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W ere looking
for people ‘who
like to draw”

BY ALBERT DORNE

Famous Magazine Illustrator

TNO You LIKE To brRAW? If you
" do—America’s12 Most Famous
Artists are looking for you. We
want you to test your art talent!

Too many people miss a won-
derful career in art—simply be-
cause they don’t think they have
talent. But my colleagues and |
have helped thousands of people
get started. Like these —

Don Smith lives in New Orleans.
Three years ago Don knew noth-
ing about art—even doubted he
had talent. Today, he is an illus-
trator with a leading advertising
agency in the South—and has a
future asbhigas he wants to make it.

Harriet Kuzniewski was bored
with an “ordinary” job when she
sent for our talent test. Once con-
vinced that she had the makings
of an artist—she started to study
art at home. Soon she was offered
a job as a fashion artist. A year
later, she became assistant art di-
rector of a big buying office.

Pipe-fitter to Artist

John Busketta is another. He was
a pipe-fitterVs helper with a big
gas company—until he decided to
do something about his urge to
draw. He still works for the same
company—but as an artist in the
advertising department. At a big
increase in pay!

Don Golemba of Detroit stepped
up from railroad worker to the
styling department of a major au-
tomobile company. Now he helps
design new car models!

Salesgirl, Clerk, and Father
of Three Win New Careers

A West Virginia salesgirl studied
with us, got ajob as an artist, later
became advertising manager of
the best store in Charleston.
John Whitaker of Memphis,

Tenn., was an airline clerk when
he began studying with us. Two
years later, he won a national car-
tooning contest. Recently, a huge
syndicate signed him to do a daily
comic strip.

Stanley Bowen—a married man
with three children, unhappy in
a dead-end job—switched to a
great new career in art. Now he’s
one of the happiest men you’ll
ever meet!

Profitable Hobby —at 72

A great-grandmother in Newark,
Ohio, decided to use her spare
time to study painting. Recently,
she had her first local “one man”
show—where she sold thirty-two
water colors and five oil paintings.

Cowboy Starts Art Business

Donald Kern—a cowboy from
Miles City, Montana—studied art
with us. Now he paints portraits
and sells them for $250 each. And
he gets all the business he can
handle.

Gertrude Vander Poel had nev-
er drawn a thing until she started
studying with us. Now a swank
New York gallery exhibits her
paintings for sale.

How about you? Wouldn’t you
like to trade placeswith these hap-
py artists?

Free Art Talent Test

We want to help you find out if
you have the talent for a fasci-
nating money-making art career
(part time or full time). We’ll
be glad to send you our remark-
ably revealing 12-page talent
test. Thousands formerly paid
$1 for this test. But we’ll send
it to you free—ii you sincerely
like to draw. No obligation. But
mail coupon today.

HAROLD VON SCHMIDT

America’s 12 Most Famous Artists

NORMAN ROCKWELL

ALBERT DORNE

JON WHITCOMB

AL PARKER

STEVAN DOHANOS

FRED LUDEKENS

PETER HELCK

BEN STAHL

ROBERT FAWCETT

DONG KINGMAN AUSTIN BRIGGS

FAMOUS ARTISTS SCHOOLS

Studio 266. Westport, Conn.
Send me, without obligation, your
Famous Artists Talent Test.

1 Mr.

I Mrs, Age
| Miss

(PLEASE PRINT)
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I City, Zone, State
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MEN®"S NEWSLETTER

An exclusive report to men on . . . jobs ... money . .. crime . . . gadgets leisure

GRAVY TRAIN ITf you want a whale of a free overseas summer vacation by next
summer, hie yourself to some college now. Mobil Oil plans to send rah-rah guys
to France. ltaly. Germany, all over, toget "em keen about foreign work later on.
You"ll get travel and living expenses, plus dough- all types wanted (nhot just
engineers) and no obligation. And watch for other companies to join the party . . .

You panic about not being around for the phone call that tells you you"re king?
For five bucks merely, Bell Telephone will sell you a shirt-pocket-size radio
whistler that’ll screech to let you know you®"re wanted even if you"re 8 miles
from home. Service charge is >5/mo., for 80 calls . . .

Why don"t more guys check their city salvage departments for fantastic giveaways?
Philly, for instance, has for dirt-cheap a "38 library bus (heater, fan, fire
extinguisher) plus ambulances, police cars, other vehicles. LA has a batch of
motorcycles. NYC a paddy wagon or two. How can you go wrong on twenty, thirty
bucks a throw? . . . For absolutely free: since they switched to ballpoints,
the Post Office has about a trillion old-style pens to give away. If you want a
thousand or so, write "em in Washington . .

If your frail®s over 17. tell her Helene Curtis, the beauty people, has an ad
gimmick going that could pay her enough for you both to get hitched on. Tell
her to write “em after she grows her hair long enough to sit on it . . .

Add outfits offering recruiting cash: First National City Bank in NYC Shells
out >50 for recommending a friend who stays on the job at least 12 weeks . . .
Check life insurance houses for a stock investment that could centuple your
money fast. If you put >1000 in Lincoln National Life in "43, say, you"d have
>56.555 today . . .

You may be rushing pall mall to those new-fangled discount stores, but what you
don"t know is that electrical appliances sell for 12% less at most any stodgy old
mail order house ... Ifyou”ve got a Volkswagen too. >165 buys you a Judson
supercharger that boosts its power 45% . . . Don"t work when you can play: you
can buy a lawn scythe with a golf-club grip for >4.95. . .

PAY WINDOW . . _JPop your eyes if you must— you can earn Stork Club money these
days selling your common household dirt. Enda Laboratories in New York City
shovels out >3 a pound for what you"re now sweeping under the rug— they squeegee
it into a concentrate doctors use to treat certain allergies. Don"t let the catch
throw youi they want it in 500-pound bales only, but that adds up to >1500

if you"ve got the guts to save your filth . . .

You can make 259 lousy dollars grow and grow and grow by mailing it to the Shell
Electronic Co. in Brooklyn. Here"s the deal:they"11 send you a fabulous TV
tube-checker, a little box that an idiot can operate. You set it up anywhere,
maybe in the corner of your old man®s beanery. TV owners come around with tubes
to check— they can do it themselves and you charge "em nothing. The sweetmeat:
there"s a rack in the box to stack replacements, which you buy on consignment
(they cost you nothing) and which you dole out at a smackingly healthy mark-up.
Guy in Chi got his investment back La 43 days . . .

Hottest opening for overseas stiffs is still that >125-million oil refinery
Bechtel"s building in Aden, Saudi Arabia. Take home is >1500/mo. . and what

you"ll learn about the troubled Middle East will make you a pasha at parties in
Paducah. Caution: you’ve got to sell yourself as top construction talent . . .

continued on pas# 1S
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ACCOUNTING CAREER

| 4*your heart is set on a larger income

* and all that it means... better home
—fine car—Ilarger bank account—more
of the good things of life...

If that's your ambition and you are
really serious about it, then you owe it
to yourself to get the REAL FACTS
about LaSalle Accounting, and the many
good-pay opportunities that can be
YOURS through LaSalle's famous
Problem Method Plan.

It matters not whether you've had a
single day of experience in this field—or
whether you have already started but
want to climb higher. LaSalle's expert
training is designed to take you from
where you are...to where you want to be
in higher positions and a lifetime career
of security and good income.

WHY YQU CAN'T FAIL TO GAIN

You see on this page a panel of experts
who know Accounting from A to Z...
all the way from Basic Accounting, on
up through Accounting Systems, Cost
Accounting, Auditing, Federal Income
Tax, and training for the CPA certificate.
These are only part of LaSalle's instruc-
tion staff. But what is most important to
you...

...These CPAs and Expert Accountants
know how to impart their knowledge to
others...how to help you prepare quickly
yet thoroughly for success in this very
lucrative field.

The proof? What stronger proof could
there be than that more than 4,500 Certi-
fied Public Accountants (one out ofevery
13 of the U.S. total) have trained with
LaSalle? Or the hundreds of thousands

of men and women whom LaSalle has
helped qualify rapidly for more money,
a brighter future, ina high-pay-lifetime
career? These thousands came to us
with different backgrounds of experience
and varying degrees of ambition. Many
have reported raises and promotions
after only a few weeks of training. Thou-
sands of them have written to say they
are now earning 50% more—even double
their former incomes—often in less than
a year. These letters are published in
book form for your inspection. They
were written by real people, with real
income problems and ambitions—people
who might be your next-door neighbor.

Yes, if you are really sincere in want-
ing to better your position—start your
income climbing—enjoy a lifetime career
of high standing and high reward—this
friendly staff of experts can help you. Of
course, you have to do your part... but
...with a winning team of authorities
like this backing you up, how could you
possibly fail?

You don't have to wonder what La-

LaSolle’s famous staff of Accounting
authorities ore helping thousands
prepare for fast promotion and big-
ger pay. They can do the same for you!

SAMPLE LESSON
SENT FREE
MAIL COUPON TODAY

Salle’s Accounting plan is like. You will
be sent a free sample lesson, without obli-
gation. Study it—keep it—see for yourself
how simple, clear, and easy it is to master.
This is an actual lesson right out of the
regular training—to show you exactly
how LaSalle's Problem Method has
trained more than 1,400,000 men and
women from all walks of life.

Also... the latest book, “Opportuni-
ties in Accounting," gives all the latest
factsabout thiscompletely new and mod-
ern accounting training and the growing
opportunities in several different fields
of profitable employment.

This can be an important day in your
life. A coupon like the one below has
started hundreds of thousands of men
and women toward a biggerjob a larger
income. It can do the same for you.

Accredited Member, Notional Home Study Council

M ali the Coupon "Neadatf 1,

I 1 -

"l N _ 1 A_ Kkkkkkkk THREE
FREE

BOOKS

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

A Correspondence Institution

417 S. Dearborn St. = Dept. 11378H = Chicago 5, lllinois

Send free Sample Lesson in Accounting—also,
latest free book,“Opportunities in Accounting”

..and Success Reports”... all without costor obligation.

Address

City & Zone.

State.



Cold to Turkey

To the Editor:

In your May issue was the story
“All My Sons Are Brave”—to me it
stinks. ... It did nothing but make
cowards of the American POWSs. . . .
Our Gls went through just as much
hell as the Turks. . . . Give our Gls
some credit. . . . Write about them, in-
stead of making cowards of them. . . .

Allc Robert H. Hicks
APO, New York

Sorry you didn't like the story, Airman
Hicks. MEN has featured articles on
American Gls regularly. But MEN's
Editors (who include combat veter-
ans) think many readers appreciate
articles on brave soldiers— no matter
what country they come from.

Overseas Type

To the Editor:

In the March MEN’S Newsletter
you . . . wrote about jobs overseas for
typists. The jobs were with the U.S.
Government. . . . How do | go about
applying?

Spencer Hubbell
Los Angeles, Calij.

Check the local office of USES (United
States Employment Service).

No Noose

To the Editor:

Just want to let you know | enjoy
your magazine a lot .. . and especially
the artists you use. They sure can make

a good story twice as exciting. . . . But
what was the artist of “Southpaw
Hangman of Fort Smith” (Sept.

MEN) thinking about? I know a lot
about knots and if thats a hangman’s
noose I’ll use it myself. . . .
Larry Grabler
Detroit, Mich.

You may be right, Larry. But as for
us, we never got that close to a noose.
It looked good enough to us.

Gl Debate

To the Editor:
| read “Love-Love Girls of the 38th
Parallel” (Sept. MEN) and think that
it was great. ... | was in Korea for
over a year and a half and the story
sure was true. . . .
Pjc Philip Ketcham
APO, San Francisco

To the Editor:

Why do you publish stories like
“Love-Love Girls of the 38th Paral-
lel”? It was just a piece of . . . sensa-
tional writing. ... | served in Korea
for two years and your story just
wasn’t the straight goods. . . .

Capt. Walter Oz
APO, New York

We're Human, Too

To the Editor:

Wrote to Connecticut Manufactur-
ers’ Association for job info as suggest-
ed in MEN’ July Newsletter. Letter
came back saying no such outfit in
Stamford. Where are they?

Lee Evanshanski
Portland, Me.

They’re in West Hartford, Lee, at 928
Farm Ave. MEN's Newsletter Editor
goofed.

Schoolmistress?

To the Editor:
| thought the pictures of Midge Car-
son (Oct. MEN) were great.
What | want to know is does she come
from Topeka? | had a high school
music teacher who looked exactly like
her three years ago. . . .
Fred Remington
Kansas City, Kans.

Midge Carson doesn't come from
Kansas, Fred, and she says she never
taught school. But— you certainly
make us jealous of your music lessons,
if your teacher looked anything like
Midge (below).



Check the Kind of Body
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Valuable Trophy
Given Away
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Here’s The Kind of Results | Get:

«1gained 111bs*anc?
.~ Inches on my
chest, 3 inches on
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“I gained 341bs. and

increased my chest

6 inches!”
— Stanlsy LJ»*> c*1''

“What a difference!
Have put 3Vi inches
on my chest,(nor-
mal) and 2(4 inches
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“The benefits are
wonderful. The first
week my arm in-
creased “one inch,
my chest two

“You changed me
from a weakling
to a real he-man.
My chest has gone
up 6 inches. T am
a solid mass of
muscle/’

In

MAIL COUPON FOR FREEBOOK NOW'!

Red

SAYQUHow EASILY You Can Have

JUST tell me where you want it—
and 111 add SOLID INCHES of
owerful new muscle SO FAST your
riends will grow bug-eyed with
wonder!

Do you want me to broaden your
shoulders—put trip-hammer power
in both your arms—make your legs
two pillars of strength?
Then just check what you
want in the coupon below.
Il show how you can
get it in just 15 minutes run
a day—in your own home
—or" it won’t cost you a
penny!

| don’t care if you are
15 or 50 years old—skin-
ny or flabby—short or

tall—I can give you a
“parrel chest” and a
vise-like grip. 1 can

shoot new strength into

your old backbone—help you
cram your body so full of pep,
vigor and red-blooded vitality
that you won’t feel there’s
even “standing room”
left for weakness and
that lazy
feeling.
Il wake
UF that
sleeping
energy
of yours
andmake
it hum like a high-powered dyna-
mo! You'll feel and look different.

Man, youlll begin to LIVE!

WHAT'S MY SECRET7

“DYNAMIC TENSION”! That’s
the ticket! The identical natural
method that | myself developed

to change my body from the
scrawny skinny chested weak-
ling I was at 17 to my present

CHARLES ATLAS.
115 East 23rd St.,

"Z80/C C&\VCJI&4 (2tEcu :

o(rC<™ «  (ASUrtts /

(Check as many as you like")

DEPT. 174-L

O Mere Weight— Selld— I* The Right
Fleets

ARE YOU

skinny, weak and
down?
Always tirad?

Lacking in confl-

Fat and flabby?

Do you want to loso
or gain waight?

WHAT TO DO
ABOUT IT is told
In my FRKE BOOK

famou
can

sulﬁ)erman physique! Thousands of
other fellows are becoming marvel-
ous physical specimens—my way. |
give you no gadgets or contraptions
to fool with. When you have learned
to develop your strength through
“Dynamic Tension” you can laugh at
artificial muscle-makers. You simpI_IY
utilize the DORMAN
muscle-power in your own
God-given body —watch
it increase and multiply

double-quick into real

solid LIVE MUSCLE.
My method—"“Dynamic

Tension” will turn the

trick for you. No theory—
so easy! Spend only 15
minutes a day in your own
home. From the very start
you'll be usingl_my method
of “Dynamic Tension” al-
most unconsciouslg every
minute of the day—walking, bending
over, even sitting—to BUILD THE
MUSCLE and VITALITY you want.
And you’ll be using the method which
many great athletes use for keeping
in condition—prize fighters, wrestlers,
baseball and football players.

lllustrated 32-
Page Book. Just
Mail the Coupon.

Mall coupon NOW for my free book telling all
about my famous method.” (Over 3\2 MILLION
fellows have sent for it already.) It contains 32
pages, packed from cover to cover with actual
photographs_and valuable advice. Shows what
«Dynamic Tentlon" has done for others, an-
swers many vital questions.

This book is a real prize
for any fellow who wants a
better” build. Vet I’ll send

ou a copy absolutely

REE. Just glancing
through it may mean the
turning Point in your
whole life!
formation you want (in
coupon below)
rush it to me personally:
CHARLES ATLAS. Dept.
174-L, US East 23rd St..
New York 10. N. Y.

New York 10, N. Y.

—-efe af

Sad me aolutely FREE a ayy of yar

s book showing
\n make me
with _photographs
uestions, _and_va1uab|e advice. | understand
this book is mine to keep and sending for it

how "Dynamic Tension”
a new man. 32 pages, crammed
answers to vital health

does not obligate me in any way.
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"Hell tastes like this...

Only 1 in 20 escapes alive

the tortures of "the damned”

by WALTER KANITZ

OHROUDED in mystery since its begin-
V" ing in 1831, the French Foreign Legion
has inspired many legends. Much of what
has been written of the Legion has been
based on rumor and hearsay draped as
fact. During World War |1, Walter Kanitz
fought with the Legion in Africa. Here is
the blood-chilling true story of what serv-
ice in the Legion is really like.
One writer has claimed that only five
out (_Jf every hundred _volunteers for the From The White Kepi by Walter Kanitz
Forelgn Leglon (ConthEd on page 44) Copyright ©1956 by Henry Regnery Co.



The first frantic months of fatherhood are over.
You have time now to really enjoy the new
baby—and time to really think ahead.

There’s plenty to think about. And lots to
plan for. What kind of a Dad will you be?
What kind of a provider?

One thing’s sure: now you've got to earn
more money! About $500 a year more, to start
with. But how?

Try doing what some five thousand new
fathers did last year. Start preparing yourself
for a better job—at home, in your spare time.
Enroll with I.C.S.

Most of these new fathers already have job
promotions, fat pay boosts. One writes, “I've

For Real Job Security—Cet an 1. C. S. Diploma!

jumped five years in one.” Another reports,
“I'm making $125 more a month.”

There’s no magic in I.C.S. Just sound, prac-
tical, step-by-step training. And a method that
makes it possible to master any subject as
rapidly as your time and ability permit.

You have 257 courses to choose from. Busi-
ness. Technical. Engineering. All job-related.
All keyed to everyday problems. Let us send
you a free sample lesson together with two val-
uable books— (1) opportunities in your field
and (2) “How to Succeed.” No obligation—
except the new one you have as a father.

The famous 1.C.S. coupon is right here.
And it’'s your move!

Member, National

1. C. S., Scranton 9, Penna. Pgme Study Council

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 06658J, SCRANTON 9, PENNA.

(Partial list of 257 courses)

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

ARCHITECTURE AVIATION CIVIL O Good English O Industrial Electronics
and BUILDING O Aero-Engineering Technology ENGINEERING O High School Mathematics O Practical Radio-TV Eng’rlg
CONSTRUCTION O Aircraft & Engine Mechanic O Civil Engineering O Short Story Writing O Practical Telephony
O Air Conditioning BUSINESS O Construction Engineering LEADERSHIP O Radio-TV Servicing
O Architecture O Accounting 0 Highway Engineering [ jnqustrial Foremanship
o Arch_. D_rawmg and O Advertising o Profe_sslonal Englneer_(ClvH) O Industrial Supervision RAILROAD
Designing O Business Administration O Reading Struc. Blueprints O Personnel-Labor Relations O Car Inspector and Air Brake
0 Building Contractor O Business Management O Structural Engineering O Supervision O Diesel Electrician
O Building Estimator O Cost Accounting O Surveying and Mapping O Diesel Engr. and Fireman
O Carpentry and Millwork O Creative Salesmanship MECHANICAL O Diesel Locomotive
O Carpenter Foreman O Managing a Small Business DRAFTING and SHOP
0 Heating i O Professional Secretary O Aircraft Drafting O Diesel Engines STEAM and
O Interior Decoration O Public Accounting O Architectural Drafting D Gas-Elec. Welding DIESEL POWER
O Painting Contractor O Purchasing Agent O Drafting Machine Design O Industrial Engineering O Combustion Engineerin
i i Electrical Draftin i i gu 9
O Plumbing ) O Salesmanship o a 9 O Industrial Instrumentation O Power Plant Engineer
O Reading Arch. Blueprints o salesmanship and O Mechanical Drafting O Industrial Metallurgy O Stationary Diesel Engr
O Sheet Metal Drafting dustrial Safet: . y ol qr-
ART Management " O Industrial Safety O Stationary Fireman
i O Structural Drafting i i
O Commercial Art O Traffic Management O Machine Design
: O Machine Shop Practice
O Magazine & Book lllus. CHEMICAL ELECTRICAL : h . TEXTILE
Show Card and i i i i i 0 Mechanical Engineering O Carding and Spinnin
0o St k O Analytical Chemistry O Electrical Engineering O Professional Engineer (Mech) 9 P 9
Sign Lettering O Chemical Engineering O Elec. Engr. Technician O Quality Control O Cotton Manufacture .
O Sketching and Painting O Chem. Lab. Technician O Elec. Light and Power O Reading Shop Blueprints O Cotton Warping and Weaving
AUTOMOTIVE O Elements of Nuclear Energy O Practical Electrician O Refrigeration and 0 Loom Fixing Technician
O Automobiles O General Chemistry O Practical Lineman Air Conditioning O Textile Designing .
O Auto Body Rebuilding O Natural Gas Prod, and Trans. [ Professional Engineer (Elec) [ Tool Design O Tool Making O Textile Finishing & Dyeing
and Refinishing O Petroleum Prod, and Engr. O Throwing )
O Auto Engine Tuneup O Professional Engineer (Chem) HIGH SCHOOL RADIO, TELEVISION O Warping and Weaving
O Auto Technician O Pulp and Paper Making O High School Diploma O General Electronics Tech. O Worsted Manufacturing
Name, -Age-
City— -Zone- -Working Hours- -A.M. 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.



DUEL IN MO MAM'S LAMP

By moonlight the Poilu and the Nazi fought W W I1’'s strangest battle

by Jackson Burke

Art by 8yd Shores

A METAL door clanged open behind one of the

French machine-gun positions and a lean
French officer wriggled out. At the same moment,
out of a forward German listening post came a man
in the held gray of the Wehrmacht. Steadily they
walked towards each other, alone on that muddy
battlefield.

The night of March 12, 1940, was clear, the
blasted landscape brightly lit by what the French
poilus called a “sniper’s moon.” There wouldnt be
any action in the no-man’s land between the Magi-
not Line and the Siegfried Line that night. But
there was going to be “action”—of a kind that fitted
the 16th century more than the 20th. Hand-to-hand,
single combat, under the eyes of the watching
armies.

They met on a grassy plot midway between the
lines, two men, each carrying a rifle with fixed bayo-
net. The German grounded the butt of his rifle,
clicked his heels, then raised the weapon in a pre-
cise salute. For a moment the Frenchman hesitated,
then returned the salute—and spat in the German’s
direction to show his true feelings. Both men
dropped back, rifles raised and bayonets presented,
circling for an opening. The long, thin French bay-
onet seeking for a hole in the solid German defense.

The most incredible hand-to-hand duel in modern
warfare had begun.

These two men fought in 1940, but their battle
really began in the summer of 1938.

The Frenchman, Lt. Louis Dore, was an Alsatian
by birth. Since he spoke German perfectly, he
found himself attached to the French embassy in
Berlin and doing very confidential work. Pre-war
Germany was filled with unhappy people, victims of
the Nazi purges who desired to help Germany by
working against Hitler. Louis Dore was one of the
French contact men that sought these people out
and enlisted their aid for French Intelligence. It
was in the course of this work that he first met
Marianne Berg.

One of Louis’ informants in Berlin was Dr. Aaron
Berg, a prosperous dentist. Dr. Berg had managed
for quite awhile to conceal the fact that he was
Jewish, but eventually the Gestapo found out and
he was arrested. He had left a letter with Louis,
with instructions that it be opened only after his
arrest. Louis did so, and (Continued on page 42)



"I Got My Start in Musk
This TEACH-YOURSELF Way’

..says famous orchestra leader

LAWRENCE WELK

Television Star of
"The Lawrence Welk Show"

[MONDAY AND SATURDAY EVENINGS-ABC-TV]
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"Friends Were
Amazed"

"Didn’t know a
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a short time
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hymns. Friends

were amazed. Now entertain at
parties, Rﬂay at church.” —
Samuel oses, Mt. Vernon,
Tenn.

Mail Coupon for FREE BOOK

Let us SHOW you why our way
to learn music is so EASY—and
so much fun ! See why our method
has been so successful for 59 years.
Read actual letters from our stu-
dents, many of whom never
dreamed they could play until we
showed them how. Mail the
coupon for our valuable 36-

You, Too, Can Play Your Favorite Instrument —
Even If You Don't Know a Single Note of Music
Nowl Start Right Out Playing Real Pieces by NOTE.
No Private Teacher or Special " Talent" Needed.

W HY are you cheating yourself of the
thrills of playing your favorite instru-
ment? You think it's "too hard” to teach
yourself? You can’t afford private lessons?
The nearest teacher is too far away? It
would take "too long” to learn? You lack
“special talent”?

Over 900,000 people have found a simple
answer to these common difficulties. One of
them was a North Dakota farm boy named
Lawrence Welk. Early in life he showed a
great love of music, and by 13 had learned to
play his father’s old "squeeze box” by ear.
Then, after years of hard farm labor, came the
wonderful day when he was rewarded with a
modern accordion. He enrolled in the home
study Accordion Course of the U. S. School
of Music and was soon playing real music by
note. Thus he started on the road that led to
fame and a dazzling career, climaxed by the
present triumph of Lawrence Welk and his
“"Champagne Music” on ABC-TV.

What Can Playing Music Do for YOU?

Of course, you may simply want to learn to
play for the sheer joy of it. The thrill of
“pouring out your heart” in mu-
sic. The fun of entertaining your
friends—ef being invited to play
at gay parties, dances, and socials,
where you meet interesting peo-
ple, build your self-confidence.
The pleasures of appreciating
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page FREE BOOK. No obligation,
no salesman will call on you. It
can mean so much to you for the
rest of yqur entire life—if you will
mail the coupon TODAY! U. S.
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Regardless of what YOU want out of music,
here's the quick easy way to get it! In just a
few weeks, you can be playing REAL MUSIC
on the piano, accordion, guitar, saxophone,
or whatever your favorite instrument may be.
Not by any "trick” method. But actually
reading and playing real sheet music —so
easily and confidently that your friends will
be amazed! They will suspea that you've

“known how” for years.

Enjoy All These Advantages

You learn-by-playing. No boring scales and
exercises. Lessons consist of delightful songs,
hymns, waltzes, etc., with simple how-to-play-
it directions and Iarge clear piaures. Learn
right in the privacy of your own home, in anP/
spare time you choose. This easy do—it—yourse f
way spares you the inconvenience and per-
sonality problems of having a private teacher
—and costs only about a TENTH as much. No
special "talent” or previous knowledge of
music needed. Everything is so clearly ex-
plained—so easy to understand—even young-
sters “catch on” right away. Whole family
can learn for price of one. Mail coupon now.

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
Studio A1211. Port Washington. N. Y.

I am interested in learning to play, particularly the in-
strument checked below Please send me your free Illus-
trated booklet,

SALESMAN IS TO CALL UPON ME

to Learn Music at Home.” NO

Pipe, Hammond, G Piccole

G Modem
G Tenor Re Elamentary
O Ukulele Harmony
G Clerinet G Mandolin
G Trenth G Practical Finyor
G Plata

(Please Print Carefully)

(Insert Zone Number, If Any)
J CHECK HERE for Booklet A If you sre under 18 y«sr».



Make More M
FIxing Electric

Oney Soon
Appliances

Actual Lesson

Fast Growing
Field Offers
Good Pay, Security
Interesting Work

Learn at Home in Spare Time l SffS S

Earn more money. Enjoy doing important, interesting work. Learn Electrical
Appliance Servicing. This is a field of increasing opportunity. Today there is an
average of 8 appliances in every wired home. More than eighty million addi-
tional appliances, valued at about 8 billion dollars sold in one year. Find out
more about this great, growing field. Find out how NRI can train you, at home
and in spare time to be an Appliance Service Technician. See how you can start
soon to make extra money servicing appliances.

Add to Your Income Soon After Enrollment
Opportunities Increasing for Service Technicians

NRI Trainiiig is practical, thorough. You get easy-to-understand lessons, and
NRI supplies parts to build professional type Multi-Use Tester. Use it to get
practical experience. Soon, you can add to your income by servicing appliances.
Build a profitable sideline for your spare time—qualify for a good job—develop
a business and be your own boss. As an Appliance Service Technician, your
opportunities are broad—your services wanted, gladly paid for, highly regarded
in your community.

Appliances are necessary to comfortable, convenient living. Owners pay well
to keep them in repair. The field is amazingly big. In addition to major appli-
ances such as electric ranges, air conditioners, refrigerators, there are over
40,000,000 electric irons, 5,000,000 electric blankets, 15,000,000 coffee makers,
plus more millions of vacuum cleaners, fans, toasters, mixers, etc.

Learn and Earn with Tester
Diploma when You Finish

Locate appliance troubles easily with
Portable Appliance Tester you build. You
use it to learn and do actual electric
appliance repair jobs. For only $2.50 with
enrollmentand $5 per month, get training
including Tester—a small price to pay for
increased earnings. Mail coupon for
Sample Lesson and Book—your first step
toward more interesting work, bigger
earnings. NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE,
Dept. G1M7, Washington 16, D.C.
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Offers You
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continued from page S

Matrons are busting their corsets all over the USA trying to grab themselves
butlers. A straight nose and a weak chin ought to get you one of the 10,000
available jobs. Pay"s terrible, but gee, man, you know a better way to meet rich
women? (Check your local employment office.)

There®s not an aircraft company around that"s not cutting out overtime pay . . .
Look for all 48 states to let up on unemployment insurance restrictions

so that when you"re laid off with ™"vacation pay* you’ll get unemployment
checks besides . . .

They just don"t make "em like they used to- Sir Galahad was
5 foot 3 and the 1921 Miss America had a 30-ihch bust . . . But quit snickering—
by 2957 A.D., the Independent Grocers Association says you"ll weigh 370
pounds and she®"11 tip it at 346 . . .

Dabble dried blood, ground-up shoe leather, tung-nut pulp, tobacco stems and
bat droppings in your backyard and you®"ll grow the peachiest lawn in the
neighborhood . . .

Clobber a bar bet on the guy who says the biggest single fish catch in the western
hemisphere is either tuna or salmon- it"s the oily, bony, mealy, disgusting
menhaden, and they hooked 2 million pounds of it last year to feed to chickens . . .

Only healthy reason you should smoke king-size filter butts is that they have 7%
less tobacco in them than the shorties ... There"s a plastic-coated paper out
that you can"t tear, burn, soak, or dynamite. Once the world has it, it can"t
get rid of it . .

They don"t kill the bull in Portugal, so where®s all the fun? ... 9 out of 10
married guys wear wedding bands, that"s where . . .

LL-TiUjIl,,11 3 W You "ve got green scum floating in your goldfish bowl. Get rid
of it by dropping in a few copper pennies . . .

The smart set pours paint in a can lined with aluminum foil. Throw away the foil
when the job is done, and your can is still bright and clean like new . . .

Por four-eyed monsters only: If you plop a drop of auto windshield sealer on
each of your specs® lock screws, they"ll never get loose . ..

No luck, mac-the airman who got 4 months at hard labor (and
later got out of it) for turning down a white sidewall haircut may have been a
martyr, but he did nothing for you: since his trial, the brass has quietly
thrown 5 more guys in the guardhouse for the same offense . . .

You"re a Caspar Milquetoast if you want a transfer to a base nearer home and don"t
open your yap to ask for it. CO"s are so bored these days they actually enjoy
the paper work . . .

Wise up. If you don"t know the salesman in your doorway,
watch to see if he flicks the push button under your bolt while he"s yakking
away— If he does, he"s a crook who plans to come back and pluck your pad as soon
as you go out. FBI says a huge hunk of last year®s 117,844 house burglaries were
pulled just that way . . .

Very odd how in Jackson, Miss., where the state®s prohibition law is rigidly
enforced, over 100 guys wind up in the drunk cell every Saturday night . . .

END
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the
FOULED-UP
AFFAIR

of
G. E. CRAMMER

He had one woman too many ... It was
a perfect crime till a pebble tripped him up—
Shocking documentary of a man

caught in the fatal strands of adultery

by Charles Boswell

J.1E HAD to get the proof that would send his one-
time friend to the gallows. He didn’t like it—but
it was his job.

On a day in September, 1952, a trim, well-spoken
man named Gordon Holmes faced a ghastly situa-
tion. He was a sergeant of detectives on the Balti-
more County police force—a force that covers a
suburban” area outside the City of Baltimore. For
much of his life Holmes had lived in Baltimore
County, and he knew just about everybody.

Among his friends was George Edward “Eddie”
Grammer. Holmes had always thought of Eddie
Grammer as a person worthy of his friendship and
admiration. But Holmes was now to be disappointed
in Eddie—and in a way calculated to break the heart
of not just a run-of-the mill human, but the heart
of a detective to whom the challenges of heart-
break was daily fare.

Gordon Holmes and Eddie Grammer had gone to
school together. They’d played on the same sandlot
baseball teams. As kids, they fished together. While
one cut poles out of a thicket of willows, the other
dug for worms. If Holmes had a dime for soda pop,
he treated Eddie. And if (Continued on page 46)






Red Army's new 107mm recoilless antitank gun comes mounted on wheeled carriage but can be set up
in firing position on tripod. Weighs 600 pounds; capable of penetrating 10 to 12 inches of armor plate.

PICTURE SCOOP

RUSSIA’S RED-HOT
NEW WEAPONS



A startling preview of the fire-power
war experts call “the world’s best”

0

HE ONLY major force in the world today that has a com-

pletely new postwar arsenal of weapons, in being, in the
hands of trained troops, capable of fighting either a nuclear or
non-nuclear war, big or small, in any kind of climate or
terrain. . .

Are these words the boast of an over-confident Kremlin?

Far from it. They are quoted from the official U. S. Army
magazine, Army Information Digest. They are cold facts.

The pictures on these and the following pages have been re-
leased for publication to MEN by the Department of the Army’s
Office of the Chief of Information. If you know anything about
modern warfare, they will startle you. If you know nothing about
modern warfare, they may shock you into realization of the
Red Army’s true might.

These pictures reveal that the modem Russian Army has
gone all out for mobility and firepower, keys to victory in today’s
warfare.

For example, the new, mass-produced T-54 tank (below)
has succeeded World War Il’s famous T-34. The T-54 has
retained all the best combat features of the earlier tank, has in
addition a lower silhouette, thicker armor, and a heavier gun.
Its new 100 mm gun is known to be able to penetrate thicker
armor at greater distances than the T-34’s 85mm. The new tank
is a postwar development, has a cruising range well in excess of
200 miles. It has been issued by the thousands to Red combat
units as a standard weapon.

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE



self-con- Highly mobile 12-unit, 8-inch rocket launcher is

In Hungary, artillery pieces with small,
massed fire-power.

tained power plants on one trail were observed capable of delivering heavy,

Largest caliber weapon of its type in any army

New antiaircraft gun is 122mm weapon, designed
is truck-drawn 240mm heavy breech-loading mortar.

to be very effective age inst high altitude aircraft.

Red Army's improvement in mo-
bility is significant factor. Ar-
mored personnel carriers and
self-propelled assault guns
(right) are now in increased mass
use by the Red Army forces.



New 82mm infantry antitank weapon (above) fires
fin-stabilized projectile, weighs 166 pounds. Basic
arm is gas-operated 7.62mm rifle (right, top), with
permanent folding bayonet, 10-round magazine.
New 7.62mm submachine gun (right, center) has 30-
round magazine, weighs 912 pounds. Light machine
gun (right, bottom) is fully automatic, weighs 141/2
pounds. It provides base of fire for the Red Army's
rifle squad; belt fed through drum-type magazine.






Art by Al Rossi

DR. ED'S SCIENTIFIC
GIRL-TRAP

He loved 'em and left 'em— and if they came back for more
the con man had a special way of getting rid of bodies

by LEWIS THOMPSON

A LUSH, soft touch. And he fell into it by accident. Unless you knew the peculiar talents of

x  Ed Rulloff you wouldn’t believe it.

One moment he was digging ditches. The next he was teaching biology to a bunch of ripe
young ladies in a girls’ school.

That was what he liked best. He lived at the girls’ school. And the girls adored their new pro-
fessor—and proceeded to demonstrate their adoration in a practical (for Ed) way.

When he put his mind to it, Edward Rulloff could claim almost any sort of educational ac-
complishment. And without putting his mind to it, he could assure himself that he was way on his
way to having committed just about every crime in the book.

But in 1843, when he was 23, Rulloff’s many talents seemed to have gotten him little. A fugi-
tive from the justice of his native New Brunswick, Canada (where he was wanted for theft, arson,
and the seduction of at least a half dozen women), Ed Rulloff found (Continued on page 52)
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UNCL

by ANDREW BURNS

T OOKING for a spot in the coining year’s
hottest job field?

Want to get in on the ground floor with the
country’s largest employer?

Want job security, regular pay increases, and
prestige?

If your answer is Yes to these three questions,
you may want to work for Uncle Sam. If you
have any one of a great number of skills, or if
you want to learn a job and get periodic, almost-
guaranteed pay increases, Uncle Sam’s payroll
is the one for you.

Forget all the glossy claims you'’ve heard about
the riches that are practically yours for the ask-
ing in engineering, science, industry. Right now,
experts say, your best odds lie in the field of
government jobs.

Economic brains have studied the situation,
come up with a startling set of figures. Every
year more and more workers are finding out
that a government job has certain advantages
that private employment most of the time can’t
match. And with the added job-protection af-
forded you by civil service rules and regula-
tions, the pay scales being offered for present-
day government jobs are attractive.

This year there’s an added angle: the con-
dition of the labor market. We’ve finally caught
up with the post-Korean War man-power sur-
plus. Fewer workers are entering the labor mar-
ket than for quite a few years. Result—you have
a better chance than ever of getting a good job
with Uncle Sam since there isn’t as great com-
petition.

Experts have studied the figures long and
completely. They say that on the basis of these
pr (jected figures there’ll be a net jump of more
thin 230,000 jobs in government. With this
many new openings, and a “quiet” job market,
you can see that this may be the year for you to
make the move to a federal payroll. (The
230,000 figure includes local, state, as well as
federal government jobs, but does not include



JOB JACKPOT

Lowdown on the mounting stack of careers offered by the Boss

those “employed” as servicemen in the armed
forces.)

Here’s another startler: 11 out of every 100
civilian workers in this country now work for a
government agency (including jobs on the state
level). If the military forces are included in this
statistic, the figure becomes 15 out of every 100
workers are on a government payroll.

The bullet-fast growth in government employ-
ment is due to a number of things. Partly, it’s
the result of the current boom in highway con-
struction. Partly, it’s due to the big jump in
school enrollment that’ll require many more
teachers.

But the first place to look is the office of that
giant of all governmental “bosses”—Uncle Sam
himself. Governmental activities are expanding
all down the line. (You’ll find the full dope in a
paperback called What You Can Earn in 250
Careers, product of an outfit called Career Re-
search Associates, and published by Rittenhouse
Press, Inc., 2401 Walnut St., Philadelphia 3, Pa.)

JMGHT now—while you’re reading these

words—over 2 million workers in the federal
civil service system are at their jobs. And, con-
trary to rumor, only about 10% of these 2 mil-
lion work in Washington, D. C.

The great majority of federal civil service jobs
are outside of Washington in so-called “field
establishments.” These include navy yards, arsen-
als, quartermaster depots, post offices, veterans’
hospitals, agricultural research centers, as well
as the regular branch offices of the usual govern-
ment agencies.

These “field establishments” are scattered all
over the U.S.—practically any section of the
country you can name has its quota. One of the
easiest ways to find out what sort of outfits are
near you is simply to check the local telephone
directory under “Federal Government.” If you
do decide to join Uncle Sam you have the possi-
bility of being stationed in many places.

Still other federal civil service jobs are over-
seas. These jobs, however, are a little harder to
get in most instances. Some of them are the
“glamor” jobs in Uncle’s satchel, and it’s better
to concentrate on the job jackpot available under
federal civil service in the States. Once you've
worked in a federal civil service job for awhile
you've got a better chance—when the right open-
ing comes along—of hopping overseas on an
assignment if you've already got the rating and
the experience.

WHAT kinds of jobs are available? For the
qualified person the answer is almost any-
thing you can think of. From “Coal Mine In-
spector” to “Loan Examiner,” from “Ordnance
Engineer” to “Correspondence Clerk.”

Out of every 100 federal civil service workers,
22 work in the Postal Service, and 49 work for
the Army, the Navy, or the Air Force. The re-
maining 29 work for various other government
agencies. And an important fact to remember
(if you’re single) is that women make up about
25 percent of all civil service employees in the
United States.

What about pay? The federal government
civil service worker is paid under one of several
“pay plans.” For most so-called “trades” po-
sitions, wages compare very favorable with those
in non-government jobs. From time to time
wages are reviewed by the Civil Service Com-
mission and, if the wages have not kept pace
with those paid for similar jobs in the same lo-
cality by private industry, they are increased.
(This is one of the “protective devices” that
federal civil service employees enjoy that makes
the idea of government employment attractive
to many.)

pOSTAL employees have a complete separate

pay system of their own, which is fixed by
law. Then for certain other federal agencies there
are again separate, (Continued on page 60)
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THEY WERE
EATING ME ALIVE!

| felt the teeth tearing my flesh in a dozen places—
but safety was 20 yards and a hundred rats behind me

by OWEN GRIFFITHS
as told to Bruce McKie

JATIGHTS when it’sreally bad | can feel them swarming across my body, thousands of
them fighting over me.

It’s a nightmare |°ve lived through in reality, but it sometimes comes back to torture
me in my dreams. 1’m shouting for help, calling the dog, but he’s down at last, covered
by hundreds of them. 1’m screaming as | try to fight my way to the entrance, sobbing as
the teeth chisel deep into my flesh. | know | am never going to get away. | know there
is no escape from them.

I wake up shrieking—and it all comes back to me. . . .

It happened during the depression—the Means Test years we called them in England.
People were hard hit everywhere, but in Wales, where | was bom, the miner felt it the
most.

I grew up near the rich coal country of Ebbw Vale. The valley was prosperous in
those days. The mines were going at full throttle, and there (Continued on page 58)
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THE MAN

The greatest Indian fighter of them all
didn’t like the way they were
treating him—so he walked away

with half of North Carolina
by ANDERSEN WILLIAMS

Art by Jim Bentley
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TT)RAGGING CANOE had painted his face

black—the color of war. His fierce Cherokee
eyes sparkled with hatred. Between his out-
stretched hands he held the Shawanoe war belt—
nine feet of six-inch wampum, its purple and
vermilion sparkling in the firelight.

“We will kill them,” Dragging Canoe said.

The warriors from the Northern tribes—the
Mohawks, Ottawas, Shawanoes, the Delawares—
pressed close to Dragging Canoe, shouted their
agreement.

It was a calm, cool morning. The settlers in
the small frontier fort were on the alert for any
surprise Indian attack. But they were feeling
very confident. Shortly before the small band of
buckskin-clad men had defeated Dragging
Canoe and warriors of five Indian nations in a
bloody battle on the banks of the Holston River.
And they were confident because they believed
they knew the Indians’ style of warfare—Drag-
ging Canoe was sure to retreat to lick his wounds
and wait awhile after a defeat. The settlers
thought they had time to prepare for the new
battle certain to be forthcoming. But they knew
it wouldn’t start today.

At daybreak the frontiermen pushed the huge
wooden stake doors of the fort open. Their
women went out into the fields surrounding the
fort to milk the few rows they had left. The
men watched from the fort’s ramparts, relaxed
in the growing warmth of the morning sun.

For several minutes nothing could be heard
but the squirt-squirt of milk into tin pails. Then,
suddenly, a chilling war whoop shattered the
stillness. Black-painted redmen leaped from the
edge of the small clearing.

Leaving their milk pails behind them, the
women ran screaming to the safety of the fort.
Quickly the heavy log gates swung closed. A log
bar was dropped in place to keep them tight.
The men on the ramparts struggled with powder
and ball as they loaded their rifless and made
ready for battle.

Only then did the watching men realize that

WHO STOLE A STATE

one milkmaid had been locked out when the
fort gate swung shut. She was a beautiful young
girl, nearly twenty. Through peepholes they saw
her run, yelling, toward the locked fort gates,
her long brown hair streaming behind her.

“It’s Bonnie Kate!” someone shouted, as the
girl stumbled and dodged forward. The Indians
behind her were whooping with glee—a white
girl was a rich prize and they wanted to take her
alive.

Nolichucky Jack, a tall blond young frontier-
man, saw the danger that Bonnie Kate Sherrill
was in. Quickly he raised his rifle and shot the
closest of Kate’s pursuers. Then he leaped to the
top of the fort’s ramparts, caught Bonnie Kate’s
outstretched hand, and, straining with all his
powerful muscles, lifted her up and over to
safety.

Bonnie Kate Sherrill had seen Chucky Jack, as
he was sometimes called, around the fort, but
this was her real introduction to the strong, good-
looking young man in buckskins. She knew his
reputation as the idol of the wildest frontiermen.
She also knew that he was married at the time—
but Bonnie Kate recognized her hero when she
saw him. She waited four years, when, widowed,
Chucky Jack married “the prettiest girl on the
Southwest frontier.”

Slim, tall Nolichucky Jack had a way with the
women. He was married for the first time at the
age of 17, and before he died he had raised 17
children. By the age of 19 he had lived much,
had founded the town of New Market, Va., and
directed its political affairs.

His magnetic, compelling personality affected
men and women alike. The rough, brawling
frontier life was his natural environment, and
the men and women hacking a living out of the
small settlements idolized the strong, laughing
young man. Chucky Jack could outshoot, out-
ride, and outswear anyone. His firm chin, straight
nose, and smiling lips had a peculiar hypnotic
attraction for all.

Son of a tavern (Continued on page 64)
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PHOTOGRAPHED
BE
CURT GUNTHER

THE BLEEDING
ROOM

T "HE blood has dried on the streets of Hungary today. The wind has blown away the
last tatters of flesh left behind by the brave freedom fighters who battled so gal-
lantly against tyranny last October.

But in Hungary today, brave men are still bleeding. Somewhere in Hungary there
is a room, staffed by blank-faced secret police, where men bleed daily for the sake
of freedom . ..

This shocking photo report shows what happened to five of these men. (Ed. note:
These Hungarians are now in the U.S.; their names are withheld to protect friends
and relatives still within reach of the “bleeding room.”)

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE

B.T.: "They wanted a faked confession naming as spies the Americans | worked
for. They told me | was aiding people to escape from' the country— dangerous
people . . . The worst of it wasn't the pain . . . but the smell of burning flesh."
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These five men tell other stories about ordinary people they knew. “One
man tried to protect his priest from the Commissar. He was given 10 days’
punishment, including rubber-hosing of his feet. Nobody ever saw the priest
again. . ..” “Another person, a young woman, tried to hide her lover from
the police. They caught her and took her to the Room and when they got
through her lover wouldn’t look at her any more. . ..”

Yet these stories are told in a kind of daze, as though the victims weren’t
quite real, as though they are repeating a half-learned tale from a book read
long ago. This is because to these men, there is just one burning reality in
their lives, one inescapable moment.

That was the moment when they themselves went through the door to the
“bleeding room.” END

S.F.: "I was one of a group of students who listened to the Voice of
America ... then somebody tipped off the People's Police. There was

no chance to explain yourself. | got this very cruel torture,

a

maddening drumbeat, louder and louder, for hours and hours.
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T3ACK in the dear dead days

beyond recall if you did
something a little bit odd they
tagged you as an eccentric.
Nowadays everyone’s very nor-
mal—or at least almost every-
one. Obviously the people on
these pages haven’t heard the
news.

"I'm not getting married till the right ones come along. . .
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They wanted it so badly that they’'d kill to get it



but he courted death and a doll to learn the secret of the hanging man

by HOLLY ROTH

BOOKLENGTH SPECIAL

doorbell rang. He saw the two men stand-
ing on the threshold.

He said, “Yes?”

“Mr. Robert Kendall?”

“Yes.”

“May we speak to you a moment?”

“Why, yes.” Kendall stepped back a half
step, and then reconsidered. “No. That is—”

He put it flatly: “Youll have to identify your-
selves before | can ask you in.”

They showed a total lack of surprise. The
taller, slenderer of the two, a carroty-headed,
youthful looking man of 32 or 33, said, “Of
course. | am Eric Gregory, FBI. This"—he
gestured at his companion, a sedate-looking
executive type of about 40—*is Major Windham
of the CIC.”

Kendall didn’t move.
too fortuitous.

Gregory withdrew a leather case from his
pocket and held it out for Kendall’s inspec-
tion. Windham hesitated and then followed
suit.

The credentials were very impressive. Kendall
abruptly felt foolish. He pushed the door wider
and said, “Come in.”

The apartment had been wrecked, and the
ruins then tossed about in an orgy of apparently
insane vandalism. As Kendall threaded his way
ahead of them through the littered hall, he
offered a little apology in the form of, “Coffee?”

Windham said, “No, thank you.”

In the living room Kendall picked two seat
cushions off the floor, noticing, as he did so, that
one of them had been slashed so that the stuffing
was escaping. He felt a return of anger as he
waved the two men to the chairs and sat him-
self down on the couch. He asked, “Is this call
merely a coincidence, or had you learned of my
—Vvisitors?”

There was a little pause. Then Gregory said,
“The police advised us of the attempted robbery.”

Their arrival seemed

“Really?” Kendall said.

“Are you surprised, Mr. Kendall?” Gregory
said.

Oh, no, you don’t, Kendall thought. He hadn*
done a damn thing, and they werent going to
succeed in their neat little trick of getting him
on the defensive. He used the feminine form—
answering a question with a question: “Should
I be?”

The conversation died. And thats another
trick of the trade, Kendall decided. Most peo-
ple can’t bear a vacuum. Well, | can. He tight-
ened the belt of his robe as if it were his self-
possession, and sank comfortably back against
the couch’s pillows.

Gregory didn't let the pause lengthen, and as
he resorted to a straightforward question, Ken-
dall felt a small throb of victory. Gregory asked,
“Why didn’t you get in touch with us, Mr.
Kendall?™”

“You mean when | found the house ransacked
like this?”

Before Gregory could answer, W'indham thrust
his chin forward and boomed, “Or whenever it
started. What was it that happened before the
ransacking?”

They were shrewd, Kendall concede. And he
wasn’t so smart as he thought he was. His ques-
tion did imply that the housebreaking was not
the first incident, but Major Windham had been
extraordinarily quick in spotting the implication.

Kendall said slowly, “To answer both ques-
tions—I didnt get in touch with you because it
simply never occurred to me. It all started yes-
terday afternoon with two phony attempts to get
hold of the manuscript. Why should | have re-
ported that to you?—*CIC’ stands for ‘Counter
Intelligence Corps,” doesn’t it, Major?”

The major nodded pontifically. There was
something about him that irritated Kendall. He
had the look of solidity that bankers often cul-
tivate; for one thing, he wasnt over forty years

From The Sl—par, published by Simon & Schuster, Inc.
Copyright © 154, 1955, by Holly Roth
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They tease you with it—about how it began with Bud and the woman—

old, but he looked indefinably older. It was as if, Ken-
dall thought, he was reaching for seniority, eldership. His
bearing was erect, but not military—rather it was pom-
pous. By leaning slightly backward, he created the effect
of a stomach. Kendall decided, rather baselessly, that
Windham’s belly was probably as flat as a board.

Windham repeated, “ ‘CIC” is an abbreviation for Coun-
ter Intelligence Corps.”

Now, why hadn’t he simply said yes? Kendall felt he
was being childish, but nevertheless his irritation was
growing. He asked, “And it’s a division of the Army?”

Windham inclined his head majestically.

“Then why should | have notified you? The Army
okayed publication of the articles. You were willing to
have the whole world see them, so why on earth should |
expect you to be interested in the fact—possibility—that
someone is trying to get a glimpse ahead of the rest?”

Gregory spoke up in a conciliatory voice—he had a
pleasant voice, and a pleasant, boyish face—*“Just because
it was so pointless, Mr. Kendall. Look—why don't you tell
us about it?”

“Well, certainly. If you think it necessary.” Kendall
made an effort to overcome his feeling of antagonism, and
as a result his voice sounded flat, almost purposefully un-
interesting. “As | told you, the first incident occurred
yesterday afternoon. It was about four o’clock. | had just
come home from downtown. . . .”

TT WAS about four otlock, and Kendall had just returned
from downtown. When the doorbell rang, he was leaning
against the frame of his living room archway, his hands
in his overcoat pockets, feeling dispirited. The room didn’t
look clean—it wasn’t clean. Opposite him, sleet beat
against the windows, and the dull roar of Manhattan traffic
formed a dreary obbligato to the sleet’s slushy beat. As
he stood gazing unseeingly across the untidy room he had
a desire to go somewhere, anywhere. Maybe I’ll take a
trip, he thought. It isnt that | mind the weather. And I
don’t mind living alone. But the domestic part of it de-
feats me. No matter what | do—The doorbell rang.

He turned his head so that he was looking down the
short hall at the front door of his apartment, but he made
no move toward it. The bell represented another of his
domestic problems. He did not want trial boxes of soap
suds; he did not want to contribute to strange, never-
before-heard-of charities; and he had come to dislike with-
out discrimination all the blithe young men and women re-
searchers who seemed to be collecting data on every facet
of human life as lived in New York City in the twentieth
century.

The bell rang again. He moved slowly down the hall and
opened the door.

In the outer hallway stood a small man wearing a soggy,
visored cap. He looked at Kendall’s feet and said in a
rusty, disinterested singsong, “Pickup for the Courier.”

“What pickup?” Kendall asked.

The man looked up at him with vague irritation on his
dirty face. “/ dont know. Here”—he brought a small

pink scrap of paper up to his nose and slowly deciphered—
“ ‘Pick up carbon of manuscript, Apartment 4C, Robert
Kendall.” That you?”

“Yes, but they know 1 don’t have a carbon; we’ve been
through all that. Are you from the Courier?" Before the
man replied, Kendall knew the answer. Nothing associated
with the dignified Courier could be as unkempt as this
bedraggled messenger.

The man said cryptically, “Quick and speedy service.”

“What? Oh.” Kendall translated it mentally with cap-
itals—Quick & Speedy Service. An outside messenger ser-
vice. “Well, if you’ll wait a minute I’ll call the Courier
and—"

The messenger said, “Naw,” and moved to the elevator.
There was a slap of insolence in the syllable, and a small
spring inside of Kendall tightened for a second. But the
second passed and the spring unwound, as it usually did
with him. That was one of the reasons the doorbell cre-
ated such havoc in his life—he was almost incapable of
rudeness and, as a result, he permitted the stream of bell
pushers to absorb a disproportionate amount of his time.

He closed the door quietly and went back through his
inner hall to the front of the apartment. This time he by-
passed the living room and went into the small bedroom
on his left. It was after four o’clock, but the bed hadn’t
been made. He had left the apartment at ten that morn-
ing; Lena, the twice-a-week maid, had been due at eleven.

Well—he shrugged, threw his overcoat on a chair, and
tackled the bed—obviously she had had another “bad”
day.

He was in the middle of the task when the phone rang.
The room was too small for him to move around in with
comfort, and as he circled the bed to get to the telephone
he tripped over the trailing blankets and crashed against
the wall. His own heft made it a jarring collision. By the
time he had disentangled himself and picked up the phone
his formless irritation of the past half-hour had cul-
minated in an unusual but intense fury.

His “hello” was a bark.

The man on the other end of the wire said, “Mr.
Kendall?”

“Yes!”

“Oh.” The voice proceeded with more caution, as if tip-
toeing. “My name is Johnson—Fred Johnson. |I'm in the
promotion department of Salway & Gibbons. They tell
me in editorial that they don’t have a script of your book,
Genesis of Treason—?” He sounded delicately incredulous
and gently outraged.

Kendall took a deep breath. He said. “The book’ not
scheduled until fall.”

“Well, yes, but the thing is that we have production
schedules far in advance. For promotion, you know. Copy
has to be written, suitable plates made, book has to be
assigned—"

Kendall said tensely, “Now, look—IVe been through
all that with Lou Salway. Take it up with him.”

“Well, all right, but if you happen to have a script on
hand—"



the FBI talks about the girl, too, but you forget how deadly she is ¢+

Kendall never heard the end of the sentence. He hung
up.
He sat still on the edge of the bed and forced himself to
calmness. What was the matter with him? Was he so
poorly balanced that an irritation as small as the defec-
tion of Lena could start a spiral of bad temper that
reached a point where he slammed telephone receivers
down on people who were simply trying to do their jobs?

He had never had a greater right to be happy—or, at
the least—content. All he had ever really asked of life,
almost more that he had dared, was about to come to pass
with the publication of Genesis of Treason, and with its
current serialization in the Weekly Courier. A few months
before, the possibility of his byline’s appearing in the
pages of that most honored of the nation’s weekly mag-
azines had been remote to the point of fantasy. So why
this tension, this clenched-fist frenzy—He carefully un-
knotted his big hands and then stared down at them as,
pressure released, the red poured back into the palms.

But he knew why; he really knew what was upsetting
him. He had not admitted it to himself, but he was sub-
consciously aware that since the suicide of Bud Hollis-
ter a month before he had been in a mounting state of
tension. But, he told himself firmly, that was ridiculous.
Hollister had been nothing to him—just a crazy kid, a
charming young man, a blond, curly-headed psychopath,
a slender, graceful prisoner poised against a background of
steel bars, a pensive spinner of anecdotes, a laughing
liar—A cold-blooded traitor? A fascist? A Communist?
An enigma.

And that, Kendall decided with a mental swoop after
the elusive explanation, that adaptability, that strange
quality in Hollister was what was haunting him.

ENDALL had known others who had died. Certainly.

He had known suicides, too. His father had committed
suicide when his mother walked out. Kendall was seven-
teen then—old enough to understand most of the impli-
cations and all of the blatant facts, and he had sympa-
thized deeply with his father, as, indeed, he had all his
life sided with his father in the deadly war that raged un-
ceasingly between his quiet, dependable father and his
unstable, cheating mother.

And there had been that corporal in Luzon who killed
himself the night before a scheduled attack; then the at-
tack had not taken place. The irony, the bitter waste, had
engraved the incident in Kendall’s memory. And he had
known that corporal better than he had known Hollister.

... “He had known the corporal better . . .” Well, he
hadn’t known Buddy Hollister at all. Kendall had written
a book, a detailed analysis of Francis Burton Hollister,
First Lieutenant, United States Army, traitor, sentenced
to thirty years’ imprisonment by a military court for an
act of espionage, presumed to be a Communist (although

Her eyes were open and they stared up into his. He had
found her at last and he knew what he wanted to do.

no statement to that effect had ever been overtly reported
in the newspapers, because they were never told the exact
nature of Hollister’s crime). He had written a definite
treatise on Hollister, and he didnt know a thing about
the boy, and now he never would.

Well. He stood up. He had been exposed to puzzles
before. The world was full of puzzles. It was foolish,
and usually profitless, to brood over them.

But he didn’t complete his motion toward the tangled
blankets. Instead, almost without volition, he went back
to the side of the bed and, standing, dialed Salway &
Gibbons’ number. The major puzzles were giant clouds
that, once admitted, obscured your thinking processes, but
the little puzzles were wisps of smoke that merely irritated,
and it was better, whenever possible, to blow them away.

He said into the phone, “Mr. Louis Salway, please.”
And again: “Mr. Louis Salway. Robert Kendall calling.”

“Hello, Lou? Kendall.

“. .. Fine. No, nothing new. Just wanted to ask you:
Do you have a Fred Johnson in your promotion de-
partment?

“. .. No? No, not John Wittman—Fred Johnson.

“. .. No, huh? Any Johnson in the whole joint?

“. .. Got any guys there with ladylike voices? . . .
Well, guess | have my people mixed.”

He listened to Salway, a talkative man, for a while, said
no, thanks, to a cocktail party, and agreed to call him in
a few days. (Continued on page 66)
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THE
BRASS
TOMATO

H Rame is Barbara Nichols. She is

a blonde. She is not a dumb
blonde. She is a movie actress. But she
says she is tired of playing “broads.”
“I played one broad after another,” la-
ments Barbara. “l was beginning to
think 1°d never play anything but these
broads. It never occurred to anybody
that | could act. Every time they
needed a dumb broad they called me.”









PHOTOGRAPHED FOR MEN
BY RUSS MEYER OF GLOBE

But then Barbara got her break—a
part in Sweet Smell of Success. “On the
surface the character’s just another
tomato, but actually she’s only half a
tomato. She’s got heart. Just because |
look like a brassy blonde’s no reason to
to think | can’t act.” At another time,
however, Barbara was more candid. She
described her talents as “37-24-35.”



found out for the first time that Dr. Berg
had a daughter. Father and daughter had
not seen each other in over six years. She
was living under an assumed name in
Saarbriicken. Dr. Berg’s last request was
that Marianne be taken to safety.

Most of Lt. Dore’s time seemed to be
spent on “furlough,” and this time he de-
cided to take a trip to Saarbriicken. He
visited Marianne’s apartment and was
pleasantly surprised that she was a young
and attractive redhead with a figure to
excite his Gallic eye. Reluctantly, he told
her about her father, and watched the
misery sweep across her face. But she did
not cry.

“l know what my father was doing,”
she said, “and | mean to take his place.”

NOTHING Louis said could change her
mind, and he soon found that she had
already put her plan into action. For some
months she had been dating Kapitan Wil-
helm von Oberlin, a Prussian officer of ar-
tillery stationed in the Siegfried Line.
She already had some information from
him about the giant gun installations, and
he had even promised to show her the
underground fortress. Louis fought a si-
lent battle with himself, but his duty won.
He liked the girl and knew she would be
safer out of the country—but France
needed every scrap of information on the
German positions.

The following week was like a dream
to Louis Dore—half pleasure and half
nightmare. He saw Marianne every day,
and before either of them realized it they
were in love. And at the same time, every
night, Marianne was dating the thick-
necked young Prussian, von Oberlin.

Louis asked Marianne to marry him
and move to France. She agreed—but
nothing die said could prevent her from
finishing the business with von Oberlin.

That same night von Oberlin met
Marianne at her apartment. Louis watched
the windows from a doorway across the
street. The lights in the apartment went
out at eleven o’clock—and von Oberlin
did not leave until four a.m. When the
swaggering officer had climbed into his
Mercedes and roared away, the heartsick
Louis hurriedly knocked on Marianne’
door. She was wearing nothing but a thin
dressing gown and her face was stained
with tears. She did not attempt to lie.

“l gave him what he wanted. It made
me sick to do it—but it was the only way.
He promised to take me through the Line
tomorrow.” She wouldnt say any more
and she wouldn’t let him discuss their
marriage plans. “After | have done the
job,” she said.

That was the last time that Louis ever
saw her. When he tried to call her the
following day, the phone was discon-
nected. He rushed to the apartment and

DUEL IN
NO MAN'’S LAND

continued from page 10

found it empty. Only through threats did
he make the terrified janitor admit what
had happened. The Gestapo had taken
Marianne away that morning.

Crazed with worry, his military posi-
tion and his work forgotten, Louis rushed
to the one man he was sure was responsi-
ble, Kapitan von Oberlin. The Prussian
laughed at him.

“Of course | turned her in to the
Gestapo. Once | had what I wanted from
her, she weas of no further use. You must
be the Frenchman she was seeing. A good
German girl should not do that. But of
course she was a Jewess, and | think she
was trying to be a spy as well. She actu-
ally thought I would take her on a visit
to the Siegfried Line!”

The German lolled back in his chair,
laughing, and Louis realized that he had
been made a fool. His stupidity had cost
the life of the girl he loved. Blind with
rage, he had the satisfaction of landing a
good blow on von Oberlin’s nose before
he was dragged from the room. The Ger-
man government used the fight as an ex-
cuse to expel Louis from the country.

Before leaving Germany he managed to
get von Oberlin on the phone and chal-
lenged him to a duel. The Prussian laugh-
ingly accepted, knowing there would never
be a chance to fight it.

The war began next morning, and von
Oberlin quickly forgot the affair, remem-
bering it only as a story to liven the
conversation at the officers’ mess.

But Lt. Louis Dore didnt forget. He
knew he would never be able to sleep well
until he had exacted justice from the man
who had killed Marianne. Louis began
the search for the Prussian, the search
that had to end in death for one of them.

Though Louis was assigned to duty in
the Maginot Line, he still had many
friends in Intelligence. It was easy enough
to meet them in Paris and talk shop—to
find out just where Kapitan von Oberlin’s
company was assigned.

In any other army, Louis would not
have stood a chance of getting trans-
ferred, but the French understand a man
with a mission. Louis told his C!0. every-
thing that had happened, not sparing a
single detail.

On New Year’s Day, 1940, Lt. Louis
Dore finally reached his new post. The
“false war” was still on, neither side do-
ing more than clash in an occasional
patrol action. Louis crawled through the
connecting trench to a forward observing
station and fixed his glasses on the Ger-
man positions. Somewhere out there was
the man he wanted.

Lt. Dore turned out to be the kind of
soldier every C.O. dreams of. He organ-
ized night patrols and led them himself.
The men were bored with the inaction of
the “false” war and there was no shortage

of volunteers to go on patrol with the
madcap lieutenant. Faces and hands
blackened, carrying only grenades, bayo-
nets and pistols—they crawled out to
carry the fight to the enemy. Listening
posts were blown up, gun positions over-
run and the guns spiked, and grenades
were rolled down inviting ventilating
shafts of the Siegfried Line.

Yet Louis never saw Kapt. von Ober-
lin, the man he was searching for. In
early March he found out why. It was a
rainy, cold night—the kind of night when
Louis and his patrol did their best. HQ
wanted prisoners for interrogation, and
Louis was tapped for the job. He had a
regular patrol of ten men with him now—
the rest of the company called them les
apaches—every man just as daredevil and
deadly as their leader. The patrol left
from a sector about five miles down the
line, where the opposing Germans weren’t
acquainted with their lightning tactics.
Belly down in the mud. they crawled out
into no man’s land.

A rear gun position had been selected
as their target. To get there they had to
wriggle through a half mile of “dragon's
teeth” barriers, mine fields, and barbed
wire. Louis himself put the roll of dyna-
mite sticks against the concrete wall of
the gun position and lit the fuse. The men
flattened in the mud, the fuse sputiered,
then an orange roar of flame blasted out.
Even while the pieces of concrete were
still falling the apaches crashed through
the jagged hole. The stunned gunners
didn’t stand a chance. Quick bullets
snuffed out their lives. Louis went in first
and slammed his gun against a corporal’s
head. Quickly binding the man’s hands,
Louis and two other men carried the
prisoner back to the French lines.

In the light of the HQ dugout, Louis
blanched at the sight of the insignia on
the prisoner. Von Oberlin’s company.
This was one of von Oberlin’s men. The
terrified corporal readily told all he knew
to this madman who pressed a sharpened
bayonet a quarter inch in the flesh of his
neck.

K apt. von Oberlin was with the heavy
gun positions behind the front lines; there
would be no opportunity of ever running
across him during the chance of war.
Dirty, tired and wet, Louis slumped over
the table and looked at the bayonet in
his hands. There must be some way to
meet the Prussian beast. As he turned the
razor-sharp length of steel over in his
fingers, it gave him the inspiration.

He would send a message to the Prus-
sian and remind him of their duel. He
would do it in such a way that the man
could not avoid it this time.

The following night he delivered the
message—in typical apache fashion. There
was a German machine-gun post that had
no opening above ground; it connected by
a tunnel to the lines. Louis crawled there
and flashed a light through the gun
slit. Before the surprised soldiers could
react, he had fired three quick shots and
the men were dead.

The note was ready in his pocket. He
impaled it on his bayonet, and with a
practiced flip of his wrist sent it through
the gun port, sticking it in one of the
dead machine gunners. Then he was gone



like a shadow fading into the night.

He had written in German, “To the
Commanding Officer,” on the note. He
was sure that was where it would immedi-
ately go. Even before Louis made it back
to his lines, a panting runner handed the
note to the monocled officer who com-
manded that section of line. As the officer
read it, his bull neck turned a bright red.

Von Oberlin arrived shortly after that
and was handed the note. He read it
quickly, and his anger grew with every
word. It was short and to the point:

There is a so-called officer in your com-
mand, Kapt. von Oberlin. He is a coward.
1j he were really a gentleman, he would
finish the duel which he accepted two
years ago. / will be waiting tomorrow
night at 0100, just opposite the point
mwhere you found this note. The weapons
will be bayonets.

Lt. Louis Dore
PS. Perhaps your men know me better
as L’Apache.

The other officer said, “Officially of
course | know nothing about this. I would
have to forbid it. But if this man is
L 'apache, 1 would give anything to see
him dead. He is the biggest thorn in our
side in the entire sector.”

V ON OBERLIN returned to his quarters
in a red rage and sent his olderly for a
rifle and bayonet. The puzzled soldier
watched as the officer spent the rest of
the night sharpening the bayonet and
mumbling to himself. He couldn’t under-
stand it. By the next night he knew what
was going to happen—as did everyone
else in the line.

The man who had found the note
talked to his friends, and soon the word
spread. At 12:55, when von Oberlin
crawled out of the listening post, the
lines behind him were alive with watching
eyes. In the Maginot Line the same thing
was happening.

Louis had left his few valuables and
his will with a close friend, Capt. Etienne
Duval. Duval knew most of the story.
When he realized what was going to hap-
pen this night, the word quickly spread.

The Prussian straightened up and
brushed his hands off; from the tips of his
highly burnished boots to his square-set
helmet he was, every inch the military
man. Louis, coming out of the machine-
gun position, was also a soldier—though
of a different sort. He wore his rumpled
French battle-dress. His boots were worn
and scuffed and his buttons didn*t shine.
But the rifle held firmly in his hands was
oiled and cleaned and the bayonet honed
thin. Quick as a cat he moved towards the
stiff figure of his enemy.

The salute was wasted time. His fingers
itched to plunge the rifle forward. Yet
when they began to circle cautiously, he
relaxed. He had waited too long for this

moment to spoil it by a rash attack.

Von Oberlin made a quick short thrust,
and the bayonets clanged as Louis par-
ried. The Prussian held back a smile. This
was going to be easy. He had always
placed first in his regimental saber duels.
He knew he could handle the bayoneted
rifle just as well. When Louis lunged for-
ward with a long thrust he parried it easi-
ly, thrusting the other gun far to the side.

He almost lost then. Only a quick jerk
of his head saved him as Louis swung the
butt of his rifle up in a short, murderous
vertical butt stroke. It caught the side
of the German’s helmet and tore it off.
Von Oberlin barely managed to stagger
back from the attack.

With a sudden spring Louis was in
close, jabbing and thrusting with quick
strokes. The Prussian parried almost by
instinct, the way an accomplished swords-
man does, feeling the pressure of his
opponent’s blade. But it wasnt good
enough. Louis laughed and increased the
pressure—then made a sudden feint at
the German’ head. The instant von Ob-
erlin raised his rifle, he knew he was
wrong, but it was too late. The long
French bayonet licked out like a snake
and sank deep into his thigh muscle with
a burst of hot pain. Then it was gone;
the Frenchman was circling him again.

“That could have been your gut just as
well.” Louis taunted him. And von Ober-
lin knew he was right. The other man was
playing with him, just as he himself had
once done. Roaring in anger he charged,
and the other melted away before him
like a ghost. Then again the pain in the
leg, and Louis drew back his red-stained
bayonet and laughed.

IN THE trenches and blockhouses, the
two armies watched. They knew some-
thing had been done. The French rifle
went far out, and when it came back the
German staggered. A roar went up from
the French lines, and the Germans grum-
bled under their breaths. When the duel
resumed, it was obvious to everyone that
the German was hurt.

Von Oberlin was in pain—and begin-
ning to feel fear for the first time. Twice
that verdammte French schwein had got
him in the same leg, and the blood was
running down, soaking into his boot. Des-
perate, he pushed home a fierce attack
that Louis successfully parried. Then there
was another thrust in the same leg. The
Prussian could barely stand, and the
other man swam in his vision. Honor
wasn’t important now, but life was. What
had the Colonel said? “I’d give anything
to have that man deadV’ It was just fol-
lowing an order then. Carefully von Ober-
lin slid off the safety—then jerked the
rifle to his shoulder.

Before Louis could do a thing the shot
rang out and the bullet tore through his

arm, throwing him. Above him von Ober-
lin fumbled with the bolt on the rifle,
putting another bullet in the chamber
The second shot would be well aimed, and
Louis would be dead.

“Cochon\” Louis shouted. “So that is
German honor—a fair duel with bayonets!
Well I will finish this duel, only still with
bayonets.”

As he talked Louis sprang the catch,
and the bayonet leaped free into his good
hand. Von Oberlin had the gun to his
shoulder when Louis’ hand snapped like
a striking snake. The bayonet glinted in
the moonlight, then buried itself in the
German’s stomach.

“Help me,” the wounded man said.
“Help me.” Weak with loss of blood and
shock, he lay back on the ground, the
bayonet sticking straight up from his
middle.

“Of course | will help you,” Louis said,
kneeling by his side.

He took hold of the bayonet—and with
a single push, pressed it througth the
German’s body, pinning him to the
ground. Von Oberlin screamed and tried
to rise, then dropped back.

In the lines the Germans were angry,
angry at von Oberlin for firing the shot,
and even angrier that he had lost. A
machine gunner jammed hard on his trig-
ger, and a line of bullets threw clods of
dirt across both the victor and the van-
quished. Louis dived for cover, vanished
like a serpent in the broken ground. Bul-
lets splattered the spot where he had
stood. A star shell lit up the night.

The French soldiers shouted, and a
hail of bullets and shells fell on the Ger-
man positions. The Germans responded
to this attack, and a short, fierce fire fight
answered. When the shooting had died
down, a dark figure slipped over the edge
of the French lines, and eager hands lifted
up Lt. Louis Dore—hero.

LOUIS survived the war after fighting
with the Free French in Africa. He is
settled now, managing the family shoe
business in Ribeauville. The duel did
something to him, removed old ghosts
that haunted his life. He never forgot
Marianne, but he can live now with his
memory.

Wilhelm von Oberlin did not make out
as well—he had the bad luck to live. A
volunteer team brought him in, but none
of his fellow officers ever spoke to him
again. His leg became badly infected and
had to be amputated. The wound in his
stomach required an emergency opera-
tion that removed part of his gut and one
kidney. He retired to his family estate on
the Rhine and has never been known to
leave since. Crippled, wheelchair-bound
and sick, he looks like an old man.

He, too, has his memories. But so have
the damned in Hell. END



come out of it alive after the expiration
of their contract. This figure of survivors
represents five percent of the total enlist-
ment in the Legion; the statement has
all the earmarks of an exaggeration. Yet
it could correspond with the truth. There
are no statistics to show the movement
of recruits into the Legion or the number
of Legionnaires leaving the Corps.

I have seen thousands of new soldiers
pass through the depot in Sidi-bel-Abbes,
sole entrance and exit of the Corps, but
| have seen few take the way back into
the freedom of the civilian world.

So for all we know the figure of five
percent could be exact. If not, it is prob-
ably pretty near the truth.

W e WANT to establish the fact that an
incredibly large number of Legionnaires
have been killed after they have had the
misfortune of falling into the hands of
hostile Arabs, and that they have died in
a way which would make the hair of any
civilized person rise in horror.

However, this is intended to be history
based on facts and for that reason we will
temporarily lift the curtain of convention
and social taboo in order to be at liberty
to deal with an important segment of the
Legionnaire’s life. Besides, it is exactly
the prevalence of these atrocities which
have led many a commentator and writer
to compare the Foreign Legion with Hell.

It must be kept in mind that the Arab
tribesmen opposing the men of the For-
eign Legion were, and in the majority
still are, primitive, savage people. They
are inspired by a fanatical religious belief
which guides their actions especially in
the war against the Christian non-believer.
The Arabs are unaware of any interna-
tional treaty governing the ethics of war-
fare, nor have they ever heard of the
special treatment and protection to which
prisoners of war are entitled.

In the minds of the Arabs the best ene-
my is a dead enemy and following this
unwritten rule they do not attempt to
make any distinction between an enemy
at liberty and an enemy in captivity. Just
as their method of warfare is primitive
and savage their treatment of the Legion-
naires who have had the misfortune of
falling alive into their hands is cruel and
inhuman. But to the defense of the male
Arabs it has to be said that they are by
far not as fiercely savage and cruel as
their womenfolk.

It is the Arab women’s specialty to tor-
ture and mutilate a captured Legionnaire
as long as he is alive, and it must be
admitted that they possess considerable
skill in this matter—in a bloody and mor-
bid way.

The usual procedure for these females
is to have the prisoner spread-eagled on
the ground after every piece of clothing

“HELL TASTES
LIKE THIS ..
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has been removed. Then, after a few
preliminaries (which usually consist of
pulling off finger and toenails, or the
exposure of the soles to an open fire till
the flesh of the man’s feet is charred) the
Legionnaire is castrated.

All the time good care is taken that
none of the inflicted injuries will cause
the prisoner’s quick death.

The climax of the torture proceedings is
always reached when the victim’s sexual
parts have been cut off. While this opera-
tion of course is immensely painful, it is
not always immediately fatal. Loss of
blood and shock will kill the man, but
there have been cases where such a tor-
tured Legionnaire has lived for several
hours and even days. The Arab women
do nothing to put the mutilated victim
out of his misery. On the contrary, if he
should prove to be more resistant than
they thought they would go to the trouble
to smear honey around the open wounds
in order to attract a maximum number of
flies, ants and other insects. Many bodies
of men have been found which were lit-
erally blackened by crawling swarms of
insects of any possible description.

Against such an enemy the Legionnaire
can only reciprocate in kind. Passages
from several books describe these atroci-
ties and in some cases the Legionnaires’
reprisal. These descriptions are not the
brain-children of sensation-seeking writ-
ers; they are the truth, and good care has
been taken by this author to select only
those which are free from any exaggera-
tion.

Loehndorff’s Hell in the Foreign Legion
describes a type of incident which has
happened time and again, especially dur-
ing the Moroccan campaign.

“Every night now,” writes Loehndorff,
“the sentries are attacked. So far seven-
teen men have been shot down. At the
change of sentry they are found naked and
horribly disfigured. And in the grey light
of morning their severed heads and sexual
organs come flying over our rifle-stacks.”

IN ANOTHER passage Loehndorff re-
ports that the Moroccans had taken thirty
prisoners. However, before they could
start to torture them the Legion attacked
the Arabs’ hide-out and drove them away.
Before fleeing, however, the Mussulmans
took time out to cut off the heads of every
one of their prisoners.

Waterhouse reports on six Legion de-
serters who fell into enemy hands. “In a
particularly deserted patch,” he reports,
“we came across the dead bodies of six
members of the Foreign Legion. The
bodies had not yet been decomposed, and
they could be recognized as the bodies of
six of the men, who had deserted from
Sellat. On closer inspection, it was found
that their fingernails had been tom off,

and it was obvious that they had been
done to death in a most brutal way.”

Here, Waterhouse refers to the fact that
the six men had been castrated but he
does not see fit to say so openly in his
book. However, he admits the fact by
implication in a later passage.

IN ROSEN'S book In the. Foreign Legion
we find a few excellent passages illustrat-
ing the sentiments of the Legionnaires
toward the Arab women. He tells of an
old Legionnaire who “showed me a to-
bacco-pouch, apparently made of fine,
soft leather. ‘This is made of the breast
of an Arab woman,’ he said. ‘It is a very
good pouch. Made it myself. There are
only seven in the whole regiment now’!”

“During the last insurrection of Arabs
in Algeria,” explains Rosen, “in grim war-
fare far in the South, Arabian women had
horribly mutilated the bodies of Legion-
naires and inflicted horrible tortures on
the wounded. The soldiers of the Legion,
maddened, thirsting for revenge, gave
quarter to no Arab woman during those
times. They retaliated in kind. Of the
horrible deeds they committed the dread-
ful tobacco-pouches gave evidence.”

Another incident, implicating the Arab
women, is told by Rosen. He reports
that the corporal of his squad was miss-
ing at the morning roll call. He had ap-
parently taken a walk the previous eve-
ning and had not returned. After a short
search he was found.

“He was dead,” writes Rosen. “But
even in death | could see the frightful
agony in his wide open eyes. Both legs
were broken and bent backwards. The
lower part of his body was slashed to
pieces, but none of the wounds were
deadly. They must have tormented him
for hours. From that time we made no
difference between men and women in
fighting, but shot down everyone. How
did we know that it had really been wom-
en who had tortured the corporal? The
dead man clutched a piece of glass brace-
let in his hand, which he must have tom
off the arm of his tormentor in the strug-
gle. Such bangles are only worn by the
Bedouin women. That is the reason why
the Legionnaire has come to look upon the
Arab woman as the incarnation of the
Devill”

This writer can confirm an almost simi-
lar incident which took place during his
time in the Legion. A Legionnaire did
not return for the evening roll call. A
search was instituted and his body was
found at a creek not far from the encamp-
ment. It was a spot where the men used
to wash their clothes and where, during
the day, the Arab women of a nearby
village fetched their water. It was never
clear whether the man went to the creek
just in order to have some fresh air or
to have a rendezvous with an Arabian
belle. It could have been the latter be-
cause under his tunic was hidden a loaf
of bread, valuable commodity during the
time of World War Il. Maybe this was
the price a woman had asked for her
favors. Anyway, it apparently never came
to any intimacy as the presence of the
bread under his tunic did indicate. The
tunic, incidentally, was the only piece of
clothing left on his body. His trousers
were gone and he lay there in a pool of



blood, his testicles severed and lying at a
distance of several feet from his body.
He was still warm, when he was found,
but life must have left him an hour or so
before.

The foregoing terrible incident possesses
all the necessary elements to explain why
the Corps has received the flattering
names of “Legion of Hell” or “Cohort of
the Damned.” If, however, it should not
suffice in the mind of the reader, the fol-
lowing passage from Hell Hounds of
France by Ex-Legionnaire 1348 will pro-
vide supplementary reasons.

“The whole camp was aroused,” he
writes. “A full column was to march out
immediately, with orders to advance on
Rashaya and keep a lookout for a band
of rebels that had cut up a detachment of
a hundred men and twenty-six officers.

“We never found those rebels, but we
came upon the mutilated bodies of the
officers and men of that detachment. They
were laid out, over a hundred of them,
in the most bestial fashion, for our spe-
cial benefit. The Fifth Squadron, heading
the column, found them in a narrow gully
in the mountain passes, the most filthy
sight imaginable, every vestige of cloth-
ing and equipment gone, their naked, sun-
scorched bodies hacked and slashed, some
of them grotesquely veiled, and in such
a manner as to leave no doubt regarding
the brand of females who had assisted in
the fiendish pastime.”

A GROUP of men, among them Ex-Le-
gionnaire 1384, were searching for a com-
rade who had been dragged into a build-
ing by several Arabs under the cover of
night. “In a room at the back of the
building,” he writes, “we came upon the
poor devil, Delius. But, God! What a
sight he was! The women who had done
this thing were caught in the very act,
dripping knives in their hands. There
were three of them, crouching by the
wall, veiled women in voluminous black
clothing. . . .

“We stared at that ghastly naked thing
that had been their plaything, stretched
out across the middle of the floor, spread-
eagled, feet, hands and neck secured to
the floor boards. The face of Delius was
no longer a face, but a bestial, shocking,
nauseating trayesty of a face; for these
women had been up to their old tricks.

“When the enormity of this horrible
thing that had been done to our comrade
impressed itself upon us, we turned sud-
denly mad. A dozen pairs of hands fell
upon these women, tearing away the veils
and clothing too. . . .

“Delius was still breathing as we loos-
ened the thongs that bound him to the
floor, still warm as we re-adjusted him in
the semblance of a man. While we at-
tended to him, others searched the build-
ing, and presently returned with two more
women. Now they were five. Lined up
against the wall, they stared at us, their
unveiled feature's working with terror.
One by one they were divested of clothing
and slung up to the beams of the ceiling,
feet first; and no army could have stopped
those enraged soldiers, fiendishly exulting
in the punishment of the women, for this
lascivious mutilation of a comrade, ac-
cording to the dictates of their insane
impulses and fancies. . . . The screams of

those women filled the night, or rather the
early dawn, renting the air in terrific
crescendo . . . piercing enough to awaken
even the dead Delius.”

HAPPENINGS of this type have been
exploited by scores of, novelists in their
books about the Foreign Legion in order
to enhance the appeal of their work.
Nevertheless, they are not a product of
fantasy. They are true in every respect.
Colonel Maire, for example, who has writ-
ten an unpretentious book, a matter-of-
fact account of his time in the Corps,
time and again reports similar cases.

“At the end of several hours march,”
he writes, “we arrived at a small deserted
hollow. Two bodies lay there on a bed of
broken stones which served them as a
catafalque.

“The unfortunates! Their bodies had
been pierced by several dozen knives and
their heads—mouths open and distorted,
their eyes wide open as if they had wit-
nessed the last spasms of that ignoble
scene—lay at a distance of several feet.

“But this was not all. Their abdomens
cut open, the intestines had been torn out.

And then, the Arab women, veritable
furies, had intervened. . ..
“The two martyrs, terribly injured,

were bathed in a red pool which the earth
had not wanted to absorb. Between their
legs—spread far apart—swarms of green
flies buzzed excitedly round a scarlet abyss
of tom flesh. They had no sex any more.”

The veracity of Colonel Maire’s book
has been established beyond any possible
doubt and his description of these atro-
cious happenings can be accepted as the
truth, “incidents of this type,” he con-
cludes, “were quite frequent.”

At the beginning we referred to a writ-
er’s claim that only five percent of the
volunteers for the Legion manage to come
out of it alive. Let’s admit that this
figure is too arbitrary and let’s assume
that 20, 30 or even 40 percent reach the
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end of their respective service alive. Some
of the others have remained somewhere
in the boiling sands of the desert; some
are buried in a shallow grave; some were
devoured by vultures and hyenas; some
were mutilated into a grotesque semblance
of a human being by sadistic natives.

By the law of averages many of those
who remained were certainly quite decent
chaps, men who had joined the Corps only
in order to forget, or to escape the con-
sequences of a minor mistake, liable to be
made by anyone at some time of life.

Did they actually find an opportunity
to readjust their lives, to atone for their
actual or imagined offense against society
so that one day they would be able to
return and to look everybody straight in
the face again? That some found what
they wanted there is no doubt; but their
number was small. As for the rest—the
following little scene from Armstrong’s
Legion of Hell is full of significance;

“We were issued with 100 rounds of
ball ammunition, and, when that had been
distributed and stowed in our pouches, a
Marechal de Logis came round and sol-
emnly handed us one extra round each.
Of course, the query immediately arose;
‘What is this one for?’ ‘For you!” was the
grim reply. ‘If, at any time, you find
yourself in danger of being captured by
the Rifs, do not fail to use it! You will
be sorry if you don’t!””

N o—THEY didn't find what they came
to look for. Instead the% found death
and misery in a form they had never been
able to imagine even in their hours of
deepest depression.

This is the adventure and the glory of
the Foreign Legion! “Do not fail to use
this extra round of ammunition! You will
be sorry if you don’t!” This is a foretaste
of Hell of such dire characteristics that
purgatory proper, not unlike a giant “Fata
Morgana,” could lure the Legionnaire as
a pleasant and enticing change. END

6We’re playing golf, Mr. Dutton—can’t you ever forget the office?”
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Eddie had the dime, he, in turn, acted as
host.

With such a background it is hard for a
man to hunt for and produce evidence he
is sure will send a one-time pal to the
gallows. But that’s what duty demanded
of Gordon Holmes.

The incident had its beginnings quite a
while before. Gordon Holmes was aware
of much of the start of it, but he had no
idea it would lead to tragedy.

H olmes knew, for instance, the girl
Eddie Grammer married—Dot Schmidt.
Dot was the daughter of an electrician
and also lived in Baltimore County. She
was an exceedingly handsome young
woman. At the time of their marriage, in
1940, Dot was twenty and Eddie only a
couple of years older.

Dot was 5'2", dark and slender. Eddie
was light-haired, had a fair complexion,
was exactly a foot taller than Dot, and
was inclined to be moderately heavy. Fol-
lowing graduation from high school, Dot
had not worked, but Eddie had found a
job immediately. Both came from fami-
lies with five children. Both were the
products of “average” American homes.

In his job and socially, Eddie gave
early promise of being quite certain to
succeed. In Baltimore, he was taken on as
an office boy by the Potash Company of
America. But he didnt stay an office boy
for too long. One reason for his several
promotions was his thoroughgoing like-
ableness. He had a good smile, a pleasant,
word for everybody, and when it came to
women he was Mister Politeness himself.

In business, Eddie’s special talents
turned to freight handling and traffic
management. The Potash Company rec-
ognized his ability, and shortly before
Pearl Harbor they transferred him to
New York City, to assist their represen-
tatives there. By now, Eddie and Dot had
had the first of the three daughters who
would be bom to them, and soon after
settling in New York, to accommodate
their expanding family, they rented a
fairly large, but moderate-priced apart-
ment far uptown in the Bronx.

During the war, Eddie did his bit by
Selective Service. The Army sized him up
and figured they had a far from usual
draftee. In consequence, they made him a
Counter Intelligence Corps special agent,
and he served in this capacity, in the
Philippines and in Japan, until about a
year after hostilities had ceased.

In 1946, when no less a person than
Dwight D. Eisenhower performed a tour
of inspection of the Philippines, Eddie
was entrusted with membership in the
squad which guarded the future Presi-
dent’s safety. Later, Eisenhower went to
the pains of writing Eddie a note on “the
splendid coverage given me by you and
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your detachment,” and at the same time
he sent a letter to Eddie’s wife which in-
cluded these words: “During my recent
visit to Manila, | saw your husband prac-
tically every day. ... He was one of the
special agents assigned to cover my visit.
While he misses you and the children very
much, he is well and doing a splendid job.”

Dottie Grammer must have been
pleased by so complimentary a letter
about her husband from a person of
Eisenhower’s high rank. Also, if Detective
Sergeant Gordon Holmes, of the Balti-
more County Police, heard of the letter,
he, too, was in all probability pleased. Not
only was Eddie Grammer doing a good
job, but he was doing, in a sense, the same
sort of job as was his old friend Holmes—
investigative work. Had the two got to-
gether at this juncture they would have
doubtlessly enjoyed talking shop. But as
matters turned out, their next encounter
of any importance was not enjoyable.

That important encounter did not take
place for approximately six years. Mean-
while, Eddie Grammer returned from the
Army to his wife, to his children, and to
his job in the New York office of the Pot-
ash Company of America. From the
standpoint of age and experience, his ab-
sence had added to his maturity, but that
does not mean he had matured psycho-
logically. On the contrary, the available
evidence points to a recession of psycho-
logical maturity. Eddie Grammer’s drive
of ambition had increased, but his attrib-
utes of personality designed to serve as a
governor on that drive had not developed
proportionately.

In time, Eddie became dissatisfied with
his job and began circulating resumes of
his employment history in which he asked
for a salary twice as large as the Potash
Company was paying him; he wanted
$12,000 a year. At this figure, there were
no bidders, but in November, 1950, he ob-
tained an $8,000-a-year job as New York
office manager for the Climax Molybde-
num Company, a mining concern whose
principal mines are in Climax, Colorado.

In the view of a lot of Eddie’s business
associates, but especially in the view of
many Baltimore County people with
whom he had grown up, he was a shining
success. Eddie had risen from the ranks
of high school graduates to a plateau, in-
come-wise, which many men fail to
achieve after securing a college degree.

Eddie’s pride in his business accom-
plishments, however, could hardly have
extended into his married life on any-
where near so high a level. By 1950, the
early rpsy glow of his romance with Dot
was long since over and they had settled
down into the humdrum sort of existence
that is often the lot of a couple with three
small children, dishes in the sink, soiled
laundry in the hamper, noses to wipe,

spilled milk to mop up—and with but few
outside interests they cared to share.

This is not to say that Dot was not a
good, loving mother, for she was. Nor is
it to say that she was never a competent
housekeeper, for she could be when she
tried. In fact, neighbors speak of the ex-
cellent meals she could prepare from fresh
ingredients when she put enthusiasm into
her cooking, but they also remark that
she was too apt to use the can opener.
It is significant that Eddie rarely break-
fasted at home; he was more often to be
found gulping down a cup of morning
coffee at a drugstore counter.

Dot and Eddie never argued, never
fought. A neighbor who lived in an apart-
ment next to them for ten years says:
“l never heard them raise their voices.”
Had they argued, perhaps they would
have found release for pent-up emotions.

Dot talked a lot, but mostly of incon-
sequentials. She was especially fond of
relating trivial anecdotes concerning her
relatives back in Maryland. Her other
favorite subject was Eddie’s business suc-
cess, and about that she went on endlessly
to the few guests they entertained.

If Dot’s talk about her relatives bored
Eddie, it is doubtful if he reacted sim-
ilarly to her recitation of his personal
triumphs, for that was not his nature.
He gloried in being thought of as a man
who was in every way—morally, phys-
ically and commercially—head and shoul-
ders above the common herd. Perhaps
if he had not suffered from this rigid
conceit, he would have been able to bend
and confess himself only a fallible hu-
man, like the rest of us, when there came
the time of his great crisis and the dis-
astrous measures he took to resolve it.

At home, Eddie said very little, and
in spite of all Dot’s chatter about his
work, she knew practically nothing of it
—possibly not even how much of a sal-
ary he earned. He paid the household
bills, kept the checkbook, gave her no
regular allowance, and when she wanted
money she had to ask for it.

A NEIGHBOR says of him: “Eddie
Grammer was the sort of father who
would walk a crying baby all night—and
act like he was enjoying it.” Also, Eddie
was invariably polite with his wife, and no
occasion worthy of a gift or a greeting
card arose that he didn’t remember her.
He never interrupted her incessant talk.
He held her wraps for her when they
were out together, and insisted that she
precede him through doors.

The fact was, however, that they were
very rarely out together except at church
and a few times a year at dinners held
by various business organizations to
which Eddie belonged. The Grammers
were Methodists and soon after coming
to New York they joined the Westches-
ter Methodist Church, not far from their
apartment. Dot interested herself vig-
orously in several phases of church ac-
tivity, but Eddie was content merely to
attend services now and then and to act
as an usher when he was called upon.

After the tragedy which enveloped
them both, their minister spoke well of
them. “Their home,” he said, “was one

(Continued on page 48)



Picture yourself
going places

You’ve done it often. Call it day-dreaming
if you like, but you’ve seen yourself in a
bigger job —giving orders and making de-
cisions —driving off in a smart new car —
buying your family a fine home.

There’s nothing wrong with dreams. But
how about making them come true? You
can do it, if you’re willing to tryl

Look around you. The men who are going
places are the trained men. They've learned

special skills that bring them better jobs
and higher pay. It’s the men without training
whose dreams never come true.

What are you going to do about it? Just
wait and wish? If you really want to succeed,
you can get the training you need by study-
ing at home in your spare time. International
Correspondence Schools offer you a course
in just about any field you choose, giving
you the practical plus the bedrock facts and

theory. No skimming or skimping! And
you’ll be earning while you learn. Students
report better jobs and more pay within a
few months.

Look over the list of subjects in the cou-
pon below. Pick out the one that interests
you most —the one that holds the greatest
future for you. Then mark the coupon, and
mail it today. Find out what I. C. S. can do
for you. It costs only a stamp or postcard,
but it’s the first step if you want to go places!

1. Thirty-six page pocket-sixe guide to advancement, “How
E m Succeed.” 2. Big catalog on career that interests yeu.
ree sample lesson (Math).

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

| SMARTEST THING HE EVER DID

m "| noticed that the trained men held the
better Jobs. That’s when | decided to take
an I. C. S. course. Enrolling with I. C. S.
was one of the smartest things | ever did.

m The position as Plant Engineer | hold

(today is largely due to the 'know-how'
derived from my I. C. S. texts. I. C. S.

| can help any man who will study.”

[ ] L. P. 8.. Elkhart. Ind.

For Real Job Security—Get an I. C. S. Diploma! HomeVtudyCouncil

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

(Partial list of 257 courses)

BOX 54658)J, SCRANTON 9, PENNA.
Without cost or obligation, send me “HOW to SUCCEED™ and the opportunity booklet about the field BEFORE which | have marked X (plus sample lesson):
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o Bu!ld!ng C°'?"a°t°f O Business Management o Structu_ral Englneerln_g O Supervision g D!esel Electrician N

O Building Estimator O Cost Accounting O Surveying and Mapping O Diesel Engr. and Fireman

O Carpentry and Millwork O Creative Salesmanship MECHANICAL O Diesel Locomotive

o Carpenter Foreman O Managing a Small Business DRAFTING apd SHQP

O Heating O Professional Secretary D Aircraft Drafting __ D Diesel Engines STEAM and

O Interior Decoration O Public Accounting O Architectural Drafting O Gas-Elec. Welding DIESEL POWER

O Painting Contractor O Purchasing Agent O Drafting Machine Design O Industrial Engineering O Combustion Engineering
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of simple refinement. In all my expe-
rience, | had only the highest regard for
Mr. and Mrs. Grammer in their relation-
ship one to the other and to their chil-
dren.” The minister, however, could not
have known of the violent undercurrents
of emotion that were pulling at Eddie.

These undercurrents stemmed, it would
seem, at least in part, from frustration.
Eddie probably had a strong sexual drive,
and there is some evidence to support the
theory that Dot, a woman of great mo-
rality, was restrained. Again, Eddie ar-
rived at the conclusion that he needed
the company of a woman with whom, in
the world of politics, industry and gen-
eral affairs, he could communicate.

Even to his closest friends, he was
rarely critical of Dot, and yet, on one
occasion he questioned that she was the
ultimate in wifehood for a man who as-
pired to go far in Big Business, and once,
while not sober, he spoke of the home
Dot made for him as “where |1 get my
laundry and eat—that’s all.”

A woman friend of Dot's has said that
Dot “never talked about sex” and that
she didn’t think Dot was “too much in-
terested in things like that.”

Whether or not any of the foregoing
is significant, the following two incidents
may be. Both took place during the in-
frequent visits Eddie and Dot made to
nightclubs together, in the latter stages
of their marriage.

On the one visit, they were accom-
panied by a young couple who had just
married. In the floor show put on by the
club, scantily dressed chorus girls per-
formed a daring routine. Both men looked
on with obvious appreciation, and Dot
got huffy.

Dot invited the young bride to accom-
pany her to the ladies’ room, and when
they got there gave her a wifely warning:
“If you take my advice, you’ll put a stop
to that sort of thing with your husband
right now. Let him know you won't stand
for it. Believe me, I'm going to say a
few words to Eddie when we get home.”

W hat DOT may or may not have said
to Eddie is lost to history, but this is
what happened during a nightclub visit
some months afterward when Dot and
Eddie were with a different couple. A
striptease dancer performed. Once more,
Eddie was appreciative, Dot disapprov-
ing. He dismissed her disapproval with
a shrug and then remarked to the other
couple jestingly: “Dot would never take
everything off. For one thing, she'd keep
her glasses on.”

Dot flared: “If you want a girl like
that striptease dancer, you can have her,
but I would never give you a divorce for
another woman!”

Conceivably, Eddie took the latter por-
tion of her remark with cold seriousness:
she would not give him a divorce for
another woman. In any event, it was the
only time anyone acquainted with both
Dot and Eddie ever heard either of them
openly pass the slightest comment that
there was any schism between them.

However Dot may have felt about Ed-
die watching, in her presence, the con-
tortions of semi-nude girls, she gave him

freedom to do so on those many, many
nights—and days, too—when she wasn’t
with him.

To all accounts, Dot, for many years,
had no right to suspect her husband of
adultery. True, he was often gone from
her after usual business hours, but his
business necessitated late associations. As
office manager for Climax Molybdenum,
he was called upon to entertain visiting
firemen and show them around New York.
This he did, at company expense.

He became a member of the Diners
Club, had charge accounts in all of the
better restaurants, and formulated a con-
siderable interest in nightlife. Frequently,
he failed to get home until 2 or 3 o’clock
in the morning, but Dot was never criti-
cal or questioning.

The fact is that until the fall of 1951
Dot had no reason to be questioning, if
jealousy over another woman was in her
mind. Eddie's reputation was that of a
completely faithful husband.

Beyond his exploits as a host for Cli-
max. Eddie had other nightlife activities.
As a freight traffic man, he had been a
member, since first coming to New York,
of several traffic organizations. In each,
there was a group devoted to bowling,
and Eddie, a more than competent howl-
er, bowled with them all—as often as
three nights a week. Almost invariably,
his bowling activities were accompanied
by a certain amount of drinking, but not
until 1951 was it suspected that he was
in the least bit a heavy drinker. For a
long time, he was a beer man, and now
and then he indulged in a moderate-priced
hooker of rye. In time, however, he
switched from rye to expensive Scotches.

He got so, in fact, that he grabbed a
check on every occasion. At the same
time, he began buying himself more ex-
pensive clothes and having his nails done
by a manicurist. In short, he began think-
ing of himself as a pretty special fellow.

On election eve, in November, 1951,
Eddie, along with a number of his traffic-
association friends, visited a bowling alley
on Lexington Avenue. In the course of
their evening’s entertainment, Eddie en-
countered a 28-year-old girl named Ma-
thilda Mizibrocky. She was a member of
the United Nations Secretariat. As such,
she had been in Korea, and had been
evacuated from there. She was a smart,
knowing girl. She was of Polish ancestry,
a Catholic, and her family was presently
in Canada. She was a slender, likable girl
of more than ordinary appeal.

Eddie’s meeting with the girl was not
something that she invoked. He was the
aggressor, but his aggression was acci-
dental. There was some mishap about the
bowling pins, and in a sense, he “stum-
bled" across her. Afterward, they had a
drink together, the next day lunch to-
gether, and following that they were see-
ing one another frequently. Eddie was
enormously attracted by the girl he even-
tually came to call Tillie.

Eddie was less than candid with the
girl. She was avowedly single, but he did
not tell her that he was married. He gave
her his office address and phone number,
but not of his home.

In time, Eddie and Tillie became lov-
ers. She lived in a suburb of New York,
in an apartment she shared with another

girl, and on those occasions when the
other girl was off visiting her parents
Eddie spent the night there.

Eddie's absences from home were ex-
plained as many men have explained such
absences: He was away on business.
Soon, his affair with Tillie became a tor-
rid one, and in her mind the prospect of
marriage loomed. Later on, Tillie was
to testify: “lI asked if he would like a
June wedding. He said hed make it
November.”

In December, 1951, a coincidental and
tragic happening took place in Maryland
which facilitated Eddie’s ease in getting
away from his wife. Dot father fell ill
of cancer and she felt she had to go and
help her mother in caring for him. This
left Eddie free to roam.

CURIOUSLY, none of Eddie’s friends
knew of his extramarital relationship. In
spite of his great capacity for conversation
at convivial gatherings, he was noncom-
municative privately. This, really, is his
tragedy. Had he had the ability to go to
some friend and say, “l am in trouble,”
surely the friend would have given him
such sympathy as to dissuade him from
the mad course he eventually pursued.

And there is a further tragedy. Eddie
was so shot full of pride that he found it
impossible to admit to anyone that he
was faced with a situation he couldn’t
handle alone. Pride and vanity.

Eddie’s affair with Tillie continued
apace, and at an ever-accelerating pace.
In May, of 1952, Dot was again in Mary-
land, and on the seventh of that month
she had a birthday. Surprisingly, Eddie
gave her a present that was enormously
costly. With financing and insurance it
came to a bit more than $4,000. It was
a fluid-drive Chrysler sedan. And it had
this feature: It could be put in gear with
the motor running and the emergency
brake on—and the engine would not stall.
Also, it had a foot-pedal accelerator
which worked on a fulcrum basis. In
other words, if you teetered up the lower
end of the pedal it would depress the for-
ward end and make the engine roar.

Who knows whether Eddie, at this
point, had in mind using this handsome
vehicle as a weapon of death or whether
he meant it simply as a handsome pres-
ent? In any event. Dot received it joy-
fully. And once more in the eyes of the
people who knew Eddie, especially in
Baltimore County, he was looked upon
as a man of particular generosity.

Shortly after Dot’s birthday—and the
receipt of her present—her father died.
Eddie responded to the funeral summons
with alacrity and full blast. He accom-
panied the body to Allentown, Pennsyl-
vania. then returned to assist in the
handling of family affairs in Maryland.

However, the affairs in which he was
primarily interested were in the singular
rather than the plural. One affair. His
affair with Tillie.

Dot decided to remain with her mother
for awhile, to comfort her. The summer
came on. There were vacations. Tillie’s
started in latter July and she planned to
spend it with her family in Canada. Sit
multaneously, Eddie's firm came to the

(Continued on page 50)
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conclusion that he should see more of
their workings and visit their mines in
Colorado. Eddie and Tillie left New York
together and for a few days put up at
the Edgewater Beach Hotel, in Chicago.

When they parted there, Tillie to con-
tinue on to Canada, and Eddie to Colo-
rado, it was the last time they were to
see one another while Eddie was a free
man. Later, Tillie said: “We both real-
ized it wasn’t right but our deep love for
each other made it seem right.”

W hat Tillie was referring to was that
she and Eddie were not married; she still
had no realization that he was married.

After the Chicago interlude, Tillie con-
tinued on to Canada to spend the rest
of her vacation. She was deeply troubled
over her relationship with Eddie for a
reason other than has been expressed. She
was Catholic and he was Protestant. They
had discussed this problem and Eddie had
voiced some hesitancy about changing his
religion to meet her immutable view that
she would never change hers. In the light
of subsequent events, it stands almost
glaringly apparent why he said what he
said. It was a tactic of delay. He was
holding off as long as he could to keep
from having to destroy his marriage.

After Chicago, Eddie went on to Colo-
rado. There had been, however, a hiatus
of several days in which Dot was un-
able to reach him, and unable, too, to
understand why she couldnt. Nor, for
that matter, could his office reach him.
He had been shacked up in a hotel in
Chicago with Tillie. Eventually, when
Dot got through to him in Colorado, he
made lame excuses and told her that he
was flying East soon.

This he did in mid-August. Dot met
him at the Baltimore airport and took
him home to her mother’s house in Balti-
more County. In the ensuing several days,
there were various comings and goings
in the house, during which Dot's mother
left to visit a son in Michigan. The up-
shot of these comings and goings was
that Eddie and Dot, with their children,
were left alone in the house—alone, un-
less it could be considered that the new
Chrysler was company for them.

Finally, Eddie’s business required that
he return to his office in New York. On
the night of August 19, he and Dot set
out from her mother’s house to drive to
the Pennsylvania Railroad station in
Baltimore, so that he might catch an
11:28 train for New York. This train
would put him in New York at around
3 in the morning. By subway and bus, he
would then be able to reach his apart-
ment in uptown New York by 4 o’clock,
and surely by that time Dot should have
been long since in bed.

At a half hour after midnight, how-
ever, an incident occurred in Baltimore
County irrevocably to prove that Dot
was not home in bed. It involved a car
hurtling down Taylor Avenue hill—a
steep thoroughfare which ended at much-
travelled Belair Road.

The careening car was observed with
great consternation by two Baltimore
County policemen, who saw it strike a
telephone pole and turn over on its right

side. They rushed to it and found in it
a woman who was a little later pro-
nounced dead by a medical examiner.

Later still, the medical examiner de-
termined the woman had died as a result
of a severe injury to her head. From pa-
pers in her pocketbook she was identified
as Dot Grammer.

Before dawn, efforts were made to
reach Dot’s husband, Eddie, in New York,
but without success. His phone didnt
answer. At 7, however, he did answer.
He sounded shocked and grief-stricken to
hear that his wife was dead.

The wrecked car was examined with
extraordinary interest by Baltimore Coun-
ty detectives—including Sergeant Gordon
Holmes. Sergeant Holmes noted that
there was a great amount of blood on the
left side of the front seat, but very little
on the right side, where, if Dot had been
killed as a result of the accident, most
of the blood should have been.

A circumstance of greater curiosity,
however, cropped up when Holmes took
a look at the car’s accelerator pedal. Un-
derneath its downmost end a small stone
was lodged—but a pebble of sufficient
size to cause the pedal to press forward
and accelerate the motor.

Holmes figured that this could be mur-
der. Someone, conceivably, could have
bludgeoned Dot as she sat in her car at
the top of Taylor Avenue and then sent
it skyrocketing down the hill with the
idea of simulating an accident.

Shortly, Holmes was convinced that
murder had been done. And the convic-
tion that came to him destroyed him
emotionally. His old friend, Eddie Gram-
mer, he was convinced, had killed Dot.
This was the friend with whom he had
played baseball, with whom he had gone
fishing as a kid, and for whom, until
now, he had the utmost respect.

Suffering the terrible distress of this
knowledge, it fell to Gordon Holmes to
interrogate Eddie Grammer following his
return to Baltimore County to attend his
wife’s funeral. Holmes found Grammer
in a state of shock supposedly induced

by grief. The shock, it developed, was
the result of the liquor he had partaken
after being apprised of Dot’s “accident.”
A New York business associate remem-
bers that Eddie phoned him as soon as
he was notified of his wife’s death. This
businessman rushed up immediately to
Eddie’s apartment and flew with him to
Baltimore. In the apartment and during
the course of the flight, Eddie drank al-
most a full bottle of liquor.

Naturally, Holmes, as does any good
detective, looked for a motive behind the
crime. A possible one was found in the
discovery that Eddie had been having an
affair with Mathilda Mizibrocky and had
been making overtures of marriage to her.
In his mail at his office, there were let-
ters from the sadly deluded girl saying
she was hoping to rejoin him in New
York in the very near future.

This reunion never took place, unless
it could be said that a man on trial for
his life and a woman produced as a prose-
cution witness, in a courtroom scene, are
thus reunited.

Prior to the courtroom event, however,
a dramatic incident occurred at the head-
quarters of the Baltimore County police.
Eddie, who had been taken into custody,
was surrounded by a group of question-
ers who interrogated him relentlessly. A
district attorney suddenly asked him
something that hadn’t been asked before:
“Mr. Grammer, are you ready to tell us
why you killed your wife?”

“1 didn’t kill my wife,” Eddie said.

“Will you tell us, then, your recollec-
tion of your last conversation with her?”

Eddie looked out the window. “Cer-
tainly,” he answered, “but I'll need some
time to think about it.”

“Take as much time as you like,” the
district attorney suggested.

A TERRIBLE stillness fell over the
room, interrupted only by the same ques-
tion repeated by the district attorney at
fifteen-minute intervals: “Mr. Grammer,
are you ready to answer?”

The weather was hot, but not hot
enough to give warrant for the sweat that
rivuleted at his brow. One hour and fif-
teen minutes passed. The district attor-
ney put the question for the sixth time:
“Mr. Grammer, will you tell us what were
your last words to your wife?”

Eddie was done for. He said he would
answer if everyone was excluded from
the room except his old friend, Sergeant
Holmes, and another officer. Then he
spilled his guts.

It was true. There was another woman.
He had killed Dot. He hated himself for
having done it, but he had done it. And
that was that.

At his own request, Eddie was tried
without a jury. The judge sitting on the
case had no leeway; all he could do was
to sentence Eddie to death. This meant
death by hanging.

Eddie went to his death on the morn-
ing of June 11, 1954. The steps leading
up the scaffold were built of timber
made from his vanity and his conceit.
The platform on which he stood was con-
structed of his inadequacy to cope with
an extramarital love affair. And lastly,
the trap through which he dropped was
a four-foot-square hole of pride. END
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himself with no feminine companionship.
He was working as a lowly ditch digger in
the village of Dryden, New York.

Then he got a break. The principal of
the Dryden Seminary for Young Ladies
slipped into his ditch while crossing the
street. On scrambling out the principal
cried: “Fie, fie upon it!”

Leaning on his shovel, Ed Rulloff smiled
and offered a correction. “If you are quot-
ing from Shakespeare’s ‘Troilus and Cres-
sida,”” he said, “then you are wrong. The
line, Act Four, Scene Five, is not ‘Fie, fie
upon it,” but ‘Fie, fie upon her.””

The seminary principal, a Mr. Jenkins,
brushed himself off and regarded his
roughly dressed, but obvious learned chal-
lenger with amazement. “Young man,” he
wanted to know, “if you are so familiar
with Shakespeare, why are you working
as a common laborer?”

RULLOFF gave an explanation. He had
been educated in Europe, he declared, and
while he had for long hoped to join the
faculty of some American institution of
learning, he had been rejected because he
could not supply a diploma acceptable on
this side of the Atlantic. That was a lie.
Rulloff was a self-educated man. What he
knew he had gleaned entirely from read-
ing—especially during the many months
he had spent in various Canadian jails.

Mr. Jenkins, however, was impressed,
and he invited the scholarly ditch digger
tdlhis seminary for an interview. Rulloff
acquitted himself admirably. He con-
vinced Jenkins that he was of high moral
character and perfectly capable of teach-
ing the seminary girls almost anything,
including botany, biology, chemistry, Eng-
lish Literature, Greek, Latin, French.

The one subject he failed to mention—
and in which he was amply versed—was
physiology. Rulloff had a more-than-sci-
entific interest in the female body,

Jenkins employed him as an instructor
and the doing, which required Rulloff to
live in close proximity to several-score
young beauties, was tantamount to letting
a cockerel loose in a barnyard of pullets.

The girls adored Professor Rulloff, al-
though not necessarily for his physical
attributes. He was short, squat and heavy,
with an inordinately large head, limpid
and innocent blue eyes set wide apart, and
a sparse fringe of brownish beard adorn-
ing his massive chin and jaws.

But if he was not an' Adonis, he \"s
certainly one of the most personable of
men, and his conversational exchanges
with his students were blessed with wit
and grace. A number of the young ladies
fell hard. Rulloff,.in brief, robbed several
of his pupils of their innocence, and would
have continued with others had he not
got serious with one in particular.

This one, Harriet Schutt, was a hand-

DR. ED’S
GIRL-TRAP

continued from page 21

some brunette of eighteen from a well-to-
do family in nearby Ithaca. Harriet threw
herself at Professor Rulloff and was
caught out at first base, a matrimonial
altar. Her parents objected to the match,
but belatedly, for the damage had already
been done; Harriet was pregnant.

Rulloff overcame much of the antipathy
of his inlaws when he proved himself
capable of assuming a higher station in
life than that of a mere seminary instruc-
tor. With his usual ingenuity, he suddenly
produced a certificate (forged, of course)
warranting that he was a doctor of medi-
cine. Under the lax professional standards
of the day his claim was accepted. He and
his bride moved to the hamlet of Lan-
sing, New York—in Tompkins County
and close to the southern tip of Lake
Cayuga—and he began practice as a phy-
sician. His reputation as a doctor grew
and the villagers flocked to his office.

Indeed, his brother-in-law, William
Schutt, began to depend on him for medi-
cal counsel, and when William’s wife,
Mabel, fell ill in Ithaca, Dr. Rulloff was
summoned. He lived in the Schutt home
for over a week. While he was attentive
to Mrs. Schutt, in a professional way, he
was more attentive, in a non-professional
way, to an attractive maid employed by
the family, a girl named Susan.

There came a day when Mrs. Schutt
left her sick room unexpectedly. She
passed the maid’s door and caught the
girl, half naked, in Rulloff’s arms. Mrs.
Schutt discharged Susan on the spot and
shouted at Rulloff: “Harriet will hear
about this as soon as | can write her!”

“Now, Mabel,” Rulloff admonished,
“you know you are supposed to take
things easy. Go back to bed and I'll give
you a sedative.”

Mrs. Schutt swallowed the pill Rulloff
administered, fell asleep, and never
awakened. Dr. Ed attributed her death to
a heart attack and for the time being, it
Was passed off as such. Rulloff returned
home and in April of 1845, his wife gave
birth to a daughter they named Dorothy.

From the very first, Rulloff expressed
displeasure that the child had not been a
boy. He grew restless in his domestic im-
prisonment and hankered after the money
his wife had inherited from her grand-
mother. His medical practice bored him
and he voiced the desire to pursue, with-
out any family or professional encum-
brance, the study of etymology. He had
got the idea that the language of the
American Indian was related to the Egyp-
tian and he wanted opportunity—and the
funds—to do research in this field.

Harriet opposed him on the grounds
that with his booming medical practice it
would be absurd to fly off on some profit-
less tangent. Even so, when Rulloff took
a vacation in June, he went to stay for a

couple of weeks with an Indian tribe
w'hose reservation bordered the shores of
Lake Cayuga. And there, once again,
sex reared its head. Rulloff got mixed up
with an Indian girl, but she refused to
have anything further to do with him
when she discovered he was married.

Rulloff rectified the situation shortly.
He returned home to Lansing and within
a day or two borrowed a horse and wagon
from a neighbor, a farmer named Robin-
son. In addition, Robinson helped him
load upon the wagon a large and heavy
chest reputedly filled with clothing. “Har-
riet has gone to visit her uncle in Mott’s
Corner,” Rulloff declared, “and has taken
little Dorothy with her. I’'m driving over
some of the stuff theyll need.”

This explanation for the absence of
Rulloff’s wife and baby might have suf-
ficed, temporarily, but for the arrival in
Lansing, a few days later, of Harriet’s
brother, the recently bereaved William
Schutt. He happened to run into Robin-
son and was amazed at the story.

“Why, that’s impossible!” Schutt ex-
claimed. “Harriet doesn’t have an uncle
in Mott’s Comers—or anybody else there
she might be visiting!” Harriet’s brother
was doubly alarmed when he learned
Rulloff had cleared out her bank account.

At Schutt’s instigation, a great hue and
cry went up for Dr. Rulloff. He was ap-
prehended at the reins of his borrowed
horse, meandering along the shore of Lake
Cayuga in the direction of the Indian
reservation. The chest was still aboard
the wagon, but empty.

On the assumption that Rulloff had
killed his wife and child and had thrown
their bodies in the lake, Tompkins County
Sheriff Jacob Jarvis obtained a warrant
charging him with Harriet’s murder, and
he was lodged in the Ithaca jail.

Rulloff’s trial came up in January, 1846.
Since, in the interim, no bodies had been
found, he went on trial only for having
abducted his wife and not for murder. He
told a vague story: that Harriet had de-
cided to leave him and had taken little
Dorothy and run off he knew not where.
The jury brought in a verdict of guilty
and Judge Balcolm sentenced him to ten
years in the penitentiary at Auburn, with
the stipulation that he serve his full time.

Rulloff proved a model prisoner. He
took charge of the penitentiary library,
studied assiduously in many fields, and
served as a schoolteacher for his fellow
inmates. But on his release in 1856, he
was rearrested, again on a charge of hav-
ing killed Harriet.

SHERIFF Jarvis had learned that back
in the summer of 1845 a man answering
Rulloff’s description had sold to the
Geneva Medical College, not far from
Lapsing, two human bodies, that of a
dark-haired young woman and a female
infant. The bodies, of course, had been
long since dissected and buried in anony-
mous graves, but Jarvis said they were
those of Harriet Rulloff and her baby.
Rulloff yelled: “Double jeopardy!”
While at Auburn, his studies had included
law and he now contended, with some
legal precedent, that if he had been con-
victed of abducting his wife, he could not

(Continued on page 54)



I am printing my message in a maga-
zine. It may come to the attention of
thousands of eyes. But of all those
thousands, only a few will have the
vision to understand. Many may read;
but of a thousand only you may have
the intuition, the sensitivity, to ‘under-
stand that what | am writing may be
intended for you—may be the tide that
shapes your destiny,, which, taken at
the crest, carries you to levels of inde-
pendence beyond the dreams ofavarice.

Don’t misunderstand me. There is
no mysticism in this. I am not speak-
ing of occult things; of innumerable
laws of nature that will sweep you to
success without effort on your part.
That sort of talk is rubbish! And any-
one who tries to tell you that you can
think your way to riches without effort
is a _false friend. 1 am too much of a
realist for that. And | hope you are.

I hope you are the kind of man—if
%/ou have read this far—who knows
hat anYthlng worthwhile has to be
earned! 1 hope you have learned that
there is no reward without effort. If
you have learned this, then you may be
ready to take the next step in the
development of your karma—you may
be ready to learn and use the secret 1
have to impart.

| Have All The Money | Need

In my own life | have gone beyond the need
of money. | have it. 1 have gone beyond
the need of gain. | have two businesses that
E)ay me an income well above any amount

have need for. And, in addition, | have
the satisfaction—the deep satisfaction—of
knowing that | have put more than three
hundred other men in businesses of their
own. Since | have no need for money, the
greatest satisfaction I get from life, is shar-
inﬂ my secret of personal independence with
others—seeing them achieve the same
heights of happiness that have come into
my own life.

Please don’t misunderstand this state-
ment. | am not a philanthropist. | believe
that charity is something that no proud
man will accept. | have never seen a man
who was worth his salt who would accept
*Posed by Profcealonal Model

I’d like to give this to

my fellow men...
while | am still able to help!

| was youtyg once, as you may be—today
I am older. Not too old to enjoy the fruits
of my work, but older in the sense ofbeing
wiser. And once | was poor, desperately
poor. Today almost any man can stretch
his income to make ends meet. Today,
there are few who hunger for bread and
shelter. But in my youth | knew the pinch
of poverty; the emptiness of hunger; the
cold stare of the creditor who would not
take excuses for money. Today, all that
is past. And behind my city house, my

summer home, my Cadillacs, my Winter-
long vacations and my sense of independ-
ence—behind all the wealth of cash and
deep inner satisfaction that | enjoy—there
is one simple secret. It is this secret that
I would like to impart to you. If you are
satisfied with a humdrum life of service
to another master, turn this page now—
read no more. If you are interested in a
fuller life, free from bosses, free from
worries, free from fears, read further.
This message may be meant for you

By Victor B. Mason

something for nothing. | have never met a
highly successful man whom the world re-
spected who did not sacrifice something to
gain his position. And, unless you are will-
ing to make at least half the effort, I’'m not
interested in giving you a "leg up™ to the
achievement of your goal. Frankly, I'm
going to charge you something for the
secret | give you. Not a lot—but enough to
make me believe that you are a little above
the fellows who merely "wish” for success
and are not willing to sacrifice something
to get it.

A Fascinating and Peculiar
Business

| have a business that is peculiar—one of
my businesses. The unusual thing about it
is thatitis needed in every little community
throughout this country. But it is a busi-
ness that will never be invaded by the "bi
fellows". It has to be handled on a loca
basis. No giant octopus can ever gobble up
the whole thing. No big combine is ever
going to destroy it. It is essentially a *"one
man™ business that can be operated with-
out outside help. It is a business that is
good summer and winter. It is a business
that is growingbeach year. And, it is a busi-
ness that can be started on an investment
so small that it is within the reach of anyone
who has a television set. But it has nothing
to do with television.

This business has another peculiarity. It
can be started at home in spare time. No
risk to present job. No risk to present in-
come. And no need to let anyone else know
you are "on your own'. It can be run as a
spare time business for extra money. Or,
as it grows to the point where it is paying
more than your present salary, it can be
expanded into a full time business—over-
night. It can give you a sense of personal
independence that will free you forever
from the fear of lay-off, loss of job, depres-
sions, Or economic reverses.

Are You Mechanically Inclined?

While the operation of this business is
partly automatic, it won't run itself. If you
are to use it as a stepping stone to inde-
pendence, you must be able to work with
your hands, use such tools as hammer and
screw driver, and enjoy getting into a pair
of blue jeans and rolling np your sleeves.
But two hours a day of manual work will
keep your "*factory” running 24 hours turn-

ing out a product that has a steady and
ready sale in every community. half
dollar spent for raw materials can bring
you six dollars in cash—six times a day.
In this message 1’'m not going to try to
tell you the entire story. There is not
enough space on this page. And, | am not
oing to ask you to spend a penny now to
earn the secret. 1’1l send you all the in-
formation, free. If you are interested in
becoming independent, in becoming your
own boss, in knowing the sweet fruits of
success as | know them, send me your
name. That’s alL Just your name. | won't
ask you for a penny. 1”1l send you all the
information about one of the most fascinat-
ing businesses you can imagine. With these
facts, you will make your own investigation.
You will check up on conditions in your
neighborhood. You will weigh and analyze
the whole proposition. Then, and then only,
if you decide to take the next step, Il
allow you to invest $15.00. And even then,
if you decide that your fifteen dollars has
been badly invested I'll return it to you.
Don't hesitate to send your name. | have no
salesmen. | will merely write you a long let-
ter and send you complete facts about the
business | have found to be so successful.
After that, you make the decisions.

Does Happiness Hang on Your
Decision?

Don't put this off. It may be a coincidence
that you are reading these words right now.
Or, it may be a matter that is more deeply
connected with your destiny than either of
us can say. There is only one thing certain:
If you have read this far you are interested
in the kind of independence | enjoy. And if
that is true, then you must take the next
step. No coupon on this advertisement. If
you don’t think enough of your future hap-
piness and prosperity to write your name
on a postcard and mail it to me, forget the
whole thing. But if you think there is a
destiny that shapes men’s lives, send your
name now. What | send you may convince
you of the truth of this proverb.”And what
1 send you will not cost a penny, now or at
any other time.

VICTOR B. MASON suit. m-iv-m
1512 Jarvis Avenue
CHICAGO 26, ILLINOIS
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be tried for murdering her. The authori-
ties of Tompkins County, however, had
another card to play. They withdrew the
Harriet Rulloff murder indictment and
substituted another for the murder of
little Dorothy Rulloff.

The jury found him guilty and he was
sentenced to hang. Languishing for a
second time in the Ithaca jail, Rulloff
filed an appeal, and wrote the brief him-
self with considerable brilliance.

J ACOB Jarvis was not only the sheriff of
Tompkins County but the jailer. His son,
Albert, 18, acted as his turnkey. Albert
had never had the advantage of a college
education, a fact deplored by his father,
and while the sheriff looked with a jaun-
diced eye at Rulloff in the role of a law-
abiding citizen, he could not help but re-
spect him as a scholar. So Rulloff, while
waiting to die by the rope, gave young
Albert Jarvis lessons in philosophy.

Rulloff's philosophy turned out to be of
the strictly hedonistic sort. He soon con-
vinced Albert that (1) he should supply
him with women and liquor in his cell,
and (2) should facilitate his escape. Rul-
loff got first crack at any Ithaca girls
picked up and brought to the jail on
charges of endangering the public morals.

When the sheriff was away, bacchana-
lian revels ensued, in which Albert him-
self participated. A little tart named
Cynthia, with an ear for poetry, fell hard
for Rulloff, and when he was not on his
cot with her, he charmed her by reciting
from Shelley, Byron and Keats. All told,
Rulloff’s days and nights of incarceration
were not without diversion.

In time, however, excessive frolicking
palled on Rulloff. YVhat if the Court of
Appeals should not see the case his way?
That would mean a grim dawn and a
scaffold with the inevitable thirteen steps
up and none down. Rulloff urged Albert
to hurry up plans for his escape.

The business was arranged for the night
of May 4, 1857. Albert experienced a
convenient slip of memory and failed to
lock either Rulloff's cell or the main jail
gate. He did not forget to leave a saddled
horse in a nearby patch of woods.

Rulloff fled the jail, mounted the horse,
and rode hard for a couple of days until
he had safely crossed the Pennsylvania
line. In the early summer, representing
himself as Professor James Nelson, late
of the University of Paris, he appeared at
Allegheny College, in Meadville, Penn-
sylvania, and sought a faculty job”~from
the Reverend Dr. Barker, the president.
There wasn’t an opening, but Dr. Barker
was so impressed with his qualifications
that he recommended him to a Dr. A. B.
Richmond, a wealthy collector of conch
shells in Meadville, who took him on as
curator of his museum.

As a conchologist, Rulloff was wholly
satisfactory; he could distinguish at a
glance between a taenioglossa and a platy-
poda of the family tectibranchia, although
even to some experts the distinction was
difficult. Again, he could distinguish from
among the Meadville girls those who
‘would indulge in his less scholarly inter-
ests. In a few months he had one of
them, a lass named Betty Pryor, in trou-

ble. To remedy the situation, he promised
to marry Betty and it is possible that he
might have done so had not other com-
plications entered the picture.

These involved a series of nighttime
burglaries which had troubled the Mead-
ville authorities for some weeks. First a
jewelry store had been broken into, then
a pawnbroker’s, and finally a bank. The
eminently respectable Professor Nelson
was suspected only after the bank job,
for he had inadvertently left behind there,
near the jimmied safe, a sheaf of papers
relating to conchology. With the police
breathing down his neck he shook from
his heels the dust of Meadville, or rather
the snow—for by now it was January,
1858—and left poor Betty to find her
own salvation.

Later in the month, the fugitive Rulloff
—calling himself John Calkins—stumbled
into Jamestown, New York, near the
Ohio line. The temperature w'as twenty
below zero and Rulloffs left foot was
severely frostbitten. His story was that
he had got lost from a hunting party. He
took a suite in the Jamestown Hotel and
asked that a doctor be sent to him.

For the time being, however, a doctor
could not be found. Rulloff prescribed
for himself, to no avail; his big toe had
become gangrenous. He ordered from a
pharmacy a bone saw and a scalpel.

When the pharmacist arrived with the
instruments, he found Rulloff, with his
foot in a tub, swigging down a pint of
whiskey for w'ant of a better anesthetic.

“Great God, Mr. Calkins,” the pharma-
cist demanded, “what are you doing?”

“Amputating my big toe,” replied Rul-
loff complacently, and without wincing
he proceeded to perform the operation.

As a result of his singular feat, Rulloff
was the object of much interest in James-
town. People pointed out “Mr. Calkins”
as he limped along the street—to Calkins’
advantage. A hostler named Murphy rec-
ognized him as Rulloff, a convict with
whom he had served time in Auburn
Penitentiary. Also, the hostler had fol-
lowed Rulloff's subsequent career in the
newspapers and knew that he was an es-
caped prisoner from the Ithaca jail. At
the instigation of Sheriff Jarvis (who was
more than a little disappointed in his son
Albert), Tompkins County had offered
$2,000 for Rulloff's capture and return.

HOSTLER Murphy squealed on Rulloff
to Sheriff John Dennin, of Chautauqua
County, in which Jamestown lies. Dennin
hurried to arrest him, but Rulloff had just
checked out of the Jamestown Hotel. The
chase led to within a mile of the Ohio
line where Dennin finally caught up with
the fugitive and grabbed him.

For a third time, Rulloff was locked up
in the Ithaca jail, and on this occasion he
was not under the tender ministrations of
Albert Jarvis. His luck held, however, for
the Court of Appeals eventually handed
down a decision that reversed his convic-
tion for his daughter’s murder. When the
news reached Ithaca, a mob stormed the
jail, and Rulloff would have been lynched
had not Sheriff Jarvis spirited him off to
Auburn for safekeeping.

What to do with the culprit? The dis-
trict attorney of Tompkins County con-
sidered. then exhumed the thirteen-year-

dead body of Mabel Schutt, Rulloffs
sister-in-laV, and had it submitted to
toxicological examination. The toxicolo-
gists found poison, but could not. at this
late date, swear that Mabel had died of
it. And even if she had, there was no real
proof that Rulloff had fed it to her. In
the end, Rulloff was turned over to the
authorities of Meadville, Pa., to answer
for his burglaries there and for the seduc-
tion and impregnation of Betty Pryor.

On his way back to Meadville, Rulloff
escaped from his custodians by the sim-
ple, although hardly delicate, process of
vanishing when permitted to use a privy.
Investigation disclosed that he had pried
up the seat and ducked out from under
the rear. Whatever the condition of his
person and his clothing as a consequence
of this maneuver, he was clean and ele-
gantly dressed when he showed up in
Keene, N. H., a few weeks later.

He wore a silk hat, a suit of somber

black, a clerical collar, and introduced
himself as the Reverend Mr. Aloysius
Trent, an Episcopal clergyman. Until

quite recently, he claimed, he had taught
at Oxford, in England, and was presently
bent on establishing a school for boys,
along strictly religious lines, in Keene.
The townspeople were much impressed;
the leading citizens collected funds to
assist the Reverend Mr. Trent in his
labors in the Lord’s vineyard.

CHAIRLADY of the group was Hazel
Reynolds, a young widow whose hus-
band’s untimely death had left her finan-
cially comfortable, but lonely for a man.
She and the phony clergyman hit it off
right away, and while she was spiritually
surprised at the unecclesiastical manner in
which he climbed into her bed, she was
nevertheless physically gratified.

Rulloffs imposture as the Reverend
Mr. Trent came to light when he was
discovered converting funds for the school
into funds for Rulloff. Much to the disap-
pointment of Hazel Reynolds, his fraud
earned him a two-year term in a New
Hampshire prison from which, try as he
would, he could not make an escape. But
he made friends, one of them Wailliam
Dexter, a young criminal of talent from
New York City.

As it happened, Rulloff and Dexter
w'ere released from prison on the same
day—a day in 1861—and they journeyed
to New York together. Dexter went to
live with his mother in Brooklyn, while
Rulloff, calling himself Professor Alfred
Leurio, took quarters on Third Avenue,
in Manhattan. The professor opened a
penmanship school, the better to explain
the fact that he had on hand all the ma-
terials for forging checks.

Dexter joined the professor in passing
his forgeries. So did, of all people, Alfred
Jarvis, the sheriff’s son. The unholy trio
built up a substantial business not only in
forgeries, but in burglaries. Burglary-wise,
they specialized in the theft of textiles;
the Civil War was on and yard goods of
any kind were hard to come by.

The Civil War ended, but the thieves
kept on. The complexities of Rulloffs
character demanded, however, that he
indulge not only in criminal activity, but

(Continued on page 56)



MAKE FALSE TEETH BEHAVE!
EAT RIGHT™/TALK RIGHT!

IF YOUR FALSE TEETH

EAT CORN, APPLES, CANDY
DON'T FjT DON'T FEEL LIKE YOU ALWAYS WANTED TO

R|GHT| . Now you can chew all kinds of food in comfort,
corn, steak, apples — all the things you miss right
now. And you can get blessed relief from pain and
soreness due to ill-fitting false teeth. Patented
cushion is quick and easy to use — just slip cushion’
on plate. Your plate will not slip or click. Enjoy
comfortable plates all the timel Easy to use. No
pastes. No powders. Your satisfaction guaranteed
or your money back. Try it yourself. See why so
many thousands use it. Send coupon below.

GIVIS BLESSED RELIEF

FOR SORE GUMS! You get blessed relief from soreness

A TRU_A' D (_jue to iII—fittin_g plates. Cannot slip or click. Soft cushion
is shaped to fit your own denture. Your mouth temper-
CUSH |ON PLACED H ERE ature keeps it in exact fit to your plate.

LETS YOU EAT ANYTHING! Eat, chew all the hard, or
] soft, or seeded, or chewy foods that you like so much.
G IVES YO U P E R FECT F IT - You'll find eating and drinking a glorious pleasure like

it used to be.

|

PERFECT COMFORT SO EASY TO USE! No pastes — no powders. Just place
O R YO U R M O N E Y R ET U R N E D | cushion on plate. Mouth temperature softens it and

makes it fit exactly, and keeps it comfortable.

NONE LIKE TRU-AID IMPROVES APPEARANCE! Helps to overcome shyness

for many people. Aids talking — lets you be your

TRU-AID is made under patent by experts in cushioning friendly, natural self without hidden fears of clicking,
slipping, or embarrassment.

LONG LASTING! Where other methods may last for just
a few hours, one cushion brings days and days of
satisfaction guaranteed. Send coupon below. comfort — in perfect fit.

ACT NOW! SEND
COUPON TODAY

ill-fitting false teeth ... the only soft, plastic-coated dental
cushions available. Sold only by mail. Comfort and perfect

r TRU-AID PRODUCTS CO. / lowers MUST WORK GUARANTEE
Dept. 104-P Although other methods may have failed you, this
Box 9398 TRU-AID cushion is guaranteed to work . . . for
Philadelphia 39, Penna. YOU. Here's why: The TRU-AID cushion will follow

your own denture exactly because your mouth
temperature softens the TRU-AID cushion so that

| understand that | may return the TRU-AID cushions for it matches your plate You must be satisfied, or
immediate money back refund if | am not satisfied FOR your money back!

ANY* REASON.

Send $1.00 for 8 uppers— $1.00 for 10 lowers— $2 for both.

NAME ...

ADDRESS

CITY ot ZONE . .STATE TRU-AID PRODUCTS CO., Dept. 104-P
Box 9398 Philadelphia 39, Penna.
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MEN AND MEDICINE

DEATH BY DEGREES— The weath-
er man had this to say about 40417
people who died in Munich over a 3
year period: mortality was higher dur-
ing the winter than over the summer
months; much higher on days when
the weather made a significant change
than during settled conditions; partic-
ularly low during periods of very
pleasant weather.

PILL FOR RADIATION SICKNESS
—While an increasing number of
industrial workers are being expos-
ed to possible radiation on their
jobs, Tennessee medical researchers
believe they may have developed a
pill to protect you front radiation
death. Called AET, the chemical
has been found effective so far in
laboratory mice and ptonkeys ex-
posed to lethal doses of radiation.
Big problem is that the chemical is
almost immediately excreted by the
kidneys. Tests of the pills with men
are now going on, but the big trial
will be made if there’s an atomic
accident in a highly radioactive
area. ,

PUSH-BUTTON ULCERS— Despite
what your boss may think, a monkey
couldn't handle the pressures of an
executive job any better than you. In
a series of psychological studies con-
ducted at the Walter Reed Army In-
stitute of Research, 15 monkeys were
conditioned to push a lever every 20
seconds to avoid a painful electric
shock. When subjected to the tension
of this “executive authority,” 9 of the
long-tailed animals died of a gastroin-
testinal ailment—6 of them with duo-
denal ulcers. Next step in the experi-
ment, according to Capt. R. W. Porter
of the Division of Neuropsychiatry, is
to use tranquilizing drugs if the same
results show up in future testings.

POW MADNESS— “Give-up-itis”—
the strangest disease to hit Ameri-
can GlI’s in Korea—developed in
enemy POW camps. Victims with-
drew completely from all activity
going on around them, stayed in-
side their barracks—sprawled on
the floor or cots, refused all food

and developed an insane craving for
cold water. Usually* they were dead
within three weeks of the outbreak
of symptoms. Most GI’'s who came
down with the weird psychiatric ail-
ment were enlisted men, under 25
years of age, mostly from broken
homes.

BYE-BYE BUNIONS— Bunions may
be on the way out as a result of a new
type of surgical treatment. One of the
bones of the big toe is shortened and
a stiff wire is run through the two toe
bones to align the toe with the first
metatarsal bone of the foot. Forty-two
patients who tried this remedy found
that they were able to walk the day
after the operation. At the end of
three weeks, when the foot muscles
have healed, the wire is removed.

HEART TROUBLE AND YOUR
JOB— Nineteen out of every twenty
men with heart trouble were able to
return to their old jobs as they were,
or with only slight modifications, an
important 3-year study reveals. In a
survey of 15,000 men in the oil in-
dustry who had heart attacks, hard-
ening of the arteries, anginal pains
or stroke, only 5 percent had to
_reéurn to a completely new type of
job.

IN SHORT—At the request of the
American Cancer Society, MEN is
listing the 7 danger signals of cancer:
1 Unusual bleeding or discharge; 2.
A lump or thickening in the breast or
elsewhere; 3, A sore that does not
heal; 4. Persistent change in bowel
or bladder habits; 5. Persistent hoarse-
ness or cough; 6. Persistent indiges-
tion or difficulty in swallowing; 7.
Change in a wart or mole. ... A new
pain-killer, 40 times more potent than
morphine but non-habit forming, has
been developed in Belgium and tested
in a Paris hospital. Called R.875, it
can be given effectively by mouth. . . .
A 10-year study of 117 patients con-
cludes that a single massive dose of
antigen, injected under the skin, im-
munizes against inhalent allergies as
effectively as the 39-70 injections ordi-
narily given.
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in scholarly achievement. In his spare
time, he wrote a treatise on language,
which he read before a learned philologi-
cal convention in Poughkeepsie, New
York, on July 17, 1869, and his theories
received some approval.

Rulloff’s language idea might have been
published—and might have received wide-
spread distribution—but for the fact that
the Mr. Hyde side of his personality once
more overcame its Dr. Jekyll features. In
August, 1870, he and his two confeder-
ates. Dexter and Jarvis, heard of a val-
uable shipment of silk sent to the firm of
Halbert Brothers, in Binghamton, New
York.

On August 15, they slipped out of New
York, and arrived in Binghamton a few
days later. Then rented a wagon to haul
off the goods they planned to steal and
broke into the Halbert establishment on
the night of August 21. Rulloff, who did
the initial burglarizing, removed his shoes
and left them at the door.

Unknown to the thieves, two clerks—
Gilbert Burrows and Fred Mirrick—were
sleeping in the building. A fight ensued,
during which Rulloff shot and killed Mir-
rick and wounded Burrows. Theh, empty-
handed, the three burglars fled the scene.

But Burrows had not been so badly
wounded that he could not sound an
alarm. The Binghamton police scoured
the area and on the following morning
found two suspects. Neither could stand
trial, however—they were corpses with
bullets in their heads, floating in the
Chenango River. Papers in their pockets
identified them as Dexter and Jarvis, and
they had been Kkilled with a pistol of the
same caliber that had killed Mirrick. Dex-
ter was missing his shoes.

But the police were puzzled. The shoes
picked up outside the door of the Halbert
building did not fit Dexter and in the left
one, in the area normally accommodating
a big toe, was stuffed a wad of cotton.

Then the police nabbed Ed. He gave a
plausible explanation of what he was do-
ing in Binghamton and might have been
released except for a remarkable coinci-
dence. In magistrate’s court, he was rec-
ognized by Judge Balcolm, who happened
to be visiting from Tompkins County. It
was Judge Balcolm who had sentenced
him for abducting his wife almost a
quarter-century before.

Rulloff’s shoes were jerked off him, the
fact that he had a toe missing was re-
vealed, and it was found that the cotton-
wadded shoe fit his left foot perfectly.
He had killed his two confederates, pos-
sibly to secure the shoes, possibly, too, to
silence witnesses against him.

Rulloff was convicted of the murder of
Mirrick. On May 3, 1872, he-was hanged.
In spite of his myriad crimes, so great
was his popularity that many people were
convinced of his innocence and there were
even volunteers who offered to be hanged
in his stead.

After his execution, the bone of his
skull was found to be a quarter-inch
thicker than normal and his brain ten
ounces heavier than the average. And to
end the story fittingly, his brain was given
to the medical school at Cornell Univer-
sity—in Ithaca. END
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Learn ALL 8 PHASES in ONE MODERN HOME-STUDY COURSE
At Home — In Spare |ime

YOU GIT ALL THIS NEWEST

PRACTICAL EQUIPMENT

* Parts to build a modern TV set, including
all tubes plus a large screen Picture Tube

« Parts to build a powerful Superhet Receiver,
standard broadcast and short wave

Parts to conduct many experiments and build
Continuity Checker, RF Ocillator, TV Circuits,
Audio Oscillator, TRF Receiver, Signal Generator

= A Valuable Professional Multitester
I * *

YOUR NATIONAL SCHOOLS TELERAMA COURSE COVERS ALL 8 PHASES

1. TELEVISION, INCLUDING COLOR TV 5. PREPARATION FOR FCC LICENSE
2. RADIO, FM AND AM 6. AUTOMATION

3. INDUSTRIAL ELECTRONICS 7. RADAR AND MICRO WAVES

4

SOUND RECORDING AND HI FIDELITY 8. COMMUNICATIONS

—many other materials and services
—consultation privilege with our
qualified staff, and Graduate Em-
ployment Service. EVERYTHING
YOU NEED for outstanding success
in Electronics.

YOU ARE NEEDED IN THE TELEVISION-ELECTRONICS-RADIO INDUSTRY!
You can build a secure future for yourself if you get into Elec-
tronics NOW! Today’s shortage of trained technicians creates
tremendous opportunities. National Schools Shop-Method trained
technicians are in constant and growing demand for high-pay jobs
in Broadcasting and Communications, Electronic Research, Serv-
icing and Repair, and many other branches.

Let National Schools, a Resident
Technical School for over 50 years
train you for today’s unlimited op-
ortunities in electronics! Our Shop

ethod trains you to be a MASTER-
TECHNICIAN. Completely gg to
date, developed by experienced in-
structors ana engineers, your Tele-
rama Course will teach you all phases
of the industry quickly, clearly and
correctly. You can master the most
modern projects, such as Color TV,
printed circuits —even prepare for
FCC License without taking a special

"»% Vo«o

Fully illustrated “Career" Book in

course. You can handle sales, servic-
ing, manufacturing, or make good
money in your own business. SEND
FOR FACTS TODAY!

EARN AS YOU LEARN. Many of our
students earn their entire tuition and
more in Spare Time jobs we show
them how to do while learning.

YOU GET EVERYTHING YOU NEED —
Clear, profusely illustrated lessons,
shop-tested manuals, modem circuit
diagrams, practical job projects —all
the valuable equipment shown above

MEMBER

your training
, @ vos ftng.eles,

ML start NO*..

DU wish to
Resident. i

NATIONAL SCHOOLS

TECHNICAL TRADE TRAINING SINCE 1905
LOS ANGELES 37, CALIFORNIA

| GIT FASTSIRVICK-MAILMOW TO

NATIONAL SCHOOLS, DBPT. R5K-107

FREE! TV Radio Electronics. PLUS actual sample , m
lesson yours at no cost, no obligation il

CLIP COUPON NOW . .. MAIL IT TODAY!

4000 S. FIGUEROA ST.
LOS ANGELES 37, CALIF.
Rush free TV-Radio “Opportunity” Book and sample

f lesson. No salesman will call.

APPROVED FOR G.I. TRAINING

NATIONAL SCHOOLS

4000 S. FIGUEROA ST., LOS ANGELES 37, CALIF.

O Chuck if intorostod ONLY in Rosidont School training at Ids Angulos.
VETERANS: Give data of



make BIG MONEY

QUICK CASH IN SPARE TIME!
Same Type Subzero Insulation As In
U.S. Army Coldbar Suit!

| HOLDS YOUAFIOAT INDEFINITELY!

Now! Start a highly profitable
businesswithout investingacent!
Actquick.be FIRST intown to
take orders for sensational new Mason Insulated.
Jackets and Shoes . . . results of a remarkable scien-
tific discovery: a new miracle insulation with thou-
sands of vinyl air cells that provide perfect “dead air
space"” insulation! « Keepsyou WARM even at Arc-
tictemperatures! «DRY 1n downpours(can't ab-
sorb water)! < Protected from strong WINDS!
It’s the same tm)e miracle_insulation used in famous
U.S. Army Coldbar Suit! Because these Mason Prod-
ucts are not sold in stores, folks must bU{ from you!
Take orderaforJust 2 amaxing InsulatedShoe
and Jacket combinations a day in spare time
and you'll earn $90 Extra Income in one weekl

Miracle Features Make Moner}/forYou Fast!
Your friends, fellow workers, truck drivers, postmen,
%as station, construction men—hundredsrightaround
home will fill your pockets with cash! Lightweight
jacket, covered with water-repellent Nylon, has de-
tachable hood. Both Boots. Shoesarerugged leather, fea-
ture Air Cushion innersoles. Neog_rene_ Cush-N-Crepe
outsoles. With this miracle combination, walk out'in
cold,wet, snowy, or windy weather and stay warm and
dry! ADOED FEATURE: Men wearing Insulated Jacket &
Shoes plus Mason’s Insulated Pants can float in water
indefinitely! Outdoors men will buy all THREE!

190 OTHER Monsymaktrs!

You have 190 OTHER fast-selling shoesvackets to help you
build a big, repeat-order business!"EVERYBODY needsshocs
and jackets. Nationally-advertised Mason products sell fast.
Youoffer 170styles for men. women: dress, sport, work shoe
complete jacket line. You actually a
groatorrangoofslsas,widthsthananyatom Inyour town!

Tostart this excmnabusmess rlghtawa% rush the coupon
now. You'll receive FREE a powerful Jacket AShoe Sales
Kit including 10-second Air Cushion demonstrator, How-to-
make-BIG-MONEY Booklet, Kvarythlng else You need to
startmaking BIG CASH PROFITS the first hour! Send now!

'L 1C 111V SNOB MFQ. CO., DKPT. 70S
CHIPPEWA FALLS, WISCONSIN

Send for FREE Outfit

| Mr. Nod Mason, Dopt. 70S
| Mason Shoo Mfg. Co., Chippowa Falls, Wis.

Yes! | want to be FIRST to take orders and make |
I quick cash in spare time with Mason’s amazin

was work for all and a full belly for every
member of the family.

Then it hit—the depression. One by one
came the shutdowns. It was like turning
off a faucet, shutting off the pipeline that
was food and drink and clothes.

We dragged on, getting leaner and hun-
grier, and starving right along with us
were our cats, our dogs—and the rats.

The rats had disappeared from the
houses long since—there wasnt any food
to attract them. They were down in the de-
serted mines, gnawing out the heartwood
of the rotting pit props to get at the soft
maggots inside, banding together in great
ravenous hordes.

They must have scented me, the morn-
ing | walked down the abandoned mine
shaft. They must have felt or heard some-
thing.

There were groups of us roaming the
slag heaps Ground the abandoned work-
ings. We were searching for scraps of
surface coal for fuel.

My brother, Lloyd, and | were working
some distance apart. With us was our
dog, Skipper, a Staffordshire terrier, a
fighter who’d take on anything.

1’d been working for hours. | yelled to
Lloyd, “How’s it going?”

“Not good.” He raised his sack.

I nodded. “How about trying
one of the shafts?”

He hesitated. “1 wouldnt if 1 were you.
It’s pretty dangerous in there.”

I grinned. Lloyd was a cautious one. |
waited till his back was turned, then
I whistled the dog, and he came trotting
over to me, ears cocked.

The entrance to the shaft had been
thoroughly boarded up at one time, but
the center boards had rotted away, leav-
ing a big gap. | snapped on the beta of
a flashlight and eased myself through the
entrance.

Inside, the floor was littered with jagged
splinters of wood, tumbled heaps of loose
shale. | picked up the broken haft of a
miner’s pick, more out of curiosity than
protection, and walked on.

The dog seemed strangely reluctant.
He’d walk a few paces, stop, sniff, then
walk on again and repeat the procedure.

We reached the end of the ramp, about
40 yards from the entrance. Now we
heard a w'eird soughing noise. It seemed to
be coming nearer.

There was a choice of galleries to take.
I shone the light in one, and saw what I
wanted. It was a siding, and there was
loose coal stacked on the mouldering
trolleys. 1 was down on my knees, scoop-
ing it into the sack, when the attack came.

If it hadn’t been for the dog they’d
have taken me as | knelt there. | turned
when the dog squealed, still on my knees.

inside

new m .
|"" insulated Jackets & Shoes! Rush my FREE Yales kit |Rats. Dozens of them at first, then SO,

I Name
Address..

100 of them, scurrying toward us, clut-
tering shrilly between bared yellow fangs
as they came.

After that first squeal, the dog was si-

EATING ME
ALIVE

continued from page 25

lent. They were all over him and he was
killing them as fast as he could grab them
between his massive jaws, tossing them
in a lifeless flight to the roof of the tun-
nel. He was bleeding already in half a
dozen places.

I kicked out savagely, then pain bit
home in my knee. | smashed the club
down and kept going, the flashlight
clamped in one hand. | lashed out at the
rats hanging to the dog’ belly. They fell,
squealing.

Somehow, we had gone 20 yards. We
were out of the siding. I threw the flash-
light’s beam back toward the -entrance.

The dog was screaming, now, high in
his throat. | raked his sides with my boot,
trying to scrape off the rats clinging to
him like leeches. They swarmed over him,
leaping for the throat and the soft white
belly, slashing at the hocks in a vicious
attempt to hamstring him. As we gained
a few yards through a new nightmare of
pain, the dog faltered for the first time.

| was faltering, too. The club was get-
ting too slippery to hold, whether from
my blood or from theirs, | couldnt tell.

The very weight of numbers was what
was holding them back. There were so
many of them that the floor of the tun-
nel was an undulating carpet of fur and
bared fangs.

They were eating their dead as they
came, falling upon the bodies of the rats
we’d killed, pausing for one terrible mo-
ment, then surging forward again.

I heard a low gurgling moan from the
dog. His body was black with rats, ob-
scenely wriggling, but the thing that re-
mains indelibly stamped upon my memory
is that gaping hole in his throat, a hole in
which, half-hidden, a rat hung.

They were on him in a flash, and over
him, and | saw him go down, saw him lie
down, and realized what he had done, and
the chance that lay open to me.

| heard bone crunch on bone as | ran,
sobbing now, the flashlight beam bobbing
erratically, the club flailing uselessly in
my leaden hand.

But only the stragglers were close to
me, trying to block me as | ran. Their
fangs were sharp but | was too numb by
then to feel them, and | swung.the dub
at them as | ran.

I could see the entrance now. | ran
toward it, crazed with fear. | saw the head
and shoulders of a man emerge through
the opening and others behind him.

I slipped, just 20 yards away. | lay
there trembling with the horror of it
while the rescue party waited for the
ambulance and tried to stop the bleeding.

I spent six weeks in the hospital while
they battled the infection in my wounds.
I spent six more weeks getting over the
effects of the shock 1’d received. It took
me as many years to wash most of the
memory of it from my mind. Even now,
when | think Ive gotten over it all, it
still comes back at times in dreams. END
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HOTELS, CLUBS, MOTELS CALL

If there ever were a business for the young in heart,
it’s the hotel, motel, club field. Here, every day can
be a thrilling new adventure. Different people to meet,
“different” duties to perform. There’s laughter, gayety,
dancing, excitement. An ever-changing scene of people
and events.
There are no “tired old people” in this fascinating field.
Ev”~n the grey-haired are gay—for there’s always excite-
ment and change in the air. It’s truly a business for
those who want to “go places.” ”

Choose from 51 Exciting Positions
Yours to choose from are luxurious hotels, thrilling re-
sorts, glamorous clubs, as well as the beautifully-ap-
pointed motels and motor hotels that are being built
from coast to coast. Waiting for you are many different
kinds of well-paid positions—each colorful, important,
necessary in this happy, ever-changing world of cater-
ing to America’s traveling millions. But to qualify, you
must have training—the kind of training the Lewis
School has been giving ambitious men and women like
yourself for more than 40 years.

There's Prestige. Position in Hotel Work
Chances are you’ve seen Lewis-trained men and women
if you have ever traveled. For they are managers,
hostesses, assistant managers, stewards, purchasing
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FOR TRAINED MEN AND WOMEN

life—and they range from high school students to
college graduates. W hat they have done—YOU can do.

You Can Step Into a Well-Paid Hotel Position
Certified to "Make Good"

Lewis Training qualifies you quickly at home, in leisure
time, or through resident classes in Washington for
those well-paid, ever-increasing opportunities. Soon—
very soon—you can join the countless Lewis graduates
now “making good.” A happy, ever-growing future
awaits you in this business—previous experience has
proved unnecessary and you are not dropped when you
are over 40.
Our FREE Book, “Your Big Opportunity,” explains how
easily you can qualify for a well-paid position; how
you are registered FREE in Lewis National Placement
Service; how you can be a Lewis Certified Employee—
certified to “make good.” MAIL COUPON NOW.
Course Approved for All Veteran Training
An Accredited School of NH.S.C.

LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOL
Room YCS-125-95 Washington 7, D. C.

M. C. Lewis, President
Lewis Hotel Training School
Room YCS-125-95, ashington, D. C

GOOD JOBS WAITING

agents, and hold dozen of other well-paid positions in Please send me FREE and without obligation details as

I B to how to qualify for the hotel, motel,"and club field.
many of America’s top hotels, motels, clubs. You’'ve O Home Study O Resident
seen them—even envied them—for the things they do, NBIMB e s
the life they live is so thrillingly “different.” (Please Print Plainly)
Yet, not so long ago, most of them knew no more— AAUIESS .ottt

perhaps less—about hotel, motel, or club work than
you do right now. Nine out of ten of them had no
previous experience. They come from every walk of

City e b m ez Zone. .. State.
O Check here if eligible for Veteran Training.



Tbt "SAMURAI WARRIOR" Raill — an aialic and nysterwasly
beautiful knife — (ram the stranie oriental city of Seki in
ancient 6ifu. It is designed and executed by the rare crafts-
men who created ihe world-famous “Samurai” Swords. This
knife is precisian made, 9" long, skillfully balanced and with
tough, solid weight. The blade itself is double-edged, razor
sharp, and of heavy Stainless Steal. To the hunter er fisherman
who takes pride in his gear, it's a dream come true— for this
is really a magnificent knife.

The handle is ornamented on both sides by glowing Ruby-Red
insets with a blown White Feather effect inside. A unique
“Pagoda" hand-guard enriches the oriental styling. And down
the center of the gleaming blade is emblazoned the terrifying
secret symbol of the Orient — the “Sign ef the Dragon’ —
illuminated in brilliant Red and field. Complete with an unusual
Oeuble-snap sheath of Genuine Metal-studded Leather.

This "Samurai Warrior" Knife is a hunter's delight and an
ideal collector's item— handsome enough for any room. You'l
want a matched pair for your den or recreation ream.

CHAMPION SALES,

MAIL THIS COUPON

1 CHAMPION SALES, 0«Dt.MN-N166
Box 345 Cooper Sta.. Now York 3. N.Y.

|
w RUSH me the "Samurai Warrior" Hunting Knife for no-risk
1 home trial If not COMPLETELY SATISFIES, | may return in
| 5 days for full price refund.
| O 1 enclose $2.98. (We pay all postage charges.)

O Sand C.O0.D. I will pay postman $2.98 plus postage.

NAME AGE,

ADDRESS,

CITY— -STATE,

Box 345 Cooper Sta . Now York 3. N.Y.

different pay plans. All together, the “spe-
cial” pay plans cover about one-half of
all those in federal civil service positions.

The other half of'Uncle Sam’ em-
ployees are paid under a law called the
“Classification Act.” This law sets forth a
pay scale called the “GS” or “General
Schedule” for most all white-collar fed-
eral employees and for custodial and pro-
tective employees. This “General Sched-
ule” is shown below. From it you can get
a general idea of the salary range avail-
able.

UNCLE SAM'’S
JOB JACKPOT

continued from page 23

Breaking the “GS” down in terms of
specific jobs, you’ll find below a listing
that1l give you a guide to your opportu-
nities of hitting Uncle Sam’ job jackpot.
Remember—this is only a very incomr
plete list of jobs in a limited number of
fields; there are many more in almost any
category you can think of.

There are ample opportunities for you
in government jobs. And this is the
year to look into it. (The address of the
Civil Service Commission is 8th and “F”
Streets, N. W., Washington, D. C.)

GENERAL SCHEDULE (GS)

Grade Entrance Periodic Maximum
(GS) Salary Increase Salary
1 .. $ 2690 $ 85 $ 3,200
2 .. 2,960 85 3,470
3. 3(175 85 3,685
4 . 3,415 85 3,925
5 . 3,670 135 4,480
6 .. 4,080 135 4,890
7 .. 4,525 135 5,335
8 .. 4,970 135 5,780
9 . 5,440 135 6,250

Grade Entrance Periodic Maximum
(GS) Salary Increase Salary
10 .. $5915 $135 $6,725
1 .. 6,390 215 7,465
12 .. 7,570 215 8,645
13 .. 8,990 215 10,065
14 .. 10,320 . 215 11,395
15 -.. 11,610 270 12,690
16 .. 12,900 215 13,760
17 .. 13,975 215 14,620
18 14,800 14,800

Grades 1 through 10 receive periodic increases every 52 weeks.
Grades 11 through 17 receive periodic increases every 78 weeks.
Periodic increases are received providing job performance is satisfactory.

Total Average Minimum Maximum
Job Classification Number Annual Annual Annual
or Title Employed Salary Salary Salary
GENERAL ADMINISTRATIVE
CLERICAL & OFFICE SERVICES
General Clerical & Admin. 473,423 $4,409 $2,690 $14,800
Messenger 4,479 3,087 2,690 4,180
Information Receptionist ... 618 3,589 2,960 9,290
Mail and file 32,247 3,446 2,690 10,710
Records Management 1,052 5,130 2,960 13,335
Correspondence Clerk 2,813 3,963 3,175 9,290
Stenographer ... 3,667 3,548 2,960 5,295
Clerk-Stenographer 47,099 3,541 2,690 5,740
Dictating Machine Transcriber.. 1,700 3,404 2,960 4,180
Shorthand Reporter 4,758 3,415 8,110
Secretary 4,030 2,690 10,710
Addressing Equip. Operating... 895 3,315 2,690 6,655
Calculating Mach. Operating 1,887 3,347 2,690 5,740
Card Punch Operating ........... 6,418 3,397 2,690 6,655
Tabulating Mach. Operating 6,937 3,508 2,690 10,710
Telephone Operating 6,499 3,501 2,690 8,110
MEDICAL, HOSPITAL, DENTAL
AND PUBLIC HEALTH
Medical Officer 6,385 9,205 2,690 14,800
Nurse .. f 19,747 4,792 2,960 12,040
Nursing Assistant ... 32,953 3,209 2,690 5,740
Occupational Therapist 587 4,765 3,670 8,110
Occupational Therapy Aid 392 3,520 2,960 4,885
Physical Therapist 677 4,848 2,960 12,040
Physical Therapy Aid... 523 3,536 2,960 5,295

(Continued on page 62)



LIONEL HAMPTON'S
ALL-STAR GROUPS
with Nat “King" Cole,
Coleman Hawkins and others

Barker,
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12 INCH LONG PLAY ALBUMS

EXCITING HI-FI

SESSIONS WITH THE

GREATEST NAVESin JAZ2!
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Choose your favorite music from these new hi-fi JAZZ albumsl

W you can take your pick of the most
xclting mpsic of our times... almost for
imply choose YOUR THREE

ennies:

Build a Great Jazz Collection
at Huge Cash Savings
When you take advantage of this introductory

FAVORITES now from the ten new 12"
long playing Jazz albums shown here. All
three_are yours to keep for only $2.98!

Think of it; not just one record, but three
complete 12"'long playing high-fidelity al-
bums, containinga total of up to 86 immor-
tal zﬁzgﬁlassms. Usual retail value as much
as $14.

All the Jazz Styles and All the Big Names

Here’s your chance to discover the wonderful
impact of jazz...to_ feel all the pleasure and
excitement of America’s major contribution to
theworld of music. It’s all here—from the melan-
choly Blues of the cotton fields and the crowded
cities ... from early New Orleans Dixieland to
the dnvm(}; Chicagdo beat... from the exciting
rhythms of Swing to the cool tones of Modern.
Here are the inspired, personal interpretations
of the great Jazz immortals —Sidney Bechet,
Jelly Roll_Morton, Benny Goodman Lionel
Hampton, Charlie Parker, Dave Brubeck, Gerry
Mulligan, and many more—all vibrantly alive on
these superb, Jazztone Society recordings.

P Mall Entire Coupon Without Money to:

bargain offer, you also obtain a valuable Trial
Membership in"the Jazztone Society. As a mem-
ber you will receive each month —at no extra
cost—a fascinating jazz-record bulletin. Here
you will find a detalléd, informative description
of the featured selection offered, and important
background notes about the performing artists.
You'll also find a list of other special selections
available. If you want the featured recording,
you just let 1t come. If not, you may decline
it in” advance—simply by returning the form
always provided. i
You may accept as few as three selections
during the year —and you pay only the Mem-
ber's price of $2.98 IE)plus small shipping charge)

per long playing album. This is a saving_ of as
much as 40% off the usual retail cost for Similar
recordings.

(You may resigln at any time after
bugmg three future monthly selections.)

ut_the fabulous membership bonus offer of
THREE albums for only $2.98 (plus shipping)
may soon be withdrawn. Choose them now and
mail entire coupon —without_money —to the
Jazztone Sometx{, Dept. s044. 71 Fifth Avenue,
New York 3, N.Y.

COOL JAZZ J1240

free- if you send coupon now!

JAZZ ... ANO ITS STYLES by
Gaorgt T. Simon, Dean of Amer-
ican “Jn i critics. _Informative,
striking!, illustrated boolet that
helps you understand and appre-
ciate the treat Jou styles ...
from traditional New Orfeans to
modern Progressive.

THE JAZZTONE SOCIETY. Dept. 3044
71 Fifth Avenue. New York 3. N. Y.

Send me at once the THREE Jazz Al-
bums checked at right. Also reserve for
me a trial membership in the Jazztone
Society. If | decide to keep them, | will
pay you only $2.98 plus a few cents
shipping charge as full payment for
ALL THREE. Otherwise, | will return
them within 6 days, owe nothing, and
you may cancel my membership.

As a member, | will receive a full
description of each future monthly se-
lection, and | need accept only those |
wish to own. | may decline any record-
ing in advance simply by returning the
form always provided.” For each 12"
Iong»EIay isc | accept | will pay the
Member's low price of only $2.98 plus
shipping. | may cancel my membership
any time after accepting any three
additional albums during the next 12
months.

City

Zone. State.

The Saxes of Stan Getz and
Charlie Parker. Jazz with head

THE BEST OF

IRUBECK

Check 3 albums—worth up to $14.94—for just $2.981’ |

COLLECTORS’ JAZZ J1249
Earl, Jazz greats. A collector's
O llem! The first recording by

nd heart appeal by two of the saxo-the Original Dixieland Jazz Band plua

phone's most famous stylesetters,
with Miles Davis. Max Roach, etc.

DIXIELAND J1241
Dixieland Now and Then. Ex-
amples of today’s Dixieland by

Jimmy McPartland, Bud Freeman and

Eals... esterday’s New Orleans jazz
y Paul Barbarin and veteran friends.

BIG BAND SWING J1245
The Great Swing Bands. Benny
Goodman, Artie Shaw, Tommy
seCount Bdsie and others in
newsfidelity recordings of great orig-
inal performances.

SMALL GROUP SWING J1246
Lionel Hampton’s All Star Group.
The great *““Hamp” with Invigo-
g support from Coleman Hawk-
ins. Nat “King” Cole, Benny Carter
and many more. Dinah, High Society,
etc.

PIANO JAZZ J1247
Fats Waller Plays and Sings.
Informal pianistics by one of
om’s greatest performers— plus
some impish vocal versions of The
Sheik of Araby, Shortnin' Bread, etc.

formances by Bechet, Beider-
Eke, Jelly Roll Morton, etc., Ir

and new sound.

INTIMATE JAZZ J1254

Jazz A La Mood. Intimate music

for after midnight by such soul-

ul Jazz stars as Jack Teagarden,
Coleman Hawkins, Lucky Thompson
and others.

THE BLUES J1258
Comparative Blues. Top stars
Buck Clayton, Sidney Bechet,
axie Kaminsky, Jack Teagarden.

Dizzy Gillespie, Charlie Parker and
others ... blow their own contrast-
ing versions of the blues.
PROGRESSIVE JAZZ J1272
The Best of Brubeck. Superb
examples of Brubeck at his
eak — his trio, his quartet and his
octet — with great assists from Paul
Desmond, Cal Tjader and others.

MODERN JAZZ J1274
West Coast Jazz, Vol. lll. The
latest collection of the won-
s new brand of Jazz, played by
Its Innovators: Gerry Mulligan, Chet
Baker, Chico Hamilton, Bud Shank,
Art Pepper, etc.
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BECOME AN ALL-’ROUND WINNER!

Win Friends— Bain Popularity— Be A Success

Lot Mighty JOE BONOMO Show You How

Why grope in the dark always wishing? Why let
other. ?Iuys run off with the best of everything?
SpeC|a Yy when you can be the most popular fel-
low in ﬁour cl ass Just let mighty Joe Bonomo and
Black eauty show you how easy it is. Think of
it! You may ‘become a Leader-Winner-Athlete . . .
“tops™ In popularity.

Scientific? And howl Just*wait and seel

Joe Bonomo’s big action- packed Cable Course is
loaded th dynamite ... 96 ci Rlete pages that
tell you how ". . . hundreds of photos, diagrams
and charts thal show . you how. Your lack
Beauty” 3-Cable Exermser (given to you FREE)
is deS|gned by Joe Bonomo himself ... “the world’s
slron(r; “hercules-of-the-screen.” You can
be sure ofthe best. But, don’t wait! Actright away!

Stop Dreaming!!

?;ggngrgen lh mk f»»(swcl

IMMEDIATELY!
Froo SMCA Member-
ship Card
FREE bershi th
..... menms Eﬁblgf K‘mel
wo Included lol tho

who act right away!

SENT FREE MONEY BACK
WITH EVERY COURSE GUARANTEE

ACT NOW FOR FREE OFFER

| Strongmen’s Club of America 1

I Joe Bonomo, Director
1841 Broadway Dept MG-11 MAIL THIS
1New York 23, N. SPECIAL ORDER

Okay, Joe! Rwh me_your famous W page Cable
Course and include FREE your “ Blaek eauty” 3-
1Cable Exerciser plus membershi 8 e
no dues, no fees. 1f I am not 100% satlsﬂed in an
way I can return within 30 days for fuII refun

| enclose $2.98 in O Shlé) for
I fulL Ship prepaid. 3 plus postage

PLEASE PRINT PLAINLY

Weight.

..Zone.. .State.

FOREIGN k . APO’s (Except Canada) $3.98
with payment in" full.

uCity.

(Continued from page 60)

Total
Job Classification Number
or Title Employed
Medical Technician 2,365
Medical X-Ray Technician 1,260
Pharmacist ........... 617
Dental Assistant 674
Dental Hygiene 845
Dental Technician 641
ENGINEERING
General Engineering 4,467
Engineering Aid . 9,346
Safety Engineering 595
Civil Engineering 5,297
Construction Engineering 3,195
Hydraulic Engineering 1,668
Cartographic Drafting 1,385
Engineering Drafting 6,495
Highway Engineering 601
Mechanical Engineering 4,969
Ordnance Engineering 1,290
Electrical Engineering 3,772
Electronic Engineering 5,320
Marine Engineering 654
Naval Architecture 1,257
Agricultural Engineering .. 838
Chemical Engineering ... 1,046
INSPECTION AND INVESTIGATION
General Investigating 5,264
Criminal Investigating ... 9,290
Wage-Hour Law Enforcement 567
Coal Mine Inspection 263
Meat Grading ... 402
Tax Collection ..... 6,640
Alcohol-tax Inspection 485

Food Inspection ... 2,331

Construction Inspection 2,857
Aircraft Inspection 1,486
Shipbuilding Inspection 803
Ammunition Inspection 718
Mechanical Inspection 776
Customs Inspection .....ccevvviininns 2,557
Immigration Patrol Inspection ... 1,109

PERSONNEL ADMINISTRATION AND
INDUSTRIAL RELATIONS

Personnel Administration 5,979
Personnel Clerical 4,877
Position-Classification 2,118
Employe Relations 485
SOCIAL SCIENCE, PSYCHOLOGY

AND WELFARE

Social Science 368
Agricultural Economics 492
Foreign Affairs.......cccceeeee 1,073
Military Intelligence Research . 1,305
HiIStOIY oo 359
Psychology 1,524
Social Work 1,625
Welfare Work 556
Recreation ... 1,203
FINE AND APPLIED ARTS

Illustrating 1,695
Architecture 643
Landscape Architecture 205
Photography 2,196
Motion Picture Production 378
MISCELLANEOUS OCCUPATION.S
Library 3,703
Library Assistant 1,285
Prison Administration 3,948
Social Insurance Administration 609
Translator .o 268

Average Minimum Maximum

Annual
Salary

4,043
3,967
5,281
3,329
3,461
4,322

7,984
4,100
7,199
6,845
7,131
6,576
3,996
4,474
6,974
6,804
7,357
6,813
7,128
6.888
6,929
5,381
7,243

6.295
7,410
6.193
7.047
5.909
5,436
5,840
4.313
4,990
5,614
5,738
5,170
5,264
5,499
5.010

6,449
3,908
6,132
5,755

Annual
Salary

2,690
2,690
2,690
2,690
2,960
2,960

3,670
2,690
4,525
3,670
3,670
3,670
2,690
2,690
3,670
3,670
3,670
3,670
3,670
3,670
3,670
3,670
3,670

3,415
3,670

2.960
2,960
3,175
3.175

Annual
Salary

6,655
6,185
12,040
5,295
4,885
5.740

14,800

7,130
13,335
12.040



2900 photos and diagrams, plus Diagrams, tables and text You get lllustrated adjust-
crystgl clear d|rect|gons mpake takeg the "mystery” out ol ment procedures for all AIL AUTOMATIC TRANSMISSIONS

every operation easy as A-B-C. all Ignition systems. types of carburetors. are fully covered In special big section.
v op y g y (NOTE: All pictures shown here are
greatly reduced In size. Actually, this

Here's the EASYStep-by- St@b*"’Wé’V““°°”'g“”

HXANY PARTOTANY CAR

Now—Whither You're a Beginner
or Expert Mechanic—You Can "Lick"
Any Auto Repair Job On Any Car
Built from 1949 Through 19571

N OW you can tackle smy repair job, and do it %uu
easily, right—the first time! MOTOR’S B

NEW AUTO REPAIR MANUAL shows you how-
with crystal-clear pictures and step-by-step directions
you can easily follow.

No guesswork. This giant guide tells you where to
start; what tools to use. Leads you easily and quickly
through the entire operation. Covers everything from
a simple carburetor adjustment to a complete overhaul.

Fuel pumps can cause trouble.

PIC[UIPeS ghow exactl¥ how tc Everything You Need to Know

take them apart, fix the BIG. NEW REVISED Edi- section that enables you to ]
tion has MORE REPAIR IN-  spot any car trouble in a jiffy. I\/IO | OR S
E%R ATI(%Q THAN E\éEeRS' Factory Specifications and
£300% Thictls o piBRSTEs  Adiustment  Tables, une:

—clear drawings, diagrams,
urements and Clearances
cutawaé/ photos—make ever Overhaulin lacement
1.<Q & mé

uic
hepck“ charts—23436 essen- Facts-AN MORE.

tlal repair _ specifications. Used by Armed Forces,
gibond Svice 0 Teptli - s of BRiegns S
acts. Instructions an ic- @ r
tures so complete, so c’l)ear it on this GUARANTEE:
—VEOU CAN'T 9‘; wrong! Try Book for a Week FREE
ven a green beginner can
do a goongob An% top me- SEND NO MONEY
chanics will be amazed at Paynothing to postman. Test
ol the time-saving procedures. br?Ok Ilnt VOELX"RVR,\?-?E‘EB (t)r
No guesswork. Clear pictures sho S 0
showghow to tix startmgs)motor The "M eat'lof Over 160 paypfor itself in 7 days. If it

generator, brakes, etc. Official Shop Manuals doesn't Just return_the book,
and owe nothing. Rush cou- m
f th fy-trhheer e(grl]tgrs ha'\{gwplii_'to\s\?— p?nthfor yourtfr%e -trial copy SI NO Mone '
Just 2 of the Man 0 is great money-savin
Y fom over 160 Oflicial Shop Manual, MOTOR Book Dept. try book I
Letters of Praise Manuals: “boiled it down”  Desk 8311, 250 West 55th gt
'E)/Ioes Evelvf/anual 2 g/ into one handy indexed book. New York 19, N. Y. fOR A WEEK

wonderful help. It has Includes ALL_Automatic
E»ut me_ In g posmon to %0 every Transmissions. Covers new

b.M-5 . f Sharpieat- Lot An- Carburetors, Engines, Fuel USED BY MAIL COUPON NOW EFOR 7-DAY FREE TRIAL

oelet, Cali Pumps, 13-Volt lIgnition

Amasad Seif and System, Starting otors, ARMY

Friends. “1 amazed Generators, Distributors, 95 MOTOR Book Dept., Desk S311

myself and my friends, Voltage Regulators, Axles,  NAVY 250 West 55th Street, New York 19, N. Y.

S?gmpeoélv m% Jgefsorea Brakes, Power Steering, etc. MARINES Ruslg to mg at once: (%heck box opposite book you wanth
MOTOR'S New AUTO REPAIR MANUAL.

— Michael PLUS ‘new Trouble-Shooter remit just 92.00 in seven days, then 92. 00 m nthl
or two months and a final payment of 05¢_(pl us, 35(: de-
ivery char es) one month after that. Otherwise. I’ll return

the boo osfpaid In seven days. (Foreign price: Remit
cas wnh ord )

CBOFi/AE,\Iig AII\‘_EV'\FHEESIEI&IAOK,\IIE-S |:|9 at Ieft) If oka I W|II remlt 9; O%AA Us/e*vLen ((Ij:)aescrlbeéi

monthly for three months, plus 35¢ dellvgry charge
with flnal payment. Otherwise | will return book promptly.

Bulek Ford Oldsmobile (Foreign price: Remit 910.00 cash with order.)

Cadillac Hudson Packard i

Chavrolat oo e Plymouth Print Name. ..o s Age..

Chrysler Pontiac .

Clipper IM Rambler Print Address. e

Continental Lincoln Studebake.r city & Zone N

Do Soto ~ Mercury  Thundortoird SAVE f39¢ dellvery ¢harge” b enclosmg A i coURoR

Dodge Nash Willy* check or money order or uII payment of 90.95 for

uto Repair Manual (or 98. for” Truck Manual). Same

2,500,000 COPIES SOLDI 7-day retum-for-refund pr|V|Iege applies.
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Finest Imported Precision Pliers

Flat nose e Round Nose « Diagonal « End Cut-
tlng Nlppers * | Side Flat-1 Side Round e« Snipe
0 n

atiol
for Jewelers PtIC| Workers, Hobbyists. Crafts-
men of all kinds! These superb’ German Instruments
are of deep-forged, beat-treated high_quality tool
steel, fabricated "to most exacting s ecmcallons All-
over ﬂqround and_polished to smooth hard surfaces.

Working Jomts with Just rlqht tension. Jaws
meet perfectly "to_sarely and” securely hold even the
most delicaté objects In hard-to-reach corners and

angles. Each plier is 4" long and a veritable gem of
precision and ' stren

75¢ ea., all 7 for $5.00 ppd.

Chrome Vanadium 29 Pc. DRILL SET

Specially made for speed
drilling™ In sturd}/ plastic
tool roll. Finest a o&/ steel
drills hardened ani

est, longest lasting. cutting
edge obfainable; will easil
and cleanly bite througl
hardwoods, plastles aluminum, iron” and lod]ghest
steels. Uncon IlonaIIY guarantéed for thousands
dr|II|ngs ull jobber lengt h Sizes by 64th from 1/16"
There ar limite

e only a ed
quanmy of sets avallayble at this $649 gﬁ
Asopavallab?e Wltrp{ Turned Down mj
$895 )

Shanks to lit all drills. -In
individual pocket roII

60 Pc. Set Wire Gauge CHROME

VANADIUM DRILLS
Top quality high test Chrome
Vanadium “Drills designed for
speed drilling through ~ toughest

steels, woods, plastiC, iron” and
aluminum.  Precision  ground,
long-lastin cutting ed]ges
Guaranteed togive years ofsa Isfaction.
60 t. Nos. lthrough 60,
A $Fj)§195 value plus 35¢
NOW ONLY pp.” & hdlg.
index Container—ONLY .. & hdlg.

Also available 61-80 set of h| h quallly drills in
plastic kit W|th marked pocket or

h drill— X
each dri “plis“35¢ pp. & hdlg.

12 pi He & Warding FILE SET

only ;52 a9 (s 2

Made from the best qualit
tool steel, to lit the exact-

tractive kit contains the
following: 5Vs" long needle
and warding tiles with high
test cumnﬁ, qualities;
round, flat, Kknife, square,
triangular. In all textures:
fine, ~ medium fine, medi-
um, medium coarse, coarse. Comes with pollshed
wood handle and new type steel grip chuck.

11-PIECE DRAFTING SET $3.00

Entire set has hl?
lustre  chrome-plated
instruments of "high-
quality that com-
ares”  with — mu
|gher Prlced draﬂ{

Igln and rlug hegad
%ow dividers, com-
passes for use with
ink or pencil. Rul-
ing pens and all
necessar parts.
Precision made in-
strumenls packed
an attractive
5|mulated leather,
velvet lined case.
11 pieces, case
gnd all, only $3.00 postpaid or C.O.D. plus fees.

sgp, M?QF brass,
U%L ”XE 5]E14mep(§pe85 i lS 1 highly
8d-plad @e V\(’i c mppassMg
slral?hlenlng devlce wnh pe part,
Ieeg enlng 8’% 5\/|' dlvlderlwﬂh stralghhlenl -
id 1‘;\ Ir{lggw'h el d t t
— vider with side and’ e
algl needle pofnls extra %an[{fg -Te-g box, screw
driver, 8péte par simuldted leather case,
ey Wi ¢ Wi g Tl
included. Price, 14 pieces and case, only $4.98postpaid.

Minimum order $1.00. Send Cheek or M.O. C.O.D.
plus fee. Money Back Guarantee.

SCOTT-MITCHELL HOUSE. INC.
Dept. 9412' 611 Broadway, New. York 12. N. Y.

keeper in the Shenandoah, he loved his
liguor and food* Between fights or bat-
tles he would throw lavish barbecues for
his fighting friends. And history records
that this born leader was one of the great
Indian fighters of all times—in 35 battles
he had 35 victories, and lost not more
than 50 men.

At the time the great unsettled South-
west frontier was lawless and untamed.
Strong men made their own law and en-
forced it with bullets. The wild territory
was a haven for rough men. Those who
had found the Eastern colonies too “civi-
lized” for their taste drifted westward.
And those who had tangled with Eastern
law fled over the mountains to escape
prison.

T hey WERE looking for a place to set-
tle in peace—and for free, virgin land.
They didn’t care how they got it. They
flocked around Chucky Jack. Time and
time again they chose the Virginia-born
blond giant as their leader. They had seen
his courage and daring demonstrated many
times. They wanted the hard-muscled,
reckless fighter on their side in any strug-
gle. Against the bitter Indians being
forced from their homes by the advanc-
ing settlers the buckskin warrior excelled;
in a tavern brawl, his daring was con-
tagious.

Yet this blue-eyed, left-handed frontier-
man, Chucky Jack, was also John Sevier.
John Sevier—blooded aristocrat of high-
court French ancestry, smooth-talking,
wily politician, Congressman, first and
four-time governor of the State of Ten-
nessee, at ease in the richest of drawing-
rooms. He was the man who refused a
duel with Andrew Jackson—and who made
tough “OIld Hickory” like it—and the
man who turned the tide for the Colonists
in the Revolutionary War with his bloody
victory over the English at King’s Moun-
tain in 1780.

And John Sevier was the man who
“owned” the 49th. state—the State Of
Franklin, U.S.A.

Back in the years just following the
American Revolution, North Carolina
claimed the territory west of her all the
way to the Mississippi. Sevier—and his
followers—objected to being considered
“poor relations” of the North Carolina
government. They were cut off from the
Eastern coast by mountains, and rarely
received money or aid. In 1784, North
Carolina ceded the Western lands to the
newly established' Federal government.
The Eastern politicians wanted no part
of the rough little band of settlers that

THE MAN
WHO STOLE
A STATE

continued from page 27

Chucky Jack led and thought this would
solve their problem.

i Congress, however, refused to accept
the land. John Sevier seized the oppor-
tunity. He led his friends to a convention
in 1784 and they drew up a constitution
for the sovereign State of Franklin.
Sevier was elected governor; they estab-
lished courts and levied taxes.

The State of Franklin was declared in
existence in 1785, and Sevier, always a
fervent patriot, set about getting admit-
tance to the Union. Congress, struggling
to organize the country after the bitter
war with .the British, ignored Sevier’s
demands.

In 1787, while Sevier yas on the
frontier of his new state, defending it
from new Indian raids, the legal forces
of North Carolina swooped down on his
estate and carried off his removable prop-
erty. Seeing that the State of Franklin
was becoming a menace to its power.
North Carolina had decided to rescind its
decision to cede the lands. Nolichucky
Jack returned from his Indian battles in
a rage— he was governor in the state of
Franklin. Next North Carolina issued a
warrant for Sevier’s arrest for “treason”
—Sevier’s army of loyal comrades re-
sisted his arrest and, in March, 1788,
the State of Franklin went out of exist-
ence. Sevier was finally overthrown by
the North Carolina authorities.

T his DID not stop Chucky Jack for a
moment. His band of followers rallied
behind him and elected him to the. North
Carolina Senate. When, in 1796, the
State of Tennessee was formed from
Sevier’s lands, he was promptly elected
governor. Despite a bitter feud with the
young Andrew Jackson, himself a grow-
ing political power, Sevier was re-elected
three times.

Andrew Jackson, later to become the
seventh president of the U.S.. was an
aristocratic young lawyer. Jackson tried
to block Sevier’s fourth term as governor
by circulating scandal against the lank
frontiersman, but Chucky Jack’ popu-
larity with his old followers carried him
into office again. Against Sevier, Jack-
son’s word did no good.

Not long after, Sevier met Jackson
in Knoxville. Seeing him, Sevier flew
into a rage—and a bitter fight started
in the street. Friends dragged them apart,
and the next day Jackson sent Sevier a
challenge to duel. Sevier accepted, but
insisted that, since he was governor, the
duel should take place outside of the State
of Tennessee. Jackspn wanted to fight in



Knoxville, where the alleged insult had
been given.

Again they met by chance. Jackson
threatened Sevier with his cane and Se-
vier drew his pistol. But for, again, the
intervention of friends who knew Chucky
Jack’s wild temper and his ability with a
pistol, the name Jackson would never
have graced the rolls of U.S. as seventh
president.

P erhaps the most fabulously success-
ful battle of John Sevier’s fantastic career
was at King’s Mountain. In 1780, the
fortunes of the American Revolutionists
were at a low ebb. The British had
forged ahead in the Western lands. The
leader of their forces there was Major
Pat Ferguson, “the best shot in the Brit-
ish Army.” Ferguson led a band of Tories,
including some of the roughest bandits of
the Western lands. He was a night ma-
rauder, and pulled people out of bed to
fight or die—most often to die. Pat Fer-
guson’s handsome Irish face could not
make up for the fact that his savage deeds
struck terror in the hearts' of the nor-
mally fearless settlers.

On the sixth of October Sevier and an
army of loyal frontiersmen cornered Fer-
guson and his troops in the southern end
of a mountain range in South Carolina.
Sevier, this time, was not in command,
but most of the men were his, and it was
he who organized the battle plan.

Kings Mountain gave Ferguson a nat-
ural advantage—it *as a bald rock out-
cropping about 60 feet high protected on
all sides by dense woods. At three o’clock
in the afternoon Sevier and his men
reached the base of the hill. Surrounding
it on all sides, they attacked. Two horses
were shot out from under Ferguson, but
he rallied his troops on a third. Noli-
chucky Jack led the fight, and his “yelling
devils” finally reached the summit. Fer-
guson fought on and was finally killed.
Thanks to Sevier’s brave efforts the Brit-
ish troops were decimated. Although the
battle had lasted less than an hour it was
a decisive victory for the American Rev-
olutionists. King’s Mountain broke the
Tory spirit—and Ferguson’s death was a
hard blow. Shortly thereafter Cornwallis
surrendered at Yorktown—King’s Moun-
tain had been the turning point—and the
United States \yas born.

Y ET TODAY the name of Chucky Jack
—or John Sevier—is almost forgotten in
America, with the possible exception of
Tennessee. There’s a town in Tennessee
called Sevierville, and there’s a county
named after him. They have a holiday
on which they celebrate some of his ex-
ploits. There’s a monument to his mem-
ory in Knoxville, and thousands pass it
every day without looking twice.

But the history books have forgotten
Kim. The legends have gone to rather
tamer frontier heroes such as Davy
Crockett—and when did Davy ever “own”
a state in the U.S.A.? The laughing In-
dian fighter, the brawling tavern drinker,
the hard-riding revolutionist who carved
out the 49th state and bossed it with a
tough hand—the most fabulous character
in early American history and the ex-
ploits he engaged in to make his fame are
forgotten. END

Learn by Practicing
with 23 Big Kits

It’s easy to learn how to be a
mechanic in the Air Conditioning
and Refrigeration field because
CTI gives you practical, Shop-
Method training. You get 23 big
training kits without extra cost
—you build and keep an air con-
ditioning unit, a refrigerator, a
freezer or a milk cooler. You run
many tests, do 10 complete serv-
ice and trouble-shooting jobs. II-
lustrated lessons show you how.
Only CTI offers a complete train-
ing package like this!

How You Can Earn Big Pay and Security in

AIR CONDITIONING

AND REFRIGERATION
Or Open A Shop and Be the Boss

Earn Extra Cash As You
Train— Up to $15 A Week

You learn by doing when you train
the CTI Shop-Method way. You get
23 kits —build a complete, heavy-
duty, commercial type, Va h.p. air
conditioning and refrigeration high-
side. Because your training is prac-
tical, you can do repair work in
spare time soon after you enroll.
Many students make up to $15 a
week and more this way, and pay for
their training with profits. It is not
unusual for a CTI student to open a
shop on graduating.

CTl Training Means

Rapid Advancement

“Thanks to CTI training, | am
now employed full time at good
wages. | got 3 raises and a
bonus. Have my own home.”—
DANIEL STEVENS, Ohio.

“1 started a refrigeration service busi-
ness on my own. It's a great feeling to
be the boss. Business is good and profits
pile high. Have been able to expand.”—
C. H. GINN, Texas.

“Am now an able refrigeration
technician . . . earning good

wages . .. find my work in-
teresting. | recommend CTI to

any ambitious man.”—A. W.
HEINRICH, Ohio.

“Have a sell Lob here in Freeport, |'ve
fixed every job. Everyone seems to like
my work.”-KENNETH WHALEN,
11

“After completing my CTI training, |
went into business for myself and my
work has been very good.”—PAUL
BOWEN, 111

“After studying for three months, |
went into business. Today, 5 months
later, my business is growing rapidly.”
—J. F. HINES, Ga.

THIS BOOKLET AND
LESSON ARE FREE

A new CTI book, “Success in Air
Conditioning and Refrigeration,”
tells you how to break into this rich,
opportunity-packed industry. A
sample lesson shows you how CTI
gets you ready. Both free. Fill out
coupon and paste on postcard or put
in letter. Or write.

GET THE FACTS

Over 150,000,000 Units in Use—
Learn Repairing at Home

Why be unha
job when suc

y with a low-pay, dull or unsteady
good opportunities_ for success are

waiting for you in the air conditioning and refriger-
ation Industry? Thousands of trained mechanics are
needed to service the 150 million units now in use—
and the millions more in production! These jobs offer

high pay, securit

and a bright future. You can get

ready in just a few months. CTI will train you at
home in your spare time. Your training will be prac-
tical, too, because by working with real kits, you gain
needed experience—save time—eliminate apprentice-
ship! If you're “fed up” with the present, look to the

future.

free booklets that tell all.

THIS ESTABLISHED INDUSTRY
GROWS BIGGER EVERY DAY

Over 42 million refrigerators are used in
American homes, and 3 million are sold
annually. Last year, a million freezers
were produced. As for air conditioners,

2 million were installed last year. Plenty of installation
and repair work, as you can see! And that isn’t all: Think
of millions of groceries, meat markets, transport systems
and offices that depend on refrigeration. Yes, the refriger-

ation industry is big, uncrowded, growing!

NEW FIELD— AUTO AIR CONDITIONING

Hundreds of thousands of air condi-
tioners were installed in autos last year.
W ithin 2 or 3 years, over 4 million cars
will come off assembly lines each year
equipped with air coolers. Already the
need for qualified technicians is felt in
the auto industry. There are hundreds of
other applications of refrigeration —in
homes, industry and business.

No Other Training Is Like CTI's

Only CTI sends you all tools and kits to build an air
conditioner, refrigerator, freezer or milk cooler. No other
Better mail coupon today!—

training is so practical.
Commercial Trades Institute, Chicago 26.

MAIL TODAY!

COMMERCIAL TRADES INSTITUTE
1400 Greenleaf Ave., Chicago 26,
Dept. R-392

Mail me new tuccess book and sample
lesson. No cost or obligation.

Name AQe -mmmenen

Address,

City. Zone State,

ust fill out and mail coupon for two valuable



~ Tell her you love her

.. and what a difference
THAI can makel
It can make a difference, too, by open-
ing up exciting new job possibilities —
by increasing your pleasure and profit
from foreign travel. No need to worry
about lack of time, either. It’s quick
and easy to learn a new language the
LINGUAPHONE Conversational way.
You listen and LEARN in ONLY 20
MINUTES A DAY. And only
LINGUAPHONE brings the world’s
finest native language teachers into yopr
home— offers you your choice of 34
languages—including FRENCH, SPAN-
ISH (American or European), GER-
MAN, ITALIAN, JAPANESE, and
MODERN GREEK.
‘|m \  Find out NOW how a second language,
fl; 1 can be your passport to opportunity,
§j Send for FREE book on Languages
and details of FREE TRIAL.

LINGUAPHONE INSTITUTE Cl 74830 j
T-18*127 Radio City, Now York 20, N. Y.

Please send me: O FREE Book on Languages, i
O Details of FREE Trial. No obligation, of I

course.

My language interest is...........ccocovcenns s o j
Name |
Address i j

>/,
ojijjy

World's Standard Conversational Method For Over j
Half a Century

High-powered safety pis-
toFsh%ots(hard, st%ight.
It routs birds, pests, ro-
dents. Rapid-fire cocking
action. Not light plastic,
has steel mechanism and
barrel 9" long. Milita

holster and ammo. $3.4!

Send $1.00 Deposit. Pa?/
only $2.49 balance plus postage on
delivery. Order while they last!

CHAMPION. Opt MN-S187, Box 345 Cooper Sta.. N.Y. 3, NY

\ Sell? Easy To...
SERVICE
STATIONS tate t ¢ vici

- capacitate most_vicious man

.WAgRCK/}EES \ oF beaat E?F_EC(IVE substitute o

SMALL. STORES, \ dangerous firearms; leaves no
S|

HOPS  \
LOAN ' pvoqltabl? ﬂde]me ;.500n you’ll
OFFICES sell 1t full time. Slarlly w! 5
BANKS easy sales net $25.00 a day, up
HOMES \ Send $5.95 for co{nplele dem-
onstration _ Kit . Automatic
\ (Not Sold to Minors) ~ Tear-Oas Pencil, 10 Demon-
strators and 3 Tear-Gas Car-
tridges.

latk>* Dept. G117, St. Paul 4, Minnesota

Pocket-size pencil

NEW MAGIC RADIO WALKIE TALKIE !

Your Own Pocket Size Radio Station!

HOOKUPS! Wt. only 5 oz. Size gl%'x
2%x4%). Built-in télescoping antenna.
Powerfal Transistor—sensitive micro-
phone, frequency setter, break-in
switch| Runs for weeks on self-
contained flashlight batteries. Du-
rable plastic_case. With this Radio
Talkie you CAN TAL
MORE AWAY! Talk’up'to 1 e
| Talk up to 1.
— more b\el‘{wee%lg/\,/\‘ol 4btomol iles
icenst
Inductjve Teld magrmetrc radiation. Usi
ful and real fun In mi‘lon ways! GUARANTEED T
WORK. 1 YEAR SERVRCE GUARANTEE. B
SEND ONLY $2.00 %3&iaidge 98 can' pe
age or send $11.99 for,Prepal éen ery. COMPEETE
g?:‘ADY TO OPERAT%rW| h instructions and hundreds

S
ways and tricks broadcasts l’wru any radio_you

esire.  Price ma%; g(o u/g s0on, SO %e\ our NEW
P(}IWERFUIf RADIVOX WALKIE TALKIE NOW. Avail-
able only from:
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_ After he had hung up Kendall sat down
in a straight chair and absently contem-
plated the unmade bed. Then he reached
down to the lower shelf of the bedside
table and brought up the Manhattan tele-
phone directory.

There was no Quick & Speed

He closed the book and hel

Service.
it in his

apSo the smoky wisp hadnt been blown
away. The little puzzle just led to the
bigger one.

Apparently someone was trying to get
a look at a complete manuscript of Gene-
sis of Treason. Now, why would anyone
go to that trouble? The story was run-
ning serially in the Weekly Courier, and
the publication date had been pushed for-
ward so that the first installment was al-
ready on the newsstands. In less than six
weeks the whole article would be avail-
able to anyone who had a little patience
and a little over a dollar in cash.

It would be nice to think that his style
was irresistible—Kendall grimaced wryly
—but it wasn't a very convincing or likely
assumption, for some reason someone
didnt want to wait.

IN A WAY, Kendall thought, it was as if
Hollister wasn't quite dead. The enigma of
him was still alive, the questions that sur-
rounded him hadnt been killed off. The
would-be thief who was trying to get the
manuscript was not very “different from
the public as a whole. They, too, weje
still asking questions. They apparently
didn't consider Hollister”? suicide a confes-
sion of guilt. On the contrary, they seemed
to feel that it had been mativated by the
despair of innocence, that the boy had
been hounded to death. The American
public never has liked courts-martial, he
thought »it goes against everything they’re
brought up to believe.

And this one in particular had been so
closed-door, so hush-hush, so big-brass.

Hollister’s photographs hadnt done
anythln(}; to quell the public’s uneasiness
in the face of a possible miscarriage of
justice. The big brass hadnt been able to
stop the press from running old shots of
Hollister—Hollister laughing into the sun;
Hollister looking determined in a foot-
ball helmet; Hollister, young, pensive,
manly, in a studio fgraduation pose. The
traditional picture of the American Boy—
handsome but not pretty, stalwart but
not beefy, (];_ood but not goody-goody.

The public had questions, and "they
weren't going to be happy until they were
answered. Now, having been whipped up
by some dignified advance publicity on
the part of the Couriers promotion de-
partment, they were looking forward to
Kendall’s series in the hope that it would
provide the answers.

“COME SLEEP
WITH ME”

*
continued from page 37

But Kendall had guestions, too, and it
looked as if he would not be permitted to
forget them.

H e TRIED, in the fiat voice, to show
no sign of confusion, of unanswered ques-
tions. He told Gregory and Windham
about the events in as few words as
possible: a messenger had come, purport-
ing to be from the magazine, asking for a
carbon. Then someone had telephoned,
said they were from his publishers. He
had checked back. No such messenger
service, no such person at the publishing
house.

“| see.” Gregory remained pleasant and
bland, but traces of dissatisfaction showed
on his youthful face. “And that’s all?”

“That’s all—until \ returned home last
night and found this.” He waved a hand
at the tangled and dismembered mass of
furniture.

Windham’s jaw was very prominent.
“Returned from where?”

There was a small silence. Kendall had
spent over three and a half years in the
Army, where he had acquired” the rank of
buck sergeant. He had also acquired the
standard GI reaction to officers.

He said very slowly, with careful im-
personality. “I' think you are confused,
Major. The military is not running this
country. You are far off base if you think
| have to account to you for my move-
ments.”

He watched with a pleasant feeling of
emancipation as Windham’s pouter-pigeon
front quivered in the face of an insub-
ordination he could do nothing to quell.

Gre?ory seemed to have a ready sup-

ly of oil for troubled waters.” “You

misunderstand, Mr. Kendall. Major Wind-
ham is upset by these events, seriously
upset. Perhaps the fact you saw Miss
Wentwirth last night has simply slipped
your mind?”

Kendall’s head jerked in Gregory’s di-
rection. His sense of outrage was almost
obscured by his astonishment. “Have you
been following me?” he demanded.

Gregory said, “No, no—" And Wind-
ham said, “We have kept careful track
of the Wentwirth girl.”

“Oh,” Kendall absorbed the idea slow-
ly. They had been following the Went-
wirth girl all those weeks. And so of
course they knew that he had seen her.

Windham said, “It’ difficult to explain
our interest without encroaching—with-
out stepping into areas you consider your
personal business. We are inclined to
think the girl is very, very slick. The first
of your series in the Courier would lead
one to believe that you felt the same way.
We just wouldnt ‘want you, uh, to be
taken in—"

Taken in . .



After his discovery that there was no
Quick & Speedy Service in the telephone
book, Kendall had sat on the straight
chair in his bedroom, thought of Hollister,
thought of the pictures of him in the
papers, thought of the girl.

The mercurial Hollister had made him
feel unusually heavy and slow. Had he
been slow? Had Hollister taken him in?
The girl—

The memory of the girl, he realized,
was at the very heart of his gnawing
indecision, of his inability to consider the
story finished and dismiss it, of his bad
temper, and of his desire to flee the city,
the country, the continent.

S OMEBODY had lied. Hollister—or the
irl. All I%gic said it was the girl, but

I endall had never been satisfied with that
ogic.

He opened the heavy t_eIeEhone di-
rectory that still lay on his knees arid
looked up Wentwirth, Marta. Then he

dialed the number.

He said, “Miss Wentwirth?”

“Yes.”

“This is Bob Kendall.”

There was silence at the other end.

“Perhags you dont remember me,” he
added diffidently. “l came to see you a
couple of months ago—"

“Mr. Kendall, you certainly cant
think 1ve forgotten you. Or your name.
The Courier is lying in front of me right
this minute. Your name—in red—is on
the cover. My name is plastered all over
the inside. You call me a liar—"

“No, Miss Wentwirth. Please—just a

For a number of years, the Newspaper Institute of
America has been giving FREE Writing Aptitude

minute. Please—let me speak to you."

“All right. You call me a traitor—"

“No, I— May | buy you a drink?”

“What?”

He went doggedly on, knowing the
effort wasted: “There is an explanation.
There may even be a way to—to extri-
cate you. Let me come around and talk
to you.”
he said, and she sounded very tired,
“All right.”

“Good. Then I’ll come right over.
Okay?”

“Yes.” She hung up.

He got his overcoat out of the closet
and walked down his hall. As he took his
hat off the table, he looked back at the
hall. Not very neat, no. But—pleasant.
He liked the thought of “home.” The
concept. Another thought came, unrelated,
unbidden: Basically, women are not in-
clined to truth.

The thought shocked him. He usually
kept his prejudices buried.

They sat silent at a corner table in the
quijet little bar.

As he sat in the warm, dim room he
didnt know where to start, or even why
he was trying. He felt confused and, ri-
diculously, lonesome.

She wasnt helping. As she sat looking
down into her drink, which she hadnt
touched, her face was entirely remote.
She was, he thought with surprise, im-
mensely attractive, almost beautiful.

“Su;)pose | try to tell you how it hap-
pened?” He paused. It was the wrong
start, he thought. “‘Genesis of Treason is
going to make a lot of money for me, |

guess, and a reputation, too. But it's not
my story; it’s his. Even the title is his.”

Kendall had been surprised by the
guards, the bars. He had had a vague idea
that military prisons were different in
SOme way.

Hollister was smiling as they clanged
the door behind Kendall, and, as always,
his smile trembled near the edge of
Iau&hter._

e said, “You’re Kendall, and you're a
reﬁ)oner on the Courier>and how in the
hell did you ever manage to get through
my personal Gestapo?”

Kendall said slowly, “I'm not on the
Courier; I'm a free-lance assigned by
them.”

“So its a difference in prepositions.
You're a purist. And honest. And maybe
not so bright. | guess that’s why they let
yoy through.

“WelJ,” Hollister asked arrogantly but
not unpleasantly, “what do you see?”

Kendall sat down on a stool in the-
corner beside the door and looked up at
him, surprised by the vitality of the man.
by his youth, by his arrogance—wonder-
ing just what he was seeing, weighing his
impression and,his answer.

,But Hollister was not a man who
waited. “Whatever you think you see,”
he added, “there’s one thing about me
you don’t know: no other .civilian has
really seen me, no other civilian has
really known me.

“Now, why are you here? Well, it
would seem that you are going to attempt
to describe me to the public.” He paused

What Makes
WRITING ABILITY GROW?

In fact,
student members often ,begin to sell

association that
their work

so stimulating is this

Sells First Article
to Look Magazine
Although Only Half-
way Through Course
“My first attempt at writ-

ing:” for a national maga-
-

than pays for the course.”
A,G'ieﬁny Dunlap, Pasnes»

ville. Ohio.

Earns $100 A
Month In Spare
Time

and opened up a whole
new world. In" my spare
time | am earning $100

Tests to men and women with literary ambitions.
Sometimes it seems half the people in America

who are fired with the desire to write have taken

advantage of this offer to measure their ability.

What the tests show

Up to date, no one who could be called a “born
writer” has filled out our Writing Aptitude Test.
We have not yet discovered a single individual
miraculously endowed by nature with all the quali-
ties that go to make up a successful author.

One aspirant has interesting ideas—and a dull,
uninteresting style. Another has great creative
imagination but is woefully weak on structure and
technique. A third has a natural writing knack—

et lacks judgment and knowledge of human be-
avior. In each case success can come only after
the missing links have been forged in.

Here, then, is the principal reason why so many
promising writers fail to go ahead. Their talent
is onesided—incomplete. It needs rounding out.

Learn to write by writing

1YTEWSPAPER INSTITUTE training .is based on con-
1" tinuous writing—the sort of training that turns out
more successful writers than any other experience. Many
of the authors of today’s “best sellers” are newspaper-
trained men and v¥omen. .
One advantage of our New York Copy desk Method is
that jt starts you wrmng[_and keeps you writing in your
own home, on"your own time. Week By week you receive
actual assignments, just as if you were right at work on
a great metropolitan, daily. .
IT'your writing iIs individually corrected and criticized
ears ‘'of experience “breaking
g oint out those faults of style,
structure or viewpoint that keep you from ’progressm .
t the same time they will dqlve you constructive sug—
gestions for building ‘up and developing your natural
aptitudes.

by veteran writers with
in” new authors. They wil

before they finish the course. We do not mean to
insinuate that they skyrocket into the “big money”
or become prominent overnight. Most beginnings
are made with earnings of $25, $50, $100 or more for
material that takes little time to write—stories,
articles on business, world affairs, travel, sports,
hobbies, local, club and church activities, etc.—things
that can easily be turned out in leisure hours, and
often on the impulse of the moment.

to those who

want to know

_ If you really want to know the truth about your writ-
ing ambitions; send for our interesting Writing Aptitude
Test. This searching test of your native abilities is FREE
—entirely without obllﬁlatlon. You will enjoy it. Fill |
and send the coupon. Newspaper Institute of America
One Park Ave., New York 16, N. Y. (Founded 1925.

(Licensed by State of N. Y.)

(Approved Member, National Home Study Council)

=23

n

=,

P ; A
Newspaper Institute of America J
One Park Avenue, New York 18, N. Y. |
Send me, without cost or obligation, your *
Writin Atptltud,e Test and further informa- m
tlon aBout writing for profit lI
Mr !
Mrs. l ......................... |
Miss J |
|
Address |
CHtY i Zone . State

(All correspondence confidential. No salesman will_ call
on you.) 164-T-437

Copyright 1957 Newspaper Institute of America



Il M e W h at

Y ou W ant
f*l Htalfh Q Strength

O Lets Weight

O More Weight

f~1 Poire

I | Muscular Development

I Will Show You

0w T o
PAUL ANDERSON,
World Champion,
) Mg Says Paul Andarson
OlympicChampion, / ) J
official world  Strongest Man in tnn World
Record Holder, . R
Thestrongest " | was thin, underweight and ai-
Man in theWord most died of Bright’s Disease in my

youth. Myparents’prayers brought
me through and my determination to gain strength
led to my discovery of four great secrets. This dis-
covery explained and applied, as | show you how to
do it, will give you giant strength in easy steps.”

GET FREE BOOK-MAIL COUPON

Write todag and learn how vigor, health, a fine
hYsique, the admiration of friends can be yours.
ollow the simple instructions of my course—enly a

few minutes a day and you can build your body as |

have built mine.” You can win trophies as | have
won them and be in the limelight—in

sports, social events, etc. Act NOW!

PAUL ANDERSON, Toccoa, Oa. CMm1L

Without obligation please send me your free book
fully illustrated and describing your 4-secret body
building system.

Name_
Address_

—

.Zone— State—

2
g

TXAIHAT HOM« TO m« * TOP-PAT

AuTo |MeChAn *C

The auto industry is short 100,000 mechanics!
You can earn top pay, work stead¥, enjoy lifetime
security in this big field. Let CTI train yc

home Iin spare time. We send valuable Engine
Tune-Up Kit and Mechanic’s Tools at no extra
cost. You get experience while training, earn
money in spare time. Diesel or Body-Fender
instruction included. Write tor Catalog today

COMMERCIAL TRADES INSTITUTE Dapt. A-630
1400 Graanlaaf Avsnus < Chicago 26, Illinois

GOVERNMENT LAND
ALASKA OIL LEASES
MAY MAKE YOU RICI-V1

. S. Congress opens up fabulous oil and
is leases on government land to citizens
over 2I. Major oil companies drilling. You p?}/
no taxes. You don’t drill. Oil com?amesl;_)ay hand-
some royalties for oil on your land. Low cost.
Time payments. Airmail for free information.

ALASKAN OIL SCOUT, Bo* 1555
Anchorage H, Alaska

WESTWOOD CLUB

LITTH HOCK, AKKANSAS

gnﬁ raised a humorous eyebrow at Ken-
all.

“Now that presumes great insight on
your part. Do you have great insight?”

Kendall shook his head.

Hollister regarded Kendall levelly and
said, “Well, what is your qualification?
What is it you can see or interpret that
will make a story worth reading? It seems
to me your article is doomed.”

Kendall went along. He said, “I
wouldn’t entirely agree, but | do see what
you mean. From your point of view.”

T he ANSWER obviously didnt please
Hollister. He became didactic: “You can-
not see my point of view; you never
will. And you dont see what | mean.
Now, look: You are here because the
military got scared. The American pub-
lic is pretty damned foolish—like not irz)%
in the world quite so much as a bunch
cows. But a bunch of cows on the ram-
page is a frightening thing. Too bad the
Americans dont know how to move to-
gether more often. Because of that in-
ability the King of Babylon shall certain-
ly come and destroy this land, and shall
cause to cease from thence man and
beast.”

My God, Kendall thought, he’s not a
little” off; he’s completely crazy. He’s—

Hollister said, “I'm not crazy, you
know. Thats a quote from the Bible.
And I'm not a-religious fanatic. But
theyve supplied me with a Bible, and
I've got plenty of time to read.” He
waved toward a table beside the narrow,
built-in bunk.

Then he stood guietly, holding Ken-
dall’s gaze, and said slowly. “I'1l make a
bargain with you. I’ll give ?/ou a story, a
series of stories, that will make good
reading. You will call the story, article,
book—whatever you write—‘Genesis of
Treason,” and you will report faithfully
most of what I say.” .

He stopped and waited. Kendall said
nothing. After a minute, Hollister asked
sharply, “Agreed?”

Kendall said slowly, “To a degree. |
am here for the express purpose of re-
porting what you say, so that part is
easy. I must, of course, put some inter-
pretations on it. You understand that,
Lieutenant Hollister?”

Hollister walked across the room.
When he turned and faced Kendall he
was smiling again. “l ve been demoted
you know.” He laughed. “Call me Buddy;
everybody does. Of course | understand
I think that’s just swell.

“Wel start by my telling you about a
woman. We cant say she is responsible
for my downfall, because we are not
saying-1ve had a downfall. Let’s just say
that the gods, to avenge themselves, some-
times grant us our desires. She was my
desire, and the gods are avenged. Her
name is Marta Wentwirth. Her heart is a
great big red brick. She’s distant and aloof
and inexpressive, and 1Vve loved her for
years. It was when | was leaving her
apartment that | was picked up. Some-
thing of myself died there with her. |
doubted that she knew it.”

Kendall made interlocking rings on the
table with the damp bottom of his glass.
After a long pause, he looked up at
Marta Wentwirth and said, “The rest
was substantially what you read in the
first installment in the Courier. It was
all about you, and his mixed feelings to-
ward you. He never said you were impli-
cated in his fase or his conviction—"

“But he implied it.” The words were
rapid, but her voice was held carefully
low. “Or, at least, ,you implied it. More
likely you made the whole thing up.”

KENDALL leaned back against the pad-
ded divan and said evenly. “Now, why
would | do that?”

“l don’t know. Maybe because it makes
a good story. As far as | can be dispas-
sionate about it, Il admit it does make
a good story. In fact, since it was pure
fiction to me, | thought it quite inter-
esting.”

He said, “The Courier—"

She brushed her still full glass to the
side with an abrupt gesture. “Now, look,
Mr. Kendall, 1 dont like being here. |
agreed to-see you only because you offered
me—something. You said there was an
explanation of your behavior.”

“Yes, | have an explanation'. Look: |
was assigned to do a character piece, a
mood piece, on Hollister, | wasnt re-
quired to check up on what Hollister said
because | wasnt making a report of the
kind of facts that needed checking. |

“According to the paper we’re gonna have a rough winter.”



wasn't a reporter in the crusading sense;
| was a reporter in the character sense.
Do you see?”

“Yes,” she said bitterly, “Buddy Hol-
lister was right. He implied that you
considered yourself loaded with insight,
and he laughed at you and shamed you
into denying it. But you did consider
yourself qualified to sit in judgment on
me, without even telling me | was being
judged.”

“No, no,” he said defensively and earn-
estly. “I arrived at my conclusion Eurely
by logic. He merely said he had known
you well. If he were IyinP, he would have
nothing to gain by the lie. | thought™—
Kendall’s words came more slowly— “his
motive was vindictiveness, a desire to
cause you trouble, to see to it that you
didn’t get off scot-free. But that, in itself,
was substantiation of his story. Who is
vindictive to an utter stranger?”

“Apparently you are, Mr. Kendall.”

H E TRIED not to feel the lash; he went
on as if he hadnt heard. “But when I
came to you, what did you say? That
you and Hollister were utter stran%s.
That you had met Hollister at a cocktail
party; you had agreed to go to dinner
with him that evening of September first;
he had arrived at your apartment at six;
the two of you had left the apartment at
twenty minutes after six; and the author-
ities had met you in the doorway and had
arrested Hollister. In other words, you
claimed that you had spent a total of
about two hours in all with Hollister.”

She said, and her voice was in a lower
register, “All right, Mr. Kendall. 1t makes
some sense. But it doesn’t help me one
bit, and it doesn’t whitewash you, in my
eyes. You still accused me in public print
of—undefined crimes—without giving me
a chance to defend myself. But—" Her
head came up—"“why come to me now?
Not belated conscience, is it?”

“No. Not very good sense, either. Its
just that I'm no longer sure. Not about
you, specifically, but about any part of
it. When | got finished with that article
| was—satisfied. | had painted a picture
of a man.”

Kendall paused, and then added tone-
lessly, “And .then he killed himself,

“That was absolutely contrary to m?/
version of Hollister’s character. The Hol-
lister 1 knew—and reported to several
million peoi)le—had to have a great rea-
son for killing himself, a shining cause.
Communism. Any ism. But not despair.
Never anything so negative as despair. It

just impossible. ) )

“That fact has been burning painfully
in mﬁ mind. And then today something
else happened that also seems inexplic-
able. A phony messenger, purporting to be
from the Courier, showed up at my apart-
ment for a copy of Genesis of Treason.
Then someone called,—equally phony—
and tried to pry a copy out of me. Either
dodge would have worked if | had had

a CO\XX{ )

“What does anyone want With it? And
what’s their hurry?”

“Your art?” she murmured. There was
humor but no sarcasm in her voice.

“A delightful idea, but I'm afraid |
cant go along with it.”

“And what good— What do you think
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| could su;gfly toward a solution? Good
heavens, did you think I'd confess to be-
ing mastermind of a spy ring, and solve it
all for you?”

“No. Well, of course not. But—" What
had he hoped? “Perhaps somethin? a lit-
tle like that,”he mumbled, feeling foolish.

The quick glance from under her eye-
lashes was entirely ironical. “Look—you
have a problem. I accept it. | am sorry
for it. Even though | didn't create it. On
the other hand, I have a problem. You
did create it. Have you tried for a second
to understand it, its implications, to put
yourself in my position? My job? My
friends? Have you thought of my parents
—in a small upstate town? The Courier
has excellent circulation up there. Have
you any conception of how—" She
stopped, as if overwhelmed by the re-
estimate of her situation, by the hopeless-
ness of the recital.

He had a sudden, pounding headache.
This was pointless. What good could he
do her or she, him? What good did it do
for him to feel defensive, badgered, when
the situation hadnt really changed? His
logic was still good, and if her personality
got through to him—uwell, wasnt that
the way Hollister had felt about her?

At ten-thirty, as he entered the crotch-
ety little elevator in his building, he real-
ized that he had had a pleasant evening.

They had gone to a small Italian res-
taurant a few blocks from the bar, and
had had some very bad wine with their
dinner. They had been rather speechless
for the first half-hour, hut it hadnt been
an uncomfortable silence. And eventually
they had talked a good deal.

Yes, he had enjoyed the evening—and
that was surprising. Kendall did not nor-
mally enjoy cocktails and dinner with
young women.

H e HAD a bitter taste in his mouth as
he put his key into the lock. Hollister
had obviously "taken him in—given him
an entirely misleading view of his per-
sonality; had Marta Wentwirth managed
it too?

When he switched on the lights and the
insane, turmoil an/se to greet him. he ex-
Eerienced very little surprise. He should

ave known it; he should certainly have
foreseen it.

As he wandered through the ransacked,
chaotic apartment, his prime emotion was
annoyance with his own stupidity. Some-
one had wanted a script; they had made
two tries at getting it; the next step had
been clearly indicated if he had simply
thought it through.

It was quite clearly not a matter of
robbery, and he hadnt thought it was.
Still, you couldn’t ignore it. You had to
do something.

He called the police.

Sergeant Vincent, a tall, gaunt, dis-
satisfied-looking young man, arrived in
about twenty minutes. He had two men
with him, one in civilian clothes, the
other a uniformed patrolman.

They wandered through the apartment,
Vincent looking annoyed.

His questions combined insult with con-'
tempt. Nothing was missing? (Implied
cgrollary: nothing was worth stealing.)
Search for a manuscript? (Implied cor-
ollary: how conceited can you get?)

But as he left, after fifteen minutes
of the futile, desultory questioning, he
paused in the doorway and said contem-
platively, “A manuscript? Robert Ken-
dall? Oh, yes.”

Kendall thought sardonically that his
first touch of fame, the first recognition
of his name as belonging to a remotely

ublic figure, had been played to the
owest. Vincent recognized it—yes; but
he made it clear that he was not im-
pressed.

ON THAT note of self-deprecating
amusement, he had gone to bed.

He said to Major Windham, “There
was no question of my being ‘taken in’
by Miss Wentwirth. What’s more im-
portant, there would have been no dan-
ger if | had been taken in—whatever you
mean by that. The articles are written;
the series has started to run. | couldnt
do much changing if | wanted to.”

Windham was leaning forward, his
arms on his knees.

He said, “Mr. Kendall, would you
mind telling us why you saw Miss Went-
wirth?”

Kendall had no desire to stumble
through the explanation he had tried to
make to Marta Wentwirth— He said
shortly, “l thought Marta Wentwirth
might clear things up for me. Hollister’s
suicide had made me unsure of my pic-
ture of him, of the portrait | had drawn.”

Gregory said, “That’s very astute of
you to recognize that suicide was out of
character. Hollister had to have a strong
motive and since the only apparent result
of his action was to speed things up, that
must have been his motive. Very clever of
him, too.”

Kendall stared at Gregory. Then he
said flatly, “lI dont get it. Speed what
up? What motive?”

“I'm surprised you havent figured that
out. The Courier scheduled your first in-
stallment for February fifteenth. But it’s
not yet February and the first installment
has already appeared. Why?”

“Why, because of—" Kendall’s voice
slowed—"because of Hollister’s suicide.”
He broke off as awareness overcame him.

Windham thrust his chin forward.
“Exactly. That’s exactly the point. Hol-
lister asked his 3uards repeatedly when
the articles would start running. No one
gave the question a second thought. It
sounded like the normal interest of an
abnormal ego. But the day after someone

ave him the February date, he managed

the difficult job of hanging himself.” A
veay strong character, Francis Hollister,
and a very determined one.”

“Sure.” Kendall-said. “But the differ-
ence is a matter of only three -weeks. So
there must be something—"

“In the articles,” Gregory nodded.

Gregory stopped, seemed to consider,
and then stretched his long legs comfort-
ably out in front of him.

He said,, “Major Windham and | de-
cided, before we came over this morning,
that you maﬁ be able to help us. How-
ever, we think it’ vital that you trust us
first, and to do that you will have to
believe—unﬂuestioningly—in the guilt of
Francis Hollister. So we got permission
to tell you what he did.

“Hollister, we realize now,” Gregory



said, “was a sleeper—a member of the
Communist Party whose whole life was
dedicated to the one big moment. We've
met,them before, but we've never had
so clear-cut a case as Hollister’s.

“He lived; until he was eighteen, with
his widowed mother in comfortable cir-
cumstances—Hollister’s father died when
he was ten, and left an adequate annuity.
Hollister had no brothers or sisters. V-J
Dax fell around his eighteenth birthday,
so he didnt get into that war. And then
he missed the Korean War because, at
eighteen, he went to West Point. He was
appointed in the regular way, and he
graduated in the regular way.

“Nothing very odd about that story, is
there?” Gregory looked inquiringly at
Kendall, who obediently shook his head.

“Well, there is. Nobody, but nobody,
was ever as normal as Mr. Francis Bur-
ton Hollister. Everybody gets involved in
something—a hobby, a club, a neighbor-
hood gang, but not Hollister. He did go
in for sports, but that was all. He never
shone.

“Up- until he was perhaps sixteen, his
normality must have been a coincidence.
Perhaps he was solicited for' just the rea-
son that it existed. By the time he was
seventeen his grades ‘had dropped until
he was about a third of the way from
the top. In everything. Note that: in
everything. Who consistently draws down
the same marks in every subject?

“When he got into West Point they
must have chosen his direction. He be-
came almost imperceptibly better—not
expert, but better than average—at those

subjects that would lead him into the
cryptographic section of G 2. When, at
graduation, he showed his preference for
that post, his admission was inevitable.
He seemed to be just the kind of young
man they look for. He got the job. And
he worked there for almost four years.

“There was never a whisper about him.
and later investigation disclosed the
cleanest of records.

BUT the big moment came, and with
lightning speed he saw it, estimated its
value, and took it. | guess the best way
to get it across to you is to kind of set
the 'scene. Did you know Brigadier Gen-
eral Myerson?’

“Orwell Myerson.” Kendall nodded.
“Knew oj him. He died, didnt he, a few
months ago?”

“Yes—he did. Well, he was the head
of the whole works—the main secret-
holder of the Army.

“In his office, the main office of which

held Hollister from nine to five, five and
a half days a week, was a safe, and in
the'safe, coded to the hilt, were many of
our biggest secrets.
m “The safe was closed that afternoon, as
usual, the office was neat, the genera!
was at his desk, working. Before him was
a single slip of paper, and on it was an
incomprehensible set of diagrams that
comprised an intricate code. No human
being could read that code at sight, al-
tho%;h the general came closest.

“On that afternoon he had decoded the
message before him into a mere couple
of dozen words, and those words were

lying in front of him in his own neat
handwriting. Then he sent for Hollister.

"Why?” Gregory seemed to ask himself
the question. “Anyway, to make it even
more annoyingly ‘incomprehensible, Hol-
lister, by rank and age, was not a person
the general normally dealt with. Hollister
probably hadn't been in that office twice
in four years.—So there's the scene.”

After a minute, Kendall said, “Yes.
Well, what happened then?”

It was Windham who answered him.
“Then .the general dropped dead.”

“Oh.” It suddenly came through to
Kendall as a vivid scene.

He asked, “How long was Hollister in
the office?”

Gregory smiled. “That was the first
question asked in that hectic moment.
He came rushing out of the office looking
terribly agitated, shouting, The Gen-
erall The General!”

“In less than five minutes the—uh—
security officer had taken over. Every-
thing seemed to be all right. The security-
officer—Windham, you hgd better explain
the rest.”

“Yes,” Windham said, “because | was
the security officer.

“When 1 first entered the general’s
office | thought everything was all right.
The safe was closed—and even if you
know exactly how to open it, it takes six
minutes—the desk was clear, too, except
for the two pieces of paper Gregory has
described to you. It didnt require very
much thou?ht to gras&) the message, and
it took only a second to realize that if
that message leaked . . .”
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Windham shook his head very slowly.

“So | went into high gear. The secre-
tary said that no one had gone around
the desk while he was in there, and that
he himself had not looked at the message.

“| sent for Hollister, a young man whom
| knew sliﬂhtl?; and thought very pleasant.
He said he had not read the message
either.

“l accepted Hollister’s story—l admit
now that | accepted it without reserva-
tion. just as | did the secretary’s-t-and |
dismissed him. But | took the last pre-
caution. | fingerprinted the two papers.
The coded piece was plastered with prints
—the general’s, two sets presumably be-
longing to the authors of the message
and, in the upper right-hand corner, a
single forefinger-pad mark. It was Hol-
lister’s.

“When | sent for him | was told he had

| gone. It was a half hour before closing
time. He had never been known to leave
before the official day was over. That
frightened me.

“Then | had a piece of luck. Thank
God. The man at the desk next to Holli-
ster’s had heard him make an appoint-
ment for dinner with a girl named Marta.
This man had been at a cocktail party
with Hollister a couple of days before
and there had been a girl there named
Marta Wentwirth.

“Well, there was no certainty Hollister
would keep that appointment, hut—
especially if he was guilty—it was a sound
probability.

SO 1 called Gregory's office, he was as-
signed to help me, and we descended in
force on Marta Wentwirths neighbor-
hood.

“Hollister got there about a quarter to
six, and he stood in the doorway for
almost fifteen minutes. He paced. He
looked up and down the street. He was,
it seems clear, waiting for his contact,
but the contact never showed.”

Windham said bitterly, “We had
scared him away, of course. That must
be the explanation. When we first arrived
we rushed around like ants on an ant hill.
The contact couldnt miss us, | suppose,
so he kept right on going, simply walked
through us.

“We picked him up when he came out.

less than half an hour later, and we took
Miss Wentwirth. too. We were sure, at
that dpoint, that he had already trans-
mitted the information. But in a very
short time we changed our minds.

“Because Hollister, too, made a mistake
He was so absorbed in accomplishing his
purpose he didnt realize that in that
very determination he was defeating it.
All he was interested in was some contact
with the outside world. He didnt protest
his innocence very much—he didn't really
care. He just wanted contact. Hollister
had no contact with the outside world
until you visited him.”

Kendall looked blankly at Windham’s
pompous face. “Have you ever wondered
\|/§/ny y)ou got the job of interviewing Hol-
ister?”

KENDALL smiled. "Thats not very
flattering of you, but frankly. | wondered
very much. I'am not in the top bracket of
free-lance reporters. In fact, if | were
editor of the Courier 1’d have picked a
dozen other men before me.”

Windham said, “Eighteen.”

“l beg your pardon?”

“Mr. Cressman. of the Courier, picked
eighteen men before he came up with
your hame.

“We insisted on passing first the author,
and then the story. And we rejected the
first eighteen names Cressman submitted.”

“Good heaven!” Kendall stared at him.

Windham said hastily, “Oh, they were
probably all right—probably all’ loyal
Americans, but In each case we dug up
something, something. And we weren't
going to take the most infinitesimal
chance.”

“Good heaven,” Kendall repeated in
fm Fa]wed whisper. Then he started to
augh.

Gr%gory said quietly, “If 1 may be per-
mitted to invade your field for a moment
—may | say that | thought it a mag-
nificent piece?”

“Okay, thanks for telling me. But—
where are we? Hollister was guilty. No
civilian except me contacted him. You
are willing to absolve me. My house has
been raided. Where do we stand?”

Windham said pontifically, “It’s ob-
vious. There is something in your series
of articles that will tip the—uh—informa-



tion. We have thought of trying to stop
publication, but the Courier Is very pow-
erful, and they would fight it. Anyway,
the second issue is already spread all over
the country, ready for sale.

“The simpler, more feasible method is
to find the message and delete it. We've
read it and reread it. We cant find any-

thing\.”
#ANnd you think X can?”

“We hope you can. You see, Mr. Ken-
dall, there’s a time limit—that’s why Hol-
lister precipitated matters by committin
suicide. Presumably Hollister’s heirs don
know the date, but the conclusions of
haste to be drawn from Hollister’s suicide
must be even clearer to them than it is
to us.”

“So what it comes down to is that you
want me to see what | can uncover.”

“That, Mr. Kendall, is it in a nutshell.
Meanwhile well watch Miss Wentwirth
carefully— We feel about her somewhat
the way you do.”

“The way / do?” . .

Gregory said dryly, “I read your piece,
Mr. Kendall.”

“Ah—yes.”
Windham said, “Gregory?”
And Gregory said, “Yes, Major, you're

right. There’s really nothing more to say.”
Gregol ?ave him a telephone number,
and Kendall wrote it down. “But,” Greg-
ory added, “well be in touch with you.’
When the door had closed behind them,
Kendall looked at the clock at the end
of the hall. It was ten-thirty. They had
been in his apartment for slightly over

It seemed like a lifetime.

Three hours had passed before Kendall
permitted himself to realize that he was
stalling. He had taken an unusually
lengthy shower. Then he had tackled the
stralghtenin% of the apartment.

It took him only a minute of self-
examination to decide that he was occu-
pying himself to avoid thought, and that
the thought he was trying to escape was
a wish to call Marta Wentwirth.

He fried some bacon and eg%s

As he sat now in his little kitchen he
realized again how much the story was
Hollister’s doing. Kendall deserved credit,
and he didnt underestimate it. He had
taken Hollister’s words, and Hollister’s
quotes, and he had put them together
with far greater strategy than had Hol-
lister himself.

And still—Genesis was largely the words
of Francis Burton Hollister. And his
quotes. Of the nineteen guotations he
remembered, ten were Biblical.

And Hollister had named the article—
Genesis of Treason.

Suddenly an echo of Hollister’s, words
came back to him. He had said something
about starting his reminiscences with a
story about a woman. . . .“The gods, to
avenge themselves, sometimes grant us
our desires. She was my desire, and the
ﬂods are avenged.” And then he had said

e was leaving her apartment when he
was picked up, and had added a phrase,
a vague, romantic phrase—or It had
sounded romantic . . .

“. .. Something of myself died there

“Ah!” Kendall opened his eyes.

And then he had an unarguable reason
for calling" Marta.

He said, “Miss Wentwirth?” The quali-
ty of formality was as clearly present in
his voice as in the words.

“Yes. Is this—" She paused. Then she
changed the phrasing: “Who is this?”

He said, as if she might not be able to
identify the name,' “Bob Kendall—?"

“Oh, yes—" She stopped, and then,
avoiding any use of a name, “How are
you?”

, “Fine, thanks.” He said abruptly, “Are
you free for dinner?”

If he had been inviting her to wit-
ness a hanging, he could not have been
more abrupt or his tone less warm.

W hen she said, “Yes. Thank you” in
a voice as frigid as his, he found that his
right hand was tg;htly clenched. He
opened the hand and looked at the palm
as he said, “It’s almost three o’clock—"

“Not before six.”

“I11 see you at six, then.”

They didnt say good-bye.

When Kendall pushed the bell beside
Marta’s name, a returning buzz released
the latch on the front door. He opened
it and walked through the dim little lobby
to the self-service elevator.

When she admitted him he found her
in the process of mixinP cocktails she was
doing the best she could to insert herself
into the minute kitchenette.

He said, “Can | help?”

She laughed. She said, “Nice of you,

mith her . . but as matters stand | wont be able to
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get in here myself if | gain a pound,”

He examined her hundred and ten
pounds, wrapped in some kind of soft
green silk, and commented that he thought
that was an exaggeration.

In the living room he sat in a com-
fortable chair, opposite her bookshelves.

Then, at his elbow, she said, “Here
you are.” and he leapt into mid-air in
slapstick style.

“I'm sorry. | didnt mean to startle
you.”

AS HE looked down at her with an em-
barrassed smile, it seemed to him that
her eyes were darker, her small features
more rigid. My guilty conscience, he
thought. He said, “Nice books.”

“Really?” she said.

Kendall, his eyes again glued to the
book spines, said, “Uh-huh.” He pivoted

slowly until he was facing her. She was
sitting rigidly, her hands folded in her lap.
She didn't ook away, and now her eyes
were definitely black.

“Why don't you simply ask me where |
keep my Bible. Mr. Kendall?”

“Where do you keep your Bible, Miss
Wentwirth?”

She said frigidly, “Upstate. It was my
reat-grandmother’s, and it's much to
ragile to be carted from apartment to

apartment. Satisfied?”

“No. Shall we go to dinner?”

When she finally said, “Yes. 111 get my
coat,” he instinctively followed the pat-
tern and looked down at his hand. This
time, as the blood floned back, his nail
marks showed white on the red palm.

She reappeared in a coat of a soft-
green color that was darker than but the

exact tone of the dress.

He had a f?reat wish to give her some-
thing, to offer something. He said, “I
wanted to know about the Bible be-
cause—" And at exactly that moment she
said, “l knew you were looking for a
Bible because—"

They didnt laugh, but they smiled.
"Go on,” he said.

“Well, this afternoon just before you
telephoned, a Mr. Gregory of the FBI
came to see me. He asked me if | had a
Bible, and when | said no he came in here
?n_d looked, as if he thought I might be

ing.”
yng said gently, “It was because they
thought, as | thought, that Buddy Holli-
ster might have secreted a message in

your Bible.”

“And you came to make sure?”

“To make sure—? Oh, | see what you
must think. No, no. They didnt tell me
what they thought, and | didnt know
unlil you told me just now that they
were here. We came to the supposition
independently, but its pretty easy for
me to figure that out now, dont you see?”

She nodded, and the line beside her
mouth disappeared.

The next morning Kendall had dressed
and made a few phone calls, and was
just sitting down to get in an hour’s
work before lunch on the puzzle of Hol-
lister when the phone rang.

It was Gregory, and all the boyishness
had gone from his voice. He said brittlely.
“Kendall, can you come down here?”

“Come down where?”

“Oh. Sorry. I'm at the Courier office.”

"The Courier office? What—?

“l want you.” Gregory paused, and
then added, “I would appreciate it very
much. This is—quite important.”

“Well, of course then. It'll take me
fifteen minutes.”

“I’ll meet you in the ninth-floor re-
ception room.” He disconnected.

Kendall stared at the receiver, jind
then shrugged.

The ninth-floor reception room was a
newly familiar area for Kendall. Most of
the editorial offices were on that floor.

Mayer, the associate editor in charge
of nonfiction, was Kendall’s contact on
the magazine. Kendall went through the
inner door and to his right.

Gregor)éwas alone in the paneled room.
sitting behind a large clean desk.

He said, “Kendall. Glad you came so
quickly.” Then he lapsed back into his
abstraction. It was strangely out of char-
acter.

) I_(gndall said, “Glad if | can help. What
is it?”

“It’s a new move. While it was by no
means unpredictable, there is a peculiar
angle. They—” He stood up. “Come
along. 111 show you.”

He strode out into the hall and turned
left, and Kendall followed. Gregory took
ﬁ slharp turn. Kendall following on his
eels.

Directly ahead five young women
were working with determination and un-
derstandable ?rimne$. Around them,
heaped on the floors, tumbling out of the
large drawers, undipped, unstapled, torn,
twisted, and flung as if by a tornado, was
rr|10re paper than Kendall ever seen in one

place.

Kendall said, “Good God Almighty!”

Gregory nodded. “Destructive people.”

"How did they get in?” It wasn't an
important point, Kendall thought; it was
merely the first that occurred to him.

“Nothing very difficult about that.
Magazines do not expect to be burglarized
—what’s the burglar to swipe? The ash-
trays? It isn't really important how they

ot in. 11l have the place patroled in the
uture. It wont happen again.”

“Isn't that precaution a little late?"

“Why, no. They didnt get what they
were after, and God knows they're per-
sistent. It's extremely likely that they'll
try again.”

Kendall shrugged. “Deduction is not
my business,” he said.

“The FBI is thorough, but it isn't fool-
ish. Give us—oh, a laundry mark, for in-
stance. We may have to check everK
laundry in the country, but that marl
came from somewhere and our chances of
reward are good. So we’ll expend any
amount of energy. But in this case—"

He paused. “You know,” he added
musingly, “the element of luck never fails
to astonish me. My estimate that it would
take many trained men many days is a
perfectly legitimate one, and yet I've
only been here a couple of hours, and I've
already come up with something odd.

“That’s why | asked you to come down
here.” He abruptly picked up the phone
and said, “Mr. Mayer’s secretary, please

. Miss Ackerman, this is “Gregory
a(};ain. Will you give me another minute
of your time in Mr. Mayer's office?”



The door opened and a pleasant-looking
woman entered.

Gregory stood up. “Ah, Miss Acker-
man. This is Mr. Kendall. Sorry to dis-
turb you again, but will you sit down
here—and tell Mr. Kendall about Mr.
Mayer’s visitor of yesterday?”

Miss Ackerman sat down gingerly and
said, “I dont know just what you want
me to tell him. There wasnt anything—"

“Just describe her.”

“Oh. Well, she was sent up by person-
nel. There isn’t an opening, but she seemed
unusually capable. She was here only a
few minutes.”.Miss Ackerman looked lost.

Gregory prodded gently, “It’s her
physical description, mainly—"

“Oh, yes. Well, she was of medium
height—one of those women who look
taller than they are—and quite slender.
Her hair was dark brown and slightly
wavy. There wasnt anything about her
features. | mean—they were all right; in
fact, she was quite pretty, but her nose
wasn’t bi? or unusually small or—”"

Kendall said furiously, “This is an
unwarranted assumption on your part,
Gregory. | think you have an unmiti-
gated nerve. Did you bring me here to
identify anyone from that vague descrip-
tion?”

d I(ISregory said firmly, “Hold it, Ken-
all.”

He said to Miss Ackerman, “What
about this girl’s eyes?”

“Her eyes. Yes. Well, as | told you
before, theyre a little hard to describe.
| think they were gray. But | 'm not sure.
They were—very pretty, and rather_un-
usual. They—" She stopped.

“All right, Miss Ackerman.” Grego
smiled at her and said in dismissal,
“Thanks so much. 111 try not to bother
you again.”

As THE woman reached the door, he
called after her, “Just one more thing.
You remember her name—?”

“Her name was Mary Worthington.”

The door closed behind her.

Kendall asked Politely. “l thought
Marta was being followed? How come
you didn’t know she was here—if she
was?”’

“Yesterday morning she lost her fol-
lower.” .

“You suggest it was deliberate? Be-
cause |11 tell you right now that she has
no idea she is being trailed.”

“You can’t tell me- that, Kendall. You
doht know how much of an idea she has.
She left home during the morning rush
hour, leapt into a subway kiosk—and
that was that. We didn't pick her up until
she arrived home in the early afternoon.”

Kendall listened with stolid hostility.
His only answer was a question; “Tell
me one thing—why did you bring me
here?”

“Well—" Gregory looked compassion-
ate, and a little tired—“l was discon-
certed, and | wanted confirmation. We
dont have much time, and you seemed
to offer the possibility of a quick identi-
fication.

“The laugh’s on me, Kendall. Look, why
don’t you go home and—"

Kendall closed the door on the_rest of
the sentence.

He walked and he thought, and he got
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nowhere, but as he entered his apart-
ment, he made an astonishing discovery.
The Eain was gone. It didnt matter what
she had done. It simply didnt matter
what she had done. It simplly didnt mat-
ter. Blackmailed or not. Culpable or not
Marta was Marta, and in some way that
was quite enough. Perhaps he would ask
her—tonight.

H e GLANCED at the living room clock.
It wasnt three o’clock yet. Before he
took off his overcoat he went to the tele-
phone book, and he thought, I must mem-
orize that number.

He said, “Marta, will you have dinner
with me?”

She said, “Yes. But why dont we
have it here?”

“1d like that.”

“Good. 111 go out and get some stuff.”

“Six?”

“Before, if you can.”

“See you, then.”

He decided that Gregory hadnt been
near her yet. Otherwise she couldnt have
sounded so—blithe, so happy.

He smiled and settled at his desk—the
Bible, the concordance, the Bartlett, pen-
cils and paper in front of him—with a
sense of calmness. This was important.
This he could tackle and perhaps solve.
The other—the other you left to trust,
and six o’clock.

Two hours later his enthusiasm had
dimmed considerably.

He had made a master list, which in-
cluded every quotation Hollister had de-
livered himself of. With that list before
him he had tried every trick of code, con-
undrum, or confusion he had ever heard
of or could himself devise.

They all meant nothing to him.

One fact stood out: no matter how he
attacked the words, from what angle he
examined them, the Biblical quotations
seemed the more important.

Kendall thought. Hollister had certain-
ly chosen a bloodthirsty group of tales.
Or, at least, fire-thirsty .

His head came slowly up from the
Bible, and he stared into space. “Fire.”
“Burn.” “Hearth.” “Burning.” “Burn.”
“Fire.” And “burning fiery furnace.”

Sure.

He read back. Every Biblical quote had

something to do with heat and fire,
hearths and burning.

He couldnt sit still any longer; he got
up and started to pace the floor.

Marta’s apartment? His original rea-
sons for deciding that was Hollister’s
choice of a hiding place still held good.
Marta’s apartment was certainly the logi-'
cal place. He could see the general lay-
out and the pleasant bedroom came clear-
ly to his mind. The chair he had sat in

ominated one comer; the bookcase was
against the opposite wall; the couch was
on the left—but what was opposite the
couch? He drew a blank, but—it could
be a fireplace; it was an outside wall.

He didnt need the telephone book; he
had the number in mind now.

He gave up after the telephone had
buzzed six times. She had said she was
oing out to buy food for their dinner,

ut he would have thought she’d be back
by now. However, by the time he got
there she would probably have returned.

Kendall reached Marta’s apartment
house at twenty of six. His impatience
had Eyramided to such a point that he
was breathing shallowly and rapidly. B
the time he rang the bell, he had himself
pretty well in hand.

He felt slightly incredulous when his
second ring brought no response.

He was expected. Why wasnt she
there?

He rode down again in the infuriatingly
slow elevator and then stood indecisively
on the steps in front of the building.
Wait for her? No. He thought it over,
and then walked toward the avenue at his
right. There was a comer drugstore across
the side street, and he went in there and
into the first telephone booth.

‘He had intended to call Gregory, but
instead he found himself dialing Marta’s
number again. Perhaps her doorbell didnt
work.

But the phone rang with a distant,
phlegmatic insistence, and he let it ring
a long while before he put the receiver
slowly back on the hook.

A fter aminute of staring at the bottle-
green wall, he took out the slip of paper
on which he had made a note of Greg-
ory’s number. Would Gregory be there
so late in the afternoon?



Gregory was there, and Kendall was
put through to him with surprising dis-
patch. But after Gregory had said
“Hello?” Kendall found himself at a loss.

“Hello!”

“This is Kendall, Bob Kendall.”

“Yes. Hello. What’s on your mind?”
Gregory’s voice indicated that he had
snapped back to normal. The weariness
and confusion of the morning were gone,
and he sounded normally boyish and
bquant._ ) o

“Its just that—Miss Wentwirth isnt
home.”

G regory said soothingly, “I wouldn’t
worry, Kendall. | talked with her around
three-thirty. She was quite all right then.
Any number of innocent things may have
happened. Traffic at this hour— Look,
weve got a man on her, you know. He’s
due to call in at six. Why dont you give
me a ring in ten or fifteen minutes?”

Bitterly, Kendall said, “Have you any
assurance the man hasn' lost her again?”

Gregory said gently. “Now, Kendall.”

“Okay, okay. Il call you.”

The phone clicked off.

Kendall went back up the quiet street.

As he stepped off the curb someone
near him flicked a cigarette lighter.

That was all; the man lit his cigarette
and Kendall continued across the street,
but the little incident had the effect of
canceling out Kendall’s feeling of isola-
tion.

He mounted the opposite curb, crossed
the sidewalk, and entered the small vesti-
bule, where he touched Marta’s bell.
There was no answer, nor did he expect
one. After a minute he chose a fourth-
floor number and pressed its bell.

The door’s lock buzzed invitingly, and
he went through the door and back to
the elevator.

The elevator stopped at six, and Ken-
dall got off. Then he stood aimlessly on
the landing.

The house around him seemed very
quiet, and the hall was bitterly cold and
surprisingly drafty. He shivered, turned
up his coat collar, and looked around for
the source of the draft. A window above
him was open at the bottom, wide open.
He mounted the few steps, and looked
out—yes, it led onto the slotlike air shaft.
He stood on the stairs, his hands resting
on the dusty windowsill, and looked down
into the shaft.

It was cold, so the windows were
closed; it was comparatively early, so
many people had not yet returned home
and only a few of the panes had light be-
hind them; and the glass weirdly diffused
what light there was.

But they weren't all closed. The window
immediately opposite him was open a
couple of inches from the bottom. That
must be Marta’s dressing room window.

And it wasnt dark in there. That is—
He stared. It was dark. Completely so.
His e%/es were playing trickes He. had
It_h?]ugt he glimpsed light, a flickering
ight

KENDALL reached up to close the win-
dow to the air shaft, and then stood with
his hands on the sash, arrested in mid-
motion, staring at the window across from
him. He tried to collect his thoughts. I'm
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not seeing things clearly, he thought. 1’'m
jumbled. A few minutes ago | noticed
something at that window, or inside.
Whatever | saw reminded me of the man
across tfie street. Was it a light, then?
Like the man’s? A cigarette lighter, or a
match? No—it had another quality. Also
flickering, but—

The light came again, and then Ken-
dall knew- what it was. That abrupt sweep
of light was more than a flicker—it glowed
bluely and rapidly across the pane and
then ‘went out. ,

A flashlight.

It was the final proof. Someone was in
there; someone was in there with Marta.
And she wasnt answering the phone.
And there were no other lights. . . .

Kendall crossed the landing and climbed
the last flight, whichled to the roof. The
door to the roof opened easily.

IT HAD been cold enough on the street,
but it was unbelievably icy on the wind-
swept roof. Kendall moved cautiously
around in the frigid darkness until his
sense of direction led him to the air shaft.

He drew his overcoat collar high around
his neck, braced himself against the wind
and looked over the wall, down the nar-
row slit. The weird faint light came up at
him, and after a minute he could pick out
the general outlines of the shaft.

It was hopeless. Any idea he had of
going down that steep hole was doomed
almost before it had taken form. There
wasnt anything in the shaft but gray
stone and windows.

Kendall leaned to the right. There was
Marta’s dressing room window, invitingly
raised from the bottom.

He really had no choice in the matter,
so he might as well focus on the practical
aspects of the problem. The word “prac-
tical” struck him as being somewhat ironi-
cal, but he didn't pause to give it further
thought.

The first question was, overcoat, or no
overcoat? He finally took it off—unwill-
ingly, like a man discarding a heavy robe
to step into an icy bed. He instantly be-
gan to shake so violently that he found
it difficult to control his knees as he
bent them and placed his feet flat against
the wall a few inches down the shaft.
Then he edged his body sideways and
downward, out into space.

He kept stubbornly inching downward.
Drop m(}/ right foot two inches; brace my
back; drop left foot. Then lower my
hands two inches. What were his hands
doing braced against the rough brick wall
behind and' below him? Nothing but
bleeding—they were totally useless in the
descent, but he was incapable of placing
them in his lap, or of allowing them to
dangle in space. A man is accustomed to
helping himself along with his hands, and
that he was pointlessly tearing them to
pieces seemed beyond his control.

He was not fully conscious during the
last minute or two. The inching motion
had become second nature, something he
did to keep alive, and herculean effort
though it was, it was better than remain-
ing still in the freezing current that
bathed him like a swift arctic river. So
he moved automatically downward, and
for a second, when his hipbone' hit it,
did not recognize the rounded protru-

sion that was the top of Marta’s window.

But there were two terrible minutes:
one when, as he swung his feet to the sill,
his stiff, lacerated hands slipped off the
top of the window and he had started
backward, outward, before he got an-
other, last-minute grip; and a second when
he realized that he might not be able to
get through the small window.

He managed it. The window slid up
noiselessly, and he went in feet first.

Kendall did not know, afterward, how
long he stood, motionless and almost
without thought, in the darkness.

The shutters in his eyes adjusted them-
selves to their environment, and the dark-
ness had taken on form and shape, dark
areas against darker masses.

Six steps took him to the bed, but be-
fore he reached it he could seeits surface.

Marta was lying on the bed.

Her eyes were open and, as they stared
strainingly up into his, full of messa([;es.
He could almost understand the tumbling
thoughts behind the panic-stricken eyes.
But *her lower face was covered by the
excess folds of a large gagh

Her arms were behind her, awkwardly
so, and as he put his hands ?ently under
her head to get at the knot of the gag, he
noticed her feet—crossed at the slender
ankles and tied together.

Her hands were beneath her, he realized
then, because they, too, were bound to-

ether. His own hands, bleeding, fum-
led endlessly with the thick knots at the
back of her neck. When he finally got
the gag off, she still was unable to speak.

“How many are there?” he breathed.
Then he realized that the question de-
manded a verbal answer. “Two?”

Marta’s head shook.

“Three?”

The head went up and down affirma-
tively.

Three men. Mjght.as well be a hundred.
They probably had weapons of some kind,
but "even if they were three little men
armed with feathers, he didnt think he
had a chance.

THE LAST knot gave and he chafed the
slender ankles briskly until it came to
him that he was probably doing more
harm to his hands than good to Marta.

He moved up to the head of the bed
and, still kneeling at the bed side, pulled
her toward him and into his arms.

“Listen, Marta. 111 have to go for help.
I can't take you with me so I'm going to
put you under the bed. Its so obvious
a place that maybe they won't think of
it right awaY.”

“How will you get out?”

He hesitated. Then he said firmly, “Up
the air shaft.”

Her eyes widened. “That’s impossible!”

He silently agreed with her, but he
didnt admit it. “l came down that way.”

She whispered thickly, “Bob, we’ll have
to hurry. They come In and look at me
every now and then.”

Of course. The flashlight. Well, they.
would hurry. But it wasnt so easy.

The big double bed was modem, which
meant that it was very low to the floor.

With a good deal of squirming, sliding,
twisting, and maneuvering, Kendall got
her under the bed, but he wasn't satisfied
until she had the added safety of being



under its direct center. By the time they
had managed that, he, too, was squeezed
under the low frame.

There, he thought. A lousy hiding
place, but all that— ]

The shot came from the wrong di-
rection. No one can hit us from the end
of the hallway, he thought. Why don’t
the1y come in here?

hen they did come in.

The blasting of the silence was more
shocking than any of the fears or con-
fusions that would follow it.

Three feetcame into view, inches
from his nose, A voice right above him
said in an hysterical, almost feminine
scream, “She’s gone!” Another, deeper
voice, said with an effort to command and
calmness that was in some way funny,
“Of course, you fool. Where did you think
they came from? She went for them.” A
squeak: “But  how?” Another voice:
“What thfe hell’s the difference now? Help
me hold this door. Donit stand in front of
it! Are you crazy!”

Still “another ~ voice, from the hall:
“Open that door! We1l shoot through it!”

A whisper: “. .. There wasn’t any ser-
vice entrance. Anyway, we’re locked in.”

“l warn you! Stand back—we’re going
to shoot!”

The whispers multiplied: “Sheer drop.”
“Air shaft.” “—Can't tell them we have
her, you fool! They have her!”

Another shot—very, very close.

Kendall lost track, because Marta had
begun to shake. His head was turned
toward the bed’s edge, away from her, and
the bed’s lowness made it impossible for
him to turn around. His inabllit¥ to help
her infuriated him. Only his left arm
could reach Ner, and he tried to gather
her in with that, and couldnt do it.

He kept trying.

It was minutes later before his own
name coming out of the hubbub engaged
Kendall’s attention: “What do you mean,
they arent here? Maybe she’s not, but |
think she is. And Kendall’s certainly here
someplace. Maybe he’s dead, but then
there’s a body. For God’s sake, Schwartz,
look around. Try the closets—"

Kendall said, “Gregory. Under the bed.”

There was a startled second of dead
silence, and then Gregory’s voice—calm-
er and with the slight undertone of amuse-
ment Kendall had come to know and
dread: “Hello! Well, you can come out
now.”

“That’s not so easy, We're wedged.
Will you lift the bed at the foot?”

The bed sailed upward as if it were
a toy. Light poured over them. Kendall
half closed his eyes against it and peered
at the three men who were squatting in
front of him. Then he ignored them.

He struggled awkwardly, stiffly, to a
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half-sitting position, so that he could turn.
He said, “Marta?-Marta?” And to Greg-
ory—the middle of the thre'e faces—
“Well? Get a doctor!”

Marta’s face, lost in the masses of
dark hair, was a bloodless little triangle,
frighteningly white, deathly still, entirely
without sensibility.

He felt better after the doctor had come
and gone. The doctor said brusquely that
humans lived on oxygen. “If you remove
it,” he added succmct(lil, “they faint.
Keep it removed, .they die. That girl in
there was gagged.”

Kendall nodded. “She’l be all right.

“A night’s sleep. Fine tomorrow. The
girl’s had a sedative. She’ll be a little
confused and upset when she wakes up.
Just see to it that someone's around to
reassure her.”

“111 be here.”

The doctor eyed him sardonically. “And
will she find that fact reassuring?”

Gre%ory answered for him, and Kendall
could have kicked him for the little touch
of amusement in his voice. Gregory said,
“Infinitely, doctor. Infinitely.”

When ‘they had all gone—all except
Gregory—Kendall sat in Marta’s living
room and looked across the debris at
Gregory.

“How did you happen to come?” he
asked.

GREGORY stared at him. “You dont
give us much credit, do you? | told you
my man would call in. He told me you
had gone up twice and hadn't come down
the second time. I sent him up to see if
you were waiting on the landing. You
werent. So, obviously, you had felt it

necessary to get into the place. We just
followed it through.”
“Ura.” Kendall didnt think it was

quite as simple as that, but he didnt
know how to phrase his objections. “But
you havent always been quite as—clear-
thinking. you know.”

“No? In what way did we fail?”

“Well, it's patently obvious now that
whether she was at the Courier offices or
not Marta was telling the truth through-
out. and Hollister was lying.”

“Its been obvious all along. Until
the business of this morning—to which
I momentarily gave too much weight—
it was clear that she was and always had
been innocent of any guilty connection
with the affair. We had been watching
her in the hope that they would try to get

0 her.

Kendall held his growing anger in a
tight grip and tried to speak calmly.
“Her—truthfulness—wasnt = obvious to
me."

Gregory shrugged. ““You were preju-
diced and consequently blinded.”

“Prejudiced?”

“Sure. ‘Never trust a woman.

“l didnt say that.”

Gregory shrugged again.

“Anyway, if you were so sure she was
innocent, why did you lie to me? Why
tell me she was implicated?”

“We didn’t exactly. We just went along.
That was how you felt, clearly revealed
by the first of your articles. It was easier
to let you go on under that impression.”

"Why?”

Gregoryboyishness receded. “Take it

LRl

easy, Mr. Kendall. Our prime concern
was to keep the information from reach-
ing the wrong hands. We thought we
could use your help, and so we asked for
it. But when you showed an—ambivalence
—in your attitude toward Miss Went-
wirth, it was better to maintain that
status than to have the two of you active-
3/ cooperating on a matter we simply
ont want discussed.”

Kendall said violently, “I think it
was rotten.”

“l was trying to keep you from get-
ting in the way—from some quixotic
gesture like that descent of the air shaft.”

“Its a damn good thing you didnt
succeed, isnt it?”

Gregory’s voice was gentler: “For Miss
Wentwirth s, yes. For us, not very much
difference."

Kendal! stared at him through a furi-
ous mist. “And how do you arrive at that
conclusion?”

“After they got into this apartment,
they were doomed. We would have caught
them as they came out. Something might
have happened to Miss Wentwirth, but—
Well, it’s a hard thing to say, Kendall,
and You are not going to forgive me, but
her life is a tiny, tiny consideration in
all this. We're haﬁpy, delighted, thank-
ful to God that she Is okay, and we're
glad, since it turned out all right, that
we didnt succeed in diverting you, but
it simply wasn*t a significant part of our
worry. 1t was more direct, important,
from our viewpoint, to let matters pretty
much alone, and just wait.”

Kendall’s fury had reached a dangerous
stage. He stared down at his bandaged
hands and said to himself. Hold on. Hold
on!

GREGORY seemed very calm by con-
trast. “I’'m sorry you're so upset. You are
not going to believe me now, but | know
exactly how you feel. Maybe you'll realize
that later. As for the ‘information™—the
people concerned in our Government
know what it is, Mr. Kendall. We only
wanted to grab it to forestall them. But
now—weve caught one of the most im-
portant Communists in America, and we
can put him behind bars. WeVe also got
another very important-looking prospect.
In a month or so, it wont matter if they
find and publish the information; \ye will
have succeeded. This isnt too disappoint-
ing a denouement.”

A girl’s voice, drowsy and low. called
“Bob, Bob.”

Gregory stood up. “I 1l be going along.
Hope Miss Wentwirth has a good night.
And if | were you |d stretch out on that
couch and try to get some rest.” He
walked to the door, but on the threshold
he turned around and looked calmly into
Kendall’s glaring eyes. He seemed to con-
sider, and then he said deliberately,
“You'e probably in no mood to recog-
nize it, Kendall, but weVve done you a
favor. You did come to trust a woman—
completely—and in defiance of a good
deal of evidence to the contrary. It’s a
very valuable asset to happiness, you
know. Or youll find out.”

He walked down the hall, and then the
front door closed with a little click

Kendall turned and opened the bed-
room door. END



THE LAUGHING PLACE

THIS CRAZY WORLD

These things happened this month:

In Beverly Hills, Calif. (where you can
say that again): Jayne (The Girl Cant
Help 1t) Mansfield said of muscle-man
Mickey Hargitay, her intended: “He has
the same problem | have—the outer body
is deceiving.”

In the world of the future (where the
fats in the fire): Statisticians predict
that by the year 2957 the average Amer-
ican male will top 370 Ibs. while his lard-
ish love will hit a round 346.

In Havana, Cuba (where legs gotta
think): Freud took over the new Riviera
Club, which ordered all chorus girls and
cigaret girls to take psychiatric exams.

In Lyndhurst, N. J. (where age doesnt
tell): A chick of 104 was asked how she
managed to survive to such a ripe old
age, said she hadn’t the slightest damned
idea.

In Hollywood, Calif. (where it’s the
shape of things to come): Anita Ekberg,
unclad in a dress split down to her navel,
demurely murmured, “No more cheese-
rake pictures for me.”

SMALL JOKE DEPT.

Better late than ever
“There’s nothing like getting up at six
in the am., taking an ice cold shower
and running a mile before breakfast.”
“How long.have you been doing, this?”
“l start tomorrow.”

No fun in punland

Fate of the bashful girl: She worked all
the crossword puzzles vertically so she
wouldn’t have to come across.

Age of consent

Jane: “I’'m warning you, he’s a real wolf.
He’ll rip the clothes right off your
back”

Mary: “So what? I'm wearing an old
dress.”

Sign on a Flgrida highway:

“Keep Florida Green. Bring Money.”

WORDS TO THE WISE

“l like men with wide shoulders, nar-
row hips and pointed heads.”
—Sophia Loren

The little boy who could never remem-
ber what his mother sent him to the
store for has grown up and is in Con-
gress.

“In Hollywood, a kid is considered re-
tarded if he graduates from grammar
school with the same parents he had in
kindergarten.”—Tom Ewell

“Women should keep their waists down
and their chest up.”—Jayne (Guess Who)

Girls who look like dreams usually
give a guy insomnia.

LONGER JOKE DEPT.

The OId Equalizer

First son: “Dad, | got in some serious
trouble last night and | need ten
thousand dollars or she’ll sue.”

Father: “It’s a lot of money, but I guess
we have to save the family name.”

Second son: “I'm afraid Ive got the
same story, dad.”

F<ather: “Well, that cleans me out.”

Daughter: “Father, | did something rath-
er dreadful last night and—"

Father: “Ah, now we start collecting.”

Slick Hick

A farmer’s Model A collided with a
Cadillac driven hy an urhane, sophisti-
cated man. When the drivers got out to
survey the damage, the farmer said,
“Well, friend, we might as well have a
drink.” He then hauled forth a bottle
from his pocket and passed it to the
nervous gent beside him, who drank
deeply and returned the bottle to the
farmer. The farmer merely nodded and
stuck the bottle back in his hip pocket.

“Aren’t you going to have one to0?”
asked the man. .

“Reckon not,” said the farmer, “least-
ways, not until the police have checked

up.”

LAW TRAINING
FOR BUSINESS

(In spam time at home)

Earn LL.B. Degree

Thousands of men and women who never
intend to practice Law are studying it in
spare time at home as an aid to business
advancement.

Today Law isinvolvedin practically every
business decision. In many lines of work it is
almost indispensable. Law training develops
keen, clear, quick, correct and decisive
thinking.

You can study LaSalle’s American Law
and Procedure right in the privacy of your
own home—progressing as rapidly as your
time and ability permit. For nearly 50 years
we have helped over 1,350,000 ambitious
people get ahead in the business world.

A MOST UNUSUAL LAW LIBRARY

This training includes the 14-volume LaSalle
Law Library—AMERICAN LAW AND
PROCEDURE—that is the basis of all our
instruction service. This library has been
compiled by leaders in the field of Law. It
covers the whole field in an orderly and
simple manner that is easy to learn and
understand. Collateral reading and printed
lectures, furnished at regular intervals, sup-
plement the texts. Law instructors personally
supervise your program. Under the LaSalle
method you learn by actually solving legal
problems—not just memorizing rules.

WRITE FOR TWO FREE BOOKS

Send the coupon below TODAY and find
out how you can qualify for the many fine
openings available to the law-trained man.
In our FREE books “Law Training for
Leadership” and “Evidence” you will find
answers to your questions about the study
of Law and the LaSalle method.

LA SALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

A Correspondence Institution
417 S. Dearborn St. Dopt. 11378L  Chicago 3, ILL

Please send me, FREE,"Law Training for Leadership”
and “"Evidence.”

City. Zone___State.
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Add to Your
Profits with
Tailored Suits

for Ladies!
You can add many
dollars to your earn-
ings by taking orders
tor our _ beautifully-
styled, ~ fine quality
made-to-measure suits
and skirts for ~romen.
Many husbands sell
suits’ to men, their
wives sell suits and
skirts to women . . .
and the profits roll In!
ou can too! Outfit
contains styles, prices,
ande simple instruc-

See How Easy
It Is to Make

IN A DAY!

Do you want to make more

money in full or spare time . . .

as much_as $30.00 in a day? Then
mail the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you
FREE, containing more than 100 fine quality fabrics,
sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats,
and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors,
fellow-workers. Every man prefers better-fitting, bet-
ter-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when you
show the many beautiful, high quality fabrics—men-
tion the low prices for made-to-measure fit and style
—and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you take
orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in
advance on every order, and build up fine permanent
income for yourself in spare or full time.

No Experience Needed

Its amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t
need any experience to take orders. Everything is
simply explained_for you to cash in on this wonderful

YOUR OWN SUITS  9o0tie"st, Vaiianie outfit ified with more-than 100°fine
fabrics and everything else you need to start. You’ll sa
WlTHOUT \f COSTI mles égl}ggngggggeys't way to make money you ever saw. Rus

Our plan makes it easy for
you to get your own personal
suits, topcoats, and over-
coats, without paying lc—in
addition to your big cash
earnings. Think of it! Not only
do we start you on the road to
making big money, but we also
make ‘it éasy for you to get
~our own clothes without pay-
‘ng one penny. No wonder
thousands of men write en-
thusiastic letters of thanks.

Just Moil Coupon

You don’t invest a penny of your
money now or any time. You don’t
pay money for samples, for outfits,
or for your own_suit under our re-
markable plan. So do as other men
have done — mail the coupon now
Don’t send a penny. Just send us
the coupon.

PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. R-195

500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, lllinois

PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. R-195
500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Illinois

Dear Sir:
I WANT MONEY AND | WANT A SUIT TO WEAR AND

SHOW, without paying Ic for it. Rush Valuable Suit Coupon
and Sample Kit with”actual fabrics ABSOLUTELY FREE.

Name.. . Age.

Address.

State.



MAKEMONEY! SAVE MONEY!

elecro PLATE AUTO CHROME

. A REMARKABLE NEW

with
PERMANENT

latin
p g FOR CAR CHROME!

Here at last is the car-owner's answer to all chrome problems
...a dramatic new invention called SPEEDPLATER. It actually
plates NEW METAL as you brush. And the plating you apply
becomes an INDESTRUCTIBLE part of the bumper, grille or
trim itself. How your car will shine! You'll be mighty proud
when you remove ugly rust spots and replate metal to a NEW
SPARKLE... when you bring new, gleaming beauty to worn,
dull, even blistered chrome areas of your car. This fast, sen-
sational method of brush-plating gives FACTORY-NEW BRIL-
LIANCE that bonds itself onto your car. It forms a hard,
sparkling surface defying all elements!

BUMPERS-GRILLWORK-ALL CAR TRIM
RESTORED TO NEW BRILLIANCE!

Here is how easily you REPLATE your car...You simply attach
SPEEDPLATER'S clamps to your car's battery, then dip SPEED-
PLATE Brush into the miracle solution and start plating any-
where around your car— without removing any parts. This
safe, mild current WORKS FAST —yet uses less battery juice
than the tiniest light on your car.

Make Big Money Plating Other Cars!

Now you can add to your income during spare-time
hours... because 8 out of 10 cars on the road today
NEED REPLATING. You can charge from $5.00 for
touching-up to $50.00 for replating an entire car.
It's easy and there's good money in it for you. When
your neighbors see the brilliant plating on your car,
they'll surely want you to do the job for them! Re-
plate other things for profit too — faucets, home ap-
pliances, table ware, cutlery, tools, doctors' and
dentists' instruments.

AMAZING NEW SPEEDPLATER has already plated thou-
sands of cars with Extraordinary Results! Here are just a
few of the many unsolicited comments received from
thrilled users: "...The outfit arrived 0.K. and | must say
it does everything you say it does and more... Thanks very
much for sending me something that is really worth many
times the price you charge...” Rev. M. D. Awtry, Naples,
Fla...." "To soy / am pleased is putting it very mild. | have
got more work than two of us can do...we have to start
Booking Jobs Ahead like the family Doctor../*

Frank Sumner, Kokomo, Ind.

CAR DEALERS & SHRMICE STATIONS
Make Big Profits
with Special \
HEAVY-DUTY PLATING OUTAIT  \/

FACTORY RESULTS and BIG VOLUME BUSINESScan ~ IH H
make a TERRIFIC PROFIT FOR YOU with this Super

Plating Outfit. Do your own replating in minutes without
removing bumpers or grillwork! Increase the value of your
used cars! Heavy-Duty Outfit includes SpeedPlater Brush with
Permanent Anode, wires and clamps, Special Wheel for remov-
ing pits and rust, Buffing Wheels, Buffing Compounds, Plenty
of plating solutions for dozens of cars, special solution for
stripping old chrome if necessary, Electroplates on current from
12 volt battery. ENTIRE KIT COMPLETE- only $34.95. You
quickly make back cost of the outfit on your very first job!
Additional solutions etc. always available from us at rock-
bottom prices. Heavy-Duty Outfit sold on same MONEY BACK
GUARANTEE! Mail coupon now. If C.0.D., send $5 deposit.

CASH REFUND

IF NOT COMPLETELY SATISFIED

INVENTION

PLATES AS YOU BRUSH!

FACTORY-NEW BRILLIANCE

Quickly Builds up a
Thick, New Plating

With Each J

Application JP

MAIL COUPON NOW-YOU RISK NOTHING

I you want to put a new permanent gleam on YOUR CAR’S Bumpers.
Grille, Ornament, Trim, you can do it right away and not risk a dime.
If you are not satisfied with great results, it doesn’t cost you a pennyl
Just mail coupon with only $1 deposit—then pay postman $13.95 plus
postage when your kit arrives. .If you send $14.95 we pay all postage
charges. Either way you must be COMPLETELY SATISFIED or you
may return all in 10 days for FULL CASH REFUND of purchase price.,
ACT NOW! HERE’S WHAT YOU GET: SPEEDPLATER Brush with
Stainless Steel Permanent Anode; Wires and Clamps for battery hook-up:
Enough solutions to plate several cars; Special Buffs and Buffing Com-
pound; Special Metal Polish; Full simple instructions.

EMPIRE MERCHANDISING CO., Dept. m-117 |

4 North 3rd Ave., Mt. Vernon, N. Y.

Please rush the electroplating kit | have checked.

O Regular SPEEDPLATE OUTFIT, $14.95 (if C.0.D. send $1 de-
posit).

0O Heavy-Duty Service Station Outfit, $34.95 (if C.0.D. send $5
deposit).

O 1 enclose full price, send postpaid.

| understand that | must be COMPLETELY SATISFIED or | may

return kit within 10-days for immediate CASH REFUND.

Name

Address.
City. .State. I



Learn Radio-Television

Servicing or Communications
by Practicing at Home
In Spare Time

N.R.l. SENDS kits with which you prac-
tice building circuits common to Radio
and TV sets. You LEARN-BY-DOING
to locate Radio-TV troubles. As part of
N.R.I. Servicing Course, you build Vacuum
Tube Voltmeter and AC-DC receiver. Use
VTVM to conduct experiments,

earn extra money fixing

sets in spare time.

RADIO-TV BROADCASTING (see above) offers
important positions as Operators and Technicians.
RADIO-TV SERVICING Technicians (see below)
needed in every community. Their services are
respected, their skill appreciated.

Fast Growing Field Offers You
Good Pay, Success, Bright Future

Bigger than ever and still grow-
ing fast. That’s why Radio-TV
has special appeal to ambitious
men not satisfied with their
job and earnings. More than
4,000 Radio and TV stations.
More than 150 million home
and auto Radios, 40 million
TV sets. Color TV promises
added opportunities. For the
trained man, there are good jobs, bright fu-
tures in Radio-TV Servicing or Broadcasting.
Training PLUS opportunity is the |
combination for success. So plan now to get
into Radio-TV. The technical man is looked
up to. He does important work, gets good
pay for it. Radio-Television offers that kind
of work. NRI1 can supply training quickly,
without expense of going away to school.
Keep your job while training. You learn
at home in your spare time. NRI is the
OLDEST and LARGEST home study Radio-
TV school. Its methods have proved success-
ful for more than 40 years.

m m
J.E. SMITH

Founder

N.R.I. TRAINED THESE MEN FOR SUCCESS

Added Income Soon - $10, $15

a Week in Spare Time
Soon after enrolling, many NRI students
start to earn $10, $15 a week in spare time
fixing sets. Some pay for their training and
enjoy extra luxuries this way. Some make
enough to start their own Radio-TV shops.
NRI training is practical—gets quick results.
Easy to understand, well illustrated lessons
teach you basic principles. And you LEARN-
BY-DOING by practicing with kits ofequip-
ment which "bring to life” things you study.

Find Out What NRI Offers

NRI has trained thousands for successful
careers in Radio-TV. Study fast or slow—as
you like. Diploma when yout graduate. Mail
coupon now. Paste it on a postcard or mail in
envelope. ACTUAL LESSON FREE. Also 64
page catalog that shows opportunities, shows
equipment you get. Cost of NR1 courses low.
Easy terms. NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE,
Dept. 7MG1, Washington 16, D. C.

\ "I was repairing Radios HL "Doing spare time_re- )
f by 10th lesson. Now ~  jpairsonRadioand TV. | N ational RadlO Institute
VR LB T, <72 3St?me » EIYBEY ! 50ept*%é]1 sShingsh ', B. .

LA Fort Wayne, Ind.

"I had a successful
Radio repair shop. Now
I’m Engineer for
WHPE.” V.W.WORK-
MAN, High Point, N.C.

1
ook
w

iH n B "There are a number of
W NRI graduates here. | 'J

* f can thank NRI for this

f ],\(l)b ” JACK WAG-
ER, Lexington, N. C. »

VETERANS Approved Under G.I. Bills [ _

B fc Il GINS, Waltham, Mass. J Mail me Sample Lesson and 64-Page Catalog
"i<i11]i , | FREE. (No salesman will call. Please write plainly.)
|
| Name Age
X Jf Address,

ACCREDITED MEMBER, NATIONAL HOME STUDY COUNCIL



