HOW TO STEAL
*8,000,000 A YEAR
The Inside Story of the

U. S Army's Biggest Swindle

The Complete Man’s Magazine e November 25¢ by mike stern



Fifth Frame Favorite

Practice sessions or league competition, no game of
bowling is complete without that traditional beer frame.
And, whatever your fifth frame fortunes may be... a
timber-shattering strike or a three way split ... take
pleasure in enjoying life with Miller High Life... the

beer that always strikes the right note in refreshment!
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ARE YOU TOO OLD
TO LEARN?

not at allyscientists say

(Eiﬂemﬂﬁej

Covfise
INIRAY

New tests show that: your ability to think increases
with age; your powers of deduction are greater;

- . ‘| am president of a
your judgment is better.

small corporation. A year
ago | enrolled with I. C. S.
as the most practical

In the 1.C. S. files are thousands of cases of men
and women of every age. Their successes, their
promotions, their raises prove that men and women
past school age can learn!

means available to me
to learn what | needed.”

WIJ.A.

I.C.S. GIVES YOU EXPERT GUIDANCE FREE! Do you have the o
Michigan

feeling you’re “stuck” in your job? Your trained
I.C.S. counselor will appraise your abilities, help you
plan for the future.

IT'S NEVER TOO LATE TO GET STARTED! You study with
I.C.S. at home, in your spare time. There’s no inter-
ference with business or social activity. Famous I.C.S.
texts make learning easy. Don’t delay. Pick your
field from the coupon below. And mail it today!

36-pag'e, pocket-size guide to advancement, a
gold mine of tips on “How to Succeed.” Big
catalog outlining opportunities in your field
of interest. Also free sample I. C. S. lesson.

Actual statements.

Posed by models.

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

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 5341-G, SCRANTON 9. PENNA. (Partial list of 277 courses)
Without cost or obligation, send me "HOW to SUCCEED” and the opportunity booklet about the field BEFORE which | have marked X (plus sample lesson):

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

ARCHITECTURE AVIATION CIVIL. STRUCTURAL LEADERSHIP RAILROAD
and BUILDING O Aeronautical Engineering Jr. ENGINEERING G Foremanship G Air Brakes G Car Inspector
CONSTRUCTION O Aircraft S Engine Mechanic G Civil Engi_neering_ . O Industrial Supervision O Diesel Locomotive
O Air Conditioning—Relrig. BUSINESS G Construction Engineering G Leadership and Organization G Locomotive Engineer
O Architecture O Advertising G Highway Engineering G Personnel-Labor Relations O Section Foreman
O Building Contractor O Bookkeeping and Accounting O Reading Struct. Blueprints MECHANICAL STEAM AND
O Building Maintenance D Business Administration G Sanitary Engineering AND SHOP DIESEL POWER
O Carpenter and Mill Work O Business Correspondence G SthCtU_F?ﬂ Englneenr!g G Gas-Electric Welding G Ct_)mbustlon Englneenng
O Estimating O Certified Public Accounting G Surveying and Mapping G Heat Treatment Q Metallurgy G Diesel—Elec. Q Diesel Eng's
O Heating O Creative Salesmanship DRAFTING G Industrial Engineering G Electric Light and Power
O Painting Contractor O Federal Tax G Aircraft Drafting G Industrial Instrumentation O Stationary Fireman
O Pldmbing O Letter-writing Improvement G Architectural Drafting G Industrial Supervision G Stationary Steam Engineering
O Reading Arch. Blueprints O Managing Small Business G Electrical Drafting Q Machine Design-Drafting TE X TILE o
O Steamfitting O Office Management G Mechanical Drafting _ G Machine Shop Inspection G Carding and Spinning
ART O Retail Business Management G Mine Surveying and Mapping O Machine Shop Practice G Cotton. Rayon. Woolen Mfg.
. O Sales Management Q Ship Drafting G Mechanical Engineering G Finishing and Dyeing
O Cartooning 0 Stenographic-Secretarial G Structural Drafting G Quality Control G Loom Fixing
O Commercial Art O Traffic Management ELECTRICAL G Reading Shop Blueprints G Textile Designing
O Fashion lllustrating CHEMISTRY G Electrical Engineering G Refrigeration G Textile Engr'y  Q Throwing
O Magazine IIIustra!lng . g AHalxtical Chemistrx Q Electrical Maintenance G Sheet Metal Worker O Warping and Weaving
O Show Card and Sign Lettering g Ch#Jica, Engineering G Electrician Q Contracting G Tool Design G Toolmaking M ISCELLANEOQOUS
O Sketching and Painting q chem. Lab. Technician Q Lineman RADIO, TELEVISION O Domestic Refrigeration
AUTOMOTIVE O General Chemistry HIGH SCHOOL G Electronics G Marine Engineering
G Auto Body Rebuilding a Natural Gas Prod. & Trans. G Commercial G Practical Radio—TV EngYng O Ocean Navigation
G Auto Elec. Technician O Petroleum Engineering G Good English G Radio and TV Servicing G Shipfitting
G Auto-Engine Tune Up O Plastics G High School Subjects G Radio Operating G Short Story Writing
Q Automobile Mechanic O Pulp and Paper Making Q Mathematics O Television—Technician O Telephony
Name- -Age- -Home Address-
City. .Zone. -State. .Working Hours. _AM. to P.M..
Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools, Canadian, Ltd.,
Occupation. Montreal, Canada. . . . Special tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces.
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America’s 12
Most Famous Artists
NORMAN ROCKWELL
JON WHITCOMB
AL PARKER
STEVAN DOHANOS
HAROLD VON SCHMIDT
PETER HELCK
FRED LUDEKENS
BEN STAHL
ROBERT FAWCETT
AUSTIN BRIGGS
DONG KINGMAN
ALBERT DORNE

WE'RE LOOKING FOR PEOPLE
WHO LIKE TO DRAW/, say America's 12

Most Famous Artists. Many men and women have hidden
art talent they never dreamed of. They could be trained for
success and security in the field of art if they only knew their
own ability.We artists will help you discover your art talent

free! Just send for our PREE ART TALENT TEST.

Thousands paid $1 FAMOUS ARTISTS SCHOOLS
_ to take this Studio 8-M. Westport, Conn.
revealing 8-page test. Send me without obligation your Famous ArtistsTalentTest.

It’s yours FREE
if you act at once. Mr. AP

Mail the coupon Min (PLEASE PRINT)

NOW!
City Zone State
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let *er blow! let 'cr
snow! You'll be cozy
warm in your durable
OUTDOOR
WOOLENS! Closer
woven! Wind resistant!
Water repellent.
100% pure wool!

Full Cut Comfort

Never skimpy-WOOIRICH
Clothes give you plenty of
"elbow room". Bend —
stoop—squat . . , with per-
fect freedom.

longer Wear

Stout bodied, tight grained
WOOIRICH fabric is hard
wearing! Fight it through the
densest “"scrub" *. . no rip
—ho snog—no tear!

Brighter Color

WOOIRICH Hunting Coats-

Jackets . . . Pants to match in lively

"Safety-First* Red—or rich Red and

Black plaid. Won't fode! Won't run!

Styles for men, women, young fry . .

at leading stores. First choice of
Sportsmen for 124 yeors!

100% WOOL SHIRTS
Hunt, fish, work or loot
in a "he-man" WOOI*
RICH! Neatly styled!
Pre-shrunk! lined col-
lor*!  Plaids, checks,
Scotch Tartans in
handsome color
range. Choice of
weight*.

GET FREE

CATALOG
100% Wool Clothes
for comfort outdoors-
Mockinaws, Jackets,
Coots, Vests, Shirts.
Pants, Cops, Socks,
Gloves. Write Dept. F

WOOLRICH WOOLEN MILLS

WOOLRICH, PENNA.

BACK

TALK

205 EAST 42nd STREET, xXNEW YORK 17, N. Y.

THE CASE OF
THE HUSHED-UP BURGLAR ALARMS

Excuse my inferior penmanship but |
am still boiling over the fable in your
July issue by Gerald Kersh. “The Im-
possible Robbery." It is either a complete
fabrication, or Mr. Kersh has bis personal
wires crossed.

The story seemed probable until |
came across bis line. “It occurred that if
I could get at the cables that feed elec-
tricity to the Jewel Room in the Tower
of London, all those protective electrical
gadgets would be so much old iron, and
all that marvelously intricate system of
wires so much old rope.” For Mr. K’s
information, that old iron and rope hap-
pens to include a battery stand-by for just
such a situation as lie dreamed up—
namely, in ease the outside power cables
were cut. Had the author undertaken bis
impossible robbery as outlined, he would
still be serving time in an English prison.

J. E. CI'nnincham. Jr.
Chicago. lII.

* 11V, too. considered jolnilmis this slory
of the impossible robbery, even as did
author Kersh. This is nhy it wits listed
on the contents pane for July under
Fiction.

$5,000 REWARDI

Go back to the May issue, which only
recently got to me in Japan. “l Sailed
Across the Atlantic in 65 Days—Without
Food or Water” is just a bucket of sea
water. Mr. Editor.

The Frenchman who wrote that prob-
ably bad a bet with another Parisite that
the Americans will buy anything. And be
won.

I It is a figment of bis imagination and
!l doubt if the author can lake a compass
reading, much less find bis position by
| sextant. The whole tiling smells—fishy—
iand few of us here believe it was even
written by Dr. lionibard. 1’d be glad to
list my reasons for disbelieving such ob-
vious-bunk. but the list is too long for
this letter. . . .
Set. LowtLL C. Cuttkh
\PO 503. Vikahania. Japan

« This one ice offered to thinking renders
as a fact article. Sarge. you amaze us so
with your sweeping doubts, anil since it

would require so much spare to list our
proof, we’ll just answer you this way: If
you or anyone else can disprove the basic
facts contained in Ur. Bombard's story in
the May issue, which was published in a
Simon & Schuster book, then you or the
aforesaid anyone else wins SS.ItOO in cash
from the publishers of Argosy.

WRITER'S REVENGE

Years ago | wrote a novelette, pub-
lished by Argosy: in the course of tlw
story there was a poker game wherein
four aces came up against a royal flush.
This obvious impossibility, involving ton
many aces in one deal, although a mere
incident in the novelette, caused me to
bear plentifully and lengthily from vari-
ous subscribers.

I have been laying for a return en-
gagement ever since, and think the July
cover of Argosy gives me something:
Here are three horsemen. One of them
says. “He’s agoin’ thataway ! * And shoots
at the moon. Next one says. "He’s agoin’
thisaway!” And shoots at the North Star.
And the third one with his rifle plugs a
chipmunk that is sneaking up behind
with blood in its eye. Never have 1 seen
so much action getting nowhere.. . .

James M. Henderson
Florence. Ore.

e Dear Cold-Deck Jim: That stuff is
called Artistic License. Writers, unfortu-
nately, have never thought up a gimmick
to allow them to get away with their
imaginative errors.

MORE APESWEAT

1 allowed my 16-year-old son to sub-
scribe to Argosy, feeling the masculine
articles and good dean outdoor stories
to he good for character upbuilding. Am
canceling his subscription because of:

1 “Tokyo's Biggest Industry: Sex."

(July).
2. “Imported Cheesecake." (August).
3. “Apesweat." drama of Thule (Au-
gust I.

The details of sex-for-sin can certainly
be kept in the background—especially
photos showing the nearly-nude victims
of sin. ... \s a student of psychology. |
know this only spreads the evil. . . .

ARGOSY



Please consider my appeal-for-good, and
see what you can do to improve this sit-
uation.

Mrs. Thomas Jones
Marysville. Wash.
P.S.—Dear editor, do you want to be
guilty of helping to promote evil or of
helping to curb it?

» Guilty either way. eh? Madame Pro-
fessor Jones, it appears you may have
opportunity to upbuild a rare son. one
who knoweth not the existence of sin. If,
however, you would care to substitute
gambling for the more pleasant forms of
sin, we will bet you at nice odds that the
boy finds out somehow,

I am sick. sick. SICK of seeing articles
about our bitching, moaning, griping Gls
cluttering up magazines, taking space
otherwise used for enjoyable reading.
See August issue, “They Call It Ape-
sweat.”

Before the howls of the “old-timers”
drown me out. let "em know that | served
my share of time in Uncle’s sobbing
service—four years. During which | de-
veloped an extreme dislike for my carp-
ing. bellyaching service companions,
most of them old-timers who couldn’t be
blasted out of the Army with dynamite. |
accepted my discharge papers with such

gleeful exuberance because of a high
hope that never again would | listen to
or look at a seething mob of bitching boys
in blue. | was in the Air Force.

Charles Collier
Norton. Kan.

OLD DENSINORE UNEARTHED!

In May Back Talk you answered a
gentleman in Minnesota by saying (as he
had an ancient outboard motor). “Shake
hands . . . We have the oldest type-
writer.” This would indicate to me you
have an old typewriter. | own a type-
writer that was used by the local banker
before the year 1900. It’s brand name
is Densinore. On it is this inscription:

Clean the Machine Daily.
No.  Rubbing the Polished Parts 1
With an Oiled Cloth

No other plates or maker's mark. This
machine seems close to sixty years old.
Thought you might be interested in it as
a collector’s item. If so, you can have it—
for a two-year subscription to Argosy.

Russell R. Hanson

Latimer. la. (Continued on page 8)
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Fastest Fighter on Four Legs!

Hindus train the cheetah to hunt antelopes—but only because certain inborn
qualities give it remarkable speed, power and fighting instinct.

In the same way, it is the inborn qualities of Macmillan Oil improved and
enriched by an exclusive refining process that make it the finest performer

among modern motor oils.

It’s the Nature of the Beast... It’s the Nature of the Oil!

VALVE LIFTERS STICKING?
Ping Trouble in Your Car?

esides decreasing engine wear,
B Macmillan ring-free Xtra Heavy
Duty Oil definitely reduces engine ping
and prevents sticking of valves and hy-
draulic lifters.

Here is a motor oil that really whips
the problems of today’s higher compres-
sion engines —yet you still pay only the
regular 45Cper quart.

Macmillan backs these facts with
an unconditional money-back
guarantee.

Why is Macmillan able to make such a
straightforward guarantee? The answer
is that Macmillan selects its crude oil
from one special area, where the oil has
these three great inborn qualities:

1. Greater Natural Detergency
2. Higher Film Strength
3. Less Carbon Formation

All modern oils contain additives;
and the Macmillan RING-FREE Xtra
Heavy Duty Oil you buy already has

special additives in just the right pro-
portion to suit the qualities of the oil.

But it takes more than additives to
make a great motor oil. For one thing,
additives don’t last. But Macmillan's
great natural inborn qualities give better
lubrication than other oils throughout
the drain period.

* * *

Drain and refill with RING-FREE Xtra
Heavy Duty. If it doesn't put a stop
to sticking valves and excessive engine
ping your dealer will return your
money —in full. Macmillan Petroleum
Corporation, 530 West Sixth Street,
Los Angeles 14, California.

Why Pay a Premium?

LOOK FOR
THE BIG,
RED "M”

... and pay onl
45( per quart

MACMILLAN RING-FREE

XTRA HEAVY DUTY MOTOR OIL



ken Purdy. Vki.osy's new e<litor lat right!

is well-known a- an authoritv and

writer on high-performance ears. At left is Tom Naiigliton. new executive eilitor.

MEET THE NEW EDITOR

BY HARRY

IG news litis monlli! Altcosv lias a new pilot on the

bridge, ken \\. Purdy takes the editorial helm with
the current issue. Many of you probably know him from
bis magazine articles and books, as well as from bis career
as an editor.

Here’s what Mr. Purdy has been doing for the past
twenty-odd years.

After studying at the University of Wisconsin. 1911-14,
he went into newspaper work, pounding a typewriter for
various Massachusetts and Wisconsin publishers from 19.14
to 1916. Me was editor of Tile Free Cress. Oshkosh. \\ is-
cousin in 1916.

In 1917 came a switch from newspapers to magazines.
He started as associate editor on "Radio Guide” and in
rapid succession advanced to associate editor of “Click" in
1917. to managing editor of "Radio Digest” in 1919. to
associate editor of “Look in 1919-11. to editor of “Vic-
torv. ” Office of War Information. 1941-45. The circulation
of "Victory was more than 1.000.000 copies in nine lan-
guages. It was considered the most successful propaganda
publication on the Allied side.

At the conclusion of the war he was made editor of the
weekly “Parade" and during the years 1916-49 helped build
one of the largest circulation gains ever registered by an
American publication: 2.1150,000 to 5.200.000.

From March 1949 to date he was editor of "True.”

In addition to his editorial duties, he has managed to
squeeze in time for fiction and articles in "Collier's.” “The
American Magazine,” “Scribner’s,” “Liberty, “Cosmo-
politan." “Reader’s Digest,” and many others. He is an

STEEGER

authority on two subjects as diverse from each other as the
carillon and high-performance (sports) automobiles. He
has probably written more on the latter subject than any
other American author. His book on cars. “Kings of the
Road.” published by Little. Brown and Company, was the
first book on automobiles to be issued by a general publish-
ing company in many years. At the present lime you can
find a Pocket Book he wrote and a new book he has done
in conjunction with James Melton on the book stands,
"Bright Wheels Rolling.” which has been published bv
Macrae Smith.

Harold Ross, the famous editor of “The New Yorker’
magazine, once said that Ken Purdy was the most brilliant
young editor in this country.

ARGOSY also notes with pride the successful culmination
of its campaign to help save the famous frigate.*Con-
stcllatwn. from an earlv and watery grave. Last January
we ran on our cover a painting of the Constellation fighting
the French /,7nsurgente. together with an article about the
present disreputable condition of the wvessel that fought
the first naval engagement of the United Stales Navy. | had
the great privilege of presenting our painting to President
Eisenhower and read in last week's paper that he had signed
as law a bill assuring snug harbor and perpetual care for
one of America’s most famous fighting ships. The Constel-
lation is presently docked at Boston but will eventually
be berthed permanently in Baltimore where she was
launched. o o e

ARGOSY



Amazing

Genuine
COATED LENSES

Offer

for

This

ARGOSY

Readers

Y AREA

MAGNIFICATION

iIs what

you see with
the naked eye

FINE LEATHER CASE!

This magnificent nirf i> truly hii achievement iti ik«*
leather-crnfler** art Made
genuine lexther
with harmonizing smelting and snap closure
>our I'OWKItIIOI'SK
gritue.
your order for the now |'<m KItIIOt'SK [tiuo«ular» with
ionletl lelises'

enlrvi.% ul Supple Suit
Itutulifully linl-licl in a golden lan
Protects
binoculars .iguliist rain. ilu*t.
Your* AItStIlLI'TKLY FKKK ul cxira iust with

>

SAVE $7.00

DIRECT
FROM
IMPORTER
TO YOU

SEE UP TO 20 MILES AWAY!

IMPORTED FROM

*"GERMANY

RUSH for FREE TRIALI,

THORESENS, Dept. 33-M-6

352 Fourth Avenue, New York 10, N. Y.
RUSH 1 POWERHOUSE with cose at 4.98,
Day FREE Trial—Money Back Guarantee.
Q 4.98 enclosed. Send oil charges prepaid.
~ Send C.0.D. plus postal charges.

Address

Town State

CANADIANS: Save Tariff. Send
Thoresan Co., 45 St. James St.,
33-M-6. Montreol 1, Qua.

orders

NOVEMBER, 1954

West, Dept.

on 5 )

Lifetime bargain! TIOHKSKN world's greatest importer
of Centum binocular* bring* you famous, nationally ad-
vertised 'OW KKIHII'SK ItiuiM tiinr.i at an unbelievably low
price! NOT another crude Jap model!l NOT a toy! NUT

[ 7 hut PX Area Magnification! The pride and
joy of every red blooded hunter. fisherman. sports eiitho-
alaaf TIIOItKHKN ami only TIHOItKHKN brings it dlreit
to you for a mere | PX. tax paid!

TRIUMPH OF GERMAN INOU8BTRY

The I'OW KltllursK Is made Iti Cermaiiy world's out-
standing producer of iiuulity optleu, thiol camera* micro-
Mope*. binocular*! tiermau know how ami auperh workman-
»hip are reflected in the many feature* of famou* I"OM'KH-
IMil SK. Here are a few 1 Ureal Structural Strength
without tiritis: weight Only !» oume*! 2 Aluminum t'en
let-post focusing for J* i>o>tion> sharp viewing! fen-
ter-Hinge swivels for fur-aparl or close apart eye*.
1 t'rlsp. .Modern Design shown In reduced site altove.
u Fast focusing with Urlp-Ka»y center wheel. t> 1lisclt
luminosity anil fOATKIt objective len»e* give you viewing
even in muonlight

Costly Lenses COATED for Super-Views!

The turnernil OIMKCTIYK lenses are the crownine achieve-
ment of the "M year old Herman firm! Far different indeed,
from ihe moulded plastic kind stamped out by the million
Tlie objectives are Magnesium Fluoride foaled to control
glare an expensive, precision process found only In ex-
pensive binoculars! Not stamped out hy the million! Kuril
uml every len* Is tiHO I'N1) to high tolerances, then cheeked
for accuracy. This takes much longer, coats 0 to :»| times
more! 1ill It*» worth it! You get tUYHTAL-t'LKAIt view
lug Your eye* don't suffer tlie strain of excessive distor-
tion and "ghu'i' image* »o common In cheap binocular*.

Mere you to spend fJ-Yuu. we could not give you better
quality Icn»e»!

Mafic of American Dollar

Makes This Value Possible
In le«s than In month* THOKESEN has sold close lo
®00.000 binocular* making it the greatest imiuirter of
Ucrmuii binoculars in the worhl! Tills Immense volume.
|diu the magic of the American dollar, enables us to buy
al far less sell for less! (Jet your POWERHOUSE
now at our low Introductory priir of 4.98. tax paid,
im hiding handsome carrying case.

SEEING IS BELIEVING!

Try Powerhouse at OUR risk!
tine look thru the POWERHOUSE will convince you
of it* superb quality That's why we want to send one
lo you on FREE TRIAL for 3 day* t'sc it on hunting
or fishing trips. 1'sc it ut races on trips for bird watch-
ing Always have u ringside seal al boxing matches! Then
if you don't think this is the GREATEST binocular
value of the last IP year.- return It for full refund -no

questions uskrd*
LIMITED OFFER!
Order at once

Only about 100.000 POWERHOUSES ran he produced
Ild* year, due to the high maiiufniluriug standard*. To
he fair lo all. we are forced to place a limit of ONE
binocular per reader. Send rouimu today to ensure your*!

THORESEN'S
352 Fourth Avenue. Dept. 33-M-6. New York 10. N. Y.
CANADIANS: Order direct from our Montreal plant:
THORESEN CO . 45 St James St West. Oept. 33-M-fi.
Montreal |. Que. Same price and guarantee. (No extra
for Tariff.)
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Warm Hunter
Shoots Better!

The Place: Big I"eech Lake, Northern Minne-
sota, during cold November weather.

The Set-tipi Two equally matched marksmen
shoot from the same blind. One wears heavy
hunting cloves—the other, a heated Jon-e
Muff buckled around his waist.

The Result: 80% of the time that a ‘w'single*
decoys in, the man wearing the Jon-e Muff
drops it first! (During tests, hunters wore
Muff and gloves on alternate days.)
Conclusion: 1. Heavy gloves are not enough to
keep a hunter warm in cold weather, are too
cumbersome, too slow for fast, accurate shoot-
ing. 2. A Jon-e Muff keeps a hunter’s hands
and wrists warm and instantly free for action,
his muscles relaxed, his reflexes faster. Best
ofall, he’s comfortable!

Pin* Feature: After picking up wet, icy de-
coys, it’s luxury to tuck your chilled hands
back into the heated Muffas your boat heads
for camp.

For Saturdays spent in a frigid football
stadium, ?/our wife will give three cheers for
the smartly styled Jon-e Muff, too! See it at
your sporting goods dealers NOW.

Let JON-E PRODUCTS keep you
warm in cold weather, too!

NEW JON-E MUFF

Built in zipper pocket
holds heated Jon-e
Warmer. For sportsmen,
football fans. Adjustable
strap hangs around neck
or buckles around waist.
Red, water resistant pop-
lin, 100% wool lined.

$350

BODY BELT

Holds 2 Standard size
Jon-e Warmers over
kidneys. W earovercloth-
ing. Keeps entire body
warm. Adjustable belt
fits everyone. A must for
ice-fishermen, hunters,
farmerf. Colorfast, scar-
let red.

$195

1 mOfbk. NEW

«*
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JON-E
WARMERS

Heat without flame.
Chrome-plated and pol-
ished with flannel carry-
ing bag.5tond. size heats
all day long on 1 filling
of fluid. Giant size, for 2
full days. Fully guaran-
teed.

$295 (Giant 54.95)

JON-E FLUID

Faster lighting, longer
lasting. (For substitute
fuels see directions with
each warmer.

8-0z. can 45c,

n
l6-ox. 7SC.

Al yovr (porting goodi dealer ct order direel,

ALADDIN LABORATORIES, INC.
pt-pl. All 419 S. 6 SL, Minneapolis. Minn.

» Pack the damn Hung securely against
rough handling, Mr. Hanson, ship it via
Railway Express to Back Talk Editor,
Argosy, 205 East 42nd Street, New York
17. Your subscription for two years to
the world’s finest man’s magazine has
been entered, effective with the October
issue. Not only have we always wanted a
Densinore discarded by an lowa banker,
but we need something to match some of
the handwriting found on Back Talk
letters.

BEER, FAT AND TEXANS

In your August Back Talk a gent by
name of E. E. Hudgens wrote a few nasty
remarks about Texas and the beer here.
Also something about Texans being loud-
mouthed.

As for Missouri (Hudgens’ home) |
would prefer the sorriest corner of the
West Texas desert to it. Instead of the
so-called mixed drinks served in Missouri.
I’d prefer a glass of tea: it’s stronger.
Texans loudmouthed? There is a geek

from Missouri who hasn’t closed his
mouth since his first visit to Washington,
hasn’t said anything yet. and hasn’t shut
up yet. Your magazine is fine.

R. F. Hki.i.ingh U s«\
Monahans. Tex.

Apparently some confusion exists in
the minds of your readers as to the height
of bars in the Republic of Texas. Fact
is, our bars are no taller than those in
any other nation. It is the smallness of
the people that causes our bars to ap-
pear so tall, when they step up to drink.

Let me assure Mr. Hudgens of Kansas
City, Mo., that if he will step into any
Texas bar and repeat his remarks pub-
lished in August Back Talk he will gain
a fresh perspective—from flat on his
back on the barroom floor.

C. D. (Neil) Manx
Fort Worth. Tex.

In your latest April issue was a storv
entitled “Drink Beer and Lose Weight.”
by Ruth West. 1don’t believe Miss West
is aware of the evils of achol (sic). . ..
Ask her to count the homes broken up
by the main topic of her article. ... She
must shoulder the blame for past and
future auto accidents and broken homes.
It may be her fault if a child is hit hv a
car.

Ask her for me if she can sleep nights
with that in mind. . . .

Karen M. Lawrence

South Bend. Ind.

* If e have examined Ruth IPesl’s shoul-
ders and don’t believe they deserve to
rarry the blame for a single auto acci-
dent or driving anyone to drink, although,
of course, all ladies reserve the right to
break up homes (with or without achol)
if they wish.

BUGGIES ARE FUN, MAN SAYS

In March you had a fine article by
Ralph Stein on “How to Buy a Used
Car.” cleverly illustrated by him. |
didn’t see this article until after 1’d been
exposed to all the hazards he described
as characteristic of the freshmen con-
verts to sports cars; last January |
accpiired two MGs. one a Model TC
supercharged. Exactly as Stein wrote, |
had been a fascinated reader of the
classified ads on sports cars before taking
the plunge. The main reason for my
letter, though, is this coincidence: the
-ample advertisement reproduced as one
illustration for Ralph’s article, a classi-
fied clipping captioned Dream Stuff,
actually listed the two MGs | acquired
shortly before. . . . This same ad. orig-
inally in the New York Times, was what
finally made me a sports-car addict!
Ralph rang the bell. . . . these buggies
are fun!

Eric Fleming
New Brunswick. N. J.
(Continued on page 10)

Mrs. Fleming drives “Wee Beastie.” husband's supercharged 1947 MG-TC.
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Hunting and Fishing

WITH LARRY KOLLER

DON’Il STICK THAT DEER: A»u can pel yourself into needle-* trouble
by rushing up to a downed buck with your hunting knife, ready to im-
part the coup de (trace. For one thing, your buck may not be dead and
he can give you a real going over with sharp hoofs and antlers if there's
a spark of life left in him. For another thing, if he's dead—and you
shouldn’t approach him if he isn’t— it won't do a hit of good to either
cut his throat or stick him in tile brisket with your knife. Once the heart
action ceases there’s no further bleeding, so your effort* will be wasted.
Furthermore, any unnecessary slashing with the knife will make the
taxidermist’s work tougher if you decide to mount .lie head. As a rule,
the animal will bleed properly from the wound which put him down,
so there's no great need for slicking. You'll do a proper job on the
carcass if you field-dress it as soon as possible, then bang it to drain.

CHECK SHOTGUN PATTERNS: If you're not sure if you have a long-
range duck gun or not. there’s a fairly simple way to find out. Take your
gun out to a firing range and set up a big piece of wrapping paper on a
temporary backstop—an old barn door is as good as any. Step back
sixty yards and fire one of your favorite duck loads to cover the paper.
Prepare beforehand some cutouts of a flying duck or goose made of stiff
paper or cardboard. Lay these at random over the pattern spread and
check the number of pellets each will cover. If the profiles won't cover
at least five or six shot holes consistently at this range you just don’t
have a long-range duck gun.

KEEP YOUR EAES ON THE GAME: Most big game, deer in par-
ticular. have the nasty habit of blending perfectly into the background,
due largely to nature’s protective coloration during the hunting season.
Thus, once you sight that buck moving toward your stand, don’t drop
your eyes to your rifle action to check the safety—or anything el*e. The
abrupt change in eye focus will make it difficult for you to pick up the
deer again. Once you take your eyes off the target, it may not be possible
to find it again, especially if you’re hunting in typical eastern deer cover.
It’s important to he so familiar with your weapon that you can check it
by feel alone, without taking eyes off the game.

GET AN ASSIST ON GAME CALLS: When you buy a new duck or
crow call, get an experienced hunting pal to check on your performance
after you get a reasonable distance apart. Aour virtuosity on the caller
may sound great to your own ears but may sound like the cries of a
banshee a hundred yards away. The important thing is to make the call
sound natural. This you can do by practice and adjusting the reed.

EMERGENCY FIRE STARTER: It sometimes happens that you’ll be
out in the woods without matches or lighter to start a fire. If you're
hunting big game—and carrying a center-fire rifle—there isn’t much
problem in getting a flame going. First, prepare your tinder—pine
needles, dry leaves, birch bark—and have a supply of small stuff at ham)
to keep it going. Next, pry the bullet out of a cartridge between two
rocks and dump most of the powder on the tinder. Then tear off a small
piece of your handkerchief or shirttail and stuff it into the cartridge
case. Insert this in the chamber and fire the rifle. The rag will smoke,
and careful blowing will gel a good glow. This, when dropped on the
unburned powder on your tinder, will burst into flame. o o
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For men of action

—ounce for ounce
it costs no more to look
and feel your best!

\%
AFTER SHAVE\V

LOTION

In handy-grip pinch VAA
bottle. Cooling. |
soothing, perfect L

for use before and

after electric shave!
5 oz. size S1.00o0iustox \

2close Shac
YERAVWAS
Spteads Faster
Softens Quicker
Shaves Closer

Rinses Easier



PENNZOIL

ftssy n

UNLOCKS
HORSEPOWER

* ENDS WINTER SLUDGE PROBLEMS!
e STARTS FAST! PROLONGS BATTERY LIFE!
e STOPS VALVE LIFTER RUSTING!

* ELIMINATES VALVE NOISE!

NO EXTRA COST!
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FILE 13—PEOPLE WHO
WOULD LIMIT THE USE OF SEX

Have just read your article on Tokyo’s
sex by Dick Tregaskis in the July issue.
Thought your magazine was for men. not
boys.* My husband aid | have nothing
against Sex. We have three children with
a fourth on the way.** Tf it didn’t disgust
me so much (your story), I'd laugh!
American men love the American Woman
because she is not and would never be a
prostitute, polite or otherwise.*** All |
have to say is your boy Richard is pretty
hard up . . . forward this letter to him. |
know we American women are pam-
pered; my husband just bought me a fur
coat and | didn’t need it merely to keep
warm.# | leave you now. just a buxom,

large-eyed lass, forgive mistakes; I'm
also stupid. ¢

Mrs. W. T. Bauer
St. Louis. Mo.

P.S.—My husband, a MAN. agrees with
me.##

« We have been obliged to annotate Mrs.
Bauer's breezy letter, which we appre-
ciate, to keep points in order and answer,
respectively if not respectfully:
*Boys should have all the fun?
** Congratulations.
***Never? This does not check
worth a hoot with municipal, state
and national police and/or uplift
societies’ statistics on the number of
prostitutes operating in America, as
all over the world since time began.
ffAre you making a point, or just
bragging?
jfifLady, we leap to your defense;
your husband should not call you
stupid when you are in no condition
to hit him back.

Tregaskis’ article is sickening, disgust-
ingly true. But we ought to be ashamed

that such “goings on” are allowed any-
where, instead of bragging about it as
he did. A sad and discouraging truth.
Sex is sacred and not meant to be used
so freely. . ..

Mary A. ITusser
Minneiska. Minn.

« Stop. For dangerous ideas that might
influence public thought, and possibly
the country’s legislation, Mary is hereby
forever barred and banned from making
statements on the sacred subject oj sex in
Argosy’s Back Talk.

THAT WAR

Recalling the story “McCorkhill’s Pri-
vate War.” (January) and Messrs. Fra-
zee’s and Bibb’s letters (July Back Talk)
on relative battle strengtli of the United
States and the Confederate States armies
during the Civil War:

One point neither gentleman mentioned
was that the Ginfederacy had a different
method of computation. . . . Only actual
combat effectives were counted in the
Rebel Army. e.g.. riflemen, artillerymen,
cavalry, etc. But the Federal Army, as it
does today, counted every man on the
payroll, including clerks, cooks, bakers,
orderlies and officers. . . . The count
method made the Rebels seem much
weaker than they actually were. As for
the editor asking who really won the
Civil War. | can only say that. . . .

Ed Green
Rochester. N. Y.

e You, too, may join Miss Husser in
silence, although your ban will not be
permanent.

GAFF FOR HEMINGWAY

| seen this poem in a magazine called
“Atlantic Monthly” in a dentist’s office
while | was waiting to have a tooth pulled.
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It made me forget the tooth, for twenty
minutes, trying to figure out if this fellow
Archibald is for or against Hemingway.
(See June Argosy). | decided he is neu-
tral, but has been smitten with the fisher-
man’s bug—Ilike Hemingway himself and
a lot of other good men. 1°d like to know

if I’'m wrong. . .. Here it is:
POEMS*
bv Archibald MacL tish
POET

For Ernest Hemingway
There must be
Moments when we see right through
Although we say we can't. | knew
A fisher who could lean and look
Blind into dazzle on the sea
And strike into that fire his hook,
Far under, and lean back and laugh
And let the line run out, and reel
What rod could weigh nor line
could feel—
The heavy silver of his wish,
And when the reel-spool faltered,
kneel
And with a fumbling hand that shook,
Boat, all bloody from the gaff,
A shivering fish.
Homer Blakeston

Pittsburg, Kan.

* Homer, we don't know of a better time
to be neutral than right now.

MORE APESWEAT

Reference to “Apesweat on Thule,” |
feel as sorry as you do for those guys up
there, but what about the forgotten men
—Ilike us, who also scream “I hate this
goddam place!” Many people bemoan
the terrible Greenland winters but who
ever cries over the Kansas summers? . . .
Just as bad in a different way. You can’t
even buy a decent beer here.

Ed, KJ.. K.F.. Dave. Othal
Forbes AFB. Topeka. Kan.

« |Fell, we could just scream, too.

We thank you with all the apesweat CALVERT SATISFIES like no other whiskey.
we can muster here on The Rock where - . A
Frank Harvey got his story. His enthu- So for a surprising whiskey treat that’s rich in flavor . . .
siastic, eye-opening article was by far yet soft to your taste and smooth all the way down
the most—interesting and truthful—ever ... drink Calvert Reserve. Your first swallow will tell
read by we Thuleites. .. . Therefore we you why Calvert is now one of the two largest-selling

await your return engagement with a
promise of hot C-rations and skilled
Honey dippers. Respectfully,

A/lc Leon Royce, Al/lc Chester

whiskies in the world. Just try it!

SEND YOUR NAME and address with $1 to

Hiatt. APO 23. Thule Calvert, Box 5068- AR, Chicago, 111, for four
’ de luxe “Lo-Ball” Glasses hand-carved with
SURVEYOR'S MYSTERY your last-name initial. (Print Plainly.)
Enjoyed Jerome Ellison’s “The Green (Offer void if taxed, prohibited, or otherwise restricted by state or
Tower Mystery” very much . . . but he municipal laws. Limited to U.S.A,, its territories and possessions. Deliv-
injected another mystery. Where did the ery of glasses takes about four weeks. Offer expires Dec. 31, 1954.)

hero get a surveyor’s rod graduated in
1/100ths inches? A surveyor uses a rod
graduated in feet and 1/100ths of a foot.

Wm. A Johnson

Tucson. Ariz. Com pare and yOU'”

Leave it to Argosy editors to find
authors with a new twist . . . “Green . V
Tower Mystery” . . . the hero is a man switch to

with a head the same thickness as your

magazine. WHliy? So he could stick that

head in be'ween the compass and eye- BLENDED WHISKEY-86.8 PROOF—65% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIR1TS-CALVERT DISTILLERS CO., N.Y.C.
«From Atlantic Monthly, July '54.
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“All that oil
not a drop

in Texas . and
in my crankcase!”

Doctor drives over 200 miles
with NO OIL in crankcase!

‘ Before driving from San Antonio. Texas to Nash-
ville. Tcnn..” ‘writes Dr. W. F. Buckley of Mari-
etta. Ohio. "I stopped for gas. an oil change and a
grease job. That night. | drove hard to Dallas, over
200 miles away. My dashlights were off and. since
the motor didn't overheat. | did not check n&y oil
pressure. Imagine my surprise when 1 found the
station attendant in San Antonio had drained all
the old oil. but bad not added any new! My car
had been lubricated for 200 miles only by the thin,
protective Pyroil film which had remained in the
engine. And | can truthfully say that my engine
was unhurt in any way—thanks to Pyroil!”*

This was a freak situation ... in all probability,
your engine will never have to undergo such a
grueling test. Yet Dr. Buckley's experience does
emphasize the fact that, herculean task or normal
driving. Pyroil will keep your car running smoother
longer, and for veral little money. Use Pyroil “A”
in the gasoline and Pyroil "B’ in the crankcase.

World’s First Additives,
Always the World’s Finest!

PYROIL "A”
Complete Upper Engine

Lubrication Only 25c

PYROIL "B”

Complete Crankcase
Treatment Only 79c

Save on larger sizes: Pints
98¢, Quarts $1.69, Gallons
$5.75, 5 Gallons $27.00

* Prevent pre-ignition and dry starting * Free
hydraulic valve lifts * Protect against rust, fric-
tion, acid corrosion * Lubricate all vital engine
parts * Save gasoline, cut maintenance costs
» Increase compression, restore power e Clean
out sludge, prolong engine life

IT PAYS TO PYROILIZE!

For summer-smooth driving all winter long
New Winter FROSTFREE PYROIL “A” and “B"
40° Below Zero Protection!

Pyroil Frostfree “A” — gasoline anti-freeze
and upper engine lubricant

Pyroil Frostfree "B” — crankcase super-lu-
bricant plus anti-condensation

THE PERFECT PAIR FOR MOTOR CARE!

Sold by leading gasoline stations, garages and auto-
motive stores in Canada. Cuba and most foreign
countries. Write for descriptive literature.

*This is just one of hundreds of testimonials on

file at Pyroil's main offices and available for

inspection.

PYROIL COMPANY, INC., 274 PYROIL BLDG.,,
LA CROSSE, WISCONSIN

piece on a transit ami lake a reading
straight up (page 70. August). Mighty
handy, them wafer-heads.

Bud Kimes
Kansas City. Kan.

» Thank you.

PIGGYBACK

Letter of Cpl. David F. Jones. Far East
(August Back Talk! comes to my atten-
tion. The practice of truck trailers being
loaded on modified railroad flatcars for
the long haul lias been successfully tried
out by a lot more than the two roads he
mentioned: at least half a dozen lines,
with the list growing. . . . And if the
truckers and railroads can get together
on splitting the swag—with ICC sanc-
tion—you may shout hallelujah.

This compromise solution and not-too-
well-known improvement in the midst of
a bitter battle will surely solve most of
the problem of truckers running rubber-
tired locomotives on our highways.
The argument pro and con gets fairly
senseless at times, both the trucks and
railroads being here to stay. . . . Com-
mercialism aside, ask the military if
they want to dispense with either. The
idea, of course, that trucks pay in taxes
more than a fraction of the total cost of
pavement they destroy with their ungodly
loads per axle, is ridiculous. . . .

The new flatcars truck-trailers freight
has been christened “Piggyback" service,
some years ago. The entry of General
Motors into this field, the very boys who
shoved the diesel down many a die-hard
railroader's throat, means it is no pass-
ing fancy. If the public (some of your
Argosy letter writers, for instance) will
twist the ICC’s tail in Washington, D.C,,

as well as that of either party obstructing
the general spread of this new rail-high-
way system, wherein each accuses the
other of wanting to grab an undue share
of money, we would quickly get the
monkey off our backs In the national
highway dilemma.

CilydeCarley
Broken Arrow. Okla.

EDITOR'S NOTE:

Archie Robertson, author of “World’s
Wackiest Fish” (September) wishes to
chill the following beef: On seeing proof
(too late to correct ) on the Siamese fish
story, note that the byline giving me
credit for the photos is wrong. The top-
left picture (page 50) was by Gene Wolf-
sheimer of Washington. D.C.. others by
Suralhoen Bunnag of Bangkok, taken
especially for this article. In the com-
plete rewriting apparently done on my
story at Argosy, a charming little fish was
described as "a shntoo. or . . . the Bald
Iggle of Lower Slobbovia." and is then,
willl iiit*liable consequences, compared
directly to the facial expressions of the
Siamese people. ... The Mutual Security
Agency was incorrectly called part of the
1).\. Food & Agriculture Organization:
actually, now titled Foreign Operations
Adiniuislration. it is part of the 1J.S. gov-
ernment. . . . The whole story in rewrite
was hammed up and loaded with sour
notes and poor taste which | never put
there. ... It used to he a nice story.

Archie Robertson

Brooklyn. N. 1.

« Editor's L' Envoi (French for Vaya con
Diosl: Ifr print Archie's letter that hr
may keep his record straight uitli read-
ers, not as criticism uj previous editors in
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chinge oj the September issue. To the
Siamese people who might take offense
where none was intended, please be re-
minded that the shrnoo is loved in
America as a symbol of goodness and lots
of it.

FIGHT IN ALASKA

Big thrill with nostalgic memories to
read Larry Koller’s story. “Alaska’s
Gentleman Scrapper.” in August. | was
with the 18th Engineer Combat Regiment
assigned to construction of the Alcan
Highway, arrived at Whitehorse. Yukon
Territory in March. 1942. Surprised to
learn we would work out of Whitehorse
as far north as the Donjek River. Fished
one virgin stream after another . . .
streams near our camps with grayling
by the hundreds. One wash-back lake off
a small river had grayling actually jump-
ing out of the water by the hundreds,
hungry .. . unbelievable to see. A fresh-
water fisherman. 1 don't hesitate to say
that 1’d just as soon tie into a medium-
size grayling as a large trout of the stock

A portrait of a satisfied fisherman

variety found around Philadelphia here.
No better description than Larry’s, to call
them “gentlemen.”

Enclosed is a picture 1 sent to my wife
which she still refuses to believe. She
hasn’t read your article yet. so 1 still
hope to convince her even after twelve
years. I'm going back for a vacation
some day with the "gentlemen fish.”

Sam Mickle
Philadelphia. Pa.e

* Mrs. .Mickle will kindly take our word
jor it that this snapshot oj Sam and the
polite fish is as authentic as ever we saw.
and that the look on Sam's face convinces
us iold experts on fishermen's grins) that
nobody else but Sam had anything to do
with the catch. o o e

NOVEMBER, 1954

LEFT HANDED SHOOTERS

Pick up your Ithaca FEATHERLIGHT Repeater—
note the solid top and sides for your safety. The gun
for left or right handed shooters! For left handers the
FEATHERLIGHT can be ordered with LEFT HANDED
SAFETY at no extra cost.

Bottom ejection protects your face and arms. You'll
also get the thanks of the shooter next to you for not
throwing shells at him.

Bottom ejection keeps out rain, sleet, snow, and dirt—
protects the action of your FEATHERLIGHT.

Double protection—for you and your gun. Shoot an
Ithaca FEATHERLIGHT Repeater.

Send 10c for shoot- SINCE 1880

ing tips and gun
information.

GIVE BLOOD!

THE PIPE SMOKER'S DREAM COME TRUE

£o&uf, Pijzejjul Proved, . . .

« NO BREAKING IN!

« READY-MADE CAKE!

« DOUBLE COOLING ACTION!

« CANNOT BURN THROUGH!

« FEATHER-WEIGHT!

*« FLAT BASE. WILL NOT TIP!

¢ FINEST QUALITY IMPORTED BRIAR!
« INTERCHANGEABLE CERAMIC

DR. PHILIP'S PIPE
is the best!

ITHACA GUN CO., Inc

CALL YOUR RED CROSS CHAPTER TODAY

FILTER BOWLS! | QUALITY ACENCY

The ideal plpe for the STEADY SMOKER Box 683 Grand Central Station. New York 17. N. V.

and especially the NEW SMOKER.
Smokes dryer, cooler, cleaner. Ceramic
bowls are interchangeable. Each pipe
comes with FOUR extra bowls!

SHORT SMOKE MODEL ONLY $4.50
LONG SMOKE MODEL ONLY 5.50

| | enclose $.... ...
I | have checked below.

| Q LONG SMOKE MODEL plus 4 EXTRA BOWLS <&

| NAME

| Please send me postpaid R or. Philip's pipe

is).

weveeeeet0 coOver the cost of the pipe

H SHORT SMOKE MODEL plus 4 EXTRA BOWLS @ $4.50

9.s0

(Both come with four extra bowls)

If not satisfied that this is the most amaz- ADDRESS

ing pipe you have ever owned, return
within ten days and your money will be
refunded!

I ciTy one
. fSorry. no C.0.D.'tl

oo STATE e,
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Maybe Cls in Europe could keep away from Texas insurance, over-

priced liquor and slot machines in their service clubs. But they couldn’t
very well stay out of the PX, and there the little band of crooks called
The Combination was rooking them with the biggest swindle of all

director of the U. S. armed services’ European

Exchange System, found himself in the happy
position of having more stuff on hand than his customers
could buy. The EES is, of course, purveyor to our troops
in Europe of a vast variety of things from chewing gum
to automobiles—including, for service men and women
and their families who do not eat in GI mess halls, food.

N OT long ago Mr. David Sokolow. merchandising

NOVEMBER, 1954

On this occasion it was food that Mr. Sokolow had too
much of—food like sugar and coffee. He had too much
of it, in fact, to the extent of some $1,500,000, wholesale.

Now. to any ordinary merchant an overstock of this
magnitude would be cause for concern, if not for alarm.
But Mr. Sokolow is no ordinary merchant. Besides be-
ing merchandising director for EES he was its chief legal
officer, widely regarded as having one of the brightest
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legal minds in the System, and he had been largely in-
strumental in establishing the European PX setup. The
EES is no ordinary business, either. It enjoys virtually
a captive clientele in the hundreds of thousands of Amer-
ican service personnel stationed in Europe. In Germany,
where most of its establishments are, it also enjoys the
presence of a citizenry around its stores eager to take off
its hands any overstocked items that can be had at a
reasonable price, particularly such items as sugar and
coffee. Nobody knew better than Mr. Sokolow that any
time he had too much food in stock, plenty of local busi-
nessmen stood ready to help him get rid of it.

Shortly after the existence of this surplus became ap-
parent, therefore, according to testimony later given
before the U. S. High Commissioner’s Court, Mr. Henry
deVarinay, a former employe of the Army’s Criminal
Investigation Division, conferred with a wealthy busi-
nessman named Friedrich Bohne about disposing of it.
DeVarinay, according to the Court record, told Herr
Bohne that he could have the stuff, all right, provided
he would pay to Mr. Sokolow and Nelson Bretts,
Sokolow’s assistant, a fee equal to ten per cent of the
sales price. They settled on the amount of S140.000.
Herr Bohne, however, was a very correct German man
of business. He had no objections to paying a bribe, but
he was unhappy at the thought that if he tried to deduct
this considerable sum on his tax statements as a business
expense, the tax authorities would disallow it. To protect
himelf against this distressing eventuality, therefore, he
called a meeting at his home of a select group of Ger-
man officials, including a tax commissioner.

At this meeting it was agreed that bribe is an ugly
word, and further, that a bribe is not a deductible item
under German tax law. By common consent it was de-
cided, therefore, that Bohne’s fee to Sokolow and Bretts
and company should be written off as “damages.” So
Herr Bohne bought S1.500,000 worth of foodstuffs, paid
Sokolow and Bretts their $140,000 and wrote it off as
“damages,” and everybody was happy.

Everybody, that is, except the German tax authorities,
who must have been at least a little uneasy about the
whole deal, for thev eventually reneged on it. This, in
turn, caused Mr. Bohne to yell to high heaven, and then

to tell his story in the U. S. High Commissioner’s Court.
In doing so he described probably the biggest single
hunk of graft that has so far come to light out of the de-
vious doings of our armed services’ European Exchange
System, but by no means the only one. The Bohne deal is
just one of the more conspicuous rotten apples to come
out of a barrel that’s loaded with them.

Rackets? Consider liquor. The best way to find out
about the whiskey business, | decided, was to talk to
Floyd Oliphant, an ex-Army colonel who heads the U.S.
Army in Europe’s Class VI (liquor) supplies. | knew
that the price structure left ample room in which graft-
ers could maneuver. The Army’s procurement officers
were paying, roughly, a dollar a bottle for whiskey—
the price was low because it was tax free—but Were
selling it to the boys at $3.25 a bottle. Now a markup
of 225 per cent didn't seem quite fair, even if the
profits did go to a worthy organization known as the
Welfare Fund. | knewl also that certain commission
merchants were drawing as much as a dollar a bottle
for commission and warehousing on sales of 35.000
cases a month. | wanted to find out how much such
commissions raised the retail price.

Oliphant’s office is on a railroad siding about one
mile from the headquarters building in Heidelberg. A
dapper, brisk man of about fifty, he greeted me with
an effusiveness that would have done credit to a
cemetery-plot salesman. “\\ hat can 1 do for you?” he
beamed, as though nothing would give him greater
pleasure than to fulfill my every desire.

1told him that | would like to have some information
about his liquor business. | wanted to know, for exam-
ple, the European Command's dollar volume of busi-
ness, the prices paid for the various brands, how much
was written off for expenses, how much for commissions,
who the commission men were, and how much was
turned over to the Melfare Fund.

Oliphant’s cheerful face dropped like a mask. “Hold
on a minute, friend.” he said severely. “You’ll get no
information from me.”

“And why not?”

“Because all information regarding liquor sales in the
Army is classified.” [Continued on i>age 18)

At left: Nelson Bretts, on leaving the PX system, got a medal. Right, David Sokolow, ex-PX legal eagle.
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| pointed out that as an accredited
correspondent 1 was cleared by the De-
partment of Defense to receive such clas-
sified information. Well, now it seemed
it wasn’t exactly because the information
was classified that he refused to talk;
really, it was more because he did not
want people back home to know that
liguor was made available to the troops.

“You mean,” | said with some astonish-
ment, “that if 1 were to write about sol-
diers drinking whiskey it would come as
a surprise to the people back home?”

This was exactly what he meant. It
might even bring a flood of letters from
the Women’s Christian Temperance Un-
ion and crackpots like them.

He finally decided that if a represent-
ative of the Army’s public information
office and one from the supply section
were present, he would be more inclined
to talk. The supply section sent a colonel.
The public information office was repre-
sented by a civilian employe. The simple
interview was now a stately conference.
My first question was. “Where are you
from in the states, Mr. Oliphant?"

“Not so fast,” he replied. “I’'m not re-
quired to give you any more than my
name, rank and serial number.”

The two Army representatives looked
pained. The press officer said that his
office had no objection to Mr. Oliphant
being interviewed; in fact, they stood
ready to assist the press in gathering facts,
whether these facts were complimentary
or not. They had no authority, however,
to order Mr. Oliphant to proceed with
the interview.

“I'm not afraid of being interviewed
by you.” Mr. Oliphant said boldly. “I
don't mind telling the whole world that
I run the most honest operation in this
man’s Army.”

As | made notes | read aloud for Mr.
Oliphant’s benefit: “He claims to run
the most honest operation in the Army,
Imt he’s afraid to let the public look at
it."

“1 never said that.” he fairly screamed.

“l was merely noting down your ac-
tions as well as your words.”

HAT ended the interview. | do not

know whether the information | later
uncovered from a source in the Criminal
Investigation Division of the Army had
anything to do with Mr. Oliphant’s nerv-
ousness. 1 was informed that the lady
who is now Mr. Oliphant’s wife had
been a highly successful liquor-company
representative. She was so. apparently,
until about two months before she and
Oliphant were married.

But pay-offs on surplus sales and a
225 per cent markup on liquor, al-
though they take a considerable bite
each year out of the unsuspecting ClI,
are only minor facets of the clipping he
has been getting from the PX. There
is an infinite variety of methods by
which the GI is taken to the cleaner’s
here. For example, take a simple item
like milk. The man who holds the
monopoly on the sale of this product to
the European PX system is a person-
able young ex-GI from Maynard,

Massachusetts, named Robert T. Mc-
Lane. By his own admission he has
made an awful lot of money in this busi-
ness—enough to keep a stable of race
horses running at the leading European
tracks. His major account is Sterovita.
largest dairy in Holland. Although he
has a glib longue and pleasing person-
ality, 1 would hazard a guess that it was
the $200,000 he slipped to just one of
the purchasing agents for the PX—a
sum representing five per cent of the
volume of business—that really clinched
the deal for him.

CLANE'S business background is
M about average for the PX crowd.
Shortly after the war he noted with inter-
est that diamonds could be bought cheap
in Belgium and sold dear in the United
States and his attempt to cash in on this
economic phenomenon finally brought
him a conviction in the United States
Federal Court in Massachusetts for
smuggling.

While delivering milk to the PX he
used specially designed vacuum-tank
trucks. The milk compartment, how-
ever, was small because all the space
around it was stuffed with black-market
coffee that he bought in Belgium at sixty
cents a pound and that sold on the
black market in Germany for eleven
dollars a pound. A single truck could
carry, in addition to its load of milk,
5,000 pounds of coffee bean. He got
these loads across the border by using
form EC69, an Allied export-import
certificate that the PX gave him stacks
of in blank.

While the profits in this enterprise
were enormous, there were also some
risks involved. The German customs
police finally caught up with him. But
the head of the legal department of the
American High Commissioner’s staff was
so moved by the plight of this fellow
American, who also happened to be a
poker-playing pal of his, that he wrote
a letter to the German D.A. demanding
McLane’s release. (This legal bleeding
heart is a C.I.A. agent in Germany now.)
The Germans convicted McLane anyway
and sentenced him to seven months im-
prisonment. Whereupon the master sales-
man slipped across the border.

One of the cute deals pulled by Mc-
Lane was his sale of chocolate milk to
the PX snack bars at 21.5 cents per
quart. The cartons in which the milk
was supplied were labeled: “Seven times
tested—pasteurized chocolate milk—min-
imum butter-fat content 2.6 per cent.”
The sale of this chocolate milk was at
the rate of 250,000 quarts a month. After
the milk had been on sale for several
months, independent tests of it were
made in several German laboratories.
The tests showed that the butter-fat con-
tent in the chocolate milk was actually
0.4 per cent—it was skim milk, obtain-
able in the market at the time for 6 cents
a quart. It cost Sterovita an additional
4 cents for chocolate flavoring, packaging
and handling. It doesnt take an arith-
metic giant to figure that Sterovita was
making 115 cents a quart profit—before,

that is. subtracting the cut for McLane’s
friends in the PX.

When the results of the laboratory
tests were made public, the embarrassed
PX authorities made a new agreement
with Sterovita, through McLane, so that
they paid 7 cents less a quart on future
orders (the PX price to the GI dropped
5 cents a quart). No effort was made by
the PX to recover the overcharges already
paid. As this is written McLane is still
one of the PX’s leading salesmen, with
a standing order for 900.000 quarts of
milk a month; and Sterovita. a company
that freely admits the payment of bribes
to PX executives, is still the leading
dairy supplier.

McLane's payoffs were handled in the
finest international tradition. He had a
number account in the Bank Fur Anlager
Werte of Zurich. For the benefit of the
uninitiated this is the system used by
international crooks, spies. Communist
agents and the like, to cloak their trans-
actions. The bank docs not know the
name of the depositor; it has only a num-
ber. The person holding the account
writes out the number in his own distinc-
tive way, thus furnishing a handwriting
sample as easy to compare as a signature.
McLane's number was 198426. His funds
funneled through this account and from
there through a Basel. Switzerland, agency
called Poputaris Tours, to the eventual
receiver. As a tourist agency. Popularis
ranks as one of the wonders of Swiss
banking. McLane, for example, might
telephone them to deliver 10.000 English
pounds to a given person at a given ad-
dress in England. At the proper time,
at the proper place, a doorbell would ring
and a man would hand an envelope to
the proper person. It would contain the
money. There would be no conversation,
no receipts signed. This exceptional tour-
ist agency furnishes this service in all
countries on the face of the globe and,
what is more, enjoys and deserves an
excellent reputation for prompt and hon-
est delivery. If any ordinary tourist ever
tried to use this part of Popularis' serv-
ice, he would probably be thrown out on
his ear.

The sample racket is used by the
directors of the Post Exchange for what
is known as honest graft. Suppose the
wife of one of the directors wants a
Persian lamb coat—as the wife of one
of them did, recently. The PX ordered
six $800 coats as samples to see whether
the line would sell. This was so expen-
sive an item that it didn’t move, so after
two weeks the price was cut sharply and
the coats were sold at a heavy loss. The
wife of the director picked up her bar-
gain at the cut rate. The loss was just
some more money that didn’t go to the
Welfare Fund.

HE Bohne case put an end to the PX

racketeering of Sokolow and Bretts,
but it didn’t do much more than that.
When Herr Bohne felt the painful bite
of the tax authorities and began singing.
Sokolow took off across the border, out
of the jurisdiction of U.S. courts in Ger-
many. Bretts was already in Switzerland,
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anil stayed there. DeVarinay stuck around
too long and was tried, convicted and sen-
tenced to a year and a half in jail. Said
the prosecutor, at the conclusion of the
trial: “I have only one regret and that is
that the corrupt Americans, Sokolow and
Bretts, are not in the defendant’s docK
with deVarinay. Permit me to assure the
court and the community that these men.
wherever they are. will be diligently pur-
sued and brought to justice.”

These are brave words, but it's doubt-
ful if they put any fear into Sokolow and
Bretts, who know that bribery is not an
extraditable offense and that tile Justice
Department takes the view that criminal
malversation of public funds, which is
an extraditable offense, does not cover
PX cases.

In the palmy days of Sokolow and
Bretts the "take.” or vigorisli, as the New
York gangster calls it. was a daily af-
fair. Instead of hit-and-run means of
snagging the illicit dollar, the top civilian
heads of the European Exchange System
set up a smoothly functioning business
organization, called by themselves, in fact,
the Combination. Sokolow was the
brains. As the system developed. Bretts
left—he was. incidentally, given a medal
for his good work in the PX—to become
the outside man. setting up the Progres-
sive Marketing Association of Vaduz.
Liechtenstein, and the Nora Corporation
of Zurich, Switzerland, so that he could
do business with his pals from the other
side of the fence. Bribes were put in a
central pot, divided and syphoned off into
number accounts in Switzerland. Ten of
these have already been traced, but the
Swiss banks refuse to certify them so
they can he used in criminal trials.

An ex-official in the PX setup told me,
“l was making my own graft and was
pretty happy at it when one of the big
operators came to me and asked if |
cared to join the combination. He said
I would have to kick in to the common
pot what | was making but that they
would open a number account for me in
Switzerland. My starting cut was to be
two hundred and fifty a week. The reason
1 didn't accept was because | was doing
better than that on my own. Besides, |
always felt that this particular guy was
something of a weak sister and if the
shoe ever pinched him he would squawk.”

The combine’s lake has been estimated
as ten per cent of the total value of the
goods they handled, making their income
roughly $8,000,000 a year. This was con-
firmed by their mode of living: penthouse
suites at the George V in Paris, yachts
on the Riviera, and racing stables.

The combination operated with the
smooth efficiency of big business. They
had three companies going so that when
one experienced difficulties in snagging
a big deal, or happened to be in a par-
ticularly bad odor at the moment, an-
other was substituted to grab off the con-
tract. The companies were Nura Limited.
Ocean Export Limited, and Progressive
Marketing Company. Nura Limited, lo-
cated at 10 Usteristrasse. Zurich, was an
inactive company when it was picked up
by Bretts. Bretts became its managing
director and he sold mountains of food-
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stuffs, radios, spitfire lighters and oluer
products to the PX. These sales accounted
for 99.9 per cent of Nura’s business. A
single meat sale was for $640,000. Nura
has made so much money that its pro-
ceeds have built the first two skyscrapers
in Switzerland.

| drove down to Zurich to speak with
one of Nura’s sales representatives who
has broken with the company. An in-
gratiating Swiss who was eager to give
me all possible information, he was also
a nervous informant. Swiss law holds
that if anyone discloses details about
these crooked transactions to a news-
paper man. he can be sent to a jail
for having violated the Commercial In-
telligence Law. a statute that has made
Switzerland a haven for spies, black
marketeers and shady operators. This
man said that, as Nura’s agent, he made
his first visit to PX Headquarters in
Nurenberg where he was personally re-
ceived with great honor. Buyers were
called and placed at his disposition.
Orders were signed without any fuss. He
was amazed at this fine reception and
attributed it to the force of his own per-
sonality. Only later did he learn that his
personality was a consideration distinctly
secondary to Nura’s peculiarly effective
setup. Almost every week end a director
of the Frankfurt Post Exchange, biggest
in Europe, would come to Zurich and
slay at Bretts’ apartment. The salesman
overheard them making many deals in
the cozy comfort of the living room. This
director later left his post to become a
sales representative of Bretts' Progressive
Marketing. The combine didn't only
profit on direct PX business, my man
said. One of the members augmented
bis income by smuggling 4.000.000 packs
of American cigarettes a month into
Germany through the use of PX import
certificates, much in the manner in which
Mcl.ane was able to run his coffee

smuggling business. This highly profit-
able racket lasted for several years.

That the PX is a breeding ground for
crooks is not surprising. A recent check
of its German civilian employes disclosed
that fifty per cent of them had police
records, mainly for prostitution and black
marketeering. Aside from the loose loot
lying around practically begging people
with light-fingered tendencies to help
themselves, the entire PX operates under
a minimum of control from outside
agencies. It is not an individual, nor
is it a partnership nor is it a corpora-
tion. It is sometimes described as an
instrumentality of the Army, but this is
not quite so. PX executives regularly
ignore the rules which bind government
agencies in buying and selling. They are
not bound by government regulations,
they say. because the PX receives no
money appropriated by Congress and
therefore is not subject to the laws which
Congress has set up to safeguard public
funds.

Can the looting that is now going on
in the PX be stopped? My answer, based
on dozens of interviews over a four-week
stretch with PX thieves who are now on
the outside and with some still on the
inside, as well as with honest members
of the PX, is that it cannot. Even with
the top members of the Combination
out of their jobs, it will not be hard for
the little grafter of today to become the
big one of tomorrow. All it takes is a
little brains, a little larceny and poor
control. And there’s no shortage of those
in the PX.

And then there’s insurance. The com-
panies selling life insurance to Gls in
Europe operate within the law, but may
well be found hiding behind some tech-
nicality when pay-off day comes around.
What makes the Gls’ deal worse is that
the Army authorities themselves have set
him up as a pigeon.



Il miler to make clear what the (11
is up against, it is necessary to set
forth a short lesson in insurance. Texas
has the most lax insurance laws in the
United States: companies there spring
up like weeds in a garbage dump. Some
of them are capitalized for as little as
$25,000. Others, which list more imposing
assets, may have taken a $10,000 piece
of real estate and arbitrarily given it a
value on their books of $500,000. These
things are not uncommon in Texas. The
weakness of many companies in that
state is such that any disaster, or even
a little bad luck, kills them oil like flies
in a cold snap. There are more failures
of life-insurance companies in Texas
than in all the rest of the forty-eight
states combined.

ERE’S a sample of the way some of

these outfits do business. The Nation-
al Educators Life Insurance Company, of
Fort Worth, sold Robert L. Jeffrey, then
a 17-year-old recruit in Camp Stoneman,
California, a $5,000 policy. The young
soldier paid his premiums regularly. He
went off to war in Korea. There he was
killed in action. The insurance company,
notified of his death by the Defense De-
partment. immediately issued a disclaim-
er of responsibility on the ground that
the application for the policy had not
been received by its home office, even
though the company had been regularly
cashing in the premiums. To show how
really fair it was, the company sent
Jeffrey’s premiums back to Army authori-
ties. Jeffrey’s father, a farmer of Hamil-
ton. Texas, refused to accept this as
proper settlement, whereupon a vice
president of the company visited him
and offered him $1,000 to settle his
claim in full, after which the elder Jeffrey
brought suit in the 17th District Court in
Texas. A jury handed down a verdict in
his favor. That was one claim the Na-
tional Educators Life Insurance Company
paid. But it is interesting to note that if
the senior Jeffrey had been a farmer in
Maine his case might never even have
come to trial. You can sue these com-
panies only in Texas.

The name of Texas figures very largely
in Cl insurance in Europe. USAREUR
Headquarters has permitted an organiza-
tion of Texas companies known as the
European Association of Life Under-
writers to become the virtual arbiters of
the soldier-life-insurance business. The
president of the organization is Bill T.
Turner, military agent for—believe it or
not—the National Educators Life Insur-
ance Company, of Fort Worth. Texas.
The real power behind the organization is
Walter T. O’Haire. an attorney from Pitts-
ton. Pennsylvania, who is its founder and
executive secretary, and who is hired on
a monthly retainer basis by the very same
National Educators Life Insurance Com-
pany and four other Texas concerns.
Texas companies sell ninety per cent of
all life insurance sold to soldiers in
Europe. The soldiers are herded into
classrooms in their “Information and
Education” lectures, to make it easier
for the so-called salesmen from Texas to
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make their pitch at them. The so-called
is used advisedly. Just about the only
qualification anybody needs to be licensed
as a Texas insurance salesman is to have
a certificate of residence in that state.
And if you think “certificate of resi-
dence” means what it says, think again.
So long a line of salesmen for Texas
companies were showing up at the US
Consulate in Frankfurt, asking for cer-
tificates of residence in Texas, that the
vice-consul became suspicious. The ac-
cents of some of them weren’t even as
close to Texas as Brooklyn. When the
vice-consul asked one “salesman”
whether he had ever resided in the
United States, let alone in Texas, the
man answered frankly, no. Shortly
afterward Mr. O’Haire telephoned the
consulate and protested that this was not
sufficient reason to deny the applicant a
certificate of Texas residence; the State
of Texas, he -aid. holds that for licens-
ing purposes the mere intent to become a
resident of the State of Texas is enough.
The statements made by some of these
characters under Army auspices to
soldiers of very limited insurance exper-
ience could get them jailed under the laws
of New York or California, where insur-
ance laws are strict. Texas law lets them
say almost anything they like.

SIDE interest of this same Mr.

O’Haire. incidentally, is slot ma-
chines. The firm he represents. Automata
GMBH. 155 Hanauer l.andstrasse. Frank-
furt. owned by another American, has
cornered the slot-machine market. They
were able to do this by convincing a
group commander at the Rhein-Main
Airport that it was in the military
interest for him to issue them a U.S.
transportation form 69 to permit them
to import 116 machines into Germany
without a license or payment of customs
duty. The Rhein-Main requirements did
not come to more than forty, leaving
these modern evangelists about seventy
instruments with which to spread joy
among the heathen Germans. Colonel
Miles W. Brewster, the Wiesbaden arm-
chair eagle by whose orders the slot ma-
chines were allowed into airmen’s clubs,
says he permitted this because it is a
painless way of producing revenue. That
is true, as Frank Costello and Joe Adonis
discovered long ago.

How much does the ninety per cent
that the Texas companies sell to the Gls
amount to? The Army professes to keep
no records of such sales, but a conserva-
tive guess is that they hold at least $50.-
000.000 worth of policies. What bothered
me was not only the shaky nature of some
of these investments, but the disturbing
report that other companies could not
get Army approval to operate in the area
at all unless they joined the Texas-
dominated Association.

So | went to the office of Lieutenant
Colonel Lewis V. Smith, the officer in
charge of insurance, and had an inter-
view with him. He was very glad, he said,
to tell me all he could about the business.
| asked if he was aware of the insecure
nature of many of the Texas life-insur-

ance firms. He -aid llint was no concern
of his because these companies had been
cleared by the Pentagon. Did he know
that some of the companies selling mil-
lions of dollars worth of policies to Gls
had assets of no more than $25,000? He
wasnt aware of this, he replied, but even
if they were small companies, they in
turn re-insured with large firms.

Now the word “re-insure” has a solid
ring to it and 1 asked whether or not it
was true that the re-insured policy some-
times was not a complete coverage of
the original one. For example, if a small
company wanted to be able to advertise
that all its policies were re-insured vet
also wanted to keep the major portion
of the premiums for itself, it could con-
ditionally re-insure the original policy
holder so that the re-insurance firm
would be liable only if the insured were
standing on his left foot, facing the ris-
ing sun and was trod on by a stam-
peding herd of elephants on an odd day
of the week. Under these special condi-
tions the re-insurance fee would be a few
pennies a year.

“I don’t know that much about insur-
ance.” Colonel Smith said frankly. “I'm
an Army officer.”

“Have you ever seen a re-insurance
contract?”

“l never saw a re-insurance policy in
m}l; life.” he said. “That’s not part of my
Job.”

“Is it true that the European Associa-
tion of Life Underwriters is the dictator
of Gl life insurance in Europe?”

“That’s not true at all. | am the final
authority.”

“l am told that it is impossible for an
agent to do business in Europe unless he
joins this Association.”

“That is not correct. Only | have the
authority to license an agent.”

| asked if there were any agents li-
censed to operate who were not members
of the Association. Colonel Smith con-
fessed that there weren’t. It so happened
that an agent from a large American
company incorporated in the states of
Washington and California who did not
want to be tarred by association with the
Texas group had told me he could not
get accredited by the Army because
Colonel Smith was putting all sorts of
difficulties in his path in an effort to
force him into joining. The colonel didn’t
think this was quite accurate, but on
closer questioning he admitted that if
anyone brought in a letter from the
Association giving him clearance as an
agent, the man would get his license to
sell to the troops by return mail. If an
agent tried to get the colonel’s clearance
without joining the Association, however,
the colonel would have to make an in-
dependent investigation of him.

“And how would you investigate him?”
I asked.

“Why, I'd write a letter to the Asso-
ciation and ask them to make an investi-
gation.”

“How do you police the insurance
business in Europe?”

“Only through the Association.”

That seemed to take care of that. God
have mercy on the poor GI. ¢ =«
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HP HADDEUS V. TULEJA. whose dra-
malic account of one of the greatest
sea stories of WW Il "The Kill of the
Graf Spee” appears on page 28. has had
practically a lifetime interest in ocean-
going vessels. “It all started,” he tells us,
“when | was six years old. My mother
took me to see the fleet anchored in the
Hudson River, but she got in the wrong
line and soon we were churning out to a
gray battleship in a motor launch.” The
experience evidently influenced Mr.
Tuleja more than he thought because in
1942 he enlisted in the Naval Reserve,
and in 1943 found himself putting out
to sea aboard a 110-foot sub chaser.
“That first sea experience will always
live with me in grim horror,” he says.
“For three solid months | was seasick
and | lost thirty pounds in the bargain.”
Fortunately by the time he’d served as
liaison officer and navigator on sub
chasers. PCs, DEs and troop ships from
the Pacific to the Mediterranean, the
mal de mer had gone.

WE'VE GOT a fiction author this month
who is also somewhat sea-struck, but he
gets his kicks thirty feet or so under the
surface where there’s less danger of be-
coming seasick. His name is Arthur C
Clarke and his hobby is taking under-
water pictures. In addition to having
published more than a hundred articles
and short stories, six novels and two non-
fiction books, he can always get by with
his swim-fins, snorkel and 35-mm. camera.

Clarke started his prolific writing
career fairly quietly. During WW I,
when he was an RAF radar specialist,
he published a number of technical
papers on electronics. Writing on radar
experimentation appears to have been
just a proton away from writing science

The tools of the trade, for Tuleja,
are sea legs, a sextant, a typewriter.
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fiction, for in no lime at all he’d hit on
the formula which has kept him at his
typewriter ever since. See page 34 to dis-
cover why i (imagination) plus BS
(Kings Coliege. physics and mallunatics)
equal one helluva story.

WE HAVENT met a photographer yet
who started out as a photographer. Mike
Ehrenberg, for instance, who took the
Tracerlah pictures on pages 32 and 33.
used to be a newspaper writer. Then one
year in his wanderings around Europe
he picked up a Leica and that was it.

THE OTHER for instance who bears out
our findings is Joe Coudert (“Pheasant
Where You Want Them.” page 50). one-
time private eye. Joe did Intelligence
work during the war. and when he got
out of service a friend in Connecticut
started him on the way to becoming a
shamus. Then Joe sort of drifted into
legal photography and from there it was
more or less inevitable that he’d even-
tually focus his lens on more than a
corpse or a set of prints. How he got to
be a racing-ear driver is something we
can’t explain as logically. All that we
know about that phase of Mr. Coudert's
career is that he drove half-mile-sprint
cars, copped himself a New England
championship in 1918. and after several
slays in the hospital, decided it was safer
to take pictures.

We’re not so sure he’s right, though,
because some of the Nilo set were taken
from a pheasant’s-eye view—uwithin
bull's-eye distance of the gunners. We
pointed this out to him but he refused to
see anything much to get excited about.
“Just a normal occupational hazard." he
countered. With his occupations, who
could argue? e o o

Sprint cars and a shoulder holster
brought Coudert, camera together.

Top: Lee Overalls and blanket-lined or unlined
Lee Jackets. Below: Lee Dungarees. All made of
tough Lee Jelt Denim, offer you many “extrai."

How Lee
tatlored fit
lightens
your work

Don’t lettight or poorly fitted cloth-
ing handcuffyour movements, slow
down your work! Lee Overalls and
Dungarees fit right for comfort
and freedom of action because
they’re tailored to your exact size,
Sanforized to stay your size. All
Lee garments, Union Made —
Union Labeled!

THE H. D. LEE CO., Kansas City, Mo.



man with the

ANSWERS

ARGOSY has asked me to take over this
department and try to answer the ques-
tions. I’ll do the best 1can. If 1dont
know the answer. I’ll get on my scooter
and go to somebody who does. (I get
traveling expenses.)

Where can | sell live rattle-
snakes? John E. Cooke, Dunbar,
Pa.

Our snake editor is in the hospital from
snakebite (he tried to sell a live rattler),
so | will undertake to answer you. Write
to the nearest zoo. Ask the reptile man
if lie’s got all the rattlesnakes he yearns
for and if he will give you the name of a
drug-manufacturing company that buys
rattlesnake venom. Also write to Ross
Allen, Silver Springs. Florida, who has
a snake show. Don't bring any of your
samples to our office. We know that your
snakes are just what the market wants.

Where can | go prospecting for
uranium in Canada? E.F.D.

Write to A. C. DuFresne. deputy min-
ister, mining department, Quebec City,
Quebec, Canada. He knows more about
where to find uranium than a Geiger
counter.

When | go camping, | have a
great deal of trouble keeping ants
out of my sleeping bag. How can |
keep them out? George P. Fos-
ter, Jr., La Grange, Il

A sleeping bag sprayed with DDT wiill
keep out ants.

To C. Richardson, Baltimore, Md.:

So you are planning a foldhoat trip
down the Inland Waterway! You will he
encouraged to know that about twenty-
five years ago a German sea captain got
fed up with big ships, built himself a
foldhoat. and sailed the darn thing clear
across the Atlantic Ocean. Not only that,
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BY HOMER CROY

hut as much as fifty years ago one char-
acter in a paper kayak (yes, paper
kayak | made the trip from New York to
Florida by paddling all the way. And
only a couple of years ago. a pair of
boat-shop operators set some kind of
speed record by making the trip in about
a week when you use an outboard-pow-
ered runabout.

In reply to your question about where
to obtain navigation information, 1 would
suggest you write to the following:
Yachting, 205 East 12nd Street, N. Y. 17,
N. Y.; Motor Boating, 572 Madison Ave-
nue, N. Y. 22, N. Y. and The Rudder, 9
Murray Street, New York 7, N. Y., and
ask for their catalogues of boating books.
1 am quite sure that they have guide
books to the Inland Waterway especially
prepared for the use of small-boat own-
ers making the trip. You might, at the
same time, ask them if during recent
years they have published articles on this
cruise—I’'m pretty sure they have. You
will no doubt gain much valuable infor-
mation from such articles even though
the trips they describe might have been
made in motor boats. | would also sug-
gest that you write to the Folbot Corpora-
tion, Stark Industrial Park, Charleston,
South Carolina, und ask them if they still
have a copy of a book called “Foldboat
Holidays.”

You say you expect to hug the shore
all the way down. That is a long way to
hug anything, especially along an un-
known waterway.

Has a fair hall ever been knocked
out of your Yankee Stadium?
Richard Baker, Fort Collins, Colo.

No. The Stadium has been open thirty-
one years and the boys have been trying
all this time, but no one has clouted one
out. Some day some player will and he'll
become a Baseball Immortal. TV pro-
ducers will fight for his signature; lovely
girls will call up and say they are lone-
some and ask him to come and talk to
them. There’s not a baseball player in

the land who won’t know what to do—
that is, about the TV producers.

Where can | pan for gold in New
York state? When 1get on a man’s
land, is there any danger of legal
complications? Walter O. Mosher,
Binghamton, N. Y.

Argosy ran an article called “How to
Pan for Gold.” The piece showed that
gold can lie panned out in about thirty-
five states. New York included. You
don't get much, but you get a few flakes
and this seems to excite people. Cali-
fornia. Arizona. Nevada are best places
in the United States, and many people
who know what they are doing can
actually earn themselves their vacation
by panning out a few ounces in a week
or two. Yes, there is danger of legal
complications. Beware of anybody carry-
ing a shotgun. He has not come out there
to salt a mine. He intends to salt some-
thing else, unless you take it away fast.

When did Carry Nation die? Al-
bert Ilighton, Gainesville, Fla.

Thank goodness, you spelled her first
name right. When she was born, her
father—who wasn’t too well educated—
wrote it in the family Bible as Carry. She
used that spelling all her life. She died
in 1911 and is buried, not in Kansas, as
you might think, but at Belton. Missouri.
It was just seventeen years from the time
she chopped up her first saloon with her
hatchet that prohibition was enacted in
the United States.

Who was Baby Doe Tabor?
Wing, West Southport, Me.

Paul

Don't ever ask that question in Col-
orado. or they'll throw you into the Royal
Gorge. She was the wife of the tremen-
dously rich H. A. W. Tabor and was the
most glamorous woman Colorado ever
produced. They had a daughter named
Mary Rose Echo Silver Dollar Tabor. A

ARGOSY



motion picture was made of the life of
the girl and was called “Silver Dollar.”
Baby Doe herself died dramatically in
1935—as any native of Colorado will tell
you at length.

Where can we get information
about night-crawlers? Danny Allen
and Bruce Mendini, Iron Mountain,
Midi.

Write to the Department of Agricul-
ture. Washington. D. C. Go to see your
County Agenty. Write to the Zoology-
Department of your state university, at
Ann Arbor. They crawl with informa-
tion. both night and day.

My bird dog bites her front legs
until they are red. | have tried
changing her diet from one dog
food to unother, hut she still keeps
it up. What is the cause and what is
a good remedy? E. D. Sweeney,
Seattle, Wash.

It may be a nervous disorder which
will pass. A temporary remedy is to
smear her forelegs with tar, then bring
her into the house and see if she con-
tinues to bite her legs. If she does, it
will be nothing to what your wife will do.

Instead of a question, here’s a
letter with information. | don’t have
to look up a thing. Bless her heart.
It's from Mrs. Peter Vroknen, West-
ridge, N. J.

I want to tell you a story about my
wonderful dog Chuck, a mongrel terrier.
It's how he pitted his brains against a
woodchuck, with the woodchuck winning.
Once Chuck worked out something the
woodchuck never thought of. Chuck"
watched until one of our cows lay down
near the woodchuck's hole, then Chuck
slipped up and lay down behind her.
Out came Mr. Woodchuck for a stroll.
Chuck peeked around from behind the
cow—I’ll swear he did—and when the
woodchuck was far enough away from
tile hole, our dog came out from behind
the cow and nabbed the amazed and as-
tonished woodchuck.

If I had a dog that smart I'd he
afraid to let him in the house.

The other day, in an argument
with my friend, lie said that Zieg-
feld did not die a rich man. What
is the truth? Arthur R. Pastore,
Jr., Brooklyn, N. Y.

The truth is that you lost. Ziegfeld
died a pauper. He did not leave enough
money for his own burial. Will Rogers
paid his funeral expenses.

Personal: Each month I'm going to
give a prize for what | consider The
Question oj the Month. It will he an
autographed copy of my hook, “Jesse
James Has My Neighbor.” This month
it goes to B. C. S. Richardson, who will
gel the book about the time he does his
magazine. 1 hope he likes both. H. C.
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RECENTLY | was standing around a tackle shop in New
Y ork telling Alex Hogan, the fly-tyer. about some tough luck
I'd had on a fishing trip, when a stranger who’d been lis-
tening in interrupted to invite me across the street for a cup
of coffee. Since he seemed to have something on his mind.
1 went with him. and when we were seated he said:

“This last Eourth of July was a three-day week end at
the office where | work, and so when Charley, an old salmon-
fishing sidekick of mine, telephoned to suggest that we drive
to New Brunswick and have a whack at the Northwest
Miramichi—a distance of roughly
seven hundred and fifty miles from
New York, or fifteen hundred miles
round trip—1 naturally told him
to go soak his head. It would have
meant driving like crazy for eight-
een or twenty hours, fishing about
ten or twelve hours, then driving
another eighteen or twenty hours
to gel back home. He said okay,
it was just an idea and he was will-
ing to forget it.

“When | got home that evening
| told my wife about Charley’s call,
and she said | was quite right to
turn him down. That kind of goofv
stunt is all right when you’re
young, she said, but not for any-
body your age. | said. ‘That's
right, dear,” but the more | thought
about the unnecessary inflection
she’d pul on that ‘your the madder | got. and finally I
picked up the phone and called Charley and told him I’d go
to the Miramichi with him over the Fourth. Charley said
he’d call a guide he knew up there and make the reserva-
tions, and although my wife howled like a banshee and
predicted forty-seven kinds of disaster, we left late Friday
night to avoid the traffic and drove straight through to
Newcastle, then up the river to the guide’s place, which was
right on the riverfront. The traffic had been so heavy that
it was loo late to set up rods when we got settled, especially
since our combination host and guide said there were no
fish in this stretch of the river at this time of year. So we
turned in and got a good night's sleep.

“In the morning the guide said he'd been thinking it
over, and since we d come such a long way for a single day
of fishing lied decided to show us something special. He
said there was a tributary river that was mostly owned by
a club, but that one part of the river, with some exception-
ally good pools, was so inaccessible that it wasn't fished
more than one or two days a season. However, he said, last
year he d discovered a way to drive in on an old logging
road to within a mile or so of the river, and had blazed a
fairlv easy trail through the woods to the pools, and had
been sort of saving this water for a special occasion. The
pools should be absolutely crawling with salmon and grilse,
he said, since the stream always got a good early-July run,
and he had the truck all ready to go.

“We finished breakfast, piled our gear in the truck and
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took off -down the main road for six or eight miles, then
off on a back road and finally down a barely passable tra’i
through the bush. After a while the guide stopped the truck
and we took off on foot through the woods. | have trouble
with my arches and was wearing a pair of specially made
shoes that had set me back a cool sixty dollars, but the
guide had assured me it was an easy, dry trail and couldn't
damage the shoes.

“It was about eight o’clock when we started walking on
what the guide said would be an easy twenty-minute stroll

to the river. We went down along
a low ridge, and | kept feeling we
were on the wrong side of it. but
you don’t question a professional
guide and woodsman who’s lived
sixty years in the country and who
couldn’t possibly get lost in what
is almost literally his own back
yard. Except that this bird not
only could but did.

“Six hours and maybe ten or
twelve miles later we were slogging
through a muskeg in swamp water
up to our knees, and it had long
since become apparent that my
shoes, if not acluallv water-soluble,
were at best never meant for skin-
diving. Our clothing was almost
as tattered as our tempers, and
when we rested on a hummock and
got into a fairly bitter discussion

as to which way was north | vaguely remembered a Bov
Scout trick in which you use a watch and a matchstick for
a compass. So | took off the wrist watch my wife had given
me for our tenth anniversary and fiddled with it for a
while but couldn t recall how the stunt worked, and it wasn’t
until several miles of muskeg and an hour later that | dis-
covered I'd lost the watch. | was also minus a Hardy
St. George reel and a brand-new HDF line and a hundred
yards of silk backing that must have fallen out of the pack-
basket 1 was toting, and | can’t say | was disappointed
when we stumbled out onto the same road we’d come in on
late that afternoon, because I'd sprained my wrist in fall-
ing off a beaver dam and couldn’t have held a rod anyway.

“When we got to the guide's house, his wife told us that a
man had been fishing right in front of the house while we
were gone, and had killed four grilse and two salmon and
had had a couple of really huge salmon on, but had lost
them, being a rank novice.

“We staggered into bed and the next morning we got up.
paid*the guide and drove seven hundred and fifty miles
back to New York, arriving in time to get to work on Tues-
day morning. If you hear of anyone who’s anxious to buy a
pair of waterlogged, custom-made, sixly-dollar arch-pre-
server shoes, or who has a good wrist watch for sale cheap.
I wish you’d let me know.”

I said | would and he said he was late for an appointment
and went, leaving me stuck with the check for the coffee.
| suppose that s what comes of talking to strangers. .

ARGOSY



It’s news to

men

HERE’S still another use for vitamins.
A summary of 74 recent studies showed
that vitamin deficiency is among the
causes of at least 11 nervous or mental
disorders. The paper was written by Dr.
Robert A Peterman of J. B. Roerig and
Company, and Dr. Robert S. Goodhart of
the National Vitamin Foundation to aid
practicing physicians in recognizing the
signs and symptoms of such nervous or
mental disorders so that the needed vita-
mins may be supplied.

FOR OFFICE workers who want to brush
meir teeth after lunch, or before head-
ing for an appointment after work,
there's a toothbrush available now which
resembles a pen and contains its own
supply of paste. All you do is take oil’
the cup, exposing the brush, then twist
and push the handle, and paste appears
between the bristles. It eosts a buck, and
is sold by The Williams (Company, P.O.
Box 614, Oakland 23, California.

THE FIRST report on cost comparisons
using the new “piggy-back” railway cars.

which carry loaded trucks, cereals that
handling costs between Chicago anil
Green Bay. Il isconsin. are $7 a ton less.
An unexpected additional soring: in the
first three months of the Iruck-on-a-
train operation, not a single claim for
damages iras filed.

DISCOVERIES of uranium in Canada
during the last year were so numerous
that it may pass the Union of South
Africa and the Belgium Congo as the
chief producer of atomic ore in the world.

A MAN applying for a job as a riveter,
or uny other noisy occupation, can now
take a lest which will tell whether his
curs are susceptible to damage as the
result of loud noises. Developed by two
University of Michigan researchers, the
lest determines the point at which the
subject's ears berome “overloaded,”
without using sound intense enough to
result in damage.

IF YOU want color prints of game birds
which are suitable for framing, you can
get a dozen 12 by 14 paintings by Louis
Agassiz Fuertes for $2 from The Stack-
pole Company, Telegraph Press Build-
ing, Harrisburg, Pennsylvania.

INCIDENTAL ITEMS OF LITTLE USE
TO ANYONE: American men will spend
one billion dollars in barber shops this
year; the incisor teeth of the pocket
gopher grow at the rate of 46 inches a
year, but his constant gnawing keeps

WIN A“MILLIONAIRE'S VACATION'

enter the

£ p (H rt7

"white Christmas” contest
inspired by Irving Berlin’s "White Christmas”

COLOR BY TECHNICOLOR = A PARAMOUNT PICTURE

There's nothing to buy or try! Just drop
into your local men's wear retail store or department store,
pick up a contest blank and write 25 words or less
on where you'd like to spend a “Millionaire’s Vacation."
We'd also like you to see those really MAN MADE Sport Chief Jackets.
Your retailer has a complete line ready for you—

and your son too! See him today.

CRANO PRIZE.....coveeiriiiicinns One Week "Millionaire's Vacation" for two. Any resort or hotel of
your choice, anytime, anywhere in the United States.
SECOND PRIZE...ccccoinue v A Week-End "Millionaire's Vacation" for one. Any resort or hotel

of your choice, anytime, anywhere In the United States.

NEXT TWO PRIZES.....ccoo..... "Wilson" Golf Equipment, Including five irons, two woods and
golf bag.
NEXT FOUR PRIZES............... Professional Skis and Ski Poles.

NEXT TEN  PRIZES
NEXT TEN  PRIZES
NEXT TEN PRIZES...

Champion Ice Skates.
"Pfleuger" Supreme Reels.
..."Pfleuger" Sea King Reels.

NEXT TEN PRIZES One Dozen "Pro Star" Golf Balls.
NEXT TEN PRIZES Professional Footballs.
NEXT TEN PRIZES Professional Basketballs.

NEXT TEN PRIZES
NEXT TWENTY PRIZES

Football Helmets.
Hockey Sticks.

them worn down; the world's first regu-
lar passenger helicopter service was in-
troduced between Cardiff, Wales, and
Liverpool. England, in June of 1930.

A FIND for do-it-yourself repairs, is an
interesting new wallpaper that has just
been put on the market. It is called
Squares by Wall-Dec. Instead of having to
work with those cumbersome rolls, you
get boxes of fourteen-inch squares of the
pattern you pick, you have a choice of
fifty-four, plus glue. All you do is apply
the paste to the back of a square and care-
fully place it in position. If your local
dealer doesn't carry them, or if you want
more information, write to M. J. Calloway,
Peter Kolean Associates, 42 W. 57th St.,
New York 19, N.Y.

A NEU hand cream, first developed in
England during the last war to combat
labor absenteeism, has now been released
in the United Stales. Called Kerodex, it
forms a strong, invisible film which pro-
tects the bands—and face—from hundreds
of hazards to the skin, even including
poison ivy.

IF YOU’RE planning some fall painting
around the house, we have a booklet that
will give you all the information about
paints, brushes, methods, etc., that you
will ever need. Just drop a line, enclosing
your address, to ArcosY Home Work-
shop. Dept. 4, 205 E. 42nd St., New York
17, N.Y., and ask for your free copy of
the Argosy Home Paint Chart. « e«

THE SNOWFLAKE: Waist hugging jacket of exclusively designed
rayon and nylon CALISHEEN "Snowflake and Skier." Available

either wool quilted or satin finish

rayon lined both with
snowflake print by HARRY BALL & SON. UNISEC durable water

repellent and wrinkle resistant. Conmatic zipper by CONMAR. $11.95
(with quilted lining $13.95) in Boy's sizes $11.95 (quilted only).

For name of store selling Sport Chief jackets in your locality, write:

CHIEF Apparel, Inc.

DEPT. A -
NOVEMBER, 1954

902 BROADWAY

« NEW YORK, N. Y.
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ON THE FIRE

OST people seem to think of charcoal

rookery as something to be done
outdoors. So it is. Hut the texture of meat
rooked over coals and flavored with smoke
is so superior that the present trend is to
devise ways to rook indoors by outdoor
methods.

Many newly designed houses have spare
for built-in rharroal units. Then. too. there
are outdoor rharroal units that ran easily
he moved to the living-room fireplace dur-
ing the winter. It's also possible to rig up
grills and motor-driven spits in most fire-
places. For those who have neither built-
in rharroal units nor fireplaces, the elec-
tric rotisserie is a near approximation of
outdoor methods.

Not long ago in the modern home of the
Grant Dahlstroms in Pasadena. 1 saw a
built-in rharroal unit that impressed me
as ideal for the man who is interested in
rookery. This unit was installed wuist-high
in an alcove ofT the kitchen. It had its own
chimney, adjustable firebox, and electri-
cally driven spit. On the wall was a niche
to hold spits, grills and other rooking gear.
Underneath was a bin to hold rharroal or
hri<|uets, and nearby a carving table. This
unit was specially designed by an architect
to bring outdoor rooking indoors, but il
could probably be duplicated by a man
who has a well-equipped home workshop.

Less ambitious men cun readily adapt
fireplaces to the outdoor cooking tech*
niques. It's important, of course, that the
fireplace be large enough to accommodate
a motor-driven spit. The setup requires a
dripping pan to catch juices and fat. Fire-
pluce cooking can be done successfully
with coals from a wood fire, provided the
wood is not resinous. The more satisfactory
method is to build a fire of charcoal or
briquets. Some types of outdoor grills.
Mich us the fine ones designed and mude
by General Harold Bartron of Riverside.
California, cun easily be moved inside for
winter cookery. The legs of the Bartron
grill can be unscrewed, and the firebox
can be lifted into a fireplace along with
the motor-driven spits.

With one of these indoor grilling ar-
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rangements you can have a really old-fash-
ioned Thanksgiving dinner -turkey-on-the-
spit in true early American style. Our fore-
fathers simply hung the turkey from the
spit in front of a good bed of coals, put
a dripping pan under the bird and let il
cook, turning it slowly, until it was golden
crisp. Some of the spits were turned by
hand and others, more elaborate, were
mechanically turned by clockworks.

Whether you use some primitive device
similar to this, or move your entire grill
into the fireplace, or have a rotisserie, the
method of preparing and cooking the tur-
key is the same, (dean the bird and truss
it well so it will stay firmly in place on
the spit. Do not stuff it. (If you like stuff-
ing. cook it separately in a casserole and
flavor it with the chopped giblets, a little
of the turkey fat and some of the pan drip-
pings.) Sprinkle the outside of the turkey
with salt and pepper. Some people feel
you shouldn’t season a bird until it is
cooked, but | find that the salt roasted
right into the skin gives it a good crunchy
flavor. Rub the turkey all over with some
soft. lierhed butter Ibutter mixed with
rosemary, tarragon or thyme, whichever
you prefer) and spit it so that it balances
evenly. Stick a meat thermometer into the
thickest part of the breast and be certain
that it doesn't touch the bone. Start turning
near a medium hot fire and baste during
the cooking process with lierbed butter
mixed with a little dry white wine. This
will give it u beautiful glaze and make the
skin tastier than ever.

Ignore the advice of most commercial
thermometers or you will have overdone
turkey. When the internal heat of the bird
reaches 175 to 180 degrees, it is done. Re-
move the turkey from the spit and let il
stand on a hot platter or cutting board for
fifteen to twenty minutes before you carve
it. This makes it even juicier and more
flavorful.

Meanwhile, lake some of the drippings
from the dripping pan and skim off most
of the fat. You will want about a cupful
of liquid. Combine this with a cup of
heavy cream and a halt cup of toasted

crumbs. Let this heat together and thicken.
Taste for seasoning and add salt and pep-
per if necessary. Just before you serve, add
a dash or two of cognac to tlie sauce.

Serve this spitted turkey with potatoes
mashed up with plenty of cream and butter
and topped with chopped parsley and pa-
prika. Add some baked or boiled onions
dressed with butter and good grated cheese
and pass some cranberry sauce, if you like.

Some people are anti-turkey types, and
insist on having a big hunk of beef for
Thanksgiving. This, loo, is superb spitted
and roasted to a rare juicy pinkness in the
center and a crisp brown outside. There is
nothing like charcoal for enhancing the
unique flavor of good aged beef. If you
have a large spit, buy five or six ribs of
beef and have the butcher cut them short.
(Save the short ribs for barbecuing or
braising later.) Then have the chine hone
and the excess fat removed. No sense in
having more drippings than necessary. Rub
the beef well with salt, pepper, rosemary.

Now for spitting the beef. This is not an
easy job as it must balance evenly. Hold it
in your hands first and try to determine
the center of its weight. Then spit it right
through that area. Balance it in your hands
on the spit to see if the weight seems even-
ly distributed. The better il is balanced,
the better the spiL will revolve and the
more even the rousting.

If you are using an electric rotisserie,
most models will not take a large rib roast.
In that case have your butcher bone and
roll the roast for you so it will fit your
model. And don't let him keep the rib
bones. Have him leave a little meat at-
tached to them and cook them separately
at another time. Just brush them with a
little butter, Worcestershire sauce and mus-
tard and broil like spareribs. They are
delicious.

If you use a meat thermometer in cook-
ing your roast beef, let it register about
130 degrees for doneness. This will give
you good rare beef. If you like it cooked
longer, let it go a little higher.

Yorkshire pudding was the standard dish
with spitted roast meats in the old days
and it's still the best accompaniment for
roast beef, to my way of thinking. Il used
to be cooked in the dripping pan under
the meat, but il is far simpler to do it
separately in the oven. To make it. heal
four eggs until they are light and lemon-
colored. Then add a pint of milk and
a half cup of flour and blend these with
the bculen eggs until they are thoroughly
mixed. Season with a half teaspoon each
of salt and pepper and let the mixture
stand for about a half hour. Put some of
the beef drippings from the dripping pan
under the roast into a flat baking dish
and heal the dish with the drippings for
a few minutes. Then pour the batter into
the pan and bake in a 450-degree oven
for about fifteen minutes. Then reduce
the heat to 375 degrees and finish cook-
ing until the pudding is brown and puffy.
Cut it in squares and serve it with the
roast beef, and potatoes which have been
fried in the beef drippings until they are
brow n and crisp.

Once you gel your indoor spitting ar-
rangement rigged up you'll find yourself
doing all your roasting this way. Boned,
rolled leg of lamb or mutton makes a deli-
cious morsel done over hot coals, and of
course any kind of poultry is better spit-
ted than cooked any other way. ¢« «
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THE KILL OF

Captain Langsdorff teas a cautious commander, but he couldn't resist try-

ing to smash the convoy he thought the three small British ships ivere

guarding. It teas the biggest mistake he ever made—and one of the last

N THE twenty-first of August. 1939. more
O than a week before Hitler’s armies spear-

headed across Poland, a German pocket
battleship, hearing the name Admiral Graf S[>ee,
quietly pulled away from her berth in Wilhelms-
haven. Her taut how nudged through the oily
waters of the harbor, pushed down the buoyed
channel and then burrowed defiantly into the broad
gray swells rolling in from the North Sea.

She was under the command of Captain Hans
Langsdorff. a forty-five-year-old career officer,
with a trim mustache and wisp of beard, who
stood, hands clasped behind him on the Spee’s
bridge, which jutted out from the ship’s massive
control tower.

To the fishermen who watched her cut through
the sea from their boats bobbing offshore, the
Graf Spce might have been outbound for a peace-
time training cruise. But Langsdorff’s secret
orders from the German Naval High Command
told a different story. He was to set his courses
and speeds so that he could enter the South Atlantic
unobserved just as war was declared. At that
moment the Admiral Graj Spec was to become a
raider, roving across the southern trade routes
like a killer shark, ready to pounce on British
merchantmen and strangle enemy shipping.

The Spec was well cut out for the job of a raider.

Her six eleven-inch guns could fire more than
4.000 pounds of singing steel across the wide sea
at a target fifteen miles away. And her eight sets
of diesel engines, generating 54.000 horsepower,
gave her a speed of leventy-six knots, enough to
outrun most heavier-gunned British men-of-war.
Moreover, Langsdorff’s fuel tanks were to be re-
plenished at prearranged times and positions at
sea by a German tanker, the Allmark. which had
sailed two days earlier from Port Arthur, Texas,
with more than 9.000 tons of oil. and was headed
for the South Atlantic with her well decks awash.

If Langsdorff turned south immediately and
passed through the English Channel, his move-
ments would have been spotted long before he
could clear Bishop Rock off the southwest tip of
England. So he turned instead to the north, and.
two days later, to the west. Then he set the Spec
on a southerly course which headed her steadily
for the warm waters of the south.

By the twenty-ninth of August he had his ship
some KM miles due west of the Azores. On the
navigational chart spread out before him he pin-
pricked a position 1.000 miles further to the
south, his first meeting place with the Allmark.

Three days passed. Then, on the first of Septem-
ber. the buzzing staccato of the ship’s radio brought
news that sent a wave of excitement through the
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THE GRAF SPEE

BY LT. GOMDR. THADDEUS V. TULEJA, USNR

ship. The war had started. At the same time the
chunky, black-hulled, oil-laden Allmark hove into
view on the southern horizon. The ships ap-
proached each other, then steered parallel courses.
Cradled fuel hoses were swung from the German
tanker and connected up. Diesel oil gurgled into
the Spee's tanks. After topping off. all lines were
returned rapidly to the Allmark.

Although at fifteen knots the Spec's cruising
range was 10.000 miles. Langsdorff wanted to keep
his tanks filled to capacity as long as it was pos-
sible to do so. The sudden appearance of a British
warship might force him to race away at full speed.
And at full speed the Spee's fuel consumption was
quadrupled. So the Allmark, after dropping below
the horizon, followed the raider southward.

On the twentieth of September, after the Spec
was refueled for the fourth time. Langsdorff looked
over his charts. He was now well in the South
Atlantic. 2.000 miles due east of Hio de Janeiro.
Since the war began almost three weeks before, the
German battleship had steamed 3,500 sea miles
without sighting an enemy merchantman. Langs-
dorff reasoned that the cargo ships, fearful of Ger-
man submarines and raiders, were hugging the
coasts before pushing into the open sea off Pernam-
buco. Convinced that this was the case, he put the
Spec on a westerly course and headed for the
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coast of South America in the vicinity of Recife.

The days were warm and the skies remained
clear. Visibility was unlimited. A telltale trace of
stack smoke would not be missed by the lookouts.
Yet day followed day wdthoul the appearance of
king posts or masts. The month of September was
running out and Langsdorff began to wonder if
British trade had ceased altogether.

When he approached the Brazilian coast to with-
in a hundred miles he got impatient. “Prepare to
launch aircraft,” he shouted. In a few minutes the
pilot climbed into the seaplane, which rested on its
catapult abaft the stack. He gunned the motor a
few times and then signaled that he was ready.
The catapult snapped and the plane shot out, and
winged toward the west.

A cluster of gray clouds lay transfixed against
the morning sky. The forenoon watch was set.
Langsdorff wailed. Then the plane returned with
an electrifying message. There was a freighter
moving along the coast of Brazil about fifty miles
off Bahia.

The plane skimmed along the water and taxied
close to the Spec. While it was being recovered,
Langsdorff went to the chart house. He picked up
a set of dividers and measured the distance be-
tween the Spec's position and the freighter, which
he estimated to be about fifty miles. By increasing
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The Spec sent a last barrage of heavy shells, unleashed a swirling screen of smoke, and turned her how south.

his speed and adjusting the raider's course a few de-
grees. he would intercept the target in two hours.

At eleven o’clock a lookout spotted a vague column of
smoke in the distance. Instantly LangsdorfT gave a crisp
order to sound general quarters. All routine work
Stopped. Cooks and stewards scrambled out from the
galley to take up their battle stations in the sick hay.
Others stood by as stretcher hearers. The ammunition
hoists were made ready for action and the damage con-
trol parties connected sections of fire hose in case of an
unexpected emergency. Officers and men climbed into

the .Spec’s turrets. Doors and hatches were closed tight.
In a few minutes the ship was ready for her first en-
gagement with the enemy.

The Griif Spec, opening the sea before her with a
foaming how wave, rolled toward the enemy ship.
Through his powerful glasses LangsdorfT studied the
lines of his target. She was a tramp steamer, about
5,000 tons. Hying the British flag.

Turning to his signalman. LangsdorfT said, “Tell them
to stop their engines and do not use their wireless or
we will open fire.”
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The message was promptly Hashed to the British
steamer, and just as promptly her speed slackened.
M hen she was dead in the water the Graf Spee swung
about and pointed her guns menacingly. LangsdorfT
read her name. S.S. Clement, on the stern. Then he
called another order: "Boarding party away.

As lines squealed through the blocks, the boat was
lowered. It bucked its way to the side of the captured
ship, and the boarding party, an officer and several sail-
ors, clambered on board.

A hasty search was made for confidential papers, but
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Illustrated by Charles Evers

these had long since been thrown over the side in a
weighted bag. Then the German boarding officer told
the British master that his ship was to be sunk. The
crew was put in two lifeboats and given directions to the
nearest point of land along the Brazilian coast. The cap-
tain and his chief engineer were ordered to return to
the German battleship.

The British master was brought to LangsdorfT who
stood erect on his bridge, neatly dressed in a white uni-
form. The German captain saluted smartly and said in
a disarming tone. "I am sorry, (Continued on page 74)
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Tracerlah technician, heliind shield, han-
dles hot stuff hy remote-control device.

Tracerlah glass blower fashions highly intriceate tube comhination which will he used in Carbon-14 work.

Top man Bill Barhour, 42,
was old man of group. Key
men (fur right) are Brinker-
hoff, Hadley and Peacock.

ARGOSY



NOVEMBER,

1954

Photographs for Argosy by Myron Ehrtnberg

Radioactive waste is stuffed in lead bottles, embedded in cement and sunk at sea.

HOW TO MAKE HAY
WITH AN ATOM

Eight years ago a couple of young Bostonians thought it would be a
good idea to put split atoms to work, and six months later they were
flat broke. But today they run a $14 million business selling radio-
activity for everything from treating cancer to tagging mosquitoes

BY ANDREW HECHT

T HK DUST of the A-bombs had barely settled over Japan when a group of young
scientists gathered in a Howard Johnson restaurant in Cambridge, Massachusetts,
to find some way to capitalize on this new and highly startling source of energy.
Most of them were young and most of them had spent the war years working in
nuclear research or radar development for the government. All of them were grad-
uates of nearby Massachusetts Institute of Technology. As a group they were long on
experience but dreadfully short on prospects. The war was over and, as far as they
could see at the moment, the world had singularly little use for boys who knew how
to make a big bomb or assemble a complicated antisubmarine device. Their most
exciting option seemed to be to gel a job in some commercial or college laboratory
and work at finding a method of waterproofing children's mittens, adding a new
gimmick to soap, or some equally exhilarating project. (Continued on page 68)
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A marvelous machine, it uas, that could record the sensations of a
gourmet, for example, enjoying a superb dinner. But to the lively im-
agination of Georges Dupin, sensations like that were only a beginning

by ARTHUR C. CLARKE

Illustrated by James Bingham

rilHEKE are no subjects that have not been discussed, at some time or other, in
I the saloon liar of the While Hart in London. And there is no one like Harry

Purvis to discuss them. He has an uncanny knack of following half a dozen
conversations simultaneously, and can generally insert himself in any one of them
with telling effect.

I recall his invasion of a tourist's conversation recently on the subject of censor-
ship. “It does raise some very difficult problems, doesn't it?” asked Harry innocently.
“I've always argued that there's an inverse correlation between a country's degree
of civilization and the restraints it puts on its press.

The visitor from New England whom he had interrupted looked taken aback. “On
llImt argument, sir. Paris is a more civilized place than Boston. "

“Precisely." answered Purvis, without waiting for a reply. “I'm reminded of a
matter which has not yet concerned the censor, but which will certainly do so before
long. It began in France, and so far has remained there. When it does come out in
the open, it mav have a greater impact on our civilization than the atom homb.

“Like the atom bomb, it arose out of equally academic research. Never, gentle-
men. underestimate science. | doubt if there is a single field of study so theoretical,
so remote from what is laughingly called everyday life, that it may not one day
produce something that will shake the world.

“You will appreciate that the story | am telling you is. for once, second-hand. |
got it from a colleague at the Sorbonne last year while | was over there at a
scientific conference. So the names | shall use are all fictitious: | was told them
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at the time, hut | can't remember any of them now.

“Professor—ah—Julian was an experimental physiol-
ogist at one of the smaller, hut less impecunious. French
universities. Some of you may remember that rather
unlikely tale we heard here the other week from that
fellow Hinckelberg, about his colleague who’d learned
how to control the behavior of animals through feeding
the correct currents into their nervous systems. Well, if
there was any truth in that story—and frankly | doubt
it—the whole project was probably inspired by Julian's
papers in ‘Comptes Hendus.’

“Professor Julian, however, never published his most
remarkable results. \\ hen you stumble on something
which is really' terrific, you don't rush it into print. You
wait until you have overwhelming evidence, unless
you're afraid that someone else is hot on the track. Then
you may issue an ambiguous report that will establish
your priority at a later date, without giving too much
away at the moment, like the famous cryptogram that
Huygens put out when he detected the rings of Saturn.

?0U may well wonder what Julian's discovery was. so

I won’t keep you in suspense. It was simply the
natural extension of what man has been doing for the
last hundred years. First, the camera gave us the power
to capture scenes. Then Edison invented the phonograph,
and sound was mastered. Today, in the talking film, we
have a kind of mechanical memory which would be in-
conceivable to our forefathers. But surely the matter
cannot rest there. Eventually science must be able to
catch and store thoughts and sensations themselves, and
feed them back into the mind so that, whenever it
wishes, it can repeat any experience in life.”

“Thai's an old idea!" someone snorted.
‘feelies’ in ‘Brave New World.

“All good ideas have been thought of by somebody
before they are realized." said Purvis severely. “The
point is that what Huxley' and others had talked about.
Julian actually did. My goodness, there’s a pun there!
Aldous—Julian. Oh, let it pass!

“It was done electronically, of course. You all know
how the encephalograph can record the minute electrical
impulses in the living brain, the so-called 'brain waves,'
as the popular press calls them. Julian's device was a
much subtler elaborating of this well-known instrument.
And. having recorded cerebral impulses, he could play
them back again. It sounds simple, doesn't it? So was
the phonograph, but it took the genius of Edison to
think of it.

“And, now, enter the villain. Well, perhaps that's too
strong a wwd for Professor Julian's assistant. Georges
—Georges Dupin—is really quite a sympathetic char-
acter. It was just that, being a Frenchman of a more
practical turn of mind than the Professor, he saw at
once that there were some milliards of francs involved
in this laboratory toy.

“The first thing was to get it out of the laboratory.
The French have an undoubted Hair for elegant
engineering, and after some weeks of work, with the
full co-operation of the Professor. Georges had managed
to pack the ‘playback’ side of the apparatus into a
cabinet no larger than a television set.

“Then Georges was ready to make his first experiment.
It would involve considerable expense, but as someone

“See the

so rightly remarked, you cannot make omelets without
breaking eggs. And the analogy is exceedingly apt.

“For Georges went to see the foremost gourmet in
France, and made an interesting proposition. It was one
that the great man could not refuse, because it was so
unique a tribute to his eminence. Georges explained
patiently that he had invented a device for registering
(he said nothing about storing) sensations. In the
cause of science, and for the honor of the French
cuisine, could he be privileged to analyze the emotions,
the subtle nuances of gustatory discrimination that
took place in Monsieur le Baron’s mind when he em-
ployed his unsurpassed talents? Monsieur could name
the restaurant, the chef and the menu. Everything
would be arranged for his convenience. Of course, if
he was too busy, no doubt that well-known epicure,
Le Compte de—

“The Baron, who was in some respects a surprisingly
coarse man, uttered a word not to be found in most
French dictionaries. 'That cretin!" he exploded. ‘He
would be happy on English cooking! No, / shall do it.
And forthwith he sat down to compose the menu, while
Georges anxiously estimated the cost of the items and
wondered if his bank balance could stand the strain.

“It would be interesting to know what the chef and
the waiters thought about the whole business. There
was the Baron, seated at his favorite table and doing
full justice to his favorite dishes, not in the least in-
convenienced by the tangle of wires that trailed from
his head to that diabolical-looking machine in the
corner. The restaurant was empty of all other occupants,
for the last thing Georges wanted was premature
publicity. This had added very considerably to the
already distressing cost of the experiment. He could
only hope that the results would be worth it.

“They were. The only way of proving that, of course,
would be to play back Georges" ‘recording.” We have to
take his word for it, since the utter inadequacy of words
in such matters is all too well-known. The Baron was a
genuine connoisseur, not one of those who merely pre-
tend to powers of discrimination they do not possess.
You know Thurber's ‘Only a naive domestic Burgundy,
but 1 think you'll admire its presumption." The Baron
would have known at the first sniff whether it was
domestic or not. and if it had been presumptuous he'd
have smacked it down.

IGATHER that Georges had his money's worth out of
that recording, even though he had not intended it
merely for personal use. It opened up new worlds to
him and clarified the ideas that had been forming in his
ingenious brain. There was no doubt about it: all the
exquisite sensations that had passed through the Baron’s
mind during the consumption of that Lucullan repast
had been captured, so that anyone else, however un-
trained they might be in such matters, could savor
them to the full. For. you see, the recording dealt
purely with emotions; intelligence did not come into
the picture at all. The Baron needed a lifetime of
knowledge and training before he could experience
these sensations. But once they were down on tape, any-
one, even if in real life they had no sense of taste at all,
could lake over from there.

“Think of the glowing vistas that opened up before
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Georges’ eyes! There were other meals, other gourmets.
There were the collected impressions of all the vintages
of Europe. What would connoisseurs not pay for them?
When the last bottle of a rare wine had been broached,
its incorporeal essence could be preserved, as the voice
of Melba can travel down the centuries. For, after all,
it was not the wine itself that mattered, but the sensa-
tions it evoked.

“So mused Georges. But this, he knew, was only a
beginning. The French claim to logic | have often dis-
puted, but in Georges’ case it cannot be denied. He
thought the matter over for a few days. Then he went to
see his petite antie.

“ “Yvonne, ma cherie. he said, ‘I have a somewhat
unusual request to make of you. . . ."”

ARRY’ PURVIS knew when to break off in a story. He

turned to the bar and called. “Another Scotch,
Drew.” No one said a word while it was provided.

“To continue,” said Purvis at length. “The experi-
ment, unusual though it wks, even in France, was suc-
cessfully carried out. As both discretion and custom
demanded, all was arranged in the lonely hours of the
night. You will have gathered already that Georges was
a persuasive person, though | doubt if mam'selle needed
much persuading.

“Stifling her curiosity with a sincere but hasty Kkiss,
Georges saw Yvonne out of the lab and rushed back
to his apparatus. Breathlessly, he ran through the play-
back. It worked—not that he had ever had any real
doubts. Moreover—do please remember | have only my
informant’s word for this—it was indistinguishable
from the real thing. At that moment something ap-
proaching religious awe overcame Georges. This was,
without a doubt, the greatest invention in history. He
would be immortal as well as wealthy, for he had
achieved something of which all men had dreamed,
and had robbed old age of one of its terrors.

“He also realized that he could now dispense with
Yvonne, if he so wished. This raised implications that
would require further thought. Much further thought.

“You will, of course, appreciate that | am giving you
a highly condensed account of events. While all this was
going on, Georges was still working as a loyal employe
of the Professor, who suspected nothing. As yet, indeed,
Georges had done little more than any research worker
might have in similar circumstances. His performances
had been somewhat beyond the call of duty, but could
all be explained away if need be.

"The next step would involve some very delicate
negotiations and the expenditure of further hard-won
francs. Georges now had all the material he needed to
prove, beyond a shadow of doubt, that he Was handling
a very valuable commercial property. There were shrewd
businessmen in Paris who would jump at the oppor-
tunity. Yet a certain delicacy, for which we must give
him full credit, restrained Georges from using his
second—er—recording as a sample of the wares his
machine could purvey. There was no way of disguising
the personalities involved, and Georges was a modest
man. ‘Besides,” he argued, again with great good sense,
‘when the gramophone company wishes to make a
disque, it does not enlist the performance of some
amateur musician. That is a matter for professionals.
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And so, ma joi, is this.” Whereupon, after a further call
at his bank, he set forth again for Paris.

“He did not go anywhere near the Place Pigalle, be-
cause that was full of Americans and prices were
accordingly exorbitant. Instead, a few discreet inquiries
and some understanding cab drivers took him to an
almost oppressively respectable suburb, where he
presently found himself in a pleasant waiting room.

“And there, somewhat embarrassed, Georges explained
his mission to a formidable lady whose age one could
no more have guessed than her profession. Used as she
was to unorthodox requests, this was something she had
never encountered in all her considerable experience.
But the customer was always right, as long as he had the
cash, and so in due course everything was arranged.
One of the young ladies and her boy friend, an apache
of somewhat overwhelming masculinity, traveled back
with Georges to the provinces. At first they were,
naturally, somewhat suspicious, but as Georges had
already found, no expert can ever resist flattery. Soon
they were all on excellent terms, and Hercule and
Suzette promised Georges that they would give him
every cause for satisfaction.

“No doubt some of you would be glad to have further
details, but you can scarcely expect me to supply them.
All 1 can say is that Georges—or rather his instrument
—was kept very busy, and that by morning little of the
recording material was unused.

“When this piquant episode was finished, Georges
had very little money left, but he did possess two re-
cordings that were quite beyond price. Once more he
set off to Paris where, with practically no trouble, he
came to terms with some businessmen who were so
astonished that they gave him a very generous contract
before coming to their senses. | am pleased to report
this, because so often the scientist emerges second best
in his dealings with the world of finance. I am equally
pleased to report that Georges had made provision for
Professor Julian in the contract. You may say cynically
that it was, after all, the (Continued on page 85)
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“All right, Buster, hang your hat where it belongs.”
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Competition to determine accuracy of the Kentucky rifle (front) as opposed to standard modern joh.

daniel
favorite shooting iron

BY PETE KUHLHOFF

Loading operation: Powder charge measured, poured into barrel before hall and patch go into muzzle....
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The Kentucky rifle teas born of necessity and ruled the American
frontier for a hundred years. Good as it was, there have been
more lies told about it than about any other weapon ever made

HE chances are good Ihal when Daniel Boone
and his comrades-in-arms were forging into
the wilderness west of the Gumberland Moun-
tains they might not have been quite so suc-
cessful if it hadn't been for a slender, graceful,
delicately carved weapon popularly known as the ken-
tucky rifle. The Kentucky rifle was the American pio-
neer's meat getter, his protector and fire lighter. It whs
the most famous gun of its time. We have heard it
praised in history, in story, in fable and in downright
falsehood.

Over the years | have read reams about this fabulous
rifle. | have traveled everywhere just to examine fine
samples. | have saved money to buy stray specimens.
1 have also fired many a round through them. That is
whv it pains me to read fantastic tales about this sweet
weapon. The thing is. the Kentucky rifle didn't need anv
embroidery. It stood on its own merits as a sturdy com-
panion to America’s early frontiersmen.

Vet the lies keep coming. Several years ago while
poring over some old manuscripts in the New Vork
Public Library. | ran into an account, supposedly a
diary, of daily life among the early settlers. On one of
the pages there was a statement of how one. Zachariah
Nigele, spotting an Indian lurking around a tree at :100
pares, picked up Ole Betsv and shot the redskin cleanly
through the head. | certainly won’t say that no such
shot was ever made. Once | watched a friend open a
window of his gun room and shoot a crow with an in-

@

Excess patching removed, patched hall seated on powder charge, priming with fine powder
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expensive .22 rifle at 502 measured yards. A shot like
the one described in the diary could happen perhaps
once in a lifetime. But at 300 yards the drop of the
.45-caliber round ball is more than six feet, making ac-
curate shooting with normal sights highly problematical,
to sav the least. However, an animal the size of a horse
could sometimes be hit. and hell could be raised with
a large body of troops in close formation.

The Kentucky rifle gave its most impressive military
demonstration during the last battle of the War of 1812.
the fight for New Orleans, on January 8. 1815. Ceneral
Andrew Jackson had an army of about 1.000 men.
Approximately 1.000 were armed with smoothbore mus-
kets. 600 were Jean LaFitte’s pirates, armed with cut-
lasses and pistols. 300 were without firearms but would
lie used in hand-to-hand fighting if the enemy made the
breastworks. The remaining 2.100 were militiamen
from Kentucky. Tennessee and Louisiana—practically
all seasoned frontiersmen—and all carrying Kentucky
rifles.

Against this force, the British numbered 10.000 vet-
erans. led by competent officers under the command of
General Packenham. an able and experienced leader.

General Packenham did the attacking, but General
Jackson's riflemen did the shooting that counted. The
battle lasted three hours. Jackson reported that he had
lost six men killed and seven wounded. The British
losses were approximately 2.100 killed and wounded.
The Americans O>ened fire  IContinued on page 88)

rifle is ready.
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Off the football field, Katternian runs a prospering investment firm.

football’s richest faker

Mobody can make magic with a football like George Ratterman of the Cleveland
Browns, who sometimes gets so deceptive that he even fools his own teammates.
But that’s only one reason why he gets S15,000 a season for sitting on the bench

by Bob Deindorfer

OBODY in professional football today makes
the money that a solid T-formation quarter-
back can earn in a season’s play. Nobody, it
might be added, has an easier job. And nobody,
but nobody, does as well as George Ratterman, a
second-string T-formation quarterback.
Ratterman plays a warm Number Two fiddle to
Otto Graham, the Cleveland Browns’ peerless and
indestructible T-man. It is an indignity the cocky,
eccentric and highly articulate twenty-eight-year-
old moneybags bears with unusual equanimity—at
S15.000 a year.
The reason the Browns pay Ratterman fifteen

grand for his superfluous role is that they want
insurance against the day the thirty-three-year-old
Graham retires—and Ratterman is about the best
insurance they could have.

“Paul Brown [Cleveland coach] knows Ratter-
man is the best hall-handling quarterback in the
business.” says Red Strader, ex-coach of the San
Francisco Forty-Niners. “Even with Graham,
Brownie didn't want to let Ratterman go some
place else and beat Cleveland’s brains out once or
twice a year.”

One reason Graham still dominates the quarter-
hack play is because the name Graham means big
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business. When Cleveland comes to town the attraction
is usually billed as Otto Graham and company. It is
hard to write off nine years of publicity build up. As
long as he can toddle. Graham will continue to draw
fans to the ball park. But sitting on the sidelines draw-
ing a healthy salary will also be Katterman.

"The Rat™ looks like almost anything but a profes-
sional athlete. Sway-backed and round-shouldered, with
long, gentle hands and blond, curly hair, he has most of
the features of a prettyboy. What keeps the 178-pound
quarterback in business are the sly skills of the finest
pair of hands in the game. Katterman is an enormously
effective passer, but he also does one thing no one else
can do. Handling the ball from quarterback, he can
fake his own teammates right off their feet, even when
they know what to expect.

Ratterman's tricks with the ball have a way of setting
up a momentum all their own. What he does is de-
moralize the opposition. At first they feel fooled, then
stung, and finally completely humiliated. When that
stage is reached the score begins to mount out of all
proportion to the football being played.

That his wizardry can move the ball and win games
is shown by one example from last season. Ratterman’s
second with the Browns. With Graham playing all the
way. Cleveland managed to squeeze out a 7—O0 decision
over the tough New York Giants. Later in the season,
with Ratterman running the squad, Cleveland creamed
the same Giants, 62— 14.

“Ratterman is the sweetest faker football has ever
seen.” one professional coach told me. “We all know
he’s the best, too. But if you print that. I'll send two of
my biggest tackles over to get you. We have to sell the
public the idea that ..« quarterback is the best in the
business.”

Among numerous other observers who regard Ratter-

©

Currently, Ratterman is overshadowed by brilliant
quarterback Otto Graham. But Otto is 33, George, 28.
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man as the slickest operator since Willie Sutton is, char-
acteristically, Ratterman himself.

“Look at it this way." Ratterman says. “Finks,
Graham. Conerlv, Van Brocklin. Thomason. Layne. Rat-
terman—they all throw with roughly the same accuracy.
Then look at ball handling. A lot of quarterbacks hand
it off without fumbling but they don't even fool the pop-
corn man. Now Ratterman ..." He paused with a pious
look on his features.

“Ratterman has been known to fool himself. | won’t
call him the best. But then, do you know anyone
better?”

It was, as they say, a good question. It took Red
Grange less than three-quarters of play to come to the
same conclusion. In August, 1947, playing with a pick-
up team of college all-stars, Ratterman bamboozled the
Chicago Bears to a 16—0 defeat. Grange reached for the
nearest microphone. “This kid,” the famous Galloping
Ghost declared, “is the best | ever saw.”

Ratterman was not awed by his success. After the
game he reacted in typical fashion. As admirers trooped
into the dressing room to congratulate him, he accepted
the outstretched hands gracefully. His own was .covered
with itching powder.

Three days later Ratterman turned professional, and
football hasn’t been quite the same since. Along with
two bunco hands and an active imagination that never
stops Wbrking, Ratterman has brought freshness into a
sport that sometimes is inclined toward stodginess.

Almost immediately he was typed as the biggest screw-
ball to hit the big leagues since Frank Sinkwich bent in
huddles yodeling hillbilly songs. Before Ratterman's
first pro season had ended, one of the most frequent
comments about him was simply: “Where the hell does
this guy come from?”

No one, it seemed, had ever heard of him before. It
was obvious to everyone, however, that anyone who
handled the ball as he did must have been one hell of a
ballplayer some place.

That some place was Notre Dame, and Ratterman ma-
triculated there simply because the seat of All-American
Angelo Bertelli’s pants happened to look clean one Satur-
day afternoon in 1943. What might seem like an odd
lurch of logic for anyone else made sense for Ratterman.
«\t the time, he was playing quarterback for Xavier High
in Cincinnati and playing well enough to get proposi-
tioned by both Michigan and Notre Dame.

To choose between the two. Ratterman drove up to
South Bend for the Notre Dame-Michigan game. At the
end of sixty minutes of black-and-blue football, he care-
fully focused his field glasses and surveyed the backside?
of three vital participants. Bertelli’s satin pants still
looked bright gold, while the two Michigan quarter-
backs’ britches matched the dull green Stadium turf.
Quarterback Ratterman. a reflective young fellow, had
seen the advantage of a Notre Dame education.

In bis freshman year George broke a collarbone over
the padded skull of a varsity lineman during a friendly
intersquad scrimmage. In his sophomore year, although
he became one of Notre Dame’s three four-lettermen. he
did little to distinguish himself from other blank-faced
scrubs riding the bench most of the fall.

“l completed four passes that season.” he recalls now.
“Two for us and two for the opposition.”
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Even in his junior year. 1946. when he had learned
to feed the ball to baekfield mates with the agility of a
fry-eook. Ratterman still started every game from the
sidelines. Peace was wonderful, all right, but it cost
George a starting position on one of history's greatest
varsities.

Among three tons of rough, prewar talent shipped
back to Notre Dame by the military was Johnny Lujack.
an excellent quarterback. Playing only a few minutes a
game, Ratterman nevertheless managed to engineer
twelve of the last sixteen touchdowns the Irish scored
and suffer only one pass interception all season.

Pass interceptions never bothered George much. In
the final game of the 1946 season, after driving the Irish
to all four touchdow ns against Southern California. Rat-
terman decided to try for one last score. A USC defen-
sive back leaped high in the air, speared the ball and
raced up the sidelines for fifteen yards. Out came Rat-
terman.

“Why in heavens name did you throw the ball away
to that SC back?" asked Moose Krause, who was han-
dling the team during Frank Leahy’s illness.

Ratterman pulled off his helmet and brushed a hand
through his long blond hair. “Why?” he said dryly.
“Hell, coach, he was the only man open.*

Toward the middle of his junior year, it looked as if
the eternal substitute would finally graduate to the start-
ing team after all. Frank Leahy decided that Ratterman
would open the 1947 season at quarterback, and Lujack.
who could run. would move over to halfback. The ar-
rangement might have been an ideal one except that
Ratterman never gave it a chance.

Every few weeks George and a few other scholars took
it upon themselves to visit a local pleasure dome known
as Sweeny’s Rar and Grill. The first time Ratterman
missed his nightly dormitory check, his penalty was a
polite warning. Two weeks later he again made damp
circles on Sweeny's mahogany. For every minute after
midnight a student returned to the dorm he was kept on
the campus for one full week. It was then almost twelve-
thirty, which meant six straight weeks of confinement.
Ratterman decided to stay out the rest of the night and
hope nobody missed him. Rut he was caught coming in
for breakfast and banished from ND for one semester.

Ry that time Notre Dame authorities might have
known their nineteen-year-old star could pull his chest-
nuts out of the fire at a considerable advantage. Years
before, knute Rockne had described a similar talent on
the part of the legendary George Gipp. “Any lime Gipp
sits between two students who score forty and fifty on
an examination. Rock said, "you can bet he will come
out with a ninety.”

At the time of his suspension, all Ratterman needed
to marry a beautiful home-town girl named Anne Hen-
gelbrok was cash—and he knew where to find it. Pro-
fessional football teams had all sorts of money. George
signed with Buffalo of the old All-America Conference.
A newspaperman later asked Ratterman what he got out
of that first contract. “Two children,” replied George.

Since that first contract signing, Ratterman has piled
up the experience necessary to stay in business for a
long time to come. Twice in his first three years of pro
ball his slick play carried a shabby squad of used-up
old gaffers and rawboned rookies to the championships
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of the old All-America Conference. In 1950 he pushed
the last-place Yanks to third. About 1951. the vear he
jumped to Canada, he would rather forget; but in the
last two years with Cleveland, the Browns won two ad-
ditional division titles.

Now in his eighth season of commercial football. Rat-
terman has been known coolly to veto any instructions
passed down from on high. In one whopping showdown,
when he was with Buffalo, the second guessing on Rat-
terman's part got so had that the Buffalo management
had to decide between George and the coach. The coach
was fired.

“The owners givelh." Ratterman told newspapermen
at the lime, “and the owners laketh away.”

Ever since that purge business, associates have given
Ratterman a wide berth. Even the front office has
learned to tolerate George’s eccentricities.

One day late in August 1950. a secretary sat in the
New York Yank home office nervously waiting for the
late mail. All day long an angry job printer had been
telephoning to ask for the last of the player information
sheets, long autobiographical surveys calculated to bring
out the best in a hired hand’s background.

Two hours before the printing deadline the only one
of more than sixty questionnaires still outstanding be-
longed to the new club quarterback, name of Ratterman.
In his only other transaction with the team, Ratterman
had behaved according to form, by filling in a player
contract for $20,000.

At three-thirtv the late mail arrived. A moment later
the secretary hurried in toward the executive’ office.
The manager’s face soured as he read Ralterman’s
questionnaire.

"Question: What World War Il battles did you take
part in?” (Continued on page 79)

Fellow pro Ed Sharkey says of George, “Only a
sport like Ratterman can afford four children today.”
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He had traveled a thousand miles
to kill, and he meant to do thejob
alone. But there were people ivho
didn't want to see him die trying

BY MORGAN LEWIS

Illustrated by John McDermott

ALL morning he rode north with a strong

wind pushing him along, fanning the

| bay’s tail into a cascade of black silk.

Other than cloud shadows and wind stir-

rings in the brush there was no movement

in this flat, gray stretch of sage and grass
that ran to the far edge of the world.

At noontime he stopped beside a puddle
in a stream bed, loosened the cinch and re-
moved the bit so the horse could graze.
There was drift stuff for a fire and he made
coffee in the lee of the hank, settled it with
a shot of cold water and drank it from the
pot while he had his smoke. A half-hour
later he was in the saddle drifting steadily
north. Dusk was seeping over this gray
land when the spot in the distance began
to rise out of the earth and take the shape
of a town.

He rode down the main street of Ordwav,
the weary bay kicking up dust puffs in
pools of lamplight, and turned in at the
livery-stable runway where a lantern hung
on a post flared IContinued on page 80)

Out here there was no shelter, no way
to escape the cro*s fire that would come.
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WHAT'S COMING UP
FOR YOUR WORKSHOP?

Now that Do-It-Y oursolf is big business, rnanufacturers are
really out to make things easy for you, with all sorts of
things from acarport-patio kit to wood that comes in rolls

BY ROBERT SCHARFF

Illustrated by Ralph Stein

I AST year | did a column on all the new material;-.

tools and gadgets manufacturers were planning to put
on the market this year and which | thought would prove
to he good bets for home workshop fanatics to investi-
gate. Since | got only a handful of letters telling me that
I was a crackpot and a lout in my advice | K.ditor’s Note:
At last count. ScharfT has received only four vituperative
letters, three from one woman who claims that ScharfT
has ruined her life since her husband is now married to
a sanding machine. | | decided it might he a good idea to
give the whole thing a fresh try. 1 traveled 6.000 miles
and peered into enough hustling machine shops and fac-
tories to get bleary-eyed, which 1 did. In the course of
all this 1 came up with some fascinating new devices
and two general observations.

The lirst is that the “do-it-yourself" business has de-
cidedly left its squeaky adolescence behind and is blos-
soming into a man-sized operation. Last year | found
manv manufacturers who were still fainllv afraid that

the delightful bubble they had latched onto was in immi-
nent danger of bursting in their faces. The prospect of
leaving several thousand Handee Home Buzz Saws rust-
ing on the shelves left them nervous, indeed. This year,
however, almost everyone has finally come to realize
that the do-it-y'ourself is no passing fad or craze; it is
a way of life. Once men are bitten by the idea that they
can both fix and build things themselves better and
cheaper than they often can buy them, they seem to stay
bitten for good.

The other observation is that buyers are becoming
sophisticated. Manufacturers have been quick to learn
they no longer can get by. producing large, elaborate
pieces of chromed-up tooling that have all the driving
power of a squirrel racing on a treadmill. The buyer has
become aware. As far as | could find out in my wander-
ings the trend is decidedly for cheaper machines with
greater versatility.

If this seems like a sweeping generalization let's take

* "V\)Vdjft
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Carport-patio kit ran hr set up hv two men in just four hours.

a look at a few of the better new items that will be on the
market shortly.

While in Minneapolis | had a chance to operate
Shopmaster’s new floor model, eight-inch. tilting arbor
circular saw. The heart of this tool is the built-in %-
horsepower torque motor which needs no V belt and
no pulleys.

The advantages of the built-in motor are numerous.
For one thing, the motor arrangement means more safe-
ty; for another, it means greater speed of o|>eration.
Lastly, because of the cheapness of materials and engi-
neering, it means less cost to the buyer. It’s hard to beat
an arrangement like that. Complete with stand, table
extension, built-in motor, cord, stop, rip fence, saw
blade and guard, the saw retails for under a hundred
dollars. The next time you are in the market for a good
saw it would be a wise thing to take a hard look at the
eight-inch Shopmaster model.

Two other saws | had tested were the Dremel jigsaw
and the Burgess bandsaw. The Dremel has a built-in
motor which drives the blade directly through a rocker-
arm mechanism. Without getting technical, the so-called
“rocker action" will put an end to excessive blade wear
and helps to eliminate blade buckle and whip. One fea-
ture | particularly liked was the four-way blade holder
which allowed me to set the blade to cut in any direc-
tion without interference from the frame when sawing
long stock. The saw cut 1Vi-inch softwoods without diffi-
culty but balked when it was used on hardwood stock
over an inch.

The advantage the light-weight Burgess bandsaw has
over similar types is its portability. It can be easily car-
ried anywhere and simply plugged in for on-thc-job
cutting. This feature is especially important for you
apartment-house woodworking enthusiasts. The saw's
built-in motor has a three-wheel blade drive arrangement,
that gives the small units the power to cut wood up to
3% inches thick. The jigsaw sells for under $25 while
the bandsaw can be had for $34.50.

In Pittsburgh, | had a sneak preview of the new Delta
scroll saw. This tool is actually an attachment for an

eight-inch tilting arbor circular saw'. With it, in addition
to straight-line sawing, you can perform curved cutting
operations. Since a tilting arbor circular can saw up
to forty-five degrees, the scroll saw attachment also lets
you cut angle curves. To my surprise, | found it would
do everything else a standard scroll saw would do—saw.
file and sand wood, metal or plastic—yet it costs less than
half the price. The complete attachment will retail
for $14.95.

To add to the versatility of their tools, several manu-
facturers have designed special attachments that provide
all the advantages of portable power equipment plus the
added value of a stationary setup. Skil Tools and Porter
Cable, for instance, have a rig in which a portable saw
can be easily converted into a precision tilting arbor
model.

To complete your portable-stationary workshop, they
have a drill press utilizing a portable drill, a mounting
bracket that converts a portable sander into a bench
type, and a horizontal stand which makes a portable
router into an excellent shaper.

Black and Decker have added a couple of new at-
tachments to their drill line. With their new screw-
driving attachment, you can drive #5 to #9 slotted or
Phillips Head wood screws with ease. The other attach-
ment is a hole cutter that cuts holes up to 1M& inches in
diameter with a Vi-inch drill, 2'/2 inches in diameter
with a Vi-inch drill, in any material a hacksaw will cut.
The screw-driver attachment sells for around $10. The
hole cutter starts at seventy-five cents, and price in-
creases with size.

Of all manufacturers, the Mall Tool Company of Chi-
cago has the greatest number of attachments for your
Vi-inch electric drill—twenty-one in all. Among the
newer ones are a belt sander, an angle head, a slitting
saw, a hedge trimmer, speed-control clutch and a re-
ciprocating or portable jigsaw.

Duro Metal Products Company has introduced a new,
unique motorizing workshop principle. The heart of
this idea is a new patented “quick-change” motor-mount
attachment which permits one (Continued on page 86)
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Sandpaper takes a new form. Residue won’t clog Scroll saw here fits tilting arbor circular saw, cuts

mesh, which has an abrasive coating on both sides. angle curves; also saws, files, sands metal, plastic.
Hi-fi fans now have their pick of pre-fah units that Specialized shop operations are made easy with low-
house latest sound equipment. Kit here is for baffle. priced power-tool attachments like this angle head.
Most attachments fit all standard makes and models. Drill stand mounts on wall or bench, converts 1/4-inch
Orbit sauder adapts to any I™-inch electric drill. drill to home drill press; assembles for southpaws.
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pheasant where
you want them

Hunting pressure is so great these days that it often takes a man
longer to find out where pheasant are than it does to go and get
them. That’s the very problem I\ilo Game Farm was set up to lick

BY LARRY ROLLER

Photographs for Argosy by Joe Coudert

GOOD part of the upland gunner’s year is spent
Anot in shooting game birds. It’s spent first in
looking for birds to shoot and then in finding

an area where unsympathetic landowners won't run
him out before he gets a chance to load his scattergun.
In the past few years, there just haven’t been enough
birds to go around, and the amount of available land

has shrunk almost as fast. As a result, public shooting
is rapidly becoming passe in many areas of the country.

But the picture is not all black, thanks to a couple
of promising innovations. One is the private shooting
preserve, where for some $5 a bird (the price varies
according to locality) a hunter can spend a day in
excellent cover without competition, and (Turn page)
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Above, left: Old multicolored John Pheasant himself. Above, right: Keeper rounds up birds for the day’s hunt.

Below, left: Nilo Farms sprawls over some 500 acres. Below, right: A Nilo hunting dog stalks his quarry.



with the assurance that he will pet his money’s worth.
For shooters who can afford the comparative luxury of
such preserves, there is nothing better. But for less
privileged ducks like you and me, the problem is tougher.

However, a less costly and thoroughly attractive alter-
native was discovered by Gun Editor Pete Kuhlhoff and
myself, thanks to John Olin, president of Olin Industries.
One day last February he loaded us into the huge Olin
DC-4 and whisked us to his new experimental farm near
East Alton, Illinois. There, we had our eyes opened.

When we arrived we found a lovely sight, a farm of
normal size, a bit over 500 acres, in the flat heart of
typical Illinois corn and bean country. But Nilo Farms
(Nilo spelled backward is Olin) is as untypical as any
you will find in the entire midwest. It is a farm, true;
but it is also a haven for birds—meaning old John
Pheasant—to live, feed, hide and do whatever these
foreigners like best to do.

The primary function of the Nilo experiment is to
show fellow farmers how to improve their finances by
adding this new crop to their land—a crop that will not
interfere with regular production and one that can be
harvested during the normal off-season. The Nilo people
have undertaken the project with the hope that their
experience may show the way to a new concept of hunt-
ing, beneficial to farmer and hunter alike.

For two days Pete and | walked the covers of Nilo
Farm. We tramped waist deep in standing kaffir corn,
millet and other farm grains that pheasants love both
for food and for their protective value. And even though
we were hunting at the tail end of the season there was
enough cover to make the birds difficult finding for the
pointers. We worked hard to fill our two-day limit.

The well-trained dogs were a pleasure to observe. Like
all pheasants, these Nilo Farm birds soon learned the
safety of staying on the ground, skulking and running
through the tight cover, making the dogs really sweat to
pick up and hold scent. But the cover was cleverly
“strip-cropped” so that it alternated with open ground
at about 100-foot intervals; thus the birds were unable
to get too far before hitting an opening which forced
them to fly.

From the viewpoint of the shooter who values good
dog work as much as wing-shooting, this was an ideal
setup, presenting a vivid contrast to the methods used
in the corn country of the Dakotas and other western
states where a dog never has a chance to corner or pin
his bird in a tight point. Cornfield shooting means driv-

52

ing—taking half of your big group of hunters and post-
ing them at one end of a big strip of corn, then sending
the other half to the far end and driving the birds back.
The pheasant, wise ground-hugger that he is, will run
down the rows for the full length of the field before he
is forced into the air at the end of the long strip. Natu-
rally, the shooters stationed at the end get some fast ac-
tion for a few minutes and usually net plenty of birds.
But upland gunners are pretty much in agreement that
pheasant hunting under conditions which permit skillful
dog work gives much more kick to the day’s gunning.

The emphasis at Nilo is on the use of dogs in all gun-
ning. | doubt if any shooter will disagree that having a
good retriever along is an important conservation meas-
ure in tracking down and recovering cripples. The
sportsman is obliged to recover every bird that’s hit, but
without the sensitive nose of an able retriever, pheasant
losses can often be as high as fifty per cent.

We did plenty of hunting, but we also did a bit of
listening, and we learned how the Nilo Farm experiment
worked and how it can be carried on by other farmers.
The Nilo people, in fact, have prepared a Nilo Bulletin,
sort of a blueprint of their operation, for the use of any
farmer interested in stocking his own preserve. Here
basically, is ihe system.

Two farmers with adjoining property will agree to
devote some part of their joint acreage to establishing
pheasant cover. Under Illinois law the minimum re-
quirement for controlled shooting areas is 230 acres; so
in some instances an individual landowner won’t have
enough property to meet this minimum.

To begin their joint operation, the partners must first
decide how they want to obtain their stock of birds. It
can be done in three ways: (1) by rearing day-old
chicks, (2) by starting with half-grown birds, (3) by
the purchase of adult birds. Using adult birds is ques-
tionable policy. The cost is high and there is no oppor-
tunity for the farmers to utilize their own labor and
facilities for profit. Some farmers, without the experi-
ence of raising chicks, decide to purchase half-grown
birds, but the best plan is to start with chicks, following
the details listed in Nilo’s bulletin. Then, when harvest
time is over, the shooting season begins and the farmers
can devote a large part of their time to such things as
guiding parties, planting birds, and handling dogs—all
at a profit and under amicable terms with hunters.

The pheasants may be raised by one of two methods.
One is by putting them in a wire enclosure open at the
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“The General,” a rare domesticated hird, eats lunch.

top. Here, the birds are brought up carefully, like
chickens. When the hunting season arrives, the farmer
will take the birds into the woods. They will, of course,
have the instincts of wild birds, but they will be unable
to fly well because of fragile wing muscles.

The other method, used widely in the East and really
the preferable one, is to enclose the pheasants in the pen
with wire over the top. The farmer then brings dogs
into the enclosure every now and then. The birds, fright-
ened by the dogs’ presence, flap around trying to fly,
and develop their wings. Thus, when these birds are set
loose, they will give the hunter a better time.

Figures show that a two-man team of farmers can earn
$3,150 by turning over part of their land and time dur-
ing the slack season on the farm. Charges consist of a
unit price per bird or a daily fee, with a guarantee of
shooting at a minimum number of birds. In Illinois, as
in most states, the shooting period in controlled areas is
fairly long, usually from October through February.
This gives a farmer ample opportunity for success.

First concern of the farmer is how to hold the birds
in his land without having to build a costly bird-tight
fence. Present experience shows that planting the kind
of cover that offers food and protection at the same time
is a proper safeguard. However, for added insurance a
strip hedge called Sericea Lcspedeza, planted around the
boundaries, makes an effective barrier and at the same
time affords additional cover.

The basic idea in “strip-cropping” the cover through-
out the farm is, of course, to provide exactly the right
type of cover to take advantage of the pheasant’s natural
instincts to skulk and hide from his natural enemies—
say, the fox, coyote or just plain outlaw housecat. If the
birds find any great area of unbroken cover -tall grass,
weeds or domestic crops—it takes the services of a
mighty good dog to nail one tightly enough for a staunch
point. In a 100-acre field of unbroken cover it isn’t
unusual for a bird to keep ahead of a pointing dog for
an hour or more before finally taking wing—if ever!

“Stripping” makes practical hunting grounds out of
cover that normally would be wasted time for a hunter.
Millet, kaffir corn or some other heavy-stalked crop,
planted in a 100-foot wide strip, will give the birds food
and protection. The strips are then alternated with a
short grass crop such as alfalfa or clover, which the
farmer normally keeps closely cropped—forming rela-
tively open areas that the birds are reluctant to cross
with a dog on their heels. These open areas then become
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Identifying tag is removed from dead pheasant’s leg.

“stopping strips" which will hold John Pheasant in
check at the edge until the dog makes a firm find and
the gunner conies up to flush.

Another problem—present to some degree on Nilo
Farms—is the tendency of the pen-reared birds to pick
at each other until there is a noticeable loss of plumage,
particularly the tail feathers. None of this helps to make
strong-flying birds, or an attractive bag. Eastern farm-
ers combat these cannibalistic tendencies in two ways.
One is to nip off a bit of the upper mandible"tof the beak,
just enough to permit the bird to eat, yet impair his
nipping habits. Another method is to “ring” the bird
by passing a U-shaped staple between the two halves of
the beak, then forcing the open ends into the nostrils.
This doesn t interfere with feeding but does prevent the
bird from defeathering his penmates.

A day at Nilo starts easy-like with the release of
pheasants just after sun-up. Charley Hopkins, chief of
conservation for the Olin outfit, explains over a cup of
coffee how the ground is to be worked. You put on the
white vests, supplied as a safety measure, and load your
gear into the station wagon. By the time you arrive at
the shooting area the birds are well dispersed and you
turn the pointers loose to pick up scent. Then your day's
hunt is the same as if you had stepped into an eastern
corn lot to find your birds.

The pointer swings downward and charges smartly
through a heavy strand of kaffir corn. Midway he
checks, changes course into the wind and bounces
through the cover, following the wind-drifting scent of
the bird. He hesitates a bit, head high, tail gently
swinging. The bird has moved on—but only a few
yards—to the edge of the strip of cover. Your dog breaks
downwind, circles into it in a short arc and stops sud-
denly and rigidly a couple of yards front the ragged
edges of corn. He has the bird nailed now and you move
in to Hush. Almost under your feet a flurry of wings
bursts through the dead grass and stalks as the brilliant
Chink climbs into the air. You let him straighten out a
bit, then you swing the little twenty ahead of him and
touch off a load of 7%’s. Feathers puff out of the long-
tailed target and your bird drops. It wasn't a tough shot,
you reflect, reloading the gun, but it might have been if
you hadn’t known where the birls would be.

This Nilo Farm operation is not only a pleasure for
a day’s shooting. It could be the forerunner of the up-
land gunner’s Utopia—enough birds for everyone, and
plenty of good land to hunt them. o o e
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STEP DOWN
TO TERROR

The girl and the young man were uneasy at the
door of the cheap little night club, and for a
moment they felt just an edge of fear. Then, like
the coils of asnake, the jungle closed around them

by John McPartland

Illustrated by George Hughes

RIKA LONDON and Arthur Johnstone Mitchell walked
into the Cirque Room of the Fairmont Hotel about eleven

on this warm spring evening. People turned to watch the couple

as they passed down the broad, plush-marble-and-tradition cor-
ridor. Their glances were long at the girl because she was
lovely, and brief at him because he was with this lovely girl.
Her hair was short, with a kind of sunset glow of red and
gold. She wore a white gown that began simple and straight
above her breasts and swirled wide and frothy around her
long legs.

Erika London, a senior at Berkeley, very lovely and very
happy with life. The boy with her looked as if he belonged
beside her, and in the easy pattern of their lives he did. The
Mitchell family had bought land cheap eighty years ago and
had held most of it. What they had sold was now covered
with apartments and stores, and it had brought comfortable
trust funds. As a man. Arthur Mitchell was better than
ordinary—tall, straight, the tennis player and the oarsman
rather than the football kind of college man. He handled
himself well. Since he had been a small boy he had been
taught that handling one’s self well was next ir. ii.iportance
to having been born to money, and possessing a strong,
handsome body.

A minute or two after eleven. Erika swung the long legs over
a bar stool at the Cirque, lifting the frothy (Turn page)

I'rika stood, and Kuppfen wutchea her. “Get 'em ofl, chirk,"
he told the frightened girl. “I'll give you a little strip music."”
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skirt with long, slender fingers. Arthur
ordered old-fashioneds and turned to look
at her. He was wondering, maybe a little
too carefully, like one of the trust-fund
attorneys ticking of! points on his fingers,
whether he loved F.rika enough for mar-
riage now rather than in another year
or two.

He was twenty-three and she was a few
months over twenty-one. Around them
now was the pleasant carelessness of the
Cirque, and around it was the careful
pleasantness of the Fairmont, high on
Nob Hill above the glory of the night over
San Francisco. They were young and
fine in the white marble cocoon of the
Fairmont; the trust funds were rows of
figures and contracts and solidly-filled
safety deposit boxes at the Anglo-
Californian. The society editors at the
Examiner and the Chronicle had pen-
ciled the index cards that big-city society
editors keep on the new, young, and some
day important people. On Erika’s neatly
typed cards they had each written:
“mavbe Art Mitchell—Russian  Hill
Mitchells.”

The barman smiled and bowed slight-
ly as he set their old-fashioneds before
them.

And Arthur Johnstone Mitchell was
thinking that, the year before. Erika's
hair had been long and he’d had a crew-
cut. They seemed to walk together
through these first full-grown years,
through the change of the right things
to do and the right places to be. Maybe
it would be better not to wait another
year. He didn't see how he could wait.
Erika was lovely beyond words.

OWN the steepness of Mason Street
from Nob Hill, over on O'Farrell a
lew blocks is a ratty small bar called
the Bada. Last year it was the Desert
Club and it has had other names through
the years back to the night madness that
was San F'rancisco when the streets be-
longed to the sailors and soldiers.

There were three young men and a
girl in a booth in back. The girl was
mostly called Honey, and the two young
men. who didn't much matter, usually
liked to be called Kicks and Gage. The
other young man was called Big Tom.

Honey had perfect skin, creamy as if
it had not quite lost last summer's tan,
and short, glossy black hair with a
heart-shaped brow line.

“Go! Go! Go!” Honey was chanting,
her small fists pounding the booth table.
Almost whispered, a low. breathless
frantic chant that beat into the juke-box
frenzy. Kicks was watching her, his
mouth hanging open and his lips wet.

“That’s it, Honey chick, that's it—"
he said.

“Go! Go! Go!”

Big Tom stretched his body. He liked
the feel of his muscles flexing.

“We got to make some money tonight,
Kicks. 1’m tapped. Got to go out on the
streets tonight.”

“Like you say, Big Tom. When the
joints close, huh? About two?” Kicks
was a nervous type, with a grinning-dog
smile that came and went between words
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as he talked. Lean and bony, with dank
hair in a duck-tail cut.

“The hell about two. Right quick. |
need some fun money because this is go-
ing to be a fun night.”

“The streets are too damn hot this
early, Big Tom. It’s only eleven—" He
froze, the grinning-dog smile hesitating
on his white, thin face. Big Tom’s fist was
against Kicks’ cheek, turning slowly,
and the brazil-nut knuckles pulled and
twisted the white skin.

“Don't trouble me. man.” said Big
Tom. “I can get my fun listening to you
making hurt music. Don't trouble me
none, man.”

HE boy called Gage watched, smiling.

Almost anything was fun. Seeing Big
Tom smash up on Kicks would be fun.
Anything was fun when somebody else
was being hurt.

“Gol Go! Go!” The frantic, whis-
pered chant ended with the click of the
juke box. Honey turned great shining
eyes toward the boys. Her small tongue
crept out between the almost perfect
arched-bow lips.

“Put another round into the beat box,
boy, before some apple gets to it and
plays something out of nausea.” said
Honey, her voice soft and clear. She
looked like somebody important’s very
beautiful and highly competent secretary
in her trim, simple suit and white shirt
with a narrow black bow lie. Honey was
nineteen, and the big-laced prostitutes of
the human-sewer hotels off Howard
Street were innocents compared to
Honey.

Big Tom rubbed the heel of his hand
across Kicks’ mouth, chuckled, and
dropped it to the table.

“I’'m restless, man. We’re going out
and make us some money. Then we'll
go to the fine places until they close and
then we Il pad out with plenty of the
stuff. Plenty, man. and we'll pad for a
couple of lights and darks. The long,
sweet dive into the green water for those
many hours, man.” Big Tom was smiling.

“Going to wait for Gopher?” asked
Gage. “He might raise up something on
his prowl.”

“Yeah, that boy is the cool one. He’ll
find somebody to work on,” said Kicks.

The police records of San Francisco
and the Peninsula cities listed Big Torn,
Kicks, Gage and the Gopher. They had
no reedrd of Honey. Not yet.

Big Tom. Twenty-two now. Arrested
at nineteen for selling marijuana ciga-
rettes at the high school in the Twin
Peaks neighborhood where he’d been
a football star the year before. Came
from a good upper-middle-class family,
and his father was an assistant cashier
of an outlying branch bank. Probation
for the boy. The students, boys and girls,
who had known him at high school could
have added more to the record. Big Tom
was a brutal bully, a sadist who had
raped at least seven of the high school
girls who had gone on dates with him.
Possibly thirty more had submitted will-
ingly. Big Tom Kuppfen.

Kicks. Twenty-three. His real name

was Harold Johnson and at times he
worked as a nonunion piano player. His
arrests bad been for petty theft, bad
checks and assault. He’d served four
months in the county jail.

Gage. He was twenty-two and his real
name was Duane Freeposter. the *on of
a divorcee who held an executive job in
a social service agency of the Stale of
California. She took him to a psychia-
trist when he was sixteen, and in the six
years since then he bad been in analysis
much of the time. His two arrests were
both for contributing to the delinquency
of minors; each of the girls had been

sixteen. Both charges had been dis-
missed.
The Gopher. In some ways he was

the most interesting boy of the four. His
troubles with the police of San Francisco.
San Mateo and Burlingame covered
drunk-driving, three arrests; possession
of marijuana, two arrests; assault, two
arrests; contributing to the delinquency
of a minor, three arrests. At the mo-
ment he had more than twenty worthless
checks out. cashed in bars, hotels, night
clubs and stores. The Gopher—Frank
Worth Williams—was twenty years old,
but he looked at least twenty-six. and he
had the casual, certain charm of a young
man who had spent his adolescence
traveling with wealthy parents rather
than in Juvenile Hall at San Francisco.

Frank Worth Williams wore a soft,
charcoal-gray hat with a high crown, a
light vicuna topcoat, a tab-collared shirt,
a well-draped, blue-grav suit. His face
showed a friendly boyishness and his
manners were careful copies of those of
motion picture actors. He spent almost
every afternoon in a picture theater. l,e*s
than middle height, soft-spoken, quick to
laugh, casual but determined—this was
the Gopher. Frank Worth Williams.

At twenty minutes past eleven he was
speaking to Erika London at the bar of
the Cirque Room.

“You dropped your gloves, girl.” he
said, smiling. She liked the way he used
the word “girl.”

“Thanks.” And she smiled. Their
eyes met for a few seconds and she looked
away first. Arthur Johnstone Mitchell
glanced across Erika at the stranger. He
looked all right and he didn’t look like
an intruder.

HAVE you noticed the drummer in
this little band here?” asked the
Gopher, directing the question to Mitchell.

"Not especialLy. Is he supposed to be
good ?”

“Got a bit of style. I like him.”

“Are you interested in music?” asked
Erika. The young man had an odd quali-
ty of charm.

"Very much,” said Frank Worth Wil-
liams. “Progressive stuff mostly. Some
Chicago Dixie for variations.”

“Whom do you like?”

“Oh, Brubeck. of course. Shearing's
new stuff. The Norvo trio is fine.”

Mitchell ordered drinks and included
the stranger in the round. By the time
the drinks were finished and the Gopher
had bought another round it was mid-
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night ami introductions nail been made.
The slight. well-dressed young man was
Derek Fielding, he said, and he was up
to visit friends in Mill Valley. He was a
graduate student at Cal Tech, majoring
in aeronautic design. Plausible, friendly,
charming.

At five minutes after midnight Erika
and Arthur agreed to join the Gopher
at a “pleasant little place just off an
alley, where some kids are doing some
really important adventures in music.
Astonishing kills.”

To Erika it sounded interesting and a
little exciting. There were dozens of little
combos in San Francisco places, and
some of them were worth discovering. It
was the kind of adventure that was fun.

“We'd take you in my ear." apologized
Arthur, “but it’s an XK—"

“Oh. a Jag. Wonderful car. But only
two seats. 1 understand.” The Gopher
smiled. “Tell you what. 1 promised to
meet some friends at a dreary place on
O’Farrell. We can all meet there and
go over to hear these new sounds. A spot
called the Bada.”

Erika and Arthur looked at each other
in brief questioning. A stranger, a
strange place, a strange crowd. But then
this Derek Fielding was a Cal Tech
graduate student, he dressed the right
way. talked the right way. and he had
charm.

“Fine,” said Arthur Johnstone Mitchell
as his Erika whirled smoothly front the
stool. “Just tell us how to find it. We’ll
meet these friends of yours and go on to
this music cellar from there. Right?”

“Right." said the young man. his soft,
bright eyes holding the smile of his soft,
amused mouth.

Mitchell and Erika stopped for a mo-
ment before they slid into the smooth
compactness of the Jaguar open two-
seater and looked at the lights of the
town below them, at the lights of the Bay
Bridge beyond.

“Lovely," said Erika. A spring night,
and the top of Nob Hill never becomes
common nor ordinary: the enchantment
of the city spreads before you like a
sparkling, magic valley.

“Seems like a good man." said Arthur
Mitchell.

“He has a sort of charm.” Erika said,
still looking toward the sparkle of tile
town. “Funny, there’s an eagerness to
this Derek that’s strange. A cat—why a
cat? Oh. 1 know—Ilike a cat walking
neatly through the flowers—"

“Toward a bird?”

She laughed. “Let’s go down and meet
these people. May be some Berkeley
people we might know.”

They got into the low, deep seats of
the car.

CHAPTEIl TWO

A1 A phone booth in a corridor of the
hotel Frank Worth Williams was calling
the Bada.

“Hey, somebody’s calling for Big
Tom?” veiled the bartender, holding the
phone away from his body.

The sleepy-lidded eyes widened, and the
six-foot-four body moved lazily.
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“I’'m the man." he said, and he walked
to the end of the bar. taking the phone.

“Hi. Tom?”

“Gopher?”

“Yeah. | found me a couple of pigeons.
The doll's fabulous, with a real strong
touch of class. The guy’s a kid loaded
with gold. Both apples, just stumbling
through the dark, not knowing. Are you
with me?”

“I'm with."

“They bought me on a fancy tale.
I’'m Derek Fielding, up from Cal Tech.
Got that Derek beat?”

“Cut.”

“Derek Fielding. They’re meeting us
at this crumb-joint you’re at. right now."

“So?”

THEN we go somewhere. Some joint
where weve never been made. We
make our play on out from there."

“1 was figuring on knocking off a
couple of guys around the town tonight.
What's with these pigeons?”

“The doll is worth a caper all by her-
self. The guy is maybe carrying a bill
or two. Well see if they go for sticks.
If they do, it’s great. If not—"

Big Tom smiled. “If not—"

Frank Williams. the Gopher, walked
to the entrance and the doorman waved a
cab over. Williams was fingering the
three dollars he had left.

“If | had a few bucks more I'd never
have brought that muscle-buster in.” he
thought, his soft mouth curled in bitter-
ness. “Just a few lousy bucks and I'd
have figured out some play all by myself.
Now Big Tom will go crazy when he sees
this Erika. Like a mean, mad bull."

He gave the driver the O’Farrell ad-

dress and lav back against the seat, his
palms rubbing against the softness of
the vicuna.

“Maybe this better he the last night in
San Francisco.” he whispered to him-
self. “Too damn many bum checks out.
They're looking for me, and | got a feel-
ing tonight’s going to be too rough to
cool. Too damn rough to ever cool.”

Below Nob Hill the Jaguar was no>
ing into a parking space a hundred feel
from the blue and green neon sign of
the Bada.

“Doesn't look like much of a place.”
said Mitchell.

“We’ll take a quick peek, and if we
don't like it we can go on to the Hungry
Eye or some place.” Erika pulled the
stole over her shoulders. “1 don’t know
this part of town at all.*

“ldon’t want to know it,” said Mitchell,
turning his wheels into the curb.

The cab double-parked in front of the
Bada entrance just as they reached it.

“Nice to hit at the same time. Wait
and I’ll go in and get my friends.” said
the Gopher as he gave the driver a dollar
and waved him away.

Arthur and Erika stood for a moment
looking at the faded advertisements fo
beers behind the gummy windows of Ib"
Bada. Erika’s fine eyebrows went up.

“Not so good. Arthur, not so good.
Maybe we’d just better move on.”

“Here you are.” said the Gopher,
swinging open the door and smiling.
“Now we're all together. Lets hear some
real great music now.”

Behind Arthur was the rangy bulk of
Big Tom, the heavy lids of his eyes pull-
ing up as he saw Erika. Honey was be-
hind him. Gage and Kicks came out last.

“I'm sorry, but—" Erika began.
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Tlie big. sleepy-eyed man moved
smoothly and quickly, one hand on
Erika's arm. “I'm Tom—Big Tom, the
kids call me mostly. We’ll just drop by
this place for a couple of minutes so you
can get the feel of the music. The most,
girl, the very most.”

Arthur was looking at the neat, smol-
dering beauty of Honey. She stood alone,
somehow, as if there was no one else on
the street. The great eyes were looking
away, and there was a dreamer’s smile
on her lips.

Erika turned to Arthur and saw him
looking at the girl.

“Maybe, for a couple of minutes.” she
-aid. She could feel the hard big fingers
on her arm. touching her softly hut with
the sense of strength behind the softness.

URE, a couple of minutes.” said Big

Tom. “You know Derek, and these
are a couple of Stanford boys, Duane
and Harry.”

“Stanford?” said Erika, amusement
almost hidden in the tiny smile.

Big Tom laughed. “A couple of mu-
sicians. | think they got through the third
giade. Anyway, Duane and Harry.”

Arthur was still looking at the girl.
1 wasn't her dark beauty, hut the quali-
fy of strangeness to her that seemed sud-
denly fascinating.

This is Honey Hamilton, one of our
better singers,” said Big Tom. The girl
glanced at him and for a moment, in the
street lights, she looked alive, her how
lips parted, her eyes almost luminous.”

“I’m Arthur Mitchell and this is Erika
London.”

“Let’s move, the beat’s wasting,” said
Big Tom.

“We’ve got our car.”

“We can get seven into ours. Come on.”

The big man had a force, a compulsion
that made the issue too naked and too
\iolent for what it was.

Mitchell didn’t want to go in the other
car. He knew better. But now he began
to walk with the others, his hand at
Erika’s arm, toward the street and away
from the neon splatter of the Bada.

He fell a thin edge of fear of the big,
sleepy-eyed man. A sense that here, now,
for no particular reason, there could be
a fight. A bad fight.

That alone would have made going into
the other car rash foolishness, but the
edge of fear angered him. He wanted to
slay with the big man until the fear was
ridiculous and gone. Arthur Johnstone
Mitchell was not going to show fear of
a stranger; a few minutes more and their
positions would be established.

And there was the curiosity suddenly
strong in him about the dark, beautiful,
faraway girl. Not exactly sexual curiosi-
ty. Not exactly. But there was something
about this girl called Honey.

“The Buick right across the street.”
said Big Tom. Five men and two girls
walked together across O’Farrell toward
the ’47 sedan. Big Tom turned his head
once and looked at the Gopher. There
was no sign of expression on his square,
high-boned face. “How right, man.” he
said.
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The Gopher thought once more that
if hed only had another ten he would
never have brought Big Tom into this.
As they crowded into the car he had a
quick picture of a Greyhound bus roll-
ing south on 101 early tomorrow morn-
ing. “Long gone,” he said, moving his
lips silently. “Long gone tomorrow.”

Big Tom slipped behind the wheel with
Erika next to him and Mitchell on the
outside. In back. Honey sat on the
Gophei’s lap. He fondled her without in-
terest and she felt his hands on her with-
out response. There had been too many
parties, too many three- and four-day
racks with only the sweet-hay smell of
marijuana as reality.

“Where is this spot?” asked Erika,
her hand in Mitchell’s.

“Over toward North Beach. A small
spot with big, new music," said Kuppfen.

For Erika, too. there were edges now
of fear, of curiosity, of an odd excite-
ment. She was a woman, and as a woman
she sensed the cruel, brutal force of this
man, Tom. If it had only been cruelty,
brutality, strength, maybe it would not
have been exciting. But she sensed also
the amusement, the laughter within him.

The other men, except maybe this
charming, maybe somehow not-right
Derek, were unimportant. She accepted
Big Tom’s description of them—part-time
musicians living between the jam and
the furnished room.

But the girl Honey—Erika wondered
about her. Like this boy, Derek, there
was something not quite right about the
girl. She had felt it when she first saw
her. And yet the girl’s smart, simple suit,
her fine face and fine eyes, all fitted to-
gether to a carefully groomed beauty.

Erika turned to say something to the
girl and turned her head quickly back.
She was shocked—but not by the physi-
cal obscenity of the situation behind her.
The street lamp had highlighted Honey’s
face, and that fine face had shown only
amused disinterest.

“What have we got ourselves into?”
There was sudden, quick panic for Erika,
and her hand tightened on Arthur’s. She
wanted to push open the car door, jump
out, run away.

“This spot nobody ever heard of.” said
Big Tom. one hand twirling the wheel
into a tire-screaming curve. “But you're
going to like it the best.”

HAT’S the name of the place?”
Wasked Avrthur.

"Matter of fact, it doesnt have much
name.”

Erika bent her head toward Arthur.
“As soon as this car stops we get into a
cab and away. Right away.” Her words
were whispered.

The car swung around another corner
into a narrow street of ancient buildings.
Over a cellar stairway, toward the center
of the block, was a single yellow bulb.
Two windows in old buildings showed
glows of light; otherwise the street was
dark. >

A few cars were parked along the
curb but there was plenty of space near
the yellow bulb over the cellar stairs for

the Buick. ICuppten rasped the tires as
he swung in.

“Away we go,” he said, and his voice
had a curious tired, easy quality. Erika
could not see his face.

Arthur opened the car door and they
got out. Erika looked once at Honey—
the abrupt searching look a woman will
give another—and looked away. She
moved to Arthur's side.

“Let’s get our cab, Arthur,” she said,
speaking loud and clear.

He looked at the old. dark empty street
and shook his head. “I’ll call one from
inside.”

As they walked down the rounded,
hollowed stone steps they could smell
the place. There was a clatter of music,
and the tired smell of old saloons in the
morning. Erika turned to look back.
The boy she knew as Derek Fielding was
at their side, still smiling. Behind them
were Honey and one of the other men.
At the lop of the stairs was Big Tom. and
he was looking at her.

Something much like what Arthur had
felt came to her now. The panic was
gone. These might be the wrong kind of
people, but there was nothing to be
afraid of in them. Nothing for Erika
London and Arthur Johnstone Mitchell to
fear. Tags of textbook paragraph in
Sociology 201 and Psychology 218 came
to her mind:

“In modern urban society there are
the ‘wild dogs,” unable or unwilling to
fit into a normal pattern of living, and
unable and unwilling to leave other peo-
ple alone. . ..”

CHAPTER THREE

THE place that didn’t have much namc
was almost dark. Erika could see a few
tables and some booths. Three couples
were dancing in a space no more than
eight feet square. Most of the light came
from the corner where a trio was making
frantic, chattering music.

A balloon of a man walked toward
them, a man with a short, grossly
rounded, balloon body, and a balloon head
sitting on his shoulders. He had no neck.

“How many?”

“Seven of us—and double shots of
bourbon over ice all around.”

The balloon man’s head bobbed to-
ward Big Tom. “Okay. Seven doubles
over ice.”

Erika started to say something, but
stopped as Big Tom towered over her,
taking her in his arms for a dance. She
would have broken away except that his
hands were gentle on her, and she fell
the rhythmic grace of the giant. In sec-
onds she realized that he could dance
superbly. She loved to dance.

There was no fear nor sense of some-
thing not right here. Only the frantic
chatter of the trio, the great, gentle
hands, the rhythm and the beat. Some-
where behind her the others were at a

table, and for the moment she was
dancing.
Big Tom, strong, gentle, dancing,

looked down at her. A big. square face,
with the bones high, a curve of cruelty
and a curve of amusement in his mouth.
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The music ended like an animal dying
suddenly and they stood there in the
dimness with the people around begin-
ning to talk a little to cut through the
silence and the loneliness of the place
when there was no music. She could see
that there were people there, quite a few.
but she could sense the loneliness of this
place without much name.

She turned away from Big Tom. hut
before his hands left her he let her know
the strength and cruelty, one pressure
of the hard, strong fingers. Again they
looked at each other and there was a
knowing between them, a knowing she
rejected with hate.

They walked to the table and she saw
that Arthur was talking to Honey. The
other three men were looking at her.
Before they reached the table the music
Regan again and Big Tom spun her to
im.

This time he was not gentle. She felt
the muscle ridges of his body against her
softer body, and felt the animal strength
of his hands.

If the music hadn’t a basic frenzy to
it, if she hadn't had the four drinks at
uu Cirque, if Big Tom Kuppfen hadn't
Jie laughter within him in addition to
he strength and the cruelty, if maybe
\rthur wasn't talking to the strange, ter-
rible girl .. ..

But these things were all true, and she
wanted to hurt the big man who held her.
she wanted to laugh at him. and she
wanted to dance with him.

Make love in a red-black room with
the frantic music beyond the door, make
love in a forest with animal eyes watch-
ing from the darkness, make love on a
windy hill with the storm clouds piling
Up beyond the sun.

Crazy. She caught herself and she was

‘Always hunt by helicopter . .

60

remembering girl talk now. The wonder-
ing talk about how much there was to
the simple man-woman animal attraction.
For a moment she realized the subtle
-kill this big man was using on her body.
There was nothing casual or accidental
about the pressures and the contacts; he
knew women, this big man. and he knew
the bodies of women.

The music ended in stark, unwanted
silence again and she felt tired, defeated.
This time they went to the tuhle and sat
down. As she walked over she saw the
three pairs of eyes of the men at the
table looking at her. eyes moving slowly
as she moved, unblinking, staring.

“Arthur.” she said.

“Yes, Erika?” He turned from the
lovely, lost girl.

“Please call a cab. We have to leave.”
she said urgently.

There was a little stack of bills and
silver in front of him. and his double
bourbon glass was empty.

Honey looked at her without interest.
The big eyes of the girl had warmth and
light and yet they were strange.

“l asked Honey what she did. Erika,
and she told me that she lived a very
happy, very complete life." said Arthur.

“We live fine.” said Honey. “Not long,
but high and hig and fine.

“How do you like this music. Erika?"
asked the young man in the vicuna top-
coat. thrown hack from his shoulders
now.

“It’s a very ordinary trio. " said Erika
evenly. “They pick their numbers, they
play a strong beat, and loud. It’s effec-
tive. but it's not good music."

The Gopher looked at her with the
smile breaking away slowly from his
face.

“Catch the chick.” said Gage. “She
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. great sport!”

don't even see the music and she talks it
down.”

“From you 1 hear the long silence."
-aid Big Tom. “Do | hear it?”

Gage nodded quickly, his lips tight.

“We go now," said Big Tom. “We go
now because 1dont want this."

Again Erika felt shock. The three men
and the girl were standing.

“They’re completely afraid of this
brute.” she thought, and trying not to.
she looked at him.

“Will you drive us back to our car or
shall I call a cab?” asked Mitchell.

“He doesn't know what we’re into; lie
doesn’t even guess." she said, the low
words audible.

HE Gopher heard her and he was

grinning now. “1knew you were cool.
Even up at the Cirque | said this is a
cool chick.” said the Gopher.

“1 don’t want you around." Big Tom’s
voice was lazy, almost a whisper.

“I’m tapped. I’ve got to ease out and
| need the paper to get to L.A.” Frank
Worth  Williams’ essential quality of
desperation, of daylong, nightlong des-
peration was suddenly bare and horrible
on his face.

“The streets aren't empty. Men wait-
ing for buses, drunks walking along.
You lazy?"

The Gopher's face was strained as if
he had run too far. “I’d have to be up
there. Gimme a stick and maybe | can
make it. With a stick to smoke, maybe
I could make it.”

Arthur Johnstone Mitchell understood
the conversation. The man who called
himself Derek Fielding had been told to
go away. He had asked for money to go
to Los Angeles. The giant had told him
to get it by holding up someone, and the
boy had said he didn’t have the courage
for a robbery unless he had marijuana
first. Arthur Mitchell understood this
and now he understood quite well the
people he and Erika were with.

He pushed back his chair and walked
to the balloon-shaped man.

“Where’s your phone?”

“Phone? Who has phones?” said tin-
balloon head.

Mitchell swung around. Erika was
standing and he pushed by Honey to her.

“We’re leaving. Erika.”

They walked out of the noise and the
sweet-sour smell, up the stairs and out
on the black, ancient street.

“1 want you nice people to come over
to our pad and listen to some records."”
Big Tom was right behind them.

Neither Arthur nor Erika turned.
They kept walking until Mitchell fell
Kuppfen’s hand on his arm. He stopped
and faced Big Tom.

“We re walking."

“1 want you to look over our pad. It -
a good place in a quiet neighborhood."

Erika sensed the other two men be-
hind her and turned.to them. She knew
that if she screamed they would be on
her before her mouth was fully open.

This was the naked moment.

She knew what could happen. Mitchell
could be on the sidewalk in seconds, with
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Big Tom stomping on his face, kicking
him, tearing his body. She could be
pulled into the car and left hours later
on some empty road.

This was the naked moment.

San Francisco newspapers carried such
stories every day. Men beaten up and
robbed by prowling gangs, girls pulled
into cars. On this dark, empty street
there was no chance for help. They
couldn't even try for the chance of run-
ning hack to the cellar place.

She heard the soft laugh. Big Tom
was laughing.

Arthur had courage. He was a good
man; she could see that. He was carry-
ing himself ready to move, arms raised
a little, a quick glance at Big Tom. at
the two men behind her. Arthur was
ready to try a fight and she had to stop
him before he did. Big Tom wouldn’t
fight, she knew. He would smash, tear,
maim, cripple.

“Let’s go over and listen to the records.
Arthur.” she said. Her voice was cool and
easy. Any place would he better than this
empty, ancient street. Any moment in
the future would he belter than this
naked moment only a breath away from
Lhe smashing fists, the terrible hands on

er.

Mitchell’s hands rose a little, a reflex
from his readiness, and then he turned
to look at her. She couldn’t see his face
well but she could guess at the surprise
it must be showing.

“You want to go?” There was more
than surprise in his voice; there was the
rasp of anger.

“Sure, why not? It’s early, probably
only a little after one.”

“l want to get back to my car.”

The other three men and Honey were
quiet, waiting.

“Come on, Arthur, let’s go.” She
stepped toward Big Tom. Mitchell’s
hands dropped to his sides.

“Okay, chick. A ball. A ball for us.”
Big Tom was a shadow giant, tall, slow-
moving. As she bent to slide into the
front seat of the old Buick she felt his
hands stroke her back.

In the car. with Big Tom behind the
wheel and Arthur on the other side. Erika
London felt the sudden tightening of her
body—knees and thighs pressed together,
hands balled into fists, her breasts now
seeming Wo large—and knew that this
was fear, real fear, panic. But no one
spoke. In back were Honey. Duane.
Harry. The only sound was the kick of
the starter and the burr of the tires as
Kuppfen gunned the car.

CHAPTEIt FOI) It

AT THE cellar place Frank Worth Wil-
liams sat at the table, holding his empty
g uss. hearing the high, slurring beat of
the band as if it were echoes in an
enormous room.

“l set them up for him. A kid with
maybe a hundred or two. and a doll
chick like you never see to touch. 1 bring
them to him.” he thought, and his mouth
was twisting with hate and self-pity, “I
bring them to him and he kicks me off.
Why Kicks and Gage and not me?”
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He banged the glass on the table and
the balloon-shaped man looked at him,
readying his soft, powerful body for
trouble. The balloon man knew boys like
Frank Worth Williams and he knew the
quick cure for trouble they might start—
the blackjack, smooth, hard and fast.
The balloon man didn't believe there was
any other practical cure. But he waited,
his breath sounding like little snores.

“I have a piece of any money he gets
from that kid. Level. I should get half.
A double saw at the worst, and a double
saw would get me to L.A.” Williams was
talking to himself now. He waved to the
fat man. pointed to his empty glass. The
balloon man shook his head. Frank
Worth Williams stood up.

“A couple lousy bucks and the whole
damn town heating up for me so that any
second a cop might knock me off. He
owes it to me and I’ll get it from him if |
have to cut him. | can cut a big man
down. Cut him down, and cold, man.”

T Frank Worth Williams knew that

it wasnt fear of the police, nor a
right to a twenty-doUar cut of the money
in Mitchell's wallet that ate through him
like acid. It was that the fine woman, the
lovely, untouchable woman. Erika Lon-
don—and he had tormented himself
through his terrible nights with waking
dreams of women like her—would be
taken tonight by Big Tom. He knew
that; it was a set thing from the second
the two square kids had gone into Kupp-
fen’s car. Big Tom might take the girl
with the red-gold hair in quick violence,
as he had done other girls, smashing her
lips against her broken teeth with the
heel of his hand so that she couldn't
scream through the blood in her mouth.
He might take her hours from now with
the weed smoke thick in her head as she
laughed. But he would take her. The
Gopher knew that.

And all he wanted was to be there
afterwards, even for a minute or two.
That was all he wanted.

Twenty dollars and whatever was left
of the tall, fine girl. That was all he
wanted, and he’d set them up.

Big Tom could have been decent,
Frank Worth Williams thought in the
scarlet rush of hate. But not that bull-
brute with his cruelty and his laugh.

He could be cut down. Williams’ wet
hand fondled the flick knife in his
trouser pocket. There were pictures in
his mind: a thin boy, Frankie Williams,
thirteen, slashing Georgie the Greek’s
face with a knife in the yard of Juvenile
Hall, watching the blood come out like
straight, red lines across the screaming,
frightened face; Gopher Williams, seven-
teen, taking the money from a sobbing
boy on Fillmore and then digging his
knife into the boy’s upraised arm as he
tried to shield his face from the point.

Go to the apartment. Talk easy
and friendly until Big Tom Kuppfen
wasn’t looking and then put the blade
up under his rihs and watch him fall with
a funny look and no laughter on his face.

Frank Worth Williams walked up the
steps and into the other darkness out-

side, fingers tight around the smooth
plastic of the knife handle, and the taste
of hate bitter-hot in his mouth. . . .

In the back seat of the Buick the girl
they called Honey saw the golden edge of
Erika’s hair as the car passed under a
street lamp.

“Blonde girl,” thought Honey. “I used
to know blonde girls in school. That
was a long time ago before | knew any-
thing. | didn’t know anything about
cool music, or the stuff, or men. Just
boys, and they didn’t know anything,
either. Long time ago. . . .

“It’lll be a ball again tonight. We
better stop and get some stuff, maybe.
With everybody pulling on sticks we
wont have enough for more than a
couple days, maybe. Doesn’t matter.
Somebody’ll find some, or somebody’ll
come by. Somebody’ll hit the in-wood
and shout out ‘What’s doin’, man?’ and
somebody’ll swing the in-wood wide and
say ‘Roll in, roller, 'cause we’re gettin’
thin, man.’

"Big Tom’ll heat the girl apple up and
if I'm the right high maybe I'll watch.
Maybe the boy apple will want to pad
out and 1can roll onto his watch.

“Got to get me a little heap of loot,
"cause | want to get me a pad all my own.
1 keep balling with Big Tom and these
boys, I might get me into some trouble.
Best | get me a little pad of my own.

“High up on a hill with everything
shiny and bright. Maybe three rooms
with my own fine hi-fi and a mile-high
stack of the best, and I'll play ’em and
listen snug in my own little pad. . . .”

HE girl called Honey rolled her

thoughts across the soft fog of her
mind, slowly. Nothing much mattered to
Honey any more. She still dressed and
groomed herself carefully, maybe be-
cause some not-yet-lost part of her still
tried to reach out to reality, or tried to
reach back a year to the time when she
was the prettiest junior in the high school
across the Bay.

Erika wanted to lean over to Arthur
and tell him that she was going to
scream the first time they passed a po-
lice car. Scream and switch off the
ignition. She knew that Kuppfen would
hit her, but calmly she had decided that
the risk of a broken nose was worth it,
if they could escape.

She wanted to tell Arthur, but she
was afraid to whisper. Kuppfen was
wheeling the old car along the side
streets, avoiding the main one-way routes.
They passed other cars, and sometimes
taxies, but the risk of a scream would
be too great with anything less than a
police car and its two-way radio.

Big Tom’s great hands held the wheel
loosely and he was holding to a steady
thirty-five. Erika knew that he would be
a skillful, reckless, high-speed driver,
and that if she couldn't stop the car when
she had found her chance to scream he
would try some crazy ninety-mile-an-hour
getaway that might end in shattered
metal and shattered bodies against a
building or another car.

She thought of these things almost as

61



if she was planning a morning’s shop-
ping, or scheduling her classes at Berke-
ley. This is the way it is, and these are
the things to he considered. But her knees
and thighs were still pressed tightly,
compulsively, together and her hands
were tight halls

At twenty-three, and as a man. the
thoughts in Arthur Mitchell's mind were
different. He was no longer afraid, and
he was angry. Angry with Erika, angry
and jealous. For a moment back there
on the sidewalk he had expected trouble
with the big ape and his two friends. It
might have been a nasty little fight. Then
Erika said she wanted to go to the big
ape’s place and listen to records. After
dancing with him in that rat hole.

YOUNG Mitchell was seething with
jealousy. A big, good-looking sleepy-
eyed ape comes along and dances with
the girl and she gets hot to go. The hell
with her.

Good to find these things out. And this
evening he’d been thinking of not wait-
ing another year for marriage. So they
would have got married, maybe, and the
first big ape with eyes like Robert
Mitchum and shed go all primitive
female. The hell with her.

A damn marijuana addict at that. And
that suave little character they’d met was
a damn phoney. A real lousy crowd to
he mixed up with. But Erika has to want
to go to the big ape’s apartment and lis-
ten to records.

Probably that singer, Honey, smoked
the stuff. Maybe he ought to make a play
for her to set Erika straight. The girl
had a strange fascination, at that. She
couldn’t have any marijuana habit; she
looked too clean, too trim, too beautiful.
Not like a college girl—maybe a very
smooth, high-salaried secretary.

What’s she doing in this ratty crowd?

Arthur Johnstone Mitchell had thought
things out to that point when Big Tom
saw the solitary man.

“Get the setup. Kicks. You and me
will make it. Gage, lay the edge on our
apple. He might as well learn the facts.”
said Big Tom in his easy, casual voice.
The car braked to a stop almost in front
of the solitary man standing by the bus-
stop sign, and Kuppfen pulled the hand
brake as he swung open the front door
of his car.

Mitchell turned and saw the lonely
stranger look up in quick, aware fright
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as the car stopped, and then Mitchell had
a problem of his own. He felt the edge
of the knife like a sudden line of cold
against the side of his throat, under his
right ear.

“I'm hurlin” to cut you, you lousy
crumb, achin’ in niy bones to cut your
damn throat like a pig.” said the high,
strained voice behind his head. “Move,
move, you bastard, so 1 can cut you.
Just move.”

Mitchell heard Erika scream, like
something being torn, a pulsating scream,
but he did not move his head. He kept
it as it had been when Gage put the knife
to his throat. His head was turned to
the window and so he saw what hap-
pened to the solitary man.

The man had turned and started to
run when Big Tom grabbed him. spun
him, and hit him in the stomach. The
other boy held the man as Big Tom went
through his coat and trousers pockets
and pulled off a wrist watch. Then, as
the boy held the man. Big Tom slugged
him in the face until the man’s head fell
back.

They let him drop to the sidewalk and
then they both kicked him several times
before running back to the car and jump-
ing inside.

Erika was still screaming. Big Tom
slammed the door, released the hand
brake, and stepped down on the gas
pedal. The old Buick roared out toward
the street.

Big Tom’s voice had an exultant note,
but it was still soft as he spoke to Erika.
“Make a silence, chick. Make a silence.”

Erika’s scream ended in a shaking sob.

The knife edge was still against his
throat and he could still see in violent
memory the crumpled man, the swinging
feet, the terrible heels stamping down.
Arthur Mitchell felt sick as if someone
had kicked him in the stomach.

You read about these things, he
thought, like you read about terrible car
accidents and planes crashing. You read
about them but they can’t be real. But
this is real.

Now he realized what Erika had real-
ized first, when she had turned around
in the car and had seen Honey—Honey
with the amused indifference on her love-
ly, perfect, heart-shaped face.

Mad dogs.

“Man hardly made no noise at all,”
said Kicks from the back seat. “Like an
old-time silent movie. Man just getting
hit and then goin’ down so polite. Man

probably never goin’ to look the same
again. All new kind of face.”

“Sort of beat-up kind of face,” said Big
Tom. “I got him pretty good. Going to
have to wash my shoes off.”

“Can't get your Kicks without losing a
few tricks.” said Harold Johnson in a
singsong voice. “Was the apple holding
much?”

“Couple bucks.” Kuppfen had cut
across town at sixty, running two stop
lights. Now he slowed hack to thirty-five.
The car was headed south, and they
were passing through an area of new
homes.

“Figure we’ll go south a bit and drop
off this apple,” said Tom.

Gage had settled back but the knife
was ready, and Arthur Mitchell turned
his head slowly, knowing that the man
behind him was watching. Mitchell was
trying to think. Three men. one of them
a giant, and one of them with an eager
knife. Lonely avenues, well after one
o’clock in the morning. Three men. vi-
cious, cruel, deadly. Mad dogs.

The girl. Honey. She had said noth-
ing. Neither the knife nor the hrutai
robbery had caused any reaction.

And his girl, Erika. The sobs had
stopped and now he felt her hand reach-
ing for his. There was a quick, hard
pressure. “We’re together, we’ll make
out, we’ll have to fight”"—rthat’s what the
pressure of hands seemed to mean.

CHAPTER FIVFE

ARTHUR MITCHELL spent a few sec-
onds in hitter self-anger. Getting in the
strangers’ car on O'Farrell Street was
stupid; he had known it was stupid
when he agreed. But he had wanted to
show that he wasn’t afraid of Big Tom.

He was afraid of him now.

In the back seat Gage. Duane Free-
poster. ran his thumb over the edge of
his knife. This was more like it, he
thought. This had the real excitement to
it. Maybe he would knife this big, good-
looking boy tonight. He’d used his knife
to frighten girls; he liked to see their
eyes widen and their mouths open as they
felt his knife bite a little into the soft
skin of their throats. A couple of them
had told him afterwards that it had been
a thrill, being frightened like that. He
hadn't really cut any of them, but it was
certainly more fun than the usual rou-
tine of getting them drunk or getting
them to try a stick of marijuana.
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The big thing would be to do it to it
man. really do it. Feel the knife slide
in. and know that the boy was going to
die. It sort of frightened him to think
about it. If he did it he might have to
leave town, or hide out.

Maybe he didn't have the stuff to
really do it. Maybe hed chicken out
when it was right there, the man there,
the knife there, and his hand on the
knife. Maybe he’d chicken. Duane Free-
poster thought, as his mind seemed like
the paper streamers in front of an elec-
tric fan. Well, at least he’d have a chance
to find out.

There was a quick picture. He saw
this big apple, Mitchell, going down un-
der the big fists of Kuppfen. being
kicked the way they always did when
they had somebody down, and then he,
Gage, was over the man. cutting him.
Maybe he’d do it like that.

Why? Because he wanted to do it
There was a hate in him. People didn’t
know about that hate, not even his
mother. A hate like a tiger that lived
within him. Feed that tiger.

Harold Johnson wished that they’d
finish up so that he could get to a piano.
He could riff out now; he always had
the live things in his fingers when he
was going great like tonight. He'd just
made a little score and making a score
always set him up high. Get this thing
of these two things going and done, and
then maybe to that flat up in North
Beach where the piano was waiting for
the live thing in his fingers.

Man. youd live thin for weeks, mavhe
months. Some flea-box of a room on
Turk, and with those hunger aches like
cold rocks in the belly. You'd get afraid,
and nervous. Miserable, man. and down.
Nothing great, but low and low. Nothing.

Then you'd run into some fine people,
and you could hang around their pad
and smoke right up. with the sweet
smoke making you big. The fine people
would work with you. and you’d go out
with them and find some guy alone and
you’d chop him down and take his gold
and give him the heavy boot.

Honey’d be around and nobody had
a tag on her any more, least of all
Honey; so if you wanted to zoo around
you could zoo.

Fine. man. and up. Real great, and

up.

Erika London had needed the hand
pressure. She had screamed into the
night and nothing happened. Maybe
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hack there, miles hack there where the
man lay on the sidewalk, someone had
opened a window and had looked into
the dark street to see who had screamed.

But they were miles away now. going
south along a quiet avenue between the
ghost-gray rows of houses.

There were lonely country roads not
too far away now. Back roads where
the car could stop and . ...

HE couldnt think like that. There
must be something they could do now.

This was San Francisco, and people like
Arthur  Mitchell and Erika London
weren't abducted by three young thugs,
merciless,  cruelty-crazed  youngsters.
There weren’t young men who would
heat, rape, and even murder just for fun.

There were laws, and police, and
prisons, and sociologists.

Not in this Buick moving toward the
lonely roads.

She had been alone in cars with over-
excited young men. The calm, remote
attitude usually worked.

“Tom. Big Tom—" she began.

“You’re talking, chick. I’'m listening."

"l thought we were going to your
place to hear records.”

“I forgot | don’t have any place, chick.
We’re going to do everything kind of
more direct.”

“We dont know you. Big Tom. We
couldn't even remember what you looked
like. No matter who asked us, we
wouldn’t he able to remember.”

“Cool, chick, cool.”

“Why not let us out somewhere?”

Kuppfen laughed. “We’re going to
have a ball, chick. A real tall hall with
fun for all.”

He felt tonight as he always did when
he was moving. For him there were two
kinds of living, moving and not moving.
Sometimes, maybe more than half of the
time, he thought, he was nonmoving. Like
a resting animal, sleepy, slow, not much
interested.

And then there were the moving times,
like now. and he felt like a truck or
maybe a bus rolling down a steep grade;
swinging around the curves, always going
faster, knocking over other things, smash-
ing through fences, killing people on
the road, rolling faster and faster. Maybe
more than a truck or a bus, more like
a tank, or something armored.

His uncle had been in the armored
division that was called “Hell on

Wheels.” Something like that, that’s
what he was when he moved. Hell on
wheels. He liked that.

Kuppfen knew what he wanted when
he was like he was now, in movement. At
the end of the long downhill roll the
big truck or bus or tank, or whatever
would stop and he would get out. Get
out wearing a two-hundred dollar suit
and one of those thousand dollar wrist
watches. Hand-cobbled boots from Lon-
don. Everything tailored for Tom Kupp-
fen, the wheel. The great wheel.

Lots of money, and people taking or-
ders, smiling and bowing, and other big
wheels waving lii-ya at him in the clubs
and the fancy places. A new girl every
night, and the girl all excited and happy
because she was going to give her first
to the great Tom Kuppfen.

He spun the steering wheel in quick
anger, and the rubber of the tires burned
on the pavement as the car lurched
around a corner.

Jerking stuff. Dreaming like he did
when he was nonmoving. He knew what
the trouble was. The trouble is the world
wouldn't give him his chance to knock
on the in-wood, the door, the big door.
He was big, strong, smart, tough, wit!,
plenty of stuff on any ball, and what did
the world want him to be? A flunky, a
clerk, a salesman knocking his brains
out.

He ought to be driving his own Jaguar
now. a sweet, long XK-120. working on
some big job in television or advertising.
Maybe the manager of some rich busi-
ness. If they gave him six months to
prove himself, that’s all he asked. Give
him the job, and say, “Big Tom. show
us if you're a real wheel!” Hed show
them.

But the doors, the in-woods in cat
jive, were always locked tight. They
needed somebody in the shipping depart-
ment, or peddling brushes or newspaper
subscriptions.

Strong back, weak mind.

So he got his the hard way and every
time he knocked a man down and robbed
him and stamped on his face he was
getting even. He was a robber baron,
like in the old days that Morse, the his-
tory preacher, used to talk about when
he was in high school.

He figured on not taking any chances
with this Mitchell. It was okay now with
Gage and his knife in the back seat and
Mitchell knowing his throat had had il
the moment he moved wrong. But up
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ahead, outside the car. when he gave it
to this Mitchell he better take no chances.

This Mitchell was kind of big. and he
looked rangy, maybe fast, too. A pretty
fair end on a small college team.

Better not give him a chance. If this
Mitchell had a chance to work his arms
at all he might mark the face up, break
a tooth.

And the girl. This cool queen. She
was government-stamped Extra Choice,
man. He’d hurt her. Sometimes they
like that. Sometimes they don’t. No way
of telling until afterwards. But whether
the doll liked it or not, he liked it.

Moving. A big truck, or a bus, or a
tank, rolling faster and faster downhill,
knocking over fences and houses, rolling.

The car climbed a long, easy curve
around the blackness of a hill. They
were outside of town. Erika had to try
again. She’d been thinking of the best
way through the terrible minutes.

“Big Tom—" She guessed that he
liked to be called that.

He didn’t answer. The chick was going
to try and sweet-talk him now. Chicks
had tried sweet talk before. Sometimes
it made him angry and he gave it to them
hard and fast to the face, and they didn’t
sweet talk any more. Sometimes it made
him laugh. He wasnt sure yet which
way it was going to be now. He could
backhand her with his right, but he
didn’t want to spoil her face. Not at this
time in the fun.

“Big Tom, I'll make a deal.”

“You can make a deal?”

“This is an old car. Not your style of
car at all.”

E DIDN'T like that much. The anger
H was beginning to spark in him. So if
he smashed her face, so whut? He could
remember what she looked like before.
Talking down this clunker as if he didn’t
know it was a clunker. Smart, big-mouth
chick.

“Your style of car is a Jaguar, some-
thing like that.”

Maybe not so big-mouth, this chick.
Kind of cool, a doll with understanding.

“How right,” he said.

“Do you want to be driving your own
Jag tonight, Big Tom? An XK, you
know? Two-seater, open?”

“Yeah, | know about XKs. You think
I didn’t know?” The sparking anger
again.

“You can have it.”

“Talk some more, and 1 believe you,
doll, but thousands wouldn*t.”

“It’s Arthur’s car. Then turn around
and go back and we’ll make the deal.
No trouble, and you get the keys.”

This was funny. “You think ol’ Tom’s
real stupid, chick? What a stupid deal!”

The headlights cut into blackness.
They were in open country on a lonely
load. Erika knew that any second now
the car would stop.

“How about a bill of sale. Big Tom.
Arthur, would vou give him a bill of
sale?”

Mitchell had been working on the idea
of swinging open the front car door and
rolling out. They’d stop and maybe he
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could try them one at a time. But he
knew it was no good. It wouldn't work.
He felt sick with anger and fear. He
listened to what Erika said. Maybe there
was a chance here.

“That’s nearly four thousand dollars’
worth of car.” he said. He wanted to
sound businesslike, and there was un-
funny humor in that. He wanted to bar-
gain. and there was no bargain.

“You got the pink slip?” asked Big
Tom.

“I’ve got it on me,” said Mitchell.

Kuppfen could see the car in his
mind. Long, low, fast, all sports car.
Shake this tired town and roll to Vegas,
or maybe Phoenix. Find some wealthy
woman. Hang around the swimming pool
with the car where it could be seen, and
make the big chest, the big arms.
Wealthy, beautiful dolls.

“Yeah,” he said. “Yeah, I'll go this
Jag route. | buy it from you for a couple
thousand and you sign over the pink
slip.”

"A couple of thousand?” asked Mitch-
ell. His mind wasn’t working well.

“In the mind, in the mind only.” said
Big Tom. “You give me a receipt for
that much loot, and the pink all signed.
No beef. Nobody hurt. You and the
chick here back at your pads all well
and swell. 1 have me a nice length of
iron. 1 make the deal. Okay?"

“All right,” said Mitchell. The pink
slip would be the last move, if it had to
be made. He didn’t want to think of his
car in this big ape’s hands even for the
lime it took to call the police. But on
the way back, there would be police cars,
lights, chances.

The Buick was slowing down. Kupp-
fen pulled it across the road into a wide
shoulder, backed it, and headed back to
San Francisco.

“You know it’s for laughs.” he said
softly. “You’re thinking, and I'm think-
ing, and we’re both figuring on a cross,
and who do you suppose is going to
win?”

Mitchell turned, but in the dim light
of the dash he could see only a shadow
face.

“Yeah, buster, you're figuring on get-
ting me back in town and getting away.
Sure, you are, buster,” said Big Tom.
“But let’s figure on going along on our
little deal. You sign over the car, and
nothing happens. You blast to the cops
—then something happens. They roust
me and somebody rousts you.”

UPPFEN was trying to think ahead
K of the man and the girl. To have a
Jaguar was worth a lot of risk, a lot
of heat. Cross the state line into Nevada
tonight and it was made. The pink slip
and the receipt were as good as gold.
After he had them he’d play it as it lay.

Erika was sitting slumped and loose.
The terrible blackness was behind them,
the lights of San Francisco were ahead.
She felt lightheaded, as if the whole thing
were Over.

“Where is this new car of mine?”
asked Kuppfen.
“Downtown. I’ll show you.” Mitchell

was building up his anger carefully, like
a fighter going into training. Sometime
before tonight was over he would make
this big ape wish he had never met Ar-
thur Johnstone Mitchell.

CHAI'TER SIX

THE headlights picked out the small,
snug homes at the edge of the city.
Kuppfen kept the gas pedal halfway
down, driving as carefully as a lawyer.

Play it as it lay. Kuppfen was think-
ing. But there was a big joke he'd just
figured out. Heal terrific. And what a
deal it would make! He laughed big and
hearty.

“So what’s funny?" Asked Kicks.

“Driving,” said Honey, in her crisp,
delicate voice. “Driving all over the town
and nothing happening. No music, no
fine times. Driving with a couple of
gp;l)lles. Stinking dull. Awfully stinking

ull”

“Don’t forget who-all owns the heap
when you get it,” said Gage. His hands
were trembling. Thinking all the way
out into that blackness on the empty road
about his knife. Wondering if he’d make
out when the moment was there in front
of him. Wondering if he’d chicken.
Getting hot and tight as if he was chok-
ing. feeling the light, cool sweat on his
hands and face. Working up to it. and
then the car turns around and it won'’t
happen like that. He hated Big Tom
Kuppfen.

“Yeah, yeah, sure. Everybody cuts in.”
said Big Tom. The excitement at his
big joke made it hard for him to keep
from pushing the gas pedal right through
the floor and barreling through town
like a rocket. What a deal he’d figured!
The rest of his life was going to be high
and fine, higher and finer than the weed
ever sent you. "Way up there.

Money. Money. Money. Fine cars and
beautiful chicks. London and Paris. Big
Tom laughed.

“It’s a straight deal, isn’t it, Big Tom?”
asked Erika. The laughter was horrible.

“Straight and great.” He laughed
again.

Kicks pulled Honey over to him. Noth-
ing much mattered. Another crazy night,
and he had a thing for crazy nights.
Crazy, man, crazy.

Erika reached for Arthur’s hand again.
They were in town, there were cars,
occasionally people on the sidewalks.
Bars getting ready to close, but the
lights still on. There must be something
to do now, some way of breaking free
into the normal, ordered world again.

Once she saw the lights of a police car
a block away but Kuppfen had seen
them. too. He swung around a corner.

“Don’t go wild, chick,” he said, almost
in a whisper, and the back of his right
hand was as fast as a whip, as big as a
club. It stopped just before her face, and
Arthur Mitchell was swinging around.

Gage had the knife point under his
ear before Mitchell could raise his arms.

“Don’t go wild, doll,” Kuppfen whis-
pered. “We got too much to lose to take
a fast fall to the cops. You have been
playing cool. Keep it cool. Right now I
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din’t want a had thing to happen to
either one of you. Not one had thing.”

The knife point hurt, but Mitchell held
his head steady. Soon now, soon, and
these rats would be squealing in fright.
His hand tightened on Erika’s.

"Where you headed?” asked Gage, his
hand wet and shaking, but the knife
steady, ”"ou passing up O’Farrell?”

“We’re going to the pad. and close the
deal there.”

“You've Hipped, man. We don’t want
these apples to know where the pad is.”

Big Toni didn’t answer. He was in love
with himself right now. Like he said,
like he said, he thought. Big Tom Kupp-
fen always said he was smart, that be
could figure the play. He’d figured this
one. It was going to be real hard wait-
ing for tomorrow’s sun. When the chick
had talked up the Jaguar deal his mind
must have started in top gear. Going to
be hard to wait for morning.

The car rattled across the cable slots
and pounded as it climbed the hill.
Kuppfen cut it into the curb in front of
an old building.

“I’ll get out and this girl will slide out
on my side. You keep the shiv on this
character. Gage, until Kicks and Honey
are out. Then he gets out after your door
has been opened, you keep the shiv close
to his kidney, and we all go up to the
pad happy. Then we do business.”

It was hard for him to keep the ex-
citement out of his voice. He had to say
something about the plan he’d worked
out. It was bursting inside him. “Man,
I've got a dream scheme.”

“l don’t want schemes, | just want
dreams,” said Honey, her voice flat. It
was an old phrase around the places that
had been her life for the past year.

Big Tom put a hand on Erika's arm,
opened the door, and half pulled her out
of the car on the driver’s side. He was
surprised to find himself shaking a little.

Erika stood beside the giant in the
yellow-streaked darkness. The rear door
opened and Harry and Honey slid out.

“Mugg this doll,” said Kuppfen. and
Erika struggled as Harry stepped behind
her and locked his left arm under her
chin, pulling her head back. Kuppfen
walked in front of the car and opened
the door beside Arthur Mitchell.

“Get out, dreamboat.” he said. As
Mitchell climbed out and straightened up,
Kuppfen hit him just below the breast-
bone with a blow that came almost
straight down. As Mitchell doubled over
Kuppfen hit him behind the ear. catch-
ing the boy before his face smashed into
the pavement.

“Put the shiv to the doll. Gage. Walk
her to the pad. I’ll drag this meat in.”

Honey walked down three steps to a
basement entrance in the old building,
took a key from her purse, and opened
the door.

Erika felt the knife point in her side,
urging her toward the dark doorway.
She walked stiffly. For the first time to-
night she prayed, silently. Kuppfen half
carried, half dragged the unconscious
Arthur down the stairs. When the six
people were all inside Honey closed the
door and flipped on the light switch.
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Erika had one moment before her eyes
adjusted to the light, then a moment
while she looked without understanding,
and then a moment of horrible shame.
The walls of the tiny front room of the
basement apartment were covered with
obscene photographs, many of them en-
larged into monstrosities. She covered
her face with her hands.

"Art work, chick. Just think of it as
art work, said Big Tom, rolling Arthur
face down on a sagging, stained couch.

He walked over to Erika, pulled her
hands from her face. “If you want to
scream some more, chick. I'll tell you
.nw it works. This is a neighborhood
where just one scream from a girl isn't
big news. And one scream is all you’d
ever get out.”

“What’s the matter with you people?
Are you all insane? Aren’t you human?

ou’re like devils, mad. insane, dirty
devils!” Erika was close to hysteria.

The other four were looking at her.
Hurry—Kicks—was amused, his sallow
face twisted a little. Duane—Gage—was
watching her with a cat’s intentness on a
bird, his pale tongue caressing his pale
lips, his eyes darting away when she
looked at him. coming back to her at
once.

Honey's eyes were on Erika, but her
lovely face had no expression. “This is
the pad." she said. “We have lots of
tun here, but it isn’t much to look at.
~ou get with it, and it’ll be heaven.
Heaven.”

Arthur was trying to push himself up
from the couch. Big Tom stepped over,
swung a short, heavy right to the small
of the boy's back, and a left with the
heel of his band to Mitchell’s ear. Then
as the young man Hopped like a broken
doll, face down into the musty couch,
kuppfen walked back to Erika.

ELL kid around for a little bit,
Wchick. Then we’ll get the apple to
sign over those papers on that fine line of
metal. That’s our deal, isn’t it, doll?”

“You agreed not to hurt us. You were
going to let us go.” Erika fought back
the hysteria and won. She needed every
bit of strength and sense that she had.

“1 haven't hurt you. chick. I'm a big
man. 1 can hurt lots, but 1 haven't hurt
you. 1 just slapped the boy around like
in play. 1didn’t break anything."

“Let him sign the papers on the car.
and then let us go.” She was surprised
that she could speak so clearly, without
her voice breaking again into sobs.

“There’s some news for you, chick.”

“News?”

“Me and you are doping to Reno to-
night. Your folks may kind of think
that you're running off with the apple,
so they maybe won't worry too much.
Before we get a license, chick. I’ll fix it
so you'll think marrying me is a great
idea."

“What’s this?” asked Kicks.

Big Tom smiled. “1 worked me out a
deal. After a little 1 want you and Honey
to dig out the folks’ addresses for these
two. You go to the all-night Western
Union and you send a wire. The wires
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say something about love and that it’s
off to Las Vegas to get married.

“When you come back, the chick and
me will be friends already. We pick up
the Jag and head for Reno. We rack out
for whatever time it takes the chick to
see that marrying ol' Big Tom is great,
and we get married. Like in pictures."

“Sounds great, except where do we
come in for the cut?” asked Gage.

Big Tom pointed to Arthur Mitchell.
"This pigeon is yours. After the chick
and 1 lake off for the rest of our honey-
moon in a couple of hours, you and
Honey can work on the college boy. You
got a camera, you got weed here, and you
got Honey. That ought to be enough to
work with for a nice steady take for years
to come. This pigeon probably thinks
he’s respectable.”

ULD be. Could work.” said Kicks
thoughtfully.

“I never believed there could be peo-
ple like you.” said Erika ‘lowly.

“There are. chick. There are. All over
this town, all over all towns. Real solid
bad people, just like us." said Kuppfen.

He put Ids big fist against Erika's
cheek. She did not Hinch. With increas-
ing pressure lie turned it. the knuckles
grinding into her cheek. It was the same
gesture he had used at the Bada.

“The big surprise, Erika, is that you
might even get to loving me. 'lou kind
of danced a little that way. When 1 peel
oH all this outside junk they've taught
you. and get down to you, maybe you
might even surprise yourself. Hey, doll?”

With his rough hand hurting her
cheek. Erika still stood straight, her eyes
narrowing as she looked at him.

“Big slob.”

There was no sound in the room ex-
cept a rasp of breath from Mitchell, and
her words.

The fist stopped turning, pushed at
her in angry violence, and she went over.

Erika put her hands on the dusty rug,
rose on one knee. Her face hurt, and she
had a bruised shoulder when Kupplen
knocked her to the floor.

Six people in the small room. Arthur
Mitchell rolling on his side, one hand to
the back of his head, his mouth hanging
open in pain. Harold Johnson and Duane
Freeposter watching this as they had
watched things much like it before—some
new girl getting roughed by Big Tom.
Holley was standing by a table, picking
up records from a toppling stack. There
was a small record player on the smeared
and cigarette-burned table top. She had
been roughed around by Big Tom. and
she rather liked it.

Big Tom was -lauding above Erika,
his hands knotted like immense fists. He
was trying to look amused, not angry,
and so his face had a curious rigidity.

Erika was still on one knee, her stole
fallen on the floor, her bare shoulders
bright in the light of the ceiling bulb.

Kuppfen look a long look at her, then
turned suddenly and walked to Mitchell
on the couch. The boy tried to get up
swinging, raising his arms, and Kuppfen
straight-armed him. knocking Mitchell

against the wall, his head bouncing.
Again the big fist smashed into the boy’s
face and Mitchell fell forward, still con-
scious hut hurt. He didn’t move.

Erika was on her feel, and she reached
for Kuppfen’s eyes with her fingernails.
He slapped her with an open hand, and
she went back across the room, -till
standing, (‘.age grabbed her. locking her
arms behind her with his left hand, and
lacing hi- right hand into her hair.

Kuppfen reached into the breast pocket
id Mitchell’s jacket and brought out the
boy’s wallet. He leafed through the
money by running bis thumb from one
side of the wallet to the other, took out
the card folder and tossed the wallet to
the seat of a broken easy cliair.

"Where's the chick's purse?”

“Maybe -till in the car.”

“Okay. Vou go see. Kicks.”

Erika stumbled across the room, badly
shaken, to Mitchell. The boy had one
hand over his bleeding mouth. Erika put
her arms around him. her fingers gentle.

“Don't try to fight him, Arthur. Please
don't. He’s like a tiger, too big, too
strong. He's crazy, lie wants to kidnap
me. and he thinks | Il marry him in Reno
if he messes me up enough.” There was
a keening hurrying to her words, as if by
saying them the craziness would be ap-
parent and Kuppfen’s scheme would fall
apart from its own nonsense.

“They’re going to wire our folks, so
they’ll think we've run away together.
Then they're going to do something ter-
rible to you and Honey so that they can
blackmail you. Arthur. Arthur, Arthur—
we've got to do something!”

COUPLE ATTACKED, BEATEN.
Erika could see the headlines, remem-
bpring suddenly how often she had seen
them in the Chronicle. COUPLE \T-
TACKED, BEATEN. And sometimes a
picture on the front page, the girl in a
hospital bed, her face covered with
bandages. COUPLE  ATTACKED.
BEATEN. “After being held for several
hours by a sadistic gang of young hood-
lums, the girl was found wandering . . .”

How many times had she read this?

But as her fingers caressed the swollen
face of the boy, the exploding fear within
her was that there would be no headlines.

What would she do after two or three
days with Kuppfen?

What would she do when she was a
different Erika London, something hurt,
twisted and changed for the rest of her
life, with no more campus at Berkeley,
no more serene confidence in herself, no
more faith in an ordered, decent world?

Mitchell - head was on her breast and
the boy was shaking in a special kind of
agony, that of the young man who has
not been -trong enough and whose girl
is being taken from him in violence by a
stronger man.

CHAPTER SEVEN

CKS came back with Erika's purse,
and Big Tom went through it.
“Now listen careful, you two. Vou get
these addresses right. It says in here to
notify Arthur H. Mitchell in case of
something. In this other one the doll’s
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old man is listed as Duncan London.
You send the same wire to both: ‘Going
to Las Vegas to get married. Love.’
Got it? Take my car and go to the all-
night Western Union downtown. Just
you. Kicks, and you. Honey. I’ll give you
a couple bucks. Gage, get the guy's keys
and find that Jag. It’ll be around the
Bada somewhere. Bring it back. You
on it?”

“Yeah.” said Kicks. “How’s about a
little of the money from that guy we
knocked off tonight?”

“Later. Don’t heat up. Kicks. Get this
done. We’re going to score big tonight.”

“Yeah,” said Kicks. “Sure thing. Tom.”

There was a chance. It would be a
cruel thing, because her chance could
only come while Kuppfen was “making
Arthur a little silly”—terrible words—
with those clubs of fists.

But there was no other chance. She
was afraid to scream.

Erika London stood up, and Kuppfen
watched her.

“I"d rather take them off than have
you tear them off.”

“I’ll give you a little strip music. The
real exciting kind, chick." He hit Mitch-
ell in the face and the boy tried to
roll away, to stand up. Kuppfen brought
his heel down hard on Mitchell’s ankle.

then slapped him with the heels of his
hands on either side of Mitchell’s jaw,
in a quick right-left.

Erika's eyes hunted frantically for
something to use—something heavy.

_Big Tom swung suddenly around, grin-
ning.

“Looking for something to hit me with,
chick? Try it. | like to be hurt a little.”
He reached for her and she stepped
backwards.

“Start getting those threads down,
chick.”

“All right.” She reached for the zipper
at the side of her gown.

Mitchell was standing up, not steady.

Duane Freeposter was
looking at the girl, his eyes
on her bare shoulders.

Big Tom noticed and
laughed. “Not this one.
Gage. I've tossed you
plenty of ’em. but not this
doll. | keep this exclusive
for awhile. You might say
this is my fiancee. Crazy,
huh?”

Freeposter's eyes turned
away from the girl.

“If the apple tries again,
youre all right?" asked
Harry.

“I’ve worked him a little.
I’ll make him a little silly
before | do the big job of
work I’ve lined up for to-
night.” Big Tom's mouth
was wet and loose. “Move.
Get those wires nut and get
that beautiful Jag of mine
back here.”

Freeposter flicked his
knife open and walked to
the couch. “Give me the
keys.”

Erika reached into the
side pocket of Arthur’s
jacket and handed the keys
to Freeposter. He stepped
backwards, thp knife point-
ed upward and ready.

She heard the door close,
heard the rumble of the
Buick starting. The room
was quiet.

“Tnu might as well get
your clothes off. doll. Un-
less you want ine to do it
for you. .. .”

She didn't want to turn
around. She wanted to stay
there, frozen, with Arthur’s
head against her. her hands
tight on his shoulders.

“All 1 can do is to
scream, and keep scream-
ing.” she thought, and the
fear of pain locked her
mouth. She knew what
would happen with the first
sound—the club of the fist
on her face. The fear of
pain, the sick knowing
the scream would not help.

“Get up, doll, and get
those clothes off. 1 want to
talk to your ex-bov-friend.
He makes me jealous.”
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Big Tom was watching her. but she
couldn’t let Arthur try again. Kuppfen
would break bis face with those great
club fists.

“Don’t, Arthur, don’t.”

Kuppfen spun around, and waited like
a giant cat. His right knee was raised a
little, ready to come up in a tissue-smash-
ing thrust when Mitchell was close
enough. His hands were open, the fingers
almost straight. He intended to hurt the
boy, pretty much for keeps this time.

Erika ran to the door, tried to pull it
open. This was the one chance, the
chance she would have gambled Kupp-
fen’s fists on Arthur for. because it was
their only chance.

The door was locked, and she opened
her mouth to scream, knowing what
would happen then.

The door made a little rusty-metal
noise—and opened.

Erika was standing almost in front of
it Big Tom Kuppfen was in the center
of the room. Arthur Mitchell stopped,
three feet from Kuppfen.

The door swung open and Frank
Worth Williams followed his knife into
the room. He kicked the door closed be-
hind him and the Xale latch clicked. He
stood with his hack to the closed door.

Big Tom knew a final play when the
play was showll in the bright, four-inch
blade, shown in the wide-open eyes and
down grin of the Gopher. He hail a hurt
enemy behind him. a killer in front of
him, the girl to watch. The six-foot-four
body rested easily, like a thick-wound
spring, on the front of his feet, and his
hands were up. the lingers bent a little
NOW.

"Xes."” The word meant that this night
had to have this. too. The final play.
There would be no other words.

Frank Worth Williams let his body
bend forward, bis left band wide and a
little behind him. his right arm out from
his chest, the blade forward and upward,
lie stayed with his back to the door. He
wanted Big Tom to come to him.

Kuppfen figured. Like Williams, he
was grinning. He was figuring: wait and

let the Gopher move? Or rush the
smaller man?

His own nerves made the decision.
Before he had told his powerful muscles
the order, tiny had moved involuntarily.
He was going forward, toward the grin-
ning face and the up-coming point.

Kuppfen half turned as he reached
\\ illiams and his left hand closed on the
Gopher* right wri~l as the knife hand
tried to reach around Kuppfen™ right
arm and side. His shoulder knocked the
Gopher against the door, coming up un-
der the Gopher s chin.

Now Big Tom turned, the left hand
viced on the Gopher's wrist, pushing it
and the knife up against hi- chin. His
right arm wa~ a steel bar across the
-mall of \\illiams" back, and he lifted
the smaller man up from the floor.

lhe Gopher wa- shouting sound* that
were not words. Big Tom yelled, and
his hudv seemed to grow, to arch. a» his
left arm straightened and the Gopher’s
head went back. The last sound from
Trank Worth Williams wa* a high, clear
note of utter pain.

Kuppfen dropped him. the knife clat-
tering to the floor. Xs the hodv rolled on
the dusty rug. the eyes and mouth were
open, the head lilted to one side.

A bitter, lonely, empty life was done
with. The carefully learned words and
manner' no longer needed, the well se-
lected clothes bought with worthless
checks crumpled and useless. Twenty
years of life, and never once in the twenty
years and Frank Worth William* been
happy.

Big Tom Kuppfen looked at the body.

“l broke the cat’s neck.” His foot
poked at the body. “Crazy. Real crazy!”
The words were slow and heavy.

Then Erika screamed and he was upon
her like a great cat leaping, bis bands
reaching for her.

Arthur Mitchell, his face twisted and
his mouth trying to bite air for his lungs,
pushed himself toward them.

Big Tom pushed Erika away and
turned to meet Mitchell. The giant
clubbed the bov toward him with a big

How to Moke Hay with an Atom coniinued from page 33

"1 dont know who it's going to be.”
Dr. Wendell Peacock *aid. “but some-
one, and soon, is going to find a way to
make a fortune out of this atomic thing.”
Peacock, at the tender age of twenty-
five. was the group * nuclear specialist.

Every head nodded in agreement.
There wa*. to be sure, a fortune to be
made in the atomic business. The first
men who could find a practical way to
utilize the atom for industrial purposes
were going to step into a powerful and
lucrative world, like a man taking his
first step into an unexplored diamond
field. It was Bill Barbour who phrased
the question that really bothered them.

“And just how?”

There fell, it is reported, a silence.

“Well,” Peacock finally ventured,
“there’s always isotopes.”

The word hung before them, pregnant
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and ripe, waiting to give birth to a score
of idea* and possibilities.

The re-t of the men at the table knew
about isotopes, as did hundreds of other
scientist*. But exactly what practical,
economically feasible use could be made
of them was another question. Most
scientists, impressed with the immense
long-range possibilities, had not given
much thought to the practical, everyday
uses isotopes might be put to.

There is nothing very profound about
isotopes. They are exactly like any of
the oilier basic chemical elements of
matter except that they emit radiations.
This i* the secret of their value. An
isotope can be traced. Xherever the
fantastically small isotope migbl go or
finally be lodged, (inside a steel girder
or a* a particle in a big brick, for in-
stance) its movement or presence is

fist that hooked around the back of
Mitchell’s neck. Mitchell looked up into
the box-square, thick-boned face; Kupp-
fen's eyes were bright and he was grin-
ning with his teeth together.

Kuppfen's left arm bent to a tight tri-
angle and lie swung it. the point of the
elbow coming toward the side of Mitch-
ell - head like a skull-shattering ham-
mer. The boy dug his face ugain*l Big
Toni ' chest.

Erika * eyes were on the knife, the
Gopher™ slim, bright knife, on the floor.
She knew there were only seconds left of
life for Mitchell, only second* left of
any real life for her. But a knife . . .

Kuppfen’s back wa* to her. and she
could sen-e the slow pleasure lie was
taking before lie smashed down the man
before him. But only seconds left.

*She wa* on his hack, her knee* tearing
at her -kill a* she wrapped her leg*
around hi* thigh*, pulling herself with
her left hand on hi' throat, her right
hand in In* hair, over his head, her nails
hooking into his eves. The big head bent
back and her nails bit into blood and
tissue. She felt hi* hands reaching back,
then one band on her wrist trying to pull
the terrible fingers from his eyes.

Arthur Xlitchcll brought his knee up
hard and fast and there was destruction
of blood-vessels, of tbe soft, unprotected
Hesb and nerves. The giant ' hands fell
away from Erika, and she dropped from
his hack, looking first in wonder at her
bloody fingernails. Big Tom was bent
forward, one hand pulling upward at his
groin, the other over his eyes.

There was no mercy left here. Mitchell
picked up a chair and (dubbed Big Toni
to the floor, smashing the chair, beating
at the ruined man with the broken pieces.

It was over. Kuppfen lav close to the
body of the Gopher. Mitchell put his
arm around the girl.

They would have to find the police;
there were these two to be taken care of.
there were the others to be found and
taken downtown. . . . Later, there would
be home and a return to life. . ..

He led her out the door. e o e

broadcast by the radiations it emits and
can be detected by an instrument as
simple as a Geiger counter.

An isotope can be made by the simple
process of taking some metal—say. gold
or cohalt—and inserting it in an atomic
idle. Left there (or a certain amount of
time llie element becomes radioactive.

It didn’t take the young scientists long
to see great possibilities in isotopes.

Someone suggested that by inserting
a minute particle of some radioactive
element in a pipeline you could trace
the How of oil or gas. and pin-point
blockages that often cost oil and gas
companies fortunes to locate.

Dr. Peacock already knew that iso-
topes could be inserted in the human
body, and their passage traced and
studied. No one could estimate what this
might mean to science and medicine.
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Certainly hospitals and laboratories all
over the country were waiting for some
outfit that could supply them dependably
with isotopes for experimentation.

This was only a fragment of the be-
ginning thoughts. Before an hour had
passed they had come up with a dozen
uses for isotopes, uses that conceivably
could revolutionize some phases of life
and industry.

“Take another item.” Peacock said.
“There isn’t one decent automatic radia-
tion counter on the market. | know. |
had to build one myself. We can make
those.”

“And instruments to handle hot stuff.”
one of the others said. “No one makes
them. You have to devise your own.
Hundreds of hospitals and laboratories
are crying for just such equipment.”

All of these needs were obvious, so
obvious that no one, it seemed, had ever
stopped to do something about them.
Manufacturers didn’t know enough about
the problems to attempt to answer them,
and most scientists were much too pre-
occupied with theory to consider going
into the prosaic production end.

As the evening wore on the young
scientists became almost delirious with
the immensity of what they were stepping
into. By ten o’clock the men. under the
direction of W.illiam E. Barbour, had
formed the first purely atomic business
in the world.

“Sometimes when | look back on that
meeting.” Barbour says today. “lI have
to shudder. At thirty-five | was the old
man of that crowd. All the rest were
well below thirty. / should have been
the one to know better than to rush into
such a wild venture. Instead, 1 was the
one who persuaded the others to come in
with me, and | was ready to shoot the
works.”

The “works” consisted of $26,000. the
results of Barbour’s savings before and
during the war and of a well-placed in-
vestment in Raytheon stock which had
boomed from sixty cents to twelve dol-
lars a share by the time Barbour sold.

The others were to put in $1,500 each,
although some of the men were never
able to dig up that amount. Working for
the Office of Scientific Research and De-
velopment had made nobody rich during
the war. Over the violent protests of his
wife. Dr. Peacock put down the $1,133
he and she had painstakingly scraped to-
gether for their first car.

By midnight, their minds exhausted
from much far tanging, the group had
chosen a name for the company. Tracer-
lab. Inc. It still bears that name.

The next morning, when the Hush of
excitement had paled somewhat in the
harsh light of realistic day, Barbour and
company had good cause to suspect that
perhaps they had allowed themselves to
get carried away.

For one thing, no such business had
ever been tried before. There were no
guides to follow and there werent even
the bones of previous failures to warn
them of potential traps. They were
traveling alone in virgin country.

The other thing was the fact that the
Army, which at that time was in sole
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charge of all atomic activities, had given
no indication that it planned to release
any isotopes for private use.

Tracerlab. Inc. had problems, but Bar-
bour is a stubborn man. After incor-
porating Tracerlab, Barbour rented, for
$195 a month, three ancient, dilapidated
buildings on Oliver Street, near Boston’s
waterfront. Immediately he sublet the
main floors of two for S150. a move typi-
cal of his thrifty and shrewd way of
running the business.

(Eight years later Bill Barbour re-
peated the same stunt. He picked me
up at Boston airport with his four-seater
Cessna to fly me to his house in suburban
Concord, and from the air he pointed out
the forty-three-acre site bought for a new
$1,000,000 Tracerlab plant at Waltham.

“We've just sold eight acres of this
plot to another manufacturer at a profit.”
he told me proudly. “Besides, they’re
going to share the costs of bringing in
utilities, grading, and building roads.” |

The youthful stockholders of Tracer-
lab personally cleaned out the rubble of
decades from the dank Oliver Street
buildings. Everyone pitched in. wielding
pickaxes and pushing wheelbarrows.
Barbour himself built all the wooden
partitions and workbenches. Dr. Peacock
was kept busy sweeping floors. Some
nights he would bring down his wife to
help cut and strip wires for the first
Tracerlab  product, the complicated
Autoscaler he designed.

This is the device Dr. Peacock brought
up at the first memorable meeting in
Cambridge. Its purpose is to count the
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number of atomic disintegrations of an
isotope within a given time, and do it
automatically, without human supervi-
sion. Such information enables a scien-
tist to calculate quickly and simply the
strength of a radioactive source. This
knowledge, in turn, is all-important in
working with radioactive materials, for
it tells the user what effect the isotopes
he is handling will have on his own
health, and also what he can expect of
them in their applications.

As even the doorman at Tracerlab
knows, the standard unit used in meas-
uring atomic radiation is a “curie.” It
is thirty-seven billion atomic disintegra-
tions per second—a highly potent amount
of atomic energy. But while certain
isotopes are pretty stable as to the radia-
tion they give off. others lose their po-
tency in short order. That is why the
short-lived ones in particular have to be
checked frequently to see how much of
their power is left. It is in this operation
that the Autoscaler earns its keep.

Dr. Peacock, in designing the Auto-
scaler. counted on the fact that some iso-
topes have only a very brief “half life"—
meaning the period of time it takes for
them to lose half of their potency. Thor-
ium-106 has a half-life of only thirty
seconds. Bromine-82 has thirty-five and a
half hours, the much-used lodine-131 has
eight days. On the other hand, such iso-
topes as Carbon-14 with a half life of
5720 years, or even Nickel-63 with
eighty-five years, need little checking.

With all this measuring to do, ob-
viously any place handling fissionable
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materials could well use an Autoscaler
or its equivalent. That is why Tracer-
lab’s first product was an immediate suc-
cess. In a matter of a few weeks after
they started in business they got orders
from universities, hospitals and govern-
ment installations for fifty-eight units at
$750 apiece. (The Soviets ordered two
Autoscalers hut never got them.)

Despite this success, by the summer
of 1916 the new firm was in pretty had
shape. Deliveries were slow, anil all of
the company’s money was tied up in
equipment and parts. In consequence,
three of the founders had to quit. Homer
S. Mimers, with a wile and four children,
couldn’t gel along on $200 a month and
pulled out. John R. Niles and W. Ray-
mond Gustafson followed suit. Rill liar-
hour and Kay Ghelanli were drawing no
-alaries. hut Ghelanli had another job
and worked only night- and holidays at
Tracerlab.

Then Dr. Peacock wa- summoned to
work at Oak Ridge. One day Barbour
found himself the only full-time em-
ploye of the company.

I lie hanks would advance no money to
a firm dealing in such fantastic, unheard-
of commodities a- Tracerlab. Two of the
post-war organizations formed to finance
new industries were interested, hut they
demanded control of the company, and
Barbour would have none of that.

"l never had any intention of giving
up.” says Barbour, "hut | was sure glad
to hear about a new venture-capital out-
fit being formed in Boston unde(, the
name of American Research and Devel-
opment Corporation. | lost no time in
getting over there."

Behind A.R. & D. were such financial
bigwigs a« Senator Ralph Handers, then
President of the Federal Reserve Bank
of Boston: Merrill Griswold. Chairman
of Massachusetts Investors Trust: and
colorful General Georges Doiiot. head
of tile Harvard Business School.

ANYONE ill Boston will tell you that
General Doriol has two deep-seated
convictions:  ‘Americans don't  work
enough!” and ‘Appreciate the value of a
nickel!”" says Ray Ghelanli. "General
Doriot chose Thanksgiv ing Day to descend
on us and look over Tracerlab. He was
impressed to find us at work on a holiday.
He liked the idea that we saved money
hy building our own furniture and equip-
ment. \nd he thought our books looked
pretty good, except for a lack of working
capital.”

Still, it look several weeks of negotia-
tions to work out an arrangement, with
Barbour and a-sociates chewing their
nails.

“Il you ever need money and then
get a check for a hundred and fifty
thousand after business hours, don’t
worry about what to do with it." says
Bill Barbour. “We got ours on December
31, 1946. It was a nasty, stormy New
Year’s Eve, and it was after seven
o’clock, but the State Street Bank stayed
open just for our benefit. It was quite
an experience depositing that check.”

At about the same time Barbour had
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one more spectacular break. The famous
.Manhattan Project, which had developed
the A-bomb, was disbanded, and its work-
turned over to the civilian-controlled
Atomic Energy Commission. late in
August the Commission began releasing
isotopes for commercial use. However,
they also set up a stifl priority system.
First crack at isotopes would go to hos-
pitals and research laboratories. Bar-
hour. figuring that these institutions
would be slow in grasping the signifi-
cance of tile AEC move or to take ad-
vantage of it applied for isotopes at
once. Despite glum predictions, he got
them.

T DIDN'T hurt that Barbour's cla---

nrate and fraternity brother. Carroll L.
Wilson, was appointed the first general
manager of the AEC. That is all part
of Barbour's “luck.” He seems to know,
and makes it a point to know, everyone
who is important in hi- field. Early in
the game he maanged to attract such
people as Karl T. Compton and Admiral
Lewis .. Strauss, the present head of the
Atomic Energy Commission, to serve on
the hoard of Tracerlab.

Aith a solid piece of money in the
bank and with isotopes becoming avail-
able from Oak Ridge, the radioactive
midget was ready to start growing. With
isotopes, Tracerlab could begin living up
to its name.

The business of “tracing" is fascina-
ting and important. The presence of less
than a billion-billionth of an ounce of
isotope can be detected and traced
through a living body or plant and show
just how food and fertilizers are utilized,
just where they go. and for how long.
This same signaling capacity of isotopes
is now used in hundreds of ways by in-
dustry. and a healthy number of ways
were discovered and perfected hy
Tracerlab.

I he Autoscaler, though a success, wa-
not enough to carry a major business.
Tracerlab’s next venture was the build-
ing of the Beta Gauge. Dr. Peacock had
envisioned the machine and the idea that
famous night in Howard Johnson’s. The
Beta Gauge is truly a fantastic machine.
Large, immensely complicated and ex-
pensive (one costs around $20,000| it i-
like the famous Jack-of-all-trades. with
the exception that it is master of many.
It has literally thousands of uses. Today
it is in use hy makers of paper and
rubber products, floor coverings, metal
loils. adhesive tapes and anything else
that comes ofl a machine in a continuous
sheet.

AAithoiit touching the material, a Beta
Gauge can measure its thickness and
then automatically adjust the machine
so that the proper flow is obtained. It
will measure soft and sticky materials,
like rubber on a hacking, or adhesive on
a tape. It works by shooting beta parti-
cle- ol Strontium-90 or Cesium-137
through the moving sheet of material
and then counting the particles on the
other side of the sheet to see how many
have been absorbed. If the sheet is too
thick, a low count will show on the op-

posite side; if it's too thin, a high count
will show. One maker of linoleum saved
$150,000 in a single year with his Beta
Gauge simply by not using more asphalt
than necessary on the felt backing of
his product.

There is hardly a day when some engi-
neer in some remote section of the coun-
try don’t get a new ingenious idea about
putting the BG to work for him.

.Sale- of Tracerlab products went from
almost nothing in 1946 to $750,000 in
1947 and hy 1949 had more than doubled,
to $1,700,000. This was a long jump in
four years from the enthusiastic dinner
and the resulting drab days that fol-
lowed. \\'ith a solid backlog of work and
orders behind them at Boston, the
Tracerlab bovs hud a new freedom to
branch out and experiment with some of
the more amazing aspects of their busi-
ness. Much of the sensational work was
with “tracers." Startling new uses for
them seemed to pop up every day.

Take the job at Herscher. lllinois,
where natural ga- from Texas is stored
in some twenty huge underground caves.
The gas gave Hersclter’s drinking water
an unpleasant taste, so Tracerlab dropped
some Argon-41 into the caves to find the
leak. By scouring the countryside with
Geiger counters they soon detected a
radioactive hot spot where the Argon-41
was seeping out. They plugged the leak
and Herscher wa- happy once more.

fIMIEY" used Cohalt-60 to solve a similar
JL problem with the healing system of a
Manchester. New Hampshire, lumber
yard where $100,000 worth of plywood
was being ruined hy a hidden leak. The
local plumber declared the entire con-
crete foundation would have to he ripped
up to find it. He stood by leering as a
technician from Tracerlab placed a min-
ute pinch of Cohalt-60 in the boiler. That
leer was wiped ofl of his face within an
hour when the technician, checking the
warehouse floor with a Geiger counter,
hit the leak right on the nose. Water
seeping from the pipe had created a ra-
dioactive hot -pot which was easy to find.

The oil industry is perhaps the great-
est user of tracing methods employing
radioactive isotopes. Tracing the sepa-
ration between shipments of gasoline,
stove oil or diesel oil inside an oil pipe-
line has become a simple matter hy the
injection of a few drops of Antimony-124
between the shipments. A Geiger counter
i- installed a few miles upstream from
the end of the pipeline and signals the
arrival of a new shipment so that it can
be diverted into the proper tanks. This
method of “interface lagging" ha- been
made fully automatic in some places so
that the radioactive signals themselves
open the right valves.

Speaking of pipelines, the longest ami
toughest radioactive tracer project ever
carried out involved the clearing of a
new 625-mile line from Sarnia. Ontario,
to Superior, Wisconsin, with the aid of
radioactive “go-devils” or scrapers. All
new pipelines have to be cleared of ob-
structions to insure an even flow of oail.
The scrapers are forced hydraulically
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through the line at one mile an hour, but
they often get stuck. The problem is to
find them inside the enclosed pipe, which
itself is several feet under the ground—in
the case of this particular line even un-
der the Straits of Mackinac. Tracerlab
tagged the go-devils with Cobalt-60, and
it- engineers followed them on foot, by
jeep and boat for three months. The go-
devils got stuck several times but were
immediately pinpointed with Geiger
rollliters. Heading a news item about
ili-. a woman asked to buy -nine Cobalt-
60 so she could locate au intestinal ob-
struction she claimed her doctors couldn't
find. She didn't get it

IIn- most bizarre use of tracing oc-
curred. as you might expect, in Cali-
fornia. So that the slate's health officials
could study the migratory habits of
mosquitos. Tracerlab was given the
painstaking assignment of lagging 300.-
000 of the rotten little bugs. This wu-
done by tinting the insect's diet with
radioactive phosphorous. Ity dint of
heroic work, agents were able to follow
tin- trail of the red-hot hugs with Geiger
counters, and at night, when they couldn't
In- found by their buzzing whine, they
glowed in a most telltale manner. Pre-
sumably California has found out some-
thing about mosquito- and their mys-
lerious ways, and people there, thanks to
Irarerlab. can expect to do less -lapping
and scratching in the future.

About half the new projects Tracer-
lab is working on are top-secret jobs for
the armed services. One such project,
which has been recently declassified, is a
nuclear battery with a useful life of thirty-
years. Developed for the Signal Corps, it
runs on Tritium worth 3100 and ran give
up to 400 volts at a very low current. Its
pre-enl uses are militarv. mainlv a- a
triggering device, hut some day it may Im
possible to use it for such things as auto-
matic weather-station broadca-ts. burglar
alarms, or to fire photo flashbulbs. It
could lie made strung enough to run a
flu-blight. hut the Tritium needed would
cost S200.000.000.

In a research project for the \rmv
Chemical Corps. Tracerlab i- living to
find out. with tin- aid of Carbon-1t. why
and how the plant hormone 2. t-1) cause-
broad-leaved plants pi grow so fa-1 that
they kill Illiem-elves. for a chemical
company, they checked a defoliant to
make sure that none of the drug got into
the ftnil. They tested an insecticide for
another manutaclurer to si-e whether it
affected animals that ale the plant-
treated with it.

TMHf the Air Force they tagged rocket
fuel to find out whether the jet hla-I
contaminated the air samples taken at
high altitudes, and are now conducting
experiments with Tritium to see how
radioactive gases spread in the atmos-
phere over short distances, measuring
radioactivity smaller than one part in
100 trillion (1 100.000.000.000.0001.
Sometimes work with the new-fangled
isotopes leads to union trouble. “By im-
ledding radioactive pellets in firebricks,
developed a method for a big steel
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company near Chicago that would allow
them to check the linings of their furn-
aces without having to shut down opera-
tions,” relates Bill Barbour. “But the
bricklayers' union refused to handle the
bricks and wouldn't allow our engineers
to put them in place, so the project fell
through.”

The average man - fear of radioactivity
is one of the reasons why foods are not

being preserved by irradiation. Another
reason is a -light change in taste anil
color, although the isotopes actually

keep fruit, milk and meat fresh for week-
wit bout refrigeration.

I1FE most discussed u-e- of isotopes are
Tin the medical field, and the most cele-
brated of tlie-e i- for cancer treatment.
\ ten-curie radium -ource for cancer
treatment costs S200.000. while Tracerlab
furnishes a ten-curie Cohalt-60 source for
3600. It i- true, of course, that the half
life of Cobalt-60 i- only five years mean-
ing that it loses half of it- potency in that
time--while the half life of radium is six-
teen centuries, hut it i- -till a good buy.
one of the thing- oil the credit side for
the V-I1>omh.

What make- the i-otope- -0 important
for medical purposes is the odd fact that
some element- have a preference for seek-
ing out certain parts of the bodv. lodine-
131. for in-lance, concentrates in the
thyroid gland and clearly outlines both
healthy and damaged tissues by radia-
tion. Tracerlab just brought out a new
33.300 -canning machine which draw- a
picture, somewhat like an X-ray photo-
graph. recording this radiation. Other
radioactive eompounds are used to find
brain tumors, measure the heart output,
and give the blood volume of a patient
before a dangerous operation. This is
done in a simple and ingenious way by
injecting a minute amount of Phos-
phorus-32 into the blood, then taking a
sample and mea-uring the dilution of
the phosphorus.

Another recent medical use for iso-
tope- i- the treatment of certain eye di—
eases and skin cancers with Stmntium-
VO. Tracerlab make- for this purpose a
-ix-inch in-lIriimenl with a plexiglass
shield to protect tin- doctors hand. Vet-
erinarian- can buy this Strontium Appli-
cator freely, hut physician- treating hu-
man being- must first satisfy the AEG
that they know how to handle radioactive
material-.

\\ hen they talk about a “Cutie Pie”
at Tracerlab they aren't referring to any
of the secretaries, but to a portable
Geiger counter which they manufacture
themselves.

The Cutie Pit*is only one of many dif-

ferent civilian radiation-measuring de-
vices made by Tracerlab (quite a few
special model- were developed for the
armed servicesl|. They put out half a
dozen different Geiger counters and sev-
eral scintillation meters, together with
some two dozen different Geiger tubes

and a whole line of artificial crystal- for

the scintillation meters.
“Growing" these crystal-

tric ovens is a touchy proposition.
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raw material, mostly an organic com-
pound called stilbene. is heated to 125
degrees Centigrade, and the trick is to
take a whole week in cooling it off grad-
ually. When radiation enters these crys-
tals they give off tiny flashes of light
which are transformed into electrical im-
pulses. amplified, and registered on a
meter.

Working in a place like Tracerlab has
its dangers. Day and night a couple of
dozen Geiger counters keep chattering
throughout the premises, giving the
“background count” of normal, harmless
radiation and automatically warning
against dangerous quantities of radio-
active materials on the loose.

One day the counters in the main build-
ing suddenly started clicking furiously,
indicating the presence of something
strongly radioactive. The alarm was
spread, and while most of the employes
made ready to leave, emergency crews
rushed a systematic check. Then some-
body pointed a Cutie Pie toward a wet
fire escape simply bristling with radio-
activity—it was raining outside, and the
rain had caused a “fallout” of materials
originating probably at some distant
atomic proving ground. It was nothing
unusual, and the quantities of radiation
present were far from being really harm-
ful, but it just so happened that Tracer-
lab had instruments going which regis-
tered the phenomenon.

A "fallout” of this type occurred right
after the first atomic explosion at Alamo-
gordo. It happened to hit a wheat field,
the straw from which happened to be
later used for making cardboard, which
happened to end up in the form of boxes
for the Eastman Kodak firm. When com-
plaints rolled in that the film was fogged.
Kodak made a check, discovered that
radiation was the cause of the trouble.
Ever since that time they, and other
manufacturers of sensitive products, reg-
ularly check every ingredient they use
with a Geiger counter.

IN ADDITION to being protected by
Geiger counters in strategic spots,
most people working at Tracerlab wear
two badges and a gadget that looks like
a fountain pen. One of the badges is re-
quired by the government for plant se-
curity. as half of Tracerlab’s work con-
sists of highly restricted military re-
search.

The second badge contains two layers
of film which measure radiation up to
thirty roentgens. The films are developed
every week and checked with a densi-
tometer to determine to what kinds of ra-
diation and how much of each kind the
wearer was exposed. Besides checking
the badges of its own employes, Tracer-
lab runs a film-badge service, processing
5.000 badges a week for other atomic
enterprises as well as for hospitals and
X-ray labs. No worker is supposed to
receive more than a 300-milliroentgen
exposure per week, according to AEC
recommendations. If he does, his em-
ployer is notified, and he must stay away
from radiation for a while.

The gadget like a fountain pen is a
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pocket dosemeter costing $42.50. It can
be held up against the light to show a
scale on which exposures up to 200 mil-
liroentgens are registered. With this de-
vice the worker” can check themselves at
any time, even before their film badges
have been developed.

In a “hot” place like most sections of
Tracerlab. even the disposal of waste is
a problem. Old containers, waste ma-
terials. anything contaminated by radio-
activity is carefully collected, put in
metal cans, covered with concrete, and
handed to the Navy which obligingly
dumps it in the ocean off Graves Light in
Boston's outer harbor.

Precautions are strictest in the "hot
lab” proper where workers wear protec-
tive clothing and overshoes, and must be
checked with Geiger counters whenever

they leave so that they wont carry out
stray bits of radioactive materials.

In the hot lab the more potent isotopes
are kept in heavy lead containers below
the basement floor level. At times Tracer-
lab stocks radiochemicals worth $100,000.
It takes a 270-pound lead container to
safely store as little as three and a half
curies of Cobalt-60. That is why it often
costs more than the price of the chem-
icals themselves to ship the shorter-lived
isotopes, which must go by air.

The hot stuff is handled with remote-
control tongs, forceps and pi-petting de-
vices which are fastened to rods two to
six feet long—equipment which Tracer-
lab makes and sells. Some of the isotopes
can be purified and compounded with
other chemicals behind heavy glass walls
while others must be handled behind
heavy shields of concrete or lead bricks,
with the operator watching his work
through a mirror on the ceiling.

Around Tracerlab you never know
whether you are bumping into a porter
or a Ph.D. Everyone dresses “informal-
ly." to say the least. Half the employes
are scientists and engineers, and every-
one is young—so young that the sales-
man who came over to negotiate a group-
insurance contract was first incredulous,
then disappointed by the low rates he
had to quote.

In a corner of the physics lab we met

a young man with crew cut, dirty white
sneakers and torn slacks. He turned out
to be chief physicist Dr. Joris Brinker-
hoff. a frighteningly bright individual
who was in the process of shooting 250.-
000 volts amid flashes of blue and purple
discharges, through a mixture of Beryl-
lium and Polonium in order to generate
neutrons.

"Same reaction as the H-bomb.” he
explained cheerfully. Then, as we started
backing away, he added. “No chain re-
action. though. The discharges are not
self-propagating.”

With the neutron generator you will
be able to make your own isotopes—turn
certain elements radioactive. In form of
a neat console the size of a washing ma-
chine. it will retail below $10,000 and do
the job of a $20,000,000 chemical source.

The two men running Tracerlab today
are its principal founders, president Bill
Barbour and technical director Dr. Wen-
dell Peacock. They have turned out to
be an ideal team, with Peacock generat-
ing the ideas and Barbour putting them
into effect—each of them secretly wish-
ing all the while that he were the other.
There were times when Peacock could
have used some of Barbour’s administra-
tive ability, and when Barbour “wished |
had known more of what | was talking
about.”

A bustling, energetic, sandy-haired
man who looks like Charles A. Lind-
bergh. Bill Barbour has all of the flyer’s
dogged determination and almost blind
optimism. "It hurts me to pass up op-
portunities,” he says, “and every time |
have to turn down a new idea so that we
can concentrate on what we are doing,
it’s a painful philosophical decision.”

At the age of ten. Barbour was build-
ing radios, at fourteen he held a ham
license. A born gadgeteer, he has de-
signed his own sprawling, ranch-style
home overlooking the Concord River,
built most of it himself and put in such
gimmicks as garage doors which can be
opened and closed by short wave from
his car; rheostat switches throughout the
house so the lights can be dimmed grad-
ually; and an intercom system with loud-
speakers. The intercom is connected to a
huge shortwave antenna on the roof so
that wherever he flies his private plane
his wife can hear him talking to the air-
port towers, knows that he is safe, and
when to expect him home. He built his
own swimming pool and filtering system,
has a big, well equipped workshop and
makes most of his own furniture.

If Bill Barbour hates anything, it’s
waste. In the early days of Tracerlab he
used to prowl around the place at night
to pick up nuts and screws from the floor
and rummage through waste baskets for
usable resistors and the like. Even today
he will desert a party of big shots he is
guiding around the plant to question a
worker why he is using a larger soldering
iron than necessary. If they want to dis-
card some old office furniture, they have
to do it while he isn't looking. His own
office is big. neat, but cheaply furnished,
decorated with a chart of nuclides and a
chart of the electromagnetic spectrum. A

But he is still willing to “shoot life
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works” whenever the situation requires,
even if it means straining: his resources
to the limit. One of his biggest gambles
on behalf of Tracerlab was buying Kele-
ket. a fifty-year old X-ray company with
factories in Covington. Kentucky and
Cincinnati. Ohio—a firm doing more than
three times the volume of Tracerlab's
business.

I)r. Wendell Peacock. Tracerlab’s other
pillar, started off in the direction of be-
coming a “pure” scientist, worked as such
for many years, but of late has developed
a sense for the more material things in
life. It's a relatively recent development.

e is one of the top nuclear experts
H and has played a part in almost
every atomic test since Eniwetok.” -ays
an associate, “but lie is no Oppenheimer
who wouldn’t know what’s doing in the
outside world.”

A tall, soft-spoken man of thirty-three
with graying hair. Dr. Peacock looks ten
years older than his age. has never had
time for any hobbies and has not felt the
need for them. As a boy of ten in Salt
Lake City he tried to take the magnetism
out of magnets and ever since has been
absorbed by physics. He graduated with
honors from the University of Utah, got
a fellowship at the University of Wash-
ington. but he wasnt satisfied.

“Out there all they really care about
is football.” he says. So he got himself
a job as a research assistant at M.LT..
took the bus east with his wife and set up
housekeeping. His possessions consisted
of not much more than a spoon and two
sets of knives and forks. He worked with
the group that developed the cyclotron,
concentrating entirely on the radioactiv-
ity center.

“| feel like a farmer who happened to
live where they struck oil." says Dr. Pea-
cock modestly about his association with
nuclear science. During the war he
worked with tracers to find u method for
preserving whole blood, staying at NLLT.
while most of hi' colleagues went on to
l.os Alamos. Hut six months after the
founding of Tracerlab the government
asked him to go to Oak llidge to help
classify ami grade isotope'. From there
lie went to the Sloan-Kellcring Institute
in New 'lork to do research on the med-
ical applications of atomic energy.

Having saved some money at Oak
Kidge. Dr. Peacock bought a haii'C in
Westchester, suddenly discovered the
pleasures ot trading, and from then on
kept buying and selling hoii»c» and cai-
“graphing out" in scientific fashion the
pros and cons of his deals and making
out well in tile end. Hut before lie went
into these ventures he honed up on real
estate ami automobile engines, frequently
startling brokers and mechanics with his
uii'iispecled knowledge. Vnd when he
mturned to Tracerlab in %I as vice
president and technical director, he boned
lip on business administration.

Dr. Peacock's favorite morning greet-
ing to his associates is: “Last night |
was working on . ..” and then he pulls
out the laundry wrapper of a shirt cov-
ered with formula' to show how during
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the night he solved some pro.i cm one of
his 175 scientists was wrestling with the
day before. Incidentally, instead of talk-
ing to each other, these scientists write
on big blackboards, one of which you
find in every office at Tracerlab.

Although most of the things Tracerlab
does are beyond the ken of the man in
the street, its fame has penetrated to the
general public. It even received recogni-
tion from Arthur Godfrey and Captain
Video. Godfrey had Dr. Peacock guest-
ing on his show, and when some of the
teen-agers giggled because the doctor
sounded as if he were talking Chinese,
Godfrey made TV history by calling them
down In no uncertain terms. And Cap-
tain Video honored Tracerlab by using
its Cutie Pie in tracking down some vil-
lains on a distant planet.

Such publicity was bound to draw
dozens of odd ideas and screwball re-
quest'. A Wellesley woman wanted to
buy a "ray detector” to check whether
the communist spies she knew lived next
door were sending thought rays through
tlie walls of her house in order to pick
her brains.

To catch shoplifters, a large New York
clothing store wanted to impregnate its
price tags with isotopes and set up Geiger
counters near the exit-. An amateur
sleuth suggested that dollar bills used
for ransom payments be tagged, so the
kidnapers could be found with Geiger
counters. A hospital wanted to tag its
surgical pads so they wouldn’t be for-
gotten inside the patients' bodies, and a
ladies' underwear manufacturer asked to
lag his nylon panties and bras to elimi-
nate static technically a sound idea but
dangerous in application. In all of these
cases the AEG refused to okay the use of
isotopes—and its approval Is necessary
for all sales, with the exception of very
minute quantities.

BIT even the AEC nearly got fooled
by Stuart, a fourteen-year old quiz
kid in New Jersey whose lather appar-
ently ha- money to burn. For five years
Stuart had been buying weak isotopes in
small quantities and had spent a young
fortune on Geiger counters, dosemeters
and all -ort' of atomic acces-ories. Then
one dav he came through with an order
for one curie ol Cohalt-60. More or less
jnkinglv. Tracerlab -cut him an applica-
tion form, wa' amazed to -ee it come hack
with \LC approval. Examination re-
vealed lliut the form doesii t a-k an appli-
cant - age hut it does ask about hi- ex-
perience in handlino radioactive mate-
rial'. Stuart truthfully claimed five years
ol such experience. Hut he never got his
Cnbull-60. and ever since that lime the
\EC periodically checks to see lliut
Stuart isn’t in the process ot blowing his
home town off the map.

One of the ideal things about Iracer-
lab’s setup is that it seems to have the
world coming and going, a brilliant coup
for any business. If they interest a com-
pany in buying any radioactive material,
they then also supply the equipment to
handle it with and then supply the pro-
tective devices to safeguard the personnel
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working with llie hot stuff. As a final
step they also process the safety badges
which all workers with radiation are re-
quired to wear. This sort of mushroom-
ing arrangement is hard to beat.

From one full-time employe in 1946,
Tracerlab has grown to a payroll of more
than one thousand people. It has estab-
lished service branches in twenty-three
cities, has a new ultra-modern plant go-
ing up in Richmond, California, has a
European subsidiary in Paris and is do-
ing business in thirty-three countries.

The Kill of the Graf Spee

Captain, but 1 will have to sink your ship.
It iswar.”

Turning toward the lifeless Clement,
Langsdorff waited until the lifeboats
carrying the British crew were out of
danger. Then he ordered his gunners to
open fire. The sharp clang of steel on
steel shot across the thousand yards of
shimmering water which separated the
two ships. Slowly the Clement listed and
then heeled over sharply with a widen-
ing blanket of oil spreading around her.

Langsdorff wanted to be far away
when the Clement's crew got ashore and
spread the alarm. So he turned his ship
around and headed in the opposite direc-
tion, for the coast of Africa.

During the first week of October he
crossed the Freetown-Cape Town trade
routes and found richer game. Before
the month was out the Spee sent four
more victims to the bottom: the Newton
Beach, Ashlea. Huntsman and Trevanion,
all British.

Langsdorff could accommodate the mas-
ters of the sunken ships but the crews
were another problem. There was not
enough room on board for them. Since
most of the sinkings had taken place
more than a thousand miles off the west
coast of Africa, Langsdorff knew that
chances were slim of ever navigating the
distance in open boats. Refusing to leave
the British sailors to the mercy of the
sea. he packed them on board his ship.
Later he transferred them to the Altmark
during one of her scheduled meetings
with the Spee.

VEMBER was lean. Langsdorff

made a wide sweep around the south-
ern tip of Africa without sighting another
ship. Toward the middle of the month he
turned toward the southeast coast of
Africa in the vicinity of Lourenco
Marques. On the fifteenth of the month
the Spec’s lookouts sighted a small British
tanker, the Africa Shell, which attempted
to make a rash run for the safety of ter-
ritorial waters where it would be im-
mune from attack. For the first time
Langsdorff threatened bloodshed. He
sent a shell plummeting off her bow and
the Africa Shell came to a stop. Under
strenuous British claims that the ship
was not a prize of war and German
claims that she was. the crew and officers
were taken off and the Africa Shell sent
shuddering to the bottom.
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Despite their denials, it would be smart
not to make any mistakes about the fu-
ture of men like Barbour and Peacock
and others at Tracerlab. They are con-
vinced that the world will be run by
atomic energy and power—and sooner
than most people realize. Right now the
fantastically successful Tracerlab, in
competition with some of the biggest cor-
porations in America, controls some
twenty-five per cent of all atomic by-
product and instrument sales. If they
can hold onto this ratio (and the men are

Continued from page 31

After the sinking, feeling his position
was increasingly unsure, Langsdorff
backtracked, entering the South Atlantic.

The month of December began favor-
ably. On the second day the Spee inter-
cepted the Doric Star. To bring the Brit-
ish ship to a halt Langsdorff fired a shot
across her bow. As the German battle-
ship made her approach, one of her radio
operators who had been monitoring the
British frequency copied down the fol-
lowing signal:

S 20 10 E 6 15 gunned by battle-
ship. Doric Star.

For Langsdorff the message spelled
danger. To his signalman be barked:
“Tell them not to transmit by wireless
or we'll open fire.”

The message was sent and the radio-
man returned to his station to listen for
further transmissions. The Doric Star
remained silent. Langsdorff bit his lip.
There was a chance that the message
would be picked up by the British Ad-
miralty. If so. he would have to speed
out of the area.

Leaning over the bridge, he shouted.
"Embark the British crew.” There was a
trace of anxiety in his voice for the first
time. He called a sharp order to the
turret forward. The Spee’s guns swung
around to the Doric Star. Spears of flame
shot out and the British ship trembled as
the heavy projectiles ripped through her
plating. Slowly she listed, then went
down in a boiling sea of foam. Immedi-
ately Langsdorff set his ship on a south-
westerly course.

In case there were any British war-
ships in the vicinity Langsdorff rigged a
dummy funnel mounted on a false for-
ward turret. The Nazi ensign was hauled
down and replaced by a French flag.
But with this disguise it wasn’t a British
warship that he met but another mer-
chantman. the Tairoa. This happened
only twenty-four hours after he had holed
the Doric Star.

The master of the Tairoa, Captain
Starr, wasn’t fooled by the disguise. He
quickly ordered his operator to send:

Lai 21 degrees 38 minutes S
Long 3 degrees 13 minutes Il at-
tacked by German battleship Ad-
miral Sclteer.

Starr guessed the wrong ship but was
close enough for the British Admiralty.
The Spee was a sister ship of the Scheer.

leaving all profits in the business, bank-
ing on research to come up with more
and more new ideas | Tracerlab may well
turn out to be the General Electric or
General Motors of the atomic era.

With dreams like this and with an as-
surance consistently proved right, it is
scant wonder that neither Barbour nor
Peacock show the slightest touchiness
when their friend and attorney. Bob
Luick. says with a sad shake of his head,
"l have never seen a less mature bunch
of young men going into business.”

Langsdorff  immediately sent his
warning message to the Tairoa not to
use her wireless. But the operator. P. J.
Cummins, ignored the threat and re-
peated the signal. He was in the middle
of the third transmission when the Graf
Spee opened fire with a well-aimed shot
from one of her smaller guns that tore
into the wireless room, destroying the
equipment and wounding several men.

The Spec’s fire halted further trans-
missions from the British ship. The
Tairoa’s officers and crew were taken on
board the German ship and the merchant-
man was sunk by gunfire. Langsdorff
sent for the wireless operator, Cummins,
and congratulated him for his bravery in
the face of enemy fire. Then he turned to
his large chart of the South Atlantic and
studied the situation.

He had been operating for a little
more than three months and had sunk
eight British ships, totaling more than
45,000 tons, without the loss of a single
life. Most of his victims had been bagged
along the African trade routes, and he
was momentarily tempted to remain a
little longer to increase his score. But
the risk was now too great. Vjithin the
past twenty-four hours his position had
been reported twice. If either of the
signals had been picked up. the whole
British fleet would be out hunting for
him. He could take no more chances in
African waters. He changed course to
the west and headed for the shipping
lanes off the coast of South America.

THREE days later he kept a rendez-
vous with the Altmark and trans-
ferred most of the British captives. The
next day. still pressing hard on a westerly
course. Langsdorff converged with the
Streonshalh and sank her after embarking
her crew. His latest victim did not trans-
mit a message, so Langsdorff saw no rea-
son to change his plans.

His estimate of the situation had been
correct. The British Admiralty did pick
up the signals from the Doric Star and
the Tairoa. Yvhat he did not know was
that the British were at that very mo-
ment trying to outguess him.

It was Commodore Harwood, Com-
mander of the South American Division
of the British Fleet, who was ordered to
track down the Spee from information
based on the reports of the sunken mer-
chantmen. Harwood had under his com-
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mand the light cruiser Ajax, flying his
flag, and the heavy cruiser Exeter, carry-
ing six eight-inch guns. At the outbreak
of the war his force had been increased
by a loan from the New Zealand Navy
and another light cruiser, the Achilles,
which, like the Ajax, carried six-inch
guns. A fourth cruiser, the Cumberland,
was at the time replenishing at the
Falkland Islands.

Harwood knew that the Graf Sfiee
could fire a broadside of better than two
lons of steel, while the combined broad-
sides of his three available cruisers
amounted to just a little more than 3.000
pounds. But on his -ide was speed. So
he sent a message to his ships to attack
at once by day or night as soon as the
enemy was sighted. The big question
was: Where?

The South Atlantic is a broad ocean.
4.000 miles from the Cape of Good Hope
to Cape Horn. There was plenty of room
for a pocket battleship to hide in. But
Commodore Harwood had a sailor's in-
stinct and decided to play a long shot.
He convinced himself that the raider,
knowing her position had twice been
given away, would quickly clear out of
the area of South Africa and head for
South America.

THERE were three points the German
ship might head for: the Falkland
Islands. Rio de Janeiro, or the River
Plata. He decided on the last, for the
River Plata, with its broad estuary, was
like a nautical cornucopia, spilling out
a continuous stream of ships laden with
valuable cargoes of meat and grain.

Having estimated where he might meet
the raider, he had to decide when. Har-
wood figured that his quarry would he
cruising at her most economical speed
of fifteen knots. If he was right, the Ger-
man ship would arrive off the ap-
proaches to the Plata on the morning of
the thirteenth of December. Harwood
was now ready to play his hand. He
ordered his cruisers to steam for the
River Plata.

The morning of the thirteenth was clear
and the sun rose a few minutes before
six o'clock. At this time the British
force was streaming in column forma-

Deatli throes of the Graf Spee. Ten
minutes later ship was underwater.
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t'on on a northerly course of fourteen
knots and was approximately 250 miles
east of Montevideo.

In the meantime. Langsdorff had al-
ready brought the Graf Spee to within
150 miles of the coast of Brazil without
sighting any merchant ships, and was
now outbound on a southeasterly course,
crossing the shipping lanes out of the
Plata area. At six o'clock he was about
twelve miles northwest of the British
force and was heading directly from it.
A few minutes passed. Then a lookout
on the Spee’s foretop called to the bridge:
"Masts sighted dead ahead."

Langsdorff raced to the bridge, grabbed
his binoculars and fixed his eyes on the
horizon to the southeast. He caught the
masts in his glasses. By six-ten he was
able to make out the outline of the ships.

“Looks like a cruiser and two destroy-
ers.” he said. "Vle’ll hold course for a
little while.”

Since the British were running at
right angles to the bow of the Spee,
Langsdorff believed that he had not yet
been discovered. Convinced that the
sighted ships were two destroyers and
a cruiser, he reasoned that they must
comprise an escort screen for a convoy
that was still below the horizon.

At that moment Langsdorff had a ter-
rible decision to make. If he engaged
the enemy warships he would be violat-
ing his orders, which told him to avoid
contact with enemy naval forces. If he
ran away he'd be passing up a chance
to smash into the heart of an Allied con-
voy which he was certain was pushing
ahead lazily just out of sight.

“Stand by for action," he called. Then
be climbed to the foretop. which was to
be his command post during the engage-
ment. At six-fifteen all guns were re-
ported as ready. Three minutes passed.
The range closed to ten miles. Langs-
dorff then shouted his command. “Com-
mence firing."

The Spec's eleven-inch guns snapped in
the shock of recoil and a spread of pro-
jectiles, weighing 670 pounds apiece,
went  whistling toward the enemy.
Through his glasses Langsdorff watched
the shells kick up plumes of “water just
short of the British ships. The German
guns were being reloaded when the Brit-

Capt. Langsdorff read paper, went
home, put bullet through his head.
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ish force divided. The Exeter turned
sharply to the west while the lighter
cruisers. Ajax and Achilles, which
Langsdorf! still thought were destroyers,
altered their course to the northwest and
headed directly for the Spee.

At that moment Langsdorff recognized
his mistake. “They’re all cruisers!” It
was too late. He had already committed
himself to action. The British cruisers,
he knew, were faster than the Spee. His
only hope was to finish them off with his
superior guns before they worked up to
full speed.

Promptly Langsdorff swung all hi'
guns on the heavier Exeter, which was
approaching the Graj Si>ee now from the
southeast, and ignored the two light
cruisers, still ten miles away.

At six-twenty. Langsdorff. chewing on
the end of a cigar, observed the Exeter
open fire at 19.000 yards. He answered,
hut no hits were scored. Within the next
few minutes both the Ajax and Achilles.
rapidly working up to their full speed of
thirty-one knots, fired a salvo at the
Herman battleship.

Although the shells fell short. l.angs-
dorff was now in trouble. The light
cruisers, even with their smaller guns,
hail a tremendous advantage in speed.
Two of them could keep both of the
Spec's turrets busy while the third cruiser
might close the range enough to get in a
damaging hit.

The Spec's third salvo detonated close
aboard the Exeter, Killing the torpedo
crew on the starboard side, wrecking
communications and spraying shards of
steel along the superstructure. Langs-
dorff watched another salvo strike with a
fiery hurst on one of the Exeter's forward
turret’. This was followed by two more
direct hits. Langsdorff then turned hi'
e>es to the Ajax and Achilles.

At that moment the battered Exeter
found the range and laid an eight-inch
shell in the Spec’s galley. Water lines
were severed. Foodstuffs and cooking
utensils spilled out of their lockers.
Tables were torn from their deck bolts.
Other shells from the Exeter ripped into
the torpedo room, the fire-control station
and the living spaces. Piece- of whirling
steel spattered the bridge.

WGSDORFI- threw hi- hands to his
lace. When lie brought them away,
a thin trickle of blood ran down his cheek.
Below decks, rescue parties were drag-
ging the bodies ot the wounded and the
dead from the shattered compartments.
Langsdorff called for a report of the
damage. In a few minutes he learned
that there were no hits below the water-
line and his gun- were still working.
During the brief encounter Lang-dorff
gradually changed cour-e to the north,
then again to the ea-t. The Exeter's shells
were now falling wide. But at the same
time, the Ajax and Achilles were -lowly
veering to the right anil pointing their
bows to the north. At six-thirty, guess-
ing that the light cruisers were trying to
sweep around his bow. Langsdorff shifted
one of his eleven-inch turrets to them,
keeping the other one on the Exeter.
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Two minutes after lie split his armament
the Exeter released her starboard tor-
pedoes into the broad swells, rolling out
of the southeast. But long before they
had a chance to strike, a sharp-eyed look-
out on the Spec's foretop picked up their
telltale wake. Langsdorff called for a
sharp emergency turn to the left, set his
-hip on a westerly course and concealed
his movements with a billowing smoke
screen.

HE fresh breeze blowing out of the

southeast carried the smoke over the
Craj Spee like a dark blanket, and for
several minutes Langsdorff lo-t touch
with the British ships. Riding out of it.
the German captain saw that the Exeter
was now hauling around to the east. It
was clear that she was bringing her port
torpedoes to bear, and he ordered his
gunnery officer to open fire. The Spee
was still on the target. One of her shell-
struck the Exeter’s forward turret and
another exploded inside the ship, start-
ing a fire, destroying the last of her in-
ternal communications and putting the
gyro compass out of action.

Langsdorff watched the 'piraling col-
umn of black smoke rising slowly from
the forecastle of the Exeter. But she was
a fighter who wouldn't go down. At six-
forty-three she fired her port torpedoes,
but her aim was bad and the slender,
deadly missiles went wide. A few min-
utes later she brought her rudder over
sharply to the left and set herself on a
course roughly parallel to the Spec’s, all
the while pumping eight-inch shells at
the German battleship from her two
after turrets.

The Exeter was then about -i\ miles to
the south. Through his glasses Langs-
dorff -tudied her movements. He saw
that she had already developed a marked
list to starboard and he knew now that
she wouldn't be able to remain in the
battle. He turned his attention to the
Ajax and Achilles. Eight miles to the
east of the Graf Spec they were throwing
up clouds of spray as they burrowed into
the swells at their best speeds.

Shortly*afier seven o’clock, as the list-
ing Exeter moved slowly to llu- southwest
to lick her wounds, the other cruisers ad-
justed their course slightly to the right
and were keeping up a continuous fire of
six-inch projectiles. Le--. than a half
hour before, the Ajax had catapulted her
aircraft, and the plane wa- now circling
high above the battle, ready to report
bits oail tile Spee.

The two light crui-er- wore closing
the range rapidly and the German battle-
ship. with all her superior fire power,
was not able to -core a telling hit. Aflei
several salvo- the .spec's gunnery officer
called up to CaplaTil l.ahg-dorff and told
him that he thought the heavy German
shells were pa—ing through the thin
armor of the British ship- without in-
flicting any serious damage. \t this point
Lang-dorff debated whether he should
take a calculated risk by turning toward
the cruisers in an effort to sink them.
He decided the risk was too great, so he
resolved to break off the engagement.

Grabbing the control telephone, he in-
formed the ofiicer-of-the-deck that he in-
tended to lose the British cruisers, if

possible, by breaking his course fre-
quently and using intermittent smoke
screens.

But it was at this same time that Com-
modore Harwood decided that he must
close the range at all cost. By seven-
fifteen. the cruisers were only five and a
half miles behind the Spee. A minute
later the German ship opened with a
trembling barrage of heavy shells: and
as they whirled toward their target, the
Spee let out a thick, swirling smoke
screen and turned her bow to the south.

Spouts of water mushroomed up all
around the British ships. The Ajax was
straddled three times by thunderous sal-
vos from the Spee, hut no hits were
scored. The British retaliated and tore
several holes in the hull of the German
ship. Tlie-e were all above the water-
line. however, and did no serious damage.

At seven-twentv-five the situation be-
gan to change. The Ajax took a direct
hit on one of her after turrets. The shell
ripped through the barbette of the
second turret and jammed the machinery,
putting all four after guns out of action.
But she -till cracked on her speed, closed
the range to four and a half miles and
let go a spread of torpedoes. They were
well-aimed and would have punched their
way into the Spec's hull, but they broke
the surface, were spotted by a lookout,
and Langsdorff easily turned his ship out
of their track.

S THE closest one shuttled down the

starboard side of the Si>ee. Langs-

dorff ordered right rudder and put his
ship once more on a westerly course.

By this time the British cruisers were
just four miles to the northea-t of the
German battleship. Suddenly the British
shells began to land repeatedly, glancing
off the armored turrets or tearing holes
in the ship's hull and deck plating.

About seven-thirty the Ajax and Achil-
les altered their course to the left and
headed for the Graj Spec’s wake as
Langsdorff. firing salvo after salvo,
dodged the British shells. Slowly the
cruisers turned southward. And as they
turned, a shell from the Spee, Hying high,
struck the Ajax's mainmast, cutting it in
two and destroying the ship- aerial. But
the wide-sweeping maneuver of the cruis-
er- continued and soon they were head-
ing on an easterly course away from the
German battleship.

Ilie range was now opening rapidlv
and Langsdorff closed hi- eyes in relief.
But hi- relief didn't la-1. \I about seven-
forty-five. when the di-lance hail opened
to fifteen miles, the two cruisers turned
around to the right and began shadow-
ing the Graj Spee at the extreme limit
of the German gun-. The Ajax dropped
slightly to the left of the Specs course,
and the Achilles to the right.

Langsdorff- situation was now des-
perate. He knew that the British cruis-
ers could close the range at will, or open
it if he chose to turn around and attack.
As they followed him with impunity, just
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outside llie maximum range of hi.* guns,
they would he signaling to other British
units to close in for the kill. An escape
during the night was impossible. The
German engineering officer had already
sent up ominous reports that the Spec’s
fuel was desperately low. He had only
one chance—to push ahead for the near-
est neutral port, refuel his ship and
return to sea. taking what chances he
had to with the light cruisers.

Foi the moment, at least, there was
no danger, so l.angsdorfT left his battle
station and made a tour of inspection.
The damage the British guns had in-
flicted wa~ disheartening. The Spec had
been punctured in many places by six-
and eight-inch shells. One large hole
yawned widely at the rolling sea. and up
forward several smaller ones let daylight
into the forecastle. All the ship’s cook-
ing facilities, except one small galley,
were inoperative. Worst of all. water
had ruined much of the ship's flour.

Even more serious, the Spec had used
up more than half of her eleven-inch
ammunition and had enough for only
fifty more salvos. And her fuel tanks, be-
cause she had raced so long at full speed,
were almost empty. With a feeling of
deep regret, Langsdorff viewed the
bodies of his dead: one officer and thirty-
five men.

Langsdorff’s only consolation was the
fact that his engines had been spared,
his guns were still working, and the sea
wasn’t pouring into the bilges. If things
remained as they were he’d be able to
reach the South American coast before
his fuel ran nut.

He climbed to the bridge again and
studied the charts laid out on the navi-
gating table. After a short discussion
with several of his officers, he decided to
point the Spec toward the closest neutral
port. It was Montevideo.

For the next two hours Langsdorff
stayed oil the bridge, watching the pur-
suing cruisers. Then, a few minutes after
ten o'clock, the Spec’s range finder spied
the Achilles approaching the German
ship at a distance of less than thirteen
miles, well within the effective range of
Langsdorff’s guns. In answer to this
flaunting gesture he ordered his stern
turret to open fire.

The first salvo went wide, but the
second plummeted close aboard the
British ship. The Achilles wasted no
time in turning around to the east and
pouring out a dense screen of black
smoke. For both Langsdorff and Har-
wood the balance was now struck.

At about eleven o’clock Langsdorff
spotted the outline of a British merchant
steamer in his glasses. With the two
cruisers tailing him with dogged per-
sistence. he was in no position to attempt
sinking her. But he got an idea. Turn-
ing to his signalman, he worded his
message in slow syllables:

To the Ajax and Achilles from the.
Admiral Craf Spee. Please pick up
lifeboats of English steamer.

He hoped the trick might slow the
British cruisers just enough to enable
him to drop below the horizon.
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But Harwood didn't fall for the ruse.
He signaled the British merchantman—
she proved to be the S.S. Shakespeare—
and learned that she needed no assist-
ance. This he did without reducing
speed. So the chase went on.

It went on without a change for the
next eight hours. Then at seven-fifteen,
after finishing his evening meal. Langs-
dorff went to the bridge. The Ajax had
closed the range slightly, so he opened
up with two thundering salvos. The shells
went wide but they forced the cruiser to
reverse her course and open the range'
beyond the sting of the German guns.

Y EIGHT o’clock the Graf Spec was
just south of Lobos Island, which
rests a few miles off the Uruguayan coast.
There the land turns to the west, shaping
itself around the gigantic jaws of the
Plata estuary. Less than fifty miles west
of Lobos. well within the wide mouth of
the river, was a stretch of shoaling six-
teen miles long, called the Banco Ingles.
At low tide, in certain spots, it is only
three feet deep, and white-capped break-
ers grumble over the graves of sub-
merged wrecks half buried in the sand.
Langsdorff set his course to pass just
north of the shoals and head his ship for
the approaches to Montevideo. At this
time Harwood turned his flagship, the
Ajax, slightly to the left so he’d pass
the Banco Ingles to the south. His course
change was calculated to catch the Spee
if she tried to escape by turning behind
the shoals. In the meantime the Achilles,
ordered to continue the stern chase,
passed between Lobos Island and the sea-
side resort of Punta del Este on the
mainland.

Just before nine o’clock, a few minutes
before the sun slipped below the horizon,
the Graf Spee poured out a smoke screen,
turned for a broadside and fired three
ringing salvos at the Achilles. The
British cruiser returned the fire but
neither ship chalked up any hits.

As dusk fell, the Achilles increased
her speed in order to maintain visual
contact with the German battleship.
Again at nine-thirty, the Spee turned and
fired, but all her projectiles fell short.

By ten o’clock the Achilles, still press-
ing to close the range and keep the Spee
in sight in the darkness, was just five
miles astern of the German ship. By
then the Spee was passing north of the
Banco Ingles and had adjusted her
course for the Montevideo channel fifteen
miles away. Since Langsdorff made no
erratic course changes after this, Har-
wood knew that the German captain had
no intention of trying to escape. So at
eleven o'clock, after the Graf Spec en-
tered the channel. Harwood called off the
chase and began patrolling offshore.

From his bridge. Langsdorff could see
the flashes of El Cerro. the lighthouse
perched on the top of the hill west of the
city. To his right lay Montevideo like a
flickering blanket of colored lights. Then
from the shore a bright searchlight
pierced the darkness. The Spec an-
swered. giving her name and requesting
permission to enter port. In a few min-
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utes the shore station opened its light
again and assigned the German battle-
ship an anchorage in the harbor. When
this was done LangsdorfT sent for one of
his officers. Lieutenant Hcrtzberg. who
spoke English well, and instructed him
to tell the British prisoners that they
were in Montevideo and would be re-
leased the next day.

It was midnight when the Graf Spee’s
heavy anchor chains rattled through the
hawse pipes and her anchor bit into the
mud of the harbor.

Shortly after the Spee's arrival, the
British tanker Olyntlius nosed her way
out of the harbor to fuel Commodore
Harwood's cruisers. When their tanks
were filled they continued their patrol,
setting a death watch on the Spec.

From the moment the German ship
arrived in Montevideo she was spot-
lighted by the radio and press of all
countries. Now l.angsdorff had a new
battle to fight—a battle of diplomacy.
The job of patching up the nianv holes
in the Spee’s hull was too much for the
ship’s crew. It was true that all the dam-
age was above the water line and in a
calm sea the ship’s torn hull wouldn't
have mattered. But Langsdorff’s next
port of call would he home. To get there
he would have to creep into the North
Atlantic, where wintry seas would pound
against his ship’s shattered hull.

He needed two weeks for the welders
to cut away the jagged wreckage and
cover the shell holes with steel plate. So
the German ambassador at Montevideo,
after talking with LangsdorfT. asked the
Uruguayan government to let the Nazi
ship stay in port for fourteen days. Im-
mediately the British and French am-
bassadors protested, reminding the | ru-
guayans that the Spee. a belligerent war-
ship. was entitled to the protection of the
harbor for only twenty-four hours, ac-
cording to international law.

The German ambassador retorted that
the twenty-four-hour limit applied only
to ships that were seaworthy. The Graf
Spec, with gaping holes along her sides,
obviously did not fit that category.

THE Uruguayans settled their dilem-
ma very simply. They appointed a
special commission to investigate the ex-
tent of the Spee's damage. The commis-
sion gave its report. Fifteen holes on the
starboard side, twelve on the port. It
agreed with the German ambassador that
the Graf Spee was not seaworthy at the
moment, but it suggested that she might
be made seaworthy within the next seven-
ty-two hours. Further German arguments
were of no avail. On the fifteenth of De-
cember LangsdorfT got the word.

But there was still a chance. By shor-
ing up the damage with stout timbers
and filling his tanks to capacity. Langs-
dorfT might still be able to run the gant-
let and get to the open sea. It was a
small hope, but at least his ship would
go down fighting.

LangsdorfT was turning this idea over
in his mind as his eyes traveled over the
forecastle of his ship. There, in the gray
light of evening, he saw the thirty-six
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flag-draped coffins of his dead, resting
in orderly rows. An honor guard of
young sailors watched over them.
LangsdorfT was greatly troubled by
this loss. He followed the coffins the next
morning as they were loaded on a barge.
He watched them as they were brought
to the dock. There were several wreaths
already waiting, and among them was
one from the British captains who had
lately been prisoners of the Spec. It read:

To the memory oj llie brine men
* of the sen from tlieir comrades of
the British merchant service.

The coffins were loaded on several
trucks and taken to the North Cemetery,
where they went into a common grave.

After the mass funeral. LangsdorfT re-
turned to the Spee. Time was running
out. Only the battered Ajax and Achilles
were standing outside the harbor, ready
to oppose the more powerful German
ship. In an act of desperation. Langs-
dorfT might fight his way through the
British force. The Cumberland, now
steaming full speed from the Falkland
Islands, couldn't possibly arrive off the
Plata estuary before the seventeenth of
the month. The aircraft carrier Ark Royal
anil the battle cruiser Renown were far
to the north off Pernambuco and would
have to steam 2.500 sea miles to get to
Montevideo. The British either had to
sink the Graf Spee or keep her bottled
up in the harbor. The plan the British
adopted was psychological.

A fabricated story was circulated
around Montevideo that the Cumberland,
the Ark Royal and the Renown had al-
ready arrived and were waiting at sea
for the Spee to leave the harbor. l.angs-
dorff had no way of checking the story,
so he swallowed it. He sent a dispatch to
Berlin, explaining the situation. Then he
went on:

Close blockade at night. A break-
through jor home hopeless.

The brains behind the German Bureau
of Naval Operations was Commander
Wagner. He didn't like the tone of
Langsdorff’- message, and he argued
that it was impossible for the Ark Royal
and the Renown to he off the Plata River.
But Admiral Otto Schniewind. the Ger-
man Chief of Naval Staff, felt that
LangsdorfT must have made certain of
his facts before he reported them.

For a moment the German Naval High
Command considered the iluestinn of in-
ternment. But this idea was rejected be-
cause the Germans did not trust Uru-
guay's continued neutrality in the war.

LangsdorfT’s estimate of the situation
convinced him that an attempt to break
out into the open sea was foredoomed.
And 'ince internment was vetoed by Ber-
lin. lie had only one choice left. The Spee
must he destroyed by his command. As
a final precaution. Grand Admiral Kae-
der drafteil a dispatch to LangsdorfT.
urging him to make the Spec s destruc-
tion complete if scuttling the ship
seemed inevitable.

In the calm of the evening of the six-
teenth of December, Captain LangsdorfT
sat down and wrote a letter to Dr. Lang-

mann. the German ambassador at Monte-
video. advising him of his decision to
destroy the Spee. His letter also made it
clear that he linked his own fate with
that id his ship.

During the afternoon of the seven-
teenth Hans LangsdorfT transferred his
married officers and enlisted men to the
German tanker Tacoma, which was tied
up in Montevideo harbor. With a few
officers and a handful of young sailors
he ordered his ship to get underway.

It was twenty minutes after six in the
evening. The Spee’s broad-fluked an-
chors were hauled in. Her engines began
to turn and she glided slowly out of the
harbor, followed by the Tacoma, two
tug- and a motor launch. Thousands of
Uruguayans watched the funeral proces-
sion from the shore.

Later, as the British cruisers moved
in from ~ea for the kill, the .Spec nosed
around to the west. When LangsdorfT
had hi- ship -i\ miles to the southwest
of Montevideo, well out of the channel,
lie ordered her engine- stopped.

AI \BOUT half past eight Captain
LangsdorfT, grief-stricken and pale,
watched his men carry the warhead of a
torpedo into the ammunition spaces. A
long roll of wire was attached to the
charge and then carried above decks.
Then it was lowered into one of the boat-
standing by. When this was done. Langs-
dorfT sent his officers and crew over the
side. Then he swung himself over the
rail and climbed to the deck of the tug
Coloso. chartered by the Germans.

The coil of wire was reeled out. The
boat- moved away from the doomed
battleship. At eight-fifty-four. LangsdorfT
pressed hi- nervous fingers to a button
attached to the cable—and it happened.
The fir-l heavy explosion shuddered in
the bowels of the Graf Spee and rumbled
like a roll of thunder across the water.
Langsdorff saluted his ship, and then
turned his back.

A second mighty explosion shattered
the ship. Hinging fire-scarred wreckage
across the water, blowing most of her
superstructure away and sending huge
balls of Hame into the air. Water rushed
into the opened seams and gurgled
through the honeycombed compartments.
Her tanks were ruptured, releasing a
stream of luel oil that bled into the sea.
bubbled to the surface and caught fire.
In a field of flame the Graj Spee slowly
settled in her shallow grave. And so she
rested, in lessxthan thirty feet of water,
with smoke and flame swirling about her
decks, and her stack and tower silhou-
etted grimly against the darkening sky.

Hours later Langsdorff stepped from
the lug onto Argentine soil. “l am satis-
fied." he said as he glanced once more
to sea. "that 1 have saved all my men."
The next evening he held a meeting with
his officers, formed them in a circle and
shook their hands. It was his farewell.

On the morning of the twentieth, an
aide found Captain Langsdorff dead,
a bullet hole in his forehead. By this
time the fires on his ship had long since
burned themselves out. ¢ o e
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Football’s Richest Faker continued from sage 43

“Answer: The Battle of Sweeny's Bar
and Grill, South Bend. Indiana."

“Question: What war decorations did
you win? Why?”

“Answer: The American Theater Rib-
bon. I was in America. The Victory
Medal. | teas on the winning side.'

“Question: Who is vour favorite ath-
lete?”

“Answer: Modesty prohibits me from
answering this.”

Ratterman is a bohemian even on the
hall field. In the pregame drill, while
rival quarterbacks loosen up in the con-
ventional way (i.e.: duck-walking, toe-
touching. pass-throwing | Ratterman care-
fully rubs his hands together for several
minutes, shaking them and slowly swing-
ing them hack and forth; marches with
military steps up and down the side-
lines. feeling for the proper sense of tim-
ing; squats on one knee and lofts passe-
down the field—to toughen his wrists.

By the time the game has begun. Rat-
terman has co-ordinated his feet, his
hands, his right arm and his intellect.
Now all he has to do is wait to break into
the lineup.

When he is in the game, there is al-
ways the devastating possibility that his
teammates will lie deceived by his sleight
of hand. During one third-quarter drive
against San Francisco in 1950 while he
was with the Aank-. two Aank substitutes
hopped off the bench, exhorting halfback
George Taliaferro up field after he had
broken into the clear via a Ratterman
hand-off. At lea-1 that's the way it looked.
The scrubs sat hack sadly as an enemy
halfback pulled Taliaferro to a stop.
Only Taliaferro was without the ball.
Ratterman. all by himself, lifted it from
behind an elbow and arched a twenty-
yard pass to his left end.

T TIMES Ratterman feels called upon
A to supplement his offensive signals
with stiff jolts of practical psychology.
In the huddle, he jokes, curses, ridicules
or deliver' fiery pep talks, depending on
the down, the yardage and the score.
Once, at the peak of a fourth-quarter
march when he was with Buffalo. Ratter-
man stepped into the huddle, doubled
over and scanned the ring of sweaty
faces awaiting the signal. He paused and
stared at Jack Carpenter, a caveman line-
man.

“Carpenter!”

The big tackle blinked once and shook
his head.

“Carpenter,
ever saw.”

Team tension, stretched tight from the
long drive up field, loosened with the
laughter, and Buffalo scored on the next
play.

Ratterman did other things besides
play football during his tenure at Buf-
falo. One day he walked past the Buffalo
Concert Hall; it reminded him of the
ten years he had dedicated to piano prac-
tice. Two weeks later several hundred
music lovers turned up to hear George
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you’re the ugliest man |

play piano selections with an eighty-piece
symphony orchestra.

The following season he found another
profitable outlet for his talents. A radio
producer who heard him on one of the
typical interview programs liked Ratter-
man’s voice. He signed George to a radio
and television contract.

Radio and television, unfortunately,
were not Ratterman- meat. On one pro-
gram he delivered a long enthusiastic
commercial about the luggage on sale at
the sponsor’s store naming a rival firm.
Ratterman's announcing career soon came
to a rather abrupt end.

In 1919. the honeymoon at Buffalo
ended, flatterman felt himself at odds
with the management over -alary and de-
cided to slay out of football that (all and
lake some law courses at Notre Dame.

Among the club owners in both league-
wlio looked on this decision a- a waste of
talent was Ted Collins, then well on his
way to squandering a million dollars in
pro football. Collins, owner of tin- New
Aork Aanks. signed Ratterman to a three-
year contract at S60.000 to take effect in
1950. The normal one-year holdover
clause in professional contracts pre-
vented Ratterman from playing with the
Aanks in 19 But Buffalo officials took
care of George. They signed him to a one-
year contract without a holdover clause,
at 1<23.000 for the season, which i- what
Ratterman wa holding out for in the
first place.

On a whim. Ratterman deserted the
Aanks before the 1951 -easoii. -igning
with the Montreal Aloueltes of the Cana-
dian League. He signed for the same
$20.000 he would have received front the
Aanks, hut he also received business op-
portunities from the Alouettes’ manage-
ment.

Frankly. Ratterman was a bust in
Canadian football. The fact that he never
could run too well from the quarterback
slot prevented him from making good.
Canadian rules call on the quarterback
to be something of a Red Grange a- well
as passer and hall handler. Ratterman
quit Montreal in November, at the com-
pletion of the Canadian season, and re-
joined the Aanks for the last half of the
NFL schedule, for an additional $>10,000.

Since then, the Ratterman family has
been sitting pretty. The Ratterman house-
hold now numbers three daughters and
one son between the ages of eight months
and seven years.

“Only a -port like Ratterman can
afford bun children these days." -ays
Ed Sharkey, a strong-arm guard with
the Philadelphia Eagles.

Between seasons. Ratterman keeps
fairly occupied with his own business in
downtown Cincinnati. Ratterman and
Company. Investments. Through many
miscellaneous contacts and his own un-
predictable charm. George has already
built up an impressive string of clients.

His hobby these days, his obsession, if
you will, is maps. For hours at a time
he happily studies them, plotting dis-
tances. drawing np lest itineraries, laugh-
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ing at the odd names of small counties
and farm towns.

Around the first of May, Ratterman
goes into an annual ritual. He tapers off
on his drinking by eliminating everything
except for an occasional beer. At home he
starts working with a football in front of
the bedroom mirror, palming it. holding
it for slants, spinning with it. taking half-
and three-quarter pivots.

In mid-June he begins his own pre-
practice workouts to put an edge on his
wind and tighten the long muscles that
have gone saggy since December. He also
plays at least one vigorous set of tennis
every day. “It works your legs and builds

murkily in the wind. There was a keen
bite in this September night air and he
had put on a coat over shirt and vest.

A hostler came slowly from the gloom
of the stables and took the bay.

“Grain him good.” he said and turned
his hack to the wind to make a cigarette.

The hostler lingered, observing this
tall shape in the lantern’s half light.
“Travelin’ through or stayin' awhile?”
he asked.

The stranger licked the edge of paper
and stuck the cylinder in his mouth.
“How far to Hashknife?”

“That’s a big outfit.” the hostler an-
swered cautiously. “The main spread’s
about twenty miles due north.” He waited,
but the man got a light, the cupped
match flame casting shadows on his lean
face, glinting on deep-set eyes beneath
heavy brows.

He shook out the match and dropped
it. “How far to Bell?”

“About fifteen miles east.” There was
surprise in the hostler’s tone. “Which
one?” But the man had turned away.

The hostler watched him cross the
street and mount the hotel steps. For a
moment the tall figure blotted the light
from the open doorway. “Another one,”
he said and took the horse into the stable.

The girl behind the desk gave the new-
comer the register to sign and laid a
key beside it. “One flight up. Third door
on your left.”

“Is that in the front?” He paused in
the middle of signing his name. The pen
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up the wind." he says. “And besides. |
like the game because | can’t find too
many players who beat me.”

The Rattermans occupy a large home
in suburban Cincinnati. They play bridge,
throw lavish dinner parties and occa-
sionally drive off on long weekend trips
south through the rolling Kentucky land-
scape. They do not. if they can help it
attend movies.

“Ann and | have seen one movie in the
eight years we've been married.” Ratter-
man says. “Of course. | have to go to the
ones they stick me with the night before
games.”

The Browns coaching staff herds the

entire squad to movies every Saturday
night. Even then Ratterman has been
known to make for the nearest exit once
the theater darkens and he can get away
without being seen.

There were many people who won-
dered how Ratterman would get along
with Coach Paul Brown, who is a strict
disciplinarian. So far. he’s gotten along
fine, and without losing any of his un-
usual charm.

Ratterman. of course, would be happier
if he were allowed to play a more active
role with the Browns. But at a salary
of $15,000 a year, he keeps his com-
plaints to himself. ¢ o e

Trail's End continued from page 45

looked awkward in his big, work-tough-
ened hand, and she thought swiftly, for
no apparent reason, that a gun would fit
better there.

She shook her head. “Back.”

“Give me a front room.” he said, and
finished signing.

She flushed at the bruskness of tone,
but got another key. Her hair was deep
brown, pulled up high on her head, and
the light from the hanging oil lamp made
shiny hummocks in it. He stared at it
as though remembering something, his
long flat fingers hefting the key. his
glance so impersonal she could not take
offense. His eyes fell to the arched brows,
the eyes brown as the hair, and the
curved mouth.

“You’ll know me next time,” she said,

lie flushed a little and the present
came back into his eyes. “Sorry. ... Is
the dining room open?”

“Not at this time of night, but there’s
a restaurant down the street.”

He nodded, hoisted his war bag to
his shoulder and tramped up the steps.

The girl’s eyes followed him. curiosity
in them. There was something about this
big quiet man that was arresting. He was
about thirty, and he did not look like
the average foot-loose drifter. There was
something vaguely familiar about him.
She swung the register around and read
his signature: Ben Croyden. Texas. She
studied the angular letters, half smiling.
Then, moved by sudden impulse, she
hurried into the kitchen.

He dumped his war bag on the bed
and stretched his long arms. He had
been traveling since five that morning, as
he had for a long succession of days,
and weariness was deep-seated in him.
But hunger was worse. He stripped to
the waist, drank from the pitcher, filled
the bowl and washed. He got out his ra-
zor and shaved, to be rid of the itchiness
of a two-days’ stubble. He combed his
hair and went downstairs.

She beckoned to him from the door-
way of the dining room when he came
into the lobby. “That restaurant isn’t
much good so | fixed you a steak.”

“You didn’t have to bother, but seein
that you did, | won't let it go to waste.”
He smiled for the first time und followed
her into the dining room.

She motioned him to a place at one

side of a long table, went out and re-
turned with a tray: steak, fried potatoes,
bread and butter, coffee and a wedge of
pie. She sat opposite him so she could
see into the lobby and poured herself a cup
of coffee, sipping it as she watched him.
“Are you staying, or passing through?”

He shrugged without answering and
his indifferent silence irritated her. “I
suppose,” she said sharply, “it depends
on if you can hire out your gun.”

He laid down his knife and fork and

looked at her steadily. “Why do you
say that?”

"The country’s full of gun slicks.” She
added. “I’'m Ida Farraway.”

But the name seemed to mean nothing
to him. “My brother, Steve, owns Hash-
knife,” she said.

He picked up his fork. “Is Hashknife
hiring gun hands?”

She nodded. “And so is Bell.”

“What are they fighting about?”

“What do they ever fight about?” Her
tone was bitter. “Grass and cattle.”

He chewed silently for a moment.
"These two ranches smack up against
each other?”

“No. Shriner’s Lazy S is between.
That’s what they’re fighting about.”

“How about Shriner?”

“He was Killed.” she said shortly,
and left the room.

He finished eating, laid a half dollar
beside his plate and went into the lobby.
Ida Farraway was busy with accounts,
her brown head bent over the ledger. He
put an elbow on the desk and built a
smoke. “You work late for hired help.”

She looked up. a little pucker of con-
centration between her eyes. “It’s my
hotel. My father left it to me.”

He was silent until he got his smoke
going. “Ed Shriner—who killed him?”

“George Talyou. the owner of Bell.”
Her lip curled. “He shot him down while
Shriner’s arm was in a sling. . . . Why?”

“Just wondering. You didn’t finish
your story.” He nodded and went out
into the street and she stared after him
into the blackness. There was a puzzle
here; and then it came to her. She had
not used Shriner’s first name.

The windows of the Shamrock threw
yellow blobs of light out onto the plank
walk. He pushed through the bat-
wings into a long room hazy with smoke
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and found a place at the bar. The bar-
tender pushed gla-s and bottle to him
and be poured a drink and felt its violent
shock run through him. He stood there
idly, half turned, feeling his weariness.
The place was better than half full, and
tobacco smoke, whiskey and the sweaty
smell of men made a heavy atmosphere.

A man at the end of the bar picked up
his glass and came down and made a
place for himself beside Croyden. He
hooked a foot on the rail and filled his
glass. “lI hear you were askin’ how far
to Bell?” He was big. with wide shoul-
ders and a blunt, smooth face.

“News travels fast.” Croyden said.

“You lookin’ for work?”

Croyden nodded. “If the job suits.”

The man now put both elbows on the
bar and crossed his arms. “I’'m Art Hin-
dus. Bell foreman. Were havin' a little
trouble. You afraid of a fight?”

"Not if the pay’s right.”

“It’s right.” Hindus picked up his
glass. “Be out in the morning.” He moved
back to his place at the end.

Croyden had another drink and went
back to the hotel. It had been easy.

Ida Farraway was at the desk when
he checked out in the morning. "Did
you sign up?" she asked, eyeing his bag.

He nodded. “With Bell.”

Surprise flared in her eyes. “Bell? 1
thought—" She bit her lip.

“You thought what?"

She shrugged. "It doesn't matter.”
Her brown eyes, steady and direct, studied
him. “You have a lot of confidence.”

“Enough,” he admitted, studying her
in return. She was a pretty girl with a
crisp freshness that the heat could not
wilt, and this morning her hair was pulled
back into a coil at the nape of her neck,
giving her a clean, chiseled look.

Ida took his payment and made an
entry in her ledger. "I wonder what you’ll
be like, she murmured, "when you get
through with Bell.”

He could make nothing of this and
it was on the tip of his tongue to ask
what -lie meant. But she turned away and
he picked up his war bag and went out.

Ida sat at the small desk behind the
counter after he had gone. She picked up
a pen and hesitated, nibbling the end of
the holder. With the tiredness gone out
of him lie seemed younger than last night:
he couldn't have been more than twenty-
seven or -eight, and despite his bluntness
of speech there was a quality about him
-lie liked. She drew a -heel of note paper
to her and began:

Dear Steve:—

THE headquarters of Bell was a two-
story frame house, almost pretentious
lor this place and day. The outbuildings
were of solid logs, some almost new.
which showed that George Talyou was
planning expansion. Art Hindus was
standing beside the peeled-pole corral
talking to another man when Ben Croy-
den rode in.

He swung around, cold blue eyes im-
patient. “You take your own sweet time.”

“It’s mine until | start drawin’ pay.”
Croyden stepped from the -addle and

NOVEMBER. 1954

watched color come into Hindus’ face.

The other man put his hand on Hin-
dus' arm. “We want them tough. Art.”

“All right." Hindus planted his hands
on his hips and shoved his jaw forward.
“You're drawin’ pay from this minute.
. .. This is your boss. Mr. George Tal-
you.”

Croyden nodded, hands busy with a
cigarette. He had known without being
told: Talyou™ uncalloused hands, bench-
made boots and quality clothing marked
him as the owner. He was big but without
his foreman's work-hardened brawn.
Croyden sized him up as a man of money
who attached great importance to be-
longing- and position: one who had fed
upon small victories until hi- self-esteem
was great. It -bowed in the soft lines of
his face and in his air of assurance.

Talyou nodded, strolled over to where
Hindus was saddling up. and -aid a few
word- to him. Then lie went toward the
house.

Hindus swung up on hi- horse, crooked
a finger at Croyden. and the two rode out
of the yard.

“Were usin' Shriner's place for a line
camp.” he said as they rode north. “I’ve
got a couple of men there, but Hash-
knife's crowdin” us. I'll drop you off to
back ’em up."

IT WAS noontime when Hindus stopped

his horse before the Shriner shack and
swung down. He raised a shout, hut there
was no answer. He kicked the door open
and went in. Croyden followed, feeling
a tightness grow in him a- he looked
about the two-room shack stove, table
and chairs, in one room and. in the other,
two bunks and a litter of gear.

“Throw your stuff in here." Hindus
said. "You'll have to knock a bunk. Il
stick around until the boys get back.”
He tramped from the house.

Croyden took a deep breath. This was
where he had hoped it would happen and
lie was lucky that the other two hands
were not here.

He stepped outside and pulled his gun.
“Turn around!"

Hindus turned. and amazement
streaked his lace. “What's that for?”

“I nbuckle your gun belt!”

A wary anger came into Art Hindus’
eyes. He stared at the gun for a mo-
ment. then hi- fingers undid the buckle of
his belt.

"Throw it up on the porch!" Croyden
ordered.

Hindus heaved the belt, his face red
with anger. “Now what?”

Croyden bolstered his gun. unbuckled
his own bell and tossed it after Hindus’.
As he stepped forward, arms wide.
Croyden hit him solidly in the face, driv-
ing him back. Hindus shook his head,
ducked to take another blow on his fore-
head. and then they were slugging with
ferocious intensity, great, rounding blows
that jarred when they landed. The fight
shifted around the hard-packed vyard,
their boots sending up flurries of dust
that turned to gold in the hot sunlight,
their breathing deep and heavy. Hindus
got in an overhand blow that rocked
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Croyden. He bored in. got him around
the neck and used his weight to pull his
head down while he slugged to the face.

Croyden took two of those hammerlike
blows before he caught Hindus’ hand and
held it. He hit Hindus low in the belly,
felt the arm loosen about his neck and
pulled free, chopping Hindus twice to the
side of the face. As Hindus whirled about.
Croyden got in a terrible sledging blow
to the stomach, and when the man dou-
bled. drove a knee into his face.

Hindus went down flat on his back.
He pushed himself up on his arms, shak-
ing his head, while blood ran from his
smashed lips. He lunged to his feet
and came in again, the breath whistling
in his throat. He got his arms around
Croyden and brought up his knee, and
when Croyden twisted away from it. he
drove his heel down on the instep. He
slashed at the eyes with a thorny thumb-
nail and put a gash in Croyden’s cheek.

Then a fist caught Hindus full on the
nose and he felt the bone go. Another
blow took him solidly on the cheekbone,
laying it open and shaking him up. He
still fought, but his arms were losing
their steam and his lungs were not big
enough to hold all the air he needed.
Croyden was steadily driving him back.

And now a cold fear touched Hindus.
Croyden was not trying to knock him out,
he was deliberately cutting him up,
pounding him around the eyes and the
fleshy parts of the face. A kind of panic
filled him. but his rubbery legs could not
run and his pride would nut let him lie
down. It was with almost a sense gf re-
lief that he saw a fist coming at his jaw
and knew he could not dodge.

On widespread legs. Croyden sucked
in great gasps of air. Blood ran down his
face, and his shirt was torn half off. He
walked slowly to the porch and buckled
on his belt. Coming back, he bent over,
lifted Hindus’ right arm and pulled it
stiffly out. He drew his gun. slammed the
barrel down across the arm. once and yet
again, until the bone snapped. A shud-
der ran through the unconscious man.

Some lime later, Hindus hauled himself
into the saddle, his right arm in a sling,
and peered at Croyden through puffed
eyes. “Why did you do it?”

Croyden shook his head. “You figure
it out.” But he was thinking. I can’t kill
a man while I'm drawing his pay. “Tell
your boss.” he said, “that I’'m through.”
and watched Hindus ride slowly off.

He washed at the horse trough, had
a smoke, then mounted and headed west.

At dusk he stopped beside some wil-
lows where a stream furnished scanty
water, picketed his horse, got out his
bedroll and in five minutes was sleeping
as though dead.

Ordwav was sleepily awake at mid-
morning when Croyden tied his bay
to the rail before the hotel. He came into
the lobby and Ida Farraway shoved the
register to him, her eyes searching his
face.

“| see you did it.” Her voice was calm.

“Did what?” He bent over the register.

“Beat up Art Hindus and broke his
arm. They brought him in to the doctor's
last night.”

“S0?” He straightened up. uncon-
sciously touching a puffiness at his right
eye.

“1 suppose now you'll kill Ceorge Tal-
you for killing your brother.” Her voice
was so quiet, so matter-of-fact, she might
have been discussing the weather.

He stared. “So you knew?”

“It was easy,"” she said. “I thought
there was something familiar about you.
And it all fits in: Art Hindus beat up
your brother. Ed. while two men held
him. then broke his arm with a club.”
Her eyes examined his bruised face. “I
see you gave Art more of a chance.”

“He had his chance.” His voice was
grim. “You take it pretty calmly for a
girl who was engaged to Ed.”

Color came into her cheeks and a fire
smoldered in her brown eyes. “l was not
engaged to Ed! 1 thought a lot of him.
but he was cursed with ambition like my
brother. Steve, and George Talyou. Ex-
pand. expand. More grass and more
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cattle. There is never an end to it. Ed
was Kkilled because he didn’t have the
means to hire gun hands like Talyou and
Steve. He stretched his luck—and his
luck ran out.”

His brows came together. “Is it wrong
sto be ambitious?”

“Yes, when it leads to this senseless
brutality and killing.” Her voice was hot.
“l wasnt engaged to your brother be-
cause he thought more of grass and cattle
than he did of me.” She looked at him
steadily. “Suppose you kill George Tal-
you. Have you thought what it will do to
you? You've already changed since yes-
terday.”

HAS Art Hindus. He’ll think twice
before he takes a club to an un-
conscious man.”

“You'll never understand.” she said
and sighed, wondering why she explained
so much to this man whom she barely
knew. And yet. she did know him from
Ed; knew him better, probably, than he
knew himself. A feeling of futility came
over her. He would go the same way as
had so many others. And. once he killed
in vengeance, something fine in him
would be destroyed. He would never
again be the same man.

She pushed the key to him. “The same
room.” She forced a smile. “You’re really
Ben Shriner. Where does the Croyden
come from?”

“Middle name.” He picked up the
key and stood a moment studying her as
he had at their first meeting. Then he
hoisted the war bag to his shoulder and
went upstairs. | wonder, he thought, how
she'd feel if it was her brother that had
been killed.

From the window of his room he
commanded a view of the street.
Across it and at the far end was the liv-
ery stable and feed store. Then came a
harness shop, barber’s, general store and
butcher shop. On the corner was the
Shamrock Saloon.

There was no use in drifting about
the country hoping for a chance to catch
George Talyou without his crew. Some-
where in this town, he decided, would
come the showdown. He pulled his gun.
slipped in the sixth cartridge, whirled
the cylinder to see that it spun smoothly,
holstered it and went downstairs.

“Your job didn’t last long,” the hostler
said when he brought his horse in.

“Long enough.” Croyden said. “Tal-
you’s got a yellow streak up his back like
the stripe on a skunk.”

An affronted look came into the hos-
tler’s eyes. “That’s a hell of a thing to
say about a man!”

“It is,” Croyden agreed. “You tell him
about it.” This would be an additional
goad to boost Talyou into a fight.

He made the same remark at the res-
taurant where he took his noon meal and
at the general store where he bought a
shirt. Thereafter he sat on the hotel
porch, chair tilted back, his eyes watching
the street from under down-slanted hat
brim. But nothing happened.

He ate his supper at the hotel, had a
smoke in the lobby and went to his room.
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For an hour lie watched the lazy traffic
outside his window and then undressed.
Before turning in he tilted a chair against
the door, top under the knob, and slid
his Colt under his pillow.

He lay on his back, fingers laced be-
neath his head, while moonlight silvered
the weathered buildings across the street.
Ida Farraway had said. “I wonder what
you’ll he like when you finish with Bell.”
It hud meant nothing at the time, hut
now it did. He was already changed: the
joy of living, the laughter and the high
spirits were gone. In their place were
the griinness. the cat-eyed vigilance that
had started with the arrival of Old Pete.
Ed’s only hired hand, hack in Texas with
the news of Ed’s death, and its manner.
He sighed and murmured aloud. "1 will
finish up this business. Ed. and then diiit
this Indian game and live like a white
man again.”

But as he dropped off to sleep it was
not Ed he was thinking of.

As he was finishing breakfast in the
hotel dining room, a small Mexican
boy dragged off a shapeless hat and
ducked his head beside him. “Sriior, two
men come into town. Seiior Talyou and
Senor Hindus. They are at the Sham-
rock.”

He looked down into the hoy's dark
face. “Who sent you?”

TfM boy grinned. "Senorita Farra-

He gave the hoy a coin ami stood up.
feeling a grim pleasure. He eased his gun
in the holster and went into the lobby.

Idu Farraway gave him her strained,
watchful attention across the desk.

"Thanks for -ending the boy." lie said,
and would have gone on. hut she stopped
him with a small motion of her hand.

"There is -till time. Yon can gel your
horse and ride out of town.”

He gave his head a -light, impatient
shake, his thought- intent on what was
to come.

"You and your vengeance!" Her voice
was hot. "You don't care what it does, or
whom it hurts!”

He considered her gravely, searching
lor the meaning ol Ini words and not
finding it. “l have traveled a thousand
miles for thi-. ' he -aid. and went out into
the hot glare uf morning.

She sighed and looked across the lob-
by to where sal a man with eyes as brown
as her own. “All right. Steve,” she said.

THEY knew. He could tell by the way
people stared at him with a kind of
fascination. And a- he traveled along the
board walk, the street ahead of him
magically cleared. Ibis town was old in
the ways of trouble; it knew the signs.
.Men disappeared from chairs and
benches before store fronts and peered
at him from alleys and doorways as he
went by. A woman ran into the street,
fear pulling at her face, and shepherded
her two children into the house. He turned
at a sound behind him and saw that the
Mexican boy was following. “Go home.”
lie said, but the boy grinned and ducked
behind a post.

He stepped off the walk, angling across
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the dust of the street in the direction of
the Shamrock Saloon.

The sun’s heat struck like a ham-
mer blow through this high, thin air that
carried the smell of sage from the clean,
open spaces beyond town. Its brightness
put a hot glitter on everything, making
shade between buildings and under wood-
en awnings seem denser. Ami as he
walked he thought of thi- man who had
shot down hi- crippled brother without
giving him a chance, and he felt hi- anger
grow into an iron rod ol purpose. Here
wa- the ending, the culmination of weary
miles of travel! Here wa- the moment he
had lived out -0 many times in hi- mind
when he had been alone.

He was not fifty feel from the Sliain-
lock when three men emerged from the
alley beside it and suddenly stopped.
"That's him!"" M Hindus said, and
stepped hack into the alley. lhe other
two men began -lowly separating, watch-
ful and alert.

He had -eeu nianv of this kind before,
with their hooded eyes, starved, animal-
cunning faces, low-slung guns. As the
distance between them widened, he felt
a sense of outrage that Talyou should send
out his gunmen when his personal reputa-
tion had been attacked. In his hook that
wa- something a man would lake care
of for himself.

AND now the dismal knowledge came to
him that lie would never get his
chance at Talyou. Out here in the street
there was no shelter, no way to escape
the cross lire that would come. And the
longer lie waited the worse matters be-
came. Driven by a black, despairing an-
ger. he made hi- draw.

Three guns crashed almost together,
and with the sound came the flat, high
crack of a rifle. Something hot as fire
touched his right forearm. The man at
whom he had fired bent double over a
-mashed wrist and the other went down,
the bullet in hi- shoulder flinging him
backward.

A soft, high scream came from be-
hind him. (.royden eyed the two men
carefully for a moment, hut there was no
more trouble here. He bolstered his gun
ami turned. Then the muscles of his stom-
ach contracted. The little Mexican hoy
was down, one leg doubled under him.
red staining the boardwalk.

People were coming out into the -treet.
Iwo men ran to the hoy and bent over
him. One looked up at Croyden and
cursed him. “You damned gunman!"

A movement at a second-story win-
dow of the hotel caught hi- eye-. Stand-
ing there in full view, a man levered a
cartridge into his ride. A strange feeling
«d humbleness came to Croyden. But for
this unknown who had come to his aid he
would be lying in the street with a bullet
through him.

He turned hack to the Shamrock.
Blood dripped steadily from his right
hand. He ripped hack tile sleeve and
brought it up across his chest for ex-
amination. Cradling it in his left hand, he
-aw it was hardly more than a skin break,
although bleeding badly. Then he froze.
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standing abxdutely motionless, as Tal-
you came from the Shamrock.

The owner of Bell stood rooted, staring
at his two gunmen. His panicked gaze
shuttled to Croyden with a wild disbelief.
Then, as his eyes took in the bloody arm
still across Croyden’s chest, a heart-
breaking relief came into them. Confi-
dence flowed back like water through a
pipe. His shoulders went hack and his
chest out.

“l understand you're looking for me,
Croyden.” His voice rang with regained
assurance.

Talyou thought he was facing another
crippled man. But Croyden knew him
NOW.

He was an empty bag puffed up
with arrogance and conceit. There was no
bottom to him at all. And he wanted him
to know the full measure of fear and
despair before he died. He dropped his
arm by his side and then flexed it,
opening and shutting his fist.

I’M LOOKING for you,” lie said, and
watched the confidence wash out of
Talyou's face.

He stared at Ben Croyden’s arm
with a horrified fascination, as though
living through some evil nightmare. He
licked his lips and his eyes fluttered to
the people who had scuttled to the walks
to be out of line of fire. There was no
help here. He had made his stand before
the eyes of the town and there was no
evasion, no retreat.

“Make your draw.” Croyden said and
started for him. And still Talyou
stood as though struck dumb, fear
scratching its claw marks about his eyes
and the corners of his lips.

Croyden came steadily on until he was
directly before Talyou. “1won't tell you
again.” he -aid and slapped hint with his
left hand.

Talyou's head jerked back, but his
arms remained rigidly at his sides.

Croyden slapped him again, left and
right, heavy, full-swinging blows that
rocked the man’s head and cracked
sharply through the breathless stillness;
slapped him until blood started from Tal-
you’s nose. And Talyou remained rigid,
locked in fear, afraid that raising his
hands would bring a bullet from Croy-
den’s gun.

A wild anger came upon Croyden.

“Fight, damn you!” he cried, and
slashed him across the mouth with his
fist.

The blow carried Talyou back a step.
Then, a terrible fear crowding his eyes,
he sank slowly to his knees and stretched
out his hands. A sound bubbled through
his broken lips.

Something like a long sigh went up
from the watchers on the walk. A man
spat in sudden disgust. “He ain't even
coyote bait.”

Croyden scrubbed a hand across his
sweaty face. He reached for his gun—
and stopped, hand on butt. With hatred
the spur, he had traveled a thousand
miles to Kill this man who had killed his
brother, and now the drive was gone.
Killing would not bring Ed back, nor

help him. wherever he was. It was his
own pride that had demanded it. And
now lie could not shoot a man who knelt
to beg for his life. As for Talyou. it
would have been better if he had gone
down with a gun in his hand.

He let his hand drop and turned away,
feeling a desolate emptiness. He took
two steps—and a man yelled in warning.
He whirled as a gun exploded. Talyou
was falling forward upon his face, a gun
slipping from his fingers. From out the
alley came Art Hindus, his Colt in his
left hand.

He came up to Talyou and looked down
upon him. “I ain't no angel,” Hindus
said heavily, “but there’s some things the
devil himself couldn't stand.”

“Thanks,” Croyden said.

The little Mexican boy still lay on the
walk where he had fallen. lda Farraway
looked up from beside him at Croyden's
approach. “It isn’t loo bad.” she said,
“but we’d better not move him until the
doctor comes.” Her eyes studied his
face.

Croyden hunkered down. “I told you
to go home, son."

“That is true, amigo.” The boy smiled
despite his pain. “But, see. | too am now
the fighting man. | have the wound.”

Croyden ruffled the boy’s hair and
stood up as a brown-eyed man with a
rifle in the crook of his arm strolled over
to them.

“My brother, Steve,” Ida said.

“Youre a handy man with a rifle,
Steve.” Croyden’s hand went out to meet
Steve’s grip.

“Thank Ida,” Steve said and smiled.

Croyden turned to her, his eyes asking
their question.

“I couldn’t help it,” she said. “I knew
how Ed died, and | knew how George
Talyou worked. “But,” she added, “I’'m
glad you didn’t kill him.”

H E WAS silent, deeply thinking. He
had ridden this trail, self-sufficient
and alone, seeking to beat out his own
idea of justice without let or hindrance,
asking no help of any man. And yet,
three people—these two and Art Hindus
—had, in their separate ways, saved his
life. It was a mystery and a wonder. It
shook his blind faith in himself: no man
could stand entirely alone.

Ida came around to him. She turned
back the bullet-torn sleeve and examined
his arm with practiced eyes. “It won't
even leave a scar.” She went back a step
and regarded him gravely. “Ben, why
didn’t you kill him?”

The answer, it seemed, was important.
He had known her for but forty-eight
hours, but her warmth and her nearness
affected him powerfully and he searched
his mind, trying to understand the great
lift of feeling that filled him. unlocking
the tensions until he felt clean and loose
and free-running again. But he had no
words to express what he felt. He shook
his head.

“He just didn’t seem worth killing—"

He stopped, for a smile came to her
now and in it he found the answers to
many things. e o e
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The Invention continuer! from page 37

Professor’s invention, and that sooner or
later Georges would have had to square
him. But I like to think that there was
more to it than that.

“The full details of the scheme for
exploiting the device are. of course, un-
known to me. | gather that Georges had
been expansively eloquent—not that
much eloquence was needed to convince
anyone who had once experienced one
nr both of his playbacks. The market
would he enormous, unlimited. The ex-
port trade alone could put France on
her feet again and would wipe out her
dollar deficit overnight, once certain
snags had been overcome. Everything
would have to be managed through
somewhat clandestine channels, for think
of the hubbub from the hypocritical
Anglo-Saxons when they discovered just
what was being imported into their coun-
tries! The Mother’s Union. The Daugh-
ters of the American Revolution. The
Housewives’ League, and alt the religious
organizations would rise as one.

“The lawyers were looking into the
matter very carefully, and as far as could
be seen the regulations that still ex-
cluded ‘Tropic of Capricorn’ from the
mails of the English-speaking countries
could not be applied to this case, for the
simple reason that no one had thought
of it. But there would be such a shout
for new laws that Parliament and Con-
gress would have to do something, so it
was best to keep under cover as long as
possible.

“In fact, as one of the directors pointed
out. if the recordings were banned, so
much the better. They could make much
more money on a smaller output, because
the price would promptly soar and all
the vigilance of the customs officials
couldn’t block every leak. It would be
Prohibition all over again.

“\ou will scarcely be surprised to
hear that by this time Georges had some-
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what lost interest in the gastronomical
angle. It was an interesting but defi-
nitely minor possibility of the invention.
Indeed, this had been tacitly admitted
by the directors as they drew up the ar-
ticles of association, for they had in-
cluded the pleasures of the cuisine
among ‘subsidiary rights.’

“Georges returned home with his head
in the clouds and a substantial check in
his pocket. A charming fancy had struck
his imagination. He thought of all the
trouble to which the gramaphone com-
panies had gone so that the world might
have the complete recordings of the
‘Forty-eight Preludes and Fugues’ or the
‘Nine Symphonies.” Well, his new com-
pany would put out a complete and defi-
nite set of recordings, performed by ex-
perts versed in the most esoteric knowl-
edge of East and West. How many opus
numbers would be required? That, of
course, had been a subject of profound
debate for some thousands of years. The
Hindu textbooks. Georges had heard, got
well into three figures, it would be a
most interesting research, combining
profit with pleasure in an unexampled
manner. ... He had already begun some
preliminary studies, using treatises which
even in Paris were none too easy to obtain.

“If you think that while all this was
going on. Georges had neglected his
usual interests, you are all too right. He
was working literally night and day, for
he had not yet revealed his plans to the
Professor and almost everything had to
be done when the lab was closed. One of
the interests he neglected was Yvonne.

“Her curiosity had already been
aroused, as any girl’s would have been.
But now she was more than intrigued;
she was distracted. For Georges had
become so remote and cold. He was no
longer in love with her.

“It was a result that might have been
anticipated. Publicans have to guard
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again*! the danger of sampling their own
wares ton often—I'm sure you don't
Drew—and Georges had fallen into this
seductive trap. He had been through
that recording too many times, wth
somewhat debilitating results. .Moreover,
poor 'l vonne was not to he compared
with the experienced and talented Su-
zette. It was the old story of the profes-
sional versus the amateur.

“All that 'lvonne knew was that
Georges was in love with someone else.
That was true enough. She suspected
that he had been unfaithful to her. And
ilwi raises profound philosophical ques-
tions we can hardly go into here.

“Thi- being France, in ease you had
forgotten, the outcome was inevitable.
Poor Georges! He was working late one
night at the,lab. a- usual, when Yvonne
finished him off with one of those ridicu-
lous ornamental pistol* which are tie
ri/ieur for -urh occasions. Let us drink
to his memory."

"That's the trouble with all your
stoiie*. someone grumbled. 'Ami tell
us about wonderful inventions, ami then
at the end it turns out that the discoverer
was killed, so no one can do anything

about it. For | suppose, a- usual, the
apparatus wa* destroyed?"
“But no." replied Purvis. "\parl from

Georges, this is one of the -tnrie- that
has a happy ending. There wa* no
trouble at all about 'l vonne. of course.
Georges' grieving sponsors arrived on
the scene with great speed and prevented
any adverse publicity. Being men of
sentiment as well as men of business,
they realized that they would have to
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Ed Rich, a neighbor of mine, and 1

secure Yvonne's freedom. They promptly
did this by playing the recording to le
mnirr and le prefet, thus convincing them
that the poor girl had experienced ir-
resistible provocation. A few shares in
the new company clinched the deal, with
expressions of the utmost cordiality on
both sides. Yvonne got her gun hack."

"Then when—™* began someone rise.

"\h, these things take time. There’s
tile question of ma-s production, you
know. It’s quite possible that distribu-
tion has already commenced through pri-
vate—tery private—channels. Some of
those dubious little shops and notice
hoard* around Leicester Square may
soon start giving hints."”

“Of course." said the New F.ngland
voice disrespectfully, “you wouldnt
know the mime of the company."”

You can't help admiring Purvis at
lime- like this. He scarcely hesitated.

“Le Soriele Inonyme tVAfihrodite." he
replied. “And 1ve just remembered
something that will cheer you tip. They
hope to get 'round your sticky mail* regu-
lations and establish themselves before
the inevitable congressional enquiry
-tarts. They're opening up a branch in
Nevada; apparently you can -till get
away with anything there." He raised
his glass.

"To George* Dupin." he said solemnly.
"Martyr to science. Remember him when
the fireworks -tart. And one other
thing—*

“Yes? we all asked.

“Better start saving now. And sell
your TV sets before the bottom drops out
of the market.” o e o
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the louvers in place. Proper sparing of
the louvers was a cinch since all holt
holes were predrilled. Because llie alumi-
num was specially processed, giring it a
lustrous finish that was both attractive
and rust-resistant. Ed didn’t bother to
paint it. However, ordinary house paint
can he used without a prime coat.

If you are a "Hi-Fi" fan. you can buv
ready-to-assemble  equipment cabinets
and speaker enclosures for approximate-
ly the same price you would pay for the
materials alone. The Cabinarl kit*, for
example, are complete from hardware to
pre-cut baffle* and include easy-to-follow
assembly and finishing instructions.

One of the most complete of the many
furniture kits now available is New
Trend s upholstered chair. The kit. for
$/(0. supplies completed hardwood frames
for arms, seat and hark, prerut padding,
and springs that entail no hand-tying or
webbing. The smart fabric arrives cut
out and fully sewed.

The Chris-Craft Company, in addition
to their boat and trailer kits, have sev-
eral excellent prefabricated gun-cabinet
kits. These kits of high-grade knotty
pine include gun-rack pattern, hinges.
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screws, wood plugs and easy-lo-fnllow,
illustrated instructions for assembly in
about six hours.

You can now also buy a plumbing kit
that lets you install semipermanent cold
water service any place you need it. A
flange along the edge of this flexible
piastic tubing enables you to nail it di-
rectly to walls or woodwork for easy
piping of water throughout a house. \Mith
the tubing, you can feed a darkroom,
hook-up basement, garage or attic sink.
It sells lor $5.95 and comes in fifty-foot
lengths to standard 14-inch pipe thread,
ami another for 3l-inch garden-hose
thread. Two types, for indoor and out-
door use. are available.

Just before this article was finished.
Jerry Gammon of Reynolds Metals sent
me the following wire: “We are making
an addition to our line of Do-It-Yourself
Aluminum to be available about Novem-
ber. It is a new combination window
channel that will make interchanging
storm sash and screens possible. As to
prices, the cost of the materials (exclu-
sive of glass) will be about five dollars
for a three-by-five-foot opening.”

Another handy metal product your lo-
cal hardware store should now have in
slock is an item called Redi-Kods. These
new steel rods come in round. Hat or
angle bars of many sizes, just right for a
hundred and one repair and construction
jobs from tool stands and benches,
shelves and bins to recreation gear.

Of the new wood products. Microwood
—the wood that comes in rolls—is per-
haps the most unique. Only 5/1000 of
an inch thick, this finely shaven wood can
be put up like wallpaper with ordinary
paste or applied as a decorative veneer to
wood, metal, paper and other materials.
Uonded to a thin paper backing, it is
flexible, tough and takes wax. stain, or
varnish and other wood finishes. It comes
in ten difterent woods in 27V2-inch wide
rolls from 32 to 328 feet long.

Another material that makes wood
finishing easy is Meyercords Plastic
\ eneer—wood-grain veneer that is ap-
plied like a decal. This material has been
used commercially for years in car in-
teriors. furniture and on the cabinets of
most radio and TV manufacturers. Avail-
able in four- to six-square-foot sheets,
the veneer consists of a film of paper-thin
lacquer printed in color from photo-
graphic engravings of actual wood and
marble pieces. To apply, the paper
back is removed by soaking in water and
the veneer is cemented to the surface
with a special adhesive. To complete the
job. a protective coal of varnish, shellac
or lacquer is given to the surface.

Before leaving the subject of wood
finishing. 1 would like to mention the
sand screen recently introduced by the
Carborundum Company. This new-type
sandpaper is an abrasive-coated mesh
resembling window screens. Sanding
residue passes through the openings,
which eliminates clogging and allows the
sand screen to be used over and over
again. (It lasts from seven to fifteen
limes longer than ordinary sandpaper.)
Since tbe screen is coaled on both sides
with sharp, durable silicon-carbide abra-
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sive grain, when one side wears down, the
reverse can still be used for sanding.

Cast November we said that one of the
brightest spots in the advancement of
“do-it-vourself" products was in the field
of adhesives. The Borden Company has
made two contributions to this field. For
ease and speed in applying Elmer's Glue-
All. it is packaged in a handy squeeze
bottle similar to those used for deodor-
ants. Just give the bottle a squeeze, and
after the adhesive has -rt for twenty to
thirty minutes, the glued object is ready
for use. The other Elmer product i- an
easy-to-use waterproof glue. It can be
used for building or repairing boats,
toys, outdoor furniture, etc.

If you plan to finish off a basement or
workshop floor, the lack of an adhesive
is news. There’s a new type of plastic
tile you can pul right down over a wood
or concrete floor without adhesive or
other fastening. \\ affle-like pockets in
the underside create suction that help-
hold the tiles down, and provide air space
for added insulation. The tile- are also
kept firmly in place by a slight wedging
action between the walls. Another new
floor covering is Robbins Self-Adhering
Tile. Adhesive is applied to the tile dur-
ing manufacture, and installation in-
volves nothing more than swabbing the
floor with a solvent and laving the tiles
in place.

Sometimes a manufacturer will bring
in new products lor us to lest. One that
we recently tried out quite -ucce--fully
is called Liquid Tile. Available in many
colors, it is applied like paint but when
it dries its surface has a hard, ceramic-
tile appearance, ‘'ton know how brittle
gypsum board is; well, after applying a
coat of this material. | couldn't break
the hoard with a hammer. It is ideal for
basement walls (it’s waterproof|. kitch-
ens and bathrooms (it’s washable! and,
as 1 used the test gallon, for darkrooms.

New to the home market. Gaco .Neo-
prene gets around the house or shop to
do more jobs than any other single prod-
uct we have seen for a long time. This
versatile material i- a liquid synthetic
rubber that is air-curing. You apply it
by brush, roller, or hv dip to almost any
surface where you want a tough, flexible
coating of rubber. Waterproof, it won’t
chip. rot. crack, or be affected by heat
or cold. Used right from the can as a
protective coating foi tanks, pipes, or any
metal surface. Neoprene prevent- rust-
ing. For coating leaky roofs, drains,
raincoats, boots, etc., it is a perfect seal.
Handles of tools used in electrical work
become uonconductive when coaled with
it. Thickness is built up by repeated
coats. For you a rgosy readers who have
boats. Neoprene plus a little sand makes
a good nonslip boat deck.

1 saw. naturally, a lot wc don’t have
space to mention. All 1 can say is that
this is going to be a good year for the
home workshopper. It you want to know
more about any oi tbe items mentioned
here just write t0 Argosy Home Work-
shop. Dept. \I\ 205 E. 12nd St. New
York 17. New York, and either | or
someone else will supply you with th
dope you want. « o .

Men, Here’'s Lather
Right Out of a Can!

Just push the valve... and out comes the rich-
est, creamiest lather you ever saw. No brush cq
slow you down, no greasy cream to clog your
razor. Aero Shave contains 3 beard softeners
for smoother, more comfortable shaves. And

Also economical King Size— 12 oz. only 98t

JOURNALISM Home
NEWS and ADVERTISING WRITING

A college instructor of Journalism with a background of 28
years newspaper work is taking a limited number of stu-
dents in a news and advertising writing course. Same
coverage as his 2 year college courses.

Writ* Today for Information

TYLER HOME STUDY COURSES
Rt. 1, Box 124 Mira lomo, Calif.

Kruger Pistol VCMfam 3 s

learn

14 MG. POWDER
CHARGE

Crafted after famous

German Luger design.

Not an air or CO3 gun.

This is a small bore gun that shoots

small 12 caliber lead bullets fired by

light 14 mg. powder charge. Beogtiful

gun .. swell for target shooting. 4" steel

barrel in knurled styrene stock. Overall

length 8 inches. This amazingly low

price due to ball and cap design. Direct
factory-to-you-soles. Comes with 50 bullets.

Send for extra bullets oravailable at stores.

Money bock if not satisfied. Limited quantity. Delivered free.
Send $3 cash.check or money orderto KRUGER CORP

KRUGER BUILDING, BOX H 51 #ALHAMBRA. CALIFORNIA

| QUALITY AGENCY. Box 683

I Grand Central Station. N. Y. 17

m Please send M e ... Enclosed J

L OO, in full payment, including postage. >

j NAME

] ADDRESS . utiiteiiriitiaitieeatieesieeesiee e sreeeseneeaaes j
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Wont to improve your gome? A natural, firm,
relaxed grip is a start in the right direction.
When you use CLARO NON-SUP grip cream on
your fingers or hands you'll have complete con-
trol, never o worry of slipping, or over-gripping.
Much more effective than rosin or wax. READ
WHAT SATISFIED USERS SAY:

"l find CLARO NON-SUP helps me considerably
in my bowling. | already have three 600 series
with a high single game of 266." — George |.
Lund, Oakfield, Wis.

"l find your product wonderful for continuous
top performance." —G. Branyon, Montreal, Can.
"I'm very much satisfied with your product." —
Michael Kudla, Philadelphia, Pa.

Improve your game, aet your jar today. CLARO
NON-SLIP comes in handy, compact, Va-oz. jars
at your bowling alleys or Pro

shop, only 50?. Or send S1.00

direct for 2 jors P.P. Please

specify for golf or bowling.

CIARO LABORATORIES - A2
1032 West Indiana Avenue
SOUTH BEND 14, INDIANA

or GOVT HUNTER Jo.n FORESTRY FISHERY, o.
WIDIRE S*vitn f ttellenl opportunities’ Good
pay 1S2500 to 510.800 a year) Pleatoni Work.
Prottigo. tool Security. Healthful Working Condi-
tions. and Retirement Income can all be yours. Help fill the demand
in your area Make your love of the outdoors become your business,
leornofhome in spare time-it's Eotyl Pun* Fascinatingl '
rn rri lif over 17 years old | Complete, illustrated””
booklel rhol gives you complelr facts SUPRL
LIMITED —send your ngme ond address pow —TODAY1
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Exclusive tailoring process

CONVERTS OUTDATED

ft DOUBLE BREASTED SUITS
INTO SMART NEW

SINGLE BREASTED MODELS

Write Dept J for FREE BROCHURE
and detailed information
on how we can perform this
AMAZING TAILORING MIRACLE

SRR BY MAlt

A CHILD CAN WATCH YOUR
HULL AUTO COMPASS

YOU'RE WRONG

* Yes, as long as you know your
general direction of travel, a child
can watch your Hull Auto Compiss
and spot a wrong turn as instantly
as you. It's that simple, and SURE.
Patented, exclusive Hull features
assure qreater accuracy and ease
of compensation. Insist on Hull,
the only auto compass, as a stock
item, approved and used on thou-
sands of U. S. combat vehicles in
World War II.

MOE HULLS IN BSE Hui Al Alters Caablitd

Write for local dealer's name,
free literature.

P. O. Box 246, N-IO
WARREN. OHIO

ToWorried Smokers:

Doctors prove pipe smokers live longer!

Daniel Boone's Favorite Shooting Iron
Continued from page 39

when the musket-equipped British troops
had advanced to within 200 yards of the
breastworks. Many of the dead were shot
through the head. Some had two or more
holes in their skulls and hundreds of the
bodies were literally riddled with bullet
holes. This was the first sizable engage-
ment between the rifle and the smooth-
bore musket—and the rifle won hands
down.

The great day of the Kentucky rifle
took place from 1760 to about 1820. and
it was early in that period that it ac-
quired its name. By 1770. there was an
entirely new region of exploration west
of the Cumberlands all the way to the
Mississippi  River. This area was in-
variably referred to as Kentucky. The
exploits and discoveries of Daniel Boone
and his companions soon became the
chief topic of conversation among the
settlers along the Atlantic Seaboard.
Gradually, the long rifle, associated with
Boone and the oilier frontiersmen, be-
came known as the Kentucky rifle.

Nobody will ever know who actually
made the first of these amazing single-
shot flintlock rifles. It was the result
of the ideas and craftsmanship of many
individuals over a long period of time.
But the final development of the Ken-
tucky rifle took place in eastern Pennsyl-
vania. probably in Lancaster, which was
founded in 1718. The westernmost settle-
ment at the time. Lancaster was the
supply point and stepping-off place to the
wilderness. And when you stepped off
into the unknown you needed accurate
rifles merely to cope with everyday life.
Naturally, some of the very best gun-
makers made tracks to the Lancaster
area, where they engaged in a booming
busines-.

By 1730 the Kentucky (some called it
the American) rifle had evolved about
as much as it ever would. It was a rather
weird-looking instrument with a long
barrel of some 44 or 45 inches (some-
times even five feet) for better balance
and holding qualities, and for more com-
plete powder combustion. With the long
barrel, the sights could be set farther
apart to cut down errors in sighting. To
conserve lead, which was scarce and
heavy to carry, the bore of the new rifle
was smaller than that of its European
ancestors—varying from about .30-caliber
for the squirrel and small-game rifles,
to about .60-caliber for the big-game and
man Kkillers. The majority were from
45- to .50-caliber. Thus, fifty .45-caliber
bullets, against eleven for a .75-caliber
gun. could be molded from a pound of
lead.

The typical Kentucky rifle slock, with
forearm extending to the muzzle, usually
was carved out of well seasoned maple,
although walnut, apple or cherry were
also used on occasion. Linseed oil. some-
times tinted red with llie native alkanet
root, was heated and rubbed into the
wood to seal the grain. Odd-moment
polishing with soot from the fireplace
and a drop or two of linseed oil on the

paint of the hand, gave the gun a lovely
finish. The trigger guard, butt plate and
forearm tip were fashioned from easy-to-
work brass; the majority of the Ken-
tuckies also had a brass patch-box inlet
set into the right rear of the butt stock.
Late rifles often were highly adorned
with brass or silver inlays.

What really put the Kentucky rifle
over was its loading characteristics. The
spherical bullet was seated into the bore
wrapped in a tallow-soaked buckskin or
linen patch. No one thought to record
the name of the nimble-minded fellow
who thought of this gimmick, but it was
the idea that made possible the Kentucky
rifle. As the gun was loaded the greased
patch did a fairly clean job of wiping out
the thick black powder residue of the
previous shot. If this grime accumulated
and hardened it killed the gun’s accuracy.
The primary function of the greased
patch was to provide a snug easy-to-load
fit into the spiral rifling. The rifling hit
only into the patch so that the fired hall
remained undeformed, and spun rapidly
for stabilized flight and consistent ac-
curacy unheard of until that time.

B\ modern standards, the ritualistic
art of loading was hog slow, hut in those
days it was speed, sometimes life-saving
speed.

First the hammer was put at half-cock
or safe position. If the bore was dirtv
it was swabbed before loading. The
worm, a smaller than bore-size double-
corkscrew affair, was secured to the end
of the ramrod and wrapped with a hank
of greased, unspun flax fiber called tow.
When pushed into the bore this wad
turned with the rifling and cleaned the
grooves. Clean swabs were used until
all of the fouling was removed.

Next a blast of breath was blown
through the barrel from the muzzle to
clear the flash channel between the pan
and bore at the barrel breach. With the
channel clogged, the flame of the flint-
ignited flashpan powder could not fire
the main charge behind the bullet in the
barrel. So. the pick and brush came into
play and it was cleared.

THE actual loading was an operation.
With the rifle butt on the ground, in
front and to the left of the shooter, and
the muzzle in the crook of the left arm. he
pushed the powder horn and hunting bag*
forward with his right hand and grasped
the powder measure in the left hand. The
measure, a small horn thong tied to the
reservoir horn, had by trial and error
been adjusted to hold a powder charge
that gave the best accuracy for that in-
dividual gun. With his right hand, the
shooter raised the large horn to his lips,
pulled the plug or stopper with his teeth,
and filled the measure. Replacing the
plug, he dropped the horn, passed the
measure to the right hand and poured
the powder down the bore.

Next, a well-greased round or square
patch was taken from the supply in the



patcli box ot the rifle or from the hunt-
ing hag. and placed squarely across the
gun muzzle. A ball was centered on the
patch and started down the barrel with
the thumb. One steady stroke of the
ramrod seated the patched hall firmly on
the powder charge. The rod imme-
diately was replaced in its thimbles un-
der the barrel.

Some shooters customarily made the
patch while loading. A large piece of the
patching material was drawn across the
muzzle and the ball pushed into the bore
to a position just below the muzzle open-
ing. A sharp belt knife, or one from the
hunting bag. was used to cut away the
excess material. If the rifle was to be
fired within minutes, as in a shooting
match, an ungreased patch, wet with
saliva, was often used.

Then came the priming. With the rifle
held across the left arm. the steel frizzen
of the lock (which the flint struck to make
sparks and fire the gun) was pushed
forward and the pan filled with fine, fast-
burning powder from a small horn. The
frizzen and pan cover was snapped back
to keep the priming powder in place
and protect it from the weather. The
hammer was pulled back to the full-cock
position, and at last the rifle was ready
to be fired.

If you never have fired a flintlock gun.
hut are familiar with modern arms, you
will be surprised at the comparative
slowness of the flintlock ignition. When
the trigger is pulled, the distinct click
of the flint striking the frizzen can be
heard before the wliush of the burning
priming powder and the following blast
of the main charge as it slams the ball

out at the muzzle. It is easy to under-
stand why the rifle had to be held “steady
as a rock” during this lag time for a sure
hit.

The legend is that any youngster who
grew up with the long rifle in hand was
sure to become a dead shot when reach-
ing manhood. In areas on the fringe of
civilization this undoubtedly was true, j
But in larger and older settlements along
the Atlantic Coast, the Kentucky rifle
wasn’t even used to any great extent.
These settlers relied more on the smooth-
bore musket.

Compared to the trade musket, the
Kentucky rifle was an expensive pre-
cision instrument of super-accuracy.
Some specimens could hit a man at 200
yards. The musket was lucky to hit a
man at 60 yards, and at 100 yards the
man had it made.

There is very little available evidence
of Kentucky-rifle accuracy in the pioneer-
ing days. A few old targets are still in-
tact. but in most instances the ranges at
which they were made went unrecorded.
Some specimens show five shots in about
two inches at 100 yards, but | feel cer-
tain that the run of the Kaintucks never |
could shoot that well. After all, there |
were over 600 known American rifle
makers in business before 1840, and not |
all of these craftsmen maintained quality |
standards.

But the early American settler loved
target shooting and it was the center of
his social activity. When a big shoot was
planned, posters were circulated and the
news scattered far and wide. Sometimes
the festivities would last for several
days, and people would come for miles
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u.e+. Now, $30, minus interest in advance, minus service charge, minus legal fee,

minus my commission.
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. Yes, that’s correct. . . .

Here you are, sir—$7.86.”

Work,
Sleep, Play
In Comfort

Without Nagging Backache

Nagging backache, loss of pep and energy, head-
achesand dizziness may be due to slowdown of kidney
function. Doctors say Rood kidney function is very
Important to Rood health. When some everyday con-
dition, such as stress and strain, causes this im-
portant function to slow down, many folks suffer
naRRinR backache—feel miserable. Minor bladder
irritations due to cold or wrong diet may cause
Retting up nights or frequent passages.

Don’t neglect your kidneys if these conditions
bother you. Try Doan’s Pills—a mild diuretic. Used
successfully by millions for over 50 years. It’s amaz-
ing how many times Doan’s give happy relief from
these discomforts—help the 15 miles of kidney tubes
and Alters flush out waste. Get Doan's Pills today!

NEW! MIRACLE WOOD DRILL
MATE DOES 3 JOBS AT ONCEl
Drill* ‘hank hole, pilot hole and counter-
siltiks in olio operation on wood or plastic.
Automatic stop at right depth . . 100/
iHihliiitf power Drill up to 40 holes
i Iliuh tunasicu steel hardened
and uroiiml. Fits ull x* chucks.
Utility Kit ‘ipopular tfO Q C ihmi
sizes with stand....
FREE FOLDER describini
other +'do-it-better-easier”
tools.

EAGLE PRODUCTS, Box 84A-29, Meriden, Conn.

A BIG-VALUE HOME!

Your dollars buy more beauty, roomi-
ness and all-season comfort in a Scliult.
Furnished and equipped for family liv-
TJSJIBT ing. Quality famed for 20 years!

iS | SEND FOR FREE FOLDER

ail
for

ACCORDION MANUFACIURIRS ft WHOIFSAIfRS QUTLET
DEPT. C-114 2003 W. CHICAOO AVE.. CHICAGO 22. ILL.

FREE BOAT KIT CATALOG

mble your own

+ No experience nec-
essar

« Save ijto Jj sefac-
tory built" prices

« Prices include
freight and paint

« Models from $39.25
complete

Marine
Fiberitlas

jape*

D

TOPICS MAGAZINE

bring* you the latest in ’Frailer Coaches—Equipment—Acces-
sories—Trailer Trips—Trailer Parks and many other interesting
monthly features at only—A3.00 for 2 years.

(6 MONTH TRIAL SUBSCRIPTION $1.00)

TRAILER TOPICS MAGAZINE Hoom 1547)
28 Eost Jackson Blvd.,, Chicago 4, Il
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oil horseback, wagon or their own two
feet to participate or watch.

Shooting distance- varied from 20 to
100 yards The target* generally were
blocks of charred wood marked with
cross lines. Pieces of cardboard were
used if available. The contestants usually
fired only one shot per target and scored
to the cross. Croup shooting was mostly
from muzzle rest, with each shooter firing
from three to five shots. The winner was

KIIIS A1l BIG NORTH AMERICAN

GAME-DEER BEAR ETC New meta! determined by string measurement.

i It>. . ti - -

Sirowi “lke  bulle). Beautfuly finished Wooden pegs were inserted in each bullet

847 heovy duty hardwood stock. hole and a piece of cord stretched
Crafied *o mee» highest $i vs .
archery requirements around the pegs. The marksman with

Ac forge manufacturer%we can matt product  the shortest cord won.

thii $45 value croisbow for only $19.95. Precision

trigger oc*ion, pinpoint occurocy. flat trajectory. For hiS Skl”, the Winning marksman

Hunters irock down gome at 200 ft. Cocks easily. . - - T ']

. Beginmlers wilh‘ crosshow shoo* more agcurate\y than mlght recelve as pl’lze a blg fat oxX" or a
PO S SInL s et e Sun S8 long-barl gun.” or bear and wolf traps,
"MpNFY BACK IF NOT COMPLETELY SATISFED If deal- : ;
[erraconp‘l supply you. seed S>9.95 (plus extras) in check, ca:l:).uorr Me.’r:). pOWder and Iead! knlveS, rObes and Sklnsx
to WHOLESALE QVC CORF . Bo> 24- P ALHAMBRA. CALIF. or even the lead recovered from the

backstop after the matches had ended.
PI PE S M O KE R S | Turkey shoots were also very popular.
The turkey was tied to a stake 200 yards
r I*J -i - Free illustrated catalog saves up

to 50% on choice pipes. All from the firing point with the body fully
" I* favorite shapes, plus collector's exposed, or at 100 yards Wlth the bOdy

items from all over the world — briars, meer-

schaums, bamboo, calabash, porcelain, hand prote_cted and only the h.EHd and neck

W e o B a8 ShOWING. The shooters paid a stipulated

New York 38 N. Y, fee for each shot fired. When a highly
regarded marksman missed with his shot,

WORLD'S SMALLEST, LIGHTEST e heard about it from his fellow com-

Babyﬁfm\ggﬂgs%@mr petitors and the spectators.

cAL. One of the Kentucky rifle’s most useful
Ifunctions came in the hunt for meat.
| Game was plentiful and varied and the
Ilong rifle was ideal for picking animals
j off at short range. A drive took place
once in the vicinity of Pomfret Castle in

i southern Pennsylvania in 1760. Here is

R lZOBV A T E what was killed: 41 panthers. 109 wolves,

RAvS B101 SEND FOR FREt. RO, ILLus. - 112 foxes. 114 mountain cats. 17 black
maKing subatantisl incomes. Steriand runyour bear. 1 white bear, 198 deer. 111 buffalo,
'Mngm"‘% ngkly:ng"M'g'i,”"g‘ﬁ 3 fishers. 1 otter, 12 gluttons. 3 heavers
i’ oSS I8 OME T 4 and upwards of 500 smaller animals.
Write O DAY o Jree Paokl No evligation:  ans As wonderful as they were for game,

WEAVER SCHOOL OF REAL ESTATE (st 19950 the Kaintucks had definite limitations as

a military weapon. For one thing, it was
practically impossible to secure a bay-
onet on the long rifle. On several occa-
IMPORTANT NOTICE sions during the Revolutionary War,
TO ARGOSY SUBSCRIBERS General Washington ordered rifle regi-

If you are going lo move, please advise us ments to be re-equipped with smoothbore

at least 6 weeks in advance, giving the muskets and bayonets. Not that lie didn't
old address as well as the new with postal- apprec_late the r|flq's accura_cy: he_S|mp|y
zone number if any. Please enclose, if pos- reqogﬂlzed that . it was ImpOSSIb|e to
sible, the address stencil imprint from the ql"Ckly teach Inexperlenced men to
last issue received. handle a precision weapon. Washing-

ARGOSY ton’s favorite fighting gun was the musket

loaded with a bore-size hall and half a
dozen buckshot.

George Washington may have preferred
the musket, but the archives have him
making some strange indorsements of
RELAX — the Kentucky rifle. For instance. Wash-
Build a Marine Model ington is supposed to have said that a

Capture the romance of clipper good marksman, firing from rest, could
ship days. Build the RED JACKET. 514 three out of five shots on a piece of

21~ long. Kit contains fully . .
shaped parts, tapered masts and  note paper at eighty rods. Now eighty

Subscription Department
205 E. 42nd St., New York 17, N. Y.

Ihatrietings Gods eh PV %P rods is 440 yards, or almost four and
A REAL COLLECTOR'S PIECE one-half fOOt[ball fields laid end to en_d.
32 Ib. Caronade - Frigate Philadelphia Tack up a piece of notepaper at that dis-
Black cast barrel, brass fittings, woo H 5
parts for carriage, deck Iar1ldgbul‘</vvark tt?nce and try and see it over _Open rlﬂe
cut to shape, complete instructions. sights. You’ll probably go blind. With
$4.95 ppd. SEND FOR THIS 61 PAGE CATALOG

A treasury of ship model information — Open.SIth.s on the. beSt Of our modern
filled.with photos, stories and a guide  Sporting rifles, which are the most ac-
otinaerna o, & gun model kiis-and —cyrate the world has seen, it is a con-
MARINE MODEL coO. INc. Siderable feat to put three out of five

~ -1 Oept *60, Halesite. Lon* Island. N. V. shots on a similar target at 440 yards.
20

Washington wasnt the only propa-
gandist for the rifle during the Revolu-
tion. The press did its share, too. For
instance, an excerpt from Dunlap's
Pennsylvania Packet of August 14. 1775.
says. “The riflemen picked off ten men in
one day. three of whom were field officers
that were reconnoitering; one of them
was killed at a distance of 250 yards,
when only half his head was seen.”

The Pennsylvania Gazette of August
21 in the same year had this interesting
item: “A gentleman from the American
camp says—Ilast Wednesday some rifle-
men. on the Charlestown side, shot an
officer of note in the ministerial service ...
and also killed three men on board ship
at Charlestown Ferry, at a distance of a
full half a mile."

MARITISH newspapers, chafing at their
MJ country's defeats, had even more
breath-breaking tales. The London
Chronicle contained an item that “the
provincials used rifles peculiarly adapted
to take off the officers of a whole line as it
marches to an attack . . . and this is the
real cause of so many of our brave
officers falling, they being singled out by
these murderers, as they appear in the
eyes of every thinking man.”

Other British newspapers were even
more bloodthirsty. One printed this re-
port: “The Americans load their rifle-
harrel guns with a hall slit almost in
four quarters, which, when fired out of
those guns, breaks in four pieces and
generally does great execution.

“l cannot help mentioning one thing,
which seems to show the hellish disposi-
tion of the accursed rebels,” the account
continued. “By parcels of ammunition
which were left on the field, their balls
were all found to be poisoned.”

Such exaggerations of American back-
woods riflery did a great job in cutting
enlistments in the British Army, and had
much to do with the purchase of Hes-
sian mercenaries hv Great Britain.

With all this talk of the Kentucky
rifle’s amazing accuracy, | decided to
find out once and for all just how it
would stack up against a modern sport-
ing rifle—if both were fired under simi-
lar conditions by a top shooter.

First | located a representative flint-
lock Kentucky rifle in almost perfect con-
dition. Then | persuaded John Crowley,
the United States Small Bore Champion
of 1953 to shoot the Kaintuck and a Win-
chester Model 70. and see which was
more accurate.

We lugged the two rifles, a supply of
ammo and the necessary paraphernalia
for the proper feeding of a Kentucky
rifle, to the Blue Trail range, located at
East Wallingford. Connecticut. The Blue
Trail range, incidentally, is one of the
finest in the county. It is maintained hv
the Lyman Gun Sight Corporation for
the use of any shooter who may have a
yen to burn a little powder.

Our Kentucky rifle was a vintage 1800.
made by H. W. Deeds of Reading.
Pennsylvania. It measured 56X inches
overall and had a 41%-inch barrel. The
slock was full- (Continued on page 96)
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ARGOSY’'S MAIL-ORDER HUYIXG GI'IDE

FOR YEARS, top dog han-
dlers have used this type of bent wire
brush for grooming. It does the best
job, but is too rugged for many
dogs. New brush has layer of foam
rubber under wire that cushions it
keeps it from being harsh. $1 ppd.
Warner Products, Baldwinsville, N.Y.

KNICK-KNACK above is
a remarkably authentic replica of a
shrunken head. Made by the happy
aborigines of Ecuador who know
how, it's fashioned from monkey skin,
has human hair. $20 ppd. Spencer
Gifts, 6 Spencer Bldg., Atlantic City,
N. J. (Sorry, no custom orders.)

A SOLID bargain in a
wrench, this new adjustable steel
ratchet one eliminates many wrenches
and sockets, gives direct leverage, ex-
tra speed as wrench never leaves nut.
8" one with 7/16-% " jaws, $3.95; 12-
incher, % -1 3/16" opening, $7.95. Jim
Albert, Rimmon Rd., Woodbridge, Conn.

NOVEMBER. 1954

NOTHING COLDER than
sitting in a duck blind waiting for a
flock to come over. A good way Ilo
keep warm is with this adjustable red
Jon-e belt that has 2 pockets designed
to hold a couple of hand warmers. Belt
alone, $1.95 ppd. From Aladdin Labs,
419 S. 6th St, Minneapolis, Minn.

WHY DIDDLE around
with a lot of goo to keep your gun
from rusting when you can get one
of these chemically treated envelopes
that'll give rust protection for 4 years?
These are the best we've seen. $4 ppd.
for 52" cose; $2.75 for 9" case. Freder-
ick & Laurence, Box 117, Detroit, Mich.

LIGHTWEIGHT (3 Ibs.)
aluminum frying pan has 3 divided
sections that make it eosy to cook up
a quick meal at one time, soves pack-
ing a lot of pons on o short trip. Cov-
er doubles os separate pan. $5.95 ppd.
Richards, Box 502, Monmouth Beach, N. J.
(Continued on next page)

DIRECT TO YOU

FAMOUS STEEL

"B lack Forest?”

Hunting Knife

from

SCLINGEN, GERMANY

The famed BLACK FOREST HUNTING KNIFE made in
Solingen, West Germany of superfine Nicht Rotlend
(non-rusting) steel is NOW available in this country!
The rugged beauty of this superb knife has already
won recognition for design in industrial circles on the
Continent— and its utility and value as an aid in
hunting & fishing has made it a prime favorite with
sportsmen all over Europe! Blade is actually sharp
enough to shave with; it will stand up agoinsl the
most rugged treatment; the genuine leather scabbard
is metal tipped. Length, 10 inches. Tough, sturdy
Solingen steel ossures you years of dependable serv-
ice. The sleek, graceful lines of this new German im-
port also provide an ideal recreation room or den
decoration— o dandy gift for men— and a hunter's de-
light/ It's a real collector's item, loo; graces any wall
or fireplace. Import supply is limited and the low 3.95
price (postpaid) for BOTH knife and scobbard meant
you'll have to act fasti Send 3.95 for prompt delivery.
COOs plus fees. Your money back quickly if you're not
delighted! Order from:

THORESEN'S
Dept. 33-M-80, 352 Fourth Are.. New York 10, N. Y.

(Canadians: Order direct from Thoresen Co.. Dept. 33-M-60.
45 St. James St.. West. Montreal I. P.Q. Avoid tariff.)
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JUSTIN'S RUGGED, HANDSOME]

i WELLINGTON

Famous Justin qual-
ity, style, comfort and
long wear in the pop-
ular 8" W ellington
easy-on-and-off boot.
Smooth dress-side

Style 3400 . Lo
IBrownl Sl»le 3300 vamPs' *la*ed k,d
Width Size (Black) tops. Leather lined
@. . 8-13 Width Size quarters. Leather
6/%-12 B . . 7-13 soles, rubber heels.

C . 5-13 C 6-13
D .. 5-13 D 6-13 *15 95 .
E 6-12 E 6-12 . Pos,paid

P. O. BOX 2078 FORT WORTH. TEXAS

Pleoie tend my Justin Wellingtons in

Style 3300 (Black) O Style 3400 (Brown) O

Size Width

NAME

ADDRESS-

CITY _STATE_

Check O Money Order O for S15.95 is enclosed.

A KNIFEHANDY AS A KEY!

Cnrry this knife on your key ring. Folds com-
pactly and light. Looks like a key. Finest
German steel blade. Sturdily built case of
smart hammered silver-like, tarnish-proof
metal. Perfect gift for any man woman. o>
or girl. Looks twice the price, Better order
several. Only $1.00 postpaid.

GEARY'S

351 N. Beverly Dr.,, Beverly Hills, Cal.

Safe-Lock
Gun Rack

Displays Your
Guns - Protects
Your Family

LOCKS IN
GUNS AND
AMMUNITION

Tlir*p liUMIKoftir sturdy run
nuklc safely lock your (runs
In tlc ilt-tdralilc (tfspiny po-
sition mIHi Instif In ralilnct
locks. The Inrirr drawer in Hip | and 6 run rmk. lock* up am-
munition. liuniinr knife, pistol, rlcaiiint! rrar. etc, One k<»
unlock* drawer and run-. Hun. rannoi tall «f bv taken out
Children, friend* rantin' lamp,r with them. Hold* all type
ifun*. The only one of Its kind Finely hand rrufted In jfrnulnr
satin smooth honey.tone knotty pine or lovely maliuirany linl-ii.

*I-Omi l-ock Hark— 24"x2H" $19.95
H-Ouii Lock IlInrk— 24"x40- $29.98
a-Gun Ixirk Rock— 24"x21" eri $12.95

EXPRESS CHARGES COLLECT ON ABOVE RACKS

No C.0.D.** Please. Money Back Guarantee
YIELO HOUSE, Dapt. AR11-4, No. Conwoy, Now Hompshirc

SUNG-O-MATIC

FAST —POWERFUL

Magazine holds over
BB’s — feeds

more into pouch

as needed

At dealersor writo TROPICAL SALES.
Box 35-L Coconut Grove Sta.. Miami 33. Flo.

92

UNUSUAL double-duty
hunting knife, this stainless steel Ger-
man one hos a 7% " blade that folds
into stag handle to make a 3" blade.
Knife locks in either position. Opened
all the way, it's fine for skinning, quar-
tering. Leather scabbard. $17.50 ppd.
Corrado, Inc., 26 N. Clark, Chicago, Il

SADDLE LEATHER car-
tridge case is handmade by Western
craftsmen, holds 20 rounds of .30-.30
rifle ammo or larger. (Specify caliber
you use.) Fine for handloaders ‘couse
it'll hold empty brass. Belt loop. Tooled,
$9.50; plain, $5.25 ppd. Norm Thomp-
son, 5095 S.W. Barnes, Portland, Ore.

(looping bag ¢ only
dirtri from factory lo
you by moil. Monoy
bock gvorontoo.

STOP

FOR $1.25 ppd. Kindle-
Lite Corp., 160 West St., Brooklyn, N. Y.,
will send you 192 specially treated
fibre kindling squares that are

sulphur tipped, are lit just like safe-

ty matches. Standard equipment for
paratroops, kindling will burn in
water. Easy to pack ‘em on a trip.

INGENIOUS device this
—a lock that fits trigger guard of most
pistols and rifles, positively prevents
trigger being pulled. If you have any
of the variety within reach of kids
or females, this will prevent “unload-
ed" gun accidents. $2.95 ppd. Safety
Products, Box 403, Santa Monica, Calif.

S culptured R oses * Sterling S ilver

by Dsnecraft ¢ A Gift She'll Cherish and Treasure

Exquisitely wrought with deftly hand-turned rote petal*.

Naturally lovely with a vibrant beauty.
Necklace (16" to 18". adjustable)-
Bracelet (choice of 8" or 7% ").
Earring* (acrewbaek# or pierced)

Complete Set $26.00
Prices include 10% Fed. tax, postage and handsome Gift
Box. Add 25c for Air Mail. Money Back Guarantee

ALPINE IMPORTS Ot" A<J& 'M T
ARGOSY

$13.20
9.35
4.95




TO SHOP THIS 39/4 STORM WINDOW

INSTALL IN 5 MINUTES!

SAVE $100 OR MORE!
JUST PRESS ON—That's All!

¢ NO NAILS « NO HOOKS « NO SCREWS « NO TOOLS -

Imagine a storm window that weighs less than 8 ounces—yet seals out wintry
blasts and weather like magic! Rubber-like flexibility! You can punch it. kick
n even tap it with a hammer and It springs back—never shatters! This amaz-
% new type storm window is as TRANSPARENT as CI.LEAR CLASH! Not
ected by snow, sleet, rain, dampness, because it Is 100% WATERPROOF.
Resists climate changes—won't crack even at 25 degrees BELOW zero!

LOW COST HEALTH PROTECTION! TRAN'S-KLEER comes

in rolls 36 inches by 432
inches —ENOUGH FOR
10 AVERAGE SIZE
WINDOWS, AT ONLY
S3.90—HARDLY 39Vb*
EACH! 10H SQUARE
FEET FOR ONLY 3.95!
Cut with scissors to any

THERE ARE o couple of size required—then press
" . on with the spemal Adheso border (included* —
rabbit" colls oround, but this wolnut and presto! the job’s done! Lift it at anytime for
one is the most versatile we've seen airing room—then reseal in 1 second flat! No
nails, no screws, hooks or tools! Costs only pen-
to bring in foxes, wolves, hawks and nies. yet can be used year after year for winter

rotection & comfort.
other predators. Call has set screw that P

adjusts it to imitate wail of a wounded TRY ONE AT OUR RlSKI

cottontail or jack rabbit. $3 ppd. Sta- We sold over 1,000.000 of these new type storm

Ori Mfg. Co., Rt. 4, Independence, Mo. windows last year and the supply ran out -thou-
sands of folks were disappointed. Avoid this by
rushing your order NOW! SEND NO MONEY.
Write us today for your supply. Pay postman only
3.95 plus a few cents postage on delivery. Test it.
by Installing ONE window. If not delighted. KEEP
THE WINDOW and return the rest of the TRANS-
KLEER ami get your 3.95 back, no questions
asked. If you wish to save postage, send 3.95 check,
or ni.o. with your order. WRITE TODAY to:

THORESEN'S Dept 33-M-47, 352 Fourth Avenue, New York 10, N. Y.
(Canadians: Order direct from Thoresen Co.. Dept. 33-M-47. 15 St. James St., West. Montreal I, P.Q Add Si—total 4.95)
AUTHENTIC

BRITISH COMMANDO KNIFE

*3.95
EACH POSTPAID
(KNIFE. SHEATH. PHOTOGRAPH)

This Is the authentic British Commando

UNUSUAL DESIGN in this knife, which we have purchased from Brltifth
. . ] . Ordnance. The last known supply. Used by
ring and earring set makes it a nice special Anglo- American commandos and rangers In W.W. II.

favorite knife In Korea, this weapon was developed by the world renowned

gift for the favorite gal. Sterling sil- British officer, 14 Col. Kairhaim. leading commando trainer, holder of the second degree

ver, set has basket weave motif. Black Belt of the Kodokan Judo University. Tokyo. Col. Fairbalrn also includes in bis military honors the
X X . i i U. 8. Legion of Merit for services with the O.S.S.

Specify ring size. Earrings, $3.95; ring, The “Fairlialrn” knife, of finest Sheffield steel is shipped In its original metal tipped leather sheath, designed for both
. belt and hoot. Brand new. 12" overall. Photograph is Included. For U.S., APO or FPO air mail,

$3.95; set, $7.50 ppd. Order fram Ruth add 80c per knife. Dealers inquire. Calif, residents add 3% state lax. Sorry, no C.O

Brower, Box 4035-ABR, Tucson, Ariz. In Canada; Order from United Surplus Sales, P ASADEN A F | R EARIVIS CO*

. 471 Portage St., Winnepeg. Manitoba.

(Continued on next page) 73 Sports Bldg., 972 East Colorado Street. Pasadena 1, Calif.

ORDER BY MAIL FROM SPINCEW

MESS LESS P[:—I' Folks will squeal, women will

scream, it's so real! He's a finger puppet, but don’t
tell! Quick animated movements make the mouse
appear VERY MUCH ALIVE! Soft white fur
mouse with beady eyes, the answer to anyone that
wants a pet, but doesn't want the bother of a live one.
More than a puppet, he’ll sit up. nibble,p g each
beg to YOUR command. Extra mousey\3*Gppd.

2 for $1 ppd.
REAL LIVE BABY ALLIGATOR

This harmless, amazingly entertaining creature is a
really surprising gift! Will growl, hiss, bark and
swish his tail for attention. May even be trained to
laugh and sing, alligator style! Very tame. Requires no
care except warmth and regular feeding. Fish is favorite dish.
Also eats meat, earthworms, etc. About 15" long on arrival.
Grows a few inches a year. Weighs about 50 Ibs., measures 5

ft. when mature. It will be a real traffic stopper! Sorry,
no refunds or exchanges. Live delivery guaranteed— $4 95PPd

PATAKWA MOCCASINS— Ideal Gift allow 15 days Only “m

from 111© Indian Reservation Country of soft, washable nirdrtl

gcrwohultdewnw”rhulff;ef‘cbuled puagdst’i GSOD‘?\I BLISS TO VVKAIl Indoors ORDER NOW FOR CHRISTMAS

HANDCRAFTED In Natural. Turquoise. Brown. Red Em

Green. Golden Corn. Indian W hite. Send check or M, 0. No C. O. D.'s or Stamps. Please
FOR MEN AND WOMEN [ stok 4 % 12 2838 Send lor Bio FREE CHRISTMAS Gift Catalog
FOR CHILDREN too. In natural or brown only.
Sires 5. 7. 9. $2.95 Sir.-* Il 15 2 $3.95

e e o e e G P v ed. SPENCER GIFTS, 943 Spencer Building, Atlantic City, N. J.

OLD PUEBLO TRADERS B idson Aitonar
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sizl PIN-UPS

OR GREETING CARDS

THINK Of IT! 6 IOVUIIS

S FEET TALL

IN FULL COLOR

MARILYN MONROE

LILIST. CYR ANITA EKBERC PAT HALL
JOANNE ARNOLD MADELINE CASTLE

TiRRIFIC GIFT or PARTY GAG!

love them! the
Meal for den.
doors, screens
set rovers area 5°'2"x 1(1'fl".
Plain or with ureelinif.H for every occasion

absolutely life-like. You'l
ONLY LIFK SIZE pin-up-
bar, playroom on walls,
Ah wallpaper,

Birthday. Christmas. New Year's. Hallow:
gen. Cel Well Thanh You Party, etc.
Specify Girl and Greeting. (W e'll slirn and
mall for you). Detachable tcreetinifs don't
spo\lprmts Size 21 In_plain

ANITA wrap.Order several -ONLY $2.00
Postpaid . Air Mall 3¢ extra ea | All M
$11.00 PPI>. Send 'Cash. Che .
Mo Hack Guarantee CFE 80,
Dept. ARLj4 edstone. N. H.. Srmd Jr
-Iaﬁwp ﬁ } fo|<ﬁ*r

WORLD'S MOST AMAZING BARGAIN CATALOG

ISAVES 8 on sunus
1954 EDITION 300 PACES
Pocked with SENSATIONAL
VALUES in WAR SURPLUS,
FACTORY CLOSE-OUTS and
GENERAL MERCHANDISE!
Fully llustrated Thouvondj of
itaim in Hand & Power Tool*.
Outdoor & Sporting Equip*
ment, Hordware. Photo Sup*
plies. Foam Rubber, Industrial
Tool*. Aircroft PorH, Metals
Ploitici. Gadgets. Hydraulic
Supplies & many, many more.

Order Your Copy Today! We'll refund

*
O«I<t 50 if on your firs! order of $1.00 or more.

PALLEYsupply co.

2263 E. Vernon Ave., Rm 2
Los Angeles 58, California

Wherever good stories are
read, whenever men look
for tales of danger in far

places, you'll find the
oldest, best magazine for
men

ADVENTURE

On sale at all stands now

25c

SEWS LEATHER
AND TOUGH TEXTILES
LIKE A MACHINE

With SIPEEDY STITCHE®R Automatic
Inir Awl, anyone can slulckl.v amt -killfulli
m*w oi repair anythim; made of L.LKATIU-H

CANVAS. NYLON. PILASTI< nrother heavy fIE V V K
material-  Srws (Inn ~tlii-he - al
a0 machme €O inte natHto e K-havasw 3 ]
place-. Specially made for A
heavy duty on

CAGF. FOOTWH\II

AWNINGS. sS\ILS SAP Jk W
AUTO-TOPS.
POUTS GKAH. and other Mb R 7
touirh aawlnir Jobs. Here'- tin \

\Lii

W ill nave .you many lime-
amoll coxt, Comes read> fui C 7w ["rr € 0Q
fnccUni u»c’ . . rompli-ic- with 17
bobbin O waxed thread and v |
3 different types of diamond Jwuy =
pointed needle-. Kasy-to-follow direction- will make >au
an export In minute-. F.xtra needle- and waxed thread al
way-* available. Save money, -end 91.08 for postpaid
delivery. If C.O0.D.. 91 OH plus po-taire ONEY BACK
GUARANTEE.
SPORTSMAN'S POST

366 Madison Ave.. Dept. A-103, New York 17

Imported, genuine cowhide

Handtooled SHOULDER BAGS

$0.98

~incl. tax

SC.22 Ird

CHILD'S
S" x 7% " tax

Adjustable Shoulder Strop
Natural Color

BR'EIP@R 1112 BIOPAR BUILDING
SAN ANTONIO 6. TEXAS

LIGHTWEIGHT quilted
vest is insulated with TOO per cent prime

goose down, has sturdy water-repellent

poplin covering, satin lining. Fine for
early morning, evening cold when
you're in the woods. Dead grass color.
Specify suit size. $14.50 ppd. Eddie
Bauer, 160 Jackson St., Seattle, Wash.

IT GOES this way, pod-
nuh. For $2.95 ppd., Zenith Gifts, 55-G
Chadwick St., Boston, Moss., will send

you one of these molded Latex replicas

of a saddle for junior to throw over
his bike seat, make like he's out on
the range. |It's stretching the OId
West a bit, but kids will like it.
PANTIES

French-style briefs

of sheer nylon .
beautifully mono-
grammed with the
of your choice,
a set: one with
name one
Colors:
Sizes:

Large.

PostDaid $2.98
Postage Two Poir. . .. %4.95
Handling ,
additional charmand’s

studio R-8. 4353 Lovers Lane, Dallas 25, Texas
GIFT ORDERS SENT DIRECT AT YOUR REQUEST

STOP

OBJECT the man's hold-
ing is colled Filterpure, o variation of
the device the Army uses for filtering
Weighs 1Vv* Ibs., will
purify a gallon of the foulest stuff in
5 minutes. Just requires pumping water
through $25 ppd.
Southbury,

drinking water.

special chemicals.

Country Enterprises, Conn.

your change, watch, keys, etc. to-
gether is to mount this bronze col-
ored plastic tray inside your closet
door. Has four separate sections, tie
ond belt bar. Measures 19V2 x 4".
$3.95 ppd. from The Smart Shop, Box
23-M, Ft. Hamilton Sta., Brooklyn, N. Y.
IMPORTED GERMAN TS A
BEAUTY

BAROMETER

Tlii» elunulne wall style
liarurm-iiT dial accuralcly
foreca-t» the Headier, ha-
il unique open face «llul
which penult* you la -ee
(lie tine Inner movement™*
mm *eii»ltlse anil Hell
made mm m line hmlcli.
Handsome muliOKuny rtu-
iolied case with liras- trim
«Silver colored dial nidi
black and red print make
(his a must useful Mini ut-
irmlitre uifl VvV diam.

)
NoC.O . S

Money Back Guarantee

Johnathan Pike

A TERRIFIC GIFT for your
Husk, your customer*  your
KriemU and ne'vr «ot
other idea* too Write for jour
FREE GIFT FOLDER nowl

Dept. AR11-4. Y D Hifhway
Peabody. Mass.

ARGOSY



CIGAR SMOKERS
TEST SMOKE

T O S H O P THIS NEW CIGAR
AT OUR RISK

Ameiing new "Gold Coast"
tobacco imported from the
Caribees promises to revolu-
tionize cigar smoking. We're
convinced it beats anything
we've ever smoked for mild-
ness, aroma and flavor when
blended with imported Havana
and choice New England
Windsor shade grown. 8ut we
want to make a consumer re-
action test before going ahead
with advertising plans on our
regular 15* cigar. We've set
aside a few sliaht irregulars
from our IS* Private Stock
brand for you to test smoke
AT OUR RISK. All we ask in
return is that you fill in a
simple questionnaire. we'll
rush you a full box of 20
cigars. We've written off the
cost of these cigars. Please
send only $1.00 to help cover
cost of postage expense and
cigar tax. Test smoke 10 cigars
for us; if you like them keep
the balance in enjoy—but if
you don't like them for any

ANOTHER of the fine FOR RAILROAD FANS-a reason send back the un-
prism binoculars the Japanese are mak- set of 8 metal scale models of old-time smoked balance, for a full
. . . ) ) 1.00 h refund d the 10
ing, this 6x20 one is small and light locomotives. Includes Double End Tank §0u srﬁglfed raereurlllonatr%e hoise"
enough (71j oz.) to carry in your shirt 1868 and 1875, Wheel American 1874 as our thank you for making
. . the test. S f ly 1 b t
pocket. Has coated optics, separate eye and 1880, Mogul, Wheel Freight, Hud- aiusﬁmerlorry ony ox to
focus, and black finish (won't reflect) son, Double Truck 1872. Base is 3Vs". WaTiy Frank Ltl.. Dept.
instead of usual shiny one. $24.95 ppd. $1 eoch; set, $6.98 ppd. International ISO NASSAU ST. N Y. 38 N.
A. Woeldin, 10 Maiden Lane, N. Y. C. Models, 33 Union Sg. W, N. Y. C. Enclosed f'"d. $l.00—send_ the
box of 20 cigars described
above on your money back
Guarantee. | agree to give
you my frank opinion on the
questionnaire.
Please Print Name and Address Here
Black Forest Clock
U. S. Retail *5.50
Now < O
only
postpaid . . . duty free
LATEST MUSIC box the NATURALLY nobody wants Direct to you from GERMANY
. ) ) o . . Unheard of savings through
Swiss have come up with is this little to be mean to dogs, but if the neigh- our unique direct import plan.
one that'll take you obout 2 minutes bor's hounds persist in fertilizing your This genuine Black Forest
o L . . Clock adds a quaint Old World touch to any room.
to mount on the bottom of junior's yard, this little metal box will send 'em Handcarved — black walnut antique finish, bird at
rocker or hobby horse. When either bock—and quickly. Wire leading from top — chain, weight and pendulum. A conversation
X X . . . . piece — decorative and a good timekeeper. Shipped
rocks, it starts knocking out "Rock-A- it sets off cop when dog trips it. Uses in export packing, with foreign stamps, direct to
Bye-Baby", naturally. $3.98 ppd. B. toy pistol caps. $2.50 ppd. Dog Gun you from free Germany. Order as gifts, too. Send
. only $2 for each clock. Only one shipped to a
Gotely, 335 East 31st St, N.Y.C. Mfg. Co., Box 514, Yakima, Wash. person. No C.0.D’s. Money-back guarantee. (Post-

man collects 15c foreign package fee which can’t
be prepaid.) Order today.

SEVEN SEAS IMPORTS, Dep». A 31B
1717 Westwood Boulevord, los Angeles 24, Californio

HEAVY FURNITURE ROLLS EASILY
on Mrs. Domar's EASY-TO-ATTACH

|mp|g/ lap lhese pronged
eel hearing
rasters |nto Ille legs of

beds, tzéblgf i-Imirs. T\é

N H sets, radio*, etc. — an
Welllngton HOOt roll your heaviest furni-

ture in any direction with

no effort! These ball rast-

ers roll over Hours ami

A new experience in versatile foot-

wear. Ideal for hunting, fishing, rid- rl\ﬂgske VIVllﬂéngJ)t/ lf)crtautrcnhlrllga
ing . . . relaxing. Our most opular chairs when” >ou want to
eall around” boot. high. Vamp in face TV. Fit an iece of
ElOWIH? full grain calf Uppers of soft furniture H for 180 post-
id. Fully leather lined. Leather soles. paid Money-bark guaran-
Unbelievable comfort. Rugged con- tee. Send " cash, ~ check,
struction. All sizes and widths. uioney order now. Write
Black or brown. Perfect fit guar- 0 for FHF. K
anteed. Direct to wearer by o catalogof
mail only. for gifts.

Jim Richards Shoe Co., Dept. W

Wellesley Hills 82. Mass. $ 100

Send for Free Catalog Showing MRS. DOROTHY 0 AMAR. 690 Damar Bldg.. Newark 5. N.J.
Boot Line for Entire Family IN CANADA: plus local sales tax. checks payable at par

Montreal. 971 St. Timothee. Montreal 24. Que.
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Here, exclusive and un-

changed, is the brilliant story
of the Flying Tigers— from
the pen of the man who led
them to victory. Don't miss

this exciting story!

ALSO, IN THE SAME ISSUE:

. VICE SQUAD: An inside, un-
censored look at one of the
world's most famous play-
grounds—the French Quarter
in old New Orleans. Exclusive
pictures by Ed Feingersh.

. WART-HOG HUNT, by Hal
Hennesey. Dangerous—a wart
hog? Well, he's shy and unpre-
dictable—until cornered. Then
he turns into a tenth of a ton
of hell!

. TITANIC, by Thorpe McClusky.
She was "unsinkable," "inde-
structible," the mightiest mon-
arch on the sea. She was also
doomed and so were 1,517
aboard her. Here, after two-
score years, are listed grim rea-
sons for the most terrible sea
disaster in history.

. CROCODILE COWBOYS: Here
is the story of the man-eaters
of Marajo — giant thousand-
pound crocodiles — and the
wilderness cowboys who hunt
them. An exclusive picture fea-
ture.
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length, with cheekpiece. It had the usual
type of double-set triggers, often called
hair triggers. The pitch of rifling was one
turn in the length of the barrel. Our
Winchester was a Standard Model 70 of
.270-caliber.

In order that the sights be as nearly
equal as possible, the Model 70 was fired
using the standard open sights, which
gives a sight picture similar to that of
the Kentucky. The old rifle had the ad-
vantage here—with a sighting radius of
28\2 inches, against 17% inches for the
Winchester. We picked two fine shooting
days. The weather was clear and sunny,
with only an occasional light wind.

To commence action. John Crowley
fired both rifles at fifty yards. They were
fired from rest to eliminate the human
element as much as possible. Besides,
the early long-rifle boys always used a
rest if they could manage it.

Crowley’s best group at fifty yards with
the Kaintuck measured 21* inches be-
tween bullet holes farthest apart. His
best at the same distance with the Model
70 measured .9 of an inch, center to cen-
ter of the holes farthest apart, or .63 of
an inch between edges of extreme bullet
holes. You can’t do much better than
that.

At 100 yards the best five-shot groups
with the Kentucky rifle ran about nine
or ten inches, well scattered from shot
to shot. Crowley’s best group at 100
yards with the .270 measured a hair over
two inches, edge to edge. Crowley was
really holding and squeezing and seeing
those open sights this day.

As a sort of piece de resistance, we
decided to find out what a comparatively
inexperienced shooter could do with the
Model 70 in competition with Crowley’s
best fifty-yard Kentucky rifle group. We
talked young Joe Pawelczak. an employe
of the Lyman Corporation, into firing the
high-power rifle. He was slightly em-
barrassed by the ordeal and | figured
that he might flub the whole works. But
he didn’t. Firing only one group at fifty
yards, the measurement was 1% inches,
% of an inch less than Crowley’s best
with the charcoal burner.

This proved pretty conclusively, to me
at least, that the run-of-the-mill Model 70,
in .270-caliber, is more accurate than the
best Kentucky rifle that | had been able
to find.

Actually, the long rifle existed only
a comparatively short time as a household
weapon. The percussion cap was de-
veloped shortly before 1810 and gradually
became available in the more settled por-
tions of the country. Cap-lock ignition
was more convenient than flintlock, so
many Kentucky rifles were converted.

By the time the frontier had reached
the Mississippi Kiver, a new rifle—really
a modification of the Kentucky, but with-
out its classic lines—became popular and
the Kentucky rifle died a natural death.
Died, that is, as far as practical use was
concerned. It lives big to this day, as an
object of beauty and as a conversation
piece for the people who still remember
the early days and the part the Kentucky
rifle played in the winning of our
country. o o e
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THIS COMPLETE, SIMPLE, PRACTICAL COURSE
FOR SELF-INSTRUCTION WILL QUICKLY GIVE YOU

CP/noti

Thousands of .lobs
Are Walling lor Trained Men

NDUSTRY is working at top ca-

pacity to meet the needs of our

gigantic industrial program. Trained
mechanics and technicians are in ur-
gent demand, and in practically ALL
OF THESE JOBS a knowledge of
mathematics is required.

Remember, mathematics isthe foun-
dation of all technical work. Give
yourself this basic preparation now
by this quick, convenient, inexpen-
sive method.

SEND NO MONEY

a catnjbleXe.

mabtesuf, of

Mathematics

The essential knowledge for THE BETTER JOBS

IN EVERY BUSINESS AND INDUSTRY

"ET u better job in AmrrirH'n great indus-

J triea, and prepare to arize your roming

portunities—earn mathematics. Mathematics
is the busir requirement of all mechanical and
scientific work, and of all businesx or industry
bused on science. Without this essential knowl-
edge even the most rupuhle man is left behind
while others forge ahead to better jobs, bigger
contracts, more money. You need mathematics
to understand all technical work, to supervise
operations, to improve, speed up and check on
your work and the work of others. .Such basic

MATHEMATICS

training is quickly recognized today and gladly
paid for. It singles you out from the crowd und
gives you an advantage whether it is u matter
of ujob, a promotion or u contract. Now you can
learn mathematics—the foundation of all techni*
cal work—by an easy, inexpensive and lime-suv*
ing method. A very simple und extremely inter-
esting course in hook form has been prepared
for you by an expert who has devoted u life-lime
to teuching practical men the fundamentals
of this important subject. Every minute you
spend on this course will pay you big dividends.

For Self Study

By J. E. Thompson, B.S. in E.E., A.M., Dept, of Mathematics, Pratt Institute

A COMPLETE COURSE AND REFERENCE LIBRARY

You start right from the beginning with a review of arithmetic that gives
you all special short cuts and trick problems that save countless hours of
your time. Then, step by step, you go into higher mathematics and learn

how simple it all can be when an expert explains it to you

Gel This Training in Only Ten Minutes a Day

You can gain all the benefits of a mathematical training in a period of
months, if you will devote ten minutes' time each day to these easy lessons
As your training in mathematics progresses, you will begin to see evidences
of @ new impetus toward successful work in your business, your profession,

or your industrial activity

In this new edition Hies* or* bet o few ef the hundreds ef subjects sim-
plified and explained in this cemplete self-study tears* in mathematics.

which are involved in simply with actual csamples of cal-

clples. (bu book gives you (be special aﬂd industrial wohrk relating loI ma- culalglodns of helghlland dlhslandce as

i i i chines. engines ships autos anes applied to meteorology the deter-
calculation methods used In buaioeas and industry that ste; 9 p P mlpnallon of ‘the positioh of & ship at

are rarely clven in ordinarYd arithmetic books and which

every practical man should know

sea the construction of buildings

i i * * bridges and dams, the cutting “of
Above all else this volume shows you how to attain AR MRMNB Y * Thu eracM geargs etc The great range of pgrob-

speed and accuracy with tractions and decimals, ratio
and proportion powers and roots, etc Fundamentals
In all compulsi ons in enaineertn*--in both plant

and fleld—and the essential methods tor rapid cal* solid !%

cal common-sense method lor solv. lems includes those arising in the
ins_all problems in both plane and work of the civil engineer " whether
eometry problems ranging he u surveying lan laying out a

T h from e simplest distance probiems road or railroad track ~or merel
culation such as u needed ic setting lathes, etc H " f f y
are made clear and simple Important business hcaslgsp |§g!rroer£;yraonfgiz%hgll'lesth:vmgc leveling off a lawn or tennis court

subjects made easy In this book include bank
inferest, discount. Income on securities pay-
ment on mortgage*. insurance plans etc

angles

from the atom to the earth 1Uell . Thu branch of
Here you win and all the facts CALCULUS

you need to deal with angle* tri- dealU with rate problems and U es-

circles, and the many other sential in computation involving ob-

. geometric figures that are basic to  lects moving with varying rates of
. . Uve in- engineering design speed It also enables us to And the
le_rtehsur]g SIUbJeC{)I Thefaulhor sladrls moalh efficient design for any kind of
with simple problems from everyday . mechanism, engine, or moving ve-
Ute that can be solved bv arithmetic TRIGONOM ETRY hide The pracgtical applicalign of
and shows you bow to apply alge- every problem in machine work land calculus forms much of the founda-
braic methods surveying. mechanics astronomy tion for our present world of engi-
Among other subjects this book and navigation is solved by methods neering and mechanics In each
leaches "you all about loaartthms- of trigonometry and thu” Interest- chapter author shows you step by
the method of computation that en- in% volume makes the methods of step how to work out practical prob-
1.SM Fagea Ctneers use to save lime It also solving them clear and easy lems that occur in
. g shows you how to sol' These methods are explained industry
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0. Van Noitrend Company, lac 250 Fourth Art. New Tart 3. N V.
Send me MATHEMATICS FOR SELF STUDY in 5 volume*. Within 10
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postage, is paid.
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Send no money now, not @ penny* The coupon I
at right will bring you the complete course in I rtmrm priniUgt, rtjiwnd gmsrdmittd.)
book form for 10 days* trial. Look the books
over, spend tome time with them and decide Name (Bisase pring
for yourself how useful this practical, simplified P
course wTU be fo you. Unless you are convinced Address ..o er e
that it it exactly what you need and want you i city Zone State
may return the books and owe nothing; or you . -
may keep them by sending us the small down | Reference
ayment of $1.85, balance in four monthl
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