worked at sell-
improvement. For them. the jov ol
“transactions”  avas orare,  even o non-
existent: while others, such as Miss B,
were hesieged by more offers than they
could accommodate.

It happened, in fact. that George
Cragin and Miss B.were one ol the very
few couples found guilty ol the sin of
“exclusivity.”” They danced 100 olten to-
aether, took long walks together, had no
sexual interest i others. They had. i
short. succumbed 1o selfish romantic
love. which could not he tolerated.

George Cragin was shipped  ofl o
Wallinglord, Connecticut. where a small
branch ol the Oncida Community had
been established. Noves had moved his
printing presses there, and the annex
came in handy to break up romances.

There was a happy outcome to the
thwarted love affair. While at Walling-
ford, George Cragin became imterested
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in the nimutacture of knives, forks and
spoons, and eventually the beautilully-
designed  tableware hearing the Tabel
Oneida Community Phue becune  fa-
mous  throughout  the  world. "Today.
Wallinglovd calls itsell the Silver Gy,
although  the wmain lactory  lor  Com-
munity Plate is located at Sherrill, New
York. not [ar from Oncida.

As it fane and notoriety grew, the
Oncida Community  attracted  visitors
Irom all over America and Furope. The
Ontario and Western Railvoad ran Sun-
day excaursions, and hundreds ol people
would come inasingle day 1o scee this
renrkable expeviment in group living
ai fwst hand.

Some, ol course, merely expected to see
public Tove-making, When they didn't
they went away, somie o write books and
articles about  the orgies  they'd  wit-
nessed. A man named Dixon wrote his
New dmericas o false and exaggerated
account ol Perfectionist lile, alter spend-
g less than 18 hours in the Community,

()uiw a dew outsiders recoile d in
horror at the corvings-on at Oneida.
I'he Reve Johm NMears, prolessor ol moral
philosophy ac Hamilton College. hated
Perfectionism even more than he hated
the demon rum and practically made a
career out ol attacking the Community,
Fo Mears. Noves was “lewd: lascivious
and socially subversive.” and the Come-
muity a Uopia ol Obscenity.”

“Here in the heart ol the Empire
Ste” he wrote inoone ol his many
articles, is aoseet ol man banded to-

cother in shanetul immoralities.” He -
plored all decent citizens to crack down
on Perlectionist deviltive “this harlory,
these impure practices that hide rom the
light of dav and in midnight dens reve
in debauchery.”

The Oncida Community never hesi-
tated o make public its principles and
practices, and NMears got his information
on “these impure practices” hrom Noves?
magizine and hom his pamphlet, Male
Continence, Oy Self-Control i Sexual
Intercourse, that anvone could buy lor
fhve cents.

But these attacks were mild compared
to the upromr that began when, in 869,
Noves exploded the thivd ol his sexual
hombshells—planned. saentific propaga-
tton,

For vears Noves had been interested in
what Later came o be called cugenics.
studying Davwin's Orvigin of the Species
and Galton on heredity: and he had hoth
the courage and the ideal set-up lor the
experiment. “Having abolished conven-
tonal manriage,” he told his Hock, et
us NOW turn our attention to the propa-
sation ol men ol superior health and
mtellect.”

Noves, by no means the first 1o advo-
Gue the planned breeding of humans,
called his program “stirpcultare”  (from
the Latin, meaning “root” or “stock™),
and ook upon himsell the yesponsibility
ol sclecting the people who would mate
to produce superior ollspring.

The women ol the Conmunity signed
an agreement to L oresign all desive to
he mothers if, for any reason, Mro Noyes
deems us unfic for propagation.” He
deemed quite a few Perlectionists as
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unfit. Of some 300 adults he chose 100
men and women as possessing the neces-
sary sterling qualities. Noyes himsell, as
might be imagined, participated fully.
From 1869 to 1879, 48 children werce
born under the new program, and Noyes
sired at least nine of them. This was
fairly impressive, as he was 68 years old
at the end of the decade.

But ever since the snake slithered into
the garden of Eden, trouble has managed
to come to Paradise. [t was not the
attacks from the Outside, violent as they
were, that brought about the downfall
of the Oneida Community. The Utica
Hevald-Tribune was prophetic when it
cditorialized:  “The  Community  has
reached the zenith of its prosperity under
the guiding mind and hand of John
Noyes. Its decay and disintegration will
begin when these are removed. [t is the
supremacy ol this single intellect which
makes this abnormal establishment possi-
ble.”

Noves was getting old now and ex-
hausted by his Herculean administrative
and  procreative  labors. 'The oncered
beard was rosted clear through, and in
the autumn of his life the kind, alert
cyves were dimming. Hard of hearing and
somewhat withdrawn, he began relin-
quishing the iron control that had kept
the group together. Had he investigated

Charles Guitcau as thoroughly as he
would have in the old days, he wouldn’t
have admitted him to Oncida. Guitcau
turned out to be unstable, aggressive and
an exhibitionist. Asked to leave, he sued
the Community for $9,000. There was no
such thing as wages at Oncida, but the
publicity was bad for the group. Gui-
teau’s lawyer refused to pursuce the case,
declaring that his client was insane—an
opinion sustained by the fact that in
1881 he assassinated President Garhfeld.

In 1871 a onc-cyed man named James
Towner joined the Perfectionists. He
brought with him a dozen cohorts and he
proved to be another  trouble-maker.
Ambitious for power and not having too
much success with the ladies, he decided
he was the man to run Oncida. Over a
period of time he gathered a core of
dissidents around him, including a few
women who were bitter about not heing
permitted to have children.

Towner plotted to lodge a complaint
with the district attorney’s office in Utica,
charging Noyes with statutory rape of
several young girls. ‘'The loyal members
of the Community, fcaring that Noyes’
arrest on sex charges would be the final
blow to end the great experiment, per-
suaded the old man to flee.

John Noyes went to Canada in June,
1879. He was still fully convinced of the

truth and morality of Perfectionism, but
he slowly and reluctantly came to the
conclusion that the world was not yet
rcady to accept such radical ideas and
that the Perfectionists were lonely voices
crying in a materialistic wilderness. For
two years he brooded, and finally he sent
word suggesting that complex marriage
be abandoned. Later he advised that the
Community itsell be dissolved.

A council of clders, reeling under the
attacks of press and pulpit and with the
Community torn by internal = strile,
agreed that Father Noyes was, as usual,
right. The adults and children were as-
signed shares in a jointstock company,
Oneida, Limited, to continue the profit-
able silverware business, and the Per-
fectionists legitimized their children by
hecoming legally joined in the bonds of
conventional matrimony.

So, in 1881, after four decades of suc-
cess, the unique cexperiment in Com-
munal living came to an end.

John Humphrey Noyes, the dedicated
maker of monumental dreams, died five
years later. There were many who
heralded his work as a great achicvement.
Havelock Ellis, another well-known ex-
ponent of modern sexual psychology,
lauded Noyes as “once of the noblest
pioneers America has ever produced.”

—Donovan Fitzpatrick

Farm Fallout Can Kill You!

[Continued from page 30|

There are also some vegetable poisons,
mainly  nicotine, rotenone and  pyre-
thrum. Nicotine is once of the most lethal
of poisons, but there is seldom any casy
way to get a big dose of the stuft.
Rotenone is harmless to human beings
unless inhaled in huge quantities, which
only an idiot would do. Pyrethrins are
less lethal to human beings than  the
mildest of the chlorinated hvdrocarbons.
and about 1/1,000 as lethal as the Ger-
man parathion.

‘The total value of our poison output
is a hall billion dollars annually. The
industry predicts this will boom to a
billion hucks a year by 1975. So obviously
we  have tremendous  pressures  being
exerted to protect and perpetuate  this
mvestment.

There are two facts we must aceept
about all poisons.

First. we can not escape them entirely.
In the aspectic world we have created we
inevitably make contact with them at
times.

Sccond, it is impossible to back out of
this sca of poison. Utter chaos would
follow, for we must artificially maintain
the artificial halance we have created in
tature.

‘Tlie job. then, is to learn to live with
them—or to develop poisons we can live
with casily. Let's see how much progress
we're making along those lines.

Thc great killer in our land today is
cancer, increasing at an alarming rate.
Men ol science generally believe now
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that outside agents are the major cause
of the increasc.

“Every cause ol cancer vet discovered
has been something in the environment
to which we are exposed,” says Dr. E.
Cuyler Hammond, statistical rescarch
dircctor of the American Cancer Society.
“It's a pretty good guess that most of the
carcionomas in human bheings are caused
by contact with outside agents.”

Dr. M. M. Hargraves, famed cancer
specialist of the Mayo Clinic, says, “I
believe the vast majority of  patients
suffering  from  blood  dyvsorasias  and
lymphoid  discases have  a significant
history of exposure to the various hydro-
carbons, which, in turn, include most of
the pesticides of today.”

Dr. Hargraves lists cases, from the 200
or more he has studied:

A rescarch specialist at a USDA experi-
ment station who sprayed hogs with a
solution of Lindanc.

A farmer who scrubbed his cattle with
insecticide powder consisting of 75 per-
cent Naphthalene. He died.

A farm wile who used an insecticide
powder containing henzene hexachloride.

A 10-year-old  boy who developed
acute leukemia after using a bug bomb to
fight wasps.

A\ business excecutive who sprayed his
tent with a bug bomb on a camping
trip. Sixteen months later he was slowly
improving.

A banker who sprayed his prize heel
cattle with Chlordane.

A building contractor who used a bug-
proof varnish in painting his house. He
died.

A factory inspector who insisted on
using treated paints in close quarters
alter being warned. He died.

A housewife who continued debug-

ging her home with DD in petroleum
distillate alter being warned about it.
She dicd.

A lawyer who sprayed an insecticide
in his nostrils to cure sinus trouble. At
last report he had a chance of surviving,

A Puerto Rican who traded his mos-
quito net for a bug bhomb.

A farm wile who used a fumigator-
type bug killer (now hanned in some
states) .

The list goes on and on. It has been
argued that thesce people were the allergic
type. We are all allergic types. It's simply
a matter ol nature and degree. And is
there any reason why we should callously
kill oft the extremely allergic?

Dr. Hargraves considers the petroleum
disillate in which most insccticide killers
are spread almost as much ol a threat
to extremely allergic people as the killing
agent itself. OF course, we can't entirely
avoid petroleum distillates, living as we
do in the gasoline age. But it is hardly
necessary to bathe our homes in the stuff.

Since we are shifting from DDT to
the more potent  chlorinated  hydro-
carbons, the question is: Should we con-
tinue wailing patiently to see what will
happen 1o us? Apparently that is the
attitude of the Public Health Service.

And it is & puzzling attitude, appar-
ently one of an advocate rather than
of an objective scientist. Dr. Wayland
Hayes, Jr., director ol the Service’s re-
search station at Savannah, Georgia, has
been the militant defender of  these
chlorinated  hydrocarbons, and in  the
process he has made some truly strange
comments.

“Although the rcality of change in the
liver ol rats maintained on relatively
small doses of DDT can no longer be
questioned,” he says, “the significance of
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the change remains a matter ol consider-
able doubt.”

In other words, why stick to the same
old Tiver? 'Fake a licde DDT and change
it and sce how vou feel.

A remarkable statement. but not as
remarkable as this, ... it has been sug-
gested that more people are injured by
spray rigs and other devices for distribut-
ing insccticides than by all insccticides
themselves.”

Who suggested thatz Upon what re-
scarch did he base his sugeestion? And
did he wy o find out how many of those
accidents were caused by the Tact that
the men working with the poisons were
dopey?

As Rocky  Tavlor, a veteran crop
duster. explained it to me, “Sure, 1 saw
the wee right smack in front of me. A\
nian would have to blind not o scee it
But hell. Twas happy drunk from poison.
I'd flown right back through my own
mist and when vou do that vour judg-
ment gets all serewed up and vou don’t
give a damn.

“So I flew smack into the wee.

Only six or seven of the 55 latal
arashes by acerial crop dusters in the
nation last vear were atributed by the
CAN 10 the cffects of poison, and no
estimate ol the poison factor in the 150
nonfatal crashes was made.

Talk to old-time crop dusters like
Rocky Tavlor and they'll tell vou ol the
weird things dusters do that can’t be
explained  except by considering  the
cflects of poisons.

Th('r(' was  Arnold L. Murdock,  |r.
veteran duster who crashed inan open
ficld in California. Murdock lived. e
said he became nauseated in the air, his
vision blurred. his feet and hands numb
—classic symptoms ol poisoning. Yet the
doctor in the case said he was prob-
ably suffering rom fear ol chemical
poisoning.

Leon Wheeler, Texas crop duster, got
sick alter drinking one heer. Neohol and
petroleum distillate are about the only
things that will dissolve  chlorinated
hvdrocarbons. Wheeler went to his doctor
and was told o cut down on smoki

Why  would  Larl  Budder. veteran
Oklahoma «rop duster, keep on lving
alter his rudder hit a telephone wirer
Why would he serenely continue spread-
ing poison when his flagman was trying
frantically to wave him down? Te finally
hit the wire again and died.

Why did August R. Voight ol Texas
fly his planc at full throttle smack into
the ground?

They were happy drunk on poison.

The Health Service has at Tast decided
to send men in the ficld to work with
CAN men in checking the effects ol these
poisons on the men who handle them.
The findings will be interesting, espe-
cially since recently published reports of
California  (the only state making such
reports) - show  that  chemical  poisons
ficure in onc-lourth of all industrial
accidents and onessixth ol agricultural
accidents.

We have been ignoring cause here, A
flagman keels over and is hauled  off.
Later he dies—the real cause is never
listed.
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Yet, savs the Public Flealth Service, we
arce not in danger.

Dr. Robert F. Witter, assistant to Dr.
Havyes at the Savannah center, writes me
that, “T'here is no evidence that Chlor-
dane, Dicldrin, Endrin, or "Toxaphene is
present inour food in the same way that
DDT is lound.

“Many studies have shown that when
these compounds are Ted to animals all
ol the cldorinated hvdrocarbon inscct-
icides are stored, to some degree, in the
lat,

“There is no cevidenee lor the occur-
rence ol these compounds in the body fat
ol the general population: the reason is
that they do not occur in detectible
amounts in the food.”

We dump 140 million pounds ol DDT
avear on our land and it shows up in our

food. It cven penetrates the kernels of
corn and other grain. We dump an equal
amount ol poisons that act exactly the
same except that they are stronger. Yet
nonce shows up in our lood.

T'his doesn’t make sense,

Sure, it's more difhcult to detect these
poisons, since they are far stronger and
arc used in Jesser amounts. But they can
he detected--and they should be.

This defensive attitude  toward  the
poisons reached its most Tantastic peak
at aomass meeting at Bainbridge, Georgia,
in 1959, when some ol the farmers were
demanding pay for cattle that died alter
the land was spraved with Dieldrin and
Heptachlor in the fire-ant eradication
campaign,

“The USDA, which has outdone the
Public Tealth Scrvice in its dd ense of
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chemical poisons, was delending its fire-
ant program.

The land had been spraved in late
[all. In February, cattle began going wild,
showing symptoms similar to those ol
a man in an epileptic seizure and ol a
dog with rabics. Then they died.

Q. L.. Pointevint, a Georgia veterinar-
ian, sent brain samples to the Laboratory
at the Alabama Polytechnic Institute,
where analysis showed  Dieldrin and
Heptachlor in lethal amounts.

Dr. R. D. Radelefl, veterinarian ol the
USDA, said, “We cannot prove that the
animals did not die ol insecticide poison-
ing, but vcither can anvone prove that
they died [rom the insecticide. . . We
have had cases where we knew  the
animals died because we gave it to them.
But examination ol muscles showed iess
than 2 parts per million, and we could
not prove by analysis what Killed them.”

Il analysis can not prove death [rom
Dieldrin, then I would like to ask Dr.
Wayland Hayes this question: How can
you prove that the chlorinated hydro-
carbons are sale?

We are dealing here with a weird sub-
stance. It seems insane to keep plunging
deeper into this sea ol chemical poisons
without slowing down and studying the
situation more.

Fortunately, an occasional small crack
is beginning to appear in the Maginot
Line ol government indifference. I'n late
October the Food and Drug Ndministra-
tion issued an order—to come into lorce
within a month unless it was formally
protested—that - would  virtually Torbid
[urther use of Heptachlor. The Ad-
nministration  had  previously  allowed
small residues to remain on harvested
fruits, ctc., but the new order reduced
the residue tolerance to zero.

Mceanwhile, here is a fiine illustration
ol what we're doing:

John D. King opcrates a [ced store in
Lake Charles, Louisiana. John King is
diflerent [rom most people. He will say
what he thinks, c¢ven about his own
business.

“We're going poison crazy,” he says.

“I've got enough poison here to kill

nl |¥}in

all the people in New York City. And
vou can’t even find a skull and crossbones
on the stufl. Some ol it has ‘Poison’ on it.
usually in littde letters. Most ol it just
says, ‘Caution—use as directed.” And
maybe one person out of a hundred
reads the directions.

“In lact, they don’t even take the di-
rections home. They want poison scooped
out into a plain sack, so | scoop it out,
and sometimes get sick doing it. So help
me God, one woman pickled some cu-
cumbers in some ol the stuft. Il it hadn’t
smelled  [unny, she’d  probably  have
poisoned the ncighborhood.

“They take it out and spread it. And
I have to get a doctor’s prescription to
buy a Milltown.”

On the shelves of John King's store
were some containers of a chemical poi-
son called Aramite. Therc is quite a story
behind this poison.

For almost four years the Pure Food
and Drug Administration under the Pub-
lic Health Service permitted the manu-
[acturer to spread Aramite over the land,
with the understanding that the manu-
[acturer would make lurther studies ol
its possible harmlul cffects.

Those [urther studies finally showed
that  Aramite  in fantastically  small
amounts produced cancer in rats and
dogs, so its use as a pesticide on [ruits
and other l[oodstufts was banned.

But scven months alter that  John
King was oftering it for sale. He hadn't
even been notified that it was illegal.

Sure, we have a Pure Food and Drug
Administration. But about the only au-
thority the Administration has is to ban
interstate shipments ol some poisons and
seize food that's labeled wrong. It has
ncither the funds nor the personnel to
do a real job at probing into this business
ol poisoning our country.

Thc fact that these poisons are cither
downright lcethal or definitely suspect
has been known since DDT was released
to the public—even before. In 1949 and
again in 1953 Dr. M. S, Biskind spread
some ol the Tacts in medical journals,
He pointed out:
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Polio increased in Israel [rom 24 cases
a vear to 1000 cases alter the country
was blanketed with DDT.

A similar Fantastic increase took place
in thosc parts ol the Philippines hathed
in DDT by our troops, but not in the
islands wlnch weve untreaied.

Biopsies on 100 Anerican  soldiers
Killed in Korea showed that 78 percent
had heart trouble. The average age ol
these men was 221 years. Ol course we
bathed Korea with DDT.

The Surgeon General ol the Army
announced that 54.1 out of every thou-
sand servicemen in Korea had hepatitis,
and onc ol the first places the chlorinated
hydrocarbons settle in is the liver.

Years ago Dr. \. J. Lehman ol the
Food and Drug Administration wrote in
the New York Academy ol Medicine
journal, “DD'T" produces an excess ex-
citability ol the cardiac muscles so that
any coincident sympathetic stimulation

. .can result in ventricular Abrilation.”

In plain English—DDT sets you up
so that something else might very well
knock vou off.

And so we drilt deeper into this sca
ol chemical poisons.

What can we as individuals do about
it?

Wc can demand a Congressional inyes-
tigation ol the whole pesticide show. to
determine the extent of the threat and
the nature ol pressures applied by the
giant chemical industry. And those pres-
sures have been tremendous.

We can demand a thorough study of
all these chemical poisons by an  in-
dependent agency, possibly the National
Academy ol Science, with [unds supplied
by the government.

We can put pressure on the people
who sell the stuft, demanding that they
tell ws the truth and help protect us.

We can learn a little about pesticides
and refuse to buy those that are question-
able.

The demand for a Congressional
probe has been made, both in public
mectings and to some members ol Con-
gress. Among those demanding such a
probe is Dr. Cottam. “\s long as judge.
jury, and executioner are lumped i one
ageney,” he says, “it is not reasonable to
expect an impartial dedsion. And it is
unrcasonable  to expect any  lederal
ageney to investigate itsell.”

Well, there it is.

Anyone wanting to sec tangible prool
ol the eflects ol the most widespread
poisoning—the firc ant cradication waged
by the U.S. Department ol Agriculture
widely in the South in the last several
months—can go look lor himscll. The
nearest branch ol the National \udubon
Socicty can direct you. So can any county
agricultural agent.

As long as a year alter poisoning, you
will find the land green hut oddly dead.
You will find old carcasses ol animals
that have died with one subtle ditterence
[rom any other carcasses vou may have
seen—theve will be no masgots.

Nothing can live on this poisoned
land. And this is the stuff we are cating
and touching and spraying every day.

—Hart Stilwell
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Stag Hunt With Tito

[Contined from paye 43]

We had hors d’ocuvres, a clear soup
with a raw egg floating in cach dish, and
cold cuts ol which the most unusual was
a whole suckling pig sliced like a loal of
bread. The Vice President, Aleksander
Rankovic, sitting next to me, touched
my arm when the pig was served me and
pointed out a shoulder cut which proved
to be delicious. A\ row of wine bottles
stood like soldiers at attention down the
full length of the table. Tito and the
others kept our glasses brimming from
them.

Conversation was a little baflling at
times because only Tito and Leo Mates
spoke  English. The  others—the  Vice
President, General Zezelj, who was in
charge ol Tito’s bodyguard; his doctor,
Standjevic the press chief, and towering
Mirko Muzinic, the director ol our hunt-
ing arca—spoke mostly in Yugoslav. But
somchow 1t didn’t matter because of
something we had in common: every one
was a hunter and there were many
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stories they reminded Tito to tell us
about.

“Does a cabinet member have to be a
hunter:” Ralph asked.

“They are all hunters and they all
know guns from the days when we fought
together as partisans. Remarkable men,”
he said with a laraway look. T'hen,
pointing down the table, Fito began to
laugh. I may have to make that one pay
the double penalty—he missed his first
shot yesterday.”

‘The others howled; they knew what
this was about.

“What's the double penalty?”

Tito held up a finger. “First, the fine
for missing—38100. However, since he
killed with the second shot perhaps 1 can
forget the fine. In Yugoslavia,” he went
on seriously, “we fine for missing and we
fine severely for a wounded animal that
escapes.

Now Tito pretended to look stern. He
drew his finger across his throat, pointed
at the offender in mock anger and said,
“When one ol my men misses 1 throw
him out of my cabinet!”

That really broke them up.

We were still chuckling when we sat
down in a den with Tito. the Vice Presi-
dent and Leo Mates to drink slivovitz,
the pale-yellow plum brandy that ap-
pears magically at all happy occasions in
Yugoslavia.

Just then the young army captain who

MARCH 1960

is Tito’s aide came hurrying with a
folded dispatch which he handed to the
President, who glanced at it and re-
marked, “T'he Russians say they are
about to hit the moon with a rocket.”

\We Americans must have looked a bit
stunned. We'd been traveling where no
English is spoken and had been com-
pletely unaware of Lunik T1.

“When America and the Russians are
dividing up the moon,” Tito said with a
grin, “I hope they will leave me 300
hectares ol the best hunting grounds.”

“Would you prefer flat country or
something in  the mountains?”  Bob
Halmi asked.

“Flat country. I'm getting too old to
climb.”

Tito spoke rapidly to his aide in
Yugoslav, then turned to have a lew
words with the Vice President.

Lco Mates leaned toward us.

“T'he President just called for the new
Weatherby rifle and asked how young
Bobby  Fischer, the  American  chess
wizard, is making out at the competition
i Zagreb,” he said. “Most ol us are
chess  enthusiasts—look, there’s a game
going in the other room already.”

Later, mellowed by slivovitz, we lol-
lowed our host outside to look at a stag
he had shot that afternoon. It had been
placed on the lawn close by the hunting
lodge; a rangy, heavily-antlered animal
magnificent even in death.

“You will cach shoot once as good or
better tomorrow,” Tito said. “1 can
promise that.” And with a wave he dis-
appeared.

Presently we were walking under the
stars to our own lodge, 200 years old,
spacious and comlortable. An ancient
candelabra ol stag antlers and wrought
iron, converted now to clectricity, shone
down on a huge bowl ol [resh [ruit some-
once had placed on our table.

Two days belore, I'd left New York
by Pan Am jet. Now I felt as il I'd
somchow entered a past century.

“I'm drecaming,” 1 said. *“I'here never
was a hunting trip like this before.”

“Listen!” Ralph said. “What in the
world is that sound?”

Above the background ol night noises
came a sort ol muted bellowing Irom the
lorest. Could this be the Belje stags? |
lell asleep thinking: Tomorrow is going
1o be one hell of an exciting day. . ..

A cavalcade of jeeps awaited us next
morning in the near dark after breaklast.
Tito put on a heel-long loden cape over
his green cotton  hunting  clothes and
called Tor the Weatherby, He loaded it
with two cartridges, aimed at a knot on
a tree which I never did see, and fired. A
red tongue ol flame leaped from the
muzzle. He shot again. Apparently satis-
fied, he climbed nimbly into his jeep and
we ook ofl Tor the hunting grounds.

The parklike lorests ol Belje we drove
through arc historically famous. In the
year 1600 these forests were captured
Irom the Turks by Eugen von Savoy, an
Austrian general. He was honored by
having the lorests given to him, and he
made them his private hunting preserve,
Kings, archdukes. princes and aristocrats
ol many lands hunted here for centuries.
Now the arca is part ol Yugoslavia and
is available to all sportsmen.
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“He was a fine broth of a lad.”

Our quarry was the adult male of the
Luropean  red  deer—commonly  called
stag by the British (who hunt it in Scot-
land) . hivsch by the Germans, and jelen
by the Yugoslavs. ‘The animal is related
to our clk but is a little smaller, though
its antlers may be more spectacular be-
cause the tips, instead of culminating in
single points as is common with elk.
often have a cluster of points, called
crown points, at the uppermost antler
ends.

Like the elk, the stag is a challenger of
other males during the rut. Thestags fight
for the control of a harem which may
number a dozen or more: and wandering.
lustful stags announce their presence by
uttering deep, bellowing grunts.

In choice elk country you may hear as
many as half a dozen bulls, as the males
are called, challenging one another. Now
it suddenly struck me that the forest on
all sides was ringing with stag challenge
upon stag challenge. So numerous were
the sounds that they blurred; only the
closest were clear enough to distinguish
from the background of bellows, snorts
and raucous grunts that formed a chorus
not unlike that of a stockyard.

I nudged Ralph. “We're literally sur-
rounded by stags”” 1 said. “My God,
there must be hundreds!”

We became wildly excited. Surely in a
place so alive with lovelorn stags we'd
come across some incautious enough to
show themselves to us.

The jeeps came to a shallow river with
a scowlike ferry connected by pulleys to
a waist-high rope. Drivers leaped out,
hauled on the rope, and soon we were
across. Now the forest became thicker.
I'rees interlaced their tops over the dirt
road and added their gloom to the murky
dawn. It looked like a spooky scene from
Grimm’s Fairy Tales—a place that in-
vited an adventure.

Suddenly the cavalcade slowed, then
halted. We were at the edge of an open
glade. At the far edge a string of animals
moved like wraiths in the morning mist.
Deer! Al females! Tito jumped out,
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ritle in hand. He was to have the first
shot. Crouching a little so he could see
under some branches, the man who had
been  a celebrated  guerrilla  fighter
stepped [rom the road to the camouflage
of a bush while he searched for the stag
that was probably accompanying the
females.

T'ito moved quickly, casily. You could
sense he knew exactly what to do, and
that he would act coolly.

Then I caught a flash ol antlers. A stag.
slipping cautiously among the great old
trees, was following what must have been
his harem. I looked back to Tito. He put
up his binoculars to study the stag. No
doubt he wanted to be sure ol the
quality of its antlers before he shot.

Suddenly the stag began to run.

Something that T'ito had said the night
before popped into my mind. “In my
country we do not wish anyone luck,” he
had said. “One gets ahead by ability, not
luck. So we wish a hunter a good sight
at the game, nothing more.”

Tito presently got his good sight. "The
stag was perhaps 150 yards away when
the rifle went up smoothly, tracked the
animal  briefly,  then shot. The  stag
lurched but went on.

Heart shot, 1 thought.

Thirty yards further it fell. never to
regain its feet. All of us now set out
across the mucky ground, Tito in the
lead. At his approach the dying animal
raised its head in a last effort to rise and
for a moment Tito stared at the trans-
fixed stag. Then the head went down.

We crowded around to watch the ritual
that Europeans perform on such an
occasion. Muzinic the chief jaeger or
hunter broke off a sprig of green oak
leaves, smeared them with the stag’s
blood, took off his hat and laid the sprig
on it. He then tendered hat and sprig to
Tito, who stuck the sprig in his own
hatband.  They shook hands and
Muzinic spoke in rapid Yugoslav—ex-
pressing the hope, I gathered, that the
blood of this stag would insure a clean
kill of the next one.

Tito bent down and examined the
teeth ol the beast.

“Old stag, as 1 thought,” he said,
straightening. “It is well that I shot him.”

Heading back for the jeeps, Leo Mates
explained this last remark.

“After the war, when so much of our
game was killed oft for food, the Presi-
dent halted hunting until 1952 to allow
the herds to come back. And then, under
the supervision of our jaegers, cach in
charge of a small district, he directed that
only the unfit be shot: stags with mal-
formed antlers, small stags, and stags
that had passed their prime like the one
just killed.

“I'hat is one reason why the last four
record stags have come [rom this very
forest,” he finished proudly. “Tito him-
self has brought this herd to a remark-
able state of vitality.”

The general gave me a mighty clap on
the back in passing and shouted some-
thing.

“He says we are not even at the hunt-
ing grounds yet and look what has
happened,” Leo Mates interpreted.

And there was more to come.

Further along, the cavalcade stopped
again and Tito got oft a shot at a fast-
running boar. which promptly rolled
over and remained with all four feet in
the air.

B()l) Halmi sprinted forward to take a
closc-up of the boar, which was well over
100 yards from the road. As Bob pulled
up gasping, maybe 30 feet away, the pig
scrambled to its feet” and disappeared so
quickly Tito could not shoot again.

Tito roared.

“A\ bashful pig!” he shouted. “Doesn’t
want American photographers catching
him in such a position.”

Soon the forest became parklike again
and we drew up before a handsome two-
story chalet in a clearing. Four surreys
awaited us, cach drawn by two horses.

“For quictness,” Leo Mates explained
as Ralph and I scrambled into one of the
open vehicdles. “Also. the odor ol the
horses overrides our scent.”

Once more we set out. Presently we
stopped while Bob and 1 stole forward
with Tito to listen to the stags fighting,
described earlier. We went on. 1 noticed
that Tito was wearing American Bausch
& Lomb binoculars and now he used
them frequently to inspect various stags
glimpsed through the trees. The carly
sun made golden shafts in the mist.

No wordwas spoken. We sat entranced,
watching the forest unfold. The game
was warier now that there was full day-
light. But still we saw stags, though
usually at quite a distance. I noticed that
the grunting and bellowing of the stags
was now infrequent. It was going to be
a beautiful day.

An hour later we'd returned to the
chalet. Tito had not seen another stag
he wanted to shoot and for the next few
hours the game would be so deep in the
forest as to be impossible to hunt from
carriages. Tt was just as well; otherwise |
might have missed the most unusual in-
terlude T have ever known on a hunting
trip.

As our surreys approached, men were
carrying chairs and cushions to a long,
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cloth-covered table that had been set out
under a huge oak near the chalet. We
stood around for a while. getting the
kinks out of our legs and drinking
slivovitz or brandy. "Tito had an \meri-
can transistor pocket radio which he
tuncd in on some popular music.

A fire was built on a sandy spot nearby
and we strolled over to watch men spit a
vearling pig and a lamb on green poles
and start tur ning them.

“What do vou do with the stag meat:”

.lch(l L.co Mates.

“Freeze it We ship most ol it to Eng-
land at Christmastime.”

Now Tito decided to  shoot the
Weatherby at a target. None was at hand
so one was made on a sheet of white
paper. using a blue crayvon to mark the
bull’s-cye.

“Put it up at a hundred meters,” Tito
told  Mirko Muzinic, a  six-loot-seven
glant.

‘The man sct oft, pacing the distance.
T'ito chuckled. "'The big man had a huge
stride; it would be a long 100 meters.

T'ito made a comfortable shooting set-
up from a chair, a table and two big
cushions. "Taking his time, he fired a shot.
The scope cut him over the eyve in recoil-
ing. l'ito pressed a handkerchief to the
cut for a moment, then went on shooting
as calmly as hefore. “Good stag rifle,” he
saidd when the target was brought to him.

Wc went back to the table under the
trees. ‘The Vice President and the gen-
cral began a game ol chess. As the Vice
President reached lor a handkerchicl, 1
noticed that he was wearing a nickel-
plated revolver ina belt holster under
his coat and it struck me suddenly how
very casual the security measures were in
bhehall of Tito. Al of us hunters had
heen armed all morning. Our rifles were
propped against  the  oak  tree. with
ammunition handy or in our pockets. Yet
it anvone even so much as watched us, 1
was unaware of it.

Ralph and T and Mates and "T'ito got
to talking about hunting. It happened
I had been on a tger hunt in India
recently and while there had heard Tito
had made one too. | asked him about it.

“Too casy,” he said promptly. “When
the tiger came I didn’t want to shoot it
so 1 took his picture instead.”

Tito is a photography nut. He had a
black Nikon SP with which he took some
pictures of our doings. And he showed
us with considerable pride a recent ac-
quisition lor hunting photography—an
instrument called Cam-Binox: .\ 6-power
binocular which, as it focuses.  also
focuses  a telephoto  camera mounted
compactly above. Press a button and you
take a picture ol whatever you are look-
ing at through the bhinocular.

Ralph wanted to know what was the
most  exciting hunting Tito had cver
known. A faraway look came into the
President’s eyes. Here was a man who had
hunted in Alrica, India, the Near East
and who knows where else. Finally his
face lit up with a happy recollection.

“In Russian when 1owas a prisoner
after the first World War,” he said, “we
used to hunt wolves in the snow with
horses. | would chase once over the steppe
until 1 could almost touch it. And then

For flavor...for aroma...

For smoking
pleasure, no other
tobacco today equals
Model’s famous premium
burley mildness. For the
greatest buy in pipe or ‘“roll

your own’’ tobacco, better buy Model.

ONE OF THE FINE PRODUCTS OF UNITED STATES TOBACCO COMPANY

'MODE!

 SMoking ToRact
e : ;

GM d973
A GOLD MEDAL GIANT 50‘

The Critics Acclaim

DRIVEN

by Richard Gehman

“Driven is a thriller in depth by a
writer who keeps you on the edge of
your chair....So skillfully done that
the reader hardly realizes how deeply
he is becoming involved in the drama
—and fascinated by it. DRIVEN is a
taut, swift, suspenseful novel as full
of overtones as of action, set down
with the assurance of a born story-

»
teller. Saturday Review

“...a superior crime thriller.”

San Francisco Chronicle

“Touches of Steinbeck and Caldwetl
...tough and hard.” New York Mirror

“...a compelling and enthralling novel.”

Springfield, Mv., News and Leader

Gold Medal Books are available wherever paperback books are sold

Buy this Gold Medal Giant from your local news dealer. If your dealer is sold out,
send only 50¢ plus 5¢ for postage and wrapping to Gold Medal Books, Fawcett Pub-

lications, Greenwich, Conn. Please order by number. Canadian orders not accepted.




=" he made a down-sweeping gesture —
the kill.”

“What caliber weapon did you have?
Ralph asked.

“A five-kilo stick!” Tito said with a
grin. “When you caught up to the woll
vou had to brain it with a stick. Some
ol them were damned big wolves,” he
added reflectively.

Tito’s recollection ol his most danger-
ous hunting was cqually surprising.

“During my Mediterrancan tour this
summer,” he said, “l1 went crocodile
hunting in Ethiopia. It was at night, and
we used spotlights. T had to walk along
a slippery, muddy river bank. 'The water
below swarmed with crocodiles. 1 shot a
couple.”

The man who while ascending  the
steps ol Haile  Selassie’s  palace had
stopped to pat one ol the lions without
knowing whéth@it was tame or not, now
paused and shuddered. “H 1 had slipped
into that water—"

A jeep pulled up under the trees and
a Jaeger 1 had sceen carlier got out, mud
spattered, his clothing torn. He  had
tracked the boar for five kilometers
through a swamp, he told Tito, and it
showed no sign ol slowing because ol its
wound.

“Is it still bleeding?

“Yes.”

“T'hen keep alter it.”

‘The man hurried off.

“Boars are tough. But any wild thing
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deserves a clean death. 'm o sorry | shot
too low at that one.”

Tito took out a pack ol cigarettes and
fitted one into his holder, a gold-barreled
affair containing a chemical filter, and
with an ivory mouthpicce. He smoked
Irequently: I'd guess he's a two-pack-a-
day man.

L.co Mates said, “Did the President
cver tell you how he shot his record
boar?”

“Ah, I was lucky that day. They might
have come for me. It was winter and |
was walking along a game trail in deep
snow. 1 came around a turn and saw a
huge boar lacing me, with others behind.
I shot him. Then the next and the next.
Finallyv I shot a lourth boar. At this the
others—there were ten, 1 think—turned
and broke away through the snow.

“lI have the big one mounted in my
housc at Belgrade. 'Trug photographed it
in my trophy room and published it,”
Tito said happily. (True for 1959—LEd.)

Tito got up and strolled over to the
fire. The pig and the lamb were brown-
ing by now and a delicious aroma had
begun to drilt toward the oak tree. Tito
took out a knile, cut himsell a willow
switch about five feet long and impaled
a picce ol bread onit. Then he got down
on his haunches and, instead ol toasting
the bread as 1 thought he would, he held
it under the spitted pig, passing it back
and lorth to catch the drippings.

When the bread was just right Tito
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strolled back, munching it, to watch the
chess piayers. Mecanwhile, Leo Mates had
produced a .22 rille for some Tun shoot-
ing. I taped several spent flash bulbs to a
trece and we took turns shooting. This
broke up the chess. All ol Tito’s cabinet
members shot well, 1T noticed.

Just then the aide came hurrying with
a dispatch case and handed a sheal of
pink sheets to the general and to Tito,
who wrned and walked to the chalet
with his.

Not long afterward Bob Halmi re-
turned to camp in a surrey. He had gone
out to try lor closc-up pictures ol stags
and had taken a rifle along just in case.
He had a stag! Or rather the head ol a
stag with him in the carriage.

Tito leaned out of an upper window
and shouted down, “You’ll never make
the papers with news ol your kill! 'The
Russians hit the moon last night and
have all the headlines.”

Bob shouted something back in Ger-
man, a language he and Tito were most
fluent in, and Tito laughed and dis-
appeared. Everyone gathered around to
admire the trophy.

A silver-medal stag, 1 would guess,”
said Leo Mates. “About 191 points, c¢h,
Muzinic?”

“Yes, close to that.”

‘T'ihomir Standjevic, Tito’s press chiel,
urged Mates to explain the point system
to us. We learned that every stag head
must be oflicially evaluated under the
Luropcean  system, a record  made—ol
which the hunter gets a copy,, bound in
leather and about the size ol a passport—
and, il the stag is ol real trophy quality
he may enter it at the next International
Exhibition in Germany. Stags scoring
Irom 190 points to 209 qualily lor a silver
medal, and all stags ol 210 points or over
win gold medals. "The present record s
248.5 points.

The scoring is  quite  complicated,
compared to the American system. Fach
head is qudged on 16 different counts.
‘The usual length ol beams and points
and diameters ol these are considered. In
addition. the anters are immersed in
water so that their exact cubic volume
can be measured. Such considerations as
color, roughness ol the antlers, how well
they are pointed, how many crown points
are present, and other lactors are judged.

“In the end, we arrive at a precise
evaluation ol the trophy,” l.co Mates
explained, “including what the trophy
is worth in money.”

“In money?” Ralph said.

“Yes, didn’t you know? In Yugoslavia
there is no license lee and the charge lor
lodgings and a jecger runs to only SI5
a day. But we also charge a fee for the
trophy, based on its score. The [ee starts
at around S1,800 lor a so-so stag."”

“What's mine worth?” Bob asked.

“Around $2,800. 1 would say. But a
record stag would cost in the neighbor-
hood ol $4,500.”

“And il you iniss?”

“Only S100 is charged.”

“But il you

wound a stag  which
escapes?”

“Then you are liable Tor the trophy
fee anyway. You will find that our
jacgers can judge a live stag to within
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two or three points, so their word s
always taken in these matters.”

We chewed this over and decided it
was pretty  sporting. Because  of - the
penalty for wounding, the game is un-
likely to he shot at unless it offers a good
chance for a clean kill. As to the cost—
well, there is a lot of hunting in Alaska
that is more expensive when you start
paving 5200 a day for a Hy-in hunt.

While this discussion was in progress,
two chairs were placed on the Tawn and
the stag head leaned against them. Now
Halmi's jaeger approached swishing a
fresh-cut limber stick about the length
and diameter of a golf-club shatt. T'he
hark had heen cut away in two places—
the lower so that Halmi’s name could
he imscribed in ink, and the upper to
hear the place and date: Belje, Septem-
bher 14, 1959,

Halmi was led to the chairs and made
to bend over so that his head and
shoulders were between the antlers. 'This
left his bottom exposed and vulnerable.
With evident relish, the jaeger whacked
Bob three times with the stick, pro-
nouncing the words of the riwal in
Yugoslav at cach blow.

“You ar¢ now an
hunter,” Tito said,

accredited  stag,
congratulating him.

“If Pete Barrett shoots a stag this
alternoon, can 1 initiate him?”  Bob

wanted to know.
“Absolutely!”

Wc sat down to lunch. A delicious
lunch that put to shame any other hunt-
ing lunch I ever had. By now, thanks to
the alchemy of hunting, we had begun to
regard these people as friends. T have had
the same sudden welling of feeling for
guides in far places on other hunts—once
day you go out with a complete stranger:
by cvening or perhaps the next day a
hond has sprung out of nowhere.

So we sat with our friends under the
oak tree, ate roast pig and lamb and
relived the excitement of the morning.
This was a lazy, casy time ol day—a time
tor an extra cup of coftee, a time to smoke
a pipe cear down to the bottom and
then knock it clean and start all over.

“The best time of day for stag hunt-
ing is coming,” T'ito said. *“T'hey all come
out by cvening. You will never forget
it—the parade of stags. I will go with Bob.
I am sending Peter and Ralph into fresh
arcas. cach by himselt. We will mecet for
supper at the hunting lodge.”

‘The alternoon proved quite fantastic.
I ook a jeep and a driver and went
almost back o the lodge belore  we
stopped to pick up my jaeger. 1 could not
pronounce his name. None ol us in the
jeep could communicate by so much as
a single understandable word. Yet we got
along fime. Hunting is a universal lan-
guage: at least the pantomime of hunting
is universal.

When we got into the new hunting
arca, I made them stop the jeep and 1 got
out. I picked up a stick and in the dust
of the road drew a stag. ‘Then beside it—
with an arrow pointing to the antlers—I
wrote the figure 200. 1T wanted a good
stag. 'The jaeger got the point instantly
and we went on.

At first we could hear stags but not sce
them. We stopped frequently while my

MARCH 1960

Nothing Eilse Like It!
Traveler’'s New Rocket

Terrific pick-up ... “on the rails” maneu-
verability . . . beautiful lines . . . deluxe
finishes . . . make this new Arkansas Trav-
eler Rocket the prize of the waterways.
Fourteen feet of fine performance. Ideal
for skiing. Seaworthiness and stability from
a full 62-inch beam. Roomy and comfort-
able. Coast Guard approved life preserver
seat cushions. Smooth, self-bailing motor

YOU GET MORE WITH
ARKANSAS TRAVELER

well covers gas tank and batterv. All fiber
glass construction with safe flotation. Auto-
mated, high-volume production in Arkansas
Traveler’s modern plants makes possible
the Rocket’s high quality with low price.

FREE! Write today for full-color catalog with
specifications on the exciting new 1960 models
—both fiber glass and aluminum.

hbrresad——  \
TRAVELER

’III'/I .

ARKANSAS TRAVELER BOATS, 2061 E. 14th St Little Rock, Arkansas. Plants also at: Adams,
Wisconsin; Amsterdam, New York. In Canada: Traveler Még. Co., Ltd., Peterborough, Ontario.

:- NOBODY UN DERSELLS KLEIN'S '

MITCHELL & H-1 OIITFIT

World's Finest Quality ! Complete 846.75 value (Jtrut
Model 300K Kit with 1960 Mitchell 300 Spinning I
extra spool, plenty of line, lures ntial spinning
accessories and a quality tackle lm Horrocks-
Ibbotson Imperial custom built 1960 Model Reg-
ass Spinning Rod.
00 down. 81.41 aweek for only 22 weels.
Certified $74.25 Mfr's List, KLEIN'S CASH PRICE,
s all for only $29.95 Plus $1.00 p.p.

3 100 page
ishing, Gioll &
talog 18 sent
ur sent for 250
=1 on firat order.)
1 ORDER EY MAIL-100 : MONEY BACH GUARANTEE from

K S, Dept. T-3, 227 W. Washingten, Chicage &, 111,
B o o o o o -

JOE LANE (Revenue Brig) '
A real collector’'s piece. 21" long, fully shaped
haped parts, tapered masts, all fittings,
detailed “'step by step” instructions, $16 ppd.
HENTIC WAR OF 1812
ONE POUNDER

Build it in one night. Brass barrel,

finished brass parts, wood part
shape, complete instructions, "

$4.50 ppd.
SEND 10c FOR CATALDG, a treasury
of ship model information with 22 ships
and 4 guns — all are collector's items.
MARINE MODEL CO., INC.
Dept. 890 Halesite, Long Island, N.Y.

models.

In Canada:

Akron, Ohio

More than ever in 1960, you'll enjoy the ultimate in trailer sailoring
with a famous Tee-Nee. With 13 new models to choose from, you'll
find a Tee-Nee best fits your boat hull, best carries the weight of your
boating rig. Countless design refinements are incorporated in 1960
These, plus Tee-Nee's years-ahead styling, add up to the
finest boat trailers ever built. At better marine dealers everywhere.

WRITE DEPT. T FOR LITERATURE

TEE-NEE TRAILER CO.
215 E. INDIANOLA AVE., YOUNGSTOWN, OHIO

Canasco Products Ltd.,
Ontario, Canada. Export Dept.: Equipment International, Everett Bldg.,

121 Howden Rd., Scarborough,

83



hunter listened  to  various animals
sounding off. He secemed to know [rom
the tone whether a stag was worth while
or not.

Once we made a long stalk to an
extremely vocal stag that brought us to
the edge of a river bank. We parted the
bushes  cautiously and looked across.
There stood a fine stag about 100 yards
away on the far bank. As I watched he
threw his antlers back, dropped his jaw
and let out a bellow. Another stag
answered from my side of the river.

My jaeger shook his head and wrote
195 in the dirt. Just the same, we stayed
and watched that stag for about 10 min-
utes in pure fascination. He bellowed
six times, looking quite casual about it,
before he wandered away among the
trees.

Back in the jeep we hegan to glimpse
stags at distances of 400 to 600 yards.
The sun was at the level ol the treetops
now but it was still pleasant enough to
2o about in shirtsleeves. But bhecause the
sun was so low it cast long black shadows
and this made it tough, for the stags were
always in thosce shadows.

Suddenly my jaeger spoke sharply and
the jeep slowed. 1 glimpsed a stag run-
ning hard into the forest about 500 yards
away. The hunter looked quite excited.
We got out and he indicated 1 should
load my rifle, a .30-06 Winchester Model
70. Now we began a long, carcful stalk.

For quite a while we squished along
the bottom of a muddy stream bed which
took us safely across a large open
meadow. 1 figured we were making a
wide semicircle so as to approach the
stag from well on his downwind side.
Finally we crawled out of the stream, cut
through a small wood and flopped down
in some long grass. The jaeger pointed
at his watch and indicated we would
wait half an hour.

Presently a stag called from nearby.
The jaeger held his nose; that must have
heen a boy stag. Then another called and

the jaeger dismissed it with a jeering
look. Ten minutes later, a third stag
sounded olt. The jeaeger showed his
opinion of it by sticking his tongue out.

In the next few minutes all the stags
opened up and the jacger identified cach
by his original pantomimes. The sight of
a guy with whom I couldn’t speak hold-
ing his nose. jeering and sticking his
tonguc out struck me as comical and 1
had a fit of silent laughter. My [riend
became infected and we lay there sob-
tears

bing till our ribs ached and

streamed down our laces.

Then another stag called, a stag that
sobered my friend instantly. He looked
quickly at his watch. T lit my pipe and

we watched the drift of the wind.

Ten minutes later we got up without
a sound and began to creep forward
through the cover. The deeper-voiced
stag had called three times [rom the same
and il he was the one that had
dashed into the woods carlier, perhaps
we'd [ind him before he became aware

arca

ol us.

The jaeger was a master stalker. Every-
thing he did was right. In a few minutes
we were kneeling at the edge of a little
glade with the breeze in our laces. Some-
where nearby my stag should be strolling

unconcerned.

The bellow came again, quite loud.
and
still.  He
sncaked forward 20 yards and peered
around the edge of a huge willow. I saw
Slowly he put up his
binoculars and stared through them.
Then he turned around and hid behind

Cautiously  the Jaeger got up
motioned to me to remain

stiffen.

him

the tree. He beckoned to me.

As I came up he was one huge grin.
He drew the number 203 in the air and
moved aside so 1 could peek past the
trunk. What 1 saw electrified me. A great
stag stood at the edge of a wood so that
only his front legs and neck showed. He
looked as if he were about to step back

mto the cover.
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I cased the rifle up and looked at his
antlers through the scope. He was about
100 yards away but through the scope 1
could make out five crown points on the
ncarest antler. The rack scemed well
formed with shiny ivory tips on the
dark tines.

There is nothing deadlier than a neck
shot il you have the time to decide just
where to shoot to break the spine. Trying
not to hurry, I found a good comlortable
rest for the rifle so that the fore-end was
cradled in the web between thumb and
forefinger ol the hand against the tree.

Then, ever so carefully, 1 shot. The
stag [ell with a crash. He was mine!

We broke our long silence then. As we
ran toward the beast I shouted in English,
some French and a little terrible Ger-
man. One word got through: kaput. The
Jaeger’s happy Yugoslav congratulations
halted and he said, " Ja. kaput.”

After we'd calmed down a little and
I'd counted up the antler’s points (15) .
we went through the sprig-in-the-blood
bit. 1 helped him dress out the carcass
and we propped it open to help it cool
quickly. Then we headed for the jeep.
A wagon would come later for the stag.

Now 1 saw what Tito meant by the
phrase “parade of stags.”” \s we drove
home through the darkening forest 1
must have seen about 20. Some, as the
light grew dim, were in open lields with
their harems. I could still hear them
bellowing as we pulled up at the lodge
in the dark.

Inside they were ready for first-stag
ceremonies. Halmi's antlers, with  the
skull boiled clean and sawn off just below
the eye sockets in the European lashion,
had Dbeen attached to a plaque and
propped against two chairs. 1 took my
initiation and so did Ralph.

“I missed the first two shots,” he told
Tito. Ralph had used a borrowed rifle
that he’d had no chance to shoot at a
target. ““I felt they were high, so I held
way low and got him through the heart.”

“Did the stag run?”

“No, he stood still at about 130 yards
for the two shots I missed, but was run-
ning full tilt when I got him with the
third shot.”

Tito smiled. ““T'he stag knew what to
do. He ran into your bullet. All our
game is taught to co-operate with visit-
ing hunters.”

They brought them in and scored
them while we had supper. Ralph’s went
198.5 and mine 204.86. Soon we'd per-
sonally be stuffing this precious cargo in
the hold of a Pan Am jet in Paris.

Finally it was time to go. The brother
ol the Shah of Iran was coming in the
next morning and we had plans for other
hunting in Yugoslavia. We said our
good-bys. Tito came to the door.

“lI wish you all,” he said with great
sincerity, “a good sight at the game.”

—Peter Barrett

ATTENTION HUNTERS!

For complete information on making a
hunt in Yugoslavia this fall—everything
you'll want to know from airline informa-
tion to where to go for stags, wild boar,
bears, chamois and roebuck-—write to
Travel Editor, TRUE Magazine, 67 West
44 Street, New York.



Twisted Trackdown of the
Train Robbers

[Continieed from page 46)

Fahy said, with a trace of awe. “Sixty-
four registered-mail sacks of cash, jewehy
and negotiable securities to the tune ol
somewhere between two and three mil-
lion dollars.”

The chiel inspector sucked in sharply.
T'wo million dollars is considerable cab-
hage at any time. In 1924 it was a verita-
ble fortune. Even when accurate ac-
counting was later to scale the loss down
to S1.904,086, it was still staggering.

Simmons. a large. balding. bheak-nosed
man who had grown grav in the service of
guarding the mails, recovered instantly.
His square jaw set hard and his cves
turned finty. He began bharking ques-
tions and scribbling notes while Fahy
gave him a concise rundown ol the un-
pleasant details so far known,

No. 57 had left Chicago 10 minutes
late, pulling one mail and 10 express
cars, but no passenger coaches.  Qnce
clear ol the city, Engineer Stephen Waite
opened his throttle to make up time while
Fireman E. J. Dibble spat on his hands
and kept the coal crashing steadily into
the roaring firehox. In the third car back,
I8 railway mail cierks worked furiously
at their long table, sorting valuable reg-
istered mail for Nlilwaukee, the Twin
Cities and west. Much ol this was cur-
rency for various Federal Reserve hanks.

At 9:30 the train was  barrelling
through the night at 65, nearing Rond-
out Crossing. when two hard-faced men,
neither masked, came clambering down
over the tender into the locomotive cab.
One covered Fireman Dibble with a shot-
gun. The other rammed a pistol into the
back ol Engincer Waite and bellowed
ordersover the cannonade of the exhaust.

“Do as vou're told and vou won’t get
hurt. Start putting on vour brakes right
now. then blink vour headlight  three
times.”

Waite numbly followed instructions
and saw an answering {lash far down the
track. The pistol massaged  his spine.
“Bring it 1o a stop just past that light,
buster,” the pistol-pusher directed, “and
don’t try anvthing cute.”

No. 57 sereeched te astop blocking the
Buckley Road crossing. In the briel flash
ol the headlight Waite glimpsed  cars
parked along  the road and  several
shadowy figures with rifles and shotguns
running toward the train. He thought
there were at least 200 in the gang, while
othes

tainmen afterward estimated the
number at 10 or 12,

Wiite and Dibble were herded down
out ol their cab, to stand with hands up
and faces to the train. In o moment they
were joined by the brakeman, the flag-
man and Conductor Sweeney, who had
come running up from the fast car to in-
vestigate the unscheduled halt. While
one bandit covered the five with his rifle,
the rest converged without hesitation on
the unmarked mail car.

Chicef Postal Clerk Phillips foolishly
started to open the car door to see what
was wrong. He glimpsed the bandits just

in time o vell, “Holdup? and slam the
door. The clerks flipped off the lights and
threw themselves (lat on the floor, ach-
ingly conscious that the thin wooden
walls of the car would oftfer no harrier o
lead slugs. Sull, when the bhandit leader
velled for them to open up, no one
stirred.

As il this had heen anticipated, the
leader raised his gun and shot out the
glass pance in the upper part of the door.
A companion tossed a glass [ruit jar
through the opening. It shattered in-
side and the acrid Tumes ol formalde-
hyde spread out. 'The Ieader nodded with

grim satistaction. “Now they'll  come
out,” he velled.
Almost  immediately  the  door  was

clawed open and 18 retching, weeping
clerks tumbled out to join the other
prisoners. After a leisurely wait for the
night wind to clear the car of fumes, the
head of the gang and one ol his men
climbed in.

The Teader shorty reappeared in the
door. “Whichever one of you monkeys is
Phillips, come up here and point out
the money sacks. And don’t forget the
once for Roundup, Montana.”

Phi]lips could only gulp and obey.
then watch the pair begin throwing the
sacks out for the rest of the gang to lug
ofl to the parked cars,

The last bag had just gone out the
door and the two in the car dropped o
the ground when there was an un-
expected hitch in the otherwise flawless
operation. From the darkness a startled
voice velped, “Somebody's coming.”

The gang leader swung around and
pecred toward  the engine, where a
shadowy fligure could be seen stumbling
along beside the tracks. For the first time
the bandit’s nerveless calm broke. He
velled, “Who s itz” and then blasted
loase with his pistol sea eral times without
waiting for an answer.

As his trget Tell heavily, two ol the
gang ran toward it. One of them bent
down ftor a look and immediately
screeched, “Keeerist, vou shot Willie.™

“Dammit!™ the leader hawled. “What
the hell was he doing there? Get him o
a car.”

‘The two lugged the fallen man away
while their pals grabbed the remaining
mail sacks. With a final warning o the
train crew, the gang ran to their cars
and roared oft into the night

Automatically. as though  he  were
checking how much time he had lost,
Engincer Waite looked at his watch. 1t
was 10:05. The entire holdup, rom the
first appearance ol the two hoods in
his cab, had taken exactly 35 minutes.

“And that’s how it stands now, Chiel,”
Fahy concluded his recital over the
phone to Simmons. “1 happened to be
working late at the office when the call
came in,so I drove right up to Rondout.”
He added disgustedly that hy now the
scene was swarming with a citizens’ possce,
the local Lake County law, railroad inves-
tgators, and a squad of Chicago detec-
tives under Capt. Will Shoemaker.,

Simmons swore. “Don’t let that herd
get under your fecet. This is our show
and you're running it, Bill. What do vou
have so lar:”

. No obligation of course.
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“Do you always stand up when a lady leaves the table?”

“I'here were eight or ten men on the
robbery, but only three showed their
faces out of the dark. The train crew
may be able to spot those in the mug
files tomorrow. Then Shoemaker found
two gas masks, a bottle of nitro and a .44
with the numbers filed oft in a ditch by
the track. He thinks it might have been
a mob of sorehead war vets trying to col-
lect their bonus the easy way.”

“No,” Simmons said {latly. “This was
a pro job all the way. Worse, it was
obviously an inside job. Someone right
in the Post Ofhice Department had to
tell them about the currency, which car
it was in. and the name of the chief
clerk.”

“l figured that,” Fahy agreed, “but
I’'m glad you were the one to say it. The
only place those two apes could have
stowed away on the tender was right in
the Chicago yards. and 1 want to know
where our guards were while they werce
doing it.”

“Drop everything else and stay on
this,” Simmons barked. “I'll catch the
next train out.”

On his way west, Simmons snatched
the latest papers at every train stop and
was not gladdened by the developing
news. Editors pointed out the growing
incidence of mail robberies and added
uncomplimentary remarks about the de-
partment. In the White House, Silent
Cal Coolidge opencd his mouth long
enough to order out the Marines to guard
the mails. The Marines had been given
this job once before and hastily pulled
oft it when they began to shoot up in-
nocent citizens as well as more legitimate
targets. Their restoration to duty now
was hardly a vote of confidence in Sim-
mons and his men.

The chief was pleased but hardly
flattered to read, too, that the Post Office
was suddenly calling for bids on 3,000
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armored mail cars, a move he had long
advocated. Being able to say “I told you
50" was small compensation for the hell
he would catch until the case was solved.

He noted gloomily that of the total
loot, only $50,000 was in bonds whose
serial numbers had been listed. The num-
bers were being flashed to banks and
brokerage houses, but this was a mere
drop in the plunder bucket. Anyway, it
was extremely unlikely that a mob so
shrewd would risk being caught with
tattletale paper in their hot little hands.

At Cleveland, a late Chicago Herald-
Examiner handed him a new jolt. Bill
Fahy had leaked to a reporter that it
was considered an inside job. Simmons
was appalled at thus forewarning the
guilty party, but he consoled himself that
Fahy, a veteran of 20 years in the service,
knew what he was doing. "The chief was
less comforted by the obvious fact that
someonc was a traitor. Simmons held a
stubborn faith in the integrity of every
postal employe and the knowledge that
someone had betrayed that trust was a
personal wound.

The hands of an old-fashioned wall
clock were closing on midnight when
Simmons, his cigar jutting out at a bel-
ligerent angle, charged into the depart-
ment offices in Chicago’s old Federal
Building. In a few minutes he was in
Inspector Fahy's private cubbyhole.

The star sleuth greeted him warmly.
Fahy was black Irish, a slightly built man
of 40 whose thin, boyish face made him
look considerably younger. In the four
years since he had been transferred to
Chicago from the East, Bill Fahy had
become something of a legend by crack-
ing the toughest cases.

Although he had found it increasingly
hard to fit his postal pay of 83,500 a
vear to the nceds of a wife and two
growing sons, Bill was known as Old

Incorruptible. Not long since, he had
delighted Chicago by pinning @ mail-
robbery rap on Big Tim Murphy, a sup-
posedly invulnerable politician, after
spitting in Big Tim's face when Murphy
oftered him a $100,000 bribe.

Bill had another nickname the depart-
ment chose to overlook in the light of
his fine record. Associates called him
Lothario Fahy in tribute to his skill in
romancing information from a remark-
able host of shady ladies. Bill insisted
these  extramarital  attachments  were
strictly in line of duty, even when con-
tinued long after a case was closed. At
the moment, as far as Simmons was con-
cerned, Bill Fahy could maintain a harem
if it would nail the Rondout hoods and
get back the missing dough.

Now Simmons straddled a chair and
shoved back his hat. “Let’s have it, Bill.
What have we got so far and what are
we doing?”

Fahy brought him up to date. The gas
masks, gun and bottle of nitro had led
nowhere. There were no finger prints.
and no way was then known to restore
filed-off gun numbers. The Chicago cops
had been grilling suspects, including
such top hoods as Dion O’Bannion and
Hymie Weiss, but all had alibis. Now
Captain  Shoemaker was concentrating
his men on a hunt for anyonc in the
area with unexplained bullet holes in
his carcass. Even this was a slim hope,
Fahy admitted. A plugged thug could
have acquired his perforations in a flarc-
up of the bootleggers’ war that had raged
in Chicago since the advent of Andrew
Volstead’s noble goof.

“The latest,” Fahy said, “was a phone
call from the Joliet police. They found
one of the get-away cars in a ditch out-
side town with 63 of the missing mail
sacks full of discarded letters, the $50.000
in traceable bonds, and all the jewelry.
The gang didn't keep anything that
could be identified.”

“They didn’t have to,” Simmons com-
mented grimly. “Which way was the car
headed?”

F;lhy shot him a look of startled ad-
miration. ““Toward Chicago. 1 get your
point, Chief. It means they swung wide
around the city to dodge any possible
roadblocks and came in from the south.
If they're here, we'll nail them even-
tually.”

On this thin note of optimism Sim-
mons went to grabsome slecp. First, how-
cver, he telegraphed for six of the de-
partment’s top eastern inspectors to join
him in Chicago. There was at least some
comfort in reflecting that his best men
would be on the case aiding Fahy. The
Rondout job was in formidable hands.

In the morning Fahy, customarily a
lone wolf, went oft to continuc his dig-
ging. Simmons, resignedly fending off
reporters, prepared to grill the train
crew and check out a flood of screwball
tips. Someone saw a strange airplane in
a pasture near Rondout. Someone else
saw a motorboat landing men near High-
land Park. A Lake County farmer paid
off his mortgage in new bills.

None of these panned out anything,
nor could the train crew identify any
known criminals from the mug shots. By



nightfall the harried chief was about
rcady to pop his cork when suddenly
the case broke wide open.

On a stoolie’s word that someone at
53 North Washtenaw Avenue was being
treated for gunshot wounds, Captain
Shoemaker led a raid that netted some
interesting fish. The owner of the house
was one Walter McComb, known as a
beer-runner and sometime operator of
hideouts for hot hoods. With him was a
brassy blonde, whom he introduced as
his wife—a courtesy title. A second man
gave his name as John Wade and yelped
wrathfully to know since when was it
a crime to visit friends.

In a bedroom lay a pallid, bushy-
haired character leaking blood from five
bullet holes. Feebly he identified himself
as ]. Wayne from Oklahoma, and he
blamed his wounds first on a jealous girl
friend, then on rival bootleggers. Shoe-
maker’s normal skepticism hit a new high
when he cased Wayne’s pockets and
came up with two brand-new Federal
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At this point Wayne fainted and the
others clammed up except to scream for
lawyers. Shocemaker disgustedly sum-
moned an ambulance and a paddy wagon
and left a call for Fahy to come down to
headquarters and play Twenty Questions
with his catch. Then, on the oft chance
that other birds might visit the Wash-
tenaw nest, he left a police stakeout in
the darkened front room.

This foresight paid ofl twice during
the night. The first catch was a pros-
perous-looking citizen who gave his name
as James Mahoney and belligerently de-
manded his rights. He was sent down to
get them from Fahy. The second visitor
claimed to be an honest bootlegger
named Watson, but he turned noticeably
pale when a newsboy passed just then
yelling, “EXTRY! Mail robbery suspects
nabbed!”

A dick noted this reaction and tried a
fast bluff. “Sure, we got your pals, and
they've spilled everything. They even
tipped us oft to wait around for you to
show up.”

“The dirty rats,” Watson howled.
“Okay, so I was in on the Rondout heist.
too. But give me a break, boys. Ny wife
has $20,000 in a safe-deposit box. It’s all
yours if you'll let me blow town.”

The cops pretended to play along and
presently showed up at headquarters
with their indignant dupe, his wife and

20 Gs in crisp new $500 and 51,000 bills.
“You’ll like this one,” the dicks told
Fahy and Shoemaker. “He sings.”

By the time Simmons arrived, their
prize was warbling like a canary full of
spiked birdseed, and the air was blue
with recriminations and denials. “Wat-
son” gave his real name as Willis Newton
of Texas, and he identified “John Wade”
as his brother Joe and the perforated
thug as a third brother, Willie. ““Ma-
honey” he fingered as Jim Murray, a
local politician and partner in a
$10,000,000 bootlegging syndicate.

Murray, Willis said, had pulled the
Rondout caper with the aid of the New-
tons and two St. Louis hoods from the
Egan’s Rats mob, Sam Grant and Blackie
Wilcox. In the ruckus over the accidental
shooting of Willie, the two aptly named
Rats had eloped with the loot. Walt
McComb and his rcady-made wife had
had no connection beyond rendering aid
and comfort to Willie in his hour of pain.

With everybody screaming denials,
Simmons brought the train crew in for
a look. They promptly identified Willis
and Joe Newton but were unsure of
Murray. The suspects were slapped into
the can with the usual police plants in
adjoining cells, and Fahy signed formal
charges. Then he and Simmons retired
to add up the score.

It was nowhere near as impressive as
it looked. Willis told a nice story, but
any shyster could knock hell out of it
in court and the identifications were
useful only to back up stronger evidence.
The loot was still missing, and there was
no way to identify the seized bills as part
of the Rondout currency. As a matter of
fact, Willis” wife immediately proved she
had banked the 20 grand before the
robbery, so she got it back with her own
freedom.

“Nuts,” Simmons raged, shredding his
cigar. ““T'he more we get, the less we have
on this blasted case, and we're still no
closer to the rat inside the department
who blueprinted it.” :

“l know,” Fahy agreed gloomily.
“We're sweating everybody from the
yard guards on up, but nobody’s cracked
yet. Say, Chief, if you don’t mind, I've
got a sort of lunch date.”

“Go ahead,” Simmons said. “You
haven’t been off this case since it broke.”

Fahy returned in midafternoon, walk-
ing with exaggerated care and exuding
an aroma of speakeasy Scotch. “Okay,
chief,” he said with large amiability, “so
I drank my lunch. All I can say is, |
haven’t slept for 48 hours and I'm
pooped. Besides, 1 was working a lead
that might ” He broke off, now
serious. “Skip it. You know I prefer to
keep my mouth shut until I've got every-
thing tied up tight.”

“Play it your own way, Bill,” Simmons
said. “It's been good enough to crack
some tough jobs.”

Time passed, and the thin case grew
thinner. So did Simmons, who had
everybody from the newspapers to Post-
master General Harry New on his neck.
The whole Post Office Department was
getting edgy from being probed and
shadowed. Politician Murray got himself
sprung on $50,000 bail, and only an im-
passioned legal battle kept the Newtons

.

By Paul Larson,
President of Larson Boat Works, Inc.

Perhaps you are one of the many new
boating families who will be exploring the
world of water for the first time next sum-
mer. Overnight cruising is one of boating’s
biggest pleasures.

One family, the “Cruising Crawfords" of
Lake of the Ozarks, Missouri, covered 3
world’s record 8700 miles this summer in
a Larson All-American. They completely
gitniled the Eastern half of the United

ates.
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Todd and Mrs. Crawford and their
daughter Sue say, “Our Larson was out-
standing. It took terrific punishment in
rough seas, over sand bars, and the steady
strain of long daily runs. We know that
for a combination of seaworthiness, smooth-
ness and safety—the Larson All-American
which we bought is the best.”

‘The Crawfords tied up at marinas along
the way for overnight. Many families, how-
ever, spend their nights sleeping on board.
For this, they find that the flat inner floor
which is a feature of every Larson run-
about and cruiser, is a big comfort. Also,
Larson has a sealed double bottom.

Another standard fea-
ture on all but two of our
major models this year
is the convertible top,
weather windows and
stern cover. If you plan
any sleeping out, a top is
a must, of course.

If you like to pull up on shcre for camp-
ing, you'll especially appreciate a Larson
boat’s big motor well. With the boat on an
angle up the beach, waves coming in over
the transom aren’t as apt to fill your boat.
Some families go to the trouble of pulling
their boats up stern first for overnight
shore camping, but this is rugged work.
Larson motor wells are extra spacious for
stowing gear, too. In fact, Larson boats are
outstanding for storage room.

So far we've talked mainly about the
advantages of a Larson boat at night or at
anchor. But it’s in the daytime, while
you’re cruising along, that you'll get the
most pleasure out of your Larson.

Notice how the lapline hull smoothes
out those waves and rough water, and how
swiftly the lapline hull moves you along.
Larson’s have lots of beam for stability,
too, and they bank smoothly on turns. Plan
to take a demonstration ride soon and . ..

Notice the
difference in

Larson Boat Works in Little Falls, Minn.
¢ Nashville, Ga. ¢ Ontario, Calif. ¢
Casper, Wyo. « Alliance, Ohio ¢« Corn-
wall, Ontario, Canada.



from taking the same exit—with the
probability they’d disappear into the
limbo with the missing dough.

To make matters worse, the St. Louis
cops reported they had no record of any
mobsters named Grant or Wilcox. Sim-
mons became pretty well convinced, then,
that they existed only in Willis Newton’s
imagination. That lark was now singing
so much and telling so little that his
whole story took on the aroma of a fish
market—particularly since his partners
in trouble sat tight on their denials.

Fahy was all for ramming everybody
full of scopolamine, the new truth serum,
but Simmons pointed out sadly that Bill
must know that under the law this re-
quired the suspect’s written permission—
a possibility so unlikely as to border
on the ridiculous. Fahy grunted agree-
ment, and then remembered cases where
the damn stuft had only inspired a con-
genital liar to new heights of fancy, any-
how. Fahy went back to his prowling that
kept him out most of the davs and, per-
haps lor different reasons, most of the
nights, too.

Simmons started hammering any sus-
pects available, as well as hunting for
some  postal employe with a sudden
fattening of the bank account. He got
nowhere. His six imported sleuths de-
veloped little more than keyhole ears
from their own stalks among speakeasies
and stool-pigeon roosts. Days went by
during which, from time to time. Sim-
mons had to return to Washington to
attend to other department matters and,
incidentally, to take chewings out from
assorted  bosses, including Coolidge.
None of this improved his temper.

One morning in Chicago he had a visit
from one of his eastern gumshoes.

“Look, Chief,” the man said, “1 don't
know the score out here too well so slap

|
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me down if I'm out of line. But every
time 1 drop into a speak lately, I fall
over your boy Fahy neccking hell out of
some babe and throwing money around
like it was going out of style in the morn-
ing. If it’s line-of-duty stuft, his expense
account has a sight more stretch than
mine.”

Simmons eyed the inspector quizzi-
cally.  “Any idea who the woman is?”

“Women,” the sleuth corrected. “But
the main one is Belle Fontana, a
temporary widow, whose old man is sit-
ting out a mail-robbery rap in Atlanta.
Fahy sent him up a year ago.”

Simmons’ face clearcd. “That explains
it. I knew Bill was on the track of some-
thing hot.”

“The way they operate in the clinches,”
the agent commented drily, “I'd say he’s
got something about as hot as any man
can handle.”

A day or two later Simmons mentioned
the report casually to Fahy. Bill looked
startled, then rueful. “Hell, that was one
of those things I wasn’t ready to talk
about yet. But with her contacts she must
know plenty of inside stuff on mail
heists. Getting her confidence seemed
worth the old college try.”

“Keep your eye on the ball,” Simmons
said. “And it wouldn’t hurt to kecp the
other eye on the expense account. Uncle
takes a dim view of paying for a steady
dict of speakeasy soup.”

Fahy grinned. “Relax, Chief. You
know how the stock market is jumping
these days. I played a hot tip and cleaned
up enough to sport around on my own
for a while. Jf it pans out, I'll let Uncle
share expenses.”

“You'd better get something out of
her pretty soon,” Simmons said grimly.
“Information, I mean.”

Fahy departed pink-cheeked.

TRUE
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“Nurse, bring me all outgoing mail and some four-cent stamps!

Simmons went over to the police sta-
tion to play out a little game of his own
on Willis Newton. He had Willis sud-
denly transferred to a remote cell, then
dropped in for a chat.

“1 thought you'd be safer up here,” he
explained, “where one of your neighbors
couldn’t stick a shiv in vour back.
They're pretty sore about your helping
us crack the Rondout case. We tried to
make everybody think we’re still hunting
your phony Grant and Wilcox, but I'm
afraid word leaked out who we're really
after.”

Willis was not the quick-thinking type.
His mouth flew open. “Y-you mean you
knew about Holliday and Glasscock all
the time?”

Simmons almost tore the cell door
down getting out.

The stalled case was suddenly running
in high gear. Herb Holliday and Brent
Glasscock were St. Louis hoods wanted
in five states for train and bank rob-
beries. By night the presses were rolling
out flyers offering $2,000 reward for each,
with a warning that these men would
shoot to kill and that Glasscock was
known to wear a bulletproof vest. Sim-
mons’ greatest fear was that the pair
might be frightened into skipping the
country with the loot. To guard against
this, he circulated the flyers privately
with a warning not to tack them on
bulletin boards in post offices—the first
places, he knew, that crooks look to sec
whether they're wanted. As an added
precaution, he continued to feed the
papers the story of a continued search
for the mythical “Grant” and “Wilcox.”

Holliday proved a gullible goon who
swallowed that yarn. On July 2 he
dropped into Little Rock, Arkansas, to
visit his wife, and wound up in Chicago
being identified as the gunman who
forced Engineer Waite to stop the train.
Unhappily, he also proved smart enough
to deny everything and sit tight, like his
fellow jailbirds.

Fahy and Simmons sat down after a
few more weeks, to add up a string of
pluses and minuses and try to get some-
thing besides zero [or an answer. It wasn’t
easy. They still had no solid evidence,
no loot, no clue to the inside man who
masterminded the heist. Fahy thought he
was finally getting close to Belle Fontana.

“You'd better,” Simmons suddenly
snapped. “You've had a helluva good
time and you haven’t come up with even
one solid lead yet.”

“Who has®” Fahy yelled back. “l don’t
notice your wonder boys getting any-
thing but fallen arches.”” He went out,
slamming the door.

Simmons was still breathing hard when
one of his castern men came in.

“Chief,” the inspector said, “here’s a
name and a phone number I got under
kind of funny circumstances.” He related
the details.

Simmons thought carefully and finally
said slowly, “Let’s keep this under our
hats for now. It might mean anything
or nothing.”

‘T'hat afternoon Simmons planted a
few secds. Onc was a private wire to
Washington. \When the answer came, he
left it open on his desk and went for a
long, pointless walk around the Chicago
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Loop. It ook a few davs for the sceds
to sprout. and when they did he was not
happy.

‘The morning ol August 28 Fahy came
in late, and obviously hung over. “This
case, this case,”” he muttered. “IUs getting
me down. Have you developed anvthing
important, Chicf?”

“Yes,” Smmons  drawled  bleakly.
“Weve naidled down the mside man who
masterminded  the  job” There  was
silence Tor @ moment as Chicago's top
postal inspector stared sharply at his
boss. "Then Simmons continued: “You're
under wrest, Fahy”

Lhe agent’'s mouth fell open. “What
is this—-u rib?”

“No,” Simmons said. CIts just aclot ol
little items that won't add up any other
wav.” He explained a lew ol those items.
“Lor two weeks belore the robbery vou
asked for and received an itemized list ol
all registered cash and securities being
mailed. You gat this every alternoon, so
vou knew when the car hmally held an
unusually big oreasure. Then yvou wem
down and personally Cinspected” that
particulzr madl o Whys You're an
imspector. but not that kind.”

\
I‘ ahy looked sick. “'This s the  stu-
pidest 21 suppose vou've lorgotten
the time I worked out a new svstem lor
handling Registereds that saved the de-
partment an honr a dav. I've been
fiwuring out a bewer one to save more.”

“I'd like 1o believe vou,” Simmons
said grimly. e pulled a thick batch ol
cards Irom a draswer, “Your bar tabs for
this past mounth. They add up o almost
a vear's salary, Fahy, and vou never
made a manket killing. Not i Chicago.
wmnvhow. I've checked all the brokers.”

“Damn vou,” Fahy whispered hoarsely,
“Twenty vears ol serviee.”

The chicl went on inexorably. “You've
been phoning Jim Murray every night,
telling hin we weren't even close on the
case. You were overheard imoa speakeasy
phone hooth one night. so we put a tap
on his phone 1o see why vou'd be calling,
him. This telegram I got saving under-
cover men were ariving on the Broad-
way  Limited--that was only o plant,
Fahy. I had it sent and lelt v in sight
on my desk. That night vou phoned
Muarray and warned him aboutit.”

“1supposc you never spilled harmless
stull to gain o crook’s confidence.” Fahy
rasped. 1 had Belle Fontana sold on
the ideathatl could be bought. 'To hack
it. 1 started working on Murray 1o get
inside his guard.”

Simmons looked at his fallen star for
a long bitter moment. 1 almost hate to
do this to vou, Fahyv. but it was Belle
IFontima who blew the whistle on vou.
She was never anvbody's woman but
Fontana's. All she ever wanted from vou
was to make vou admit you framed her
man to give yoursell a rep. When she
cot tired ol fighting oft vour shack-up
propositions, she ciune to us with every-
thing she knew about vou and Rondout.™

Iahyv blew up then, shouting  about
being framed by Big "Time Murphy and
his underworld pals. raging at Simmons
and the whole department. A Chicago
postal inspector came in then with the
arrest warrant - and - reluctantly took
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Fahv's gun and credentials. “Are vou
through with him. Chicfz” he asked.

“HT ves,”” Simmons abruptly roared.
“Ger the bastard out of heve belore 1 kill
him with my bare hands.”

Bail was refused Fahy until Sinnons
stepped e Give ie o hinl™ he said,
“Admit hine to 850,000, 1'd just love 1o
have somebody show up with that much
dough and then prove it didn’t come out
ol the mail car at Rondout.”

Not unnaturally, no one showed up
with the ransom. so Fahy staved in the
can.

The arrest rocked Chicago and Wash-
ington. where Falw's reputation lor in-
corruptibility was so hirmlv envenched
that Simmons began to Teel like a louse.
Nevertheless. he stuck o his guns, al-
though inwardhy he had o admit that
his case was woclully thin. 'T'o bolster
it he had o do something last. so he
ordered the Glasscock [lyers put up on
Post Oftice bulletin hoards across the
country. Nlmosi at once he hic the jack-
pot.

Out in Michigan somebody recognized
the picture as that ol a well-heeled ulcer
patient at the respectable Battle Creek
Sanitariom. A lew hours later Brent
Glasscock, without bullet-prool vest, was
¢n route to Chicago and a neat wrap laid
by Stmmons.

“Nobody,” the chiel wold him on ar-
rival, “will be happier to see vou than
Bill Fahy. We've sort ol promised 1o go
casy on him il he'll stand up in court
and hger you as the mastermind.”

Glasscock’s howl ol outrage jarred cells
on the top Hoor. “"That direy. Iving, no-
good s.o.h. "The whole deal was his [rom
the start. He took the idea o Muryay.,
who bhrought me in on it and imvoduced
Iahy o prove it was all set up. Fahy
plknmied evervehing, even to phting
those gas masks and stull ac the scene o
throw the cops off on a Talse trail.”

Then, 1o prove his good Laith, Glass-
cock ook a squad ol postal inspectors
on atour ol the Midwest. during which
they dug up the hulk of the plunder. His
tale was  that they had immediately
divided the currency among them. in-
cluding Fahy's cut. and then hidden the
sceurities until the heat was ofl.

F'he Tact that the recovered total was
short: almost exactly the sum ol Bill
Faln's unexplained har tabs was signil-
icant.

Glisscock’s uninhibited baritone led to
the amest of a fourth Newton brother,
Jesse, i Texas, Jesse. too. proved
throaty entertainer under pressure. and
the case was sewed up.

Fahy, pale and haggard, decided o fall
bhack on custom and deny evervihing
categorically. That proved a waste ol
time. He was brought to wrial quickly,
and on November 27 heard himself sen-
tenced to 25 vears inoa federal prison.
I'he judge was being lenient since the
agerceeate ol Bill's eleven-count convic-
tion could have been 177 vears.

Fahv served  out his  term—which,
minus good-behavior time, let him out
in 1937, when he was 50 He lived six
vears  longer,  bitterhy protesting his
innocence to anvone who would Tisten.
There weren’t many who would.

—Alan Hynd & Joseph Millard

ADD
$4000 to $8000
to your income

\

A tailor-made opportunity

for a professional man or

successful  businessman to

1 invest —- for additional

k income¢ now and supple-

mental income for retire-

ment. You continue your

present  occupation  without interference.

Speed-Wash, the completely coin operated
laundry provides:

FAST AMORTIZATION OF INVESTMENT
Annual carnings up to 20, 30 and 4077
are being made on investment. This is due
to sweeping changes in home laundering
methods. Housewives prefer the pleasant,
colorful surroundings of a do-it-yoursclf,
coin opcerated Speed-Wash — plus  almost
50¢7 savings in laundry cost.

NO CREDIT, INVENTORY OR

LABOR PROBLEMS

20 Washers, 6 to 10 drying tumblers are
required for a typical Speed-Wash installa-
tion —— an investment  of 812,000 to
$15,000. Business then runs itself. No
attendonts  are  required. Maintenance,
coin collection, janitorial services can all
he handled hy conctract services. Speced-
Wash installations ar¢ open 21 hours a
day, 7 days a wecek.

MINIMUM SUPERVISION

To a professional man or businessman,
Speed-Wash offers the opportunity to add
$4.000 to s8,000 per year income, with
little or no supcrvision. No expert train-
ing, no spccial knowledge necessary.,

AN UNPRECEDENTED

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITY!

Speed-Wash coin operated laundries offer
an unprecedented  business  opportunity
for growth and income. It's America’s
fastest-growing business with single instal-
lations rapidly c¢xpanding into chain
opcerations encompassing entire cities and
territorics. We supply store planning. A
financing plan is available to get you
started. For complete information, call or
write .

SPEED QUEEN
A Division of
McGraw-Edison Company,l
Commercial Dept. T
¢ Ripon, Wisconsin
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BILL STERN,

Deon of
American
Sportscasters,

“Why settle for
2 weeks in FLORIDA
when you can

have forever?”

“Your next vacation can be the most
rewarding of your entire lifel While
you're in Florida, visit exciting CAPE
CORAL, the new city that is making real
estate history. See, with your own eyes,
why thousands of American families have
already invested over $20,000,000 in
waterfront homesites there. For you, it
could be the start of a never-ending vaca-
tion—each day, for the rest of your life,
enjoying the year-round Springtime and
all the other natural blessings that make
Florida the world’s playground!”

Take one minute to prove
CAPE CORAL is for you!

Use the next few seconds to fill out and moil the coupon
below. Receive the big FREE book that gives you oll the
fabulous facts about this waterfront wonderland with its
endless variety of beautiful homes; miles ond miles of land-
scoped, paved streets and wide waterways—boating, fishing,
bathing—all the wonderful pleasures that make CAPE CORAL
exactly what you've been dreaming about!
o Cape Coral challenges comparison!
e Cope Coral invites inspection!

o Cape Coral is sold on merit alone!

Ys acre DOWN,
Homesites 320 MONTHLY
Send -for and read the
exciting "Cape Coral Story”
It's yours for the asking o
Absolutely free Send no money, please '°L4 )

Chamber of Commerce member g
Lee County and Ft. Myers « Dade County « Florida State

START YOUR FLORIDA FUTURE TODAY!

lGulf Guaranty Land & Title Co., Dept. MS20 |
11771 N. Tomiami Trail, Fort Myers, Florida

I Please rush my FREE copy of 1
1 “The Cope Coral Story’* in full color. 1
l Name e e e I
i Address. . .vovi i |

| [ 0 60 B0 D Zone .. ..State. . ..

2000000000000 sccccrrrecrcccssecevonnne

any
dumb bunny
knows

Easter
Seals

National Society
for Crippled Children
and Adults
2023 W. Ogden Ave.
Chicago 12, Il11.
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Baskethall’s Bumptious Baron

[Conthuted from page 60]

‘Then Adolph waved impatiently with
his hand and the 30 Kids stomped onto
the floor and started their usual half-
hour of shooting before the practice drills
hegan.

Rubenstein clutched at the air for a
moment, glared at Adolph, then stomped
ofl the stage. “Probably cain’t play worth
a daomn, anvway,” Rupp muttered at the
retreating pianist.

Pl;lyillg for Adolph is about as scn-
timental as a job inoa bhank. He is an
austere coach who demands pertection
and has no room lor personalities. Dan
Chandler, the governor’s son, was talk-
ing about this one day. “I made Adolph’s
varsity in 1954 and he had me a good
scat on the bench,” he said. “Well, we
had to go to Knoxville to play Tennessee
and a lot of my friends from prep school
were going Lo be at the game. So 1 wold
Coach Rupp. ‘Fm in a bit of a predica-
ment. | told my friends T was the coming
star ol the team here, and now they're
all going 10 be watching me. I'd ap-
preciate it lots il vou'd use me in the
game first chance vou get. \We ought
to bear them casy, anvway.”

“He never said a word to me. That
meant he was going to do it I thought.
Well, in the middle of the first half.,
Cliff Hagan, he was owr big star then,
got into a mixup and he hit his head
on the floor and he was laid out cold.
I hear Rupp velling, "Chandler!” and |
jump up. I rip ofl my warmup jacket and
I run over to Rupp. ‘Who'm T guard-
ingz | vell at him.

“Guard, hell!” he yells. *Go out there
and help the vainer carry Hagan off
the floor” ™ Although Kenwceky had the
game under control from the opening
gun, Rupp did not use the governor's
son until the last few seconds.

‘This vear, Rupp's only child, 19-year-
old Herky, made the Kentucky varsity
as a sophomore. He made it, vou may
be assured. simply because he stands 6
foot 5 and can shoot.

“I 1 think he's good enough to play.”
Adolph says, “he’ll play even il they
tear every scat out of the Coliscum and
throw them at me. But if he isn’t good
cnough. even his mother couldn’t get me
to use him.”

A l\'cnl’ll('ky practice session is a silent,
sweat-lilled affair. Nobody talks, except
R upp, and nobody sits. And Rupp scttles
for nothing but the best. Late one after-
noon last scason, for example, he was
sitting in the dressing room waiting for
the last of his playvers to finish practicing
foul shots. Sid Cohen, his backcourt star
this scason, was the last one and he
came ofl the floor wearily, but with a
smile on his lace.

“How many, sonz” Rupp asked.

“Twentyv-three  out of  twenty-five,
coach,” Cohen smiled.

“\What in hell happened to those other
two?” Rupp snapped.

Rupp leads a sparse, detail-flled life
during the baskethall scason. At 7:15
cach morning he walks out of his white-

frame seven-room house on the North
Side of Lexington, gets into his 1936
Cadillac and drives up the hill to the
gleaming white Coliscum o start the
day’s work.

At precisely 7:30 heis at his desk ina
cluttered 12-footsquare olice which has
31 plagques and as many photos janned
together on the walls. "T'wo cardboard
hoxes atop an empty desk are filled with
various testimonials Adolph didn’t have
room to hang up. But anvbody who asks
about them will start a wholesale un-
packing. He is good, and he wans to
make damn sure vou know it.

When Harry  Lancaster. his burly,
black-haired assistant arrives, Rupp snaps
oft the light and the two watch movies
ol the previous day's practice session.
Adolph is the only college coach alive
who has movies taken of practice sessions.,
It is, of course, common in foothall.
Rupp borrowed the idea and likes it
fine. 1 take a good picture,” he points
out,

Rupp and Lancaster speak soltly and
make notes as they watch the movies.
Then they sitand plan the day's practice.
Alter this Rupp goes through the dav’s
mail. ‘The Baron gets mail telling him
how great he is the way most people get
bills. It comes i every day and  he
answers most ol it

“See” he was saving one morning
carly this scason, “here’s a letter from
a little high school coach in Bourbon
County. Says he's bheen o my clinics—
thinks they were great; helped him a
lot—but he still needs some help with
a defensive drill. Well, I just sit right
down now and diagram him o whole
flock of the best defensive drills in the
world—the ones 1 made up myscll.”

At lunchtime, Rupp walks across the
street to the Tunch counter at the Uni-
versity bowling alleys, where, with a
cautious scanning ol the price list, he'll
come up with something  light. And
cconomical.

Dln'ing one such Tunch with the Biron
—hamburger, a bowl of canned tomato
soup and bliack collee—the total for him-
sell and a guest was S1.08. He flipped a
dollar on the counter and then started
to twist himsell into contortions trving
to fish up cight cents rom his pockets.

“Now al’ve got it here someplace,” he
cautioned the kid working behind  the
counter. “Hell, ve just got to have it
Cain’'t go around breaking dollor bills
for an ole cight cents.”

At exacthy 3015 his practice session
starts. It rarely varies. From 3:15 until
3:45, the players have warme-up shooting.
Then they have a 20-minute oltensive
drill, a 20-minute defensive drill, a 20-
minute serimmage and end it with foul
shooting practice.

During this time the gy doors are
locked—no spectators are allowed—and
the plavers do evervthing at full-tilt.
‘T'hey have certain wavs to do evervthing.
They have the same basic style of shoot-
ing, running, cutting—in fact evervthing
they do this side of pulling on an athletic
supporter is done the Rupp way.

“I tell them when they come here)”
the Baron beams, “that thev'll get to
play on thie best team in the world, on
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the best college basketball court in the
world and—this is the most important
thing—thev'll get the best coaching in
the world.”

He is a stickler for details to the point
where it unnerves vou. More than one
pilot of a chartered plane taking the
Kenweky team out of Lexington’s Blue
Grass Airport has had to grind his teeth
and swear silently while Rupp goces into
a harangue because the scheduled 8 puan.
take-oft is as much as ten minutes late.

Late onc afternoon a couple of vears
ago the team was taking ol for Cin-
cinnati and after Rusty Payne.  the
trainer, made a quick head-count down
the aisle he found one ol the plavers
was missing and called to Rupp about it.

“Who is hez” Rupp snapped.

“I'hat big boy, Harold Hurst,” the
Kids around him said. “He just went to
the men’s room.”

“Now isn't that something,” Rupp
exploded. “He's had all week to go to
the men’s room and he picks a time like
this.” He sat and muttered for an hour

over it

But this by-the-numbers coaching turns
out a product which almost everyhody
in the business considers matchless. Red
Auerbach, who coaches perhaps the hest
team

basketball ever asscmbled, the

Boston Celtics, chewed on a cigar in
the Jobby of New York's Hotel Par-
amount ene night this season and talked
about it

“\ Rupp ballplayer:” he mused. “I'll
tell vou what it's like to getone. It's like
running a police force and getting your
patrolmen  right from boot camp at
Parris Island. T mean these kids from
Kentucky do it automatic. "T'hey got the
whole thing down and they're not going
to do anything except what vou tell them.

“Now let’s see—I got Frank Ramsey
and  Lou “Isioropoulos. Bobh Brannum
played for him. too. And I sce his Kids
around  the rest of the league. Clift
Hagan ol St. Louis, for example. 1'd
have o say they're the hest-coached kids
to come to the pros. 1t's the things they
don’t do that help vou. 'They don’t turn
the head on defense. You'd dic il vou
knew how many do. They make moves
on offense and cut without worrving over
the hall. ‘T'hey're looking to win, not be
stars.

“Another thing they don’t do—take
crazy shots. Ramsey, Tsioropoulos. they
only shoot when they have a chance to
make it. That's a rare thing in this day.
Kids come up todayv, all they want to
do is shoot. It's too late to try and change
them now. But these guys come up and
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I've got
warning

Warning lights for your battery and oil
pressure are not enough! Your car
needs & Stewart-Warner “Twin Gauge”
Pancl. Here’s why: A generator warn-
ing light indicates only that your gener-
ator is not delivering a charge. But the
ammeter in the “Twin Gauge” Panel
tells actual rate of current flow. .. helps
prevent generators from burning out
and overcharging or discharging of bat-
tery. And the Stewart-Warner Oil Pres-
sure Gauge in the Twin Panel tells
exact oil pressure, helps assure safe en-
gine operation. Choice of standard
black enameled steel as illustrated or
deluxe panel of Colonial White grain
finish Royalite.

Ask for it at your service station,

garage, or automotive parts store.
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Shrinks Hemorrhoids
New Way Without Surgery
Stops Itch—Relieves Pain

For the first time science has found a
new healing' substance with the astonishing
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve
pain — without surgery.

In case after case, while gently relieving
pain,actual reduction (shrinkage) took place.

Most amazing of all — results were so
thorough that sufferers made astonishing
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a
problem!”

The secret is a new healing substance
(Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous
research institute.

This substance is now available in sup-
pository or ointment form under the name
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count-
ers—money back cuarantee.  *Rew. U.s. Par. Of:
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work around for the good shots and il
they don't get them, they give the ball to
somebody clse. Let me tell vou, only a
real coaclt can train a kid like that”

o

Th('y sy I'm hard on kids,” Rupp
snorts, “Whenever 1 win something, the
first thing they say is ‘Rupp drives his
team to victory.” With anvbody clse,
thev'd sav, so-andsso leads his team o
victory.” They just don’t let themselves
give me full credit. Well, what's the
(|I”(l(ll((‘ Of course vou drive a team.
Somebody has to he behind them. Eisen-
hower didn't lead his troops into Ger-
numy. He Tollowed them. And as far as
character building goes. vou build more
character by winning than you do losing.
Don’t ever forget that. And they say
its no fun to play for me. How silly can
vou getz What's more fun than winning?

“Basketball is a game of rhythm. The
onlv wav vou're going to get that rhytdnn
is l)\ 1(])(11[1()11 \nu (ln a thing thou-
sands of times and prety soon vou do it
casily and gracefully. That's the way
my |)m\ put lh(' ball in the bhasket, They
practice evervthing so much there’s no
stuttering around (Ilnmg a game. They
move and they  know  where  they're
moving and why thevre moving. Per
sonally, 1 think it’s a diammn good svstem.™

Because ol this opinion ol himsell,
Rupp burns whenever imvbody else re-
ceives even a minor coaching award. In
the world ol sports today nearly every-
body, [rom news wire services to chewing
gum companics, gives out trophies to the
“Coach of the Year,” the “Plaver of the
Year” and the Tike. In 1958, Rupp, who
had just  won  his  fourth  National
Championship, railed when he heard
two or three polls had named Harry Lit-
wack of Temple as “Coach cte”

“1 heat himy twice this season,”™ Adolph
snorted. So they name hime the best
coach in the country. Now I wonder what
that makes mez T guess T'm oo good o
mclude nany competition.”

But coaching hasketball, for Adolph
Rupp, has not been just a matter of
teaching Kids to keep their heads suraight
on defense and then watching them pile
it on the others. Al vou have to do s
stand at the bar of the Kentucky Hotel
in Louisville to know this.

There was an alternoon Jast May, a
dav or so before the Kentucky Derby,
when a lot ol sports guys were hanging
around and drinking and looking out
the window at the people who passed by
on Walnut Street. You'd see Toots Shor
and  Archie Moore and all the other
names in town for the race. Then some-
body pointed across the street to where
a shim, crew-cut guy was going into a
drug store.

“That is Ralph Beard,” the guy at
the bar said. Do vou remember him?”
Evervbody nodded. They all knew of
Ralph Beard.

He was a gum-chewing, whippet-last
kid who came out of Lousville to form,
aong”with Alex Groza and Dale Barn-
stable, the heart of one of the best college
hasketball teams ever put together. The
“Fabulous Five,” was the tag Kentucky
people gave them and they swept through
the 17-48 scason with a 36-3 record, win-
ning the national tite, helping the ULS

win an Olympic title, and then coming
back to win 25 of 28 the next year and
another title. They were awesome. And
alter the first year they put in with the
gamblers and did tricks with the point
spreads.

Against weak  opponents,  Kentucky
went all out, tryving to top the spread.
But then they wried  shaving and in
March of 1919 at NMadison Square Gar-
den i New York, during a National
Invitation  Tourmament  game  against
Lovola ol Chicago.  Kentucky  plaved
queerly and Jost and people who knew
scoffed. "They were right

When the first fix scandals broke in
New York lh(' nexi winter, Rupp proudly
announced. “They can’t touch my bovs
with a 10-foot l)()]L

But on October 21, 1951, Rupp was
coaching in an M-St game at Chicago
Stadium and outside the building detec-
tives [rom New York were putting the
arm on Groza and Beard and  taking
them o a police station where they were
charged  with taking  bribes 1o blow
cames. Back in Lousville, Barnstable
was grabbed. By 5 oaame all three had
confessed. The figure given out was
S5.000. For that money they had sold
their names. The  three were  given
suspended sentences in New York when
District Auttorney  Frank Hogan.  pros-
ceuting the case--it was inhis jurisdiction
—asked Tor clemency,

The “To-foot pole™ remark was hurled
back at Rupp. And it was discovered
that he was Iriendly with Ed Curd, the
big Lexington gambler. Curd. it came
cut, had heen at a party with the Ken-
tucky team in New York, Judge Saul
Sureit, who sat on the case, devoted 18
pages ol his G3-page opinion on  the
baskethall scandals 1o Rupp.

“Baskethall.”  Sweit snanded. Tisoa
highly commerciaiized enterprise at Ken-
tucky ‘The undisputed facts are that
Coach Rupp aided and abeted in the
immoral subsidization of the plavers. In
view ol his conduct, Mr. Rupp’s sanc-
timonious attitude  becomes  ludicrous
and comical.”

Bc;lr(l, Groza and Barnstable. it was
found, had been getting moncey from
Kentucky hoosters around  Lexington.
Rupp listened to the |u(ln('s murderous
report. then said simply, Ul et the
people of Kentucky he my judge.”

He was plaving with a cold deck of
cards here. For in Kentucky,  Adolph
Rupp is a powerlul. respected figure.
You cannot tell anvbody around there
that he ever did anything wrong.

Adolph acted as il nothing ever hap-
pened. He refused o talk of the scandals.
He didn’t want o hear Beard or Grovza
mentioned. “The players were murdered.,

T knew Ed Curd,” ANdolph explained.
“Sure 1 did. 1T went o Ed Curd o get
donations for the Shriners” Hospital. And
as for the plavers, well now just how
could b ever suspect a team that was two-
time  national  champion?  How  could
anvhody?”

And one Sunday afternoon. when it
became apparent Kentucky wasnot going
to fire Rupp, Dr. Herman L. Donovan,
the school president, sat in his study
and Tistened as a New York reporter
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asked him blundy,
to keep Ruppz?”

Adolph, sitting oft to one side, didn’t
blink an cye. “T'hat’s a fair question.
T'his boy doesn’t know the facts, except
what he had heard in New York.”

Donovan smiled. “We think Coach
Rupp is not only an honest man,” he
said. “We think he is an outstanding
man.”’

Which he is in Kentucky. In 1949 he
was named Kentucky’s outstanding cit-
izen. 1le is considered once of the ten
outstanding Shriners in the nation, a
group that includes such as Harry "I'ru-
nail.

Rupp started with a small farm 29
vears ago and now owns 1,250 acres ol
rich Blue Grass farming arca. "Thirty-
five acres are devoted to tobacco, which
brings close to S1,000 an acre cach year.
His Hereford cattle interests are spraw-
ling and he is considered one of the
country’s leading experts on the strain,
And this is not to mention a little thing
he had going for him called the gov-

How can you allord

NEXT MONTH IN TRUE
VENDETTA IN THE DESERT

They were the most unlikely
pals in the Foreign Legion—
a Nazi and a Jew. How one
swore to kill the other makes
the strangest tale of venge-
ance you've ever read.

¢rnor’s olhice. Rupp and Chandler were
always close.

So Rupp was left alone. "The South-
castern - Conference  and  the NCAA
banned Kentucky from any baskethall
competition in the 1952-53 scason, the
roughest penalty ever given a college.
Rupp’s answer was simple. “We'll prac-
tice and we’ll be back. When we do, look
out.” His club won 25 games the next
year, including one game against "T'ulanc,
whose coach, LI Wells, was something
less than friendly to Kentucky when it
came to voting on the ban.

“Boys,” Rupp told his club belore the

game, “this is onc ol the fellows who
was against us.” Kentucky slaughtered
them, 94-43.

Since then, it has been impossible lor
anvhody to put the finger on Kentucky
for anything. Rupp rarcly goes outside
ol the state for players. “Wec've only
got two out-of -staters on this vear's team,”
he tells you, “And they're junior college
bovs. I met Sid Cohen at a coaching
clinic in Landsburg, Germany, before he
went to Kilgore College. The  other
junior college boy, Bennie Cotlman, s
from Huntington, West Virginia, and
played at L. m(lsc\ Wilson ]umm College,
which is in l\unll(L\ and only about 100
miles from here.”

His hole card here is the Kentucky
sccondary school system. For 29 years now
high school coaches have  listened o
Adolph Rupp preach about himself and
they play his system exclusively. And
the kids they send him are rangy, fast
country boys willing to take orders. Of
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this vear’s team, Billy Lickert, 6-3 for-
ward from Lexington, was the hardest
lor Rupp to catch. Lickert had 30 offers
from schools outside Kentucky.

Rupp came out of Halstead, Kansas,
and he played college basketball under
Phog Allen at the University of Kansas,
which could account lor some ol his
ability to exaggerate. ‘The now-retired
Allen was perhaps the best at this little
game that sports ever has known,

According to Adolph, his days in
college were more like fighting a war
than getting an education. “I filled every
minute of the day during my time in
college,” he tells you. “Why, vou hear
these boys today saving they don’t have
time 1o practice a sport and study, too.
Makes me mad. Why I worked summers
in the fields at S125 a month—that’s a
month, not a week. Did that for eleven
years. At school, 1 took four ol
business administration, played on the
varsity  basketball  tecam—we were un-
deleated in 1922-23—and worked cvery
night from cight to midnight in a
restaurant. Nights we had a ball game,
I'd start carlier at the restaurant. At
715, I'd take oft my apron, walk to
the gym and play the game, then run
back to the restaurant to finish the night.
Now who clse do yvou know who could
do a thing like this?”

After graduation, Rupp  coached at
Marshalltown, Towa, and Freeport, i
nois, before coming to Kentucky. He im-
mediately put together a wardrobe con-
sisting of only brown clothes—they call
him ““T'he man in the brown suit”; a tag-
line he was looking for—and started on
his cold, calculating mcthod ol winning
baskethall games.

To him nothing clse counts. He calls

card playing, movics, television and any

entertainers a waste ol time. ““T'hat goes

for art, too,” he says. “I'm color blind

and T can’t sce anything exciting about
picture of somebody’s granny.”

His attitude toward vacations is the
same. \ few vears ago, doctors forced
him to take one. His wife Lsther and he
drove to Daytona Beach, Florida, and
Rupp appcared on the beach for about
30 minutes. Then he went back to his
motel room and got dressed.

“Nothing’s wrong,” Rupp told his
wife. “But we've seen ceverything. Been
in the ocean, seen the sun. Now let’s go
home.”

His first view of the Grand Canyon
lasted five minutes, after which he told
his wife: “Let’s go. No sense sticking
around here any longer unless we want
to live here.”

Rupp’s only real hobby is rcading. He
has subscriptions to 22 magazines and
gets five papers daily, including the Wall
Street Journal, The only thing he uses
his television set lor is to get the late
news, weather and lmchllmlI SCOTCs.

“Otherwise, its not worth a damn,”
he growls, “Except my own program Sun-
day nights. I'm on for a half-hour during
the basketball scason on the Lexington
station and 1 believe if they made it a
national show I'd have some of the high-
est ratings in the country. Lverybody
likes to watch the show.

“Hell, it makes sense. Lot more sense
than these silly  comedians  they  got
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around  today. You know  something?
Now | don't ever want to have vou say
I said it But vou can say it as vour own
opinion and it would he true. 'm fun-
nier than all these comedians, I'd make
a big hit telling jokes on the welevision.”

Rupp also fancies himsell as more than
an average literary oritic. e is. as far
as he's concerned, sort ol the Clhilton
Fadiman of the Blue Grass.

Atthe start ol this season. Tor example.,
he was talking about the New York
newspaper sportswriters, nearly all ol
whom have labeled Ndolph as anvthing
lrom a tvrant o Lord-knows-what in o
hangover [rom the scandal davs.,

“Theyvre the worst.”™  \dolph said.
“Their jouwrnalismeis bad. \od they just
don’t know how o write coustructively,
Fhis isn'c just vy opinion. \sk  the
Giants and Dodaers. They moved all the
WV ACross the country to get away from
them. didn’t theyz”

Fhen he reached onto a pile hehind
his desk and e ap with a small basket-
Lall magazine. whose cover and  lead
story was devoted 1o Adolph. “Now this
is o coming magazine.” he said. 1 be-
lieve this is the finest cover they've ever
had.” Tt was an austere. Horatio-at-the-
bridge photo of himscll. “And 1 believe
this is the finest story they ever had.
Danme a lew more like this and they'll
Lave millions in circulation. You mark
my o words. Except Tor one thing.” He
thunibed  through 1o one page ol the
story. He had a minor typoraphical

crror circled with a big blue marking
pencil. “They just don’thave good proof-
readers anvmore. I ought 1o go up 1o
that magazine and show them how o
improve  their pmnh('ulnw I'hen
shouldnt have vy ervors i aname-
portant story like this.”

A\' awinning coach, 1960 variety,
about the only ervor Rupp has made in
the last decade came Tast scason alter
a game against Mississippi State. Bailey
Howell. a big, dead-eved Kid from State,
poured in 34 points and Kentucky was
beaten 87-83. The game was plaved
Mississippi State and alter it Rupp, ever
the gracious sportsman, brushed  aside
a radio interviewer's questions, took the
microphone and gave his own version ol
the defeat to the listening audience.

s damn difhcult when vou come
down here o plav.,” he said. T mean,
its awlully diflicult to win when you
come down here. This just seems to he
onc of those places where its awlully
dillicult to win.”

In one breath he had amaligned the
referces. the other team. the other school.
the Southeastern Conlerence  and  the
good people ol Starkville. Nlississippi.

It was something he shouldn't have
done because even robbhery isn't an ex-
cuse when vou lose. N1 that counts is
the final score. Nobody knows that better
than Adolph Rupp. The next time he
plaved State he won by 15,

Bill Surface & Jimmy Breslin

“I Can Fix It for You
Wholesale”

| Continued from page 571

imention of sfaving the uninvited heast.

Instead. the SPCA sent an observer o
sit in the stands and study the fox
through v telescope. Nler pronouncing
it male, the observer imstructed Allied o
mduce some Temale foxes at the Bronx
700 1o urinate on a lew old potato hags.
I'hese were then used as bait ina Targe
wire trap designed 1o snare the animal
painlessiyv. But the Tox ignored the whole
thing. (Turned out the SPCA man had
bheen mistaken about her sex.)

Finally one Saturday, with a big pro-
lessional Toothall game on deck for the
next daye funior, who feared the fox
might bhe rabid. took matters into his own
hands. He borowed  a high-powered
rille lromy Abercrombice X Fiteh, the sport-
g voods store--amother ol his clients.
Fhen he picked as aomarksman an Allied
cmplove whose regular work was testing
gl \buumnlm s rifle range. Using
w telescopic sight, the expert I(ll((l the
fox with dispatch,

Retwrning 1o his office alterward,
Fraad lound a cable Trom Gander stating
that Fire Botte No. 26 had been depleted
ol its contents while “extinguishing onc
polar bear”™ This inlormation so -
trigued him that Junior immediately
called his Gander supuml(-ml('nl Loster
Gettel, o dearn why a thing like a polar
bear shonld he burning.

Gettel reported that three ol the hears,
fresh from the wilds of Greenland. were
cnoroute by air 1o w700 in Furope.
\Weather had kept them at Gander Tor an
extra week. The delay had so anmoved
them, said Getel. that when men came
anvwhere near them the bears flung
themselves against the bhars ol their cage.
Ihey hic them so often and so violently
that eventually the bhars were knocked
loose.

In panic, airpore olhcials  called in
Roval Camadian Mounties to stand by
with riflles while workmen welded  the
hars tight again. In the midst ol the
job. a workman, dodging an irate swipe
lrom a bear. accidentally  touched  his
torch to one ol the other bears. setting
its Tur aflame,

Naturally, someone grabbed a five ex-
tinguisher. And that was why Fire Bottle
No. 26 had heen depleted.

“\Which illustrates.” Junior condludes,
i telling the tale, “that when a com-
pany’s operations become as ramified as
ours are. vou get so nothing surprises
vou—well,  almost nothing.  And  vou
can contemplate almost any crisis with
calm.”

One crisis which died shake some ol his
men. however, mvolved the old firm ol
Frederick Loeser & Co..a long-established
Brooklyn department store lor which
Allied did the deaning and provided
operationzl Iun(lmn.nu\. Four or five
vears ago this store decided to go out ol
business and anmounced it would dispose
ol its stock at a wremendous  sale.
Women's shoes were ollered at ST a pair,
for example, and girdles and other items
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of female armor were advertised at a few
cents apiece,

Police feared from the first that the
cevent would atwract a dangerous horde
ol bargain hunters. On the morning ol
the sale they observed in the crowd wait-
img lor the doors o open a number of
women who had removed their shoes.
I'his tactic, it hecame apparent, was
adopted o allord them a beter grip
on the lloor with their toes. which al-
lowed them to run Taster and mancuver
more elfectively, Even so. the cops were
not prepared for the primitive savagery
ol the onslaught when the doors were
fmally unlocked.

The first great surge ol Temales into
the store cuiried along not only the
mounted policeman who had been sta-
toned at the main entrance. but his
horse as well. To then became  Alhied's
duty to rescue this mortified animal Irom
the charges ol the wild-eved women, and
it took a phalanx ol sturdy men and
stahvart cops o stem the rush long
cnough to gei the poor critter back into
the sale. waflic-packed strecets, The sade
el wrned into one vast saakepit ol
long-langed  females striking  at every-
thing.  Riot-hardened  policemen  said
Later they had never seen anvthing like
it and the Allied men who were there
would prefer to torget the whole messy
albair.

Another crisis. which \lied was able

handle with more dignitv, occurred
only Tast [all when 25.000 angry hees got
loose in New York City's Pennsvlvania
Station. Allicd Maintenance has mopped.
swept. sarubbed and polished the giant
structure every day since it was completed
50 vears ago. and it now occupies the
honored position of being the oldest ol

RAILWAY

Allied’s several dozen clients. Penn s the
Largest and  busiest railroad station i
the world—cdlearly one ol the most awk-
ward places imaginable to have 25.000
stinging bees at large.

The bees arrived. sull safely in their
shipping crate, Tate one alternoon when
tens ol thousands ol commuters and
travelers were pouring into the building
as the rush hour approached its pml\.
A postal clerk working on one ol the
mail  platforms  bencath the station
heaved up the crate. slipped. and
dropped it T'he box split open and the
angry horde of stingers streamed out as
the men nearby ook to their heels. NMost
ol the bees gathered in crawling swarins
about the lights, hut the more venture-
some flew up the stairways and mingled
with the people in the station concourse.
New Yorkers are used to many things—
but not to bees. They nmn((lltllcl‘ (Il(l
their own brand ol swarming—out the
doors.

One small group of heroic railroaders,
however, remained on the platform 1o
release the queen bee Irom her tim
private compartment in the hope that
she might  reassemble her wandering
tribe. Somchow the bees Tailed to get the
word and went 1o work on the readiest
argets. The railvoad men, alter sultering
severe stings, retreated up the stairs to
regroup and consider.

\t this point Dennis Hughes, young,
Penn Station superintendent Tor Allied
Maintceuance, decided that direct. Torce-
Inl action was indicated. Tk sent 1o a
nearby hardware store for a dozen DD’
spray guns. ‘Then he assembled his most
trusted men and called for volunteers.

When o dosen siepped Torward.,
Hughes armed them with the spravers

THRUE

“My wile finally agreed to a trial separation.”

MARCH 1960

"I've given up
hunting!”

I've discovered everything
a pipe smoker hunts for =

pleasing aroma, new

mildness, rich taste. Stop
hunting —start smoking
# Carter Hall.

DELTA ASTROIlite
Styled for the space age! Quality
built to take hard knocks! Ad-
justable Sealed-Beam unit. Brilliant §00-foot
spotlight. Fresnel-type red lens magnifies
flashing light visible for a mile. Dual tingertip
switches with signaling facility. Uses twin-pack
6-Volt battery. Anyone can use this beauty.,
With conventional bulb unit . . $7.95
With Sealed-Beam unit. .. ... ..... $9.25

Prices are list without batteries.

3 2
E t LIGHTS THE WAY,

Dellc Eleclri: Compcny, 337 W. 33rd S! Morion, Ind.

ANTIQUE
WEAPONS Greil

. histories

tes dwer Lan g

v ||¢|I1|F- Fib Fule s

SEND 31 for your ! CAT&LUG =3l

ROBERT ABELS, Box T Rbﬂ Lexington Ave.
New York 21, N, Y.

LAW

Write today for a FREE copy of illustrated law bock,
“THE LAW-TRAINED MAN,” which shews how to earn
the professional Bachelor of Laws (LL.B.) degree through
home study of the famous Blackstone Law Course: Books

and lessons provided. Moderate cost; easy terms. Write now.

Blackstone School of Law, 307 N. Michigan Ave.
Founded 1890  Dept. 183, Chicago 1, inois

95



MEN XTI SPARE
17-55

FOR A

Real Pay Check
Electronics

From TV, Radar - To

GUIDED MISSILE CONTROL
Money! Excitement! Big Job Opportuni-
ties! Your Own Shop! Are all wrapped
up in the fast-growing field of Electron-
ics. DeVry Tech prepares you at home
with equipment, mnvnes and texts—or in
i day or evening classes at our well-

equipped Chicago or Toronto labo-

ratories. You can even EARN while
you LEARN! Effective Employment
Service. Send coupon today.

No Advanced Education Needed!

DE VRY TECH CHICAGOD

TORONTO
I DeVry Technical institute

4141 Beimont Ave., Chicago 41, Il Dept. T30, |
I Name Age_____ l
I Address Apt.____ :
City Zone State, l
20_67_________-__|

and NOW a

'OUTBOARD!
Mighty Mife weighs 17 1bs.

Delivers 1.7 Horse Power.
An ideal auxiliary or second motor
— fine for family use and fishing.
More than 100,000 have beensold.
Any outboard dealer can order
Mighty Mite for you. Order Now.
COMPACT PRICE, ALSO.

'WRITE FOR FREE FOLDER

Higher 5
West of £ MUNCIE GEAR WORKS, INC.
Rockies "' P.0. Box 433-G, Cordele, Georgia

poes GETTING
UP NIGHTS

NEW YORK-—Special: Thanks to new, scxemmc
laboratory formulation, thousands of men and
women now escape feeling old, tired, irritable and
depressed from losing sleep and worrying about
“Bladder Weakness”"—too frequent, burning and
itching urination, Bed Wetting, Getting Up Nights
—or Strong Oloudy Urine, due to common Kidney
or Bladder Irritations, which often result in sec-
ondary Backache, Headache and Nervousness. In
such cases New Improved CYSTEX usually gives
quick, calming relief by combating irritating
germs in acid urine; and by relaxing, analgesic
pain relief. Safe for young or old. Get CYSTEX
at drugegist. Feel better fast or money back.

R TSTATE

PAYS BIG! SEND FOR FR
TRATED CATALOG NOW!
making substantial incomes.
own business quuekl, Men, \-\nnu'n of &
learn easily. Course covers Sales,

K islng, Loans, Mortga
HOME or |
Diploma
Approved f \\ ! W War Il\" 2
wroved for World War and _kure
WEAVER SCHOOL O REAL
2022 E. Grand Ave,

«an Veterans
ESTATE (Est. 1936)
Kansas City, Mo.

Train quickly in 8 short weeks at Toledo
for a bright future with security in the
siness, Big m
PROFITABL] 'Ml.\ KET
'

Nt
Diploma zlvﬁn Jn-b nds of
stceessful 3 3Tth year!
Send l'luw for big ne No obliga-
MEAT

tlon. 1. Approved.

It %
Hiustrated F

NATIONAL SI’.‘MUOL oF
CUTT‘NG Dept. T-93, Toledo 4, Ohio

96

and short ladders. 'Then—he says he lelt
a litde like an Army oflicer in a World
War I movie about to lead his platoon on
a dangerous mission across No o NMan's
Land=he headed his group down the
stairs into bee territery. Although they
suffered many wounds—there wasn’t time
to procure anti-sting armor—they wiped
out the invading bees.

‘There  was nothing  particularly  re-
markable about Hughes” method except
that it resembled the lusty approach to
problems characteristic ol Junior Fraad
himsell when he first went to work (or
Allied. Junior, youngest of lour brothers
whose father and grandfather Tounded
the company 73 vears ago, stands six feet
once and weighs 215 to 275 pounds—de-
pending upon the state ol his diet. He
possesses a bald dome, craggy features,
a bulging brow and o bounding. good-
humored type of energy.

Soon alter he joined the firmein 1957
Junior decided to remove pigeons that
flocked around Penn Station. For genera-
tions these birds had been staining the
building’s handsome [acade and causing
dismay among the crowds helowe,

Junior had corn soaked in alcohol and
scattered upon the station rool. When
the pigeons passed out, his men picked
them up and put them in cages, ready to
exccute them according to plan. But the
SPCA had got a whiff ol Junior's inten-
tion and promptly registered a strong
protest.

This was 0 be the first ol Junior’s
many battles with the SPCA, and—this
time—he retreated. Instead of killing the
birds he rented o cutter and had them
taken a good part of the way to Ieeland
and released at sea. \|l|l()ll”ll bleary-eved
and hungover, the birds heat the boat
back to New York. to the disgust ol
Allied's pigeon police.

“I had hoped,” Junior mutters darkly
nowadays, when questioned  on  this
matter, “that the bastards would Iy cast-
ward with the prevailing wind.”

While these measures were more spec-
tacular than cffective, they did foretell
imagination with which Junior has ap-
pro: l(hc(l janitorial pml)lcms generally.
His judgment has nnpm\ul over the
vears, and his unimpaired vigor has heen
primarily responsible for increasing the
size and income ol the business lour-
fold in the last 10 years. Junior has be-
come undoubtedly the most outstanding
character in the long and undistinguished
history of the slop bhucket. And he has
done more than any other man o elevate
sweeping,  dusting, mopping and  the
other homely chores ol large-scale in-
dustrial housckeeping to the dignity of
Big Business.

Allied’s suite of oflices in the Empire
State Building is furnished with the Latest
oflice: machinery and  populated with
crew-cut executives, & meeting ol its top
brass around its long mahogany table to
consider, say, a new method [or removing
cigarette butts from clogged urinals can
scarcely be  distinguished from a con-
[erence on Madison Avenue to consider a
new method for selling the cigarettes that
make the butts. For while the visions of
most men in his line ol work are limited
to where the furnace pipes disappear into
the basement gloom, the imagination and

deeds of Junior and his men soar into
the Wild Blue Yonder.

In a recent 18-month period he made
22 trans- A tlantic flights to confer in Paris
about an S11 million hangar that Allied
has designed and will build and operate
at New York's International  \irport,
Idlewild, for flive leading foreign air
lines—BONC  (Britishy . \ir France,
Sabena (Belgian), KEM (Dutch) . and
Decutsche Lulthansa (German) .

Last spring Allied had the job of trans-
forming Los Angeles Memorial Stadium
from o foothall ficld into a reasonable
facsimile of a baseball park for its old
client, the Dodgers. During that tean’s
last 10 vears around Brooklyn, Allied had
heen responsible for doing all the chores
at Ebbets Field, from erecting a 250-foot-
long sponge-rubber pad o keep Pistol
Pete Reiser and his successors from kill-
ing themsclves when they crash into the
centerfield fence, o providing the lady
who playved the organ and sang The Star
Spangled Banner Tefore games. \Vhen
the erstwhile heroes ol lLll')llsll headed
towwrd the sctting sun, theiy manage
ment persuaded  Allied to send along
the old Ebbets Field stafl to continue the
Dodger housckeeping in their new home
in the West.

Juni()r and his people are olten called
in as consultants on mighty cleaning
projects around the country, such as the
mudpic created a few years ago when
the Missouri River inundated  Fairfax
Airport, near Kansas City, which "I'rans-
World Airlines was then using as its
maintenance base. ‘The Allied experts
who responded overnight to TWA's ap-
peal for help had men with brooms sta-
tioned ar frequent intervals  in the
flooded hangar to agitate the receding
water constantly. The result was that the

flood, as it left, carried awav much of
the mess it had made.
Allied  has  ceaned  and  repaired

cdihces all the way from the stone steps
ol the cathedral at Zurich, Switzerland,
to the bronze pants ol the statue ol
William Penn thar, towering 547 [eet
above the city hall at Philadelphia, s
the best-known figure in the City ol
Brotherly Love. Allied activities range
[rom recruiting gangs on New York’s
Bowery o dean tracks ol the Pennsyl-
vania Railroad alter snow storms, to
(urnishing the English buder who used
to pour tea lor fastidious lady customers
ol Bonwit-Teller’s elegant store on Filth
Avenue.

‘T'he  company’s  principal  stock —in
trade, however, continues to bhe the un-
glumorcus job ol removing grime. Junior
estimates that his men clean 52 million
square feet ol building space every 21
hours. In a year this amounts to the com-
bined arcas of New York, Chicago, Bos-
ton, Buffalo and Hardord. In all that
cleaning Allied wears out 16,000 brushes
and brooms a year, nine and a half tons
of mop heads and 10 and a half tons ol
cleaning rags, and uses 15,000 gallons of
wax and 160.000 pounds ol detergents.

This work requires a high ratio ol
celbow grcase, which at times has been
hard to get. During World War 11, Allied
combatted  the manpower shortage by
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imprusin“ British scamen to work as
Janitors—a reversal ol the old case of the
British impressing U.S. scamen, which
was one ol the causes of the War of 1812,

Allied’s experience turned out 1o be
more peaceful. During the war there were
usually several thousand British scamen
in New York waiting o their ships to
he repaired at Brooklyn Navy Yard. One
night in 1945 once ol them sat down next
to Arthur Thim, an old-uime  Allied
executive, who was refreshing himsell at
a bar on Sixth Avenue. 'Thim brought
a couple of beers Tor the Briton, who
conhded that Navy pay was so low most
Biritish sailors could not enjoy their stay
in New York.

‘Thim ook another drink, and inspira-
tion burst upon him. He asked the sailor
how he would like a job on shore-leave
nights. Allied, Thim explained. would
pay any sailor who cared o work a few
hours in cash at union rates. which
amounted to about 10 times Navy pay.
The sailor said he and his mates would
be  delighted. Thim  conlerred  with

NEXT MONTH IN TRUE
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British Noval authorities next dav. ‘They
did not object so long as the men con-
tinucd o wear their unilorvms.

I'he following night the Briush sailor
and several hundred ol his {ellows
showed up at the Allied offices. "Thim
and his snpervisors armed  them with
mops.  brooms and  buckets. Then,
paraphrasing the immortal words ol Lord
Nelson at the Bawle of “rafalgar. Thim
told the sailors. “Allied expects every
man o do his duty,” and released them
upon the floors of a department store.

Later the  Allied people had  cards
printed stating their rates and working
conditions. When the British seamen lelt
New York, they took along stacks ol these
cards which they passed out to other
nurimers from NMelbourne o Malta. Be-
lore the wanr ended. a good portion ol
the British Navy had served under the
llag ol Allicd at some time or other,

At the peak.”  Junior remembers
londly, “we had more British scamen
working lor us than Siv Francis Drake
had o oppose the Spanish Armada.”

Another example of the company’s
(Lair Tor the faimbovant and the close-knit
Lonily atachment ol Junior and  his
brothers occurred in the 1930°s when their
parents, N and Ns. Daniel Fraad, Sr.,
cmbarked on their first vacation trip to
Lurope. At the time Allied was engaged
in cleaning smoke and  weather stains
from the exterior ol the Statue ol Liberty.

MARCH 13960

So the Fraad bhrothers Laid plans 1o give
their parents an impressive send-off,

From o flag-making  concern  they
bought o streamer 100 Teet long, 20 feet
wide and appropriacly letered. And so,
when the S Adwgnsta, with Mroand Mors.,
Fraad, Sr.. aboard., came steaming out
ol New York harbor, Miss Liberty came
to life. From the hand that holds the
torch appceared a blossom of white. A
hanner strecamed out in the breeze until
it waved, in letters 20 feet high, the
messiage “Bon Vovage™ over the steamer’s
wake.

Lt was the first time in her then 51
vears ol watching the comings and goings
ol heroes, statesmen, movie  stars and
millionaires that Miss Liberty had re-
laxed her majestic aloolness to wave at

anvbodv. And. although flattered. the
Augusta’s passengers were wholly mvs-
tilicd by the honor—all, that s, except

\Il' Fraad.

'l l).xl would be the bovs saving good by
to us,” he ('\])Iun((l to his \\l|( Tears
were inhis eves. “The Statue ol Liberty

is one of our jobs. Tt is as though she is
congratulating us on all the fine things
that have happened since the last ume
I passed hers "That was 50 vears ago al-
most.”

On that occasion, in the 1880%. Mr.
Iraad, a bov of 18, and liis father, David,
were arriving in New York as immigrants
Irom the Danish iskind of Fyn, where
they had been millers. By the time they
mrived in New York their funds were
so short that they took the hrst job ol-
lered by an agent at the old Castle
Garden immigration station. "The job
was to clean, tim and Tuel the kerosene
Lomps in the Pennsylvamia Railroad’s
station at Jersey City, New Jersey.

In o couple ol years David Fraad and
his son had gone independent. They
hired their own inmnnigrant labor at Castle
Garden and contracted with the railroad
to keep its Jersey City station clean and
its tracks in northern New Jersey clear
ol snow. When the Pennsvlvimia finished
its giant new terminal in Manhattan in
1910, the Fraads were given the contract
to keep it cean. Father and son had
moved their headquarters across the Hud-
son River into Manhattan several vears
hefore, and were already ceaning the
mansions ol wealthy New York families
—Astors. Rockelellers, Vanderbilts, Cir-
negices, Goulds and many others.

FFor this work they built their Famous
“High Suction Vacuum System,” perhaps
the first vacuum cleaner ever used com-
mercially i the United States. 1o was
about the size and shape ol a two-man
submarine, and was mounted on
wheels and pulled by four horses. A crew
ol workmen rode the contraption like
fircmen going to a fire. with Mr. Fraad
and son scorching ahcead astride a lancy
tandem  bicvele broom

boasting  a
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strapped on as a kind of (lagpole and
pennant. On society jobs father and son
dressed the part in silk hats, cutaway
coats and striped trousers.

At cach job they began by erecting a
big sign: “Modern Crematory For M-
crobes, Germs And Dust.” A fire hose was
fed imto a window, and through it dirt
and dust were drawn back into a tank on
the truck by a second-hand air com-
pressor. ‘The compressor was powered by
a one-cylinder gasoline engine that was
a monumental performer. (n operation
it made three short thumps, then on the
fourth beat it gave off a mighty detona-
tion, like a fowling picce discharging.
These explosions, together with a habit
ol the hose of breaking and showering
the neighborhood with dust, made an
inspiring spectade: it caused widespread
comment and gave the Fraads fine ad-
vertising.

When Junior joined the firm 23 years
ago, this splendid era had long since
passed. Nowadays,  Allied  cleans  the
private residences ol only a few people.
Junior’s grandfather, David, had been in
his grave for 20 vears in 1937, and his
father. Dan Sr., was chairman of the
board of Allied, which he remained un-
til his death seven years ago at 81. The
oldest son, Will, now 64, succeeded Dan
Sr.. as chairman, and, with Junior, owns
the controlling interest in the company.
After their father’s death,  Junior and
Will bought out the interest of the third
son, Henry. a colonel in the U.S. Air
Force. The fourth brother, Lewis, is a
professor of pediatrics in a New York
medical college.

Junior had planned a carcer in med-
ical rescarch himsell. He majored  in
biophysics at Brown University, then
took two-and-a-hall years’ post-graduate
work at Columbia and Yale. But after
his marriage to Rita Rich, ol New York,
he discontinued—ternporarily, he thought
—his scientific career, and went to work
for his father. His first job was cleaning
windows in a Madison Avenuce oflice
building.

“We had about 500 employes then, and
our offices were a few small jumbled
rooms,”  Junior recalls, “Father always
believed it was a good idea to have
crummy-looking olflices. Otherwise vour
clients might think you were charging
them too much. I think an attractive
ollice helps you think constructively.”

Junior finally managed to prod his
family across Fifth Avenue into Adlied’s
present large and clegant suite on the
fifth Hoor of the world’s tallest building.
He has adorned the walls with originals
by such venerated Ainerican painters as
Winslow Homer, George Bellows and
Thomas Eakins, as well as with the works
ol modernists such as Joseph Hirsch,

Junior became interested inart at the
New  York World's  Fair, where  he
superintended  the cleaning of the art
muscum and of important display build-
ings. He had been looking for more
glamorous work than sweeping railroad
stations when the fair appeared on the
horizon. Persuading his father to back
a new company, the Exhibitor’s Clean-
ing & Maintenance Corp., Junior hired
a force of 1,000 men who sometimes had
to usc rakes to comb bananas, hard-boiled

cges and squashed sandwiches from the
line carpets of the General Motors and
Firestone buildings. But the experience
convinced Junior that there was romance
in cleaning.

“Until then,” he says, 1 had dreamed
of being a Pasteur. I saw romance only
in rescarch. Alter I got married and
nceded the money, it was with a sense ol
defeat that T went to work for the old
family business. But alter the fair 1
decided to put everything I had into this
work. [ invited some guys I had known
in college to work with me. I said, ‘Come
on in and help me clean; it's going to
be fun.” And it has been.”

Junior, with his scientific bent and his
crew ol new blood, astounded old-timers
at Allied and in the janitoring world
generally by instituting the first time-
and-motion studies in the history of that
profession. Qut ol that research were
developed new types of mechanical clean-
ing cquipment, such as a heavy-duty
floor-washer for store aisles and a device
that digs dirt from the grooves ol esca-
lator steps. A1l this creative activity so
impressed the U.S. government that one
day in 1943 some close-mouthed military
men showed up in Junior's ollice and
spirited him away on a mysterious mis-
ston,

Thcy ook him to the Manhattan
Project at OQak Ridge, Tennessee, where
the nation, under perhaps the greatest
seerecy wraps in the history of warfare,
was  manufacturing  the  first atomic
bombs. It scemed that one of the knot-
ticst problems was keeping the  place
clean. A local force ol mountaincer
women, with old-lashioned brooms, was
having as much trouble whisking the
floor of plant and community buildings
clear ol sticky Tennessee clay as the
physicists were having in splitting  the
atom. So Junior and several of his trusted
licutenants moved in to take charge ol
this critical phase of building the -
homb.

“Thosce corn brooms they were using
were all right in mountain cabins, but
hopeless in cleaning large arcas.” Junior
reminisces. “The poor old girls were kill-
ing themsehves. We junked the corn
brooms. supplicd them with wide push
brooms, and taught them how to sweep
properly. We also gave instructions on
ceaning indoor toilets, which most of
the mountaineers had never seen belore
coming to Oak Ridge.

“Naturally, I was very proud when |
heard we had won the atomic race. It
gives a guy a bang to know he had a parnt
in a scientific achievement like that, even
though it was a lowly part, like shining
up the Tadies” rest room.”

Shortly before the war, Junior had se-
cured several department stores as an ¢n-
tirely new category of clients for his
company. He won most of them with the
argument: “You wouldn’t put a $50-a-
week straw boss in charge of a quarter-
million-dollar-a-year department.”” (Many
stores spend more than that on clean-
ing.)

Allied now supplics the complete stafls
—Irom lowly dusters to lordly doormen-—
required to operate the buildings hous-
ing 16 of New York's best-known stores.

TRUE THE MAN'S MAGAZINE
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“Read it yourself! The invitation plainly says ‘Bress Optional’l”

Tts Lrgest lorce inasingle store, 250, s
at Saks Filth Avenue, probably the hest-
known quality store in the country.,

Last fall, Saks™ head window designer
asked O, HL. NMonahan, Allied’s chiel en-
gincer at the store, il he could give a
deep-sleep-breathing motion to the breast
ol a dummy he proposed to bed down in
a show window. The engineer devised
a Rube Goldberg clectrical mechanism
that mflated and detlated a bellows ar-
rangement.

T'he bellows was concealed heneath a
line Tacy nightgown, under a silken com-
lorter that covered the hosom ol one ol
Saks™ most lilelike figures. The waxen
lady was laid out alluringly in a period-
picce bhed as part ol an ornate boudoir
scene i the stord’s window at the cor-
ner ol Fifth Avenue and 49th Sureet.

The effect was sensational.  Crowds
sometimes 10 deep lined the sidewalk to
speculate on whether the lovely lady was
really alive. Bernard Gimbel, president
ol Saks, ordered the dummy left in the
window lor a month instcad of the week
originally planned. T'he store received in-
numerable lewers both from admiring
Kibitzers and (rom store owners, who
wanted information on how to copy the
display.

In replying to the later, NMonahan el
an understandable hesitaney in disdosing
the vrue nature of the bellows that had
caused the rhythmic heaving ol the
beaury's breast. He had chosen as the
mstrument to perform this delicate fune-
ton—because it was strong and about the
right size—onc ol thosc tire-shaped in-
flatable rubber contraptions designed to
comlort quite another part ol the hu-
man body.

It was at about the time Junior’s de-
partment-store cleaning was catching on
a dozen vears ago that Lavry MacPhail,
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then president of the Yankees, hired Al-
licd 1o clean and operate Yankee Sta-
dium, and MacPhail convinced Walter
O Malley, Dodger president, o do like-
wise. As a result Junior and his men,
who have bheen in basehall ever since,
have learned some interesting ground-
keeping tricks. One is a positive gen:

Il the home team has laster runners
and bewer bunters than the visitors—and
the pennant race is tight enough to war-
rant the extra trouble—ground-keepers
can tilt the warl along the base paths so
that bunts tend o roll [air. Il the visitors
have the laster runners and better bunt-
crs. the warf may be slanted the other
way so that bunts roll loul.

In 1946, shortly hefore the hall parks
were persuaded to become dlients, Junior
and his right-hand man, Amos Buckley,
while thinking ol new business, decided
there were great ]mm)n al opportunitics
in the l'mun(l -servicing ol ‘|n|)lmu At
the time, cach airline prmulul its own
stafts at the various airports to clean its
offices and hangars, service and gas its
planes, and handle its passengers, bag-
gage and Ireight. Junior and Buckley
persuaded  the lines to let Allied con-

solidate these services at La Guardia
Ficld, New York.
After six months Allied had saved

three airlines—Pan American, TW.A and
American Overscas—S384,000 at La Guar-
diac alone. The company has continued to
expand these services until its airport
work accounts lor a third ol its income,
and Allied has hecome the Targest sery-
icer of airlines in the world. Tt operates
now at the three main airports serving
Greater New York, at National Airport
in Washington, and at municipal airports
m Boston, Cleveland, St. Louls, Pitts-
burgh, Dallas, Fort Worth, New Orleans,
and  Minneapolis-St. Paul, and it will

|
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LA EARN LL. B. DEGREE

LaSalle’s famous Law Library—used as refer-
ence in many Law libraries and Law offices—
has enabled thousands to master Law surpris-
ingly fast, in spare hours at home, for business
and professional advancement.

These 14 remarkable volumes, compiled by
leading professors and lawyers, cover the whole
basic field of Law in condensed, orderly, sim-
plified manner.

You advance rapidly with this great library,
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step-by-step with personalized Problem Meth-
od of instruction...you learn by deing—han-
dling legal problems—not by memorizing rules.

Send for two FREE booklets, “Law Training
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questions about Law and its value to you.
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Accredited member, National Home Study Council

LA SALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A Correspondence Institution
417 S. Dearborn St. Dept. 3377L Chicago 5, lIL

Send me your two FREE booklets described above,
without obligation.

NIGTTIE s oxorslelogsls e oTsjs[s ToToToTeln o sXoTs s » (oToToTsTs A QELe [eForerers e
I
Czly, Zone& Statee...ooireeneeeinnnnnn.

Like Wulkmg
on Pillows!

Dr. Scholl’s
AIR-PILLO
INSOLES
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Ventilated

Air-Cushion your
shoes foronly... 60¢
1. Relieve painful Callouses.
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on nerves of feet.
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ment. METHODS ENGINEERING. PRODUCTION
CONTROL, STANDARD COSTS. Free placement
service for graduates. Write for Catalog and THE
PAY IN(‘RFA%F YOU WANT. Address:
USTRIAL ENGINEERING COLLEGE

3305 Wash gton Boulevard. Chicago 24, M.
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shoe business! Sell amazing line of Air
Cushion Innersole comfort shoes to
friends, neighbors, fellow workers.
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This man was
the victim of a
brutal murder
i without a mo-
Rtive. Because
his skin was
white and he
was killed above
the Mason-
Dixon line,
they call it

'a vigi-
lante mur-
der."

WILLIAM BRAD-
FORD HUIE
wouldn't swal-
low that hypo-
critical tag fora
minute. He dug
into this brutal
murder and now
proves that it
is...

ALYNCHING—NORTHERNSTYLE
and demands that the killers be
brought to justice
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probably expand into the large West
Coast airports, now that the firm is out
there with the Dodgers.

Hall the Allied force of 500 at New
York International \irport operate 110
tanker trucks to fuel a monthly average
ol 8,000 planes in winter to as many as
12,000 in summer, with from 25 gallons
(for light planes and  helicopters) to
10,000 gallons for the new British Bristol
Sritannia turbo-jets.

The other halt of the force. besides
doing conventional cleaning. operate the
passenger rmnps and the air-conditioning:
units for planes on the ground. One un-
fortunately Irequent .mn nment is to dig
in the honev-buckets (lhcdlcnu( I toilets
on planes) Tor diamond rings that lady
passengers drop accidentally now and
then. Allied men build corrals in cargo
planes for hauling sheep and feed whale
meat to shipments of minks ¢n route to
Paris. and there is usually on the payroll
a groom to handle spirited race horses
that commute across the Atlantic.

In 1948 the six airlines then using the
International A\irport at - Gander  em-
ploved Allied to consolidate ground serv-
icing there. Junior, Amos Bucklev, and
a couple of Allied emploves moved in
and began to consolidate. They cut the
force ol mechanics from 150 to about 10,
T'his number is still suficient to maintain
the engines of all airplanes stopping at
Gander, although 14 lines now use the
airport and wraflic has increased several
hundred percent since 1948, They re-
duced the half-a-dozen groups of dish-pan
specialists to 10 persons in all who use a
large dishwashing m;l('hinc to clean on
an average summer day 82,500 picces of
china. 19,500 picces of .sl]\c and about
20.000 glasses.

Among the duties of Allied’s 160 men
at Gander are chasing bear and moose
off the snowy runways. ‘They also keep a
coffin or two on hand for the bodies of
plance passengers who die en route. ‘These
are usually clderly people, overcome by
the emotion of visiting the Old Country
for the Tast tme. Now and then Allied'’s
men rush o the local hospital with some
pregnmant mother passenger. excited by
the flight, who decides to give birth ahead
ol time.

‘The arca’s best hunting and fishing are
cnjoyved by Junior, the ofhcials of his
firm, and their friends at the Honey-
Bucket and Rod Cluly that Junior built
cight vears ago 40 miles northeast of the
airport on an island in the Gander River.
It can be reached only by air or canoe,
and it may be the only hunting and fish-
ing camp in the great north woods
cquipped with a sauna, a Finnish bath in
which steam is produced by pouring
water over hot stones.

The steam bath is a requirement of
Junior. who, true to his Scandinavian
ancestry, requires this kind ol purge fre-
quently for relaxation and thought. He
has an cven more claborate sauna, with
a den, kitchen and wine cellar attached,
back of his residence at Scarsdale, New
York, where he lives with his wife Rita
and two “teen-age daughters, Sarah and
Martha, Junior likes to sit over the hot
stones two or three tmes a week and
brood about janitorial matters.

Don McCampbell, formerly with TYWA

and one ol several young executives Ju-
nior has hired from the airlines, savs that
choosing a Fmmnish bath, rather than an
executive suite, to mull over problems
is part of Junior’s oll-beat business na-
ture.

“Dan ts a guy in a rough. tough busi-
ness who must deal with tough labor men
constantlv.” NcCamphell observes. “Yet
Dian has very high tastes and fine sensi-
bilities. The labor folks sense this. and
respect him for i He gets along fine with
the unions, as he does with his own stafl.
He doesn’t rationalize problems like a
normal excecutive. He has an instinctive
feel for the right thing, He is imaginative,
impulsive and a dreamer.”

Junior savs it is hard for him to sce
why cleaning did not become Big Busi-
ness before now.,

“Usually,” Junior savs, “the important
matter ol how to clean a new building
is heneath the consideration ol its de-
signers. That new 15-story control tower
at Idlewild, for example, has transparent
glass walls, and the top few stories have
to be washed every day. Yet it was built
without any wrrangement toswing clean-
ing scaffolds. We had to have that done
after the tower was finished and we got
the cleaning contract.

€<

Thcr(‘ is just about more dirt than
.m\lhmn clse on carth,” he points out.

“That is why ours is a good business. De-
pressions can come and recessions can Qo.
and political administrations  can - rise
and fall. But there is always dirt around
that needs pushm" from where it is to
somewhere clse. There is always a de-
mand lor our services.”

And then, having finished philosophis-
ing on the state of his calling, Junior gets
a twinkle in his eye and switches to the
more light-hearted aspects ol the busi-
ness. ‘There are, for example, the doings
Allied has had with cargo on the hoof.

Animal passengers, Junior recalls, have
afforded some of the company’s more en-
livening experiences.  Occasionally its
men willopenthe door of a newly landed
plance loaded with monkeys whose cages
have broken open during a rough flight.
Thereafter, Allied’s more fleet-footed em-
ployes may spend days chasing simians
about the landscape. 'The same thing has
happened  with  canaries, which  have
whipped from their planes when the
doors were opened in what Junior de-
scribes as “a vellow cloud.” Un(.lplmul
canaries, along with a few other exotic
feathered escapees, have mingled with
the local birds to make a kind of free-
floating world aviary around La Guardia.

Best of all, though, was the unfortu-
nate case of the costly Russian-blue cat,
a female, that escaped in transit at the
airport. While Allied’s people were call-
ing kitty, kitty all over the place, the
hussy was busy getting herself pregnant
by alocal tom. Before she was recaptured
several weeks later, she had borne a liter.
And that is why many cats residing in the
La Guardia sector of Long Island are
notable, to this day, for prominent
touches of blue upon their coats.,

Ivs evident that there are other com-
pcns.lll(ms to lulnm in the business of
moving dirt than just the belief that
grime .11\\‘|\s pavs.—Rufus Jarman
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America’s Mystery Giant

[Contimeed from page 441

ing that it could not be laughed off by
those cynics who cannot accept anything
they do not understand. And from the
day it became known, the Sasquaich he-
gan cmerging [rom the misty land ol
legend into the cold Tight ol the twen-
ticth century.

Roc’s account ol his remarkable ex-
perience is a matter ol public record,
He has described it in his own words,
and has made a sworn statement as to its
authenticity before a public solicitor. Be-
fore letting him tell his story, there are
two things 1 would like to make dear.
First, Roc is a man who has spent most
ol his life in the outdoors, he s a veteran
hunter, and when he sees a bear he does
not get hysterical and think it is some-
thing clse.

Second. while “sworn statements’ may
not cut too much ice in this country, they
mean a very great deal in Canada and
other parts of the British Empire. Cana-
dians have an intense respect for the
Law. and their laws are quite a lot more
stringent than ours. I you make a sworn
statement to legal authority in the pres-
ence ol witnesses you sign your honor
to it. Il you lie, you are held responsible,
Il it is proved for any reason later that
you lied, you have committed perjury,

and you are liable for whatever injurics
your lies may have caused. A\ Canadian
thinks more than twice before he goes
helore a justice of the peace and makes
a sworn statement. So. with the kind per-
mission ol Mr. Roe himsell and ol Mr.
John Green ol the dgassiz-Havvison Ad-
vance, who persuaded Roce to make his
experience known, I give you the for-
mer’s statement verbatim. It reads:

Afhdavit
I. W. Roc. of the City ol Edmonton,
in the provinee of Alberta make
oath and say,

(1) That the exhibit .\, attached
to this, my aflidavit, is absolutely
true and correct in all details.

Sworn before me in the City of
Edmonton, Province ol \lberta, this
26th day ol August. \.D. 1957.

(Signed)  William Roe
(Signed) by WL HL Clark
Assistant Claims Agent
Number D, D, 2822

“EXHIBIT A\

“Lver since T was a small boy back in
the forests of Michigan 1 have studied the
lives and habits of wild animals. Later
when 1 supported my Family in northern
Alberta by hunting and trapping. I spent
many hours just observing  the wild
things. ‘They lascinated me. The most in-
credible experience T oever had with a
wild creature occurred near a little place
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‘I won’t need you anymore, Miss La Rue.”
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called Téte Jaune Giche, British Colum-
bia, about 80 miles west ol Jasper, Al-
berta.

“I had been working on the highway
near this place Téte Jaune Cache for
about two years. In October, 1955, 1 de-
cided to climb five miles up Mica Moun-
tain to an old deserted mine, just for
something to do. 1 came in sight of the
mine about 3 o'clock in the alternoon
alter an casy climb. 1 had just come out
of a patch of low brush into a clearing,
when | saw what 1 thought was a grizzly
bear in the brush on the other side. 1
had shot a grizzly near that spot the year
helore. This one was only about 75 vards
away, but 1 didn’t want to shoot it, lor
I had no way ol getting it out. So 1 sat
down on a small rock and watched. with
my rifle in my hand.

“I could just sce part of the animal’s
head and the top ol one shoulder. .\ mo-
ment later it raised up and stepped ont
into the opening. T'hen T saw it wasn’ta
bear.

“T'his to the best of mv recollection is
what the creature looked like and how
it acted as it came across the clearing
dircctdy towards me. My first impression
was of a huge man about sin feet tall.
almost three feet wide, and  probablhy
weighing somewhere near 300 pounds. Tt
was covered [rom head to foot with dark
brown, silver-tipped hair. But as it came
closer I saw by its hreasts that it was
female.

“And vet, its torso was not curved like
a female's. Tts broad [rame was straight
from shoulder to hip. Its arms were much
thicker than a man’s arms and longer.,
reaching ahnost to its knees. Its feet were
broader proportionately  than a man’s,
abont Live inches wide in the front and
tapering to much thinner heels. \When
it walked it placed the heel of its foot
down first, and 1 could sce the grev-brown
skin or hide on the soles of its feet.

“It came to the edge of the bush 1 was
hiding in. within twenty feet of me. and
squatted down on its haunches. Reaching
out its hands it pulled the branches of
bushes towards it and stripped the leaves
with its teeth. Its lips curled flexibly
around the leaves as it ate. I was close
cnough to see that its teeth were white
and even,

“T'he shape ol this creature’s head
somewhat resembled a Negro's. ‘The head
was higher at the back than at the front.
The nose was broad and flat. ‘The lips
and chin protruded farther than its nose.
But the hair that covered it leaving
hare only the parts of its face around the
mouth, nose and cars. made it resemble
an animal as much as a human. None
ol this hair, even on the back ol its head,
was longer than an inch, and that on its
face much shorter. Its cars were shaped
like a human's cars. But its eves were
small and btack like a bear's. And its
neck also was unhuman, thicker and
shorter than any man’s 1 have ever seen.

“As 1 watched this creature 1 won-
dered il some movie company was mak-
ing a filov in this place and that what 1
saw was an actor made up to look partly
human, partly animal. But as 1 observed
it more 1 decided it would be impossible
to fake such a specimen. Anyway, |
learned later there was no such company

101



TRUE

“I think Tom is ready for a refill.”

near that arca. Nor, in fact, did anvone
live up Mica Mountain, according to
the people who lived in "I'éte Jaune
Ciche.

“Finally, the wild thing must have got
my scent, for it looked directly at me
through an opening in the brush. A\ look
ol amazement crossed its Tace. Tt looked
so comical at that moment 1 had o grin.
Still in a crouched position, it bhacked
up  three o four short steps,  then
straightened up to its Tull height and
started to walk rapidly hack the way it
had come. For aomoment it watched me
over its shoulder as it went, not exactly
alraid, but as though it wauted no con-
tact with anvthing strange.

“I'he thought came to me that il 1
shot it I would possibly have a specimen
ol great interest to scientists the world
over. I had  heard  stories about  the
Sasquatch, the giant hairy Indians that
live in the fegend of the Indians of
British Columbia and also, many claim,
arc still in fact alive todav. Mavhe this
was a Sasquaich, | told mysell.

“1 levelled mv rifle. "The creature was
still walking rapidly away, again turn-
ing its head to look in my direction. |
lowered the rille. \though I have called
the creature ‘it 1 felt now that it was a
human being, and I knew I would never
forgive mysell il T killed it

“Just as it came to the other patch of
brush it threw its head back and made
a peculiar noise that seemed to be hall
laugh and hall language, and which 1
could only describe as a kind ol a whinny.
'hen it walked Irom the small brush into
a stand ol lodge-pole pinces.

“1 stepped out into the opening and
looked across a small ridge just beyond
the pine o see il T could sce it again,
It came out on the ridge a couple of
hundred yards away from me, tipped its
head back again, and again emited the
only sound I had heard it make. hut what
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this hall-laugh, half-lainguage was meant
to convey | do not know. It disappeared
then, and T never saw it again,

“Iwanted to find out il it lived on
vegetation entirely or ate meat as well,
so I went down and looked Tor signs. |
found it in five ditlerent places, and al-
though I examined it thoroughly. could
find no hair or shells. or bugs or insccts.
So 1 believe it was strictly a vegetarian.”
(Author's note: 1 presione he is referring
heve Ao drappings or facces of 1his cren-
ture, of which he says he found cordence
in froe different places.)

“I Tound one place where it had slept
for a couple of nights under a tree. Now,
the nights were cool up the mountain at
this time ol year especially, and yet it
had not used a hire. | found no signs that
it possessed even the simplest ol tools,
Nor did I find any signs that it had a
single  companion while in this place.

“Whether this creature was a Sasquatch
I do not know. It will always remain a
mystery to e unless another one s
found.

"I herceby declare the above statement
to be in every part true, to the best of
my powers ol observation and recollec-
tion.

(Signed) William Roe”

Stories about the Sasquateh have been
appearing in print from time to time
since the 1860°s. and 1 have clippings in
my files from almost every year since the
carly 1920’s. But the modern history of
the Sasquatch really dates from Septem-
ber, 1941, when one ol these creatures
pad a visit—in broad daylight—to an
Indian family named Chapman, While
the Amerindian stories have usually been
dismissed as legend, or laughed oft be-
cause Indians are not supposed to be
reliable, this experience  was  accom-
panicd by oo much physical evidence
to be ignored.

‘The  Chapman Tamily  consisted ol
George and Jeannic Chapman and chil-
dren numbering, as of my visit, four.
Mr. Chapman worked on the railroad,
and was living at that tme inoa small
place called Ruby Creek, 30 miles up
the Fraser River from A\gassiz, British
Columbia, in Canada’s great western
province.

It was about 3 in the alternoon ol a
sunny, cloudless day when Jeannie Chap-
man’s cldest son, then aged 9, came run-
ning to the house saying that there was
a cow coming down out of the woods at
the foot of the nearby mountain. The
other kids, a boy aged 7 and a litde girl
ol 5, were still plaving in a hield hehind
the house bordering on the rail track.

Mrs. Chapman went out 1o look, since
the boy scemed  oddly disturbed, and
then saw what she at hirst thought was
a very big bear moving about among the
bushes bordering the ficld bevond  the
railroad tracks. She called the two smaller
children who came running inmnediately.
Then the creature moved out onto the
tracks and she saw to her horror that it
was a giganuc man covered with harr,
not fur. 'T'he hair scemed o be about
four inches long all over, and ol a pale
vellow-brown color. To pin down this
color Mrs. Chapman pointed out to me
a sheet ol lightly varnished plywood in
the room where we were sitting. This
was ol & brownish-ochre color.

T'his creature ady anced directly toward
the house and Mrs. Chapman had. as she
put it. “much too much time o look
at it because she stood her ground out-
side while the eldest hboy--on her instruc-
tions—got a blanket from the house and
rounded up the other children, ‘The Kids
were ina near panic, she told us, and
it took two or three minutes to get the
blanket, during which time the creature
had reached the near corner of the held
only about 100 feet away from her. Mrs,
Chapman then spread the blanket and,
holding it aloftso that the kids could not
see the creature or it them. she backed
off at the double w the old feld and
down on to the river beach out of sight,
and then ran with the kids downstream
ta the village.

I asked her a leading question about
the blanket. Had her purpose in using
it heen to prevent her Kids seeing the
creatare, inaccord  with  an alleged
Amerindian beliel that o do so brin
had lTuck and often death? Her reply was
both prompt and surprising. She said
that, although she had heard white men
tell of that beliel, she had not heard it
from her parents or any other ol her
people whose advice regarding the so-
called Sasquatceh had been simply not o
go larther than certain points up cer-
tain vallevs, to run il she saw one. but
not to strugele il one caught her as it
might squeeze her to death by mistake.

“No,” she said, “l used the blanket
because 1 thought it was alter one of the
kids and so might go into the house to
look Tor them instead of Tollowing me.”
This scems to have been sound logic as
the creature did go into the house and
also rummaged  through an outhouse
prety thoroughly, hauling from it a 55-

Continued on page 115]
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HETS BONEFISH...
off Isle of Pines, Cuba!
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Not only on the Isleof Pines but
throughout Cuba are modern sport
fishing centers — boats, guides
and gear to suit any fishing desire.
Surprisingly reasonable rates are
exceptionally easy on the wallet, too.

For 16-year-old Bill Worthington of Ft. Lauderdale, Fla., ardent
and constant fisherman though he is, the bonefish is a new thrill
...a fighting, streaking, never-say-die silver bullet, battling twenty
minutes from strike to net. For the flats off the Isle of Pines, his
first is on the small side of the average — but to him (and to
proudly-watching Dad) it’s the bonefish!

There are plenty more where Bill's catch came from...plus every
other gamefish and reef fish of tropic waters. Half an hour south
of Havana by air, Isle of Pines offers excellent hotels, fine food and
pure water, helpful, hospitable hosts and guides — and a ‘‘dealer’s
choice” of incomparable fishing. There just isn’t any other place
quite like it in the Americas'

Plan now to fish Cuban waters this year...discover for yourself
what reel fishing can be like! There’s no red tape, no inconven-
ience — just a world of fishing fun like none you’ve ever known!

SEE YOUR TRAVEL AGENT
...and for complete fishing information and brochure, write

CUBAN TOURIST COMMISSION

PROMENADE, ROCKEFELLER CENTER, NEW YORK CITY
336 E. FLAGLER STREET, MIAMI/ LA RAMPA, VEDADO, HABANA
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A TRUE BOOK-LENGTH FEATURE: DEVIL'S ISLAND

Hospital ward scene depicts disregard for sanitation, poor equip-
ment—factors that combined to hasten death of many patients.

[Contiriced from page 55)

Guiana, the least vicious of all the prisons that make up the
Devil’s Island penal colony.

I was given Number 37,406; my thoughts turned to the 37,105
who had preceded me. "The fst few thousands, I knew, had
been political foes of Napoleon, who founded Devil's Tsland
because it was as far from France as he could send them and still
keep them in French territory. During my stay, Devil's Island
itscll was still reserved tor political prisoners, who lived like
gentlemen in exile, with good food, good service, and the best
of medical care. Tt was the other islands of the penal colony—
lle Royale and St. Joseph—and the prisons on the mainland that
had made the words “Devil’s Island” synonymous with all that
is most loathsome and depraved.

As a 10-year prisoner instcad of a lifer, I was tagged Second
Class, and assigned to the Cayenne prison. The rest of those on
the La Lotre had been sent on to e Royale, reserved for Third
Class prisoncers, the most vicious and dangerous men in the
colony. When a man proved to be too vicious even for lle
Royale, which has held the most notorious murderers, gang
leaders, and lone outlaws of the past hundred years, he was
moved on to e du St. Joseph for the additional punishment
few men ever survived. There, while he lived, he mingled with
the lowest class ol all—those who had tried to escape and failed.

I soon learned that there were other hell-holes, too, and that
a prisoncer could be sent to them at the slightest whim of one of
the guards. There was Morin, a Tumber camp known as the
Camp ol Death—malarial mosquitoes and poisonous snakes
swarmed in the swanips surrounding it. Another was the Camp
of Miracles, so named because only a miracle could return a
convict from it alive. It was the last stop for the blind, the crip-
pled or those in the final stages of tuberculosis, syphilis, or any
ol an assortment of tropical discases, few ol which were ever
wreated.

was to meet all ob these in tme, but first 1 was to know

Cayenne. Apparently the report on me was favorable—or else
the commandant did not feel that my crime had been serious.
I was turned over to Public Works, given a crude broom made
of palm fronds, and marched out with a work detail to the
main street paralleling the harbor. It was also the street used
by all the horses and roaming cattle in Cayenne. We were told
10 start sweeping.

The four guards did not wait to see if we swept or not.
Necither did the veteran convicts in the detail. Within five
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minutes I was alone in the street with my broom. T wandered
unmolested down to the docks and stared at the water. There
was no place to go. The jungle was all around, and no one
was going to escape by swinning the shark-filled ocean bheyond
the harbor. H' I had not been seething with resentment, I might
have enjoyed mysell.

Cayenne is a beautiful town, and il it can cscape the tor-
mented souls ol those prisoners who died there, it might some
day become an attractive tourist center like other resorts in the
Caribbean. It is quaintly French, filled with flowers of a hun-
dred brilliant varicties. Its streets ave lined with palms up to
80 feet high, and the harbor is as beautiful as any I have seen.
But while I was there the prison was its sole reason for existence,
and all of the families there lived in one way or another on the
convicts. The men worked for the prison as officials or guards,
or they lived on the products of our labor—Ilumber from the
forestry camps, hand carvings, buttertly collections, or anything
the convicts or libérés could put a hand to that would make a
penny.

A word on the libérés: during the years of which Tam writing,
the Taws that sent a man to Devil’s Island were cruelly designed
to keep him there for life . .. no matter what his original scn-
tence. After a prisoner had served his term. he was liberated—
became a {ibevé—but the law prevented him from returning to
his native land. He must remain forever in French Guiana, and
make his way as best he could, scrapping like a dog in the back
alleys for his food. "The system was as vicious as any in man’'s
history, and its cflects on 1ts victims was unbelievably mon-
strous, as | came to learn.

I was at first not only a lucky convict, but a pampered onc.
Each day at 4 p.m., after a minimum of sweeping, our detail
reported to a local saloon where we were paid—actually paid—
by the Cavenne Public Works one large glass of wine and a
package of tobacco. Back in our cells by 5 p.n, we could barter
our tobacco for all sorts of privileges. Food being in short
supply, I rolled my tobacco into cigarettes and traded them of}
for extra portions of soup, [ricd bananas, and the like. I meat
was on the plates, I might give up a whole ounce of tobacco for
a few small morsels. Compared to the “inside” prisoners who
slaved endlessly splitting chunks of log into shingles without
pay, I was as rich as a king.

wilhin a couple of months I 'was able to convince my guards
they were wasting my talents i limiting me to a broom. .\
strong, ambitious young man like me, I pointed out, could
make a lot of money working on the docks—and I would be
more than willing to split my carnings with them.

T'his was the kind of Language they could understand. 1 soon
had several deals going along the waterfront. I began by han-
dling cargo tor the small stcamships that docked at the main
picr, but I soon saw that more money could be made if I could
get a large rowboat, and ferry passengers to and from the larger
ships that anchored out in deep water.

My guards had no objections to an increased income. "They
ceven located a large skift for me that T could rent by halving
my income again. T would be keeping only a quarter of what |
made, but that was all right with me. Now that T had access
to the passenger-carrying ships, I developed o profitable side-
line selling curios—mahogany statues, carved coconut heads,
scasshell jewelry, serving trays with tropical butterflies pressed
under a sheet of glass, and other trinkets. No one could ¢heck
on the difference between what I paid the convicts for their art
objects and what I sold them for on the ships, and no one could
check on the tips I received for ferrying passengers. | was doing
all right.

At the end of six months I was without doubt the most
favored prisoner in all the Devil’s Island colonics. T was taking
my mecals at a waterfront caf¢, standing treat for the guards at
their own grog shops, and reading in my cell at night by the
light of my own candles while other prisoners, sometimes 10 to
a cell, paced restlessly in the dark until exhaustion brought
them cramped sleep in a space three feet by Tour.

It was unthinkable that a prisoner in my circumstances, know-
ing what the incevitable penalty would be il captured, would try
to escape—and yet my chiel reason for working the waterlront
was to learn about boats and tides, and to accumulate the
moncy that would make escape possible.

My efforts soon hit a snag. One day, while T was loading
mahogany at the picr, a native I was working with suddenly
dropped his end of the heavy plank we were carrying. T'he sharp
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jerk  was enough to
throw me off balance;
instinctively I made a
grab for the plank to
save my feet. Belore |
could recover, the plank
had crashed to the deck.

crushing myv right
thumb.
Hall  tainting  with

pain, I made my way
hack to the penitentiary
infirmary where a voung
doctor, working without
anesthetics, removed the
torn thumbnail and
nunipulated  the  shat-
tered bones into place.
‘The ripping away of
the thumbnail and the
pushing-around  of the
grating bones was a tor-

ture that left me sick
with shock for hours.
The doctor, a compe-

tent man, thought noth-
ing ol it. He had
performed  amputations
on men brought in from
the lumber camps with
crushed arms and legs.
using no anesthetics be-
cause he had none. 11
they could take it and
survive—which some did
—then I could take a
little thumb injury.

My college education now stood me in good stead. Incapaci-
tated for manual Labor, T was assigned to work in the records
department of the penitentiary which was housed in a large
room adjacent to the infirmary. Three educated convicts, who
also doubled as medical orderlics. kept the records. Because
there had been a Lrge number ol accidents, they had gotten
[ar behind in their filing. They were so glad to get a helper
that they at once put me to work on o huge stack of fingerprint
records.

[t was casy to see why they had l[ailen behind. Each incoming
prisoner was fingerprinted three times, one set ol records going
to headguarters on Ile Rovale. a second set remaining  at
Cayenne, and the third set going with the prisoner wherever
he might be assigned. At the same time, when prisoners diced.
which they did almost as last as new ones were brought in.
their prints had to be removed rom the active file and placed
i what was aptly called “dead storage.”

spent nearly aweek catching up on the “dead ones.”™ and

then started inon the huge pile ol “incoming™ records.
Almost the first set ol fingerprints [ Gome across was my own,
That was to be expected. no new prisoners having arvived since
the last visit ol La Lone=but still it was a shock to me to see
my name, number. fingerprints, and oncword  description—
“murderer”” Nutomatically, T began sorting them—one set for
tle Rovale, one set for Cayenne Penttentiary, and the last set
for Cavenne--resident. And there 1 stopped.

I was alone in the record room. In less than five minutes.
with a lew strokes of the pen, I had exchanged my prison
number lor that of a dead man: now my prints were in dead
storage under another nwnber. and his were in the active hile
nnder my number. 1 felt quite proud of my last thinking. "T'imne
and again prisoners had escaped to Georgetown, or “Frinidad,
or cven Havima, only 1o be fingerprinted by local authorities
and returned to torture and solitary conlinement. In trans-
ferring my records to dead storage. T had eliminated that hazard.
I was stll oo new and too voung to know a greater hazard
still existed—that Devil’s Ishand puts a stamp on a man that
identifies him as surcly as his fingerprints.

As o record clerk T oalmost betrayed mvsell with my own
cihiciency. The three convicts in charge were determined to keep
me with them to case their burden, and it was only by promis-
ing them gralt in the lorm of smuggled wine and tobacco that
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thev finally let me return to the waterfront when my thumb
healed.

I was back on the docks only aweek when I got my first lesson
in what Bevil's Island was really like. Tt was the day the French
mail boat arrived in Cayenne on its monthly visit. and [ was
as usual out there in my skift, ready to carry passengers or scll
curios. Unbeknownst to me, the prison manager [rom lle
Royale was expecting important letters, and had come to pick
up his mail. He was already on the mail bhoat when [ came
alongside the Tanding stage.

I was just making fast when a woman descending the steep.
wave-tossed gangplank cither slipped or was pitched into the
witer. Instandy T plunged in alter her. T wish it had been an
casy rescue, but it wasn't. I was a strong swinuner, having spent
a good part ol my bovhood in the harbor at Algiers, but the
[vantic, struggling woman in her voluminous skirts nearly
drowned me betore a rescue boat conld save us [rom the herce
tide. A1 the passengers were on deck to watch the excitement,
and agreat Tuss was made over me when I was brought up.
dripping, in my convict garb.

I couid have done without all that acclaim, The prison man-
ager. the most powerful man in French Guiana, could not
ignore me. nor could he ignore the fact that I, @ convict, was
rowing [reely around the Cavenne harbor. selling curios and
[errving passengers for goodly fees,

I ameexperienced cnough now to know he had Tittde choice.
and what he did he had to do. but at the time I could only [eel
that I was the victim ol the rankest form ol injustice. The man-
ager ordered an investigation ol the Cavenne prison [rom top
to bottom. The Tour guards in charge of Public Works detail
were transferred to lnmber camps far back in the jungle. The
streetsweeping convicts were sent back to splitting shingles in
prison, and I, who was the cause ol it all, was classified as a
Prisoncer ‘Third Class and sentenced to e Rovale Tor 30 davs
of solitary confinement.

Since that first experience with solitary confinement, when-
cver | have had my choice between solitary and the lash, 1 have
alwayvs taken the Tash. Tt cuts vou up and cripples vou for a few
days. but if the flies don’t get at your wounds and produce
infection, only vour hody suflers hricfly, and not your mind.
Solitary confinement wrecks hoth.

You arc in a rock-walled hole, with the bars overhead open
to the sky, the flies, and the mosquitoes. The first day Tasts
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forever. Your mind fixes on a thought it does not want and
refuses to leave it. I heard my [athersay, “Better you had been
born dead,” and then, no matter how hard I might try to think
of my schools days, or of my art work, or boxing, or Corita, he
would always intervene to repeat his deadly remark. I could
say he did this hour after hour, but that would suggest that
time was passing. Time does not pass in sohtary. It is cternity.
He might say his line a thousand times, and still five minutes
would not have passed. This is not just imagination. When the
guard from the outside world announces your 30 or 60 days
arc up, he is only that much older. You have aged beyond the
power of man to measurc.

till, I did find mysell prepared to meet it. At first I came close

to madness at the crass injustice of it all. I had been sent
to Devil's Island for killing a man—that was within the realm
of reason. But to be placed in solitary confinement for saving
a woman—I screamed aloud. Then one day I sat down calmly
and chewed a nail out of the heel of my shoe. With the nail I
began carving a bas relief design in the rotting stone of my
pit, and sanity returned. The three figures 1 completed may still
be there.

I survived solitary, but when I emerged from the pit, stag-
gering because my legs could hardly carry me, T was still a Pris-
oncer Third Class facing a sentence at hard labor. They sent me
to Mount Tabo, a peculiar outcropping of rock a few miles
up the Comte River from Cayenne. There, 10 hours a day, I
performed the traditional task of the convict, breaking large
rocks into little ones. The futility of the work was the most
killing part of it. After breaking the stone, we carried it in
60-pound sacks to a swamp two miles away, and dumped it in.
We were supposed to be building a road that would connect
Morin Iumber camp with Cayenne, but in all my years on
Devil’s Island that road hadn’t progressed a hundred yards.
Thousands of tons of stone had been dumped into the swamp,
and hundreds of men had died at the task, and for what? The
swamp was bhottomless.

But again [ was able to make my task endurable. Stone to the
other convicts was something to be smashed. To me it was a
part of my trade as a sculptor, and while there were days when
I went nearly mad with frustration because I could not com-
plete a work, most of the time I found some amusement in
trving to crack rock into predetermined shapes, even rough-
hewing some of the larger boulders into recognizable heads
with my sledge hammer.

ft wouldn’t be Devil’s Island if 1 was permitted to continue
that kind of work. One day a guard recognized my crude at-
tempt at sculpture and because it looked like I might be drawing
some small enjoyment from it, he transferred me to the small
rock pile.

The small rock pile was reserved for the toughest convicts
and those who had displeased the guards. Here the work was
so endless, with the lash always ready for the laggard, that even
the chance to carry a sack of rock to the jungle road would have
been welcomed as a break in the monotony.

Yet in a way my transfer was fortunate. On the same rock
pile with me were two men who had twice attempted to escape.
For their first attempt they had each served 60 days in solitary
confinement, and had tlien been sent to the Morin lumber camp
for 10 years at hard labor. For trying to escape [rom there,
floating at night down the river on a crude raft, they had been
given 120 days each in solitary and then sent to the rock pile
for life. Actually it was i death sentence, three years on the pile
being about the limit a strong man could survive. The pair was
rcady for their third try.

They nceded money; I hadn’t hbeen on the pile an hour before
they were questioning me about my resources. I admitted to
nothing. Among these desperate men a man with a thousand
francs was like a lamb in a lion’s den.

A whip cracked then, enforcing the no-talking rule, and not
Tor another two weeks were we able to exchange words. At night
I was chained by the ankle in onec open, thatched-roof shelter,
and they were chained in another. Yet there is communion
among prisoners even in silence, and at the end of two weeks
of mutual suffering on the pile, I felt 1 knew these two men
better than if we had grown up together. They were bearded,
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evil-eyed, ragged, and filthy with rock dust, and back in civilian
life T would have fled from them on sight. But I, too, was
bearded, evil-eyed, and filthy, and, somehow, I knew that [
could trust them. Prison does curious things to a man’s sense
of intuition. There were also men in our camp whom 1 loathed
with a violent passion, though I had never spoken to them.

One afternoon a convict struck a rock that practically ex-
ploded under his hammer. Such bursts were [requent, :l_nd the
loss of an eyc or a few teeth was commonplace. But this time
it was a guard who was felled by a chunk of rock. At once the
other guards came to his aid, and in the conlusion the th.ree of
us on our pile were forgotten. We began talking immediately,
taking up the conversation as though we had already been
talking for hours.

It developed that in their escape from Morin, they had con-
cealed their raft onc dawn near the jungle camp of a libéré
who was eking out a living shaping mahogany planks [or a boat-
builder in Cayenne. He had proved to be friendly, and they had
spent nearly a week with him while he kept them supplied with
fresh fish and coconuts. He knew every sea-worthy boat not
only on the Comte River but also on the Mayourie, 14 milcs
through the jungle to the west. A convict with moncy might
find such a boat cast adrift on some moonless night, and with
still more money for supplies, he might find himsclf presently
on the high seas.

Without hesitation I announced that I had enough money
in my plan, and more in safe-keeping with an honest saloon-
owner in Caycnne, to pay the exorbitant price demanded for
a boat.

[ must explain that a plan is a rectal suppository used by all
convicts. A convict, having no pockets in which to carry his small
valuables, and not daring to lcave them in his cell where they
would certainly be stolen, packs them into a hollow cvlinder
made of bone, aluminum, or zinc. In my aluminum plan 1 had
rolled five bills of & thousand [rancs each, which was a [ortunc
on Devil’s Island. T had a similar amount in Cayenne.

As I told themabout the money, the two convictswere darting
nervous glances around the quarry. Only one armed guard had
been Icft on duty, the rest having helped carry their unconscious
comrade back to the main camp. They didn’t ask prool of mv
story any more than I had asked prool of theirs.

“Start working around this rock pile,” said one, “and when
we get around to the other side, head for the jungle. We can
scheme for ten years and never get another chance like this.”

Five minutes later we were gone. Five minutes after that we
heard three shots sounding the alarm, but we were not worried.
Until rcenforcements came from the main camp, there would
be no pursuit. Nor did we have to worry about bloodhounds.
What few had survived the heat had proven useless in a jungle
country made up of swamps and rivers.

3y nightlall we knew we were sale. No guards would go
sloshing around in the pitch-blackness of the jungle after three
desperate convicts who might be waiting in silent ambush. We
waded, swam, and mucked our way to the river, and by morn-
ing we were deep in the jungle on the other side.

I n all, six libérés helped get the boat and load it with supplics.

Since the reward for turning us in was 150 francs, [ paid out
the same amount to each for not turning us in. After paying
the boat owner and buying supplics, we had not a [ranc lcft
the night we put out to sca.

Five days later, having cncountered no weather we could
not mecet with our limited ability in scamanship, we landed at
a lumber camp at the mouth of a large river, and were boister-
ously made welcome by a crew made up ol an ¢ven mixture of
Dutch and British colonials. The river, we were informed, was
the Corentyne which formed the boundary between Dutch and
British Guiana. We were out ol Irench territory, and [rec.

That we had no money made no difference. The crew was
short-handed and we were put on the payroll as lumbermen.
They took us about cight miles up the river to a deserted lum-
ber camp and told us to clean out the underbrush and ready-up
the thatched huts for a new work crew that would arrive in
four days. They left us ample food for a week, and waved
cheerful farewells as they shoved oft down-river in our boat.

Two wecks later and desperately hungry, we knew we had
been taken. T could not believe [ree people would do that to
helpless refugees from Devil’s Island, but my two companions
had lost all belief in man’s humanity to man. Savagely they
chopped some dry logs into 12-foot lengths and roped them
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together for a raft. But no sooner had we launched it and poled
into the current than a British patrol boat picked us up. Our
friendly lumbermen, for no other reason than to get our well-
made mahogany boat, had reported us to the British. In later
years 1 was to encounter a lot of sadistic guards on Devil’s
Island, but I could never regard them with the complete con-
tempt | reserve for those lumbermen in the Dutch camp on
the Corentyne.

Fortunately I could speak English, and when I had rather
heatedly made clear the facts of our betrayal, the police cap-
tain was nearly as appalled as we were. He had his duty to
perform, which was to ship us the next day to headquarters in
Georgetown, 300 miles down the coast to the west, but with us
he sent a long covering letter in which he had little good to say
about the men who had turned us in.

In Georgetown the chief of police read the letter and did
his duty. He took our fingerprints, and announced that they
would be forwarded to Devil’s Island by the first boat, which
would not be leaving for several days. In the meantime, because
we were charged with no crimes, he did not think it fair to jail
us. Until confirmation came back from the Island that we
actually were fugitives—he dug into his pocket and handed us
cach an English pound—he did not see how he could control
our movements as long as we behaved ourselves.

We walked out onto the street and discovered we were local
cclebrities. British Guiana was in the midst of a big boom in
sugar, rice, and rubber, and could not import labor fast enough
from Africa, India and China. White men were in desperate
demand to act as overseers, and we were deluged with ofters of
work before we had walked a hundred yards.

The three of us talked it over that night in a hotel room pro-
vided us by a rubber company. My two companions wanted no
more of South America. Their hope was to work long enough
in Georgetown to earn passage to Panama, and to get jobs there
with an American company that might in time send them to
the United States. They now explained that while they had
been convicted of smuggling in French Morocco, they were
actually French-born citizens of Spanish Morocco. Because
therc was little love lost between the neighboring countries,
they were sure they had only to appeal to a Spanish consul
anywhere to be restored to full citizenship.

As a man without a country, I could appeal to no one—but
past events were still to come to my rescue. Because 1 was a
graduate of an agricultural college, I was offered the magnificent
salary of 300 gulden a month to work as a supervisor for the
Weeks Company, an international rubber corporation with
large plantations in both British and Dutch Guiana.

For four wonderful, long, free years I was in charge of de-
veloping new rubber plantations and exploring the jungle for
new sources of wild rubber. Sometimes I was gone for months
with Indian crews, learning to live as they did, and to speak
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“Let’s look at the bright side, Miss Wilkins: 1t’s the oldest profession in the world.”
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their language. Once, for six months, I lived with a jungle
tribe of Ashanti Negroes, whose ancestors had been brought in
as slaves by the Dutch to work the cotton and sugar cane ficlds.
It was one of the few mistakes the thrifty Dutch ever made.
Their slaves found the South American jungle so much like
home that they just slipped away into it. The villages they
founded were in every respect like the villages they had heen
lured away from in the African jungle. They still are.

I can honestly say 1 did well by my company. The new plan-
tations flourished, and I opened thousands of acres of native
rubber trees to profitable harvesting. And my company did
well by me. In the company office at Nickerie, located on the
Dutch side of the Corentyne River, I had several thousand
gulden deposited to my credit, and a friendly company lawver
was working to make me a naturalized citizen.

At this point, fate stepped in again. Over in British Guiana,
a huge, half-crazed criminal sentenced to hang for a dozen
murders threw oft his British guards and escaped into jungle.
His name was Boy Peel, and he was one bad boy, still mentioned
with awe in Georgetown. His progress toward Dutch Guiana
was easily followed. He moved from one isolated plantation to
the next, simply killing everyone in sight beforce helping him-
self.

Because we knew he was heading in our direction, I had
everyone at the new plantation I was starting on the alert—but
it was I who met him first. One afternoon, I had just stooped
to examine a small, lactescent pool at the foot of a rubber tree
when a bullet thudded into the trunk where my head had been
a moment before.

I was fast. My boxer’s instinct plus four years of living with
savages had made me so. 1 drew my pistol and fired into the
puff of rifle smoke. I heard a cry, followed by the sound of a
man crashing through the underbrush. But for the same reason
no guard would follow a convict in the jungle, I made no effort
to follow him.

Three days later, shot through the shoulder just above the
lung cavity, Boy Peel staggered into Nickerie, preferring hang-
ing to the more agonizing death that confronted him. Ile told
the police where, why, and how he had been shot, and with
Dutch thoroughness they came up the river to check his story.
They even dug his bullet out of the rubber trec.

Then, after congratulating me warmly on ridding the coun-
try of its worst terrorist in years, the inspector added almost
casually, “Too bad you didn’t kill him. Now we'll have to
spend thousands of gulden to try him. You, of course, will be
our most important witness.”

I don’t know why I thought I could bluft my way through the
trial. In Paramaribo the defense lawyers appointed by the High
Court demanded that I establish my identity, and when I had
no passport to produce, only one conclusion could be drawn—
Devil’s Island was less than a hundred
miles away. The court accepted my tes-
timony only because it was unthinkable
that Boy Peel be released, and then 1
was deported. The judge’s ruling was a
confused one. Since he couldn’t prove
I was an escaped convict, and I couldn’t
prove I wasn’t, the prison manager at St.
i Laurent Prison would have to decide.

The Dutch attorney general was more
sympathetic. He allowed me to return to
St. Laurent as a first class passenger, and
assured me that if I returned with a letter
from the prison manager that I was not
a fugitive from Devil’s TIsland, his office
would refund my expenses. “But as a
man with no passport—a man who can-
not say how he arrived here—a man who
speaks perfect French . . .” He shrugged.

Now all depended upon how well I
had buried my fingerprints at Cayenne.

St. Laurent looked like any other
jungle port, but you could smell and feel
the prison. There was life in other ports;
here, the hopeless libérés wandered
around in their rags, uncared for and
uncaring. I walked down the gangplank
and almost the first man I saw was one
of the medical orderlies from Cayenne.
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There, as a prisoner, he had been a man of importance with
special privileges: a clean white uniform and nourishing hos-
pital food. Now, his prison term expired, this picture of misery
shufled by me without lifting his head; I found myself shaking
from the close encounter. There might be other libérés in St.
Laurent who had known me as a convict at Cavenne, and while
I was now well-dressed and clean-shaven, the first man to look
directly at me would certainly recognize me. When you have
been chained to a man and eaten slop with a man, you will
know him, no matter what changes life might have brought him.
Fvery moment in St. Laurent increased my danger.

I had been a long time in forming a plan of action. I knew
I had to act outraged, furious at being snatched from a good
job and compelled to visit Devil’s Island because of a lot of
foolish red tape. Who were the people on Devil’s Island to
reach all over the world and force free men to come to their
stink-hole for an arbitrary inspection? It was a violation of all
the rights—but there I was stopped. I was a man without a coun-
try, and therefore a man without rights. Why had I not called
upon the French Consul, the German Consul, the American
Consul—any consul—to prevent myv deportation? How was I
to explain the fact that I had no identification?

At this point, I recalled the story of a legionnaire in my com-
pany. He had arrived in Algeria from Tangiers with a simple
excuse for his lack ol papers. As a German soldier, he had
gotten drunk one night or several nights—he couldn’t remem-
ber. Anyway, his company had moved on without him, and
fearing a charge of desertion, which in the German .Army could
mean 10 years at hard labor, he had fled.

It was a logical story, and no one questioned it. I decided
to use it: through a misfortune in drinking I had deserted the
French forces on the island of Martinique four years previously.
It would explain my absence of papers, and still leave me free
of the jurisdiction of Devil’s Island. That I might be sent back
to Martinique as a deserter didn’t bother me. There I could
definitely prove I was not a deserter, and I would be that much
closer to frecdom.

Having decided on my story, I left my valise in my room in
the only decent hotel in town—one barred to {ibérés—and hired
a horse-drawn coach to take me to the prison administration
building. It was only a five-minute walk, but I wanted no
chance encounters.

The prison oflicials were prepared for my coming. They had
had long experience in dealing with innocent men wrongly
sent to them. They attacked first: “From what prison did vou
escape, and when?”

I found myself on the defensive. “Escape?” I stammered. “I
have never been here before.”

“We will find out about that,” snarled the man at the front
desk. “Get in there and get fingerprinted.”

They took 15 sets of my fingerprints, one set to be sent to
cach prison and labor camp. From the fingerprinting room I
was taken into the prison doctor’s office where 1 was stripped
and searched to see if 1 was carrying a plan. The guard could
not hold back a chortle when he found my wallet contained a
fortune of 3,000 gulden. According to custom, any money found
on a recaptured convict automatically became the property of
the officials who got to it first. Now I knew every effort would
he made to prove me an escaped convict.

I was held in the St. Laurent prison for three hours while a
frantic eflort was made to find my fingerprints in their files.
When that proved unavailing, I was allowed to return to my
hotel under what amounted to house arrest until reports came
in from all other prisons and camps. That took about 15 days,
while I acted alternately outraged and indifferent.

B ut I was young, and fresh from four years in the jungle. I
did not know just where to draw the line between a story
that was good and one that was too good. As the reports came
back from Cayenne and lle Royale that my prints were not on
file, my confidence grew and my caution lessened. When one
day the prison manager at St. Laurent had to admit he had no
reason for holding me any longer, I could not help gloating.
“And what is more,” I announced, “I intend to ask redress for
this insult, plus salary and expenses, from the Ministry of Jus-
tice in Paris.”
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The manager eyed me bleakly, aware that my threat just
might cause trouble. Then he brightened. “There is no need
for hard feelings,” he said in words 1 still hear. “We will do
all we can for you. We will write to the French Army colonel
in charge of the fort at Cayenne, and 1 am sure he will make it
possible for you to clear yourself, as a patriot, of the charges
of desertion. In fact, I will even see you to the boat that leaves
for Cayenne in the morning.”

I had overdone it. 1 was willing to face Martinique—but at
Cayenne, I was known to every guard, every convict, every
lounger along the waterfront . . . the mere absence of finger-
prints was meaningless there. They would have me in person.

I was recognized the instant I set foot on the dock, and after
that it was only a quarrel between the guard who spotted me
and marched me to the prison and the prison officials as to who
was to have the biggest share of the gulden in my wallet.
Stripped even of my shoes, I was sent to Ile Royale and tossed
into the pit for 60 days clad only in pajamas, and this time I did
not have even a nail with which to amuse myself. That was
more than 40 years ago, but often I am still there. I probably
will be there for several forevers.

Again past experience was to save me. When at last I left
the pit. the doctor who had repaired my crushed thumb, and
whom | had assisted briefly around the Cayenne infirmary was
now on lle Royale. He requested that in view of a shortage of
trained men for hospital work, I be assigned to him instead of
being sent to the rock pile. Since no one would oftend a doctor
who might later have to save his life, the request was granted.

he hospital on Ile Royale was as modern as any in Europe.

Not only did it handle the most serious cases from all the
prisons and camps, but it had separate wards for the care of
officials and their wives, and for the care of political prisoners
from Devil’'s Island itself. Even the dirtiest of hospital jobs
was so much better than the rock pile that I cheerfully did all
that was required of me and voluntecred for more. As soon as
the over-worked doctors discovered I was intelligent and could
be trusted to carry out orders, they made me an orderly. At the
end of two years, I was as well-versed in first aid and tropical
diseases as long hours of study and the cooperation of the doc-
tors could make me. The only trouble was that Ile Royale was
as escape-proof as any prison in the world, with a shark-filled
sea making futile any attempt to go over or under the walls.

One day i was called into the office of the new prison man-
ager, and, for the first time, I was confronted with true justice.
The new manager, in reviewing my case, had decided I had
been wrongfully convicted in the first place for what he called
an accident. That I should have been condemned for saving
a woman’s life, he called a “‘gross miscarriage of justice,” and
that I should have been returned to Devil's Island after four
years of honest work for aiding in the capture of Boy Peel, he
called “bureaucratic insanity.”

“As I see it, you were sent here for ten years, and seven of
those years have just passed. Had you not attempted to escape,
you would now be entitled to three years off for good conduct.
For myself, I see no reason to hold your four years of liberty
against you. If I had my way, I would set you free, but that I
cannot do. As a ten-year convict, you must remain in French
Guiana the rest of your life. That is the law, and I did not make
the law. But as prison manager, I can give you such freedom as
your good conduct allows. I am changing your status from
condamné to libéré as of this date. The prison boat will take you
to Cayenne this afternoon. Good luck.”

They set me loose—not free. Had not the doctors taken up a
collection for me, I would have been penniless. A prison boat
dumped me ashore in Cayenne, but with the powerful prison
manager my lifelong enemy there, I hurried out of town as
fast as 1 could, taking the convict-built road to St. Laurent.
The money supplied me by the doctors lasted just long enough
to get me there.

I became a violently bitter man. For two years I had lived
on the best food the hospital could provide and now I was com-
peting with other libérés for the garbage dumped out by the
hotel in which I had once lived as a wealthy guest. The recol-
lection of that period, and of the 3,000 gulden in my wallet,
did nothing to cheer me up.

The other libérés assured me that in another few weeks I
would become quite content with garbage, and call it a feast if
bones were included in the scraps. I knew otherwise. Never
would I be content with being a libéré.
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I suppose a month went by before I stopped feeling sorry
for myself and began looking around for something construc-
tive to do. Other libérés were making a few francs a day carving
mahogany into crude statues that a merchant in town was buy-
ing for export. With my training in art school and my natural
talent, I turned out finished work for which I demanded 10
times what the others were getting. Soon 1 was teamed up
with another libéré named Jean, who was a shell carver. We
had our own thatched hut down by the river, and comfortable
beds, and crude work tables. But that was all—no blankets, no
spare clothing, and no tools we could not carry with us in
leather kits. Anything of even the slightest value would be
stolen if left unguarded in the hut for only minutes. We
bought, cooked, and consumed our food onc meal at a time.
Mostly, though, we lived on fish, caught daily in the river.

It was a fish I had caught that opened up my next avenue of
escape. It had swallowed the hook, which to a [libéré was very
valuable. T was tugging at the hook, my fingers inside the fish's
mouth, when, with a final death convulsion, it sank its tecth
deep into my thumb and forefinger. 1 cut myself free with my
carving tools, but my fingers were badly mangled in the process,
and | had had too much hospital experience to ignore my
danger. I went at once to the St. Laurent prison infirmary. The
doctor there proved friendly, and soon we were talking shop.
He asked me endless questions about what was going on at
the hospital at Ile Royale, which surprised me—doctors were
usually kept well informed on what was going on in other
prison hospitals. It then developed that while he was a full-
fledged doctor with a big practice in Paris, he had performed
once abortion too many, and now was a convict himself. ignored
by his frce colleagues in the other prisons.

Two days later I was back to have my wounds redressed:
this time he had more to say. He had looked me up in the St.
Laurent record and knew about my previous escape. Things
progressed swiftly after that. Before his conviction, he had
deposited all his wealth in the name of a trusted friend in
Paris, and could draw on this account anytime he was sure the
moncy would get to him instead of to some prison official. If
I was willing to escape with him, he was willing to finance the
attempt, including the cost of the boat and all provisions. I't was
up to me, then, to find a way of communicating with his friend
in Paris.

cross the Maroni River from St. Laurent, in Dutch Guiana,
A was the town of Albina. It was free of French rule, but it
was not free of the prison taint. Scores of stool-pigeons there
were ready to report, for the 150-franc reward, any Devil’s
Island fugitives who might appcar. There were even stool-
pigeons to report stool-pigeons.

But there are ways of coping with all dangers. I hoped to
start right at the top. The police commissioner of Albina was
a frequent visitor to St. Laurent. One day he had admired one
of my statues, and had paid me considerably more than the
market price for it. Now, I met him again, and again he secemed
friendly, asking me how I was making out. 1 told him I was
doing fine, but could do better: if I could get a letter to my
family in Paris, they would send me money. 1 added that their
answer would have to go through the St. Laurent oflices with-
out being inspected. He knew what [ was driving at, but only
laughed and shrugged, sympathetically, I thought. He went on
up to the prison to have a few drinks with the oilicials and con-
duct his business.

I was patient. Time is one thing a libéré can spare. Three
months or more went by before the commissioner agreed to
help me collect my pittance from Paris, and another three be-
fore the mail boat returned from France. Maybe it was longer;
World War I was now raging. The war meant only one thing to
us. On one memorable day the word came that the La Loire,
running empty of convicts, had been sent to the bottom by a
German U-boat. Libérés who hadn’t smiled for years laughed
aloud at that, and those of us with money got riotously drunk.

When at last the commissioner did hand me a letter, I was
afraid to open it. Who would be trusting enough to send
10,000 francs to a convict in French Guiana? I must have spent
an hour back in the shadows of my hut, nerving myself to
slit the envelope. When I actually held a 5,000-franc note and
five 1,000-franc notes in my hand, I was trembling so I could
barely stand.

Now that I had money, the rest was casy. For 2,000 francs,
the night gate guard proved reliably cooperative.  For 5,000
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francs a Dutch boat builder produced the boat and supplies.
It proved to be a large Boat, so | included Jean, my partner,
in my plans. “Good,” he said cheerfully when I confided in
him. “And when we get out to sca, we'll toss the doctor over-
board, and kecp the rest ol the [rancs for ourselves””  His
murderous thoughts were understandable: among libérés, 3,000
[rancs was a fortune that justified any amount ol slaughter.
That cscape was the ecasiest.  One night the three ol us
launched our boat on the out-going tide, and floated silently
out to sea. We sailed only at night, hcading west and following
the shore closely. During the day we concealed our hoat and
oursclves in the jungle, and there, thanks to my training with
the Indians, 1 was able to keep us well supplied with food. One
month later the doctor was greeting his Paris [riend in George-
town. For our help in his escape, Jean and 1 were completely
outfitted in new clothes, and rewarded with 7,500 [rancs each.
I never saw or heard of the doctor again. 1 found rooms for
Jean and myself in a hotel patronized by Americans. Alter
counting his moncy over and over, Jean suddenly announced,
“I have a daughter in Belgium. She is the only one I care
about, and now I have a way ol sceing her again. Goodbye.”
He rushed out, and I never saw or heard of him again cither.

Lil’c was not casy, cven now. I I remained in my hotel
room, it closed in on mc like my solitary confinement
pit. If 1 walked the strects, every man was a stool-pigceon.
Footsteps anywhere behind me meant the police.

At Jast T was taking my meals in my room, and going out
only at night. It was a foolish way ol lile, Tor in itsclf it was
cnough to arousc suspicion, but it did not endure for long.
One night on a solitary stroll, 1 rounded a corner just in time
to interrupt a robbery, recciving in return a knife slash. The
grateful man 1 had rescued turned out to be a young Carib
Indian, and when he discovered 1 could speak a litde ol his
language, he insisted that because T had lost blood in his de-
fense, we were now blood brothers. He helped me back to my
hotel where 1 dressed my small wound. and as he told me his
story all my problems were solved. He was in town with two
brothers on their annual wrading trip, and the small sack of
gold they had brought had attracted the attention of waterlront
thugs. Thanks to my intervention, the gold had been saved,
and they would now be able to buy the suppiies that would
last his village another vear.

Another year. That was all T had to hear. A year away from
all white men, police, libérés, convicts, guards. .\ ycar to find
mysell again. He could not believe 1 was serious when | sug-
gested returning with him to his village, but the next day, when
his two brothers were present, 1 was able to convince them |
had never been more serious in my life. Hurriedly I wrote out
a list of medicines and bandages that would stock a small
infirmary, a list of canned foods and spices to break up the
monotony ol Indian fare, and a list of clothing. \s an alter-
thought, I added a shovel and a pan for prospecting. If they
had brought in gold, 1 might be able to improve matters by
locating richer deposits. My pistol and rifle, plus ammunition
for both, I would buy myscll at a pawnshop I knew. My training
as alegionnaire, a soldicr responsible for his own weapons, was
still with me.

I find I do not want to dwell on the next four years, the
happiest in my life. I will say that 1 married into the wribe and
that my wile bore me two fine sons. Through my knowledge of
medicine I enjoved Fame as a great healer in that corner of the
Indian Reserve so tar removed from civilization that not once
in four ycars did a white man visit us. The river yielded me a
small supply of gold that each year my Indian [riends took to
Georgetown for Iresh supplics of medicine, special foods for
my sons, and presents for my wile. I was uselul, I was loved,
and there was nothing more I wanted.

Then one day I was panning lor gold about a mile up the
small stream [rom our village. Usually my wife would paddle
up in her canoe to share lunch with me, but this day she took
a jungle trail. Two fang marks on her bare arm showed how
she must have tried to ward oft a striking snake. There was no
sign ol a struggle. She must have died within a minute.

I do not know what happened after we carried my wife’s
body back to the village. I do not know the date of her death
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so I do not know how long I was on the river. I was found un-
conscious in a canoe, caught on a sand bank 200 miles below
our village and, still unconscious, was taken by stcamer to
Georgetown. In a hospital there, consciousness returned but
not my memory. To the police, who were naturally informed
of the stranger in the hospital, my loss of memory looked too
convenient. ‘They took my fingerprints, “to help me in cstab-
lishing my identity,” and then I was on a boat being returned
to St. Laurent.

I I was out of my mind, it was an act of mercy. When at
last 1 had somchow fought my way back to lucidity, I found
mysell clutching a rag ol a sheet to my naked body and staring
at my grotesquely swollen feet. A dying man on a plank bed
nearby informed me that I was in the Camp ol Miracles.

I kept staring at my leet in horror. Then I recognized what
was wrong. | had wreated a pair of [eet like that before. During
my irrational period, I must have been wandering around bare-
foot; my feet werce inlested with chiggers. They had penctrated
the skin, and in their burrowing were producing great pockets
ol infection. I began scrcaming for a guard.

I was rational, and it was on my record that | had been a
hospital orderly, so the head of the camp was forced to admit
that T knew what I was talking about. To me in the Camp of
Miracles came a miracle: I was sent out alive.

Once more I was in the infirmary at Cayenne, this time as
a patient. I was horribly emaciated, little more than a skcleton,
and the doctor informed me that in my defenscless state, not
only was 1 inlested with chiggers, but my body had been host
to ticks, flics, and cven vampire bats. Fortunately, one of the
orderlies who had known me carlier was still on duty, and 1
was given excellent attention. He was able to fill me in on all
that had happened since my arrival.

Some of what he told me | remembered vaguely: the finger-
printing, the boat to St. Laurent, and being carried ashore at
He Royale. But I remembered nothing ol a trial or anything
clse until I found mysell staring at my swollen feet. What he
told me was that I had been given a trial ol sorts though unable
to testily myscll. T had been Tound guilty of two escape attempts
and was therclore a life prisoner, Third Class. Because of my
condition, 1 escaped solitary confinement but was sent instead
to the Camp ol Miracles where 1 was expected to die within a
month.

“You would be better oft il you had,” said my [riend. “Now
that you are going to live. vou will have to serve your three
vears at hard Tabor on the rock pile, il they don’t throw vou in
the Hole first.”

I remembered my lather’s words, “Better born dead,” and
again was overconie with bitterness. The same prison manager
was in charge; he would have no reason o love me, so no
lIeniency could be expected there. T could only expect my harsh
sentence to run its full course.

But as [ grew stronger, my courage returncd. My [riend,
knowing what was ahead of me, kept me on the critical list long
after my strength had returned.

knew the Cayenne prison and the Cayenne water{ront, and

I knew the sca. Even a littde skift such as 1 had once used
to ferry passengers was big enough, 1 now felt. to reach ‘Trini-
dad. which would be my goal now that the police in both Dutch
and British Guiana knew me.

Once night the iron door to the morgue below the infirmary
was somehow left unlocked, a situation that was remedied a
minute alter I slipped through. And because the dead require
no locks or bars, 1 was soon [rec of the prison. By dawn I was
rowing out to sea in a stolen skift.

I was now an old hand at survival at sca, and this time,
when a navy launch picked me up outside of Trinidad and
turned me over to the police, I was as healthy as 1 have cver
been.

The police were properly skeptical of my story that 1 was a
fisherman from the island of Tobago who had been blown
south by a storm—therc had been no storms recently. They took
my (ingerprints, fed me well, and turned me loose with a couple
ol English pounds they had collected in “appreciation ol my
small-boat scamanship.”

They had not been fooled. The stamp of Devil's Island was
on me, and they had recognized it. “Anyone who can row a
small boat from Devil’s Island to here deserves a break,” the
police captain said. “Get yoursell a job, and we’ll do what we
can. You have one thing in your favor. The only boat that will
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carry prisoners to Devil’s Island calls at Trinidad but twice a
year.”

I left police headquarters and started down the street to see
what had been done with my boat. I hadn’t walked two blocks
when T heard an old, familiar sound—the ring of hammer
against chisel on stone. I entered the Trinidad Monument
works, and was immediately hired to cut names on tombstones.
From that I was promoted to sculpturing angels. The pay was
excellent, a wave of fevers having produced an exceptionally
high death rate, and Pascal, the owner, was only too willing
to give me bonuses for working far into the night. At the end
of four months I had erough moncev coming to pay my passage
as far as Nassau, myv next goal on my way to the United States.

>ut 1 had misunderstood the police captain. Somehow 1
thought I had six months before the arrival of the boat for
Devil’s Island on its semi-annual call. Instead, I had but four
months, and the police came for me as I was touching up the
feathers on an angel’s wing. I had just time to tell Pascal, “Keep
my salary for me. I'll be back,” and then I was on my way to
Devil’s Island.

Because 1 was a three-time loser on my escapes, another life-
time was added to my previous lifetime sentence. I was even
able to joke about it, asking the judge if he thought T was a
cat with 9 lives.

Convicts should never joke with judges. This time I was sent
to Ile St. Joseph, and for three years on slop I broke rock. or
went round and round on the giant wheel that pumped water
for the whole camp. I saw so many of my fellow-prisoners
{logged or clubbed to death that I, too, came to call them “the
lucky ones.” At night, chained by the ankle to a plank bed 10
inches wide, I could listen to the screams of men who had gone
violently insane, confined in the madhouse a few yards away.
I reduced myself to a beast of burden. accepting the floggings
and beatings with the resignation of an ox. Deep inside myself,
unseen for days at a time, 1 kept one spark of hope. In rare
moments I permitted myself to feel its warmth. I knew I would
escape again.

I had been on St. Joseph for three years when a meek man
arrived, sent over by the Salvation Army to save souls. T think
the arrival of a Salvation Army captain on Devil's Island gave
me my first laugh in three years. And when T first saw this
Captain Peyant praying for those ol us circling around the
water wheel, I had to laugh again. He was kneceling in the mud,
through which we tramped, like a man who believed he could
turn the water to winc.

But a week later there was a gasoline pump replacing the
water wheel. Meek though he was, Captain Peyant suddenly
began to look to us like a saint in direct communication with
God.

My final preof came a month later. In Paris bananas were
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a luxury, and Captain Peyant had won the approval of the
prison authoritics to start banana plantations that would pay
their own way. Being a saintly man, he probably left unsaid
what I soon discovered. 'The prison manager of all prisons saw
that banana plantations conducted with free convict labor
could produce a handsome profit for a privileged few. My agri-
cultural school cducation, and my success as a rubber planta-
tion supervisor in Dutch Guiana were all a matter of record.
while my production on the rock pile was just high enough to
spare me the lash. I was sentenced to continue my “hard labor”
as a banana planter—meaning that 1 would be in charge of
starting up the plantations and secing that they returned a
profit, “or clse.”

I'm afraid I was a disappointment to Captain Peyant. What
he was working for was a series of plantations that would even-
tually require the employment of [ibévés at salaries that would
permit them to live in model villages like human beings. 1
could agree with his motives, but I was still nourishing that
hope inside of me. Two weeks after I had started a work crew
clearing the jungle for a plantation, that same jungle that was
the terror of all white men had me back in its folds.

wandered around for months with no more problems than

the monkeys around me. I should have lived that way for-
cver, but the white man scems doomed always to improve him-
self. One day, far above the great Kaieteur Falls, T found a
deserted mining camp so long abandoned that the sagging
huts crumbled at my touch. The axes and shovels there had been
reduced to rust, but in the midst of it all, as good as the day it
was made. I found a zinc tub. It may sound curious that a man
should tie himself to a tub, but I did. I couldn’t carry so clumsy
an object through the jungle, but some white man’s impulse
would not let me leave it. Because of the tub, I made my head-
quarters there.

I had been trading with the Indians from time to time, bar-
tering carved bows for such things as matches and salt. Now.
in my wb, I was able to make stews, sometimes ol the fat,
grub-like groo-groos worms that were a staple of the Indian
dict, and sometimes, when 1 could get off a lucky arrow, wild
Pig. Stews were a luxury after months of meat broiled over coals.

Then came the day I invited three wandering Indians to ury
a feast of boiled pig. Indians cat pig broiled, barbecuced, or
steamed over hot rocks in a wrapping of wet palm fronds, but 1
had a new supply of salt. and 1 thought 1 could give them a
special treat of boiled ham. T set my tub on three supports of
green wood high above the fire, and started my preparations.
When the water came to a boil, T lowered in the dressed pig
to scald it so I could scrape oft the bristles, white-man style.
At that moment ore of the supports burned through, and a tub
of scalding water was dumped over me from the thighs down.

‘The three simple Indians,
hearing my screams of agony,
thought I was killed. I know
them well enough to know
that they did not desert me;
they simply knew there was
no help for a scalded man.
and they fled to escape any
blame lor the accident.

I did all that my fAirst aid
training had taught me, but
it was not cnough. Despite
cooling mud packs. my legs
became puffy and then
turned  white. When  the
skin began o peel off 1 tried
bathing my legs in the cur-
rent of the river. There
small, amazingly ferocious
fish began nibbling at the
loose skin, and I was driven
back to the bank.

Four Negroces, descendants
of the slaves who had fled
into the jungle, found me. |
told them what had to be
done, and they did it. While
I moaned in the bottom of
the canoe, they took me 200
miles down the river and
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turned me over to the police. For the first and only time in my
life I was glad to be rcturned to Devil’s Island. Tt was six
months before I could walk again.

I would have been sent back to hard labor if Captain Peyant
had not convinced the authorities that God had punished me
by scalding my legs. “There is no greater pain,” he said, and I
agreed with him. “What is more, he can do better work for
mce than on a rock pile.”

So I was told, “Captain Peyant is fighting to improve the lot
of the libérés. Do not give his work a bad name by trying to
escape again.”

I nodded, but I knew I could not heed his warning. Captain
Peyant was fighting for a law that would abolish the libéré
system and let convicts return to their homes after having
served their sentences, but there were two life sentences ahead
of me: his fight held no hope for me.

I told Captain Peyant how I felt, and he thanked me for being
honest with him. “A man must be true to himself,” he agrecd.

A German art student who had killed a fellow student in a
Paris cafe brawl now sought me out. His parents were wealthy,
and what I had done for the Paris doctor I did for him.

The strange thing about that escape is that for a bricf time
I was & rich man. In Georgetown, I became cngaged to the
widow who owned the waterfront hotel in which I was staying.
This was not at all to the liking of the relatives of her dead
husband, and in the tropics emotion is quick to flare into vio-
lence. Under the pretext that her father was dying, she was
lured o Maracaibo in Venesuela and there poisonced, though
her death certificate read “swamp fever.” Then, to the conster-
nation of the conspiring relatives. it was discovered she had
willed her hotel and all her holdings, amounting to more than
$250,000, to mec.

It was now only a question of time before they came for me,
but this time they were moving against a man who had lived
for years with all sorts of killers. I shot my fiancee’s murderer
in self-defense. Once more, the police were grateful for my
having eliminated a bad man, and probably more grateful that
I spared them the expense of a trial. Alrcady on the books in
Georgetown as a fugitive from Devil’s Island. I was sent back
on the first boat. From what I lecarned later, most of the estate
vanished in lawyers’ fees and tax assessments, and no one really
profited.

I will not trouble you with a lengthy repetition of all my
punishments in the pit and my continued escapes that only put
me in the pit or on the rock pile, or in a lumber camp. Most
of the time it was Captain Peyant who saved me with his con-
stant plea of, “You can’t condemn a man for trying,” plus so
many quotations from the Bible that the official would sigh. and
surrender me to the good man in relicf.

011('0 a steamer sank in a hurricane, and a lifeboat was
washed ashore almost in my hands. How could 1 resist
that? I couldn’t handle it alone, and was almost dashed to pieces
on lle Royale before a police launch came out to rescue me and
put me in solitary confinement to “dry out.” Once with four
other convicts I was attempting to row out of Cayennce harbor
when the revolving beacon of the lighthouse flicked by us. The
lighthouse keeper saw us and kept the beam stationary on us
until a prison launch picked us up. Things like that happened
to me so many times that my mind and health both broke on
my last recapture, and I was sent to the asylum for the non-
violent insane on 1le Royale.

Captain Peyant’s saintly work was most cvident here, Where
once the insane had been trcated as worse than beasts, we now
got decent food and the attention of a doctor who, while he
could not cure, could at least encourage those who showed
some signs of recovery on their own.

I had been there a month, rapidly responding to good trecat-
ment, when the doctor came through the ward, escorting the
weekly inspection group that included, among others, the prison
manager. They had hardly passed my cot when I heard the
sound of a violent blow, followed by an unearthly scream.

I'leaped out of bed to discover that a nearby patient had gone.

violently mad, and was attacking the inspection group with a
metal post wrenched from his bed. He had struck down one
man, and was swinging again when I leaped on him from be-
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hind. Whatever there is about the strength of madmen, he had,
but perhaps I was not quite sane mysell. It was a furious strug-
gle, and once I had a striking thought that 1 was back in the
Forcign Legion, fighting in the ring. Whether I really had that
thought, or just imagine it now does not matter. I hauled oft
and landed a blow that was all too identical with the one I had
landed on Sergeant Fecourth. 'The madman went down.

For me, life had completed a full cycle. T had killed a man
with a blow and been sentenced to Devil’s Island. On Devil’s
Island I had saved a man’s life with a blow and was rewarded
with—with being set frec within the limits of the word on
Devil’s Island. Once more 1 became a libéré.

1 am sure the authoritics thought they werc rewarding me
when they made me a libéré, but the cffect was just the oppo-
site. I was still far from recovery, and any task requiring con-
centration, like carving statues or mounting butterflics, was
beyond my power. I was completely lacking in pride and ambi-
tion. I lived on garbage, prowling around the alleys at night,
fighting oft the mosquitoes, and sleceping only when the sun
came up to warm a spot on the river bank. I had hit bottom,
living like a cur but without even a cur’s will to live.

I was in that condition when Captain Peyant found me and
took me into his clean, white home. There, with his cheerful
wife cooking special foods for me, 1 could not help but respond.
It was the only real home I had known since childhood. In
weeks, I was ready to think of escape again. I carved several
little things lor the Peyants, not to repay them for their kind-
ness, which was impossible, but just to show my appreciation.

Then one day 1 said, “I must go back to St. Laurent now.
I'm going to try to escape again, but I can’t bring trouble to
you by escaping from your home.”

He understood. “I wish you luck,” he said, “but if vou are
recaptured, you must not fail to look me up or get word to me
the day you arrive.”

Captain Peyant’s work in saving libérés had produced onc
strange result in St. Laurent. ‘The good man had redecmed all
who were capable of redemption, lcaving behind the dregs. 1f
Devil's Island held the human dregs of the world, then the
libérés still skulking around St. Laurent were the dregs of
Devil’s Island. When 1 returned to live with them while plan-
ning my next escape, 1 walked into the worst scandal ever to
shake the prison colony.

The best libéré hut on the waterfront was owned by a man
named Gaudin, once the most notorious forger in Paris, and
his partner, Kalife, an Arab from Casablanca who had once
been the head of a large dope ring. They had made a racket
of the sale of curios, and because they knew my work brought
high prices, they invited me into their hut where they could
keep an eye on my production. 1 saw through their scheme, but
as long as it offered me food and shelter, it was all right with me.

What 1 did not know was that Gaudin and Kalife had a
blackmail racket going involving no onc less than the local
prison manager himself. To put it bluntly. Gaudin was a homo-
sexual and so was the prison manager, and at a large party,
with drinks supplied by the manager, Gaudin had managed to
take scveral poor but recognizable photographs that no manager
would want made public.

Had Gaudin asked me, I could have told him the photos
were his death warrant, but I was not to learn of this until 1
was personally drawn into the case. Gaudin himself thought
he could usc the photos to force the manager into sending hin
back to France a free man.

Two days after 1 arrived, Gaudin, screaming curses and
streaming blood, flung himself into the hut. He told me then
that he had gone to mcet the prison manager to pick up the
money and the papers that would c¢nable him to return to
France. Instead, two convicted murderers whom he recognized
had opened fire on him, shooting him through the arm. It was
a wound I could treat myself. so I did.

Kalife now came in, and after some excited talk, they agreed
that the hut would probably be scarched. Kalife took the photos
and negatives out to conceal them elsewhere. In town he spotted
once of the convicts who had wounded Gaudin and followed
him into a bar. He knew what he was doing. He had served
time with this Landru, and knew him to be a harmless moron
who was homicidal only to be accommodating. In France he
had killed six friends with an ax just to prove it could he done,
but because he was only 16 and too young for the guillotine, he
had been sent to Devil’s Island. There, he had made himself

TRUE THE MAN’S MAGAZINE



useful to both convicts and guards with
an occasional murder.

Landru was delighted to see an old
cell mate and bought several drinks for
Kalife, in the meantime complaining
bitterly about the fact that Gaudin had
ducked so fast. The prison manager had
given him 2,000 francs to kill Gaudin,
plus a promisc of freedom. and now he
hardly dared return to his cell with a
failure to report.

“You help me find this Gaudin,”
Landru offered. “and I'll give you half
my money.

After several more drinks, Kalife
thought of a good joke on everybody.
He brought Landru to the hut next to
ours occupied by a libéré named Cream.
Cream was asleep in a chair in the late
afternoon sun, and Kalife said, “There’s
Gaudin.”

Landru walked up and shot him
through the head.
To complete the practical joke,

Kalife escorted the relieved and grateful
Landru back to the bar for a few more
rounds by way of celebration. There he
convinced another [libéré that Landru
was really out to murder kim.

“But I'll save you,” Kalife promised.
“I'll slip the bullets out of his pistol.
When he pulls the trigger on you, vou
shoot him, and we’ll all swear it was self-
defense.”

And that was actually done.

What ruined Kalife's joke was that
Landru wasn’t dead. He came to in the prison hospital and
babbled the whole story to the doctor. By morning, when the
furious prison manager swore cveryone to secrecy, it was too
late. The full story was all over the prison, and all over town.

The next day, sick but sober, Kalife realized he had carried
his joke too far. In a state of panic he gave me the photos and
negatives, and all his money, which included the 1,000 francs
he had extracted from Landru.

“You have escaped many times,” he urged. “Now you must
buy an escape for me. Immediately. Buy a boat. Buy everything,
and you can come along.”

My first impulse was that I did not want a beast like him to
escape into the free world. T took the photos to destroy them
so no more men would be killed. Not until the next day, after
Kalife and Gaudin had been picked up, did I rcalize that my
own life was now at stake. Gaudin and Kalife would name me
as last in possession of the photos, and I would be picked up.
Would the prison manager take my word that I had destroyed
the photos? Hah.

I went to the prison and gave the manager the photos and
negatives in a scaled envelope.

His eyes glecamed when he saw what he had.

“You know what these are? You have seen them?” he asked.

“I only know you wanted them, but I have not seen them.”

He studied me intently, and he must have scen something
in my face to assure him I wanted nothing more to do with the
disgusting, tragic case. So why bring me into it by imprisoning
me again? ‘““I'he next time you want to escape, come see me
first,” he said, pointing to the door. “I'll arrange an escape for
you—a permanent one.”

The hut was mine now. Gaudin and Kalife would not be
needing it for a long, long time. I used Kalife’s money to buy
the boat he ordered, and with four others reached Maracaibo,
one of the few places on the north coast of South America that
did not have my fingerprints on record. I had no compunction
about using the Arab’s money. It was the first good thing his
money had ever done in his life. It set four libérés on the route
to freedom.

As for me, I got a job with an American oil company, this
time using my talent to paint hundreds of signs reading “No
Smoking” and “Se Prohibe de Fumar.” One pay day I went
with my American boss to a honky-tonk just outside the oil
camp, and there we had a few beers, nothing more. The next
day the Maracaibo police came for me.
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“Chin up, Commander!”

Once more past events had prepared the way for disaster—
this time, the shooting in Georgetown. One of the men who had
plotted to take over the cstate left me by my fiancee had recog-
nized me in the honky-tonk, and had wasted no time in getting
his revenge. So luridly did he describe me as a wanton murderer
and desperate fugitive from Devil's Island that I was kept
shackled night and day. It was almost a relief when at last the
boat came that took me back to St. Laurent.

The prison manager, the same one who had been involved
in the scandal, was aghast when he saw me. He had survived
the first scandal, and certainly he did not want me sent to lle
Royale to stand trial for my escape. If I explained where and
how I got thc money for the boat, the whole rotten mess would
be brought out at headquarters.

He shuffled my papers nervously. Then he called for the
report on my cscape. “Here is the whole thing,” he said at last.
“If I tear up these papers, there will be no record of your escape,
and it will save us all trouble. Why don’t you just go back to
the waterfront, you libéré?”

I went.

During the following years I ran my escape record up to 21,
making me the all-time champion escapee from Devil’s Island.
I was recaptured as many times, but that is understandable: I
think I am safe in saying that less than one out of a thousand
escape attempts was cver successful.

My particular obstacle was the island of Trinidad. It was
there T had to turn north to reach the Windward Islands that
lead like stepping stones to Cuba and the United States. T'welve
times, in everything from a small skiff to a large life boat. I
reached Trinidad, and cven passed it, and I2 times adverse
weather forced me to lancl. I became so well-known that every
constable on the island could spot me a block away, and the
newspaper used to report my comings and goings as though I
were a local celebrity. The police were kind to me, and always
regretted sending me back, but they were strict upholders of
the law.

My twenty-second escape would be different. I was, for a
libéré, a rich man. Kept in the safe for me in the office of a local
shipping firm was more than $2,000, some of it my carnings
from my various periods of frecedom, but most of it the result of
a collection taken up for me by the American oil men in Mara-
caibo. But before making my break, I went to see Captain
Peyant, to ask his blessings.

“Wait,” he urged. “You know that in all my years here I
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A TRUE BOOK-LENGTH FEATURE: DEVIL’S ISLAND

have been working to abolish the 1ibéré system, and at last my
work has borne [ruit. I am sure that the next mail bhoat will
bring the orders that will permit all libéré 1o return to their
native lands. You will have your [reedom papers at last. Other-
wise, without papers—but why should I tell you?”

I waited, and I got my [reedom papers, and that was all. For
most libérés, it was a cruel larce. No provision was made for
passage; few could afford even the ferry ride to Albina.

I thanked God lor the Americans whose contributions had
helped me escape that fate. T bought a boat from the boat-
maker who had helped me belore, ordered my supplies in
Albina. and then took the ferry to St. Laurent. There were
two lihérés there. men with families in France, whom [ felt de-
served a break. I located them, swore them to secrecy, and told
them to meet me at the dock in time to catch the outgoing tide.

It was a serious mistake. Even with their own [reedom de-
pending on silence, they had to brag to the less fortunate. By
the time | rowed across from Albina to pick them up, 40 or
50 men were crowding the small dock, howling to be taken
along. I paused some 50 feet from the end of the dock. trying
to talk some reason into the mob. In vain I pointed out that my
simall boat would hold only three men. NMen began jumping into
the water to swim out to me, and then others began throwing
sticks, stones, anything that was loose. 1 barely escaped with
mv life.

illed with bitterness, I rowed on alone. Let them all stay

there and rot. And for that uncharitable thought, I got my
reward, too. I was just clearing the mouth of the harbor when
w prison launch came racing up behind me.

I was free. I could go where I pleased, so I kept right on
rowing.

There was no command to stop—just a rille shot and a bullet
into the muscle of my forearm that knocked me to the bottom
of my boat. I was lying there, holding my wound, when the
launch pulled alongside.

Suflering more shock than pain, I explained that I had my
[reedom papers, and was on my way to Trinidad. The officer
who had missed killing me by inches looked at my papers, con-
ferred with his companions, and then roared with laughter.
“We haven’t got used to the idea you #bérés are [ree to come or
go as you please,” he explained. “We thought you were trying
to escape.”

As guards go, he was a good man. He insisted upon bandaging
my arm, and gave me the launch’s aid kit and wished me luck.

I reached Trinidad in 18 days, a record for me. My arm,
where the bullet remains to this day, had healed with no other
medication than an occasional soaking in salt water. With sup-
plies on board for three men and only mysell to [eed, I arrived
at the town dock in the pink of condition, and buoyantly, tast-
ing my [reedom, went to call on the chiefl of police to show him
my [reedom papers.

He eyed me glumly. “Your French—they've torn it proper
this time,” he said. He pointed to a sheal of reports on his desk.
More than 40 libérés [rom all parts of French Guiana, but
mostly from Cayenne, had arrived in Port of Spain since the
libéré system had been abolished, and at least half of them had
reverted to type. They had gone on a spree ol robberies and
hold-ups, and had killed one man who had resisted. The nor-
mally peaceful island was aroused, and the town [athers had
ordered that all Devil’s Islanders be rounded up and shipped
back. T was stuinned. 1 had thought I was the only man heading
for Trinidad.

“I know you,” the chiefl said, “but how can I make an excep-
tion? We have filed strong protests with the French govern-
ment, pointing out that it is morally obligated to return its
own—ah—pcople to wherever they came from. Certainly we
cannot have them coming here to terrorize our island. I'm sorry,
chap, but unless the governor has another idea, back you go.”

But [or once past events were working in my [avor. The news-
paper reporters learned that I was back again, and with the
consent of the chiel of police they appealed directly to the gov-
ernor of the island. Thus one morning I found mysell sum-
moned to the governor’s office.

“You are a strange phenomenon, de Bouyn,” he said. “Every
time we ship you back, you return, and nothing at all scems to

114

discourage you. How are we ever going to get rid of you?”

“You have to shoot me, or put me in prison for life,” T said.

He shook his head. “That would hardly do. But you must
know why we are sending you Devil’s Islanders back.”

I nodded.

“Well, most of them will not want to return here again,” he
continued, “but you—I know that two days after you reach St.
Laurent, you will be rowing back here again. 1 grow exhausted
thinking about it, so I am willing to spare you the trip.”

[ looked at him, warily il not outright suspiciously. Disaster
I was prepared for, but a good break . . .

“The men at our naval base have salvaged and repaired a
thirty-foot lileboat that will hold fourteen comlortably, along
with supplies lor two weeks. 1T 1 were to put you in command,
with thirteen other men who have shown by their actions that
they mean well, do you think you can reach Cuba, or Nassau, or
the United States, or some place where there’ll be room foryou?”

T'here were still decent people on earth, and somewhere in
the north I would find more. I think the most memorable part
of all was when the H ol us were given a heroes’ parade down
to the dock to take possession of our boat. \llI Port of Spain
turned out to see us off, and so many had brought gifts of
canned delicacies that our boat was nearly awash. It nearly
killed us, but once we had been towed out ol the harbor and
turned loose in the swells of the sea, I had to order most of
the stull thrown overboard to make our craft seaworthy.

It was that way at every island we stopped at, and by ones,
twos, and threes our crew found haven with the consuls of their
native lands. By the time we left the Dominican Republic
there were only six of us left—two [rom French Morocco, three
from French Indo-China, and me, the tan without a country.

I now suggested that we skip all intermediate stops, and sail
directly for Miami unannounced. It was my hope that we would
find a French consul there who might be able to do for us in
privacy what he could not do il we were surrounded by police,
immigration authorities, newspaper reporters, and the like.

It might have been a good plan, but I'll never know. We had
just raised Acklins Island in the Bahama group when a squall
that was hall water spout picked us up, carried us nearly a
mile, and threw us on the island beach. So concentrated was
the squall’s fury that swimmers and non-swimmers alike were
all landed alive within a hundred yards of each other. Washed
up with us, as il to provide for us, were thousands of edible
crabs. In the shattered bow of our boat we found our bailing
bucket. One man still had three dry matches; with plenty of
driftwood about, we lived like kings on boiled crab for two days.

Smrc.s of boats had been wrecked in that [reak series of
squalls, and hundreds of rescue boats were out searching
all the islands lor survivors. I'm alraid the skipper who spotted
us was somewhat dismayed when he discovered he had *“six
desperate convicts from Devil’s Island” on board, but he was
game. He took us to Nassau where we voluntarily turned our-
selves over to the police. Without a boat, we had reached the
end ol our line.

That was nearly 18 years ago. One by one my companions
were able to return to their homelands.

For a living, 1 started carving sea and coconut shells for the
growing tourist trade. Shortly alter World War II, my integrity
at last established, T was able to finance my own monument
works and resume, after 40 years, the carcer I had started so
hopelully as a sculptor. But I was still “that Devil’s Island con-
vict, so clever with stone, you know.”

Recently all that was changed. Nassau has a large art colony
made up ol painters and sculptors drawn from all over the
world. The island wanted a memorial to its sons who had died
in the Royal Air Force, and asked its artists to submit designs.
Against all competition, it was my design that was selected, and
it is my statue that stands as a tribute to the war dead.

Today I am not Henri de Bouyn, convict. 1 am Henri de
Bouyn, sculptor. It took a long time, but except for the small
hours of the night when the shackles bind again, and the bars
of the pit loom over my head, it is worth every minute of it,
At last I have a country.—Henri de Bouyn
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[Contimted from paye 102]

gallon barrel ol salt fish, breaking this
open, and scattering its contents about
outside. (‘The irony of it is that all those
three children did die within three years;
the two boys by drowning, and the little
girl on a sickbed. And just after I inter-
viewed the Chapmans they also were
drowned in the Fraser River when a row-
boat capsized.)

Mrs. Chapman told me that the crea-
ture was about 714 feet tall. She could
casily estimate the height by the various
fence and line posts standing about the
ficld. Tt had a rather small head and a
very short, thick neck: in fact really no
neck at all, a point that was emphasized
by William Roce and by all others who
claim to have scen one ol these creatures.
Its body was entirely human in shape
except that it was immensely  thick
through its chest and its arms were ex-
ceptionally long. She did not sce the feet
which were in the grass. Its shoulders
were very wide and it had no breasts,
from which Nrs. Chapman assumed it
was a male, though she also did not sce
any nale genitalia due to the long hair
covering its groin. She was most definite
on one point: the naked parts of its face
and its hands were much darker than its
hair, and appeared to be almost black.

Gcnrgc Chapman returned home (rom
his work on the railroad that day shortly
before 6 in the evening and by a route
that by-passed the village so that he saw
no one to tell him what had happened.
When he reached his house he im-
mediately saw the woodshed door bat-
tered in, and spotted cnormous hu-
manoid footprints all over the place.
Greatly alarmed—(lor he, like all of his
people, had heard since childhood about
the “big wild men of the mountains,”
though he did not hear the word Sas-
quatch till after this incident—he called
for his family and then dashed through
the house. Then he spotted the foot-
tracks of his wile and kids going oft
toward the river. He lollowed these until
he picked them up on the sand beside
the river and saw them going off down-
stream without any giant ones [ollowing.

Somewhat relieved, he was retracing
his steps when he stumbled across the
giant’s  foot-tracks on the river bank
farther upstream. ‘These had come down
out of the potato patch, which lay be-
tween the house and the river, had milled
about by the river, and then gone back
through the old field toward the foot
ol the mountains where they disappeared
in the heavy growth.

Returning to the house, relieved to
know that the tracks of all four of his
family had gone off downstream to the
village, George Chapman went to ex-
amine the woodshed. In our interview,
after 18 years, he still expressed voluble
astonishment that any living thing, even
a 7-oot-6-inch man with a barrel-chest
could lift a 35-gallon tub ol fish out of
the narrow door of the shack and break
it open without using a tool. He con-
firmed the creature’s height after finding
a number of long brown hairs stuck in
the slabwood lintel of the doorway, above
the level of his head.

George Chapman then went off to the
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village to look for his family, and found
them in a state of calm collapse. He
gathered them up and invited his lather-
in-law and two others to return with him,
for protection of his family when he
was away at work.

The foot-tracks returned every night
for a week and on two occasions the dogs
that the Chapmans had taken with them
set up the most awlul racket at exactly
2 o’clock in the morning. The Sasquatch
did not, however, molest them or, ap-
parently, touch either the house or the
woodshed. But the whole business was
too unnerving and the family finally
moved out. They never went back.

After a long chat about this and other
matters, NMrs. Chapman suddenly told
us something very significant just as we
were leaving. She said: “It made an awlul
funny noise.” T asked her if she could
imitate this noise for me but it was her
husband who did so, saving that he had
heard it at night twice during the week
alter the first incident. He then pro-
ceeded to utter exactly the same strange,
gurgling whistle that the men in Cali-
fornia, who said they had heard Bigfoot
call, had given us. This is a sound I can-
not reproduce in print, but I can assure
vou that it is unlike anything 1 have
ever heard given by man or beast any-
where in the world.

To me, this information is ol the
greatest significance. That an Amerin-
dian couple in British Columbia should
give out with exactly the same strange
sound in connection with a Sasquatch
that two highly educated white men did,
over 600 miles south in connection with
California’s Bigfoot, is incredible. 11 this
is all a hoax or a publicity stunt, or mass-
hallucination, as some pcople have
claimed, how docs it happen that this
noisc—which defies  description—always
sounds the same no matter who has tried
to reproduce it for me?

These were probably the last words on
the Sasquatch that the Chapmans uttered
and 1 absolutely refuse to listen to any-
body who might say that they were lving,.
Admittedly, honest men are such a rarity
as possibly to be non-existent, but I have
met a few who could qualify and 1 put
the Chapmans ncar the head of the list.

wh;ll on carth had they to gain by
making up such a storv: All they had
ever gotten in return for doing so in the
first place was ridicule and insults to their
ancient race. And we had just walked up
to them unannounced on a railroad track
and they did not tell us what we “wanted
to know,” because we never said exactly
what that was.

And, besides, there were plenty of
white men who went and looked at those
tracks at that time, and they weren't all
in cahoots and involved in some devilish
plot to defraud the public

The experience of the Chapman lamily
kicked the lid off a lairly large pot that
had been brewing for a long time.

A Mr. John W. Burns, now ol San
Francisco, had for many years been col-
lecting every scrap ol information on
this subject and had published a number
ol articles on it. Actually, it was he who
had bestowed the name Sasquatch on
what the Amerindians had previously

called, in their various languages and
dialects, merely “Wild Men ol the Moun-
tains.” Mr. Burns was a school-teacher
and had been an Indian Agent, and he
is a man of much erudition.

There was a long and rather full tra-
dition about the Sasquatch in British
Columbia, and especially on Vancouver
Island, where so many sightings have
been reported. Vancouver Island is enor-
mous. It is very rugged, clothed in the
densest forest, and is, even today, for the
most part unexplored. What is more. it
was the first part of the Northwest Pacific
Rain-Forest to be invaded by roads, and
thus first of these unexplored regions
where sightings could have been made.,

Gctting back to the various accounts,
I would like to cemphasize again that
they show a remarkable continuity and
similarity that goes bevond the possibil-
itics ol coincidence. And you must bear
in mind that the widely assorted people
who saw a Sasquatch did not know what
had been reported before: in fact, a great
many of them were completely unaware
that any such thing had ever been seen
anywhere clse in the world.

Why and  how should responsible,
sensible men like William Roe make up
all these details. details which so exactly
coincide with little incidental items re-
corded by Sherpas in Nepal, bulldozer
operators in California, \merindians on
Vancouver Island, teen-agers going home
[rom a dance in Agassiz, and so Torih?
What, I ask the skeptics, is the idea? Is
there some sort of international plot and,
if so, why do the plotters persist in get-
ting unknown pcople in obscure places
Lo give out incredible statements?

Let me close with one final Sasquatch
sighting, as this was the one which first
made news  throughout the world. It
happened in 1956 when a Mr. Stanley
Hunt of Vernon, British Columbia—a
man who had not previously been in any
way interested in this matter, nor, in
fact. had even heard of it outside of
some  joking relerences in local news-
papers—was driving through the small
township of Flood on the Fraser River.
Shortly aflter dark he saw a large hu-
manoid clothed in “grey hair” cross the
road while another similar  creature
“eangly, not stocky like a bear stood in
the bush beside the road.”” Flood is im-
mediately adjacent to Ruby Creck. So
we are right back where we started.

The matter of Bigfoot in California is,
at the moment ol writing, a very live
issuc. and several people are putting a
good deal of money into an extensive
investigation. But the Sasquatch is no
less important. This creature has been
told about by the Amerindians for cen-
turics, and allegedly scen by white men
for more than a century. and it is still
being encountered today. Are we just
going to let this thing slip through our
fingers by sitting back and laughing it
off?

Here is something profoundly alive in
our very midst that certainly needs
proper and intelligent study, and some
serious cffort expended upon it. And it
is a matter that might produce one of
the greatest scientific discoveries of our
time—Ivan T. Sanderson
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See the Stars, Moon, Planets Close Up!
3’ ASTRONOMICAL REFLECTING TELESCOPE

60 to 180 Power—An Unusual Buy!

FAMOUS MT. PALOMAR TYPE!
You'll see the Rings of Saturn.
the  fascinating  planet Mars,
huge eriters on the Moon, Stur
Clhisters. Moons of Jupiter in
detail. Equatorial mount with
jock oh both axes. Aluminized
and  overcoated 3”7  diameter
higrh-sxpeed £/10 mirror. Tele-
scope comes  equipped with a
GOX eyepiece and a mounted
Barlow lens, Ziving vou 60 to
180 power. Low.¢o Ty
eyepiece available for higher powers. An Optical Finder
Telescope included.  Sturdy, hardwood, portable  tripod.
FREF, with Scope:—Valuahle STAR CHART plus 272 page
‘“HANDBOOK OF HEAVENS' plus ““HOW TO USE YOUR
TELESCOPE’' BNOOK.

Stack No. 85.050-T ..sovsnoccmmmpn - $29.95 Postpaid

4'/4 Reflecting Telescope—up to 250 I'cwer
Stock No. 85,006-T ... .. $74.50 F.0.B. Barrington, N. J.

Send Check or M.O.—Satisfaction Guaranteed!

FREE CATALOG-T

128 Pages! Over 1000 Bargains!

America’s No. 1 optical
poerimenters,  hobbyists.
of  lenses, prisms. war surplus
idstruments,  parts  and o ressnrnos
Telescopes, microscopes, satetlit pe.
bhinoculars, infrared \r\m(‘r\r()l)cs y.uem o
and  math  lear mn" and  teaching alds.
Rognest Catalog T

EDMUND SCIENTIFIC CO., Barrington, New Jmey

Roﬂm with ﬁamp,r

...to hidden, far-away places...

Hunt and fish as never before.
A Romer to fit every pickup.

v, I'atent
=D IRATAN

Romer’'s FREE SPORTSMAN'S
illustrated details of o .
Dealers write.

A
ik nearest dealer,

Honorbuilt Trailer Manufacturing Co.
756 Hansen Ave,, I»:\ke\/iewv
Riverside Co., Calif

Siegmund Werner Inc. Dlvmvon
225 Believitle Av:
Bloomfield, N. J

r—w—-—-—_—————————

EJECTS EMPTY SHELLS
.22 Cal., NEW SHOT RE-
PE&TER AUTDMATH: ¢

: Pt

= Featen
self - ejecting
T

o iv \\il]l
| emty shelts. Tot:

i suaraiiee, Comes for §6 Co
Dept. F rm d03 Market St., Newark, New Jersey.

PLAN YOUR FUTURE NOW...
have a business of your own
Luxurous, mgh-fasinon fur now heing ranc
raised 1 U.S A znd Canada. All <elut ..cdz
greed. registered stock fasy and er,cm,-m(al to
raise m any ch nate. One Dr«"(lu(r
1910 15 yu lile
and produs
ship 1in CNBA (Cabana Nutria Breeders Associa
tion), the largest and strongest Nutria assc
ciatien free h trauning program. Cabana
Marrone Nutria ments nationally advertised
Cabana Marrone available only through author
1zed distributors. Write for complete infermation,

[ Distributor inguiries nvited

CABANA NUTRIA INC.
Dept. 70 636 West Lemon  Arcadia, Calif
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SMOKED CHEESE BAR--This solid one-
and-a-hali-pound  bar  of  natural  cheese
hasn’t been processed, colored or pasteur-

rd-—just smoked golden five days and
hts over a slow-burning maple and hick-
log fire. You can (and should) eat
slices into perfect eracker
tadd 55¢ postage)

RED 10-A. Taftsy Vi

ory
rind and all. Bar

size. Price s
Sugarbush Farm,

MILLION DOLLAR INVENTORY of toolx
ranging from serewdrivers to heavy equip-
ment. You’ll find it all in this giant catalog.
Earn lots of money for yourself by using
specially coded prices. Complete deserip-
tions, illustrations, re and coded whole-
sale prices. Send Sl returned with your first
order. U.S. General Supply, Department 260,
119 Chureh Street. New York, N. Y.

MONSTROUS MENAGERIE. Big collec-
tion ol geuuine worldawide postage stamps
has been put together to encourage your
interest in stamp colleeting. A frightening
stampede picturing everything from vicious
Alligators o weird Zebus! Plus valuable
bonus collection- 119 different stamps in
all. Complete package is 10¢ from H. E.
Harris & Co.. Dept. 1-29, Boston 17, Mass.

BOWLING PIN ASH TRAY i personalized
with any first name. Order one for vourself
and a few more for members of your howl-
ing team. 7% long, made ol yellow ceramie.
iUs perfect for use in place settings at end-
of-season banquets, Non-smokers will use
it as a paperweight. S plus 20¢ for mail-
ing -5 each additional.  Stratton  Snow.
Department T-3. Delray Beael, Fla.

UNIQUE PENCIL will write on any kind
of a surface. You can write on glass and
metal, on celluloid, wood and plastic. Even
writes on lacquered or glazed boxes. It looks
like a regular pencil, sharpens and erases
like a regular pencil, yet has this unique
quality. Four for Sl postpaid. Order ilnm
Magic Mold, Inc. Department LL. 47

‘onta Avenue, Brooklyn 7,

FUTURISTIC DESIGNS set a new pace in
wateh styling. The missile is designed for
vou and the satellite is for the woman in
vour life. Gold toned case adds to the svelte
look. Swiss movement insures perfect time.
“Missile™ or “Satellite,” (with suede band)
for $10.95 each or both for $20.95. Order
from Cryder Sales Corporation, Department
M-33, Box 79, Whitestone, N. Y.
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IMPORTED 7 x 50 BINOCULARS give
509 more field of view than standard bin-
oculars. At 1,000 yards, there is a full 530
foot field of view. All optics are fully coated
and a Tnim exit pupil assures a bright image.
Velvet lined carrying case, case strap, neck
strap and dust caps are included in the
price of $16.75 postpaid. Edmund Scientific
C.o., Barrington 4. N. J

MAGNIFICENT MOONBALL is remark-
able heavy plastic relief reproduction of the
known side of the moon showing in scale
everything from the dips of the craters to the
raised mountain sections. Important facts
are listed on the Moonball. Bright silver,
it measures 20” around. Has identifying map.
£2.95 postpaid. Davis Scientific Co., Dept.
TR-2, 509 East 80th St, New York 21, N. Y.

——

GUN DIGEST is off the press with its 1960
edition. 324 giant pages loaded with original
gun and shooting articles, information and
emrrent prices of all U.S. and foreign guns,
accessories, cartridges, etc. Thousands of
illustrations.  Also a special booklet with
exploded views of famous guns. Lots more
for $2.95 ppd. Gun Digest Co., 227.-T West
Vashington St., Chicago 6, Ill.

SMALLEST BIG CAPACITY REEL for
ultra-light spinning, plus all fresh water
and light salt water use. “Orvis 3007 holds
130 yds. of 1 1b. test line, weighs only 8 oz.
I'ts “Orvis 3017 counterpart is for left-handed
anglers. At dealers or by mail for $29.50
ppd. (Extra Spools: $2.50 ea.) Iree catalog
of tackle and accessories. Charles F. Orvis
Co., Box T-2, Manchester, Vt.

POLYNESIAN ART
perfectly suited for a bachelor apartment,
den, rumpus room or office. Leeteg’s pro-
tege, Bill Erwin, painted “Hina Rapa” in
glowing oil paint on velvet. I’s reproduced

MASTERPIECE is

here on heavy vellum. Ready to frame,
$12.95. Framed in bamboo motif, $24.95,
Order from Roco Litho Prints, Dept. 2A,
1020 East Seventh Avenue, Denver 18, Colo.

MARCH 1960

NEW GRIP WRENCH-—The first clamp
wrench ever made, i’s a remarkable tool.
Clamp at side locks wrench head with 2,000
Ibs. gripping pressure. Fine as lock or pipe
wrench, clamp or portable vise. Made by the
fine tool craftsmen of West Germany, it’s
fine for workshop, car, ete. 10”7 wrench,
$2.95; 147, $4.50;5 187, $5.95. Ppd. Prince,
Dept. TR-3, 60 E. 42 St., New York 17, N. Y.

WEAPONS
COLLECTORS

208 page Catalog-Reference
book with more than 1600
items photo-illustrated,
described and priced.
American, European
Firearms and Edged
Weapons—all for
sale. Send $1—
refunded
with first
purchase.

The MUSEUM of HISTORICAL ARMS

Dept. B - 1038 Alton Road « Miami __Beal:h, Fla.

FEET
E to EEEEE Only
Sizes 5 to 13

Men enly. Cosual Not sold
dress, work shoes v 22

that really fit. s in stores
Top quality, pop-
ular prices, Maney
Bock Guarantee.

for FREE CATALOG
HITCHCOCK SHOES, Hingham 7-C, Mass.

100 l NG| ?ILADI. S $1
MAKE YOUR OWN MONOGRAMS

or name with these instant self-adhering
RAISED GOLDEN INITIALS and personalize
ANY item for pennies! Adheres PERMANENTLY
to LEATHER, WOOD, PLASTIC, METAL, GLASS,
PAPER, CLOTH, CERAMICS, etc. Looks and
feels like expensive 14-K GOLD METAL INI-
TIALS. Not affected by heat or cold. Person-
alize your own items or gifts. KIT OF 100 AS-
SORTED A to Z INITIALS only $1.00. Two
Kits, $1.75 ppd. Mailed first class. Money-
back guarantee.

IMPERIAL MONOGRAMS, INC., Dept. 121
150-26 HILLSIDE AVE., JAMAICA 32, N. Y.

fit, look good and strong with
casy cammon sense directions. Doctorg
recommiend mild exercise for evary
one, No exhausting routine. o course
o buy. You will be amazed at the
results and  pleased th  yourselr
Trims off excess weight. Keebs you
in_shape. Just follow the simplified
Albun Method using special hand-
molded 5 1. solid iron Dumbhells,
Nothing else to buy,

THE ALLBUN COMPANY
7408 Charlotte St., Springfield, Va,

Try Before You Buy
Buy direct from world's lnrgest
elusive accordion dealer. Save i
offmfr's {ist prices Finestimported
Ttalian makes: over 30 models, -
Day Free Trial. Double guarantee,
Trade-ins aceepted. Bonus gifts,
Easy terms, low as §10.00 monthly.
I<ltlul, CATALOG— rush coupon,

ACCORDION MANUFACTURERS &
WHOLESALERS OUTLET, Dept. T-30 ]

T e o
Catalog

Rush

Name

Coupon



Sizes 10-16  Widths AAA-EEE

RIPPLE SOLE! Sensational new foot-
comfort shoe! We specialize in
LARGE SIZES ONLY — sizes 10 to
16; widths AAA to EEE. Dress,
sport, casual and work shoes; golf
shoes; insulated boots; sox;
slippers; rubbers; overshoes; shoe
trees. Also . . . sport shirts in
your exact, extra-long sleeve
length. Enjoy perfect fit in your
SEND % hard-to-find size at amazingly
" low cost, Satisfaction Guoran-
FOR & teed. Sold by mail only. Write
FREE for FREE Style Book TODAY!
CATALOG

GHORD GRGAN

Importer-to-You Prlces
5 Day FREE Home Trial

’\tarthng val
! B

0

3

I.IPl

ano—ke,lmanl mod-
els. New! Send for color cat-
alogs, low di mnt pncm

PHILHARMONIC ORGAN CORP., Dept. T-30 .
2003 W. ChicagoAve., Chicago 22, lilinois
Rush coler Catalogs and Discount Price List.

NAME . oo emmiomm o oo am o ma oo
ADDRESS «ev o oocm i aaaas

~g TITANIA

the miracle gem stone you read
about in The Reaper's DIcEST

wors it wan - DIAMONDS

Unset *“"Titanla’*

zems, 1 to 5 carats,

own rings,
<,

sTitania’t Solitaire 1 carat “Titania’’ set in u

s a beautiful l-l kt 1.0[;1’ ’\h'«‘lll! ine (I:mx lsétyi 14kt
r 7. Col

Tour xn}.,“_(_o:]lp_lr.'-es2500 ?)‘,‘\’“" nL mp esa200\‘

Also Linde (syn) Rubles & Sapphires; cnatnam Eul' Emerald:

FREE BOOKLET AND HANDY RING-SIZE CHART

A1l prices Plus 109 Federal tax

10 DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE

LAPIDARY CO.

Dept. T-90, 511 EAST 12 ST., NEW YORK 8. N. Y.

Insure your future by signing up on the Payroll
Savings Plan where you work, or the Bond-A-
Month Plan where you have a checking account.

Remember, every $3 you invest now in U. S.
Savings Bonds returns 34 to you in just ten short
years.

TRUE goes

shopping

POKER PLAYERS—If you must gambhle,
then at least hedge your hets and read How
to Play Poker and Win by Sidney Radner.
Tells how to play your cards. bet, when to
bluff, draw, etc. How to Spot Card Sharks
exposes marked cards, stacked deals, ete.
used by crooked gamblers. Pair, $1.95 plus
25¢ postage. Davis Books, Dept. TR-3. 500
East 80th St., New York 21, N. Y.

NEW 50-STAR FLAG--Here she is—the
new American flag with 9 staggered lines of
6, then 5 stars each. Made from cotton
hunting, with sewed stripes, printed stars.
All seams double stitched. Canvas heading
on side has grass grommets. Standard size.
a full 3 ft. x 5 ft. $L95 ppd. Free folders of
others. House of Flags, Dept. TR-3, 1308
Lincoln Bldg., New York 17, N. Y.

ROSCO VEST POCKET is a .22 6-shot re-
volver. Fires easy-to-get Winchester, Rem-
ington, Western & Peters .22 Long and Short
ammo. For target shooting, varmint hunt-
ing and home defense. Purchasers must
be at least 18 years old. Shipped for $12.95
plus express charges collect from Seaport
Traders, Inc., Department T-3, 1221 South
Grand, Los Angeles, Calif.

“rﬂ
CUSTER’S LAST FIGHT is a 12'x18”

painting which used to grace every self-re-
specting saloon in Granddad’s day. This copy
of the famous lithograph depicts the Battle
of the Little Big Horn, Custer’s Last Stand.
The picture is in full color and is shipped to
you ready for framing. The price is $2.98
postpaid. Garryowen House, Department M,
Box 923, Racine, Wis,

GLEAMING CHROME on your car. Replate
the bumpers and trim with this easy-to-apply
electroplating kit. Plate your tools, lures,
pistol parts, ete. Works off car battery and
can be used to plate other metals. Brings
back the original brilliance. Kit can start
you on the way to a profitable hobby. Com-
plete kit for $14.95 ppd. Empire, Dept. T,
1 North 3rd Ave., Mt. Vernon, N. Y.
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[LONG TERMERS give the startling effect
of prison-suit stripes, even down to the reg-
istration number. Mate-matched pajamas are
a definite indication of love and affection.
Sanforized poplin. $1.98 a pair or combina-
tion of He and She (2 pairs) for $8.98.
Postpaid. Sizes for men and women: small,
medium, large. Mardo Sales, Department
P-25, Box 79, Whitestone 57, N. Y.

VACUTEX blackhead remover has a rubber
tip that makes operation painless. This small
device is a blessing to troubled adolescent
complexions, and to many others as well.
I’s designed to remove even the most per-
ent blackheads in just a few seconds.
Easily operated. $1.00  postpaid. Ballco
Products, Department 206, 735 East State
Street, Westport, Conn.
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THE LARGEST PICTORIAL HISTORY

OF THE CIVIL WAR
PUBLISHED IN ONE GIANT 14 x 10" VOLUME

HIES remarkable book s the largest, clearest
and most viduable pictorial history of the Civil
War published in one gigantic (10377 x 14147

volume, Reproduced exactly from the sought after

and long-out-of-print orviginal 1893 edition, it has
1,183 illustrations of every possible kind  Brady
photos, battle scenes. maps, cartoons, songs of the
Union and the Confederacy, and many rare photo
eraphs of such as Jefferson Davise his cabinet
and even his bodyguards, as well as photographs
of Lincoln and the leaders and generals of both
sides. Buat this s more than a pictorial history

it has a long, clear and detailed text that describes
every aspect of the Civil War - the land and sea
battles: an honest appraisal of the military leaders
and  the fghting foot soldiers. It supplies com-

plete information on weapons nsed by hoth sides,

MARCH 1960

@ 544 large pages @ Complete alphabetical index
@ More than 1,150 Brady photos, maps, etchings
@ Reprinted from the rare original 1895 edition

@® Photos of U.S. and C.S.A. leaders and generals, battle
scenes, prisons, hospitals, weapons

@® A fascinating gift—a major library source work

the fortifications and prisons: shows and describes
field hospitals i action, the Sanitary - Comis SAVE 33 %—Camufires and Battle-
sion, the nurses and hospitals and the wounded fields will be re-ssued in Summer 1560 at $15. If
. . E L n you order now with this coupon, you can get yours
who dicd in thent You can read abont it all, and at a special pre-publication price of only $9.95.
then see it all in the photographs and  etchings

which depict a fascimating, brave and sometimies r— _——— e e e ———— —— — —

THE CIVIL WAR PRESS
Dept. TR-3, 305 Madison Ave., New York 17

Rush me ... copies of Campfires and Battle-
fields at the pre-publication price of $9.95

forgotten era of our history. We are proud to
offer this stiring pictorial record of  the Civil
War to a4 new  genevation, to conmemorate  the

forthcoming centenmial of The Great Ware You

fields . . . it will provide yvoung and old with the NAME ..
magic spell which oniv a great wallevs of bhreath
taking photographs, rare documents, and maps of ADDRESS
the great contlict hetween the Union and Con-
ciry o STATE

will treasure yvour copy of Campfires and Battle- '

federate avmies conld generate. Ovder now, and .
Send check or m.o.-—-add 25¢ postage & handhing

take advantage of this special 331555 discount L
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TunnyTt  ife

()ur downtown parking lot s as
crowded as a campus telephone booth,
and we car-parkers claim we can’t fit an
automobile 1n il it has an exira coat of
paint.

Last night our parking lot owner
called the four of us attendants together.
“Listen, boys,” he gently announced,
“we haven’t had one single complaint
about dented fenders this week.”

He let this sink in, and we were pretty
pleased with oursclves. “Now tell me!”
he then roared, “HOW THLE HELL
ARE WE GOING TO MAKYE MONLEY
LEAVING THAT NMUCH  SPACLE
FREE AROUND FHERE?”

—Jimmy Scales
Junction City. Olio

G(‘orgc. the neighbor, was mighty proud
ol his gas-powered lawn mower, and
wheeled it out a few nights ago to wrim
his vard. It was a moonlit night, but not
as bright as George thought, apparently,
for he failed to sce a large hole in the
Lown his young son had dug that after-
noon. T'he mower hit the hole and
George hit the ground—alter flying over
the steering gear of his machine.

The mower was broken. and so was
George's ankle, unfortunately. After the
ambulance had carted him away, 1 heard

once of the assembled neighbors quictly
remark, “Well, that’s what happens when
vou can’t tell your grass from a hole in
the ground.”

—Kenneth Burle
Fresno, Calif.

Thc charter airliner carrying the press
corps covering Queen Elizabeth’s Cana-
dian tour was attempting to land at the
Sydney, Nova Scotia, airport. Alter onc
heart-stopping pass at the foghound run-
way when o blur of landing  lights
streamed by uncomfortably close, the air-
craft clawed its way back upstairs.

“Nothing to worry about, folks,’
chirped thc plane’s steward to us jittery
passengers, “nothing to worry about. This
airline just keeps on making Passes until
it gets in”

“There vou have it,” sighed a Mont-
rceal  photographer. “The story of my
life.”

—Robert Turnbull
Toronto, Ont., Can.
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Six of us contestants vied at a telephone
exhibit in our county fair last night to sce
who would win a free long distance call
to any point in the nation. A sailor won
the toss, and clected to call his girl in
Brooklyn. The five of us who lost were
permitted to listen inon the conversation
since all six of the phones we stood by
were hooked up together.

The call to Brooklyn was immediately
put through and when a woman’s voice
answered, the sailor cried out: “Hello,
Pcarl? This is Herman!™

Pearl’s reply came through loud and
clear: “Yousonof a - ---- ! Where have
vou beenz I'm pregnant!”

The alert salt calmly
phone and  with a
nounced:

hung up the
bland smile  an-

“Sorry, folks—wrong number.”
—Lce Baldock
Woodland,

Calif.

I happened to be talking to this granite
personality when the blonde made one
of her frequent trips through the room.
To my surprise, L observed Mr. Sober-
sides continued talking uninterruptedly,
and in no way indicated he noticed the
charmer; but behind his glasses, his eyes
followed her with the intensity of a lion's
about to spring on its prey.

He suddenly caught the knowing look
in my cye, then shook his head in amaze-
ment and remarked, “You know, that’s

the third time she’s walked through here

naked.”

—Name withheld at centributor’s request.
Sealitle,

Wash.

A
1 he weapons carried by the infantry in

the U.S. Marine  Corps  arce  called
“Small Arms,” and have their own service
units. Their repair shops are  called

Small Arms Repair Shops, for example,
and are so listed in the telephone direc-
torics of Marine Corps Bases.

The sergeant in charge of the Small
Arms Repair Shop of Camp Lejeunce in
North Carolina recently answered  his
telephone, and was startled to hear an
excited female voice shout at him: “Send
an ambulance to my quarters right away!
My bov has broken his arm!”

“But lady,” explained the sergeant,
“this is the Small Arms Repair Shop.”

“That’'s why I'm calling you!”" wailed
the irate mother, “My boy’s only cight
years old!™

(Name withheld at wyiter's vequest)
Albany, Ga.

r
I‘hc rape case was an unusual one; a widow who ran a small

hotel claimed the son of the local wealthy mining
done the deed. Her testimony amazed the court. She vowed
that the young man had entered the back door of the hotel while
asleep, he then climbed the stairs, entered her room,
got into bed—during which time she'd never

she wi
undressed. and
once awakened.

“I'd like to remind you vou are under oath,”
exasperated lawyer for the defense. “Do you maintain that you
remained asleep up until the time the defendant got in hed

with youz”

“I'm a VERY sound sleeper,” firmly asserted the woman.
“Well, when did you finally wake up?” asked the lawyer.
“Not until he was all the way in bed,”

“and had started to . .

Her explanation was interrupted by the old judge who leaned
toward hew, peered quizzically into her face then announced:
“1 sincerely hope you won't fall asleep in my court, ma’am.
I doubt il there’s @ man present who could wake you up.”

Our oflicc. manages to function, some-
how, in spite of the fact one of the secre-
tarics is a ravishing blonde with a figure
that stops cverything when it starts in
motion. About the only male in the office
who scemed oblivious to these entice-
ments was o solemn, humorless  type
wrapped up in his work and indifferent
to ceverything around him.

replied the widow,

family had

commented the

—Viova Scoll
Oakland, Calif.
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will be paid on acceptance for
5'00 each original, not praviouslr pub-

lished, true anecdote [preferably
from your own experience). Contributions
cannot be acknowledged or returned; and
if your submission is not accepted within six
weeks, consider it rejected. Address: TRUE
Magazine Fun Editor, 67 West 44th Street,
New York 36, N. Y.
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)m‘H' maove
It isn™t the game. is how vou play it. And with beer. it isn’t just
ingredients—it’s how thev're brewed. Example: Schlitz never allows

air to touch the beer in brewing. for air can spoil its delicate Havor.

Costs extra. Bul i's one more reason why Schlilz tastes extra good.

THE BEER YHAT MADE MILWAUKEE FAMOUS

move up to

Watch Ray Milland as "MARKHAM", and "The Sports Spectacular’

, CBS-TV every week

© 1960 Jody Schiitz Brewing Co., Milwaukes, Wis., Brooklyn, N.Y., Los Angeles, Cal., K




Like excitement ?—latch on to a “lunker'’ like this!

night life of an evinrude owner !

How do you like your night life? s .. listening to a baggy-
cyed comic in a battered hat . . . a hot combo belting out
jungle rhythms as bodies bounce to the beat?

Or, do you go for a big mght out-of-doors? . . . the distant
voice of a loon...the whir of a reel...moonlight
dancing on the water...a swirl here and there. ..
knowing that any moment a night-feeding “lunker™ can

push the panic button!

Every man to his own brand of excitement! But, if

vou've ever dropped a Bucktail ncar a lily pad, or
worked a Lazv lke over a shoal, vou'll know what we
mean when you try a 1960 Evinrude!

From the spirited “3%"" to the sizzling *°75," they all
have today’s most advanced thermostat-controlled en-
gines for silk-smooth trolling and quick, easy starting, in
warm or icy water. They have the blessed quiet of sound-
sealed cushioned power . . . full gearshift . . . slip-clutch
propellers . . . in short: every feature that can add to
your fishing pleasure. Oh, yes—and the 3 hp Lightwin is
a sweet little package of take-along power in its own way.

It costs nothing to see what you've been missing . . .
and not much more to stop missing it . . . just a visit (o
vour Evinrude dealer. Ask for free 1960) catalog—or write:
FvinrupE MoTtors, 4279 N. 27th St., Milwaukee 16, Wis.

A Division of Outboard Marine Corporation
In Canada: Mfd. by Evinrude N\lotors, Peterborough

 EVINRUDE "~

OUTBOARDS
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