






















































































































































































Miller had watery eyes, a red bul-
bous nose and a ragged handlebar
mustache that gave him the ap-
pearance of a benign walrus. It was
said that on this liquorless island, he
had been known to drink 100 octane
gasoline when he was unable to find
any more after shave lotion.

Miller was saying, “I say we hunt
him down and form a firing squad,
bein’s there’s no trees on the island
for a hangin’.”

“Shut up Bruce,” bellowed Hunt-
er.
The chattering subsided and
Miller fixed the two scrgeants with
a baleful glare. Atkins adjusted his
pistol belt and turned to Hunter.
“Pick your men Walt, and take my
Jeep if it’ll start. If you can get in the
communications hut, send the mes-
sage. Be careful, and ne shooting
unless absolutely necessary.”

“Right,” said Hunter. He moved
among the group and began select-
ing his men.

Atkins turned to Winters and
said, “Pete, you're the sharpshooter
of the outfit. Take Gagliano and
Chernofsky, collect your carbines
and take the first shift patrolling the
landing strip. One hole blown in the
middle of that and we’re sunk. Use
the CO’s Jeep. I don’t know when
you'll be relieved.”

“Will do Sarge.”

Atkins addressed himself to the
group and called out, “Wally, take
one man and stand guard at -your
dispensary, and don't let anything
happen to it.” Corporal Wallace
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Parks, medical technician, tapped a
man on the shoulder and they
moved off silently.

Atkins shouted, “One thing
more.” When he had the attention of
the men he continued, “It looks like
crazy Mortimer might be our man,
but we don’t know for sure. If you
find him or anyone acting fishy,
bring him here. No shooting unless
it’'s necessary to protect lives or
property. Two men go with Abe to
help him guard the supply hut and
the rest go to your huts and keep a
look out. We’'ll use the phones if
necessary. Move out.”

Abe Fein called out two names
and the group broke apart, the men
drifting away and their muttering
fading as they got out of range.

“Abe,” said Atkins, “don’t let any-
thing happen to the rations or ord-
nance.”

“I won't. It would help a lot if we
knew who we’re guarding against.
Ya know?”

To the quizzical look, Atkins re-
plied, “That’s what bothers us all
Abe. There’s not supposed to be
anyone on the island but us.” More
to himself, he added, “Or is there?”

Nelson Atkins found himself
alone for the first time since he had
heard the blasts that fired the mess-
hall. Fetching a pair of binoculars
from Operations he climbed the
knoll behind the hut from where
he could see the landing strip and
most of the huts that comprised the
base.
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ou saw it in the papers every

few weeks—every few days, it
seemed now. Somebody walked
into a bank, handed the teller a note.
Often he didn’t even show a gun,
perhaps had none. The threatening
note was enough. Sometimes there
was a sack to be filled, other times
they just grabbed a handful of cash
and ran. Bert Wilson had wondered
what he would do if it happened to
him. He was quite sure he would

at least be able to kick the alarm but-
ton at the foot of his teller’s cage. He
thought he would make the person
actually show a gun before he
handed over any money, but he was-
n’t sure. You couldn’t be too sure
how scared you’d be if it happened
to you.

The bank had given them all
some simple instructions for such
an emergency. Keep cool. Do not
raise your voice. Act normal. Do

the
conspirators
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There's something contagious about a conspir-
acy . .. everybody wants a piece of the action.
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office, seat, and offer of a cigar
seemed to be accomplished in the
very twinkling of a small eye with
this dynamo of human activity.
“Now, may [ see this identification
card, Mr. Truitt?”

As Greenwald took the proffered
card, Truitt confided, “I showed it
to the girl, finally. I urged her to
keep very quiet about my visit; care-
less of me not to have provided my-
self with some innocuous ID card.”
He couldn’t resist a small jab at
Greenwald, however. “Amazing
though, as security conscious as you
are, that you didn’t call back to our
office to verify my original call.”

Greenwald was crestfallen, and
Truitt had to wait while the call
went out to his secretary, asking her
to call back and verify his existance.
Truitt eased the tension with a smile
and said, “Well, now that we've cor-
rected each other’s mistakes, shall
we get down to business?” He
opened his briefcase and extended a
sheaf of papers across the desk to
Greenwald.

“These papers,” Truit explained,
“are apparently some sort of rocket
test report issued by your organiza-
tion. They are classified “Confiden-
tial,” and they were found in one of
the hiding places—T.V. calls them
‘drops’—enemy agents use for trans-
ferring material. The fact is, that
we let some of the stuff pass
through these mail boxes so we
can get a line on the couriers, but in
this case we hadn’t sufficient time to
determine the importance of the in-
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formation, so we had to pick up the
stuff and close the post office. What
can you tell me about this report?”

“This is serious,” said Greenwald
gravely. “This document is what we
call a flash firing report. As you
probably already know, we don’t fly
any rockets from here—we static
test them in captive firings, meas-
uring their thrust on a sensitive
gage that is part of a thrust stand.
For every static test we prepare a
comprehensive final test report
which includes the complete analy-
sis of all available data. The long
report will sometimes require weeks
of preparation, and so, for the cus-
tomer—the government—and some
of our own people we prepare this
type of ‘flash’ report which details
the essential data gathered during
the test. This report is completed the
day after a rocket firing, and the in-
formation it contains may enable
design engineers to make any
changes they deem necessary.”

“The heading, ‘LT-14",” Truitt in-
terjected, “What does that mean?”

“The ‘LT stands for ‘Long
Tom’,” the plant manager an-
swered. “We have a contract for the
Long Tom Retro Rocket, and this
is a report of the fourteenth firing in
the research and development se-
ries.”

“Forgive my ignorance, Mr.
Greenwald, but what is the Long
Tom? I don’t think I've heard of
it.”

“I don’t know all the particulars,
myself,” Greenwald admitted, “but
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