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A HIGHLY
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START SOON TO
EARN EXTRA MONEY
IN SPARE TIME

meto Fix

Electrical Appliances

To build a better future‘dget into a field where there's
much important work and the se.curity that comes from

nowing a guod trade. Servicing electrical appliances
offers that OPPORTUNITY Every wired home h:
many electrical appliances and millions and millions of
new appliances are sold every year. Owners pay well to
keep them in repair. That's making a fast-growing need
for trained men.

AddTo Your Income Starting Soon
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Make extra money in your spare time. Start soon to
fix electric toasters, fans, clocks, vacuum cleaners, and
other electric appliances for your neighbors and
friends. Work in your basement, garage or spare room
It's easy to increase your earning power—to pay for
your training many times over—to have extra money
to buy things you need.
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Appliance Tester that helps you locate electrical defects
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electrical appliance repair jobs. If you want better pay
learn this good trade. No need to give up your present

job. You can train at home in your spare time for only
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A storekeeper was complaining to
his friend about business. “Days can
go by and a customer doesn’t come
in,” he lamented. “The overhead is
tremendous. | lose money every week.”
“Why do you stay in business if
it's so bad?" asked the sympathetic
friend.
“A man has to make a living some-
how.”

0o 0o o

The ROTC student in charge of
the drill was marching his men
around the field, rather uncertain of
the proper commands. When he found
himself and his men confronted by
a huge fence, he didn't know quite
what terms to use to get them around

“I can marry any me

it. He did some fast thinking and
came U ith, “Company dismissed
for five minutes. Then fall in on the
other side of the fence.”

0o 0o o

At the funeral of a well-known ef-
flclency expert, the spectators were

mazed to see the coffin lid spring
open and the efficiency expert sit up.
He turned to one of the pallbearers
and said, “If they put this thing on
wheels, they could let four of you

go-"

o o0 o0
A businessman was in some trouble
and went to see his lawyer about it
But to make sure he wasn't wasting
his money, he said to the lawyer, “ I'll

in the house I"

tell you the facts and then if you feel
there are grounds for legal action,
I'll pay you.”

The lawyer agreed and the busi-
nessman went on to explain the facts
of the case.

After hearing him out, the lawyer
said, “The case is absolutely airtight.
Why, the other guy hasn't a leg to
stand on.” He continued, “My fees
will be $50, and if you wish, I'll start
proceedings the very first thing to-
morrow.”

“In that case, | don't think I'll pay
you.!
“Why not?”

“Because | gave you the other guy’s

side of the story.”

0 0 o0

The army cook had just whipped
up orders of fried eggs for a mob of
hungry soldiers.

Wearied by his efforts, he sat down,
yawned, lit a big fat cigar and wrote
a letter to his sweetheart:

“Darling,” he began, “for the past
three hours shells have been bursting
all around me.”

0o o0 o

The new office manager looked
around and noticed that there were
many typists in the office—too many,
in fact, for the amount of work that
had to be done.

He asked one of the glrls “What
is your usual cumplemen

“It's usually, ‘Hi, Sugar, you look
beautiful mday,' she replied

o 0o

At a canteen dance, an unhappy
looking Private made this announce-
ment: *Ladies and gentlemen, | have
just lost my wallet containing one
hundred dollars. To the person who
finds it. I'll give ten dollars.”

A voice piped up from the rear,
“1'll give fifteen.”

PREASETURNTO PAGE |






BETTER HAIR

thru
Body
Chemistry

grouth of heir even when used sepae
rately* Conbined in the new im

OyB7 formia, they hae
berefitted thousands of feirloss
pecple — sarre slighty, some nerked-

Every hair that ever grew on the
head of any man or woman, got
every particle of its substance in
only one way — from the blood
stream. Massage of the scalp will
usually increase the circulation of
blood there. But this means more
hair only if the blood stream is

carrying the right hair-building mi- Users of this of hair
inprovement, BOTH NEf) AND WOVEN,
oe o of these bere-

Two kinds of hair-building ma-
terials are now known. (0 New heir on bald or thin ares
(1) Hair Foods, such as cysteine, and (i Fester growth of feir.

(2)  -Controllers of the Hair Foods— (3 wiye "life” (slight ooarsening) in heir
organic catalysts, formed from cer- thet hed becare too fine.
tain vitamins, iodine, etc. (@ Pronpt redction of falling heir.

The new Cy-B-7 formula contains (5 inreesed waviness for those who o
both kinds: in fact it has almost the ready hed soe tendenoy tonerd a
entire list (except sex hormones) of
the most important hair-building
substances known today.

(6) Fesling of wellbeing, livelier eslth
and energy.

GAG LINE

A traveling salesman checked in at
a hotel and said to the man at the
desk, “I'd like room service, please.
After I've had a chance to wash up, |
want you to send up a very good
steak, some very fine wine, et cetera,
et cetera, et cetera.”

About twenty minutes later, there
was a discreet tap at the salesman's
door. He opened it and there stood a
waiter wheeling a cart followed by
three beautiful girls.

ere, sir,” said the waiter, “is
your dinner, and here is your wine.

“Who are the three girls?" asked
the salesman.

“These are the three et ceteras.”

0 0 o

“Does your husband worry about
the grocery bills ?"

“No. There's no point in both him
and the grocer worrying about them.”

0 0 o

There was one farm in Oklahoma
that had so much oil that when the
farmer planted potatoes, they came
up French fried.

0 0 o

An architect advertised for a secre-
tary. The first girl to answer the ad
was a pretty blonde.

The architect asked her if she could
read a blueprint.

“If it's in English,” she replied.

0 0 o

Boss to his secretary: “Well, have
you entertained my proposition?”

Secretary: “No, but your propo-
sition entertained me.”

0 0 O

This Army life is wonderful,”
he wrote. “1 can sleep till $:30.”

o0 o0 o0

John: “If you let me give you a
Kiss, it will be a feather in my cap.”

Jane: “Stick around. You may
wind up an Indian chief.”



Are You
(13 I Iirg
suit’onyour job?

injustify a real pay raise and a
r position—by making one simple
—the move that opens the way to more
earningsand promotions-practical training. /

If YOU are “standing still” on your
job—no promotions—only token increases
in pay—then you had better do some- i
thing about it. You know that if you are ™
untrained, your chances of getting ahead

e slim. NOW IS THE TIME TO PREPARE.

WILL RECOGNITION COME?
r, as you know, is that si

provided the “key to success” for m
ambitious people who have sought our
than fifty years.

Getall thefacts. Investigate theoppor-
tunities in your chosen field. It costs you
nothing to learn about LaSalle’s proven
and tested accredited correspondence
courses in the major fields of business.
You can train right in the privacy ofyour
own home, progressing at your own rate.

You lose no time from work, and your
instructors guide you every step along
the way through our famous Practical
Problem Method. Low cost—easy terms.

Don't let promotions pass you by—do
something TODAY about your future.

EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

/A CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTION



THOUSANDS NOWPUT

who never thought they could!

THIS FAMOUS WAY MAKES
-EVEN

OU think it's difficult to learn
music? That's what thousands
of others have thought! Just like
you, they longed to play some in-
strument—the  piano, “accordion,
violin, guitar, saxophone or some
other ' favorite. But they denied
themselves the pleasure—because
they thought it took months and
years of tedious study to learn 1
Learn in Spare Time at Home
And then they made an amazing
discovery! They learned about a
wonderful way to learn music at
home—without a private (eacher—

without tedious study—and in a
surpnsmgly short tlme They
wrote to the SCHOOL OF

MUSIC for the lacts about this re-
markable short-cut course. And
the facts opened tneir eyes! They
were amazed to find how easy it
was to learn!

1,000,000 Students!

The result? Over 1,000,000 men
and women have taken up music at
home this simple A-B-C way. Now,

ir the world, enthusiastic mu-

Becomes Famous Band Leader

10

IT EASY AS A-B-C TO LEARN
IF YOU DON'T KNOW A SINGLE NOTE NOW

sic-lovers are enjoying the thrill-
ing satisfaction of creating their
own music. They have found the
key to good times, and popularity
Costs Only Few Cents a Lesson
And that's what you can do,
right now. NO TEDIOUS PRAC-
TICING OF BORING SCALES
AND EXERCISES! Even if you
don’t know a single note now, you'll
“start right in on pieces.” This
builds up your skill and confidence
so rapidly that soon you'll be able
to dplay ALL your favorite songs
compositions by note. It's all
so clearly explained-so EASY to
understand—that even children
“catch on” at once.
Stop Cheating Yourself of
These Joys'
Why no( let this fa-
home-stud
Eourse bring the man!
leasures of music in-
0 YOUR life? Popu-
arity! New friends

gpreclale
out music.
lives and compositions
of modern and

-Relax amshworrles and
s. Satisfy self-expression,
creative urge. Gain self-confidence,

CHOOSE YOUR FAVORITE INSTRUMENT

w it's easy to learmn—by note—

oy
Piano, Guitar, Plyano Accordion, Violin,
Steel Guitar, Mandolin, Trumpet, Cor-
net, Saxc ophone Tenor Banjo, Organ,
Uktllele, 'Clarinet,  Trombone, Flute,
Piccolo, Modern Elementary Harmony
Write your choice in coupon.

SEND FOR FREE BOOK

50 EASY andyw
Ty our

T |

ears. NHII me m beluwfor our valuable
0ok Mo

page FREE

No'obligation; ™o



NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH

To the Editor:

Although | read | Made The
$500,000 Tangier Spain Contraband
Run (ACTION FOR MEN, Mar.)
with a great deal of interest and even
fascination, | wonder whether it is
really ethical for any newspaperman
10 go to such lengths to get a story.

Wouldn't it have been better for
your author Clark Collins to report
that a ship was leaving carrying con-
traband material? The police could
then have stepped in and confiscated
the goods. After all, this black market
material does the financial situation in
Europe no good at all.

Richard Lowenstein
Brooklyn, Neiv York

y Well, it's a tricky situation. If you re-
member, in the story the contrabandistas
did not inform Mr. Collins of the ship's
destination, and until the ship actually
landed, there was nothing illegal. Sec-
ondly, smuggling is almost an honored
profession in that part of the world, and
the chance of it being stamped out by
officials on the payroll are very slight.
Mr. Collins has written the truth; if
authorities wish to do anything about it,
they can or cannot. The old newspaper-
man's slogan still holds: "Tell the truth
and let the chips fall where they may.”

POOR WHITE GOD

To the Editor:

1 am ina position to verify the truth
of We Found A Hidden Village Of
Wild Inca Women (ACTION FOR
MEN, Jan.)

In the Kansas Penitentiary in the
'30s | had as a cell mate the famous
Indian high priest known as the
"White God.”

The White God told me all about

the gold hoard described in your story.
He said its total value was around 30
billion dollars.

I thought it was only a fable, de-
spite his absolute honesty in all other
things and his devout faith in his re-
ligion. However, | noticed that every
time an Indian-supported candidate in
some parts of South America runs for
office he has fabulous and undisclosed
financial backing. Also, in the great
epidemic of 1956, expert medical men
were flown in from all over the world.
Again, finances were unlimited and
their source unknown.

| remember the White God saying,
“1I have billions at my disposal for the
good of my people, but not one cent
for my own use.” | thought that he
was surely lying, but now | see that
he spoke the truth.

Congratulations for uncovering the
secret.

A Reader
lola, Kansas

~ We Hate to be doubting Thomases,
but sure as we are about the existence
of the treasure described by our author,
Anthony Phair, we wonder about the
White God. What was he doing in the
pokie? And isn't 30 billion a little too
much? You could elect an awful lot of
politicians for that kind of loot. In the
words of Eartha Kitt beaucoup de loot.

FIRST RATER OR TRAITOR?

To the Editor:

I just don't get it. How could the
British let Johnny Eppler live (Belly
Dancer Spy Boat, ACTION FOR
MEN, Mar.) ?

This turncoat was responsible for
the death of good English fighting
men. You can bet your last farthing
that the Jerries didn't reciprocate at
all.

I thought shooting spies was com-
mon practice. Why did they make him
an exception ?

Robert Lewis
Monterey, Calif.

y We think you have to distinguish be-
tween a traitor and a spy before you ask
that question. After all, Eppler was a
German worklng for his country, right or

X 0 the exact explanation,
B'msh Intelllgenoe is quite mum on the

VERY FUNNY

To the Editor:

As 1 was reading The Laugh-It-Up
Joy Girls At Hoaxer Hattie's Place
(ACTION FOR MEN, Mar), |
couldn't help but think what a grade-A
pain in the neck Harriet Wadlow must
have been.

What's so funny about a practical
joker? Usually they spend their whole
lives annoying people with stupid,
inane antics, and get sore as hornets
if anyone ever plays a prank on them.
It never fails: they can dish it out,
but they can't take it.

Really, she was as corny as a hot-
foot or an exploding cigar. Give me
the gracious madams like the Ever-
leigh Sisters or Lulu White anytime.
1 wouldn't set foot in her nutty estab-
lishment if you paid me.

Boy, what a card. | bet she used to
cut off ties at parties and put a lamp-
shade on her head and dance. Ugh. She
revolts me.

Bob Shelton
New York, New York

» Each to his own taste, Mr. Shelton.
Gathering from her ever-growing and
returning clientele, she had them rolling
in the aisles.

u



An ex-convict, expert forger and suc-
cessful blackmailer, he had every girl
in town helping him to carry out the

Allies' 1000-1 mission against Japan.

0 1T WAS at the intersection of New Delhi's Feroz
Shah Road and Makwahni Way that greasy little Mr.
Gabruhindi, who had had his eye on the trim English girl
strolling just ahead of him, got the idea that she could
be picked up.

Oblivious to the nervous perspiration rolling down his
moon face, the squat Hindu trotted after Elbe Cates and
said in his piping voice:

“So sorry, mem-sahib, but you dropped your handker-
chief. I hope it isn't dirty.”

From that moment on, he didn't have a chance. In his
own mind, the vain little printer had scored a great con-







During WW I, when the Japanese
were overrunning Asia, the Allies
found Charles "Lucky” Miller (1) in
New Delhi. His criminal record at
Scotland Yard was a mile long, but
he a skill hard to come
by: forging bank notes. The British
threatened him with a heavy jail
sentence unless he helped them
undermine Japanese morale by fake
money and fake news. The man
came through— not as a patriot, but
as a hater, and Lucky had learned
to hate the hard way.

LUCKY MILLER

quest which he attributed to his charm,
suavity, and man-of-the-world ap-
pearance. How was he to know that
for two days his quarry had been
stalking him?

An hour later, Gabruhindi was of-
fering some whiskey in his print shop
1o the slim and elegant English girl.
She regarded him with the deference
she might have paid to the Sahib Cary
Grant or that other tall American of
the cinema, the Sahib Gable, he
thought.

"It was good fortune that I was be-
hind you when you dropped your
handkerchief, dear lady,” he babbled,
trying to remember what his Holly-
wood heroes would have said under
similar circumstances. “Here, have
another whiskey, very expensive,

-sahib."”

“You Indian gentlemen are so gal-
just sweeps a girl off her feet,”
Ellie murmured archly, trying to over-
come her revulsion and patting Mr.
Gabruhindi's inky hand. Below in the
alley, she heard the clink of metal on
metal and her eyes, their lashes heavy
with mascara, involuntarily looked to-
ward the window.

Was Lucky out there?

If he was, he was damned clumsy
to bump the ladder against a garbage
can and give the whole show away.
The printer might suspect something
and kick her out of his shop.

But the Indian laughed in his high-
pitched way and said reassuringly:
“It's the cats, just cats, mem-sahib.
New Delhi is full of them. When peo-
ple go without food, the cats have even
less to eat. It is this war.”

His pudgy fingers were on her knee
and moving cautiously up her thigh.
The printer liked raw onions with his
meals. The smell of the onions did
nothing to enhance his meager charm.

“How about some wireless music,
chum? There's nothing like a nifty
dance band to put a girl in the mood
for fun,” Ellie said brightly.

He giggled and stood up, a real Mr.
Five-by-Five. “He-hee! You are quite
right, lady. We shall have a fine time
dancing, and | know the bunny hug.
Then you will share my room with me
tonight, yes? I will buy you nylon
stockings if you are kind to me.”

He busied himself with a German
radio atop a type cabinet in a corner
of the shop. Again she heard the clank
of metal in the alley—lo'uder this time.
It was the aluminum ladder Lucky
carried in his car, a collapsible but
sturdy affair which was ideal for sec-
ond-story jobs like this one.




He was probably standing on it now,
his head just below the grimy window
of the printing shop. The girl knew
she had to work fast. A man perched
on a ladder in blacked-out New Delhi
this autumn night in 1943 might-cause
a trigger-happy policeman or air-raid
warden to shoot first and ask questions
later.

Turning up the radio’s volume, she
sang loudly to cover any noise Miller
might make outside. Mr. Gabruhindi
shivered ecstatically. This was Life
He clasped the tall girl close as he at-
tempted the bunny hug which a harlot
from New York had taught him 15
years before.

Ellie looked around the shop and
made mental notes. She towered six
inches over Gabruhindi. At times she
stifled an urge to slap him as his hand
made sneaky little forays up her spine.

“What's in all those cases, chum?”
she asked.

“Nothing important, mem:-sahib.
Just printer's type.”

“What kind?”

He faltered in his bouncy step now
and seemed uneasy. “Many languages,
int for everybody here.

that's Pathan ... English in that chest

. Tamil . . . Chinese.”

Ellie snuggled closer in his short
arms and nodded at the one remaining
case ina far comer. It was padlocked
“And that one must be where you
Keep your Japanese type, right?”

The printer stopped dancing-as if
she had pierced him with a sword. He
looked at her with sudden hostility. “1
do not understand, lady, I am loyal
man.
here.”

But his protests were abruptly ter-
minated when Ellie, still holding him
in a dancing position, grabbed a type
mallet with her free hand and brought
it down with stunning force on Mr.
Gabruhindi's beturbaned head.

She pushed him away and the In-
dian spun like a bloated, wound-up
doll, then pitched forward and split
his face on a cuspidor. He was a mess.

Lucky Miller raised the window and
climbed into the room. The Briton, a
rather tall man with a fair complexion,
enormously good-looking, whistled as
he looked at the dead printer. He gave
Ellie a peck on the cheek in approval

“Major Leamington said this bloke
was one of the sharpest Jap agents,”
he said, picking up the mallet and wip-
ing it clean of fingerprints. He stepped
over the corpse and inspected the type
cabinets.

“Which of these has the Nip type
fonts, Ellie? Did you find out? We've
got to hurry.”

She pointed to the padlocked chest

and Miller, using a pistol with a sir
lencer, shot off the hasp. He yanked
the door open and gave a triumphant
little grunt. “Come on, girl, help me
lug these type trays down to the car,
and let’s take the man along. | would-
n't want to be caught here with our
friend as dead as last week's pickerel!”
In wartime India, Mr. Charles
“Lucky” Miller, an alumnus of Dart-
moor, Pentonville and Wormwood
Scrubbs jails, was the subject of al-
most two full file drawers of reports
and documents at Scotland Yard.
New Delhi's more responsible citi-
zens found him something of an ano-

While other Britons residing in In-
dia went into uniform, did guard duty
on the piers, became air-raid wardens
or other functionaries, Lucky Miller
continued his carefree existence in the
various pubs, hotels and dives. He
seemed wholly unperturbed by World
War 11 which was raging at India's
front door.

In New Delhi, he published a small
four-page sheet called the Asia Sport-
ing World, a weekly he founded in
1941 ostensibly to purvey bright chit-
chat and news of the nightclub circui
But with a limited circulation and top-
heavy staff of four girl “reporters,”
the paper hardly paid Miller's over-
head, much less the handsome profits
which would be necessary to enable
him to enjoy a sybaritic life in the
midst of austerity.

“He’s a rotten, disgraceful blighter
who should (Continued on page 36)

1 do no printing for the Japanese

When the enemy stabbed Miller's
e, he hanged himself: he couldn’t

hear life without his good looks.

gl?

Thanks to the ex-crook’s propaganda tricks, the Japanese surrendered in droves.

15



In the opening months of the war in the Pac
our submariners contributed little in damage to ti
enemy but much to the lore of bravery which will
forever attach to the men who went down into
the sea alone and against hopeless odds. There
were many such stories. The loss of the Perch is
one of them.

- LIEUTENANT COMMANDER David A.
Hurt had conned the submarine Perch many times
through the channel from Cavite to Manila Bay and
thence out to sea. He was doing it again. But this
time it was different. He guided  his ship delib-
erately, cautiously through newly planted mine-
fields hastily laid to protect the Navy Yard at
Cavite from sneak attack.

Hurt glanced briefly astern at the towering
flames, punctuated by blasts of exploding ammu-
nition, that consumed the bomb-wrecked Cavite
Navy Yard. The skeletal outlines of cranes and
the yard water tower leaned at drunken angles
in their slow collapse as underpinnings melted in
the searing heat. This was the night of December
10, 1941, East Longitude Time, the second night
of years of travail through which the Philippines
were to endure Japanese attack and Japanese
domination. In the night sky, Hurt could hear
the drone of enemy bombers enjoying the im-
munity they had earned when they caught most
of the Air Corps planes on the ground hours after
the news of Pearl Harbor had been broadcast
to the world



Swinging his gaze ahead once more, Hurt
sighted a red buoy bobbing in the moderate waves
of the seasonal northeast monsoon. As it passed
close aboard on the port hand, Hurt bent over the
gyro repeater on the bridge and swung the pelorus
vanes to bear on the leaning water tower at Ca-
vite. Satisfied that he had his ship's position fixed,
he leaned over the conning-tower hatch and called
below to the helmsman:

“Come left to zero five.”

Obediently Perch answered the rudder. Hurt
felt occasional droplets of spray flicked up to the
bridge by the light chop splashing against the
starboard side on the submarine's new heading.
Across the darkened surface of the bay he saw
the flash of light buoys (Continued on page 56)

this is the shipper—

STAND BY
TO SCUTTLE
SUB...

The Pacific Fleet was reeling. The Air
Corps was caught with its planes
down. Only a thin line of subs stood
between Australia and the Japanese.

By WILLIAM C. CHAMBLISS

From deck of Japanese ship, Perch's crew watched her sink.



“1 MURDERED THEM ALL-
RUT CAN YOU PROVE IT?”

That was the challenge he tossed at Scotland Yard. And for a while it looked

as if the gentleman killer who left no corpses was going to talk his way out.



By CARL EVANS

- SHORTLY AFTER 4 P.M. on February 18, 1949, a
fairly young man and an older woman stood talking in
the front office of a storehouse on Leopold Road in
Crawley, a drab town midway between London and the
famous seaside resort of Brighton. The man, pleasant-
faced and exceptionally well-dressed, pointed o a table
on which were piled some chemically treated papers
and a drinking glass.

“Take a look at those papers,” he said. " See if they'll
do.”

S sotPMwticll
H ACD j|

The woman went to the table, her back turned to her
companion. As she fingered the papers, he reached into
the top drawer of a nearby desk and took out an Enfield
.36 revolver. Coming up behind her, he put the gun to
her head and fired once.

As she fell, her murderer held out his hands to catch
the body and ease it back onto the table, where the legs
dangled lifelessly. Then, with swift, sure movements, he
put down the revolver, pulled a penknife from his
pocket, and, with his free hand, seized the woman's

PLEASE TLRN PAGE
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MURDERED THEM ALL"

black hair and pulled her head back. Into the arched
neck he plunged the knife, twisting the blade once be-
fore withdrawing it.

Blood leaked out, pumped feebly by the spasms of a
dying heart. The murderer, taking the glass from the
table, held it close to the gaping wound in the throat and
waited silently and patiently until he had the last drop
of blood the body would yield.

Then he slowly sipped the warm red blood. Once he
pursed his lips and nodded, like a wine taster approving
a new vintage.

After that his movements became brisk again. He
stripped the woman of her black astrakhan coat, a brass
crucifix on a chain around her neck, two gs, pearl
earrings, and an emerald and diamond snap. With a
pair of shears, he cut off her clothes and put these in a
separate pile. Finally he slung the naked body over his
shoulder and walked the length of the empty, isolated
storehouse to where a 45-gallon tank stood against the
rear wall. Into this he dumped the corpse.

He then went out to his car and drove a short distance
into town for tea. Refreshed, he returned to the store-
house to complete his work. With a stirrup pump, he
transferred some sulphuric acid from a large carboy—
a special bottle encased in wickerwork to protect it
against breakage—into the tank that now contained the
dead woman's body. He also tossed into the tank his
victim's clothes, her red plastic handbag—from which
he had taken a fountain pen and 30 shillings—and other
odds and ends he wanted to destroy.

After dining that night at the George Hotel in Craw-
ley, he drove home to London and slept soundly.

Two days later, Mrs. Edith Lane and Mr. John George
Haigh appeared at the Chelsea police station to report
the disappearance of their mutual friend, Mrs. Olive
Durand-Deacon. All three lived in the Onslow Court
Hotel in the South Kensington section of London.

“I saw Olive Friday morning,” explained Mrs. Lane,
“and she said she had an appointment that afternoon
with Mr. Haigh. And now it's three days Iater and
neither of us knows what has happened to he

“That's right,” agreed Haigh, frowning. “We were
to meet Friday at half past two in front of the Army
and Navy stores. | waited until 3:35, and then | had to
attend to other affairs. Next day | asked Mrs. Lane
if she knew what had gone wrong, but she had no idea
at all. When Sunday went by without word from Mrs.
Durand-Deacon, | thought it was high time to go to the
police.”

Statements were taken from both witnesses, along
with a description of Mrs. Durand-Deacon. When Mrs.
Lane had last seen her, she was wearing a black astrakhan
coat, black hat and carried a red plastic handbag. These
details were reported by phone to the information room
at Scotland Yard. They were then relayed over the tele-
ter network to every district, divisional and subdi-
visional station.

Responsibility for the case, however, remained with
“B” Division, where it had originated, since London's
metropolitan police do not have a special unit to handle
the problem of missing persons. Policewoman Jennifer
Lambourne was assigned to make the usual routine in-
quiries. She wasted no time. Hours after Haigh and Mrs.
Lane had filed their report at the Chelsea station, Police-
woman Lambourne was probing into the matter.

She spoke to four people: the manager of the Onslow
Court Hotel; Mrs. Durand-Deacon’s sister, Emily; Mrs.
Lane and John George Haigh. When the day was over,
Policewoman Lambourne told Divisional Detective In-
spector Gerald Rogers that she was certain something was

Charged with murdering the wealthy widow, Mrs. Durand-Deacon, John Haigh (center, in rear of car) was driven off by police.
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wrong. She could not put her finger on anything specific,
but she felt that Haigh should be questioned further.

Inspector Rogers interrogated the man the following
day. Haigh was a short, dapper fellow of 38, with thin,
black hair that he kept slicked down, heavy eyebrows,
and a broad, closely trimmed mustache. He had even
white teeth and a habit of displaying them by flashing
smiles that had all the emotion of a blinking neon sign.
Haigh held a responsible position—he was a director of
Hurstlea Products Ltd.—and he had an excellent busi-
ness reputation.

He told Inspector Rogers essentially the same story
that he had given to Policewoman Lambourne, except
that he was now obliged to state precisely what he had
done throughout the afternoon and evening of February
18. Haigh said that, after waiting for Mrs. Durand-
Deacon, he had gone alone to inspect some of his com-
pany's merchandise which had been stored in the Hurst-
lea warehouse at Crawley.

At Inspector Rogers' request, forwarded through
channels to the West Sussex Constabulary, Detective
Sergeant Lloyd Perkins went to the warehouse and
combed it thoroughly. He found, among other things,
three huge jars of sulphuric acid, a leather attache case,
and a large leather hatbox marked H. In the hatbox were
an Enfield .36 revolver, eight rounds of ammunition, and
legal papers in the names of Mrs. Rosalie Mary Hender-
son, Dr. Archibald Henderson, Donald McSwan, Wil-
liam Donald McSwan and Amy B. S. McSwan. In a
ration book, tucked away in the attache case, was a
receipt dated February 19 from the Cottage Cleaners,
in the city of Reigate, midway between Crawley and
London. The receipt proved to be for a black Persian,
or astrakhan, lamb coat.

Meanwhile, as a result of newspaper stories on the
disappearance of Mrs. Durand-Deacon, a pawnbroker in
the town of Horsham, not far from Crawley, reported
thata man had left some expen- (Continued on page 52)

In the small factory yard at Crawley, Sussex, he disposed of
five other persons, in a manner that shocked "all of ngland.

When the dapper-looking young criminal was brought to trial,
he was certain he'd be acquitted on a plea of legal insanity.

But he was proved guilty of killing Mrs. Deacon, and crowds
besieged Wandsworth prison gates for news of his execution.
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BINGLE, BANGLE, BUNGLE, THEY
DON'T WANT TO LEAVE
THE JUNGLE

MANILA —Japanese pop tunes
drowned out the jungle birds on the
Philippine island of Lubang recently
as psychological warfare experts
tried to persuade two hold-outs from
World War Il to go home.

Since 1945, when U.S. marines
took the island, two members of
Japan's Imperial Army have been
holed up in the jungle carrying on
a stubborn guerrilla warfare cam-
paign. The Filipinos claim that ten
island fishermen have been killed
in their 15-year reign of terror.
Originally, there were three hold-
outs, but the third man was killed in
a skirmish with the natives.

The embarrassed Japanese gov-
ernment has tried repeatedly to per-
suade its mavericks to give up. It
went all out in its latest effort. For
weeks, songs popular in Japan in
1943 and messages from the men's
relatives back home were broadcast
over an amplifying system set up at
the edge of the jungle. Hundreds of
leaflets, pointing out patiently that
the war was over and Japan was
now at peace, were dropped. There
was no response.

Now the exasperated Philippine
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government threatens to launch a
postwar invasion of the island and
make the enemy surrender—or else

OPERATION BIG SWITCH MAKES
A NEW MAN OF OLD MAID

PAOLISI, ITALY-A former house-
maid, who underwent a sex change
through surgery, left recently for a
honeymoon with a childhood girl
friend.

Before the operations made a
new man of him, he worked in
Rome and Naples as a domestic.
Afterwards, he got a job as a farm-
hand near his hometown of Paolisi.
He courted and won the hand of an
eighteen-year-old maiden he had
known when he was a young girl.
Then before either one had a
change of heart—or sex—they were
married.

WORKMEN ARE A DRAG DAD-
DON'T DIG HOT-RODDER

DETROIT—City workers, irked by a
hot-rodder driving across a play-
ground they were working on, fixed
a pit to teach him a lesson. The
speedster made a habit of zooming
across the field into a depression
and then roaring out. But the work-

men soon came up with a solution.
They filled the depression with sand
and then covered it with dirt

The next time the hot-rodder bar-
reled across it, he got stuck up to
his axles. The workers then built
a three-foot high wall of dirt around
him. When they finished, they
handed him a shovel and told him
to dig himself out.

BOBBIES BAG TWO BARMAIDS
IN BASEMENT BLACKOUT

LONDON—Following up a rumor
that all was not as it should be at
a_certain basement club, the bob-
bies sent around a policewoman
and a detective to investigate. After
several evenings in the place, the
pair reported back that the rumor
was all too true.

Not only was the management
serving liquor illegally, they said,
but the basic form of entertainment
provided was the strip-tease—fre-
quently of the Lazy Susan variety.
Girls strolled around and invited the
male club members to peel them
When each girl was down to a
G-string, she parked herself on some
gentleman’s knee. Now and then,
for a change of pace, a featured
stripper did her own work—too well,
the undercover cops thought.

Acting on the information re-

LAZY SUSAN STRIP



KISS THE BOYS GOOD-BY

ceived, the police raided the joint.
They got as far as the door when
the lights went out. When the lights
came back on again, the police
bagged two barmaids—fully clothed
—and 50 disgruntled club members,
but no ecdysiasts.

The cops arrested the manager
anyway, for allowing liquor and
“dancing” on the premises without
a license.

WOMAN'S SLIP CATCHES RING
WITH PANTS DOWN

ST. LOUIS—Members of a counter-
feiting ring were taken into custody
recently because the wife of one of
the five men arrested took the wrong
bill from her husband's pants pocket
while he was sleeping. Secret Serv-
ice agents had been stumped for a
lead to the source of some $10,000
in bogus bills passed for several
weeks from Chicago to New Or-
leans. The break came after the
woman tried to pass a $5 bill taken
from'her husband's trousers. She
went shopping at a drygoods store
and gave the merchant the bill.
When he flipped it over, he saw it
was blank. The woman took the bill
back and left. Then the merchant
called the police, who traced the
woman. Raids here and in New Or-
leans netted the five ring members.

NON-TV WESTERN
INVADES INDIA

BOMBAY—An old-fashioned Ameri-
can wild west range war broke out
in the village of Gundi, 40 miles from
here, when straying cattle trampled
a crop ready for harvesting.

Angry farmers took after the local
cowboys with sticks and stones,
sickles and guns. By the time police
could be rushed in from nearby
Ahmedabad to break itup, five men
were dead, 40 wounded.

HOT SHORE LEAVE PUTS
NAVY IN COLD STORAGE

JARROW, ENGLAND-Five hundred
sailors are wondering what's hap-
pened to the old Navy tradition of
a girl in every port. When two
Venezuelan warships docked here
for repairs, their crews were all set
for a big time ashore. They got a
warm reception from the ladies all
right, but a hotter one from the town
males.

So many fights broke out between
the navy men and their dates' jeal-
ous boyfriends that Commander
Pablo Cohen finally canceled all
shore leave for his men.

The girls wrote the commander,
begging him to change his mind,
but he remained firm. The wistful
maidens weren't giving up hope
though:

"We'll wait here on the docks
every night," a pretty brunette said,
“until the boys get ashore."

As far as Commander Cohen
was concerned, however, the Vene-
zuelan Navy was through (tempo-
rarily, anyway) with the mating
game.

TEACHER PATS MOM'S PET-
BEATS QUICK RETREAT

LAKE FOREST, FLA.-An angry
mother took a sock at her 12-year-
old son's teacher and wound up in
jail for assault and battery.

It all started when the pedagogue
disciplined the boy with a paddle—
once across the behind. Junior went
home and squealed on him and
Mama charged into the school-
house, swinging

Rolling with the punches, the
teacher retreated into the principal's
office. In his absence, the lady took
over his fifth-grade class, lecturing
on just what she thought of the man
until she ran out of steam.

The school said later that the
teacher was within his rights, pad-

dling the boy, but Mama was defi-
nitely out of bounds.

D.A. OKAYS STRIP,
PLACES BAN ON SIP

LAS VEGAS, NEV.—Teen-age cho-
rus girls in this night-life capital
may get the gate as the result of
a crackdown by the D.A.'s office.
The objection is not to their appear-
ing semi-nude in the resort hotels'
floor shows, as many of them do,
but to their between-shows visits to
the cocktail lounge.

Mingling with the drinking, and
paying, customers is part of a chorus
girl's job in several of the fun spots;
but the D.A. has ordered the hotels
to keep all of their under 21 chorines
out of the bars from now on. Twenty-
one is the legal drinking age in
Nevada and until then, says the law,
abar is "no place for a minor"—with
or without clothes.

GRINDS: NO-BUMPS: YES

ZOO GETS ITS LUMPS
OVER CAMEL HUMPS

DALLAS, TEXAS-The director of
the Dallas zoo came in for some
criticism because the humps on a
baby camel he sold to an east coast
animal farm were sagging. The
buyers protested in a letter to the
director that the zoo should have
bound up the humps before shipping
the animal.

Consulting with experts on the
subject, the director came up with a
majority opinion that if a camel's
humps are going to droop, they're
going to droop, and there’s nothing
any zoo can do about it, not even a
Texan zoo.
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“DEATH BEFORE CAPTURE"

ESCAPE

OF LT. CLEM

SUMMERSILL

By CLAY BLAIR, JR.

- ON JANUARY IS, Captain Wayne
Sawyer and Lieutenant Clinton Summersill
were relaxing in their tents in South Korea
enjoying a day off. They had flown 18 mis-
sions in nine days and were tired. They had
just finished a big chicken lunch and planned
to spend the afternoon and evening over a
bottle of brandy. These plans were abruptly

quashed when they received word from Opera-
tions that they had been assigned to fly a *fill-
in” mission for a T-6 crew that had been
unable to report for duty.

As he pulled on his heavy winter flying suit,
Summersill stared at the unopened bottle of
brandy. “Just our luck,” he said to Sawyer.

The two men arrived on the flight line at

REASETURN PAGE



After Mosquito planes released their smoke rockets to mark enemy ground targets, Navy Corsairs and AD's went into attack.

ESCAPE OF LT. SUMMERSILL

12:30, and checked the Mosquito aircraft. Six smoke
rockets were mounted under the wing. Summersill opened
the baggage compartment and threw in his fleece-lined
flying boots—which were much too big to wear while
flying—slammed the door, and climbed up the wing into
the forward cockpit. Sawyer crawled into the back cockpit
and slid shut the “greenhouse” canopy. Summersill gunned
the engine, and the silver plane bounced over the steel-
mat taxi way to the end of the runway. Soon they were
in the air and headed for the front near the thirty-seventh
parallel.

At two o'clock in the afternoon they arrived at the front,
and via TJHF radio the ground controller reported the
situation: there were a large number of enemy troops fac-
ing an equally large number of UN troops— mostly ROK's
—along the front. A heavy firefight had been in progress
all day. Word had been received that some 3,000 to 4,000
Chinese Communists had been massing about eight miles
behind the lines and were preparing a breakthrough. Could
the Mosquito find the enemy troop concentration and then
direct fighter-bombers toward it?

Summersill flew toward the area where the Chinese
troops were believed to-be massing. As he sped northward
over no-man’s land, he studied the terrain below. Jagged
rocks and ridges, cut by deep ravines and canyons, poked
skyward. Large patches of snow lay among huge boulders,
on the floors and hillsides of the canyons.

A few miles behind enemy lines, the T-6 was joined by
a flight of 16 Navy Corsairs and attack planes (AD's).
The fighters called Summersill via radio and asked for
targets. Summersill explained the tactical situation and
told them to stand they sought out the mass of
enemy troops. The heavily armed planes climbed to a
safe altitude—beyond enemy small-arms range—and
circled lazily while Summersill pointed the T-6 toward
the rugged earth below to look for the Chinese.

Flying in and among the ridges and canyons required
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great skill and constant attention. Sawyer did most of the
looking. Suddenly, he shouted over the intercom, “There
they are.”

Summersill banked the plane so that Sawyer could get
a better view. Then once more, he started down.

“Clem,” called Sawyer, “they're shooting at us. We
better get out of here.”

Summersill, now 200 feet from the ground, pushed the
throttles to full power and banked sharply around a rocky
cliff. Then Sawyer spoke again:

“Clem. The manifold pressure's dropping.”

In spite of full.throttle, the engine was losing power and
they were losing altitude fast.

Summersill then realized he had flown into a blind,
horseshoe-shaped canyon. He could not climb; he dared
not turn around. In an instant he realized he would have
to crash-land the T-6 on the rough floor of the canyon.

He tried to glide as far from the Chinese troops as
possible. But the plane dropped fast. Within seconds he
was pulling back on the stick to dodge a huge boulder. The
plane slid onto a large, upward sloping granite slab and
skidded along for 100 feet. The belly tank ripped off and
tumbled down the hillside, a mass of flames. Summersill's
head smashed into the foam-rubber crash pad over the
instrument panel.

The plane came to a halt just short of a large rock.
Summersill looked around. He saw Sawyer unfasten his
safety belt and shoulder harness and climb up on the
cockpit edge. With his parachute still strapped under his
seat, Sawyer leaped into the snow, just forward of the
leading edge of the wing. By then Summersill was fighting
his way out of the cockpit. Blood flowed down over his
eyes and blinded him.

His parachute had somehow jammed. He was strug-
gling to free it when he heard the flames crackling and
felt the heat. He knew the plane was on fire and that he
must get out quickly. From a distance, he heard Sawyer
calling, “Clem, Clem ... Getout... Getout.”

Summersill unstrapped his parachute harness, grabbed
the first-aid kit, jumped down on the wing, and slid into
the snow alongside Sawyer. He wiped the blood from his
eyes and then he noticed Sawyer's left leg. It appeared to



have been amputated or broken in the crash landing.

Sawyer yelled, “My leg's broken through the ice. It's
caught down between these rocks. Help me. Hurry!We've
got to get out of here before the plane blows.”

Wiping the blood from his face, Summersill knelt down
in the snow and pulled on Sawyer's leg. He slipped and
fell. Sawyer clutched his jacket, and the two men grunted,
as they fumbled in the snow.

“Get out of the parachute,” Summersill said.

sawyer clawed his way out of the parachute harness.
Summersill put his knee against the parachute pack, gave
a mighty pull, and fell over backward as Sawyer's leg
broke free from the trap. Water dripped from his trousers
and boots; the hole into which he had slipped was a
frozen-over puddle. His kneecap was badly injured.

One of the smoke flares, ignited by the heat and gaso-
line flames, whooshed over their heads. “Get out of here
before we're killed!™ Sawyer yelled. Both men got up and
starting running, Sawyer dragging his chute. After a few
feet, he dropped it in the snow. “To hell with it,” he said.
“We can't get it up the hillside anyway.”

The two men clambered over and around the huge
boulders, stumbling and sliding on the slippery shale.

“Where're we going?” Summersill asked

“Follow me,” Sawyer said, “ | think | see agood hiding
place up on the side of the ridge.”

Sawyer had spotted a small group of trees covering a
rock formation about halfway up the ridge. Now, as he
plunged through the snow toward the spot, he could see
that several of the rocks joined together to form a cave.
Soon he was pushing his way inside. But the sloping
ground was covered by a sheet of ice. Each time he crawled
up, he slid back down. On the third try, he succeeded in
pulling himself to the rear of the cave by his arms. He
braced his feet splay-legged against two rocks. Then he
extended a hand to Summersill.

Summersill had wanted to be a pilot ever since he was
a small boy. He'd had to overcome setbacks and delays
for five years, but by 1948 he'd made it.

When war broke out in Korea in June 1950, the 24-year-
old fighter pilot was stationed in Japan, flying transports.
In late December a job opened (Continued on page 39)

In Walter Reed Hospital, Summersill was fitted with
feet, and became the first double amputee to stay in
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Papa served with

the Tsar, but she

could melt the

Red army if Mr. K.
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now she's French.
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GENERAL'S DAUGHTER

Sweet, blond 19, she likes vodka and furs.

Without furs, she feels kind of undressed.

She's in TV and in the movies. It figures.






O “GOLD! BY GOD, he's counting gold!” Spindly-
shanked, lank-haired Eric Cobham pressed his eye closer
10 the crack in the door of room 303 on the upper floor
of the Bradford House, Oxford, England; he shivered
as he knelt in the drafty hall, and kept watching William
Hayes, lodger. Mr. Hayes, unaware of this onlooker,
went methodically about his concerns. It was past mid-
night, but despite the.3amp chill he was garbed only in a
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Maria stood there, laughing cruelly, cutlass in hand, while

long nightshirt which flapped below his knobby knees,
and a peaked nightcap, the red tassle of which rested
against his left shoulder.

Hayes, a man of some means, had come to Oxford
to purchase real estate. Now. in the still hours of early
morning, and under the flicker of a candle flame, he sat
at a small table beside his bed counting his treasure. It
added up to 400 pounds in gold sovereigns.

PLEASE TURN NEXT'



By KEN JONES

of Maria Cobham

Everything on her ship was rotten—her crews, her killer methods and her hus-

band. And before she was through, she was blacklisted in every port on earth.



VICE

Continued

She schemed like a man, brawled like a man, dressed

act like a woman again, she found she couldn't make

Indecision was not one of Eric Cobham’s weak-
nesses. After a brief career as smuggler and highway-
man, interspersed by a sentence in infamous Newgate
prison, he, too, had come to Oxford to make his for-
tune. He'd taken a menial job at the Bradford House
because of the opportunities it offered for petty
thievery around the inn. Hence he'd been prowling
the wind-swept corridors on cat feet at an hour when
guests might be expected to be abed, and hence he'd
surprised old Bill Hayes counting his hoard.

Knife drawn, Eric Cobham was peering through the door,
ready to relieve Old Man Hayes of his hoard of gold.

Loosening his knife in its sheath, the young man
knocked gently on the door of room 303. Startled, old
Mr. Hayes swept his gold pieces into a small, heavy
bag which he pushed under a nearby piece of furniture
for concealment. Then, hesitantly, he drew back the
bolt of the door, opened it an inch, and whispered,
“Who's there?”

“It's only me, Mr. Hayes. | wanted to see if—"
Eric Cobham uncoiled in the open doorway like a
well-tempered spring. His left hand grabbed the old
man’s throat as he plunged a knife into his heart
With a gasp William Hayes sank to the floor, incap-
able of making a sound, his life ebbing fast. A moment
later, clutching the bag of gold sovereigns, Eric Cob-

ham was away, and he never returned.

It was the beginning of Eric Cobham's career as
a pirate, and it had a fantastic denouement: Ardent
Potter, the innkeeper, actually was hanged for Eric's
crime. Potter, also bent on trouble, visited the murder
room, was surprised by other lodgers, taken up by
the watch, and eventually hanged at Newgate for the
crime he plotted but did not commit.

Meanwhile, however, Eric Cobham was well away
toward Bridgeport, the purchase of a cutter, re-
cruitment of a pirate band and, incredibly, marriage
to a laughing minx who not only joined him in piracy
but outdid him in cold-blooded killing. When Maria
Lindsey married Eric Cobham they formed the only
husband-and-wife pirate team which history has re-
corded, and the combination was to be so effective
that, instead of ending on agibbet as one might expect,
Eric actually ended his days as a vastly wealthy,
respected and bewigged judge

“Mr. Higgins, what do you make of that vessel?"

Captain Hillary Jones, of the East Indiaman Star
of India, passed his spyglass to the mate, braced him-
self against the main weather shrouds, and waited.
The Star of India, a huge vessel for the time and a
sluggish sailer in the light air currents then prevailing
off the River Mersey, was outward bound for China.
In the master's strongbox reposed 40,000 pounds
sterling with which he was to purchase opium; also,
some priceless jewels.

“She's smartly handled, Captain, I'd say. I'd esti-
mate she mounts 14 guns, and she does seem intent
upon setting the weather gauge of us, doesn't she?”

“I don't like her looks at all, Higgins,” boomed
the pink-cheeked, potbellied, well-weathered old skip-



like a man. But when it came time to

it—-not even with a million pounds.

per. “You'd better call all hands, load your guns, and
have the hlunderbusses mounted on the weather rail
swivels.”

“Muster all hands, sir,” repeated the mate as he
started forward. But by the time the crew of the
Star of India had tumbled on deck and manned their
stations it was too late. Eric Cobham ran his smart
cutter, the Jolly Companions, deftly alongside the
larger vessel. Grapnel hooks fouled in the Indiaman’s
weather shrouds, and in minutes the two ships were
firmly lashed together. There were a few bursts of
blunderbuss-fire; cutlass rang on cutlass, and then
it was all over.

Twenty of Cobham's tough freebooters, recruited
along the waterfront after he'd purchased the Jolly
Companions with Mr. Hayes' 400 pounds, poured
over the high bulwarks of the proud merchant ship,
and her master, mates and crew were made captive.

With this, his first capture and a rich one, Cobham
set a pattern for his piracy from which he never was
to deviate in a score and more years of cruising the
main. He looted the master's strongbox and helped
himself to some fancy delicacies. Then he and his
crew put every man of the Star of India’s complement
to the sword. Eric Cobham was signally dedicated to
the irrefutable premise that dead men tell no tales.
He never took captives; he killed all. Having scuttled
the East Indiaman, Cobham steered boldly for
Plymouth harbor, where his anchors plunged down
in the roads and he prepared to go ashore.

“Mistress—allow me.” Resplendent in a crimson
coat, billowing lace and bright buttons, Captain Eric
Cobham stood at a muddy intersection in Plymouth
town, gallantly offered his arm, and looked smilingly
down into the startled eyes of a beautiful girl called
Maria Lindsey.

“Oh, thank you, sir!” After a moment's hesitation
of pretty confusion Maria took the proffered arm
but, once over the mud puddle, she showed no strong
disposition to release it. Instead, she and Captain
Cobham continued to stroll; conversation did not flag;
one thought led to another and eventually to con-
fidences.

Maria Lindsey, at 24, was a maiden of good family
and undisclosed attainments. She was of medium
stature with a fine figure. She'had golden hair, blue
eyes, a piquant upturned nose and a trace of freckles.
But the most arresting feature of her countenance

The Star of India was a

ize catch, full of dazzling
jewels. Maria chuckled wit

delight over the necklace.

was the way violet lights swept across her otherwise
placid eyes on provocation.

“What would you think, Mistress, if | confessed
1o you that | am a pirate ?" Eric Cobham spoke softly.

“1 should consider it most romantic,” chirped
Maria, the violet light suffusing her wide, clear eyes.
"But 1 wouldn't believe it,” she added archly.

“Ah, if you will do me the honor to come on board
my vessel, perhaps | can convince you!”

Maria Lindsey boarded the Jolly Companions with
her newly found friend. There she gazed wide-eyed
upon the treasure chest taken front the Star of India,
and a wholly new and startling notion nested in her
pretty noggin: why couldn’t she be a pirate? Eric
Cobham strongly favored the notion. The next day
the two were quietly married in Plymouth town, and
the day after the Jolly Companions slipped silently
to sea, bent on plunder.

“My sweet, there are four fundamentals which |
regard as essential to a piratical career.” Eric and
Maria sat on the port quarterdeck bitts and he was
giving her a first lesson on the finer points of her
new career.

“Upon approaching a quarry you must try your
best to achieve surprise. This is best done by seeming
to be inoffensive. Fly the same flag he flies, and make
it appear that you have an urgent communication for
him, or that you are in distress. Next, when the
moment for action arrives, carry all before you with
irresistible determination, and try for the officers
with your fire. Usually the hands won't care much;
it is the officers who have everything to lose. If you
can eliminate them, the vessel will fall easily. Finally,
you must be ruthless. Dead men tell no tales. Put all
to the sword; spare none.” (Continued on page 48)






Gusta Joger, or Seppe, s tid by a
and senterced to ten years
to the ancient

vial of poison from the lining of his sme
and died within minctes after swall

i capture wes the first important coup
Dy Mlller and h-s girls. Leamington was
would you like to try your

ham at platenaklrg again, Miller? Turn-

Miller grinned. The major continued:
“I'm going o give you a chance to counter-

rrency, thousands of yen

Npp.s are making a mg talk about their

Greater East Asia Co-Prosperity Sphere.

We warnt to puncture that balloon by flood-

ing Burma with worthless yen. It under-

mine the Jap economy and hurt the army's

morale when the Burmese refuse to accept
their bark notes!

frouned. “That's a big order, sir.

ce paper, Japanese inks

somebody
me a few things about Nip art-

The major had the answers. “We've
arranged for the paper and ink. Our people
|nYothanaareseﬂilrgﬁesmffmtm
lish artwork is more

Giheutt You're going to prison for a while,
my boy, and become a student I

Miller was clad in prison denims, a num-
ber was sewn in a red circle on his back,
and he was lodged in the Red Fort on a
charge of sedition. Not by coincidence, his
cellmate wes one Fuyoki Ito, a prominent
Japarese artist and illustrator.

Ito had worked in relative peace on
eral Indian megazines until his blatant
Axis rantings and pictures led the Belish

He vas a delicate-boned, smallish men
with a geat cicein for the gerden vricty
unecleated or boorsh prisoners. Bt e
i iner The e %
stiffy end sid to e neweomer:
have heard of your own feelings about
trever s o n though your paper
is a shoddy thing, the sentiments it expresses
are commendable. You will have a place in
e New Orcer afer our glorious vickory

intricacies of Japanese brush work. Miler, no
mean artist hirrself in certain illicit pursLits,
s an ackx ppil. The cily lessons lsted
for several months. He acqired enough
dexterity with the dainty brushes and paint
pots to duplicate the lettering and curlicues
on the occupation yen issued by the Japanese
government.

‘Suddenly, he was yanked out of the Red
Fort, leaving Fuyoki Ito to wonder fretfully
what had happened to Miller-San. Had he
been liquidated so quickly?

Ina curtained Daimler, Lucky Miller was
driven to a low, heavily guarded building
adjoining a jetty on the holy Junma River.
“From now on, this is your home, office and
printing plant, Miller,” said Major Leam-
ington. “See how you like it

The place was a tribute to British in-
genuiity and the resourcefulness of the. Amer-
ican OSS in India, whose agents had aided

the major in Iocallng me (mls presses and
other equipment L d need.

There were rrul(llllh ﬂ'whll’ﬁ and large
glassplate cameras engravers in
preparation for making their delicate plates.
Here were Japanese typewriters that oper-
ated vertically and hnnmntally Plus en-
gravers lathes and cutting implements which
had been stolen by pmarmsh Burmese from
the plant of the Biruma Shimbun in Ran-
goon which published a small weekly paper
for the occupation troops from Nippon.

"T'HERE were opague projectors—actuall
outsize magic lanterns—which flashed"
images of genuine Jap uowpauon currency
magnified on a screen SO times. And there
was a raw-boned Russian gm ramed Olga
Sesslov, whose parents had fled the Reds
years before. She knew how to read, write
and print Japanese, for she had been borm
and ralsed in Tokyo.

Lu:ky Mlller haq)y to be among objects
and machines with which he wes familiar,
satd'laln»srmkmg studying the blown-up
letters, the magnified horizontal and vertical
lines, the shadings of the 50-yen notes. He
squinted at the sharp points around the
outer edge of the seal of the Imperial

“Your lads are thorough!” he said in ad-
miration. “I see we have a geometric lathe,
a serial number mechine, a stippler, and
intaglio frames. How can | miss? When |
was tuming out the queer stuff in London, |
had to work practically out of my suitcase!”

Major Leamington snorted and rapped the
palm of his hand with his swagger stick for

Onamsy&:ﬂaymdayslaw Lucky

pic a phone which was connected
Girocly with o mojor's offce. ~I'vb got
them sir. Three wonderful plates. Ten,

twenty, and fifty-yen derominations. The
Mikado himself couldn't tell our money from
his own.”

Leamington experimented with the bogus
Japanese money on officers and enlisted men
in the Red Fort. “Why do you give us this
money?” asked a wiry lieutenant named
Oshida. He sneered. “It is a great tempta-
tion to accept it, but | will not betray our

Enpemr"
a 50yen note was given to the
amst Im for some cigarettes by a prisoner
who was a British plant, the artist carefully
pocketed the money without looking at it
twice. Leamington wes jubilart.
“If it passed Ito without arousing sus-
picion, that money will be accepted any-
where—until the Nips get their ind cp w

‘The counterfeit bank notes were produced
in large quantity and smuggled by sea
and 2t into Jatvoooupied I, Amost
50,000,000 yen in bogus currency was intro-
duced into the commerce of Burma alore.
When the Japanese authorities issued a
warning thet worthless money wes flooding

the country, storekeepers refused to accept
paper bills, harlots spumed the currency,
and Jap troops mmne irate.

On September 1, 1943, a Major Kyoshi
Oto offered 500 yen worth levré\edlller-de-

signed money in payent fo dinners
and a singing girl. He was set upon by a
mob of furious' Burmese, and was stoned



mwmmmmmmclu

In the street flgrmng which raged for two
were killed or wounded.

wheirann from reulation by Tokyo which
promised to issue new notes of a distinctive
and hard-to-copy design.

T EAMINGTON wes jubilant by now.
J<“We're making real trouble for the en-
emy, Miller, thanks toyou. But I've got a job
gumnrmllysmkynurteem into. You won't

ky vies puzzl
it e doing? 1 liked meking

Major Leamington said: “You're now a
Jap publisher, my friend. You will edit and
pvmtaN ip newspaper, right down to the
Tast curlicue on their blinking ope. You \Mu
tell the enemy of the damnedest things that
are happening on the home front—their
\errmarefed Lpandd’\eallrg,mrkllt
the streets, their savings are
belng ottt by the government, cheery
news like that”
He Jabbed a v-ngar at i
hear of

“l\b haveri

“Well, yommmnsed. r and publisher

The paper you get out will look, feel, rea:l
andevensrrell like the real Osaka Shimbun.

If the Nips read it and believe it, Miller,
that paper will be the ecplvalem of winning
a dozen major engagements!

On 14, 1943 several ATC
cargo planes set down at Pamamrlm Air-
e with many heavy cr ng top
secret seals. Mllltary tm:isarlﬂeeps hed
the boxes to the hidden pnntmg plant on
the bank of the Jurna River.

Here Lucky Miller and a dozen British
and American enlisted men—former printers
and mechinists—set to work assembling the
presses, linotypes, paper cuiters, ink-mixing
Vrns and other

r. “D'you ever
s

There ey e a supply of 2p tpe in
New Dehl, owned by a little prirter nemed
Gabruhindi who hes played around with

forible crtry. Miller—the police_records
back home show thet. And the printer'—
X o appraising glance at

Ellie European women. It
shouldnt be dlfﬁoult for you to get him to
hand over the (ype
Elbe's charms had softened up
hindi; e printer’s mellet, el by the
glrl had done (he Now the oily little
Jap agent was dead and all his oriental (ype
fort, from 8-point classified ad slugs to
rer_headline letters, were in British mrus

were soi
put in order by the Russian girl, Olga.
Lucky, listening to the radiio as he tinkered
with an electrotyping machine which hed
been rustled up by the “P Division” in
Coylon, v startied when the” annaurver

“... the escape from the Red Fort was led
by one Fuyoki 11, an enemy intermee, known
for his densuve vepro- At cartoone ard Utter

ised as a Buddhist monk, with
cowl gray y tloakanel begging bowl, the artist

B

walked from The Fort to freedom after
sawing open a gate in of the
grounds. Five other prisoners also vanished.”

Lucky shrugged. Ito was a fanatic. But
he had leared much about artand
engraving from the man. The police prob-
bly would find him within hours.

That night he went to a lavish and dimly
lit bar near the Kashmir Gate operamed by
iate who had o steered
for a price. Now Nler

downed anumber of gin-anc-tonics and won-
dered darkly how he had gotten mixed p
with Ma;or Leamington. Opportunity was
passing him by.

ENVIOUSLY, he looked at the signs of
‘LJ pruspenly all around: black-marketeers

best Scotch whisky; sleek Eu-
mmn glrls wearing expensive clothes and
Jewels; little beturbaned men with satchels
running to and from the men's room to show
their wares: illicit gold bars, Italian and
German bank notes, heavily discounted; sulfa
drugs and nylon stockings.

Lucky sighed as e recched for his et
and went out into the night. To hell with
the war effort and the major. Hedgetha:k
o hls uwn pmnmnle rackets damned q

rossed was he in his thoughts uf
Iosl pmms and missed ities in war-
time New Delhi that he didn't pay attention
to the beggar following him

"Alms, sahib? Just a few rupees—an amna
—for a blessing, sahib?”

Absently, he dug in his pockets for a coin.
He started to swear as wiry amms vent
arund his neck and he wes dragged into
an alley. Just ahead of him had been the
lights of Chandni Chauk, ﬂE"SII\Ier
mt here in the damp and malodor-
ous. alley were Jusl beggars in ﬁlthy (}mns
a snoring leper, ragged children
cooking sumemmg over a rre Kindled from

TUCKY'S assailant wore a Buddist cloak
ard caried 3 wden begging bwvi 2t

before he raised the heavy bowl and

it crashil dw\ln on Miller's skuil, Lmky

recogni

“Ito! What the hell—"

“You are a liar and a spy, Miller-san, one
who plays tricks,” said the “You
fooled me in The Fort. Itau)‘vtyo u Japa-
nese art. Now | show you something else.”

The blow on the head sent Miller sprawl-
ing in the gutter which reeked of urine and
the dung of sacred cows. Dazed and unable
0 move, the Englishman saw Ito whip H
Ionrgklmlfe from the voluminous folds of his
monk's

The slash of the blade was quick. Ito's
victim felt his cheek rip open o and become
a dangling into _his
mouth; Mlller gagged Ito bent down in a
crouch and twisted the knife. What it did to
Luckys handsome features was indescrib-

The swindler and counterfeiter was found
by police an hour later, weak from loss of
blood. After two weeks of ueaxmsm, he was

released from Huogll Mumupal Hcspnal
“Don't worry too Tooks,
Miller,” the surgeu d We'e | |eam|ng

more all the time about plastic surgery. Cor-
rective operations, in time, may remove the
disfigurement.”

Miller nodded somberly and got into a
car which Major Leamington drove off to

the pnnung eslabhshmm Lucky spoke just "
n the long ri
“Dont try to plty e, sir. They're my
enemy now, too, the Nips.” He fingered el
heavily bandaged face. “I'll fight them in
my own way for you. Yuu don't have to

m and March,
1944, more than 40 isstes of the bogus
Osaka Shimbun were printed under the
direction of Lucky Miller. These were
dropped or smuggled into Burma where they
were avidly snatched up by news-hungry
Jap troops. Each press run of 25,000 copies
paid o ' desertions, inscbordination. 10

ked day and night, hls mnd seemlng
With new ik for 1 improving his foke news-
paper and devising other ways of harassing

He sk.muuy cupled a Jamnese
“chop,” or stamp, and developed a |:hmx>
graphic frethoa ot producing letters from
Japen \Ahlch vere dmpmd in ﬁE Burmese

These

iaken&mgasfmmvwvesarﬂs/veeﬁsaﬂs

vere gloorry and defeatit In. tone. They
went into details about herdships and suf-
fering at home.

The unwritten s

lines always was ot oy Day o
day, Leamington and Miller pored over
microfilmed copies of legitimate Jap news-
pepers skilfully rewriing the nev <0 tret
Coska Shimbun beae an orgen

ir

O e o o street mep of Tokyo, major.
Ive rmrkad me redllghl district in peril,

page and tell
those dlrly ﬁghters that the Yanl« have
bombed Yoshiwara out of existence? That'll
meke them sweat I

It was a real o Later a captured Japa-
nese officer, a Lieutenant Tosho who had
been educated at the University of Kansas,
told Leamington:

"Morale is very bad among my men. In
vain, we told them that the British are
trlcklng them and not to believe stories like
the_annihilation of the Yoshiwara district
of Tokyo. But they cannot imegine that a

rewspaper would lie”

He smiled wryly, but his eyes were hard
behind their horr-rimmed glasses, "Cun-
gratulanors gentlemen. You ave hit upon

nate pr device. 1 admit | rme
ynu for it

DY August, the British estimated that
12,000 Jap saldiers rm survendered inme
m)nUS

presedl

faked newspaper, ged etors fmm mme
slmja‘led soldiers’ diaries and bogus com-
munications from officers which reflected
terror and demoralization. All were pro-
duced by Lucky Miller, thanks to Gabru-
hindi's type fonts and the training he had
received from Ito in The Fort.

Elton Kingsley, a former operative for
the OSS in the CBI theater, observed the
workings of “Project Bash," as the British
called it, and told this writer:

“Whole forward units of the Japanese LSth,
Division in North Burma threw down their

ams. We had intelligence intercepts, in-
cludlng a mllnary order from the desperate
rmﬁni | ng the ;msrnems

meted out to tr especially
in batte. Millere S s«n wlth Jap type, piam




ink and newsprint ws little short of miracu-
IOLS Bul in all that time, | never saw him

the bandages from his faoe He seemed
lernbly asharred of his wound.

One’day Leamington came to_Lucky's

ant and said: “Under Tojo, tre
e Were taught that surrender 1 dionoraie
2rel brings cisopece on  hei ariles and on
the Emperor. A r's genseki, his very
birthright, is forfeited. Tl ie declored Tegally
dead and his soul is restrained by the priests
from ﬂymg home to rest in the Yasukuni
Strine. But I think we can change that line
of reasoning.”
“How, sir? I'd like to try itl”
Leamington laid out a plan. He

nese High Command in Rangoon, res:nndlng
the old wnalnes and anmumng anew and
liberal_policy toward
oiso will say m Uder certain con-
ditions, troops may surrender to us and no
sug'navwll be attached to them When they
outnurbered, wounded or sick, deser-
uun will be permitted. T‘nals what you'll
print, Miller, in the name of the Japanese
Premne "

Once mn using two captured Japanese
soldiers and the resourceful Russian girl,
Lucky Miller came up with an official-look-
ing document which would have deceived
the canniest Jap officer.

“Dozo-o-haeri nasail” said Olga approv-
mgly 1o her willing Jap helpers and trans-

“This is it, Mr. Miller. Even a
gemral might surrender after neadmg this”
The project was a success. One moming,
leafing through intelligence reports ard
British prison camp records, Major Leam-
mg!mv\as plsammmmmmiztm
The spurios
dxurenl allegsdly mglnanng vvllh the
Koiso government was working well,
There s ulher news: | Ito, rigged and
been captured by New Delhi
polloeafterhldlr-g out for weeks ina number
Buddhist temples. He faced the prosy
uf ten more years added to his original serr
‘tence, because of the savage attack on Miller.
“I “must find Lucky and tell him all the
jood news,” Leamington said “The men
rmwurked like afiend on this job ever since
that knifing. Think I'll take him to lunch”

TJUT/Lueky wasrit eating lunch that day,
other day. As the major entered™
Mmers room after receiving no arser %
h knock, he saw a note u
thet caught his attention. It read
Ivedcmwlob and I'm going now. The
an operation won't help any; |
duntwam to live looking like this. Just one
thing to tell the major—our type characters
hitotsu, nanatsu are worn out. We
need new Jap numerical slugs. Better tend

With a heavy heart, Major Leamng1
walkedwtandgotmwhlsw He di
around for hours before he found Lucky
re in the environs of New Delhi.
He saw a limp figure dangling from a rope
ogether and

iimprovised of neckties Imutled (
pred over thebranch of a
The body of Charles Lucky Miller spun

idy in the breeze tra came from ts oy
r nearty, and the major thought of
Mlllel’s last words on that note:
“If a job of printing the ‘queer’ is worth
doing, it's worth'doing right, | say” =

wp in the 6147th Tactical Sdn. and he
at a chance for combat.

The 6147t ves a special urit that flew
small Mosquito T-6 planes along the
lines and directed fighter aircraft to gmum
targets. Each carried a pilot, an observer,
and smoke rockets to mark targets.
On his second day with the unit, Summer-

sill was assigned a observer, a
33-year-old Army captain named Wayne
r. Married and the father of two girls,

Sawyer

he'd been a bush pilot in Alaska. Tmroughly
familiar with small plares, Sawyer had
flown over 150 missions, wore three DFC's;
he'd crashed behind enemy lines and es'

caped—twice.
Failing his cadet physical in 39, he;omed

the infantry and fought in Europe and

Pacific in WW 11.

Now, as he crouched in the cave, catching
hIS breath, he turned to look at Sumrslll
me the flrs[aldklt he said.

“Is it bad, Wayne’

r looked closely at the deep cut in
Sumnersill's forehead. “No, Clem. Just a
few cuts”

He bandaged Summersill's head tightly

with gaze, and slipped his wool knit cap .

back over his head.

Then Surmmersill remembered Sawyer's
knee. It was bleeding badly. The skin was
severely lacerated. Summersill put a bandage
on the knee while Sau{(erf?ot out an extra
pair of wool socks, took off his fleece-lined
boot, and changed the wet sock for a dry

“It's very important that our feet do not
freeze,” Sawyer said. “If you get frosthite,
gangrenelll set in and you'll lose your feet

Summersill's thoughts turned only briefly
o the physical discomfort caussed by the sub-
zero temperature. His feet were already so
nurb from the hour and 45 minutes in the
plane that he could not feel them. His hands
were almost as cold. Both men had lost their
gloves in the crash. But SumTErslII was
much more worried about the Chinese Com-
munists, He remermbered an old ngmer pilot
axiom: Troops are always eager to meet the
pilot who has been strafing them

“What're we going to do, Wayne?” he
asked. “The Corsairs didn't see us go down.
No unes been alerted”
was pulling maps from inside his
jacket “‘The first thing we have to do, Clem,
is get the hell away from the plane. Then we
have to get away from this entire area as
fast as we can. They're sure to search very
thoroughly as soon as they discover we
weren't killed in the crash.”
r i “The Commu-
nists are here,” he said, pointing, "and we are
right here.” Not more than a mile separated

Escape of Lt.
Clem Summersill

Continued from page 27

the two posltons. *They ought to be rear
lane within a very few

"8 R Smrerail <2, et are vie
going to do? We can't go south toward
friendly lines. There are 10000 Chinese be-
usand the ROK's Why don'twe head
straight_north? The Communists would
never think of looking for us in that direc-

“Here's what | think we ought to do,”
Sawyer said. “Here. Look on the map. Over
1o the east here, there's an area where the
Comrmunist front is very thin There
nothing but,Communist glerrillas inthrough
here, no organized front at all That's be-
cause the country is so

“You mean here, right around Punggni?”

“Yes,” Sawyer replied. * See, we can walk
northeast, back into Communist territory as
you suggested. Then when we get about right
here, we can tumn and infiltrate

mugh the lines. 1 hguna |t540 E(J miles,
by ground because we 0 up and
down. | bellevelhatlfve hude |n|heday-
time and move on a march at night,
we can meke it. What do you think?

“OK., I'm with you,” Summersill said.
Buttheresmemmg 1 wamtogetslrajghl
weregmngm—get out of here, and I don't
mean maybe. | want it clearly nceretood
m:fmeycomerus Imgolngtushml it
out with them The only way they wi
dead. And another thing: If\M-B
get |ntoanyarwrmms yuull haveme Ias(

d because you're senior man.
gomg to hold ynu responslble for anythlng
that happers to
They both shnok hands warmly. Then,
!mm a distance, they Chinese voices

OK Clem” Sawyer said, “let's get out

CAWYER let go and slid out of the cave,

area. Then he down the cave
again, carefully keeping his boots within his
original tracks.
“That'll send them off that way,” he said
to Summersill
The two men crawded back into the cave,
and clambered out through a small crack
the rocks that opered naar
Then they

plunged  thr
clrclmg t.cmard the top olf“#\e canyon wall
Suddenly Sawyer, who was |em.rg, stopped.
Summersill came up alongside him
“What's that?’ Sawyer said, pointing to
ions in the snow.
“Tracks" Summersill said. “It looks like

“Right,” Sawyer said.
“A searching party?” Summersill asked.

39




“Who knows?" Sawyer replied. “They
might be Communist tracks. They might be
the tracks of a Korean farmer coming to
help 1s”

“How old are they?” Summersill whis-.

“I don't know. But we better move on
away from here.”

They moved off through the snow as fast
as they could travel, keepmg one eye on tre the

round and one on the ridge tops and
yon walls for signs of Communist alders
Over an hour had passed since the crash.
Though it was still mid-afternoon, darkness
was being hastened along by a huge black
cloud smm\g w in lhe rortheast. Soon the
men care to a th

i 40 in here” Sawyer said “They'l

rever find us.”

Th their way through the
thorny scrubs and bushes and, then, after a
moment, sat down. They heard faint voices,
coming from the area where they hed left
the burning plane; then, suddenly, an ex-

“The plane” Summersill v\,hlspered
Mindtes later, they heard Commurist sol-

dlers moving up the canyon side toward the
e sldiens spotted

e diversionary tracks and, falling for the
ruse, set off in the wrong directions. Soon

was more shouting, Another soldier
found the real tracks. The Chinese came
mam Iha mucm spreadlng out_through

ing and yelling.
Sumerslll pr&ed e lips Jloss b Saw-
“They're coming this way. What
are we gomg 10 do?”

sid, "Stay right here. 1tll be
dark in amvher half hour. “He looked at the
black cloud in the northeast. “Just hand on.”
waited 20 minutes. By then the sol-
diers were very near. BU it was getting dark
very fast. The soldiers turmed on flashlights.

Summersill counted 20 lights.

T3EFORE darkness closed in, the two nm
u  tookafinal look at the

escape route on
Il\/\asplannlfmlhere\/\mldbemy

Gt They ool g it plainly, tonering
over them in the northeast. It vias covered
with deep snow. Climbing would be rough.

“Shall we go around it?” Sunmersill

asked.

"Ifwetrymgoarmndmvw will un
into Sawyer sald “There're
fewer Q:mrunlsts on top of the mountain
than any other place. It'll be tougher hiking,
but safer.”

As soon as they could no longer see the
outlines of the Chinese soldiers, the two men

mncldyandm-euymrmghmdnfmd snow,

radually drawing away from the dancmg
ﬁamngms They climbed one small s
covered hill, passed over a low ndge and
ﬁ'eﬂ about an hour later, came to

“That‘s the tallst mountain | have ever
seen” Summersill said. “What does it say on
the mep again?”

“Are you sure?' Summersill asked.
“Follow me and you can count them your-
it Sawyer picked up ahefy i inied
started up

et e slupe of 16 meatain
40

The dark cloud had been warning enough
but they were really not prepared when
blizzard struck They had moved anjl a
q)armruf(reway up the slope. At first, the
harmiess, filtering across
the rmuman |de a godsend, covering their
trail. But then the white flakes came in tor-
rents, followed by heavy wind and sleet.
lee«ss bent against the driving cold, the
‘men moved slowly up the mountairside.
An h:ur later, they stopped to rest. Sum-
mersill looked at Sawyer, who Poct oo
leading. His face and flying helmet were a
mmass of frozen ice and snow. Iclcles hung
from his nose. His eyes were g
Wayne, can we go on like mls”' Sum-
mrersill mumbled lhrough half-frozen qu.
“We can't stop. If we tum back, the Com-
rmunists will il gt s for are 1f we stop here,
we will freeze two hours. It must
be 0 degrees belwv zeru right now. We
have to keep

T'O mraintain the discipline of the march, the
Atvvumandrewqaa “track” plan_ Under
the men would lead for half an
mur The shifting of position would break

It would igive each men some-
s oot orwert

They rmrched off. Ahout then o'clock thet
night, eight hours after the crash, Summer-
sill began to feel very gloumy me tmuhle
started in his feet. For hour
plugging along in his paratroope beots
plunging down in the white mess, which
often came up to hlswalsl Snwvhad caught
in his trousers legs, melted, and run down
into the inside of his boms where it froze.
His feet had no feeling at all. He was unable
o move his toes and could just barely bend
his ankles.

Not long afterward, Sawyer sensed that
they had been going in circles. He took out
his small flat compass and checked the direc-
tion. Sure enough, they were headed south—
toward the Communists 1

oo going i the wigg direstons e

For no good reason, the remark made
sumersill angry. It happened that he vias
holding his compess in his hand themoment
Sawyer came up. He had just checked his

as he

Qe the Compess rest i not swing. 1t
remained steadily on NE.

“The damned thing is frozen,” Sawyer

“But this is kerosene in here. It isnit sup-
temperature is

“Wll, it must be 40 below,” Sawyer re-
plied. “We'd better keep one compass thaw-
ing irside our jacket at al ties”

continued. The slope became
sleeper Two_ hours later,
stand of smal trees. Summersill was in very
low spiits He wes exeusied, ad s
and stiff. He r.old d Sauer s
i ot tirk he coud go any fathe
S, et unecoourtably oo at the
“Why don't we eat?" he said. Sum-

mzrsnll
A quick search of their emergency veﬂs
disclosed that they had between them

beef—each can dsug‘ed
10 provide one man with one meal—a few
pieces of candy, cheese, and a few bouillon

ubes. They hed poncered tea coffe, milk
and cream, but no mears of maki
water because the flints used to |gn|mlfe
two emergency stermo cans were soaked in
ail and useless.

After eating the compressed beef, Sum-

was
Sawyer slapped his hand. “Don't eat that,”
Sawyer shouted against the wind. “Itll dry
rane in your throat. You

mght get preuronia. I you want water, fill
the plastic water bottle with snow and let
it melt insice your jacket.”

Summersill packed the plastic canteen
wllh snwvandsmved it inside his. jacket. It

Very warm |rs|de Five
befnre the snow nelted
men pushed off once more into the

bhzzard Sawyer led, and then Summersill
Most of the time, lerTmllmrallySMBm
along in snow, often armpit deep.

About four o'clock in the morning, Saw-
yer, who was leading, noticed that the
ground W o be leveling. The snow was
not as to be a hard
crust of ice unclerfwt He turned and waited
fur Summersill to c

“How ow?'
The ground hes leveled. Look, the snow
shallow, and there is a hard crust of ice

the sun melted /, then it froze again.
Summersill stared blankly into the black:
void around them He could not see more

and snow. “OK.,"
“The going will be much cen” " Sanyer

then afew irces hrough the lrking st
said, 0.

He was mistaken. The wind came steadily
out of the rortheast. In the open, on top of
the mountain, it blew with twice its former
force. The noise alone was maddening; the
sting of snow and sleet was almost unbear-
able. At length, Summersill, who was lead-

, fell into the snow. Sawyer came along-

si
“1 can't goany farlher
The men sat in the snow,
Suddenly, Sawyer jumped up and violently
beat his arms around his body. He shook
Summersill. “Get up, Clem Get wp. We'll
freeze to death if we sit her

“How about crawmling 7' SJmTErSIII asked.
“That'Il keep us going in the wind and prob-
ably keep (s from freezing to death” He
wanted to avoid walking on the hard crust.

They crawded off into the wind, heads
down, Summersill in the lead. He managed
1o puil himself along for more than an hour.
Then he lost all consciousness and fell face
down in the snow.

Sawyer wes struggling along only a few
feet behind. He saw Summersill collapse,
and he stopped craw1|ng He got up on all
fours, fighting to keep awake. But then, his
strength drifted away, and, me ‘Summer-
sill, he fell into the snow___

Summersill said.
bowed.

C AWYER awoke first. He lifted his face off

wi
ting light. Even though a heavy fog hung
over the mountaintop, the visibility had im-
proved considerably, He wiped a mat of
snow from his face and glanced at &Jrrmer-
sill. He was Imle more than a white hunp.
Sawyer crawd r and fell against him
pawing at me form with numb Pans



"Come on, Clem,” he said, "we've to get

Summersill awoke with a start. He
Jm’ped Lu Then, like a crazed animal, he
round in circles. He tried

to clear hls head of sleep.
ice, watching ansenuya ‘Summersill walked
off in the direction in which
crawling earlier. Summersil
ten steps when he stopped and stared dumbly
ahead “Waynel” he shouted, his voice

and raspy.
Sawyer floundered through the snow until
he reached Summersill's side.

“Look at that,” Summersill said. Directly
ahead, ot more than five feet, the moun-
tainside dropped away for several hundred
fEEL asmscllff Sawyer stared down into

O e e arther 15 foet— Sawyer

Dawn was ot far off. They took stock:
summersill's feet were completely frozen.
Sawyer's left foot was beginning to freeze,
even he had changed his socks. They
were almost out of food.

“We better try to find a house someplace,

my feet are really in bad smpe
Smersil s “Maybe we can find some
farmer who msaﬁreandwlll let us thaw
our feet. We can hit him up for some chow,

Sawyer was looking at the mep again, try-
ing o find thef posiion. 1 think we'reright
he nti

o e b only come or mles"'
Summersill asked, discouraged. Tl
not even halfay to their ohjecllve were
averaging just a litle beter then a mile

“Wed better tum east,” Sawyer said. “I
believe we're around the Commie flank

“OK., Wayne, but lets look for a house.”

T HEY set off in an easterly direction along
ntaintop. looked again at
the mep, trylng t fo thair oot position.
Finally, he said to. Summersill, “1 don't think
‘there is a house amund here anywhere. This
is desolate counts
Asltey\nalkedfanheralmgﬁemm
it became light, even though the
heavy fog still clung to the ground. After a
while, Summersill “Wayne, what
you saywe pushon and ot hide during me
day today?”
looked at the mep again. “Look,”
he said, “welll keep going east, and move
down into this area. The mep s
number of creeks originate here in s
meters‘\ed The creeks run east through the
s and into the flatlands, and right
|nto fnendly lines. If we can pick up a creek
low it out, we won't have to crawt

“OK., Wayne. But if we run into any
Comevics, w will ight o Nobady cap.
twred, right?”

impossible. Sawyer sat down in the snow and
slid for 100 yards. Summersill watched, and
then slid down behind him They got up, and

slid another 100

“Great stuff, eh?’ Sawyer said “The
rm\nlaln climbers call this gli ssadlng -
Beats the hell out of walking,” Summer-

sill replied.

The whole day was consumed descending
the mountain. Once almost slid_into
adeep crevasse. Their lives were in peril for
an hour, as they clawed their way
through the snow to safety. But most of the
slow descent was made on foot, traversing
slopes, cutting across ridges, walking along
ice or snow through the incredibly desolate
count

By early afternoon, both men had reached
a physical breaking point. They blacked out
for brief periods, or else their minds went off
on sudden fligl
Late in the they could see the
small snow-blanketed basin they had been
seaqng It wes very small, hardly more than
A double row of bushes
lwmed Sutof the besm in an easterly direc-
tion. They guessed that the creek, frozen
over and covered with several feet of snow,
lay between the rows of shrubs. They started
down the steep side of the basin toward the
bottom.

Even the creek wes covered by a
deep blanket of snow, it wes easy to follow
in the growing darkness. The twin rows of
shrubs delineated its course like two
alongsice a sidewalk. About half an hour
after dark, the clouds suddenly lifted. The
sky became clear, the visibility extraordi-
nary. The two men looked up at the pro-
fusion of stars shining brightly overhead.
On signal from Sawyer,

Lok at et e said “We certainly

the daytime
to-Hidl, arel clear at hight when we reed

“Almost miraculous,” Summersill said.

For the first time, the two men were able
to get a good look at the surrounding coun-
tryside. As far as they could see, it was a
mess of snow-covered mountains, peaks,
i canyons. The creek aJOngslde
vmd%ﬁmey had"stopped lay in the bottom
of a canyon about 300 yards wide and 500

feet ceep. The walls were steep, alrmost ver-
tical in places, and covered by deep snow-
drifts.

The stream itself, no more than ten feet
wide, carved a course down through the
middle of the canyon floor. It twisted and
turned, snaking its way eastward down
through the mountairs.

Not long afterward, Summersill suddenly
began to cry. Hedid rmkmwmy, but he

uncontrollabl

to

shout, “Wayne. Get me o of the anon;
Get m2 out o tis snow.” He heard himslf
shouting  insanely. snow
overe g for it s St S
yer was powerless to help. Yet he could not

Sawyer tried to quiet him “Clem, there
might be Communists all around here.
meyn k1|| s on slghl if they get ts. Do

Shut up. You have to shut up.”

He wrapped an arm o i

The two sat down in the snow. Then, as

suddenly as he had lost his senses, Summer-

sill regained them. To help restore his con-

fidence, Sawyer said, “Why don't you lead
vff fur awhile?’

rsill took off down the stream

clomng through the deep snow. All at once,

he stopped still. He blinked his eyes, then

shook his head. He muldhr})sl believe \M’\a‘l

Smol
an occasional spark, puffed from a srrall
chimney sticking out of the top of the hut
Summersill pulled out hls 45 and walked
slowy between the two huts. Sawyer
also Y s pistol drawn He crept along

huts, to msper
;what the fell v all ot Summersl

"Chmese one-man huts. They're like pup

fents. Must be a guard post. Probably a
hlvoum of some klnd back there.”

They pushed on through the snow. With

the sighting of the mud huts, tension

a



mounted; it was plain that they were now
m e Dou.lp!ed—an\:l quarded—by Chi-
A( rrlchlght the two by a
rock to rest and eat their Ia can of rations.
After they had finished, Summersill decided
that we would have dessert. He took a small
square from the emergency vest, pulled the
wrapping off and took a big bite. He swal-
lowed the bite before he realized that ﬁE
square was not a “Charm’" candy
bouillon cube. The cube was very bitter and
exlremely salty. Summersill  immediately
became naseots.

‘When he threw it up, he caught it in his

hand and then swallowed it again. In a few

inutes it came up again. Once more, he
it

“The sickness soon absorbed his remeining
strength. From time to time, he blacked out
entirely. Once he went to sieep on his feet,
standing erect in the middle of the snow.
Sanyer vlled along ey before e realzed
Summersill was not behind him
tried to wake him the two men gt

sumersill-sighed. "Wayne s it really

worth getting up and going of

Sawyer replied, “1 dontglvearh'm if 1
evermweagam 1 just want to sleep.” They
lay in the snow for several minutes.

Then, & he had done on mary occasi
before, Sawyer jumped Up, stomping hlsfeeL
shaking his head, and slapping his arms
around his body. He shook Summersill vio-
lently. “Get up, Clem Get up. We've got to
get ot of here”

Summersill got to his feet He was
amezed to discover that his head had cleared
and his stomach had stopped aching. He got
out a piece of candy and put it in his mouth.
Then he picked up a handful of snow and
took a bite. He held the snow, along with
the candy, in his mouth. The snow seemed
o melt faster when mixed with the candy.
He swallowed the mixture. “How good that
feels on my raw throat,” he said aloud.

They pushed on down the creekside, Surm-
mersill leading. About three hours past mid-
nlghl the men rounded a tum in the trail

came-upon a deep gorge. Two eight-inch
|o._xs covered with snow and ice formed a
bridge spanning ﬂE dark chasm s;umrersm
his knees in " between the
and Irﬂed al Halfway across, he
I;?ked down. He Orﬁd y bottom
of the gorge. He shuddered. Ifone of them
fell, he thought, what would happen? Sup-
pose one broke a leg? Would both men stay
together, or would one man go on? Sum-
mersill was greatly relieved when he reached
the ite bank.

“Come on across, Wayne. But be careful,
Its very slippery and the gorge s very
. Come on now. That's right. One knee

in front of the other. ando&sl it”
Wth onlyafoot o go, Sawyer stood up’
end of the log. He slipped
ol At the last instart, he blindly groped
w(hwmmrdnsdeofmem
hls fall. Quickly Summersill reached doan
grabbed his clothing. As he did so, the
45 snpped from his jacket, struck Sawyer
42

aglancing blow on the head, then clattered
down—seemingly forever—into the icy gorge

Sumersill braced a frzen leg aginst
one of the logs, and pulled Sawyer
the bank The twonmlayonﬁegrmnd
for some mites brea!hlng heavily. Finally,
they got up and

T HEY tmdged sturbled, and crawled for
hours. Then, through watery,
me closed eyes, they noticed a famt Ilg‘u
baglmlng o glow in the east.
not a cloud in the sky. The day would be
bright and sunny. They were sure the Com-
munist soldlers wDuIdﬂswl themf em if they
open floor of the canyon.
Once again, mey began the search for a safe
place to spend the day.
About ten minutes later, they came to a
Korean house jammed in between ek
and canyon wall. A light shone in the front
window. Should they approach it? They
stopped and held a whispered conference.
They decided to try to make contact with
the Koreans who presumably ocoupied the

.

tection. Since he had lost his pistol, Sum-

mersill vas selected to walk ahead and meke

the contact. Sawyer would cover him from
brush

the 3
‘Summersill walked straight up to the door

him to stop his fist in mid-air and back away
from the door. He was suspicious. He crept
to the window, stood back slightly, and
looke n hrough e Lnfroste e, 1 oe

o he ducked away info tho corkness
inmediately, the scene insice the room
raired vividly plantzd in his mind. Ore
Chines soder s itingon a it drirkc
inga cup of ea s e vies Eoned
re wrapped around the cup. -

o Sood talking to two other soidiers
whowere sitting on the floor. A fifth Chinese
vas sitting alone at a crude table playing
cards; a sixth wes asleep on the floor.

Summersill backed hurriedly toward the
spot where he knew Sawyer was hiding. But
Sawyer was gone.

Summersill thought: They've captured
him He pulled out his knife and switched the

ade into position. Then he walked around

r

owdy in the darkness, calling very softly,
“Wayne? Wayne?"

“Yes?" It was Sawyer's voice. He had
moved to another bush. Summersill heard
the Ellck of the .45 hammer as Sawyer let
|tgof0nlvardslwvly The two men came

“Ilsagwdlhmgyou spoke up when you

“Thals all right,”~Summersill_said. “I
just getting ready to cut your tr throat.”
e houe blocked the way L The

and plunged |r1m the cold mlghdsep water,
stumbling aci Sum-
ersill socld Toel weter tncklmg into his
boots. He knew it would be frozen solid in
amatter of minutes.

When they reached the opposite bark, they
scampered Up through the rocks, found a

trail that followed the lip of the bank, and

hurried down it They had not gone far

when they saw a Chinese soldier walking

wp the opposite bank of the creek. They
and crouched in the shadow of a

rock, watching the soldier meke his way’
the house.

When he had disappeared from view,
Sawyer and Summersill oot o an\:l hurried
on. They were rounding a

ed a second Communist suldler this
time on (helr side of the creek and coming
slralgh( w the trail toward them Both men
eased back into the shadow of a large tree.
&mrerscll pulled out his knife. He made a
sig’\al to indicate he would tackle the soldier

Sawyer took out his pistol, gripped it
w and motioned that he would
knock ﬂ'e suldler on the head They didn't
want to alert the other soldiers.
Chinese caremeslewﬂy on, they

wuld seemhe

quilted Chinese Communist Army rorm
and carried, a Russian ine gun.
When he was about 30 feet from the tree,

down the creek side, and sklpped through the
water to the opposite
To avoid Q)nlmnls[ suldlers who might
be using the creekside trail, the two airmen
aut off to the right and cllrrbed haumy w
! wall.

the sloy
terrain and, therefore, I& Ilkely 0 be
patrolled. They hurried on, searching every-
where for acave. After awhile, they realized
mme ndgeswemmasmmm the

fiat canyon floor seemed to blend in gradu-
ally with the ndge slopes. At last, they were
coming out of the mountains into the flat-

The snow was thinning out. In some
places, the earth was entirely bare. Summer-
sill became aware of the transition in a
pairful way: while tramping through the
relatively soft snow, he had felt little pain
from his frozen . But, & snow
thinned, and they moved on frozen ground
fer long periods, the sensation of walking on

ts returmed.

“Weve got to find a place and thaw out
“1 just can't go

maybe we uughl t0 go back o
the creek where the going is easier.”

"T'HE two men circled back down toward the
creek—now a river more than 100 yards
wlde—(o pick up the trail. As they came
oul of the ridges, they saw a Korean
just ahead. They threaded their way
(hmugh ‘the frozen ponds of a rice paddy.
ey Sawyer stopped. “Clem,” he whispered.
“Acrosstm‘:reek Communist soldiers I'
“Where?" Clem asked. He seermed unable
to focus his
"Right over mere About half a dozen of
them_They have burp ars T‘ne'y mst te
guerrillas. They seem

toward the mud house.”
“Well, let's get the hell out of here."
“Wait 1 There's a potato bed. Let's try to
get into it.”
to a Korean

Sawyer led the way
bed, a Ian;e hole in megmund covered over
by thatched straw roof that protruded two

three inches above the surface. They

|:u|led on the straw cover. It would not
budge. wes frozen in place

e better keep moving,” Sawyer said,

“or we Il attract attention.”



They struck off duwﬂ ‘the trail, one behind
the other, bent over and walking slowly.
Their clothes were dirty and tom. Their
faces were bearded and filthy. They hoped
that from a distance, the guerrillas would
toke them for twu old Korean peasants
trudging down the path. Sawyer kept one
rand msde his jacket on hIS 45,
was successful. The guerrillas
dld ot aqmr A concermed. Soon the Chinee
wereomofsngmmtfesmerrmmt
a small, windomess mud
Poves abect 1L‘Dyards up the slope from the

Pausing briefly at the rear of the house,
they split Up, going around in opposite direc-
tions. They met in front of the house. Then,
with weapons drawn, they rushed through
the opening that served as the door. There
was nothing in it except a feeding trough,
The “house” was actually a Korean bam.

searched the dirt floor for some-
thing to e@l am fnund several kenels of
com but, other he cheap
Cows even ate all he- sall blotk" Sawyeron
served, as he looked through the feed trough.

CUMMERSILL sugested tet they move
farmhouse itself, a few hundred

Clem I'm not moving another step. If the
Communists come, I'll fight it out.”
Summersill got up and looked out the
opening. It was now completely daylight. He
could see for miles across the Korean coun-
uysude “Wayne!” hesald suddenly. “There
some Communis in the woods over
mere Look!"

Sawyed jumped up and whipped out his
6 iheré? e coked
Over.there” Clem poined t'a rearty

petm o

" Sawyer said, wide awake.
‘That pamh of trees probably contains a
command post. No use staying here. They
probably walk right by mus bam all day
fong going from trail to the

ited a few minutes. Then with
Sawyer leading, they struck off down the

slope toward the trail, \Malkmg al a slow
pece, vith heacs bowed,
SummerSil Quictly con

rean peasants.
gmlated himself for getting Sawyer out
of the bam. He did ot feel guilty about the
lie. He sincerely belleved (rm |ftheyd|d not
gel(o the house, they would both i
y branched off the trail and “walked
(uward the thatch-roofed mud farmhouse.
Sawyer ducked behind a large tree about 40
feet from the front door; Surn'mrslllv\z]ked
Up to the side of the house and knel
among several shocks of straw. \Mlh his.
ear against the mud wall, he could hear
Voices inside the house.

After a few seconds, Summersill reached
around the corner of the house and knocked
on the door. Now he could hear the voices
inside babbling in low tones, apparently dis-
cussing the knock. Finally, an old Korean
with a white beard and a fez hat stuck his
head outside. Summersill grabbed the man
by the neck with both hands, and literally
jerked him through the door and around the
corner of the house. He forced him to squat
down in the straw. Summersill did not want
anyone insice the house to see him just yet,
and he did not want to attract attention from
the outside.

While the old man watched nervously,
Summersill took out an/Air Furce “pointee-
talkie,” a device containing 15 or 20 sen-
tences, to be used in such emergencies. Sum-
mersill jabbed a finger at the sentence that
read: “I am here to help the Korean people.”
The old man did not seem to \.memand
Summersill pointed to another sentence.
read: “1 am an American aviator.” The dd
man looked blank

Summersill then spoke to the
broken Japanese. The Korean's eyes lit up
faintly. Then, half in Japanese and half in
sign language, he explained that he did not
know how to read. He told Smrrrersnll he
would go back inside the and get
‘someone who could. Summersill mrredlalely
suspected a trap. He looked toward the tree
where Sawyer was hiding; then he tumed
the old man loose and signaled to Sawyer.

Sawyer, with .45 held ready, stepped from
behind the trees into the open, facing the
door. He made signs to indicate that he would

old men in

“I'll bet the navigator's catching hell I”

start blasting the irstant the first Commu-
nist soldier came out. Summersill nodded,
then his knife, indicating that he
would rush from the side. Then they waited.
Summersill could hear the voices inside the
hoLse jabbenng exutedly

fter minutes—it seemed like
hﬂurs—dE door cra(:ked open. Summersill

stepped
friendly. &Jrrmemll put anray his knife. If
the man wnualheuc he did not want
to appear hostile. Unseen, Sawyer stepped
back behind the tree.

Summersill took out his pointee-talkie
again. The Korean looked at it, shook his
heed then pointed to his eyes. He apparently

needed glasses. He would go back insice to
get them Summersill |a hlm N, Ihen once
more alerted men once
again braced for a rush uf d\lnes soldiers.
Ina few minutes, the Korean came out alone,

wearing glasses.
Surrtrersill gave him the “pointee-talkie”
and again jabbed at the sentence that said:
“1amhere to help the Korean peaple.” The
rean nodded his head and smiled as he
( sentence in Korean. Then Summer-
sill put his finger on the sentence that reaA:l
“1 am an American aviator.” At that
orean-becarme very excmed He slanpai
Summersill on the back, smiled warmly, and
shook his hand violently. He rrade signs to
show that he was
The Korean pulled el by theam
motioning toward the door. Sawyer stepped
from behind the tree and walked up, his
pistol leveled at the Korean. The latter got
a gllrrpse of Sawyer out of the corner of
his eye and turned pale. He jabbered ex-
clmdly, am waved his arms hlgh in the air.
He was very fng‘mened Summersill said in
Tamadachi [frlend] »
The K/arean was relleved Sawyer slipped
his pistol back in his shoulder holster. The
Koreansau)edsawyerunﬁehadx. pumped
his warmly, then urged both men to
hurry Treide before they were seen by Com-
munist soldiers.

'THE Korean pushed open the door to the

A house and entered. Before going insice,

Sawyer and Sumrerslll once again took out

Then they rushed in, quickly

Iooklng behlrd the door, into Gx:h corner,

and inside an adjoining room. They found
only an old Korean worman.

The airmen felt it was |rr\:mam
safety to meke it perfectly clear o Ite
Koreans that they were not hostile, and
that they wanted to become friends. As a
first step, they sat down on the floor and, in
accordance with the polite Oriental custom,
started to take off their boots. When the
Koreans realized what the two men were
coing, they rushed forward, shaking their
heads. They had seen what the tired airmen
hed not—the boots were hopelessly frozen.
No amount of tugging at the laces would
undo them,

The old man bent down and rubbed hi
hands cvver the |ce~onated boots. Then he
smke o disappeared into

relumed with a flatiron,
Wnlch she| planed inside the habachi, the char-
coal-burning um in the center of the room.
When the flatiron wes hot, the old men
pressed it against the laces of the boots.

(Continued on page 46)
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(Continued from page 46)

dollars) He ot out the polmee-talkle and

pointed to the sentence that said, 1 will re-
\Mard yDu The Koreans refused to take
summersill's s morey The airmen took their
names a’li for them to
receive other remureration.

"Nt a ROK medlca aid station, the airmmen
were taken off the jeep and placed on pallets
on the floor of a building. Small Korean
children came to look at the strange Ameri-

gave them pieces of their
and two SJrrmarsnII med to smile, but
his face was drawn Then
rmumbled in Japanese: “Vuu Te very kmcl
thank you very much.” Tears filled his eyes.

An American arbulance took them to a
US. aid station in Punggni, where they
were unloaded and fed “homemade biscuits,”
beef sandwiches, and hot coffee. On the front.
neamy a firefight was in progress. There

wounded GI's in the aid sta-
llon one of whom came over m Summersill,

Tooked him in the eye, and said, “Boy, Lieu-

terﬂ'!l you look like hell.”
kyoﬁey\/\erewmrmmahm!al

\Mthln a few days, Sawyer was up and

about. He lost only a nny p.eoe of his big
toe. He was later assigned to an Army unit
that specialized in brlehng men on how to
survive behind enemy li

Summersill wes ﬂown to Walter Reed
Hospital in Washington. There, in order to
sawe his life, both feet were amputated.

The worst part about the experience for
Summersill wes the fact that with the am-
putation, he lost not only his opportunity to
fly fighters, but also his right o serve as an
officer in the USAF. As he well knew, there
were no double amputess on duty in the Air
Force; none had ever flown a plare.

Cobham listered and leamed.
Thmugh half a dozen sea fi she stood
unﬂlnﬂ'!ng at her husband's side. It was her
way o lay eight charged pistols along the
comblr\guflmuab rkarljlnihemi ht
of battle her was deadly. Nor
i she shoot at the <alors swarming in
V\elst of a pmspecnve prize. Cbedient to
r husband's instruction, her fire was re-
servm for ufﬁners and it wes in no small
ree mﬂble for the ease with which
the Jolly Companions overcame and captured
vessel amervssei kllllng all crews and scut-
mng all ships.
may be assumed that, as a female pirate,
Manacdthamg she captured
the bark Manchester Mald Also, appro-
priately, the first cold-bl SwordHin-
hand murder she committed hed, as its imme-
diate object the procurement of clothing. It
heppened thus

e her apparent fragility, Meria Cot-
hanis grip wes firm and her i
She wielded a sharp, medlumwelght sword

While still in the hospital, he began look-
ing around for a civilian job to supplement
the disability pension he would receive on

discharge. In record time, he was hobbling
around with new artificial feet, determined
o make a good show of it.

One day ayoung Air Force aviation cadet,
badly hurt in an auto accident, was brought
to Walter Reed and put in a private room
Summersill pushed his way info the isolated
room a few days later and started up a con-
versation with the cadet. With great smn-
ishment, he leamed that he was
(*Sandy”) Vandenberg, Junior, sm of ma
Chlsf of Staff of the Air Force.

As weeks passed, Summersill and young
Vandenberg became good  friends. ~ Th
talked of flying, Vandenberg hoped that his
injuries would not—as Summersill's had—
deprive him of ﬂymg status, Summersill tuld
Vandenberg of his experierces and how
badly he hated to leave the Air Force to go
back to civilian life.

One night, several weeks later, Summer-
sill stopped by Sandy's room. He noticed
that the door would not upenfully It seerred
to be pushing against something. Sunmmersill

around it and Tooked sqmrely into
the face of Sandy's father, Hoyt

Vandenberg
Sandy i them and ld i eter
about Clems escape andhow

to slay in lhe Air Force.

wes that a desk job s found
for Sarmersil e Force, and General
Vandenberg personally dictated a special
order permitting a double amputee to remain
on active

Not long afmrward Summersil merried
aformer Army rurse By ten e

S0 profcent with his artiicial g
could even fly a plare. ... .

Two-Ocean
Vice Fleet

Continued from page 35

tailored to her and stature, and she
would allow no one to touch it. She edged
and pointed it herself, and the old grind-
stone in the well deck of the Jolly Com-
panions creaked and whirred as she drove
the treadle, grinding a razor edge on her
blade and a needle point. As the Jolly Com+
panions bore down on the bark Manchester

Maid, Maria stood, sword in hand. The fight
was sl and successful; in 15 min-
utes Maria and Eric stood on the decks of
‘fh:'\dMamrEes'E' Maid and contemplated their

"You, sirt" Marias voice suddenly rang
out, her words directed toward a young Ileu-

Maidscrewal(febreakofﬁepoop He
resplendent coat of blue and silver

thh flanng lapels, white and he
was just about Marials size.
“You will strip!” she

(Continued on page 50)
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crisply, and under the musket muzzles of the
pirate crew, and their ready cutlasses, he
complied. Then, advancing determinedly,
Maria Cobbam ran the man through with
her sword. It was as sinple as that. Gather-
iing the various items of the dead lieutenant's
uniform, Maria dlsappeered brlefly from me
deck. When she returmed she
in blue and silver, her neat Iegs an\:l mm
ankles superbly set off by white breeches and
silk stockings, and this style of uniform she
wore constantly thereafter, having several
Sl onee. stched up at her first oppor-
tunity

Lieuterant Blaine, commanding officer of
HMS Fury, held his hat under his Ieft arm
and waited for his senior to speak. Old Cap-
tain Worthwright, seated at hls Admlralty
desk in London, studied the dispatches be-
'ure hlrna'mher full minute; theﬂ looked up:

Lievenant, | have here 20 reports of prob-

able piracy on the high seas. Few are veri-

fied; the vessels simply disappear with their
crews. But they disappear in calm v\ealher
safe waters, and without
We suspect one vessel—the ater Jclly
Companions. This ship seems to operate out
of Plymouth. You will take the Fury to that

area, ever r to capture
or sinkthis cutter. Have you any questions?”

“I the name of the pirate known, sir?”

“Yes—and no!” replied the troubled cap-
tain. “As fantastic as it sounds, it seems to
be a husband-andwife_combination, and
e heard the nae of Cobham altgh
that mears little or nothing. Y

“I s sir. 1 shall do my best.”
e Fury almost—but not quite—caught
w wnh the. Jolly jons. Sighting the
pirate on a late aftemoon of moderate wlnds
the Fury sought to overtake. Cobham, h
ever, remembering his days as a srruggler
mustered his crew with water buckets to
douse down his lower sails, m increasing
their wind-holding capacity. In a pmlungad
race the Jolly Companions slowly puiled
away from the Fury, and gaining the cover
of night, eluded her purster. But the brush
had been too close for Eric Cobha's nerves,
and with the morning he smued his course
1o cross the broad Atlanti

A RRIVING off the coast of Block Island,
ric took counsel with his
pretty wife. The Jolly Companions was
loaded with loot, and what better place to
hide it than the bleak shores off which they
cruised? The treasure, 16000 gold guineas,
was buried accordingly—the fact is revealed
in Eric Cobhans privately printed autobiog-
the treasure has never been
found. Also, sometime during their American
Al abandoned the Jully Cum
panions for a larger vessel. Perhaps she
one of the fast American clipper ships then

this poit

AR their new vessel Eric and Maria Iay
in wait for, captured, |, and sank
ships passing near Cape Breton Island o
Prince Edward's Island, on the London-
Quebec run. One was the Liverpool ship
LlonandMarlalﬁ,'dher mester and his

sl'lp Ordenng et e oen be chained to

the windlass, she laid out her eight favorite
pistols on the cabin trunk and blazed anay
il all vere dead. Maria never missed

after the beginning of their cruise in North
American waters. “Why don't we retum to
Europe and retire? You could buy a hand-
smees!ale and v G five e st of
our respected landowners. | must
Corfess 1 a bt tred of INing in a ships

Eric Cobham was ready for retirement,
t00; so the palr of pirates Salled east, where
Cobham tried to buy a large estate near
Poole, England. He was ml suuﬁful in
his negotiation, but while he was ashore
this business, his restless wife decided
to take their vessel to sea for one more
foray. Commanding in her husband's stead,
she “captul East Indiaman 1-ahorc
Prince, and introduced a wholly new tech-

nique for dlspatchlmmecrew Havmgmem
mustered in the waist, she sel I hands
with a stew she'd previously Ilberally laced
with laudanum When the last man dropped
in his tracks, she hove bmhvaselsm pmched
the bodies overside, looted and

prize, and returmed to port.

From the Due de Charlras Eric Cobham
firelly. mereged 10 purchse an_ xS
ocean front estate near Le Havre, France;
he and Maria sold their piratical craft, and
medasmrelnwllvesofrspeaahlty But
Maria Cobham could never stand the ht
drum life of a rmtelame She be\:ame prD-
foumly depressed, and ic acoepted

a post as local judge sre seerred to conader
it a direct challenge to their former life.

Maria look lo Wandering alone along the
gale-swept and eventually there

came the dayWnen her cloak was found on
the shore, together with a half-empty vial
of laudanum_Her body weshed ashore in
due course. Respectability had proved lou
much for Maria Cobham; in a mood of
despondency she had ended Ter it Erlc
Cobham, however, lived out a long and re-
spected career as a judge in the local county
courts. Finally, sensing the approach of
death, he committed to manuscript the prin-
cipal details of his pirate days, instructed
his pnesl to |:ubl|sh the facts after Cobham's
death, then he died—the epitome of
wealth and respectability.



€T o you avoid the uss of certain
Words ho

ooty vell vhat you
Guer been rased‘myln ot of Inebet
u

pronounced & word incorrectly? Are you

sometimes unsure of yourself in a conver-
sation with new acquaintances? Do you
have difficulty writing a good letter or
puttingyour true thoughts down on paper?

“If so, then you're a victim of cnppled
Er-gllsh saysDo n Bolander, Director of
rstitute. “Crippled English is a

handl by mu I& mrri)ers of
intelligent, aclt mer Quite
often they are held haak in !helr]ubs and
their social lives because of their English.
And yet, !or one reason or another, it is
impossible for these people to go back
to school.”

there ay vy, withaut going back
to scmol overcome  this handl
Do Boyander fer says, “Yes!” With
fmrmm thverslly 'of Chicago and North:
University, Bolander is an author-
ity on ot aceaton. During the past
eight years he hes helped thousands of
men and women stop making mistakes in
Engllsh increase their vocabularies, im-
prove their writing, and become interesting
conversationalists Fight in theirown homes.

BOLANDER TELLS
HOW IT CAN BE DONE

During a recent interview, Bolander said,
“You don't have to go bal:k to schﬂol in
order to speak and college
graduate. You can gammeablllty qulc
and easily in the privacy of

home (hruuﬁh o Corcer Inctitute
Method. is answers to the following
questions, Bolander tells how it can be

Question Wt is SO important about a
person's ability to speak and write?
le judge you by the
Ak vkt oo gygu.mm
lence

your self-co

ur ot Toopie Gnod
Engnsn .srgsulmely necessary for get-
1ing ahead i busiss and sicial e

Dm Bolander says:

“Now you can learn

to speak and write like a college graduate. I*

IS Your English
Holding You Back?

You can't express your ideas fully or
your personality without a
sure command of good Engllsh
Question What do you mean by a “com-
mand of English™

Ansaer A command of English means o you
can o urself clearl easi
without fear of nbarc Pent or maik
ing mistakes. It means you mn wme

well, carry o' goo
alsﬂ read apidly 970, remmormter what
English can help you

Tovom ot s coubts that may be hold-

ing you back.

Question But isn't it necessary for a person
t0 go to school in order to gain a com-
mand of good English?

Answer No, not any more. You can gain
the ability to speak and write like a
college graduate right in your own home
—in only a few minutes each day.

Question Is this something new?

Ansner Career Institute of Chicago hes
been helping people for years.
The Career Institute Melhod qulckly
shows you how to stop meki
rassing mistakes, enlarge your’ vocahu-
Iary‘ develop your wn(lng ability,

discover “secrets” of interesting
oomersatmn

Question Does it really work?

Answer Yes, beyond question. In my files
there are of letters, case his-
tories and testimonials from le who
have used the Career Institute hod
to achieve amazing success in their busi-
ness and personal lives.

DON BOLANDER, Career Institute, Dept. E-365

Question Who are some of these people?

Asaer Almost anyone you can think of.
The Career Institute Method is used by
men and women of all ages. Some have
attended college, others high school,
and others only grade school. The
method is used business men and
secretaries, teachers,

rs, clerks, ministers and

public speakers, housewives, sales
ple, accountants, foremen, wmers
reign-born citizens, goverry
military personnel, retired peuple and
many ot Yers

Question uw long does it take for aper.
son to_gain the ability to speak and
write ||ke a college graduate, using

Career Institute Method?

Arsner In some cases people take only a
few weeks to gain a command of good
(Engllsh tcOme.-smrs take Imger Itis q:
0 you your
little time as 1S minutes a \g/oeyou will
see qulck results.

Question How may a person find out more
ot e o et Methods

Answer 1 will gladly mail a free 32-page-
booklet to anyone who is interested.

MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOKLET
Ifyou kuld like afree copy of the 32-page
How to G:

ain a Command of

Good English, just mail the coupon be-
Iow The bookle[ explains how Carser

Ihe abl psakagrjxim Iks
n ility to s ite like a
ggl‘lege grr:maliye quickly and enjoyably at
oupon or &
The booklet will be mailed to you prompily.

30 East Adams, Chicago 3, 111

Please mail me a free copy of your 32-page booklet.



sive jewelry with him on February 19. Al-
though the men had given a different narme,
the owner of the shop recognized him as
someone who had pawned a few articles in
fritald ‘Checking back through his records, the
pawnbroker found the man identified as
J. G. Haigh of Onslow Court Hotel, London.
Itwas asimple matter for Inspector Rogers
to have the fur coat and the jewels posi-
tlvely identified as those of Mrs. Durand-
Deacon. Then, on the night of February 26,

Haigh was summoned to the Chelsea Police
Station and asked to explain the suspicious

evidence.

Haigh faced Inspector Rogers and smiled.
“If | told you the truth” he said, “you
wouldn't believe me. It sounds too fantastic
for belief.”

And it was almost too fantastic for belief.
It sounded like the raving of a madman; but
the greatest horror of all was that John
George Haigh was not med.

Mrs. Durand-Deacon no Ionger exlsts
Haigh explained calmly. “She has disap-

ever be found. |
‘/ﬂu Il find the sludge
pold Road. | did the same with the Hender-
sons and the McSwans, Every trace is e,
How can you prove murcer i there

That was the challenge Haigh flung at the

lice. Supremely, arrogantly confident that
E} wlplng ‘hurmen beings out uf existence, by

them to little more than mud, he

wuld tns escape judgment, John George
Haigh had made no effort to conceal his
crimes and was now actually anious to tell
all about them He wantted a chance to glory
in his achievement.

TIE _described how he shot Mrs. Durand-

Deacon, thendrarkmrblood and how

he got_her body to in the acid

bath. The refmmmgslmge hesmplymnped
|n the yard behind the storehouse. As for

McSwan family, he had first killed the

killed Dr. Henderson and his wife, dispos-
ing of their bodiies in the same efficiert way
that he had used for Mrs. Durand-Deacon.

A confession is one thing; a conviction is
another. The truth, as Haigh himself had
smilingly warned Inspector Rogers, sounds

too fantastic for belief—and this amlls ot
unlymmenumers 1o the events that fol-
Iowed For as it developed, thh an irony

that staggers the imegination, the discovery
of the crimes and the identity of the rrurderer
were almost a useless achievement. John
George Haigh stood an excellent chance of
Illerally getting away with murder—pro-
tected by the scrq:ulomly falr pnnclples of
justice that are embodied in English
These were the pnmlpkeslhasmod bemeen
Haigh and the hangman:

IMurdered Them All
Continued from page 21

The first obstacle confmnung the polloe
was o prove that murder had been
mitted As far as the Herl‘lersons a’ﬂ
McSwans were concerned—five human be-
ings wiped out of existence—it was impos-
sible to establish Halgh's uit. There uas
1o lack of circurrstantial evidence, including
forged recelpts. povers of attorney and let-
rs that had been mailed to the few relatives
tfesetm!amllesmﬂm there wasn't
a_shred of evidence to show that the five
victims were dead. They had been dissolved
into nothingness.

The unly poslbllllyof establishing the fact
of murder lay in reconstructing some identi-
fiable part of e corpse of Sive: Durand-
Deacon. Accordingly, the dirt yard behind
the warehouse was carefully ‘spaded and
of the soil were broughl o the
Scotland

sanples
Forensic Science Laboratory at
Yard.

Alfter a painstaking examination of the oil,
laboratory experts succeeded in winnowing
out a few significant things. They luund me
hendle of a red plastic handbag, three

teeth, three gallstones, fragments of human
bore, and lurps of a yellowish substance re-
sembling melted body fat.

"IHIS wes ot . Scotland Yard offi-
A cials were pressing for proof that these
e hot the feTains of a e being
actually those of Mrs. Durand-Deacon. They
hed one d 2 ono. charee arly, of
au;mpllshlngmls The mrsefalsemme

o Satorioy e o petely et
them as the ones he had put into his petient's

Nowtmponcewem prepansdmgn(u trial.
They had overcome one obstacle, and they
were expecting another—the quest of Haigh's
sanity. But there wes one they could ot
have foreseen, and this wes to cause a crisis
of formdable proportions, one which pitted
the Law against the Press in a dramatic
;m“ggle that was played out unknown to the

Haigh had been arrested on March 1

Several days prior to his bemg forrrally

charged with murder, London newspapers
ished reports hinting that he had slain
other people besides Mrs. Durand-Deacon.
These articles continued on the day after he
Word was sent to the various
E.'dlmrlal offices that further comment along
lines might be viewed as contept of

This didrt stop the papers. The reason for

caught in a fierce competition for readers. A
1948 slunp in circulation hed brought a few
of the dailies to the brink of disaster, and
they had resorted to sensationalism in their
fight to survive. For them the Haigh mur-
ders were mace to order.

(Continued on page 54)
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On March 4 the Daily Express lctfed
Londoners with a story that ran under
headline: “Yard Holding vanire Slayer’"
The slayer was

1his 1 LRErTUg gave 1o Comort t St
land Yard officials. The fact that Haigh had
drunk the blood of Mrs. Durand-Deacon
might be offered in evidence at his trial, and
any nevepaper reports clong s line cod
be consi as prejudicial to the case:
Engiish s St i point.

"T'HAT afternoon an emergency meeting
was held in the offices of Scotland Yard's
legal department. Attorney General Sir Per-
cival Clarke was present, and so was Sir
Hamlrli Sooﬁmwmlwofﬁe lr\;]p'i)h-
tan police. serious possibili
m""asarsueu‘{ummwﬁwar%
others that would fol
Haigh mght have(obedropped Thls vn:uld
not have been a catastrophe if Halgh could
have been with murdering another
of his victims. Under the circumstances,
however, the man would be beyond the resfch
of the law.
Commissioner Scott drew p a confidential
im and had his public information
ofﬁoersend it to all newspaper

any further speculation
U’\e Haigh murders would deﬁnmely become:
amatter for court action.

This hed the desired effect. Every peper
respected the commissioner's warning and
thereafter printed only the information of-
ficially released. Every paper, that s, but one
—and the editor of this tabloid later found
himself st contempt
harges. He et to prison fo a strtch of

editors, warn-

On July 18 when John George Haigh was
led into the dock of the Sussex Assizes to be
tried for murder before Mr. Justice Richard

proved insare. In England, under what are
known as the MNaughton Rules, ajury is
confronted with two questions: Did the ac-
cused know what he was doing? And did he
e ves doing vias wrong?
If the answer to both questions is "Yes,” the
prisoner is legally sare.
A single witness testified for the defense:
Dr Gregory Putnam, a psychiatrist, stated
Haigh suffered from delusions of
granfeur and therefore did not know he was
doing wrong when he killed Mrs. Durand-

He was cross-examined by Attorney Gen-
eral Clarke.

“In your oplnlun Dr. Putram” Clarke
began, “would you say that knew
what he was dolngw'enreﬁredﬂesmﬂ*at
killed Mrs. Durand-Deacon’

“Yes," said the psychiatrist. *
lierats act* Py

‘But you believe he didn't know that do-
ing this was wrong?”
“A victim of delusions of grandeur fre
quemly as though he can do

“That he is above all law?” asked Clarke.

Exactly.”

Thencanyounell us why such a person
would bother to co crime by destroy-
ing the body of i vict

Dr Putram hesitated
that way,”

“It was a de-

When you put it
he conceded, “I must admit that

it would seem as though he sought to escape

being caught.”
“And would it not he fair to say that he
because he wented

Then” Clarke pressd the pychitst
‘does it not

aware that cormit |ng T ves wmng7
It would seem so,” coceded Dr. Putram
Clarke tumed to Mr. Justice Humphreys
and said quietly, “1 do not consider it neces-
sty o call ary evicerce in reuel”

't necessary. At the
day mal John George Haigh was found
quilty and sentenced to hang.

Once the trial was over, London mrs
erupted with stories about the
men. Hemasdacnbedasaﬁerda’da
“beast that

res horro. They conjured up megesof D
Jekyll and Mr. Hyde—while the truth wes
even more terrifying, pneclsely because
Haigh was not like Robert Louis Steven-
son's famous split-personality character. At
no time in his life hed he ever betrayed his

jsted mind. He seemed emotionally steble.
According o busines assciaes o prsarel
aoquaintances, he hed always behaved likea.
gentleman.

T'HE true horror of John George Haigh
1 was that he murdered like agenllanan
He was o Jack the Ripper, no sexual sai

no lover of violence. He was the bnsmsllke

slayer of the century, a
of making a career out of destroying other
nmnhemgs His sole weakness was that he

Inall Haigh boasted of killing nine le,
all of qum%e had carefully ;:gngled ge:pm
death. But Scotland Yard investigators could
only verify the murder of six. Despite inten-
slve police work," no trace could be found of

the other three he claimed to have slain.

This pleased Haigh tremendously. He
bragged that he had destroyed the other three
Victims so perfecllythat “they might just as
well never have existed.” With this triumph
Haigh ent to the gallows—smiling.

“I'am cleverer,” he told the governor of
Wandsworth Prison, “than all of them at
Scotland Yard.” L]
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order o get so close that errors in estimate
would not be fatally large.

“All tubes ready " Km Schacht_called
from the conning tower. Scha:h(was Perch s
gunnery and torpedo
sense the excitement in hls SA')a:ht

1o fire a torpedo in anger for the
flrﬁ time in his naval career.
Set depth for 12 feet” Dave dlremed
“Range one one double oh. Stand
“Gyro angle zero. . . . Range nine double

That would be his firal instruction to the

rpedomen in the forward torpedo room.
In a netter of they would have the
gyro gui jism on lte ‘torpedoes

idance mechan
set for a“zero angle” straight
“Shoot

XJARD on the heels of his command, he
heem n Schacht's confirming report,
One away.” S quick sumession the remain-
ing three torpedoes n their way. The
luminous hand on his watch ticked off
their time of run. The time ran out for num-
ber one, and no rev\ardlrg explosion rent
the night sky. The Japanese freugnmr neld
her course and speect blissfully
mAmencantorpedomdpemed nderher
keel without exploding. Number two and
nurrber three ran their fruitless course. When
the time wes within three seconds for number
four torpedo, a blinding flash lit the sea and
a thundering shock struck Perch with shat-
tering force. Through it came the screech of
flying scraps of steel and the rending of retal
a shrapnel drove into the conning-tower
superstructure close to where Dave Hurt

stood on the bricge.
Nowat st th Japeress reightr e
course, putting her stem toward the

of the explosion. Her whistle screarredacall
for help from patrol wnits while her mo
called more distant craft to the scene.
three-inch gun on her stem flashed mm
ously, sending shells screaming over the
submarire.

“Dive! Dive!” Dave o
Although Perch could rrd@ unly a maxi-
mum of ten knots submerged, he wanted to
get her down until he could determine if
there were any fast enemy patrol craft in the
immediate vicinity. At 100 feet, Perch stood
eastward toward water, almost scrap-
ing the bottom in her flight with at times a
bare 20 feet between her and the mud.
“What happened?” Schacht asked. “I
know we must have missed on the first three,
but the fourth went off with a real bang.
Sounded like it was right on top of us”
“It was,” ars/\aed “It ran a circu-
lar path and headed right back for ws. It's
jusl good Iuck that n exploded prematurely
wed hae jown to bits. That Jap
uenamly got off with a cheap thrill.”
“Dldﬁemhe three do the same thing?"

Schacht
“l Mm | gul aglmse uf their waks
close aboard the target. M
they ran too deep and ed rmgnenc ex-
ploders didn't work.”
Dismissing the matter as smemirq about

which he could do nothing ive,

rescec himeelf tothe tmrm of getting
his ship out of danger. “Ask sonar if they
have any high-speed propeller indications,”
I'e directed the talker.

“Nothing except receding low-speed pro-

peller noises from the maru,” came the re-

surface,” he ordered.

When Perch came up from her dive, Dave
D i e %0 o o iy

0 get clear of

search which their a.b?}live attack wes cer-
tain to bring on. He could feel in the silence
of his crew the sense of depression that he
shared with them After weeks of futile pa-
trolling in the Philippine Sea it was disheart-
ening to fail in an attack which, b/ all tre
rules of chance, could not possibly have
missed. Only the erratic behavior of nurrber

four torpedn El |t was missile
defect rather than poor attack technique
which led to fiasco.

Two hours later Perch slowed to two-
erglresvaedmd with meengmemme
jﬂb of charging batter

slowly in the shlppmg lanes approaching
Hong Kong. The fleet nmamm that night
carried an encoded message that Admiral
Hart was deparllng Manila in the stbmarine
Shark to take command of his surface forces
in the Java Sea It also advised all U.S.
naval vessels that only Malacca and Singa-
pore vere il i Alied harm and tht the

ine headquarters for the souttwest
Paclflc hﬂj been emuustm at Darwin,

W(hwmhufﬁemmlmm

beiing closed off, Dave Hurt had to take a
new look at his ships fuel supply. Darwin
wias almost 2,000 miles away, and Perch had

already used upa ood pomon of her diesel
supply. He elected 0
s.rgawmmbemamr hlstﬂs‘;v\hentha
surface forces deploying souttward toward
the Dutch East Inies.
The night of December 28 found Perch
mreamng mrvmymrwghﬂe shoal-studded
China some 20
Ies o oy of Salgm The night was
clear, starlit, and moonless—a good mgm for
submariners who could see the bulk of their
targets far more readily than could the en-
em;/ Iuokwts spot the low silhouette of the
Dave paced the bridge rest-
I&Iy. lrylng (o will a Japanese into range,
beset by futile re-examination of the attack
off Hong Kong, realist and his own
severe critic, he realized that only another
go at an emeny ship would provide real evi-
on which to base conclusions 5 to
mmnermmscrew or the torpedoes

been at.
"Targel on the starboard bow!"
Saun\:l repons Icw-speed propellers bear-

The Iouknurs report, followed immediately
by confirming sonar contact, established be-
that something lay off there in
me night. Training out the powerful night
binoculars of the Target Bearing Transmit-
ter, he immediately picked Up the imege of
a madlu'rrsued freighter. 1f the ship were
would be displaying the nor-
mal running lights, The freighter which he
studied through the glm was smlgg
along the shallow coastal waters in

darkness.
“High-speed propeller noises bearing two

With that clue from the sonar man, Dave
now was able to make out ﬂE smaller sil-
PoLette of a Japanes: escort

“Battle stations, torpedo! Sur!ace r



Even if Perch’s periscopes hed
i

been good
at night (which

could he hope to follow the tracks of his
torpedoes and resolve one way or the other
the questions raised by the Hong Kong fail-

With the cross hirs of the TBT lined up
on e feghter, e presce hebutton which

transmitted the bearing to the conning tower
where Ken Schacht would be cranking it
into his Torpedo Data Computer together
with information being worked up on the
ploting boad by Bevrly Van Buskrk ex-
ecutive officer and navigato

“Range estimate one ﬁve double oh. .
Stand by to fire bow fubes.”
“Bow tubes ready.”

Tense silence relg\ed on the bridge and
th

“Lookouts beluw Dave qietly.
He would vant everything set for a quld(
dive when the escorts turmed to attack. He
Wwes alone on the bridge, his whole mind con-
centrated on that shadowy bulk growing
larger by the minute.
Stand by.

“Range one one double oh. . . .

The srort of high-pressure air from the
nunter one forward tube heralded the de-
parture of the first torpedo The other three
followed at precisely timed intervals, their
wiekes clearly visible in the bright starlight
After what. seere ke endiess minuees of
crawfing, the wake of number one inter-
Sl e conte e of e arget. Silece.

The dull weight of frustration settled on his
thoughts. He was tempted to turn away from
the binoculars.

First, it was a blinding flash that com-
pletely wiped out his night vision. Then came
the heavy roar—a distant roar—a roar from
about range one one double oh.

“Sound  reports vuolent explosion and
breaking-up noises,” elated report
from the conning tower. Dave didnt even
notice that numbers three and four torpedoes
had missed.

As his vision returned, he could ﬁ le
frelghler still making i
Per Torward section’ blowing aft to engulf
her bridge and superstructure. Then he saw
something else—the forward twin mount of
the escort ship spurted angry orange ﬂarre
and two shells raised columns of

to starboard,

scant 100 3

“Dive 1Dive 1—150feel T

Air blubbered out of the vents as he
slammed the cmnlnguw\er hatch shut be-
hind him He knew that of 150 feet
Gave im it protection from depth chevges

rapidly, then carme to rest in the slimy cushion
of muddy bottom. Bottoming is not a com-
fortable course of action, because it makes a
suxranne a sitting duck for surface at-

But it is the only means of making a
ship completely silent.

They could hear the target's breaking-up
noises. They could also hear the escort's
screws slow as he checked his speed for more
accurate listening search. The faint cmg
chug of an awdliary pup in the enemy's e
gine room punctuated the absolute silence. =
Then the surface prowler started up at high
speed Taully Perch‘s nen braced for what

termination of their

Barrooonm! Barroooom!
came closer, then re-

rPHE depth charges e
rwas

iously, the sur
dropping a line which this time did not cross
thessilent, mud-clutched submarine. For more
than an hour Perch remained bottomed. The
escort had given up after 20 minutes and

heard his propeller cavitation recede in

the direction of the stricken merchant
steamer. The breaking-up noises continued,
ml it wes apparent that the maru wes a
stubborn bird. 1t would have been nice to
wait around to confirm their kill, but the
probability that more enemy ships would
come out and renew the search sug-
geswdmpmdemeofgemngmufme
ow negative, ordered. “Bring
iamsofeet [T} tryalocklhmugwmehlm
scope. At least | should be able to see if she's
still burming.”
With planes trained upward and motors at

But he also knew that in these shoal reaches
there was at most 160 feet of water.
They were still on their way down when
the Japanese warship loosed the et string
f depth charges. Th lethal cylinders fell
wuth gnm accuracy toward Perch, shaking
and tossing the submarine so violently that
mvugaumal instruments and other loose
gear were sent flying to the deck.
“All stop,” Dave ordered, “ng for silent
running. Keep her regau
ith no power on the and in
state of negative moyanw Perch seuied
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slow speed for silent running, Perch headed
seaward, slowly creeping to periscope depth
of 60 feet.

“Up s:upe Dave ordered.

g happened.
“Up scom" he repeated impatiently.

No use, Captain,” the machinist mate at
the periscope riser comml told him “The
scope’s jammed. We have hydraullc pres-
s.ire‘ but it won't come up.

Dave recalled that the memfs first string
of depth charges had included one that shook
them up qite a bit. Apparently it had bent
the scope in its track. With no periscope, a
submarine has limited combat  capability.
Worse than thet, operating in enemy waters
in daylight became a hazardous matter be-
cause to surface without a preliminary peri-
scope check of the situation was to ask for

Two hours and six miles later, Perch sur-
faced. Astern of them the bright glow of the
bumlng meru had dseqmred Falrly good

nce that she had sunk—but not good

enoug gh to eam Perch credit for & cctel
sinking. The best they could hope for wes an

‘assessiTent of “probably sunk” with the less
rw\ardlr\g verdlct of “damaged” more likely.
Submeriners who assessed the work of the
Silent Service were rugged judges of the
work of their group.

OUNNING '&l on IfE surface at nlghL

a dangerous
of uurmmswf dunng thedayllght s,
Perch tortuously made her way soqthward
through the shallow reaches of the western
Java Sea, through the Sunda Strait and into
the Indian Ocean. Once clear of the South
Java coast, Dave surfaced and made four-
engine speed to Darwin. In a characteristic
norttmest monsoon rain Perch made a land-
fall sighting of Charles Point, exchanged
recognition signals with a Royal Australian
mvymrmneepermmggmmm[yaﬂfe
harbor entrance, and 30 minutes later grate-
fully tied up alongside the railway jetty. The
submarine tenders Holland and Isabel had
rot yet arrived, and Canopus was still at

Manila supporting the dwindling number of
stbrreri

Phlllpnne civilian dignitaries before the
American forces were compelled to surrencer
to the Japanese. So Perch’s weary crew
turmed to after a day's rest to repair their
ship, assisted by willing but untrained me-

Two weeks later, Perch put to sea
orders to patrol off Kendari, Celebes, mhlch
on January 24 had fallmtotfefas(rmwrg
ibious forces of the Japanese

striking group. She arrived after the rrein
invasion force had completed its mission,

found o targets. Amid radio reports of
bitter surface action in the Molucca and

becoming a bit discouraged al being left out.
on 'J’En?"gh( of February ng Dave turmed
southmard t utalel.panewpalml station in
the Bali Sea The mghtly intercept of the
“Fox" broadcast carrying official radio mes-
sages from Clnqxac o] Cincasiatic.head
quarters relayed a series of dismal reports
Df Allled retreats and defeats. The combined
command corsisting of American,
Brlllsh Alslrallan and Dutch units, har-
assed by poor communications, was no fmetch
for the clwly l«m weell-trained, and vic-
tory-conscious forces of the Japarese Navy.
With the need so obvious for every Allied
unit to get in its strikes, Dave felt a mounting
sense of frustration at the ineffectual record
of Perch since the dayshe had sllpped out of
ila Bay more than
The night of Fehmary 25 was clear with
light air and smooth sea Off to port the
900-foot. peak on tiny Wangiwangi Island
showed clearly some 16 miles away. Dave
Hurt paced restlessly on Perch's narrow
bridge. Sharing the waitch was Van Buskirk,
s:ar\mng this memcmg stretch of sea Be-
tween them there was a taut silence.
“Target dead ahead I"
Dave leaped to the TBT and trained its
powerful binoculars toward the sighting. The
‘two mests and single funnel of a 10,000-ton









Water trickled down from the distorted
conning-tower hatch. Air bubbled audibly
from a ruptured high-pressure air tark, senc-
ing to the surface a fixed marker for the
destroyer to carry on his attack. The rend-
ing blast had, they knew, almost oenalnly

ruptured at least one fuel tank, adding a
spveadlrg slick to the air bubbles as a sur-
face point of aim for the enemy.

Ready to answer bells on the starboard
came the word from the maneuver-

ing mom Porl motor grounded.”
irt weighed their situation anew.
In Wurld War 1 it had been axiomatic

stbrrarine had been destroyed.
| tht the St ks might

ig Slle(l Dave ordered. “Cut off all
auxiliaries.”

"THROUGHOUT the quiet ship, men

could hear the sound of the destroyer's
propellers gaining in volume as she returned
to their position. But trained ears, |r|:lud|ng
those of Dave Hurt, noted that the beat
slower—too slow for a ship which Ima'ltd
to dmp depth charges. The propellers grew

nearer, stopped turming, ground in reverse 2
the deslrvyer checked her way, and then cor
pletely silenced.

After an interminable ten minutes, the de-
stroyer's propellers began to tum, first at
moderate and then at high speed. They grew
dim with distance, then faded altogether. In
Perch's hull, gray-faced men found the way
and reason to smile—to smile in silence lest
there be a sleeper patrol ship on the surface
waiting quietly to pounce if the submari
should show evidence of life. The trickle of
water continted from the conning-tower
hetch, a steady stream flowed in through a
cracked weld in the air- oﬂndltmnlng supply
flange. Eventually, uld rise to
alevel which W\'Juld short outme POV SUp-
ply, and combine with battery acid to fill the
boat with falally pulsurms chlorine
But that wes urs which,
lived thi in imedum rom enemy atta:k
would give Perch a chance to wrest herself

m the muddy tentacles which held her fast
o the bottom.

In the lengthening silerce, men's hearing
became abnormally acute. The splash of
water from the Ieaky hatch sounded like a
mountain waterfall.

TWO hours crawded by. The dials on the
1 bulkhead clock registered three in the
morning. Sunrise would occur at six. Dave
realized that if he were going to get to the
surface he would have to make his playnwv
Hls men could not survive remaini
throughwl meuayhg penud ahead
rate leaks in the hujl would
Dythatllnehaveralsedlhev\alerlofaml

He gave his orders quietly: “Battle sta-

Perch rose, he wanted her in trim to fight
if the enemy were close

bow buoyancy tank” Lightened for-

ward, Perch stirred perceptibly, but the soft

mrud into which she had sun during

her trial by silence still held her fast. Dave
knew that his propellers were now deep in

the mud. It was useless to try their one good
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motor with the cer my m it would be
overloaded and perhaps fatally damaged be-
fore the mlays could trip out.
“Blow the after ballast tanks,” he directed.
Perch stirred, then abruptly rose sharply
equipment

happy knowd-
edgemﬁeshlp\msmlvnenammbreak

free.

“Flood the after ballast tanks,” Dave or-
dered. As Perch started to settle by the stem,
e called for full backing power on the star-
board shaft. Perch shot aster in sudden free-
dom from the mud.

It was a sorry spectacle that greeted Hurt
and his_lookouts as they climbed to the
bridge. Both per were bent at crazy
angles, their Iersshleldlng ‘windows smeshed
in A litter of smeshed antenna insulators
mpmchar fragments covered the
deck. The conning-tower fairing wes ricdled.

Throughoutt the ship, men organized into
repair parties to plug the leaks in the hull

ir power plant as

Nurrber one rmain diesel engine coughed to
life, roared to high s;md and then ended
Islllelnammn rtured metal as its
fail Nurmer four main engine
Soried nelplessly Wnemfe starting air was
turmed on, its a casualty of the
mrerciless cgmcmg-rg Numbers two and
three, S0 per cent of a subrmerine's normal
pover, were still in operamng condition. A
bit of good news wes the rey from the
e ing room that the ground in the
port electric motor had been located and
corrected.
TWITH one diesel engine on main propul-

sion and the other hooked up to re-
batteries at meximum rate, Perch

landing invasion troops close to Surabaja
Dawn wes still two hours away, bt Perch
was ot to enjoy an immunity so long. Eight
miles north of the entrance to Surabaja
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Strait, an enemy destroyer, invisible against
the background of the Java hills, sighted the
and

ine and was almost on top of it before
the weary lookouts and damaged sonar gear
picked her up.
“Dive! Dive!"

This time, Dave put Perch aground inten-
uurally ‘With her machinery so badly mauled
in the previous working over, it was useless
© try to run submerged. She settied gently
on the bottom at 190 feet, and her tired crew
setﬂed lntﬂ sllenue as 'J'Elr only. deferse

The damaged ail
fIaﬂ(and vupmrsd ﬁJel tank which had served
1o guide the enemy and later to deceive him
had been eﬂpl.led This time there would be
mveveallrlgsl of bubbles and oil to

But he didn't

felp the Japanese destroyer.
it He s righton vith his first eres
of charges. And he stayed on.

“T'HE old leaks, poorly plugged in hasty re-

pair, started up immediately. New ones
quickly ‘developed. Desperately, Dave Hurt
brought her up to 20 feet off the bottom and
drove heraheada(full power while the enemy
destroyer wes turning to start his second
nun. Then Perch Sllenned her mx:hlnery and
setﬂed once more into the mud.

royer was ot thrown B e
frackc His nxt string ing dealt mUrcBIOLS blove,
dishing in a section of the pressure hull so
that water streamed past stre rivets.
Two torpedoes, shaken loose in the forward
tubes, made hot runs, slamming against the
closed outer doors of the tubes, threatening
to blow the ship to pieces.
Fur flve hours the destroyer and others

called to mmmly worked over
the dying ine and its men, silently
slmnguutthelr rnnd-seanng mofea
below the surface of the Java Sea. A batter
cell cracked, spilling its acid into the e
ing salt water in the bilges. The after battery
room was sealed off, isolating the men in the
after part of the ship from those in the con-
trol room and forward . With
communications severed, neither part of the
crew knew how the other fared or what dam-
age was being done in the rest of the ship.

At eight o'clock in the morning, the Japa-
nese warships steamed away, confident that
had disposed of Perch for good By all
logical -reasoning they were
Perch and her men did not yleld w ‘logic.
Quietly they set about making minimum es-
sential repairs to restore communications and
the more serious leaks. They worked
slowty to conserve their dwindling supply of
air, then settled down to silent inaction, de-
termined to live out the daylight hours dur-
ing which it would have been suicide to
surface for any purpose other than surrender-

the cheery report fmmtfe maneuvering room
late in the afternoor

o Sk wf‘.é's"g'"“" 2 e

r short periods of time,
g:‘v:\;ame level dwmpe sufficiently to aﬁ’é
gmundmg the power cables. The air (hlck-

rafure rose. Moisture
th’mdﬂnliemll amiranlnrlvule‘sdown
the bul labor
gasping. Eyes watched the clock tick off me
slow passage of daylight. Minds estimated
their chances of surviving suffocation Lntil
nightfall. Somehow, survive they did.

“Blow the main ballast tanks” Dave
cmakedlteorcbrlhmu]h parched lips. With
desperate sluggishness, demadwnmstmneat
the air manifold opened the
ma.r(otmransmexpel their tons of
water. But it did not work, tark
vents were too badly twisted to hold air.
Everyone -
ously lowered their remaining supply of com-
pressed air, without which they could not

restore buoyancy to the ship.

TJIEACTING to the routine of endless
peacetime emergency dnlls ife Pemhs
men methodically cl

Which, if they were still in worklng order

would seal the tarks airtight and permit the

expulsion of their loads of water. There was
air enough left for one more try. Half-suffo-
cated, Dave Hurt dragged himself from one
control to another to check that the vent
mrechanism had been properly operated by

0 handled the levers.

Desperatelyhempedmhlswmsems

were not too dulled to catch any error that

ight, have been made.

g
“All back full;” he gasped through the
commeaton Ilm(otharmrmjvenrg rom.

amoment of silence, then the
ok Perch e s s pnx)ellers chumed

wp the slimy bottom _There was a barely
pemeptlhle sliding motion of the hul, or s0

it seemed to the desperately hopeful men
L in the battered shi

“All ahead full,” Dave whispered. "Blow
ballast tanks.”

It may have been minutes. It seemed like
hours to the men. Perch trerrbled in violent
struggle with the mud, then miraculously the

depth-gauge reedle swung across its” face
registering her retum to the surface. With

energy born of restored hope, men dlimbed
to their feet and shuffled to their battle sta-
tions. E: the conning-tower
hatch wargeml v\heelsgrg pushed “ng»
admit the life-giving air. Calling on menr
nearly empty batteries for one more effort,
Datve ordered the blowers set in motion to
air out the ship.

It was one o'clock in the moming.

Three of the four diesels were beyond re-
pair. The fourth, bouncing crazily on loosened
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