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It was eleven duys later that the second meteor plunged into the town of Amityville. There was no crowding this story off the frunt page.

The Infira=ited Destrovers
by Carl H. Claudy

HMustretor: WILLIAM HEASLIP

Prologue

August 25, 1938,
rI1HE radio room was bathed in an even
light that filled all corners, dispelling
every shadow. Yet to the clderly man
wearing thick, dark glasses the rvom appeared filled
with shadows—shadows rnenacing all that made his
lifc worth living, shadows that threatened the peace
of all mankind.

“] — I — it's marvelous —and — and terrible!” he
gasped.

The tall, fair-faced scientist with the narrow eyes
laughed in triumph, and Dv. Jurghens' laugh, at the
moment, was not a pleasant sound.

“They are coming,” he answered, “and I hold the
¥ey. Perry, it delivers the world—io us.”

“Rut—hut you can't do it! It would—it would
mean thousands of deaths—why, thc whole world
might be wiped out!” There was passien in the old
voice. “You can’t arcept——you mustn't.”

The scientist laid down the boek in which he had
been recording numbers. Strange signals, filling the
room with their faint buzzing, now ceased and the
laboratory grew very still; still in its loncly isola-
tion high in the New York hills; still with the threat
that only two men in the world had heard.

“I have accepted,” said Dr. Jurghens quietly. “If
you won’t join me, Perry, that’s your misfortune.”

The older man watched the scientist narrowly. If

there was fear in his heart there was none in his
face. “The kid is downstairs, you know,” he said
evenly. “Yeung Hertford.”

“I do know. I can use him.”

At the cald fury in the voice, and in the glare of
the merciless eyes, the old man read that he knew
too much. . . .

@cioGer 4, 1588, !

A whitz-faced boy with a strained expression faced
the jury as it filed in. The courtroom wase very still.
In 2 front zeat a 'voman in black bit bard on a hand-
kerchief stufed hetween white lims, se that ne cry
would disturb the deliberations of the tribunal, or
banish her from the tragedy she watched.

The lawyers for the defensc sat nervously at their
table. The prosecutor and his staff rested easily in
their armchairs, content with what they had ac-
complished. With the evidence presented, only one
verdict was possibie.

The courtroom, drab and gray, was crowded with
nervous witnesses, curiosity seekers, lawyers, pro-
fessional jurymen, sensation-hunting women -~ the
usual crowd that throngs a murder irial. On the

bench a grave-faced judge waited in silence
until the jury was scated.

“Gentlernen, have you agreed upon a ver-
dict?”

Useless questien—why else weuld they re-
turn in two hours? Had they remained out
a day or two the defense might have huped for a
hung jury.

“We have,” The foreman’s large Adam’s apple
maved rapidly up and down. Doubtless he felt self-
conscivus ever his supremc mement in the spotlight.

“How find yeu the defendant — guilty, or not
guilty ?”

“Guilty, but we reconuncnd clemency.”

A strangled cry burst from the woman with the
handkerchief. The boy tcok it on the chin. He was
already pale to whiteness.

“Iave you anything to say before sentence is
passed upon you?” The judge was courtecus, im-
personal, remste.

“I am innocent, Judge. I swear I didn’t do this
thing! @h, I know, the cvidence is convincing—Wut
circumstan.ial evidence hus been wrong before! I
tell you I did net kill him, I did not, I did not. . . .”
His veice shdok with passion.

Silence. Then:

“This court is not unmindful ¢f the rcmote pos-
sibility that convincing circumstantial evidence may
point in the wrong direction. And this court takes
also into consideration the youth of the defendant
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Laid neatly in a row
rnear ene wall were
eleven men, includ-
ing the eminent
Jinancier. There was
no evidence of
struggle.

and the jury’s recommendation for merey. The ceurt
sentcnees you Lo prison for the term of your natural
life.”

And that was all,

Alan Kane, gray hair topping a young, keenly
alert face, moved toward the prisoner, then checked
himself. He would not be allowed to speak to yeung
Hertford now. Bailiffs took the lad away from the
mother he embraced more gently than might have
been expected. Ted Dolliver eased his wide shoulders
upward and placed a light hand on Dr. Kane'’s arm.

“Let’s gct out of this,” he growled. “They couldn’t
find any other way, of coursze, but somehow I believe
the kid.”

Kane nodded and led the way out. Near the door
he stopped to confront a tall individual with high
cheek bones, a fair face and narrow blue eyes, hair
brushed atraight up in a stiff pompadour. He looked
foreign, yet his voice was cultured and his iSnglish
correct. He wore a fraternity pin on his vest.

“Are you satisfied?” asked Kane. If therc was
scorn in his voice it was carefully concealed.

“l am~—greatly distressed. He was a most com-
petent laboratory assistant, and he was my—our—
fraternity brother! But—murder!”

“I don’t believe this trial uncovered the truth,”
was Alan’s blunt answer.

“Meaning yeu do not think he is guilty?”

“T know he is not guilty. 1t is psychologically im-
possible for that kind of a In& to plet a murder, lct
alone do it. Don’t you know it, too?”

“I know nothing-—nothing but the evidence I gave.”

Alan Kane's gray head howed gravely as he went
on. Ted Dolliver drew aside almost markedly as
they passed out, as if tn avoid touching the foreigner.
Together the twn left the little courtheuse, breathing
deeply of the fresh air.

“What about it?” The wide -shouldered one
scratched a slightly thickened ear that might have
been a souvenir of professional wrestling days.

His companion did not answer for a minute as
they walked slowly up the street. Then:

“I can think of nothing except that someone knew
too much. The evidence is so absolutely conclusive.
It is about as perfect as could be. Too perfect!”

“You mcan vou think Dr. Jurghens framed him?
I thought fraternily brothers always hung together!”

“I wouldn’t say that,” was the answer. Into
Kane's calm, quiet voice crept a nole of resentment
—he liked the ®oy who had heen so drilliant a stu-
dent. It had seemexl such a good
chance for Hertford, placing him
with a famous experimenter, scientist,
and fraternity brother. @nly because
he felt in some measure responsible
had he dragged his big friend to the
last day of the trial

“It is possible. There is no way
to prove it. But I shall always be-
lieve that someone arranged the cvi-
dencc: that the man who was mur-
dered knew too much. It is as im-
possible for that kid to be guilty as
it would he for you to kick a dog, or
me to destroy a valuable old hook.
Someone ‘framed’ him, as you put it.”

Chapter One

CHILLY, clear night en-
folded a peaceful,
empty countryside. Bare
brown fields showed no sign
of life. On the white rib-
bon of concrete road, no
speading headlights winked.
If farmhouses dotted the
rolling hills or nestled in
clumps of trees, no lights
betrayed their presence.
Orion wheeled slowly
toward the zenith, cease-

lessly watching the brown carth rolt through an ex-
panse more vast than mind can compass. No sound
broke the stillness; it was too cold for insects, and
there was no moon at which a dog might bark. A
frosty, clear, beautiful winter’s night, brooding over
a terrain, quiet, calm.

In the dim distance, high over a horizon melting
into the deep blue, appcared a tiny point of light,
as if some planc flew swiftly toward the east. For
a few moments it held steady, then changed course
and came lower,

As it sped, it grew in size. Now it was a pinhead,
now a dime, now a baseball. A wind sprang up.
Rushing noises filled the peaceful air. The light
overhead grew brighter now. Shadows appeared be-
neath trees and the brown earth turned light yellow
in the blaze from above. As big as a dinner plate,
a cartwheel, the light descended swiftly, a shower of
sparka in itz wake.

The nvise was now a deafening roar. Lights
sprang up in houses that had been invisible in the
brooding deepness of the night. Bellowing as if with
cclestial rage, the meteor fell earthward, covering
wiles in every heart beat, howling as if to carxy
terror Lo the earth toward which it sped.

With a final horrible scream, the huge, whitc-hoi
mass buried itself in the earth, throwing geyters of
soil hundreds of feet in the air, digging a crater
compared to which the largest shell hole was tiny,
shaking the earth as with a giant’s blow. The wind
whined over the yelluw glarc that burst from the
tormented ground.

In papers the next day the *“student murder”
shared headlines with the celestial visitor.

“The largest meteor ever te hit the carth in this
country fell on Barn’s farm last night,” ran the ac-
counts. “Scientists estimate it as at least fifty tons.
The shock was felt for a hundred miles, and every
seismograph in the country recorded an ‘earthquake’.”

The papers went on to report that two houses were
blown down by the wind resulting from the passage
of the meteor, scven horses were killed, apparently
by concussion, and many chickens within & radius
of a mile died a sudden death. l.osses were estimated
as high as une hundred thousand dollars. Farmers
and their families within several miles of the area
were temporarily desafened. The meteorite was still
glowing with a fierce red heat, all that day, and was
impossible of approach. Reporters and photographers
flew over the spot but the heat and smoke made a
picture impossihle.

The Barn’s farm meteor would have been a great
attraction had it behaved as meteors usually do. It
would have been photographed when celd eneugh to
approuch. Pictures would have been sent by wire
all over the world. Scientists would have analyzed
it and pronounced it iron, carbon, and inneous rock.
If not too big it would have been dug up and trans-
ported to some museum. If too large to move, the
owner of the Barm’s farm would have fenced it in
and charged a quarter a look. In a few months it
would have been forgotten.

But none of these things happened to the Rarn's
faxm metesr. When the hole cooled sufficiently to
admit prying eves and cameras, therec was no meteor
to see or photograph. Only a quantity of fine gray
dust remained—a powder so impalpable it could not
ke separated into individual grains under the micro-
scope. The powder even defied chemical analysis.
Completely inert, responding neither to acid, alkali
nor electrical stimulation, showing no lines under the
spectroscope, it was unidentifiable with any known
element or compound.

Scientists speculated, busybodies wrote letters to
the press, and debating socicties discussed the mys-
tery. The net result was only an empty hels in
which something hot and heavy had fallen from the
blue and in which was now gray dirt.

In dislant stales a note of ridicule crept into the
discussion, I'robhubly it was a hoax. There had
never been any meteor. Meteors that struck the



sarth with sufficient force Lo kill animals and deafen
people by concusgion did not disintegrate. The new-
est soctety development, the latest in political news
crewded the Barn's farm meteor off the frent page,
and finally out of the papers altogether.

It was eleven days later thalt the second meteor
plunged into the town of Amityville, ecight hundred
in population,

Two hundrad and eleven people were killed. The
town was completely destroved by fire. The glow-
ing mass fell squarcly into a creek and the resulting
explosion of steam destroyed forty acres of treccs.
Amityville was within thirty miles of the Barn’s
farm crater.

There was ro crowding thiy story off the front
pege. The cycs of the world were upon Amityville,
The Red Cross rushed aid to the stricken town, air-
planes brought doctors and nurses, railroads ran
specinl traing, every houxe left standing became a
hospital, and the governvr ordered vul the wmilitia,
That twe such mcteors should fall within so short
a time almost on the identical spot was conzidered
se impossible as to he uncanny.

Most impossible of all, when this crater cooled
enough te permit examination, it was also feund
empty save for the gray dust thai coated the fused
earth. A deep hole only remained to tell of the
bombarding rock from outer spacc.

Many refused to belicve that thc cclestial rock
was gone, but excavations more than a hundred feet
deep from the bettom of the crater produced only
earth.

Two nights later all listeners to the popular pro-
gram of WZXK, largest radio gtation in the Middle
West, were cut off in the middle of an economic
address by the Honorable Charles R. Hibbard, emi-
nent financier. Their ears were assaulted with a
guttural foreign tongue that no one recognized. At
the same instant they heard buzz signals similar to
thoze cent out from the Naval Station for time
control.

Telephone calls to the studio brought no answer.
The police attempted to get in but found the doors
to WZXK locked. It wae an hour before an off-
duty assistant manager with a key could be found.
The open door revealed what the newspapers called
the ‘crime of the country. Laid ncatly in a row
near one wall werc eleven men, including the emi-
nent financier, anl one woman, 211 dead. Appar-
cntly they had been killed by blows en the head.
There was no cvidence of strrggle and no bloed,
but there was onc clue that prickled the scalp even
of the hardest-hitten investigator. On the floor were
traces of slimy mud. The strange part was that
they were not the tracks of dirty feet, but were left
in thin trails and occasional round spots. It was
as if some horrid beast had passed that way.

The police worked like mad. Mozens of known
criminals were rounded up, but thc best efforts of
master minds could not pin this crime on any of
them. Nothing had been laken from the station.
The bodies had nol been robled. Hunmdreds of radio
listeners testificd that the broadcast stopped at four
minutes after nine, central time. The speaker had
hail enemies, hut none who would murder wholesale.

Police puzzled over the queer talk and the unread-
able buzz signals, but aftcr a fruitless investigation
accepted the explunation of Dr. Eric Jurghens, emi-
nent electrical cxperimenter of New York. His in-
terview with the press was widely published. The
buzz signals were a form of static set up by the
meleor fall of previous days. The “‘strange lan-
guage” might have been “inverted” English, just as
a telephone conversation is inverted in transatlantic
phane calls. The station, it was known, had the
necessary apparatus to invert speech, and possibly
the eriminalg had somehow hooked it up. In vain the
police and the press tried to reconstruct a beast that
would make the tracks left on the studio fivor.

Ted Dolliver had spent a fair-
ly satisfactory afternovn work-
ing out in the university gym,
successfully wrestling two foot-
ball players with his left hand
tied behind him, and taking a long
swim, in which sport bis two
hurdred and fifteen pounds werc
morc powerful than graceful.

He swung home with an easy
catlike grace that was always a
surprise te those who saw his
statuesquc muscles, huge shoul-
ders, and enormoug strength, It
wonld be good, he was thinking,
to have a sclf-cooked steak and
camp biscuits for a change! Oki,
the Japanese servant, could coek,
certainly, lmst now and then Ted
wanted to sink his teeth iolo
what he called “man food.” Alan
wouldn’t mind—indeed, Dr. Kane
likcd his cuoking.

“He’s had enough nf it to like
it,”” 't'ed grinned, thinking of the
many strange adventures in queer
places the slender, quiet scientist
and hc bhad shared.

As he came opposite a hot-dog
lunch stand a mutt ran yelping
almost under Ted’s feet, a tin
can tied to its tail, chased by a
pack of strect hoodlums. Ted
set his foot on the string, caught
the terrified pup with one hand
and the can with the other.
Soothing the dog with murmurs
that only animal lovers know, he
untied the can and tossed it over
a fence. Then he set the dog
down, and in half a dozen quick
leaps was among the crowd of
boys.

They started to run, but hesi-
tated at Ted's, “Who wunts a
hot dog?”

The boys stopped uncer-
tainly.

“I’ve just let loose a hot
dog,” Ted grinned his dis-
arming smile. “Maybe you
know something about it.
But I wouldn’t rob a boy
of his fun, so I’ll buy hot
dogs for the erowd if you'll
leave my pup alone.”

“Yeur pup, Mister?” in-
quired one. “We didn”
know it was yorn. . . .7

“All dogs are my dogs!”
responded Tecd gaily.
“Come on, who wants to
eat?”

A dozen small boys
whooped that they did. So
te the hot-dog stand they
went, and when they left
Ted was poorer by a dollar
and a quarter and the
richer by a dozen friends,
all earnestly assuring him
that they would attach no
more tin cans to bis dogs’
tails,

Which wus why Ted was
a little late. It was dusk
as he ascended the steps to
the home he shared with
Dr. Kane, and he couldn’t
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see very plainly in the gloom of the hallway. He
heard scuffling noises, however, and discovered that
a stranger was silently struggling with Alan Kane.
Ted reached out ene predatory hand, plucked the
offender away from his friend as he might a kitten,
and held him, struggling, in an iron grip.

“What’s up, Alan?” hc inquired quietly.

“QOh, let me in, let me in—it’s after me, it's after
me!  Please, please, Mister, let me m. . . .” The
mun sobbed incoherently.

“Let you in where? What's after you?” inquired
Ted, puzzled.

But no mtclllglb]e answer could he get, only moans
terrified cries and, “Let me in, let me in, it’s rlght
there, after me. . .

“Bl'mg him in and let's find out,” suggeated Alan.

Wrinkling hiz nose at a streng smell of alcohol
Ted ushered the terrified man into the peaceful,
homelike study.

“Now you are in—stop crying!
what happened.”

“Nothing to tell. Heard something beating on
the door, went te it, and this person dived at me,
trying to get in apparently, although I thought he
wanted to play foetball. Yom came at the right mo-
ment.” Alan looked rather ruefully at hiz slender
physique. “I wish J could manhandle assailants as
vou can, Ted.”

“Well, what have yo1 got to say? What's it all
about?” Ted looked narrowly at the man he had
brought into the house. Nondescript clothes, a
foreign face, a workman by his hands and faded blue
shirt. “You look harmless enough!”

The men looked wildly around the room, then at
his captors, tried the door, then gasped once or twice.

“Um—I'm sorry. I—I was frightened.”

“I guessed that!” observed Ted drily. “Do you
always try to commit rcuvhem and burglary when
you'’re scared?”’

“Huh? I didn’t commit anvthing, I . . . I was
walking alcne, quietlike, going home. 1} had just had
a drink. Then—then someone grabbed me. From
behind. A lotta big hands
on my necktie. I jumps. I
got away. I ran, Twice
more I felt them grab me
and, Mister, belicve it or not,
there was nothing there!”

“You mean you didn’t see
them,” corrected Alan.

“YT don’t. I mean there
wasn’t nothing. No man or
beast or nothing . . . just
a ghost! Tt was light, plain
as day. Thcy grabbed me
and I ran and—and tried
to get in ’cause there was
a Jight in the window. What
yqu going to do te me?”

“Imagine the one drink
was ten,” said Ted to Alan.
“Let him go?"

Alan nodded. Ted led
the shivering man to the
deor and sheved him out.
He didn’t want to leave.
There was a streng odor of
whiskey in the vestibule
when Ted clesed the door
after him.

“He ran up the street as
if he were still frightened.”
Alan turned from the win-
dows as Ted came in.
“Quecr, isn’t it?”

“Queer whiskey seme of
these chaps drink!” scoffed
Ted. .

‘“Perhaps, but the papers,
and life generally, are full
of queer things these days.”

“You mean the meteors?”

“Yes, and also Jurghens’
axplanation of the radio
murder.”” Alan’s voice was
crisp. “His explanation of
the uzz signals doesn’t
make sense,”

There way scorn in Alan’s
voice. l'ed grinned. ‘“There
yeu go, sneering at a fra-
ternity brother again!” he
laughed. “The explanation
sounded ali right to me.”

“Jurghcns is smart,” Alan
snapped, “lle was smart
when we lived together at
school. His explanation was
intended to sound all right
to the dumbbells of this
world, bat it’s arranl non-

Alan, tell re

+lasping something.
agor

W, swead ro(ll'ng down his

sense. Now, why should he rush into print with such
an asinine statement?”

“Reporter got it wrong, maybe,” Ted said indif-
ferently.

Kane thought over the peculiar circumstances of a
learned man talking nonsense for popular consump-
tion until Ted intcrrupted him with, “What say we
eat, camp style?”

That night the third mecteor fell, complctely de-
stroying the town of Booneton, ituking 107 lives.

Boeneton is 387 miles cast of Amityville and 11
miles south of University City.

Chaptcr Two

ENTLEMAN gee Dr. Kane,”
moniously from the hips.

“Who is it, Oki?” Alan Kane stretched his slender
length in his easy chair and put down his book.
From the couch Ted Dolliver swore softly under his
breath. He didn’t like te be disturbed in his after-
dinner loaf.

“Gentleman newspaper, come talk,” answecred Oki.

“Oh, tell him Dr. Kane is out!” snapped Ted. “He
doesn’t want to be bothered.”

Alan smiled at his friend.
wants. Show him in, Oki.”

“QOh, well.” Ted got up slowly.

“Pon’t bother to move, mastodon,” Alan said cheer-
fully. “He just wants my views on thc smeteors.”

A young man followed swiftly on Oki’s heels into
the room. His thin lips wore a determined expres-
sion. In his hand was a package.

“Dr. Kanc? I'm Humphrey of the News.
I ask you a few questiens?”

“Certuinly, Sit, won't you? This is Mr. Dolliver.”

“Seen him in the university gym—Hercules, Ajax
and Sampson, rolled into one. Dr. Kane, thcse
meteors!”

Alan waited.

Mr. Humphrey abruptly held forth hiz paper pack-
age. “I've found semething,” he said. “I wasn't

Oki bhowed ceve-

“I can guess what he

May

As Dr. Kane stered Ted wrestled on
the floor, his greot hunds curled es if

. Niis face @ mass ef
neck,

satisfied with the story or the investigation. So I
did somc rooling around in the Booneton crater and
found—this!” He unwrapped the papcr. “I don’t
know what it is and the chief says I'm crazy to think
there is a stery in it. Says it’s just a piece of ush.
I think he’s all wet.”

Alan interestedly picked up the proffered objecl.
It was perhaps eight inches long, half as thick, and
of an indeterminate shape. It was a dark gray,
shot with black, and crumbled slightly at his touch.
It had a feel of unreality, sut Alan was cnough of
a psychclegist to discount this. His knowledge that
the object might have come unknown millions of
miles from the depths of space probably acceunted
for the sensation. But the reporter’s next words
made him pause.

“Seems unreal, somehow,”’ the man said in a
puzzled tone of veice. “I just can’t sco it twice the
same. It—it hethers me!”

Dr. Kane looked at thc repertcr, then at Ted. His
expression pgrew very serious. His precise mind
rebelled at the thought that an objcet could change
shape in one’s hand.

“Looks like volcanic ash. Silicon, perhaps some
iron and aluminum. I couldn’t tell until [ analyzed
it,” answered Alan.

“] don’t mcan that. T.et me show you.”

There was strained eagernesg in the reporter's
voice. He laid the object on the study table under
the lamp, turned it this way and that. “Leok at it
frora here—half close your eyes!” he suggested.

Alan stood bteside him and sqguinted at the object.
“IIm!” he said slowly, “Take a lcok, Ted?”

Ted rose luzily and stretched before he joined the
two, He also squinted, and as hc looked the in-
definite cutlines momentarily took on sharper angles.

“}.o0ks like the remains of a gear wheel,” he said.
“What of it?”

Alan raised a grave face. ‘“Much, if true. But
of course, it might be merely a chance resemblance.”
He became lost in thought as he peered at the un-
real gray blek under the study lamp. Gear teeth!
Could thcre be a machine
shop somewhere in outer
space” Finally he turned
to the reporter.

“Will you leave it with
me? Il think it over. May-
be there 43 a story in it.”

“Tomorrow?” suggested
Humphrey. “The stery is
hot, now. Itll be a dead
cat in a short time,”

“Not if that exhibit is
what it might be,” answered
Alan emphatically. “Yes,
come back temerrow.”

The rteporter took his
leave, Alan spcnt the cve-
ning looking at the ohject
while Ted rcad magazines
and yawned.

Next merning’s paper car-
ried the shocking news that
Gordon Humphrey, star re-
porter of the News, had
bheen mest foully murdered
on his way home from his
night’s werk. There was
no clue to the murderer, no
fingerwrints, no weapon.
The reporter had apparent-
ly been struck down by a
sandbag. His skull was
fractured and the authori-
ties concluded that he must
have died instantly.

The puzzling feature of
the case was that four
creditable witnesses saw him
hurrying away from the
News Building. Suddenly
he staggered and fell. The
witnesses swaore that no one
was within a hundred fect
of him at that instant. A
thrown object might have
hit him, of course, but where
was thc object?

Humphrey was well
enough known in newspaper
circles so that his uuntimely
passing was a national
story, hut the event was
wiped eff the front pages
almost immediately. The
fourth reteor fell in open
country, killing no one, but
stunning inhabitants for
miles around and making an

(Conitnued on page Ji)
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Here’s the liner that will take you vagabonding down the Pacific and through the Canal to the Spanish Main!

oing Round America!

Spend Your Vacation on a Vagabond
Trip Under American Boy Sponsorship

Alaska Cruisers will leave
Pier 2 for the Inside Passage.

HIS summer a ship
I will steam into the
port of Panama and
unload an eager, adventur-
ous party of American Boy
readers. These readers will
go sightseeing through the
bustling, palm-lined streets
of this tropical city.
They will take a road out

Coming home,you’ll
splash in the heated
pool at Lake Louise!

of the city to a spot a few miles away, where
stands the vine-covered ruin of an ancient tower.

A peaceful spot now.

Yet this old tower is a

monument to a grim, heroic page in the history of

the Spanish Main. It is all that is left
of the ancient city of Panama, capturcd
and destroyed by Captain Henry Morgan
in 1670-71.

American Boy readers will be stand-
ing on the very ground that was drenched
by the blood of buccanecrs and terrified
Spanish civilians 265 years ago. You
may stand on this ground, too, and rec-
create the grim, tattered mob that stormed
the defenses of the richest city in the West
Indies.

Panama, Alaska, a summer camp on
beautiful Puget Sound. . Any one of
these vacations—or all of them—may be
yours if you decide to go on one of the
Cruises offered by The American Boy this
summer. Non-profit, low-cost Cruises that
give you, under competent leadership, a
thrilling combination of train travel, sight-
sceing, sunmmer camping, and ocean vaga-
bonding.

Read the brief itincraries at

the end of this article. Then };’:;g:;gh
write the Cruise Editor, The -

: Culebra
American Boy, 7430 Second Blvd.,, Cut with
Detroit, Mich., enclosing a three- Tpe
cent stamp to cover postage and American §
mailing costs, and ask for the Boy!

Round-
America
Cruisers
will see
Central
Park.

You’ll
stroll
down
palm
avenues
in Los
Angeles.

Ancient Panama,
city of romance!

Youw’ll go sightseeing in
Cuba’s lovely capital.

Cruisc folder describing
eight Expeditions, any one
of which will give you a
memorable vacation this
summer.

But first, listen to the
story of how Captain Henry
Morgan captured Panama,
so that when you set foot

on the site of the ancient city the battle will live
again in your mind. . .

When Morgan took TIorto Bello in 1668, the

President of Panama, a fine gentleman
with a sense of humor, sent a message
to the stocky, blunt Englishman—a
message with a note of reluctant ad-
miration in it.

“Tell me,” the message went, “with
what weapons did you capture so strong
a fortress as Porto Bello?”

Morgan had a scnse of humor too.
He sent back a pistol, a few balls, and
a handful of powder.

“With these,” he replied. “Keep them.
Onc of these days I'll be down to take
them back.”

The President’s reply was confident—
and threatening. “You'd better not come
down here! You won’t fare so well as
you did at Porto Bello.”

The President knew what hec was talk-
ing about. To reach Panama Morgan
would have to march sixty miles through
jungle. He would face ambush every
step of the way. Vhen he reached his
goal—if he reached it at all—he would
find a strongly garrisoned, well-fortified
city —the greatest city in the West
Indies, protected by stout walls, cannon,
and troops of cavalry and foot soldiers.

But there must be something in the
tropical air of the (Cont. on page 36)



There ways a diszy
moment of whirl-
ing, there tha slum.
The matstruck the

beewk of his neck.
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A swift-moving story of

the amateur wrestling mat

Joseph’s Brothers

OE GARDNER circled warily, kceping his feet
wide and firm-set against the mat. But he
wasn’t looking fer an opeuing. An opening

wouldn’t de him any good because his muscles were
tight with nervous terror.

He thought of the spectators. He wondered if they
knew of his feur, He wondered if they knew his
mouth was dry and cottony, and that his arms didn’t
go where he told them to, ard that there were two
Riley McEvers, instead of one, weaving in front
of him.

Riley’s quick thrust went through his gvard, and
Joe felt steel fingera bite into his sheulder, felt the
pull of Riley’s great weight against the lever of the
hold, and he went down to his knees. The pressure
increascd, and Joc thought that the lizaments of his
twisted back would rip loose.

“Go down, Froggy!” Riley snarled under his breath.

Froggy. . . . He hadn't heard that in a long time.
They used to put fregs in his rlothes because they
knew he was afraid of them.

Joe went down,

“Puckell’s advantae!” said the referee.

Riley’s arm slid inlo a half Nelion, and again the
torture of resistance spread threugh Joe’s back. He
was being slowly rolled. Curiously, he felt relieved.
The Nelson weuld go through until he was on his
back. He covld bridge, Lut it woenldn’t do any good.

by
Vereen Bell

Sooner or later he would tire, and his shoulders would
sink to the mat, and the match would be over. The
match would be over and he could go out and ncver
look at a wrestling mat again.

Yellow. He knew that, but he didn’t care any
longer. In a few minutes Riley would pin him.

Then he went over and bridged immediately to
keep a gap under his shoulders. Riley McEver
lunged in against his chest, pressing down.

“Down, Froggy,” he said hoarsely.

Froggy! Suddenly a biue anger flared. Joc slid
his weight and shoved upward. The maneuver was
grotesque, A combination back somersault and head
spin. But it worked. Joe came up.

Scalding fury—anger at a lifetime of going down
—drave him recklessly at the waiting wrestler.

Riley dropped to his knees and shot his arm
through Jue's crolch and rose, lifting Joe with him,

Joe saw the blar of spectators as his brother spua

him. There was a dizcy moment of whirling, then
the slam. The mat struck the back of his neck.
Darkuess.

Joe Guardner’s family life had been a little mixed
up. Joe’s mother had been married twice. The first
husband had been Thursday McLiver, the toughest
planing mill foreman Puckett Lumber Company had
ever had. McEver got things done, and the big shots
weren't {80 inquisitive about his methods.

When Thursday, Junior, was seven and Riley was
one, their father met his death under a runaway
boxcar on the mill’s siding. Some time after that
the widow took another husband—Ralph Gardner.
Gardner was a sawmill man, too. A lumber grader.
He had worked under McEver and had felt the iron
of Mcliver’s fist. Dlut Gardner was mild-mannered
and rcasonable. A man had to take things off his
boss, he said.

A year ufter that, Jue was born. Joe didn't like
to remember his childhood. But the memory of the
rough shack in the mill town would always stick
with him.

In a way, you couldn’t blame Thursday Jr. and
Riley for the way they treated Joe. In the first
place, they both had a lot of old Thursday McEver's
blood in them. Too, mill towns in those days were
inglined tv be tough.



What a kid got in mill town, he got with his good

right hand. Joe didn’t gct much. All he got was
what his brothers gave him, which, too often, was
only a smack on the ear.

But still, it was hard to blame them. Especially
Thursday. Thursday wasn’t exactly right, upstairs,
at times. His stomach must have had a lot to do
with it, because often his food would disagree with
him, and hefore the day was over there’d be
trouble. Somehow he’d go out of his head,
and hc'd knoclk down anything that got in his
way, whether it was dog or cow or inan or
woman.

Thursday, at seventeen, was the strongesl
man in mill town. When he lost his head
that way, there were enly two things te de.
One was to get about six good men and
overpower him. The other was to run to
the planer for Ralph Gardner.

Gardner would talk to him. Sometimes
he’d have to talk to him for thirty min-
utes, with Thursday rocking in front of
him, bleary-eyed and panting. But fi-
nally Thursday would allow himsclf to
be led off to bed, and when he woke up
he’d be all right, never knowing any-
thing had happened.

It was different with Riley. Riley
always knew what was going on. He
believed that might made right. He
could squeeze your hand so tight you
were glad to grovel in front of him.
Or, if you managed to get a running
start, he’d bounce a rock off your
head at twenty-five yards. He sel-
dom missed.

The fact that anybody could live
through a childhood likc Joe’s ought
to show he had scmething, if only
stamina. Then, when Jce was four-
teen years old, his father died with
the fluu A year later his mother
went too.

After that, Joe didn’t see any rea-
son for hanging around. Se one night
he left for Eingsport. He took with

him what few clothes he had, his father's thick
watch, and a hope that he’d never see his half-
brothers again.

The chances were, of course, that he'd run across
them sometime. For, although Kingsport was a
full-sized city, it was only¥ six miles from Puckett
Mills. But even with that, five years passed befare
he suw cither of them.

Joe worked for the big Kingspert Printing Com-
pany. He had turned eut to be a commercial artist
and was coming along nicely. The big window
in the art room leeked dowm en the Kingsport
Athletic Club, and Joe stopped off at the club
sometimes to take a swim or a workout on the
bars. One day he passed the big window and saw
a blackboard in front of the club. The distance
was a littic long, but he could make out the words
“WRESTLING TONIGHT. Kingsport A. C. vs.
Puckett Mills A. C”

At five oclock, when he got off, he went over to
the club. In the lobby he met Gregory, the wrestling
coach.

“You've got a match against Puckett Mills to-
night,” Joe said.

Gregory nodded. “And a hard onc.”

“Have you weighed in yet?” His veicc sounded
unnatural.

“Yeah.”

“Who have they got in the heavy divisiens?”

Gregory drew out his list. “Skinner, 165, West-
ley, 175, Mcluver, unlimited. You looking for some-
body, Jne?”

“Not exactly. Thanks.”

Gregory turned to go, then stopped. “Why don’t
yow come out, Joe? Amateur wrestling’s the real
article. You'd like it.” The coach’s gaze took in
Jee’s big, lithe frame. “You’ve got the build for
it. And you know hew to handle yourself—I've
seen you on the bars, What do you weigh—hun-
dred and cighty?”

Joe was pale. “Something like that. But I don’t
think I'd be interested.”

Gregory shrugged. “All right.” He jerked his
thumb toward the auditorium, where workmen
were putting up the seats. “Coming around
tonight?”

“Y don’t know. I don’t think so.”

But he did come around that
night. Somehow, he found

Jeeprayedthat he would -
airt, Ther, tre fuis o
desperatien.here-
called how his
Sather used
to talk to
Thurs-
day.
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himself wanting to see Riley. Maybe the years had
sandpapered some of the rough edges off him.

Puckett Mills had a good team. They won two of
the first five matches by clean falls. That put them
in the lead, 10-9. In the next bout, the 165-pound
class, they won by a time advantage of two minutes,
and made the score 13-9.

Kingsport’s brawny 175-pounder, Gaffncy, Lurned

the tide. He pinned his sawmiller opponent in ex-
actly three minates. The lead shifted to Kingsport,
14-18.

After the clapping that followed Gaffney’s quick
victory, there was a tense silence of expectancy.

The match had climbed to its highest point. The
final boul. was at hand. Unlimited!
Kingsport’s unlimited man was White. He walked

to the referee for inspection. Then Joe saw Riley
McEver rise from the bench and strip off his sweat
ghirt, exposing long, nicely-muscled arms and a chest
that was deep and sgquare., Hc crawled through
the ropes into the white glare of the lights.

Riley wasn’t bad looking. There was a clean cut
to his jaw that made Joe wonder if this was the
boy who had unce broken his nose with a broom
handle. He didn’t wonder long.

The wrestlers shook hands and backed off. For
a moment they sparred with their hands. Suddenly
McEver raked his fingers dowmn White’s face. The
Kingsporter’s head snapped back instinctively, and
in that instant McEver dived at his knees and
knocked him dewn—hard.

Refore the referee could signal the advantage,
McEver junped free, allowing White to regain his
feet. There was a surprised mutter among the
hundreds of watchers. What kind of a maneuver
was that?

Joe knew. In amatcur wrestling, punishing an
opponent is out. An orthodox wrestler would have
followed up his opportunity and kept White down,
and writhed and sweated until he had him pinned
or the advantage was lost. It was tedious and hard.
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Jee knew Riley didn’t intend to work that way. Hc
was ygoing tu browbeat White into submission, then
flatten him.

The question was just how much the referee would
let him get away with. On many holds the border-
line between legality and illegality is pretty vague.
The hammerlock, for instance, that Riley clamped
on \Whitc didn’t seem to have too much angle—but it
had White sweating.

Riley kept to his rough tactics—the referee cau-
tioned him repeatedly--until Whitc was almost out
on his feet.

Joc felt sorry for both of them. He felt sorry
for White because he understood what he was going
through. He'd gone through vears of it himself,

But the sympathy that he feli for Riley was deeper.
Riley was a man going threugh life with a wrong
idea. Might didn’t make right. For instance this
very wrestling bout. Iiley was good—no doubt of
that, Xut a sciestific wrestler—which White was
not-—could huve mude a fool of him.

Joe left the club that night in a thoughtful mood.
The end of thz unlimited bout had come quickly. A
slam from a hip lock, and the referee’s flat hand
couldn’t slide under White’s shoulders. McEver’s
bout by a fall, Puckett Mills’ match.

Joe’s mood persisted throughout the next duy. It
held him in its cold grasp until he finally admitted
that there were two things he wanted to do. The
first, to prove to Riley that hc was off on a bad tack.
The sccond, to prove to himself that fear of his
brothers could no longer control him.

After the office closcd, Joc went to thc athletic
club and again looked Gregory up. *“Have yom an-
other match with Puckett Mills this season?” he
asked.

“Twao nore.
told him.

Joe writed a moment. Then: “You said some-
thing to me about coming out for wrestling.”

“You've changed your mind,” Gregory grinned.
“Ceme on. Lel’s get you outfitted.”

They walked to the elevator and went dewn. The
basement was full of the smell of soap and healthy
sweat and 1ubbing alecohol. ‘The coach stopped in
front of the white-enamel scales.

“Take off your clothes and lel’s see what you
weigh.”

Tn his shorls, Jove stepped onto the scales.
hundred and eighty-four.

With half-closed eyes, Gregory regatded Joe’s
shoulder and back muscles—the strip-stcel of them
was plainly printed under the skin. Gregory looked
at the flat stomach, and the lung, lean thighs.

Finally he said: “We won't be able to take two
pounds off you. You’ll have to wrestle unlimited.”

“That’s what I want to do,” an-
swered Joe.

“Maybe White will change your mind
about that,” Gregory told him dryly.
“Come around sabout cight tonight.
We'll have you some tights and stuff.
A week or so will give you an idea of
what wrestling’s like.”

Ten dayg later Gregory watched the
two unlimited wrestlers—White and
Joe Gardner—locked in the center of
the practice mat. Therc was some-
thing about Joe. lle was agile as a
Japanese, and he had a definite sense
of balance and c¢o-ordination that must
have heen a distant cousin to his def*-
ness with crayon. But, although he
always held his own against White, he
never secmed to be able to pin him.

After practice, Gregory joired Joc
on the way to the showcrs.

“You're coming along all right,” he
began, “Of course, you're wmuch better
defensively than otherwise. You've got
a knack fur getting out of tight places.
But you've no drive, Joe. Two or three
times tonight you could’ve flattened
White if you had heen a little bolder.”
They walkecl on a way. “Keep plug-
ging, Joe. Learn to bore in. If you'll
pin White, I'll put you in a match.”

Three nights before the second
Puckett Mills match, Joe threw White.
The actual fall happened quickly, o
that no one saw exactly how it was
done.

Joe helped the loser to his feet.

“That wras slick,” White admitted.
“Just what did you use?”

Joe grinned. “Sleight of hand.”

Later, Gregory said, “You've ceme a
long way, Joe. Yau've got a lot of
science--a lot more than T taught yeu.”

Yes, Joe thought, he had come a
long way. I1ut it hadn’t becn casy.

The next one’s in a wonth,” Gregory

One
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Gregory said:
“ff IThala cast-
iron nerve like
yours, ’dgo in-
to the daredevil
Lusiness.”

He'd worked. He'd watched other wrestlers. He’d
tricd new holds, new ways of gelting old ones. He’d
sweated on the parallels and horizentals until he was
as wiry as an acrobat.

He thought of mill town, and of Thursday McEver
and Riley, and the days when he used to run fram
them. Yes, he'd conwe a larg way.

“We're wrestling Puckett Millz Friday,” Gregory
said. “You're the unlimited man.”

On Friday night, the score of the matches was
12-11 in Puckett’s faver when the unlimited tout
came.

Joe walked out onto the mat. When Riley faced
him, he smiled and said, “Hello, hayseed.”

Riley lovked at him scornfully, “It’s yow.” He
held out his hands for the refcree’s cxamination.
“Watch yourse!f, dunpling. We haven't forgol how
you Jammed out on us.”

Jou’s wrists went cold, ard he could hear the loud
nerve-heat in Lhe loke of his ear, Suddenly he felt
sick, and he Lnew that Lis fear could still control
him.

For five minutes they wrestled, Jo¢ kcepimg up a
desperate defensive. Then, abruptly, camc thc anger
that drove him recklessly at the waiting McEvcr.
There was a moment of dizzyr whirling and the grind-
ing smash of the spine juints . . . and darkness.

Joe had heard about the torture of having to
live in the prison of a plaster cast. Now he knew
how it felt. He lay in a hospital bed encased frcm
his neck down. About the only muscles he could use
were the ores in his face and neck. In that abso-
lutely helpless position he must lic for weeks. Lie
there and think about being yellow.

“How long'il I be here?” he asked Gregory when
the coach visited him.

“Pretty long,” Gregory said. “Months. You’ve
got a couple of fractured vertetrae.”

“That sounds bad.”

“Tt is bad, but the worst af it’s over. The worst

of it was the other night. The doctor said you
wouldn'’t live. But you're smeeth. You fosled him.”
Gregory went on: “At lJeast you won your match.
They gave it to you on a foul. Body slams from a
standing position are out, you know. TUnnecessary
roughness.” The coach faced Jue. “The papers said
vou and McEvers were brethers. That right?”

“Practically.”

“It seems sott of funny that—well—" He didn’t
finish. He stood up. “Geotta go. I'll be coming back.
Keep your chest out.””

Jue had a hard time of it, lying there day aller
day in his straightjucket uf cement. He thought
how good it would be te get up and walk around
the room once-—just once—each day. Even to flex
Lis arms would be wonderful.

He was thinking thoughts like that one day when
his nurse came in. His nurze was elderly and kind
and prim, and she wouldn’t think of addressing him
by anything' less than his proper namc.

“IWe’ve a patient from Puckett Mills down the
hall, Joseph. Someone mentioned that he is your
brether or something. His name is Thursday Me-
Bver.”

Joe knew the rest. Thursday McEver, with his
old illness. The doctors here could help him if any-

body could. He’d get the proper diet, and that
counted for a lot. But Thursday—they'd have to
watch him,

Mrs. Brown must have vnderstood that Joe didn’t
want to talk.

“If you'd like me to, I'll read to you some.”

“Fine.”

After that, Mrs. Brown read to him every day
at that time, She'd settle herself with much crackling
of starched linen, and open the magazine. She was
preparing to read to him at the regular time three
davs later when a warning shriek came from far
down the hall.

Mrs. Brown sprang up. “Mjy heavens!”

Confusion, Then a man’s bellow of defiance, fol-
lowed Ly screams of sheer panic.

Joe knew what the noise was akbout. “It’s Thurs-
day McEver! Ile goes out of his head. You’d better
run for some men—strong men. And don’t get in
his way.”

Mrs, Brown's lips were ashen.
flew through the doerway.

Joe stared at the door, and he felt his skin go
damp against the pores of the cast. The door! Too
latc to call her. He'd forgotten to tcll her to close
the door!

Joe lay there and listened to the noize down the
hal), and the fear in him was like a physical ageny.
For his room was ab the erd of the corridor, and
anybody coming dowmn the hall would have to turn to
aveid coming in. Thursday McEver diin’t ever turn
unless he had to. ;

Joe felt sweat-streams on the side of his face.
Well, this was one time when he had a right to be
afraid.

Thursday turncd into the corridor that led te Jee's
room. Prescntly three nurses followed, gesturing
to each cther nervously.

Joe knew by his brother's stride that the thing on
his mind wus cscape. Thursday was going out, and
the man didn’t live who could stop him. Ralph Gard-
ner might have stopped him, »ut he
wag deud.

A lone interne came up from be-
hind ard stepped quickly through the
group of nurses. He caught Thurse
day's arm. Thursday wheeled arl
the heel of his open hand sent the
interne against the opposite wall,
stunned,

It seemed days before Thursday got
to the door. In Jue’s half-hlind horror,
the madman’s red-shet eyes had ai-
ready found him. He would come
into the room and know he was
trapped. Joe wouldn’t have a chance.
He’d be dragged from the bed, or
struck where he Jay—and Thursday
wouldn’t have even a faint hint of
what he was deing.

McEver came inlo the room and
stopped as if to get his directions.
The big vein in his forehead stood
out hlue and angry, and his breath
was shortened as if he were in pain.
He looked at the figure on the bed.
There was no recegnition in his
rlazed eyes.

“They can’t keep me in here,” he
snapped.

Joe prayed

She wheeled and

(Cont. on page 41)



Hang Around ihe

An adventure

hunds were blistered from turning our old

tub’s flywheel, I began to wonder if I ever
would get to Three Mile Island. Les Wade still
lay flat on thc afterdeck unwrapping the pot line
tangled around our propeller shaft. Every so
often the boat hook he was using would slip- and
he’d yell and catel himself from rolling over-
board.

I sucked a broken blister and listened to the
far-away mumble of a plane. It grew louder, a
queer, fluttering beat coming from the west, but
I couldn’t sec the plane because Indian Bay and the
sky were onc aching glare of golden light.

“Blast it, Don!” growled Wade, scowling over his
shoulder. “Turn kér, I saidl”

I moved the flywheel slowly tu port until he
grunted. A minute later the boat hook swept up a
trailing length of the green-slimed rope.

“’Nother loap off. . . . Lecast you could do is pay
sorve mind to a feller’s orders, seeing *twas you fouled
her!” The haok dipped again, grating along our
keel. “Maybe vou figure a man my age enjovs
crampin’ his crop flat for an hour—”

“I was listening to a plane,” I explained.

Les snorted. “You got little to do! Turn—easy.”

“[t was a small motor.” I inched the greasy fly-
wheel another quarter turn and the intake sucked
and clicked. “It's stopped now. Must’ve landed.”

“Shut up! Hold it!” The boat hook swayed and
prodded. At last Les paused to swab his face and
bakl head. “That plane landed at Three Mile Island,
so git your mind onto owr motor.”

“How ceuld you scc her””’ 1 demanded, for through
that sun blaze I could barely make out the black
bulk of the island four miley away, and Les was too
deaf to have hearl the motor.

“Pidi’t, but they's noody lives on any island only
Basset at Three Mile, so where else would she go?
" Maybe I can’t tell the kind of motor by the noisc of
her, like smart college fellers,” he growled, jabbing

!LONG toward three o’clock, when both my
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Les Wade lay flat on the
afterdecl urnwrapping the
pot line tengled around
our propelier shaft. “Blast
it, Don!”’ he growled.
“Turn her, I said.”

on the rock-bound Maine seacoast

by
Selden M. Loring

Hlustrator: ANTON OTTO FISCHER

viciously at the tangled line, “but I ¢'n use my head—
an’ that saves mc a whole lot of trouble. . . . Come
up, darn you!" The bcat hook swished a loop clear.
“Save me more trouble if other folks’d use theirs!
Beats me how ever I come to go shares with such
a helpless ninny!”

“I offered to dive under and cut the line loose.”

“And then dive forty foot more for my lobster pot,
likely! You’re blamed full of help—afterwards!”
He went on poking and grunt:ng and grumbling until
1 switched the subject by saying it scemed sort of
funny none of the Bassels had come ashere o Indian
Harbor yet. The Bassets were millionaires who had
a summer placc on Threc Mile Island.

Les pounded at the propeller as if he were chop-
ping it off. “Don Callendar, the Great I-Am!” he
snorted. “All educated, and don’t know nothing!
That chauffeur they brought with ’em that looks
like a detective, he comes over in the tender every
night after the mail. LEverybody knows that!”

“Everybody that hangs around the post office,
evenings.”

“You could do worsc. RBacls her!”

Because I was so talien up with mulling over this
detective-chauffeur I turned the flywheel the vwrong
way, thus pulling from his handg the boat hook that
was thrust into the tangled rope around the propeller,
Les snatched at the whipping boat hook and squalled,
“Back her, you fooll”

For a moment he strained at thc bowed shaft,
then grunted with relicf. “Dang near lost it!
Yup, there’s a lot of interesting talk in the post
office, nights. Oll Basset, he’s had four letters
since he come, all [rom the same feller, looks like,
with the address printed on ’em in purple pencil.
You know, the kind that inks your tengue like
blueberries when you lap it.”

“Indelible pencil—like this?"? I held up the
letter Ben Carler, our postmaster, had given me,
and Old Wade sat up smarily on the deck.

“Where'd you git that?”

“Ben knew we’d be coming out past Three Mile,
so he asked me to deliver it.”

Les leaned over the side again. “You Callendars
were always close-mouthed cusses!” he complained.

“I thought of course an Old FPost ®ffice Settler
would know all about it.”

“You'd learn a sight more there than you ever
will loafing in Perley’s stinkin’ garage cvery night!
Basset’s chauffeur didn’t come to town yesterday.”

“Didn’t, ch?” [ sctiledd back on my heels. The
May sun was hot and the boat with its hox of decayed
pot-hait smelled riper than a mud flat. But I was
comfortable, and here was some hot gossip to chew
over. Who could ask for anything more?

“Our worthy postmaster must’ve thought the letter
was all-fired important to trust it to me,” I said idly.
“But then, he was probably afraid yov'd rcad it.”

“Knew danged well I wouldn’t go ncar the island,
you mean! Can’t mix me up with kidnapirg!”

That made me laugh. There were fifty years
between Les Wade and me, but we thought alike,
“So that's how the Post Office Lodge figures this!
The fellows at the garage dope it the same way.”

“Ke fools if thry didn’t!” snorted Les, hunching
on ane elbew to knead his cramped neck. “Take a
millionaire coming up to his summer place ahead of
the season, en an island, with his youngster that
ought to te in school. No one sees hide nor hair of
‘em, orly the chauffeur coming to town every day to
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get just one letter every day—with the address
printed worse than my grandson could do it! You
got to be dumber than plain stupid net to smell
kidnapin™—you got to be educated! What’s that one
post-marked? There in your hand?”

“Liberty. Sumehlody knows his way around up
here.”
“Surc. They all come from Ilittle towns, vight

’round this district. Only thing seems unlikely, a
smart crook wouldn’t use that in-delible pencil.
It's noticeable.”

“He doesn’t knew our post office.”

“Don’t get fresh. Turn her—slow.”

The second blister Lreke with a sharp sting when
I moved the wheel. “Seems to me vre ought to get
this letler eut to Basset right away,” 1 suggested.

Les was too busy to listen to me. “Something
happened eut there the day after the Basscts come.
Doc Willet got sent for. Chauffeur fetched him and
brought him back, and then got a prescription filled
at Bellamy's, Bellamy says Mis’ 13asset must’ve had
a shock, from the prescription. Doc don’t say noth-
ing, of course, only he swcars there was no boy on
the island.”

“He’d have scen him, all right.,” 1 squinted across
the sun.dazzle toward Three Mile; it leeked silent
and loneseme. “The kid runs wild there—always
in a tearing hurry to get to the dock, or in swimming,
or out in his hoat.”

The way I figured it, Basset had brought his boy
up here early, to avoid a kidnaping thrcat. But if
Doc Willet hadn’t scen the boy, the kidvapers must’ve
rot him, It madc me sick; he was a good little kid.

Les tugged at the pot line. “Can’t get nothin’ out
of that chauffcur. Cap'n Pollet tried, last time he
was in. Says, ‘Where’s that young Clay Basset that
was goin’ to sign on with me this season? It’s a
facl; the boy did promise to, end of last summer, if
his old man would let him. Nine year old, and
spindly, toe, and wantin’ to ship on that old sardine
trap! We all snickered, only the chauffeur, He
looked right through Pollet, took the mail, and walked
out without a word. Pellct was mad. There, blast
it! She's clear?” e tossed the red and white float
far astern, its line trailing and slapping the wateor.
Then he ralled onto his back and lay puffing and
rubbing his chest.

“Pellet’s getting stepped on all along the line,” I
said, sitting ®ack on the lobster box to stretch my
legs. “He ran down to Three Mile yesterday to sell
’em some mackere]l and Basset chased him off in a
hurry. No mackerel.”

l.es quit nuvsing his ribs and shook his head at
the sky. “Reats all what you close-mouthed fellers
pick up with your long ears! Pollel never told us
that.” Consideriug the news, he built on it. “That
clinches it,” hc decided. “Bassct come down here to
dedge kidnapers, but they got the bey, deng 'em!”

“But why should he run the captain off his island?
Pollet’s sheriff.”

“Proves the point, for them with sense. Take a
feller in cemmunication with the kidnap gang, ar-
ranging the ransom—he don’t want no one to get a
smell of it, police in particular.”

I grinned. “If the kidnapers knew Indian Harbor
they’d steer clear of it! It’s chock-full of super-
gleuths.”

Bchind me the gray fog was crawling inshere past
Porcupine Island, smothering the wind as it came.
Already it had wiped out the blue bulge of Cadillac
on Mount Desert and blurred the rusty shore and
the dark green pines and lighter hardweods en
Porcupine, We were six miles frem Indian Harber
—an hour’s run in that squat, underpowered bathtub.
Longer, because we’d buck the ebb going into the
mouth of Indian River.

“We'd better let the pots go today,” I suggested,
“and get this letter to Bassct beforc the soup
thickens.”

Leshumped his shoulders and steered toward Pick-
handle Ledge. “Ain't ne cencern of mine. Did you
line up with me to lobster so's you ceuld go bLack te
college, or to run errands for Ben Carter?”

That was a double-barreled slam. We both knew
that all I'd make on lobsters at this market wouldn’t
keep me in Tech for half a term. I'd had to quit
in March to get a job, but if Les hadn’t talked me
into helping him I'd have been as unemployed as
most of the boys.

By the time I'd heaved up the second pot off Pick-
handle and droppcd one lubster into the box the fog
was thick cnough for Les.

“That'll] be enough, ®on,” he growled, slamming
the lonc green victim into the box. He kicked the
flywhecl, slowed, and swung the boat over the dcep
end of the ledge where the black water lifted silently
against the black rock and fell whispering away.
“Prop her, and mind where the line goes!”

The slimy dark lattice of the pot splashed white
foam and sank from sight and flung the line aztern.
With the smack of the float Les opened the throttle
and the boat scttled on her haunches and plowed
north for Indian llarbor, while I sat down in the
bow and pulled on a sticky, torn oilskin. The fog
swirled around us now, thick and clinging and chill.
Westward the sua’s weak, yellow disk faded and
vanished in the gray.

Above the thudding of our engine rose thc muffled
drumming of the airslane I had heard before, but
this time it grew steadily louder and louder until it
went over us like heavy wheels on a planked bridge.
Les chewed his cold pipe, rolling a watery eye at
the sound. “Where in thunder do they figure to go,
headin® out to sea?”

“Maybc Bar Harbor, and they’re looking for one
of the hills te stecr by.”

i L SR |

Otd Wadefelt his way, He skinined Ironstreak Point with twenty feet to spare, anl wriggled betwceen spattered shoals and granite ledges one after another,

“They’ll git one—right between the eyes!” He
stood up, craning to pcer ahead. Little streamers
of white hair fluttered around his bald deme. The

tiller lines creaked as he maved the wheel ennugh to
slide us past a long black ledge streaming with yel-
low and brewn mettled weed that glistened in the
pale light.

“Ridgepole,” said Les.
north end of Three Mile.”

I rcached back to throttle the engine but my finger
slipped on the oily brass and killed it. Les glared.
“Leave it be."

“I meant to 3low it,” I said.
the letter in, aren’t we?”

“Too late. We'll have trouble aplenty picking up
the bell at the river, let alane nosin’ in to Three Mile
through them ledges!”

“It may be important—-" I stopped with my hands
on the flywheel. Out of the gray distance toward the
island drifted a feint clatter like running feet; like
little feet racing along the loese boards of a dock.
I saw gaoseflesh come out on my bare wrists.

Les bounced on the seat. “Come on! Come on!
You're big enough to start her, ain't you?”

I swallowed. *“I hcard Clay—the Basset kid—"

“You danged fool! Want to skay here all night?
You've got that letter on the hrain! If ’twas im-
portant Basset would’ve sent for it, same ag the
others! If he don’t care enough te gel his own
mail I ain’t scrapin’ the bottom out ef my boat to
fetch it to him!”

There was no arguing with Les Wade. Everyene
in town was dewnright certain Basset was in trouble,
and personally I'd have gonc busting out to his place
to offer my help—and probably got bounced off like
Cap'n Pollet.

Les was different. As Jong as Basset discouraged
visitors he wouldn't go within hailing distance of
Three Mile. Basset had picked his course, so Les
picked his—straight for home. Furthermorc he took
the short line from Three Mile.

It was lucky he didn’t need help; going away ta
college spoils your nose for blind piloting. For me
the hemeward course through thia wall of fog was
a blank. We were the center of a small circle of
water and the enly sounds were the hiss of the bow
wave and the thumping of our old one-lunger. Only
once there was another sound, when a plune mumbled
somcwherc behind that curtain, too faint and far
away to lecate.

0ld Wade felt his way or smelled it. He skinned
Irenstreak Point with twenty feet to spare, wriggled
over and between the spattered shoals and granite
ledges one after anether, and swung into the five-
mile-wide mouth of Indian River where the water
roughened a little with the pull ef tide and current.
After a while he throttled the motor and moved up
to the forward wheel, his bristling, wrinkled neck

“We're comin’ past the

“We're going to take



stuck out like a turkey and his head on one side.

I hated to burt his feelings, but when I caught
the soft ping of the bell-buoy on Frenchman’s Shoal
I pointed to starboard. “Off there, Les, I think.”

“Pon't want to know what yeu think—eur bottom
might mot stand it.” Ilec scowled at the scoop of
clear green water bchind our bow wave. “Don’t
seem like we was west of the Frenchman,” he mut-
tered. He reached back a long leg to tap the throttle
till the mowor barely turned over, vaughing gently.
1 pulled its cever tight to deaden t.he naise: slill more,
and shoulder to shoulder wc leaned our elbews on
the wet shining deck and listencd.

Miles away a truck whined uphill, clucked into
high gear and was gone. Again I caught the throb
of the Dbell, still without placing it.

Out of gray space floated a low, droning whine.
Nearer and louder. Behind us. plane roared
overhead, flying high and slow, with now and then
a stutter in the beat of her metor.

“Same plane,” I said. “They’re lost. They’vec ¥cen
battling around up there ever since they left Threc
Mile.”

“Never should've started.”
to a glow.
‘em, likely.”

He tucked his pipe in a vest pocket, dragged the
battered, green-tarnished whistle out of the bow
locker and jabbed the handle sharply. Hec listencd
carefully to the echoes from starboard and pott, then
grinned triumphantly. “Told you so! We're comin'
in east of thc bell! You listenl”

At that moment camc thc hushed clang of the
buoy and this time, knowing our position, I spotted
it. “You’re a wonder, Les! Iold her stcady and
you’ll crack it right on the nose.”

“Pon’t aim to— scrape our paint,” he chuckled.
and kicked the throttle half open. The hoat surged
forward.

I heard a new sound—a fluttcring whisper in the
fog that could have heen anywhere, astern er ahead.
Les Wade’s face was blank, intent on the buoy. The
whisper mounted swiftly to a shrill whistle. Les
jerked up his head, scowling.

The whistle was ahead of us—it leaped to a
screeching roar and like a swooping hawk a plane
hurst out of the mist, dead in our faces. I eouldn’t
move or yell. Wade’s arm knocked me sprawling to
the floor as he ducked and the shining floats screamed
over us.

My shoulder cracked the bait box. I twisted in
time to see the red plane smack the wafer asternm,
hounce in a spout of white spray and vanish in the
fog. I heard it strike again with a long, slurn'ng
splash, and then the blanket of silence closed down
around us.

Les straightened at the whes), glaring back into
the fog. “You danged idjits!” he bellowed.

“They’re forced down,” I said, struggling up all
tangled in the slicker. “That prop was just turning
in the wind! We'll
have to go after

Les rubbed his ears
“Can’l hear for a darn! Damp’s got in

'EII’]!"

“If I do, it’ll be to
give ’ciu a picec of
my mind?” But he
swung the wheel.

Voices, low and
jumbled, muttered
out there. Then a
shout: “Hcllo, the
boat! Hey! Hello,
there!”

“Hello yourself!”
snapped les. ‘“Stop
squalling!”

The outlines of the
monoplane showed
dimly through the
fox., It was a scar-
let cabin planc float-
ing calmly en its
pentoons. But the
two men crowding to
its open doer weren’t
calm. The bigger one
wiped a hand across
his face and stam-
mered, “G-glad we
didn’t crack you,
friend! Came p-
pretty close, eh?”

Les cut the motor.
“Just learning?’ he
asked insultingly.

The short man’s
squarve, dark face
flushed. “Run out of
gas,” he growled.
“Lucky we heard
that bell buoy. 1

took a chancc it was that, and not a church bell five
miles inland.”

The first man laughed shakily. “Glad you guessed
right! We started wrong when we left—” He
stopped short and ran a nervous tengue ever his lips,
then said quickly, “New that we've got our bearings
we’ll e OK. if you can let us have some gas.”

I didn’t say anything. It was Wade’s pas. And
I didn’t like the man’s face, Too fat around the chin,
and an ashen gray—but that might have been fright.
His lip.s were fat and pale, too, anil his tongue looked
urthealthy.

Les snifTed. “Feller smart enough to run one of
them things ought to have sense enough to stay down
this weather. You like to knocked our heads off!”

The short man, who was the pilot by his leather
jacket and his nerve, sat down in the doorway and
reached a foot to our gunwale, “Bon’t you worry
about us, pal”” He pulled the plane slowly alongside
until the wing slid darkly over my head. “How
about a shet of gas?” he repeated, slipping down inte
the woat.

“Why, certain, Leastways, I guess we got plenty.”
Les puckered his forchead and sucked his teeth
theughtfully. “Let’s see——I put in ten gallons this
morning, and we ain’t used over two or three for all
we becn out so long. Thiz overgrown ninny with me
tangled us in a pot linc

The pilot grunted. “Why not measurc your tank?
We don’t want te rob yeu"” Hc was swinging the
plane io get at his metor. I put a feot up on the
seat and was reaching for the wing to help him when
he bent over for an extra heave and the motion lifted
his leather coat enough to show the flat Wulge of an
automatic on his hip.

1t surpriscd me so that I dropped back beside the
bait box, and the next minute the big man tumbled
aboard, all clumsy feet and knees, dipping our gun-
wale a foot with his weight. He wrinkled his face
in a grin. Long black hairs curled out ef his nose
and the stubble on his lip and chin stood out like
black wires.

“I'eels good to have something solid under me!”
he said, with that same strained laugh.

“Pull up your socks and hang onto this crate,”
growled the pilot impatiently. Then he grinned at
Les. “Five gallens'll ride this sewing machine far
enough for us.”

Les nodded, sucking his teeth. “I got plenty.” He
poked in a forward locker, pulled out a rusty bailing
can and scrubbed its inside with a cerner of his vest.
*“That’s clean enough, ain’t it?” he asked, holding
out the can teward the pilot.

“Sure!” muttered the big man «uickly. “Fill ‘er
up!” He rubbed his hands on his pants and licked
his lips again.

He wasn’t two feet from me; his tongue was an
ugly purple. I felt a prickle of ice crawl up my back
and my stomach shivered. I stared at Les meaning-
ly, but he was in the bow with the two men planted

The whistle leaped Lo w screeching roar and like a swoeping hawk o plane burst: out of the rist.
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between me and him. Even if 1 worked around them
and up to him, I'd have to whigper so loud they'd
hear me.

Les hadn’t noticed anything.
can out toward the short man.
said.

“O.K. @.K.”” Thc pilot waved it away. He'd
hrought the plane’s nose alongside and as he stepped
hack he bumped me. If the butt of that gun had
stuck out of his pocket an inch I'd probally have
conmiitted suicide by grabbing it. But after all, I
didn't know who these men were.

Whet: he bumped me the pilot turned with a grin
that faded as he saw my face. His gray eyes squinted
a little. He moved forward a step to stand with his
hands on his hips, still between me and I.es. His
eyes llicked to his friend.

“Open the tank,” he said. “I’ll bring the gas.”
And the eyes were back on me.

The big man fumbled with thc tank and glanced
at me. His lips twitched and he looked away, and
began to whistle under his breath.

Les Wade was crawling under the bow deck where
our gas tank sits and I was puzzled. There was
nothing but a shut-off at that end of the pipe; the
drain cock was at the carburetor, right beside me.
Crowded in under there Les was helpless. I could
have kicked him!

I debated my chances. Any thugs whe'd steal a
kid must be yellow to start with, but thcre were twe
of them. The gun wouldn’t maticr if I didn’t give
the pilot time to pull it, but the other man? He'd
unbuttoned his gray coat and he probably had a gun
in a shoulder-holster.

Wade’s voice rumbled from the dark cubbyhole,
muffled and impatient.

“Danged drain cock’s stuck!” he sheuted.

Grunting and wiggling he worked himself half out
again, lying flat on his back. I glarcd at him, twitch-
ing my head toward the big man, but Lgs was peering
at the pilot beside me: “Let’s have them plicrs,” hc
grumbled. “In that locker by your fecct.”

Before the man could stoop I had them.
in, Les, I'll do it,” I said, starting forward.

The pilet blocked me. *“Stay there, bud. I'll give
’em to him.> He reached for the pliers, watching
me, his right hand still on his hip.

‘“That’s right!” snapped Wade, scowling from the
dark locker. *“That idjit’'ll drop ’em overboard, or
punch a hole in the tank! He’s born to mess things!
You get over by that airplane, Don Callendar, an’
help that feller! And do as I say—quick!”" he barked.

“I don’t need any help,” said the big man sharply
as I drepped back beside him. His fingers fluttered
at his black tie.

“You will—with Don handy!” chuckled Les, stretch-
ing out his hand for the pliers. ‘“Come on, pass ’em!”
he yelped. “Have I got to ceme out after ’em?” At
that the pilut steeped forward to thrust them into
the groping hand, and like a flying ax-head Wadc’s,
beot lashed up and
cracked him square
on the chin, ““Hit
him/[” screamed Les.

Surprise lost me
u split-second; time
for the big mar’s
hand to dart undcr
his coat as I struck.
He rolled with the
punch, banging my
ribs with a left that
scared me, but
caught the black gun
as it leaped out and
drove it against his
mouth. As he
wrenched the gun
out of my grip and
swung it I ducked
in against him and
shoved. Flc stepped
back, caught his
knees against the
gunwale, and we
went down into the
water between boat

He still held the
“Take a look,” he

“Let me

and plane.
The gun’s blast as
we hit the water

dealened me, bat T
was whole. And I
knew I had him. The
instant the water
roared around us he
screamed and quit
slugging te thrash
and kick—my fingers
were knuckle deep in
his windpipe and my
(Coni. on puge 30)
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HIDE-

RACK

WELCOMES
VISITORS

by Glenn Balch

Illustrator: ALBIN HENNING

but to my way of thinking, Hide-rack, our big
red-gold collie, has both a sense ¢f humor and
a smart mind. .

Take that time T was washing the supper dishes
in our cabin on the mountainous Middle Fork of
the Salmon. Hide-rack wanted to get in the house
and I was so busy that for ten minutes I ignored
his scratching.

The next moment there was a. growling, scuffling
and snarling just outside the dcor, as if Hide-rack
were tangling with a mountain lion. I grinned as
I hurried to the door and opcned it. Immediately
the scuffling stopped. The imaginary fight was
over and Hide-rack walked scdately through the
door, not a hair ruffled.

That’s what I mcan when I say Hide-rack’s both
smart and humorous. If he wants to get in he
scratches. If that fails hc stages a mock scrap to
arouse my interest. And if that fails he has a
third way of getting what he wants—but maybe
I'd better not mention that now.

As he camc into the cabin I shut the door behind
him, wooled him a bit, and went back to my dishes
while he scttled down beside the stove. I was
almost finished when he raised his head and ut-
tered a low growl. That’s his way of announcing
a visitor, and I knew now that he wasn’t fooling.

The knowledge gave me a pleasant tingle of ex-

citement. My father had ridden down the

trail with an old prospector to look at a

ncewly discovered ore ledge and would not

return until morning. A visitor would re-

lieve the loneliness. It might be Bern Sut-

ton, the biological survey man. Or the

forest ranger, or Jabe McBride, the old

s sheepman who wants to buy Hide-rack for
a sheep dog. Or Tommy Newton, the herder.

Nad and I live way back in the Idaho
mountains, and visitors are always wel-

come. I hurried along with my scrubbing of the
oilcloth table covering, hung the dish towel on its
wire near the stove, opened the door, and heard
horses’ feet in the little hard-packed clearing be-
fore the cabin. We generally greet our guests
from the opened docrway—it’s a habit with us.

“Hello. This the Foster place?”

Two men had halted in the clearing. I could see
their dark outlines in the carly starlight.

“Yes,” I replicd, and followed it up with a
typical mountain greeting: “Get down and come

I DON’T know what the experts say about dogs,

Saddle leather creaked as the two men swung
down. They came toward the door, leaving thcir
horses standing with trailing reins.

“Ace here?’ one of them asked in
a friendly voice.

“Sure,” “N. A N,
Trcaiil ope, he’s gone down the canyon,
Tt I told them.

Beartiness They stepped into the shaft of yellow
I didn’t light thrown through the door by the
feel. “Come lamp z2nd I saw who they were. The
on in.” recognition ccoled my enthusiasm for

their company. They were two would-be tough char-
acters of the mountains.

My father and T knew Dee Floyd and Purdy Wells
by reputation as boastful young bullies who were too
lazy to work. We were pretty certain that they
stayed in the high country not from choice but be-
cause the law outside was stricter and apt to look
with disfavor on petty crimes like cabin breaking,
trap robbing, calf stealing and the shooting of game
out of season. It was generally understood by us
mountain folks that they were always willing to un-
dertake any kind of a petty act that had a few dis-
honest dollars in it. I thought of them as fellows
more to be scorned than feared.

Lately several of the high country residents had
returned to their cabins after absences of a day or
more to find that their placcs had been thoroughly
ransacked, and in one or two instances burned to
the ground. This is about the most contemptible
crime that can be committed in the mountains, where
hospitality is second nature and a man’s house and
food, whether he happens to be at home or not, are
always available to any chancc passerby.

The finger of suspicion for thecse crimes had been
pointing more and more certainly toward Dee I'loyd
and Purdy Wells. I recalled with somc concern, as
I stood there in the doorway, that the sheriff from
the far-away county seat had ridden by our cabin
just two days before, going over on Wiseman Creek
to investigate a case of cabin breaking. And he
had intimated to Dad that he believed he had the
evidence he had been waiting for.

“When I come out,” he had said grimly, “I think
I'll be bringing a couple of guys with me that this
country will be glad to part with.”

He didn’t mention any names, but I had my
suspicions then, and they were doubly strong now
as I watched the two men advance through the shaft
of yellow light toward the cabin door.

“Cut it out, Hide-rack,” I said in a low voice, to
stop the dog’s growling. I didn’t feel any too easy.
I remembered that we had a sizeable sum of money,
payment for a recent packing job, under an over-
turned bowl in the cupboard. Still, Dee IFloyd and
Purdy Wells were generally believed to lack the
courage for out-and-out robbery.

“Wc're a couple of prospectors from over on Jack
Creck,” Dee Floyd said in a very friendly tone that
at once put mc on my guard. “We're headed into
town after a little blasting powder, an’ we’d like
something to cat. Reckon you could fix us up?”

That was like them, I thought. Taking advantage
of the country’s well-known hospitality after rob-
bing most of its isolated cabins. But of course I
could do nothing else. No hungry man was ever
turned away frcm our door.

“Sure,” I said with a heartiness I didn’t feel.
“Come on in. I'll fix up a feed for you. Shut up,
Hide-rack.”

The big collie had uttered a low growl as Dee
I'loyd entered. I knew it to be a reliable warning,
based on the dog’s keen and accuratc instincts, but
I had to play the role of host.



In Which Chet
and His Collie Play
a Split-second
Game of Wits in an
Isolated

Mountain Cabin

Dee Floyd glanced down at the dog and said
in a friendly voice, “Howdy, boy. How’s the rak-
Wit chasin™!”

He put out his hand and patted the dog’s head,
but Hide-rack didn’t respond with his customary
tail-wagging. Instead he contemptuously walked
out from under Floyd’s caress and went to his
place by the stowve, where he lay down and put
his hcad on his big white-tipped forepaws in such
a mannecr that he could see everything that went
on in the room, T didn’t klame him for disliking
Floyd. He was the short, brawny type, with a
face that looked rock-hard and unpleasant.

“Find yourselves seats,” I invited the two men
cordially. “There are a couple of left-over pieces
of huckleberry pie, and it won’t take long for me
to rustle you up a feed of hacun and eggs.”

They seated themselves, Floyd in a chair with
his hack to the wall and Wells on a bunk within
arm’s reach, I noticed, of our gun rack, where
several rifles stood. Purdy Wells, I saw, was a
slender, sullen-looking man,

“Now, this is sure nice nf you,” the brawny
Floyd said. “We'd a got mighty lank, ridin’ on
into town tonight.”

“Didn’t you bring any grub with you?” I asked,
well aware of the mountain man’s custom of pro-
visioning himself before he started en any trip,
even a day’s hike.

“No,” Floyd replied. “You see, we figured on
makin’ it into tewn tonight. We’re on a hurry-up
trip. We've found some good-looking rock an’ we
want to get back an’ open it up, se we're travelin’
light.”

This, T knew, was not true. Neither of them
had cver done an honest day’s prospecting in his
life. They must have mulled out of camp in a
big hurry. That was the reason they didn’t have
any provisions. Remembecring what the sheriff had
said, I believed I knew thc reason they had left
in such a hurry, and this knowledge didn’t make
that hard-earned roll of bills in the cupboard any
safer. I decided to feed the men and-get them
out of the cahin and away from therc as soon as
possible.

“Where’s Ace?” the thin-faced Wells asked, with
a familiarity that I knew my father weuld have
objected to.

“Down the canyon,” I replied, stopping to put
a stick of wood in the stove,

“That’s too bad,” Flovd declared. “We wasg
hopin’ to see him. Guot a little busi-
ness proposition to make him. When
do vou reckon hell be back?” “Were a

That, I knew, was also untrme. couple of
These two men, who must have known  Prospectors
my father by reputation, knew that Jrom Her
he would do no business with their o Jack
kind, In fuct, their relief when I Qoo

LY
told them he was absent had been i :7:. s
easy to see. tone that

“I don’t know when he’ll be buck,” put me on
[ answered casually, putling two my guard.
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They galloped uway at
Sfull speed, the sound
of their horses’ feet
dying up the canyon

trail.

I didn’t look at them for fear

plates on the table.
they might see the concern in my eyes.
“Lookin’ for him back tonight?” Wells pressed.
“Can’t say,” I replied briefly, and as I turned back
to the stove I caught the swift pleased glance that
passed between them. It was already after nine o’clock
and they knew that mountain men don’t customarily

travel mueh after night. I couldn’t help but take
a dig at them, however, by adding, “I'll tell him you
came by and asked about him. By the way, what’s
your names?”

I knew them well enough from a few casual
glimpses in town, but I was satisfied they were not
aware of this.

“Oh yes,” Floyd said glibly. “I'm Ralph Hunt,
an’ my friend here is Bob Rice. I don’t,” he added
somewhat doubtfully, “know for certain whether Ace
will remember us or not. We only bumped into him
once, down on the Middle Fork. If he don’t remem-
ber, just say, ‘It don’t matter.’”

Their refusal to admit their true identities doubly
confirmed my suspicions. I put the coffeepot over
the fircbox, where the stove was hottest. “Well,” I
said, “he might get back tonight.”

Just then a low growl issued from the throat of
the big collie, and I turned around to see that Wells
had taken one of the rifles from the rack. He looked
up, saw me watching him.

“Nice lookin’ gun,” he observed innocently, and
familiarly opened the action far enough to see cart-
ridge brass in the firing chamber. “Loaded, too.”

“Yes,” I remarked dryly, “we keep them that way.
You know,” I added, “that it’s generally the ‘un-
loaded gun’ that goes off accidentally and kills some-
body.”

“Yea,” Wells said with a crooked grin, and put
the gun back into the rack.

I knew well enough that he had found
out what he desired to know—whether
the rifles were loaded or not. But that

really didn’t make much difference, because both of

the men carried big heavy revolvers about their
waists, a habit so common in the mountains as not to
cause any comment.

Reaching for another stick of wood, I paused to
pat the watchful collie’s big handsome head. He
hadn’t failed to let me know when Wells had reached
for the rifle. And I found comfort in the fact that
if trouble developed I had at least one ally, and a
good one at that. Yet I knew that for all his mar-
velous quickness and great strength and courage, he
couldn’t cope with hot lead fresh from a pistol muz-
zle. And I resolved not to sacrifice the big collie,
even to save the roll of bills. We could earn more
money, but there would never be but one Hide-rack.

I opened the door of the cupboard for coffee cups,
then closed it quickly, and in spite of myself I know
my face turned slightly crimson.

“What’s the matter, kid?”’ Dee Floyd asked quickly,
showing how closely he was watching me.

“Nothing,” 1 replied, turning to face him. By
now I had regained my composure. “Why?”

He gazed at me keenly for a second before reply-
ing. Then he said, “I just thought you was actin’
funny.”

I laughed, but it sounded hollow even in my own
ears. ‘“Not me,” I declared boldly, opening my eyes
wide with what I hoped was disarming innocence.
But I could see he was still suspicious because, while
I was looking at him, his red-rimmed eyes flicked to
the cupboard and back.

I felt a little nervous and rather provoked with
myself. I had acted strangely because I had noticed
the green corner of a bill peeking out from under
that overturned bowl. Why had Dad been so care-
less! If they ever started to search the cabin, they
would find that money in less than two minutes.

Determined that my actions should not betray me
again, I opened the cupboard door, got the two cups
needed, and without undue haste placed them on the
table. That little corner of green paper looked as
big as a Navajo blanket among all those white dishes.
I ached to push it out of sight, but didn’t dare.

“Come and get it,” I said, pouring the coffee.

Hide-rack got to his feet as Dee Floyd rose.

“Lie down, boy,” I ordered quietly.

Floyd advanced to the table, but Purdy Wells re-
mained scated on the bunk.

“Just fill up my plate an’ bring it over here, will
ya’, er, Ralph,” Wells said. “This bunk is a whole
lot softer than them chairs.”

“Sure, Bob,” Floyd replied heartily. “I don’t blame
you either. That rough horse of yours is enough to
make anybody sore.”

He filled a plate with food and one of the cups
with coffee and took it to Wells. Then he returned
and sat down at the table, across from Hide-rack
and me.

Standing with my back to the stove, I was well
aware of the reason Wells didn’t come to the table.
It wasn’t the hard chair that stayed him, but the
fact that he didn’t want to leave the vicinity of the
gun rack. It was plain enough that the two men
had become suspicious of me and weren’t taking any
chances on my getting my hands on a loaded gun.
This meant that they were dubious about the success
of their bluff of being innocent prospectors.

Suddenly it came to me, as I stood there warming
my back at the stove and keeping one eye on Hide-
rack to see that he didn’t give way to his hostility,
that there was a dangerous quality ahout the two
men that was foreign to their bullying natures.
There was something about them that suggested
desperation, and immediately I became convinced
that they actually were fugitives from the law, that
the sheriff was really after them.

Then I knew that if they ever learned that money
was in the cupboard, nothing would stop them tak-
ing it. Already they were hunted criminals and an-
other robbery wouldn’t make their situation much
worse. Hardly had I arrived at this disturbing
theory when Wells betrayed the fact that they were
interested in money.

“Say, old chap,” he said between mouthfuls, “we’d
like to borrow a few dollars. Need it to buy that
powder with. Ace won’t mind, an’ we’ll pay it back
in a few days. We're a cinch to strike it rich. Got
any money around the house? [I’ll tell you what,”
he added, as a bright afterthought, “we’ll give you
a tenth interest in our claim for tcn dollars. What
de you say to that?”

That the man thought I might fall for such an
obvious ruse to find out if there was money in the
cabin provoked me. They must have thought I was
a fool.

“No,” I said firmly, “we haven’t any moncy to
loan. Bcesides my father handles all our money. If
you want to borrow some, you can wait and ask him.”

“But wc haven’t got (Continucd on page 33)
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The Flndlng of Leon

Garonde

by
Laurie
York
Erskine

Broadknife chattered
an abicine stream of
words info the fuce
aj the voung redcoat
who had ontwitted
the proud suvoge be-
fare his poople.

they leaped fram their ponies in (ront of his
cabin. They followed him into the building
and waited as he seated himself at a table where
he had apparently been cngaged in drawing a map.

“How did you make out?” he asked.

Corporal Sandy Rlackton, recently out of Royal
Canadian Mounted training depot, gol his breath
before replying.

“We lost the trail” he said, “There was a pretuy
good trail from the aspen canyon where you started
us off, up to the meadow where that brown creck
runs, Rut all signs of horses disappear when you
get Lo where the creek runs out of a narrow canyon.
We crossed Lhe creek and spent all day yesterday
cxploring every inch of the other bank that a horse
could tread. Then we rode up the creek through the
canyon until we came to a waterfall that no horse
could possibly climb. As far as 1 ean see no horses
cver went farther than that meadow below the
canyon, 'The trail ends there.”

Renfrew was sileot for a moment.

“Herses can’t fly,” he said finully. “There must »e
some way out threugh that canyon. Hewever, we
can attend to that later. Iirst we’ll go up to the
rapids and bring down those supplies.”

RENFRE\V came out tn greet Sandy and Iat as

Pal, the Indian boy, stepped forward, lithe and
siraight. His real name was Partridge Claw, but
Sandy had dubbed him “Pat.”

“How is Strondterg?” he asked quietly.

Renfrew glanced quickly al the Indian’s scrious,
dark eyes. Strondberg, the criminal, had a right
arm shattered by a rifle bullet.

“Fve sent him out,” said Renfrew. “Dan Cresson
and LeCeuvert teok one of the boats yesterday morn-
ing. 1 believe they can gct Strondberg to a doctor
in time to save his arm. I sent Garth with them,
tos. That leaves us only two prisoners to look after
and gives us a better chance of finding Leen Garende.”

“TI doubt if yvou cver will,” said Sandy. “I’'ll bet
the old man is dcad and buried here somewhere.”

Renfrews emiled.  With a small detachment of
men he had come into this almost impassable wilder-
ness to find the trader, Leon Garonde, who had
disappeared from civilization. The detachment had
split into two parties, the one led by Renfrew coming
overland on horscs, the other shooving the dangerous
rapids of the Raiding by beat. The boat detachment
had reached the group of cabins supposedly eccupied
by Garonde and capturcd a choice gang of cutthroats
and fugitives led by Strondbery. DBut of the frader
they had found ro signs.

Hlustrator:
FRANK I SCIIOONOYIER

For Sandy, Broadknife

had a speczal revenge

“Herc we are in this big cabin and five small cahins
with evidence that pcople have lived and worked here
for a good many ycars, llcre are two good river
boats which suggest that Garonde carried on a
traffic down the river, but wc §ind nobody here but
these four criminals. There is no sign of a fight, and
no visible trail out ef the vullcy. The only clues
wc've got to the disappearance of Leon Garonde are
a picce of rope, and 2 trail showing that a party of
horses was herded or ridden up to that brown creek
since the last rain.”

“And why is the rope a clue’?’”” asked Sandy.

“look at it.” Renfrew luwk from his pocket a
short length of rope weven from horsehair in a de-
sign of black and white. *“Doesn’t it remind you of
something 2

“Broadknife!” cried Sandy.

“Exactly. The Beaver Indians with the black and
white decorations who made so much trouble for you
at Fort Regard. If I remember rightly, Breadknilec,
their seven-foot bundle of brag, promised to carve
you up, didn’t he?”’

“Rroadknife,” breathed Sandy to himself. He had
shown up Broadknife as the stealer of Sija, the horse
with the golden mane, and humiliated him publicly.
Was Broadknife in this wilderness?
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“We know they hide out in the mountains, and they
have no more liking for law-abiding white men than
Garonde had, or Strondberg and his gang.”

Sandy looked bewildered. “You mean there have
been three different crowds in here?” he cried.

“T make it out something like this: After becom-
ing known as a dishonest trader, Garonde cemes into
this hidden valley and makes friends with the Beav-
ers who are hiding hcre. He persuades them that
this remote country is all theirs, and that they must
keep the white men out. That would explain the mis-
haps that have befallen everyone who has tried to
enter here—the upsets in rapids, the brush fires, the
man who was killed by a bear—"

Sandy laughed. “They go the Romans one better.
They toss their victims to a grizzly.”

Renfrew nodded. ‘“And make the killing look like
an accident. But along comes Strondberg. Garth
and Ataskce, the Indian trouble maker, and Gomez
are all hiding out here and Strondberg forms an
alliance with them against Garonde.” Renfrew’s
voice fell silent.

“And then?” cried Sandy.

“That’s what we’ve got to find out,” said Renfrew.
“What happened to Leon Garonde? Where did he
go, and what strange vengeance are he and his
Indians planning?”

“Vengeance?”’

“Yes. They have been turned out of their lair.
Den’t you realize that anyone who occupies it now is
in the same danger as a man who lives in a wolf’s
den?”

Pat looked at him wide-eyed.
a sharp lookout!” he cried.

“Yes,” said Renfrew, “and you can be sure that
if anything happens to you, it will not seem like
murder.”

The following morning Sandy and Pat set out in
the remaining boat to pole and paddle their way up-
stream to the point, fourteen miles above, where five
days before, Pat, Dan Cresson and LeCouvert had
cached the supplies they were running down the
Raiding. They started with the first ray of sun-
light and Renfrew, left behind at the settlement,
had a busy morning beforc him.

He had two prisoners to look after.
Ataskee was an Indian desperado who
had committed numerous crimes along
the British Columbia coast. Gomez
was a fugitive from civilization about
whom Renfrew knew nothing.

To help with the chores Renfrew had
Tatanka, his faithful Indian horse
wrangler, and two Indians who had
served Strondberg but who seemed now
to be respectful of the Mounted Police.
Another Indian was an invalid, his arm
having been badly wrenched by the
powerful LeCouvert in the struggle
that had seen Strondberg overthrown.

Renfrew had made a jail out of a
strongly walled room in the big cabin.
He had barred it off with stout poles
so that while he worked in the outer
resm he could at all times keep an eye
on Gomez and Ataskee within. He was
working on a detailed report when Pat
came stumbling into the room and col-
lapsed on a chair near the table. As
Renfrew leaped to his side he rolled
limply to the floor where he lay on his
hack, struggling for breath.

Renfrew knelt and gazed down at him
anxiously. He had a great admiration
for this Indian boy, cducated among
the whites, whose keen intelligence and
cool courage belicd his seventeen years.

Gazing up at Renfrew’s concerned
and anxious face as he lay there, fight-
ing for breath, Pat forced a smile to
his lips.

“Water!” he gasped.

Renfrew brought it and hoisted the
boy into a chair. Pat had discarded
his shirt and corduroys, and his body,
clad only in a loin cloth and moccasins,
was slippery with perspiration.

“I ran toe hard,” he murmured apol-
ogetically as he regained his breath.

“What’s the matter?” asked Renfrew.

“The supplies,”” breathed Pat.
“They’re gone!”

“We’ll have to keep

“Stolen?” cried Renfrew. “Or was
it animals?”
“They were stolen,” said Pat. “We

packed them so carefully in the rocks
no animal could get to them. They’ve
been found and taken away.”

“But how? There’s no trail, and
they couldn’t be taken from upriver.

The only way is past these cabins!” -

“That’s why I came. Sandy told me to bring ycu
the news as soon as I could. He’s staying up there,
trying to find the way they were taken.”

Renfrew frowned, rememlering Breadknife, the
lordly, untamed savage who had sworn vengeance
upon Sandy, the young redcoat, who had humiliated
him before his people. Broadknife would know a
way to get down to that inaccessible river bank. And
if Broadknife found Sandy. .

“You must go back to hlm, Pat'
“Sandy’s in danger.”

The Indian boy leaped to his feet, his dark eyes
wide and alert.

“Get some rest—"

“I don’t need rest!” cried Pat.

“Then gect somcthing to cat. And hurry back.
Take a pony and ride it as far as you can. Find
Sandy and tell him to report down herc immediately.
I want you to come back with him at once.”

“I don’t need feod,” said Pat.

Renfrew smiled. The slim, athletic youngster,
standinz trim and clean-limbed, like a yeung trce
imbued with life, was exhausted no longer. Ile
clapped a hand on the hoy’s shoulder and turned him
toward the door. ‘“Remember the wisdom of Ta-
tanka,” he laughed. “*‘A lean horse runs well, but an
ill-fed horse falls in the running’ Get yourself some-
thing to eat and take a short rest.”

Pat left and ten minutes later Renfrew saw him
riding the roan pony, galloping toward the river
trail without rest or refreshment. Renfrew frowned.
Then he sought out Tatanka.

“I want you to look after the prisoners,” he said as
he saddled his horse. “I’m taking Sija for a ride to
see if I can find eut where those horses went that
Sandy and Pat were following.”

“You will have some food first?” Tatanka asked.

“I can’t wait. Broadknife is in the valley, and hc’s
making trouble. I've get to reach Leon Garonde.”’

Tatanka shook a wisc old head. “A lean horsc,”

said Renfrew.

he said, “runs well, but an ill-fed horse—"
“I know,” interrupted Renfrew. “But I've got to
ride.”

He spurred his horse toward the head of the valley

Sprucely clad and
superbly mounted,
Renfrew must have
appeared as if he
had sprung from
the earth.

and an hour later he was walking Sija sedately along
the bank of a brown-watered creek that wound down
from the narrow corridor of a stone-walled canyon.
The sweat that saturated the pony’s coat, her deep
and steady breathing, betrayed the fast pace Ren-
frew had kept since hc left the settlement. But it
hadn’t dampened the spirit of the strong-hearted
little horse. Renfrew knew that in Sija, the horse
with the golden mane, he had under him a mount
that would take him where no other horse ceuld ge.

A half hour’s inspection of the rocky meadow at
the mouth of the canyon convinced Renfrew that
Sandy and Pat had not been mistaken. There were
many signs to show that a number of horses had
been driven up from the cabins as far as this small,
triangular field. But at this point the horse tracks
disappeared. On the other side of the stream and
2ll up the steep slopes were only the hoof marks of
the ponies Sandy and Pat had ridden. Tt seemed
almost as if Renfrew’s dry comment that horscs
couldn’t fly had been disproved.

But Renfrew didn’t helieve it. He realized that
therc was only ene way in which the horsemen could
have left that triangular meadow with its walled
sides. It was a way that Sandy had discarded be-
cause it appeared to be an impossible way, but Ren-
frew knew now that it was the only one. He quietly
rode Sija into thc narrow canyon up ahead.

The walls on either side of the creek were so sheer
and rough that they seemed almost to touch across
the narrow crevice of sky high above him, but Ren-
frew studied them closely. He knew that Pat and
Sandy had ridden up to the head of the creek and
found nothing. Therefore the vanished horses must
semehew have ascended or ridden through those
walls.

In a little while he came to the waterfall Sandy
had mentioned. Drawing rein, he sat with Sija’s
legs knee deep in the tea-colored water, gazing at a
wide pool into which the cascade fell from a rocky
barrier some thirty feet high. On either side of the
stream a narrow shelf of shale formed the only bank
between tha water and the canyon wall.

Renfrew dismounted on this insecure imitation of
dry land and sitting on a bowlder
proceeded to wundress. Leaving his
clothes tied securely to Sija’s saddle,
he waded across the pool and clam-
bered up the great pile of bowlders and
rotten stone over which the waterfall
tumbled. Under the high walls of the
canyon his naked body, well made and
muscular, seemed dwarfed to the pro-
portions of a doll.

At the top of the barrier he examined
the scene carefully. It looked as if the
wall of the canyon had caved in, filling
the stream bed with this Gargantuan
pile of rock. Above it a deep pool
stretched its dark, impenctrable surface
back to a turn in the canyon. For a
long time Renfrcw looked at the rocks
about him and at the face of the_cliff
from which they had fallen. Then he
grinned pleasantly.

“Dynamite,” he said, and grinned
again as he saw Sija, dewn in the
stream bed, cock her ears at the sound
of his voice. “I said, ‘dynamite,” Sija.
It’s the only thing that could have torn
this cliff away. It looks as if Garonde
went to some lengths to cover up his
tracks.”

With another look at the wall, he
turned and plunged into the pool above
the dam. With easy strokes he swam
up the pool until he could see around
the bend. He swam farther and found
the exit he was looking for—a wide
slope of shale that broke the wall of
the cliff and ascended to the heights
above. Scrambling up the shale he
soon found the hoof marks of the
horses that had ascended the stream
to this point before the blast was dis-
charged that had closed the canyon
and covcred the horses’ trail.

Back at the top of the dam he ap-
praised the job he had to do.

“You’rc coming up hcre, Sija,” he
said. ‘“You and me together!”

And the magnificent little horse did.
With a lariat about her neck and Ren-
frew on top of the barricr, guiding and
encouraging her, giving her the weight
of his body against the rope, she scram-
bled up the pile of gigantic rocks like
a cat, pulling and clawing for foothold
with toe and leg. And from the top of
the barrier she slid into the deep pool
and swam beside Renfrew like a dog.
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After clambering up the stcep
shale slope Renfrew followed the
trail of the vanished horsemen onto

The monstrous shape of the furious grizzly lurched forward. With. a shrill
cry I'at. stumbled across to Sandy and threw himself in front of him.

might possibly have dropped a rope
down the cliff—a rope that had been
made fast to a tree from which the

the grass-carpeted meadows of the

upper ridges. When he first sighted

the tall white man with the mass of snow-white hair
crowning a hawklike face, he grinned at the man’s
amazement. Once more sprucely clad in his dry
uniform, and superbly mounted, Renfrew must have
appeared as if he had sprung from the earth.

Then the grin left his face as he realized the hours
that had passed since he sent Pat riding up the river
to warn Sandy. But he didn’t know, as he greeted
the strange old man on that high mountain meadow,
that Pat had arrived too late.

Pat pressed the roan pony up the river trail as
far as it was possible for a horse to move. Some
threc or four miles below the point where he had
left Sandy Blackton the rugged bank of the river
rose sharply in piles of rounded bowlders that could
be covered only on foot.

Leaving the pony, Pat made his way forward in
leaps and bounds, scrambling over and edging his
way about rocks and ledges, keeping always along
the water’s edge so that he could first get his clothes
from the boat where he had left them. He had
tucked them away, with his rifle, under the forward
deck.

At first he thought he had mistaken the place
where they had beached the boat, but reaching the
beach he could see the deep imprint of the boat’s
bow in the gravel. The boat was gonec.

He clambered up to the high chaos of rock and
bowlders where the supplies had been hidden, and
only the remains of a small fire and an overturned
kettle showed where Sandy had been awaiting him.

The overturned kettle instantly convinced Pat that
Sandy had not returned to the settlement with the

boat—a man does not abandon a good kettle in the
wilderness. And then Pat remembered Renfrew’s
words: “Sandy is in danger!”

A qucer change camc over the Indian boy. He stood
erect by the ashes of Sandy’s fire and turned slowly,
his sharp cyes cxamining cvery dctail of the im-
mense, chaotic wilderness that surrounded him. With
his head thrown back as if he were sniffing the air,
with every sense tuned to the point of snapping, he
looked like a wild thing, keenly alert for danger.
When he moved, his body was like a loping wolf’s.

He leaped up over the rocks toward the steep bank
of shale at the base of the cliff and pounced like a
cat on the thing he had seen from the fireside. It
was Sandy’s stiff-brimmed felt hat. The white marks
of stone showing in the felt and a red stain that
slanted across the brim told Pat two things: Sandy
had been wounded about the head, and the hat had
been flung down or had fallen from the cliff above.

Pat flung the hat far down the river bank so that
it could be picked up easily from the shore. Then
his sharp eycs searched the heights ahove him.

It was a long perilous climb to the top with only
thin ledges and occasional tree roots to help him, but
his fitness of nerve and muscle brought him through.
He stood on the rim of the cliff, breathed deeply, and
then went scurrying along the rim in a crouching,
undeviating lope that suggested a hound following
a scent. i

Persistently he clung to the rim, and soon he
was rewarded by the clue he sought. From beclow,
directly above the spot wherc the hat had lain, his
sharp eyes had discerned a point at the edge of the
cliff that had appeared worn. It was as though mcn

outthrust lower branches had becn
broken. The rope might possibly
have caused that worn groove in the edge of the cliff,
where the rotten rock had given beneath what might
have been the weight of a man descending on such a
rope. And there were marks in the shale below the
cliff’s edge that might have been made by the feet
of a man descending.

It was toward that groove in the cliff’s edge that.
Pat had climbed, and reaching it le saw that the
possibility was a fact. There was the tree with its
outer branches broken away, and the mark of the
rope deeply worn into its bark. From that point a
well-trodden trail led back into the woods. By that
trail the robbers had come to drop their rope and
bring up the hidden supplies, and by that trail they
had come to surprise Sandy, attack him, and appar-
ently take him with them.

Pat waited only to examine the trodden clearing,
to determine by the marks of the hard-soled moc-
casins that the intruders were mountain Indians, and
to pick up a bright brass button. Then he followed
the trail into the forest. Y

He came out of the woods upon a mountain meadow,
a field of clear grassland spotted thinly with trees.
Angling across the meadow he ascended a rise that
led to a rocky crown. He was picking his way
through this shale-floored area when he heard the
chattering voices of excited savages.

Then more than ever his body gathered in tense
wariness, ready instantly to pounce or run. Slowly,
as a creeping cat crawls up on a mouse or bird, he
picked his way forward among the bowlders until
suddenly he was flat against a jutting rock almost
within touching distance of a magnificently tall In-
dian who spoke (Continued on page 34)
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Abrabam Lincoln

HEN we think ef Abraham Lincoln, we think

of the firet scene in a great motion picture
entitled, “The Birth of a Nalion.” It showed a
small cabin with ene door and enc window stand-
ing in a clearing in the woods. The picture was
dim with flying rain, the trees were swaying, and
the underbrush in the clearing was contorted in
agony. It was not a talkie, but the orchestra, in
a crescendo of sound, filled the theatic with the
fury of a hurricane. A subtitle conveyed the news
that the date was February 12, 1809, and that in
side the rude cabin, a4 baby boy was bern. That
storm, somehow, gripped everybody's emotions.
We thought of it as a forecast of the torment that
was 10 sweep the country fifty-ene years later
when this selfsame boy was % stand sadly on the
steps of the Whitc House, a shawl over his sheul-
der, and loek out over a nation at war.

French dorters are attempting, cith considereble suc:
cess. 10 care rhvuarnatism patist.s by stinging them
witle bowes,

Two Great Men

HIS month we are privileged to honor two

men whe guided the nation thromgh its most
dangcrous storms-—Washington and Lincoln. Both
were men of ideas, of resolute courage, and com-
passion, To understand how far Washington
towered above his fellows in the Revolutionary
period, read James Truslow Adams’ “Epic of
America,” published by Little, Brown, and Com-
pany. And for an intimate, gripping picture of
Lincdoln you can do no better than read again
Sandburg’s, “Abraham Lincoln, The Prairie Years,”
published by Harcourt Bracc.

The ontire population of Ateska cevdd be put into tlee
Kose Boicl and there’sd still be thonsends of sents for
Cali fornians

Going Backstage

15 had the pleasure of going behind the scenes

in one of the nation’s largest departinent
gtores the other day. We promised not to men-
lion its name, but it was one of the First Three.
We were calling on a friend, an assistant buyer in
the furniture department, and were in the middle
of a pleasant chat when the buyer said, “Would
you like to see what goes on backstage in this
storc on a busy day?” Would we! We leaped at
the chance with unscemly glee, and the next mo-
ment we were transported into a world of activity
that we never suspected existed. Two hours later,
when we left the building to inhale the cold, crisp
air of the Avenue, we were a hit hreathless. We
atill are.

Every boy cnrolled in Masbee Junivr High, Monrve.
Mich.. is on the baxkerball teant—med the team i3
winning gamas.

Chutes and Elevators

HE tour started quictly enough. The buyer
pushed familiarly throngh a door marked
“Employees Only,” and we found ourselves in a
storercom half filled with a scaitering of studio

WITH THE EDITOR

coucheg, davenports, and mattresses.  In this room
therc were no smiling, polite clerks, no intent pur-
chasers with sharp, bargaining stares. This room
was businesslike and practical. On enc side were
two clevator shafts, cach one as large as vour
dining room, Trucks came up these elevators-—
big hcavy street trucks, all the way to the ninth
floor. with leads ef fwmniture to be unpacked and
displayed. Wec wondered idly what a customer
would think if ene of thesc trucks should drive
off the clevator, crash through the storeroom door,
and appenr on the sales floer. A grimy, practical
monster breathing fire in the quiet elegance of the
furniture department! But the buyer cul short
our perverse imagination by pointing to a metal
door in the wall. He opened the door and dis-
closed a spiral metal chute. As we loeked, a pack-
age wlizzed by, bound for unknown regions below,
“To save Llime,” he said, “all unbreakable pack-
ages +are sent down these spiral chutes to the
delivery departrient in the fourth sub-Basement.
Breakable packages are loaded into hand trucks
and taken down the freight elevators. Want to
g0 to the sub-basement?”’ We did!

BALLADof LINCOLNS HEARTH

Days were clipped ac the turn of the year;
Dark shue early with work all done
He must read, he must read! but candles were dear;
He lacked the price of a single one.
Candles for homes where the roofs were high,
A cabin must fare as best it could.
When the sun dropped out of his winter sky
He kindled u light from common wood.

Tallow and wick well out of s reach,
He cut him a hght from the hardy corc
Of hickory, clm, and sturdy heech,
Butternut, poplar, and sycamorc:
Stuff long seasoned by sun and rain.
Curcd vith the sap of the living carth—
Root and fibre and bark and grain
It Jeapt te light en the shadowy hearth.

It wove on his beok a pattern of flame;
It burnished cafter and zill and beam;
It lighted old tales of valor and fame
And things youny dreamers have dared for a
dreum:
Rich pine rosin and cedar hark
Pamnted a radiance on his facc;
Glory bumed in the chimney place.
The cabin window flared sn the dark.

Cundles came dear tur simple folk;
Pennies were scarce. But his arm was good
And it hewed him a fire from ash and oak.
There’s a long light hidden in common wood.

A Busy Dumgeon!

E found pcacc and suict—and cfficieney—in

the fourth sub-basement. Here, sinty fecot
undcrground, the spiral chutes ended. Iuckages
were dropping out of them and landing on a mov-
ing endless helt a yard wide. Stationed along the
belt were men taking off the packages as fast as
they came and dividing them into threc pites—
packages to be ymailed out of town, those to he te-
livered in town, and C. O. . parccls. Thenee
they went into large baskets on whecls, up cle-
vators to the street, and into trailer (rucks—two
baskets to a truck. ®n a Lusy Saturday, 40,000
parcels might go through this swift carecr of
spiral chutes, endless bells, elevators, and trucks.
In the fourth sub-basement we were also intro-
duced to the Tube Room, another miracle of de-
partment-store systcrn. The Tube Room is a king-
dom of sales slips and cash. When you buy u pair
of hockey skates up on the second floor, the clexk
flips open a book and writes down the article of
purchate and the price. If you charge it, he also
writes down your nawme and address. Then, un-
beknownst to you, he stuffs the sales slip into a
small cylinder, sticks the cylinder into the mouth
of a pneumatic tube, and temporarily forgets you.
The cylinder is whisked through the arteries of
the store by a powerful suction draft and ends up
here in the sub-basement.

Adinmond is tFie hardest. cnoxt intpecishable and mao.st
brittiunt of wll srinerals.

Credit aimd Cash

OWN here the store decides whether it's safe

to let you take the skates out of the store
without paying fer them. Your name and minc—
the names of every ene of the store’s thousand
chargc-account customers—arc written on cards
and these cards show how promptly you have paid
vour bills in the past. If your credit is good, a
girl sitting at a tahle stamps the sales slip with
an OK, stuffs it back into the cylinder, and zends
it back to the sports department. And shortly
thereafter the clerk politely hands you your
wrapped-up skates with a sales slip and a polite,
“Sorry to have kept you waiting.” Cash also
comes down hete via pneumatic tube, but all the
cash cylinders are whisked on to a small room
barred like a cell. Here girls sit pulling eut dollat-
Lills, silver, and sales slips. A hundred thousand
dollars may go through their fingers in a day.

The Towly, fragite bue motle eun instanily Kill wilsor-
culvsis germe that are ijected into ite. Pocturs wish
resy conld LMl e, ax casif v!

The Answer Is System

HE next time you go into a great dcpartment

store, think of the world of storerooms, ele-
vators, spiral chutes, and tubes, and the five thou-
sand workers hidden in the mysterious world be-
yond the walls of the sales rooms. TFor every sales
clerk there are two behind-the-scenes werkers.
Without them, you could never make a purchase
on Tuesday for delivery Wednesday. When a
store makes 140,000 sales in one day, one-third of
them to be delivered to your home and mine, there
must he smooth, efficient System backstage.



Good-by, B:;ow.

conducts a basketball tournament. The eight
best prep and high school tcams of the East
are invited and the winner is considered the out-
standing team of the North Atlantic seabeard.
Last year, for the first time. Tastern High Scheol
of Washington, D. C, was extended an invitation to
compete. When the pun barked ending the teurna-
ment, Eastern High, the newcomer, was the winner,
and Eastern’s guard and
spark plug, Lavelle Dean,
wag unanimously voted the
leading player of the tourna-
ment. It was the first time
any player had rcceived a
unanimous vete.

I :VERY March the town of Glen’s Falls, N. Y.,

He's Played
and Coached

33 Years

CI-IART.ES M. GUAVIWN,
coacl of the Eastere: Wi
haslcetball teany, is an Ojib-
way Indian, bori en the reg
crvation at  White Earth,
Minn, Many famons Indian
athletes have come out of
TWhite Earth. Their names
are anknewn te tlic present
gencration, Ltit the fathers
of American  Boy
will semember Guyomi's fi-
mous brother, Jors whao
played Zootball for the Cor-
lisle Indiansi awd lates for
Guorgia. ‘Tech.

Charles Guyon leurnerd
foothall, baseball, haskctban
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Guard That Man!

The Story of Eastern High School’s Rise

There was no ques-
tion in. the judges”
minds about “Depey”
Dean. There was no
gquestion back in the
nation’s capital, o1- al
Washington and Lee
University, where
Dean had won the
most valuable player
award in an earlier
tournament. Ner was
there any question in
the mind of his
coach, Charles M.
Guyon. In his 14
vears of coaching in
Washington, Guyon
can remember no
basketball player who
was better than
Dean.

Sit down for a few
minutes with Coach
Guyon in hisg office at
a downtown stere and
tind out what makes
a championship team
and a player like
Dean. With Guyon

is Mike Kelly who coached the team
in 1983 and 1934, winning the eity

championship in 193-1.

Dean has been playing basketball
almost as long as he can remember.
He started in the playgreunds where
he threw any kind of ball that was
available, and by the time Guyon

io Basketball Fame
by Franklin M. Reek

of catching the bhall with the tips of his spread
fingers and thumbs. The plavground had taught
him that if you let the Lall hit the paln of your hand
it will bounee vul.,  Basketball skill rests in the
fingeer tips.

“From lhe start he showed exceptienal ability at
¢uard,” Guvon gocs on. “For onc thing he sccmed
to gucss what the other fellow was going to do. He
knew instinetively when hig 1man was going to pass.
He could read the other fellow’s intention as plainly
as soime boys can read a book. As a result he
Llocked or intercepted mere passece than any boy
we've had around here. But that's basketball intui-
tion, Somc boys you can tecach it to, semec yeu can’t.”

“Dopey’” Dean first came te the netice of the city
in JSastern’s second game witls Central High in 1933,
Theve arc cight teams in the city leugue and each
team plays each other twice. Central had won 20
straight ganies. She had beaten Eastern earlier in
the seasen 51 to 29 and expected to have no trouble
thig time.

RBut Eastern won the sccond game in a 35-34 hair-
raiser, and one of the hig factors ir the vietory was
the guarding of Dean. Ile
intercepted passes, broke up
plays, and bottled his man.
The game marked the begin-
ning of the upward climb of
Tastern to the top of Atlantic
Coast haskethall and the climb
of Dean to individual stardom.

In 1934, with a well-bal-
anced team, Eastern won the
city championship. There
were Dean and his running
mate of playground days,
Greydon TFdclin, at guard, and
these twa gave the teem great.
defensive  strength. There
were Nolan, Davis, and Bas-
sin, sharpshooters, to do the
seoring.

The prospects at the begin-
ning of the 1935 scason
weren't any 1eo bright. Nolan,
Davis and Bassin had gradu-
ated. The tcam needed scorers
and a center whe could get his

(Continued on page 35)

Left: * Congratuletions, Dearn!
Youre the new chaemp!™

Below: Here's the squad that
smuashed all opposition.

awel track at Haskell Ansti nn_tiued him in gym classes at Eastern
!litﬁ alud«C %rlislqun:lmn High he had already develeped the
Schiool. At Eastern High he L ;

a3 coached Hive Inter-high knfka of b_a”' handhng' .
DBasketball champions 2wl The thing that made me notice
:\‘er’] e :Els\:ﬁ"?sc ]1:’3“: him,” Guyon tells yeu, “was his abil-
ron six Sauth Atlanty u Py 2
AP, ST PR e ity to take the ball off the backboard.
fn teneenments. o 1935 Ile was skinny and small, but he had
Pagiern Wigh reschil the a way ef leaping above the others and
iirmacle cf Fastern  brikels | 3 <
ball fame Ly wioning th: holding the leather without fumbling.
Luelling pwvitational Glew's He had glue on his fingers.”

Ealls laurnamunt.

Dean rarely fumbled Wecause he
had learned the all-important lesson




Setting his candie on the floor, Connie grasped
the diaf and twirled il confidently.

lustrator: MANNING dcV. LEE

The Preceding Chapters

' Bernard Harbor, on the top rim of North

\ America, Sergeant Clay studied his vecvords.
*“A ship named the Awrora Borendis left Sitka

June 2, 1873, and was never heard of again,” he saird.

Connie Morgan sat up alertly. lfe and Old Man
Mattie, half-cracked veteran of the Arctic trails,
were on a strange quest. Thev werce looking fer a
lost ship that Mattic insisted had been wrecked some-
where on Victoria Land. Mattie spoke vaguely of
three men who had been aboard that ship—Joe and
Pete and Darnlecy. He remembered a battle in which
he had received a hullet in the shoulder. And a
diary. Beyond that, the aged wanderer could recall
nothing of his past.

“The Aurora was chartered by a man named John
M. Trigg, out of New York. Captain, Joel Fair-
weather,” Sergeant Clay went on. “First matc,
James R. Darnley, second mate, Peter Berg.”

“Jec and Darnley and Pete!” Connie exclaimed.
“Those were the names. That’s the ship! But who
is Mattie?”

A study of the roster revealed nobody who might
have been Old Man Mattie, and Connie was no tur-
ther in the solution of the mystery when a trading
ship took his party across the channcl to Victoria
l.and. With Connic and Mattie were the Eekimo,
Kumuk, and his wife, Ilayuk, who were returning
to their home on the great island.

Two days’ travel inland they met a tribe of 156
Eskimoz on the shere of a large lake. In her native
tongue, Ilayuk innocently intreduced Cennie as a
great magician who could heal the sick, create cari-
sou with his powerful telescope, and perform other
amazing miracles. And it was this introductien that
was nearly their undoing, for one s=urly Eskimo
named Oplakjik anrounced that his wife was sick
and wished Connie to heal her.

Connic saw instantly that her case was hopeless
and sensed that the tribe might make treuble if she
died. He made hasty preparations for departure,
politely refusing to take part in a feast of half-
decayed whale meat.

The party struck northeastward across Victoria
Land until they hit the coast, intending to follow the
coast line until they located the ship. And every

Connie Morgan
in the Aretie

by James B. Hendryx

tile put behind them added to their feeling of sifety.
If Oolakjik's wife should die. .

They came to a spot where abrupt mountains made
further travel along the coast impossible. ‘Jhey'd
have to inflate their sealskin pokes, buoy up the sled,
and ferry their supplies across vne hundred yards
of open water to an icc floc and follow this floe across
the bay, whaie travel along the shore would again be
possible.

They had just finished ferrying all their Zoods to
the floe when Ilavuk heard voices and the babble of
dogs, and around the rock came twenty-five enraged
IZskimos,

“Tyey going 1o kill us,” TNayok cried. “ley say
we kill de wife. Many people get sick (rom whale
meat !’

Even as slic spoke, the pursucrs buoyved up their
sleds and put out from shore. Connie fired, punc-
tured the sealskin pokes, and the sleds sank. The
party fled across the bay.

“They’ll never give up,” Mattic puffed. *“They’ll
follov: us wherever we go!*’

Chapter Ten

LD MAN MATTIE'S prediction that they would

seen find the ship secmed optimistic s the party
pushed on along the bicak, unexplorcd coast of Vie-
toria l.and. Tor days they fruitlessly made their
way from one rocky headland to another.

Cennie frowned with worrv. He believed with
Ilayuk that the Eskimos would try by every means
in their power to get through the mountains and
once more pick up their trail. The pursuers would
be handicapped by the loss of the two sleds that had
floated out to sea. With only two sleds left, the
twenty-five infuriated men could not transport food
enough for their subsistence. They would have to
stop to hunt. But spurred by the desire fer venge-
ance they would let nothing turn them from their
purpose. Sooner or later there would be an ac-
counting.

After passing the spur of mountains that had so
nearly blocked their advance along the coast, Connie’s
party found themsclves in a country only slightly
less rough and broken than that behind them. The
new $¢a ice thickened so that they no longer had to

worry aboul carrying a full lvad on the slerl, hut
pressure ridges, tide cracks, and open leads renderer]
ice travel almost az laborious as traveling on land.

The weather turned colder, and blizzard after ®liz-
sard slowed their progress. The Iiskimos welcomend
the storms becausc the wind brought an abundance
of hard-packed snow for the construction of snow
houses.

Connie and Old Man Mattie quickly acquired the
knack of heuse building, and the four working to-
gether could wuild a hut in lcss than un hour. Con-
nie was amazed to discover that his primus stove
would heat the interior to seventy or eighty degreces.

The two Eskimos at first ohjected to Connie’s de-
mand that a ventilating hele be kept open in the
roof just above the snow pedestal that supported
the kerosene stove. Rather than try to explain the
danger of death by carbsn monoxide gas. Connie
teld them that the evil spirit controlled by the stove
would certainly kill anyone who wresumed to light
Lthe stove without first providing a suitable exit for
the spirit directly above the flame. Thereafter the
hole unfailingly appeared. t

014 Man Mattie chuckled. “By jickity, you've got
'em so dang scairt that if they could figger a way to
do it, thcy’d make the hole first an’ build the house
in under it!”

A werk after their escape from the pursuing Eski-
mos, they crossed the wide mouth of a shallow bay
on new ice. 'The past two days had been stormy and
they had killed no game. Connie studied the surface
of the bay with his glass. A mile out from shorc
a large floe had stranded in the shallews, ils mnasses
reaching forty or fifty feet above the surface of the
young ice. Focusing his glass on the floe, he epotted
a moving yellowish spot. It was a polar bear, and
as Connie- watched, it disappeared wehind a hum-
mnck.

The two Eskimos werc forr unharnessing the dogs
and bringing the bear to bay. Mot wanting to risk
losing a dog. Connic ordered the others to go ashore
and start suilding the snow house while hr walked
out to the floc and stalked tlie bear. Upon hearing
him shoot, one of them was to come out with the
sled and help haul in the meat.

Taking his rifle, Connie headed out to the floc,
shaping a ccurse that would intercept the bear.



Reaching the floe, he climbed a hum-
mock and cautiously suirveyed the
jagged mass that lay spread eut be-
fore him. No bear was in sight, so
he struck out onto the floc.

The gaing was excecdingly rough,
ard some two hundred yavds from
the edge of the flie he paused and
dropped to hands and kiuces to peer
over a hummock. Just as he rose to
his feet, a low, spitting sound caused him to whirl
in his tracks.

Not over twrnty fcet away, upon a hummock a
trifle higher than his own, stosd the bear, lips back,
legs bunched vnder him for the final spring. Swing-
ing his rifle around. Connie leaped hach-ward just as
the huge brute launched himself toward him.

Instead of landing on solid ice with his rific to his
shoulder, the boy found himself falling backward in
a smother of flying srow. Greenish ice walls flew
past, and he wondercd! whether he would wind up
in the icy sea water. Then, suddenly, he struck with
a dull shock flat ou his back. Snow showered down
upon him filling his eyes and mouth, burying his face.

In his cars sounded 2 horrible growling and gnarl-
ing. Jerlking his hand from his mitten, he clawed
the snow from his face. The next ingtant his heart
stooc] still.  Scarcely a fool adove him, as he lay
flal. en his back, four huge legs, tcrminating in great
padded paws armed with leng claws, were thrashing
the air in frenzied strokes.

Connie clesed his eyes and was awarc that cvery
muscle in his body had drawn taut to withstand the
shock of those vipping, tearing claws. R®ut no shack
came. He opened his eyes and looked directly up
intu an cnormeus gaping mouth with its studding of
yellowizh-white fangs and its dripping pink tongue.
The legs were flailing with redoubled fury. Connie
could feel the wind of their passing fanning his wet
face, and he could smell the hot breath that roared
frem the slavering jaws.

Graduully he realized what had happencd. In leap-
ing backward he hud landed, not on solid ice, but
upon the sriow that bridged a crevasse—and the next
instant the bear hal landed there too. Both had
gene dewn, Connie’s smallcr body reaching the foot-
wide, snow-covered bottom of the crack, while the
bear hung suspended above him, its larger body
wedged firmly between the narrowing ice walls.

The bov’s brain worked swiftly. He was safe

Oll
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Coming down the river wail was a
horde of shouting natives. Straight
ort Lownerd the ship they carme, grini-
Iy purposeful.

a frozen hulk of ship, Connte

Mattie made their final stand

encugh fer & moment, hut the bear's frantic strug-
rles might work him a little deeper inta the crack,
or the hecat of his bedy might melt the ice just
cnough to allow him to slip the few inches that
would put Cornie’s body within range of those wild-
ly Nailing claws.

“A dickens of a place to be,” muttered the boy,
ag he began gingerly to move his legs and arms.
His only possible chance of escapc lay in working
himself out frorm under the hear before those claws
ceuld resch him. Jle noted with relief, that they
were apparently corning no nearer, though they
were alrcady so close that he dared not lift even
a hand akove the level of hiz hody. Nor dicl he dare
to turn over onto his face and crawl out. His elbows
were pirnioned to his sides by the ice walls, and were
of no use whatever.

There remained only his heels, and the boy dug
them into the snow, at the same time wriggling his
body as much as the narrow space permitted. With
a great surge of exultation, he felt his body slip an
inch or s0 along the walls. Mecthodically he worked,
digging and pulling with his hcels, und inch by inch
he slid aleng undecr thosc flailing, fanning, claw-
studded feet.

It took half an houx of desperate laor before his
face was finally bevond reach of those pistonlike
hind legs. Trembling slightly, he sat up and rested,
realizing that his skin, hencath his double thickness
of fur garments, was bathed n sweat.

Finally he sivod up and took stock of his situation.
Twenty fect above him he could sce the hole through
which he and the bear had gained their sudden en-
trance to the crevasse. Light poured brightly threugh
the hole, 80 that it wes not dark in the prison. Con-
nie found hiz rifle half-buried in the snow a few
feet from where he had landed. It had struck butt
foremost and there was no snow in the barrel. The
walls of the crevasse were abeut four feet epert at
the top, and slanted together foward tie bottom,
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As he cxaniined the crack he ve-
aliged how oxtremely lucky he had

heen.  Where he now stood, a few
feet hehind the hear, the floer of the
crack was fully two feet wide., If
they had fallen here, the body of the
hear~ would have dropped sqnarely
upon his own. Beyond the bear the
crack narrowed until the walls met
at the bottom—a condition that would
have wedged his vwn hody so tightly that he could
never have worked himsclf ¢ut from under the bear.
At no great distance in eithcr dircction the crevasse
ended. In ro place were there any projections av
cracks or ledges to aid him in climbing out.

Picking up his gun, Cennic fired three shots into
the air as a distress signal. @ld Man Mattie would
know what they mecant—if the sound of the shots
carricd that far.

“TIl wait until after dark before firing again,” he
said aleud. “They'll he hunting for me then.”

It grew colder as daylight faded. It was around
forty below at the bettem of the crevassc. Connic
decided. Ee grew sleepy and curled up on the snow
for a snooze, lulled by the bear’s rumbling growls.

After fifteen or twenty wminutes he awcke, feeling
uncomfertably chilly because of his sweal-batlcd
body. Rising to his feet, he moved ahout a bit to in-
duce circulation and then lay down for another sleep.

Connie wasn't bothered by the tenderfcot’s fear
that to go to sleep in extreme cold mcans that the
sleeper will never awaken. He knew that if he
wasn’t too exhauzted the cold would wake him up.
So he toek alternate naps and exercise, listening
keenly for sounds of his party.

Without any great fear. Connie wondered if this
rarrow ice-walled room might be his shelter for the
next thousand years. He recalled a book he had once
read, “Ten Thousand Years in a Block of Ice,” anc
grinned. -Imagine floating through eternity with 2
bear for compuny. . . .

Connie awoke from his third nap with a start.
"Through the venewed roaring of the bear he heard
the excited voice of Old Man Mattie. Looking eag-
erly up, he saw Mattie's bearded face peering dowm
at him from the hele in the snow roof of the crevasse.
Beyond Mattie Connie could see the stars glittering.

“Let down a rope and haul me out!” he called, as
the faces of the two Eskimes appcarcd.

A rope dangled dewn and Cennie motioned it back
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with 4 laugh. “Who you try¥ing to rescue—me or
the bear? Break a new hole over here! I'm not go-
ing to climh on that bear’s back to get hold of your
rope. He’s mad at me anyway.”

it was the work of orly a few minutes to haul
Connje out. He shot the bear through the head from
above and they spernt almest the whole night in
cutting it up, packing the meatv across vhe old floe,
and hauling it to camp on the sled.

Three days later they fourd their ceast trail com-
pletely blocked by a rocky meuntain spur ending in
a high premontory that thrust out into the sea.

No young ice had formed along the Base of the
cliff nor had any obliging floe drifted in to afford
them passage around. I'ar out to sea an ice field
was visible, but it might be weeks or months before
it would drift against the shore.

There scemed to be nothing to do but to strike
inland along the base of the mountains and hunt for
a pass through the range. This they did, carcfully
conserving their bear meat for emergencies. What
meat they did eat, they ate raw, partly to prevent
scurvy and partly because raw meat was more tender
than cooked.

For two days they angled away from the coast
over gradually rising ground, O the thivd day they
descended ahruptly into the valley of a river that
cut thvough the range in a decp canven. Clinging
to the wall of the canyon was a shelf of ice some
three feet ahove the present surface of the river.
The ledge was at least eighteen inches thick and in
most places several feet wide. It wus a dangcerous,
but possible, road through the canyon.

While neither Kumuk nor Tlayuk poszesged any
vast amount of physical courage, both were eugcer to
take a. chance on the ice leclge. Better to o on than
to wait and be overtaken Ly iheir irate tribesmen.

Connic, however, refused to venture into the canyven
on the ledge without first explorving it. It might
narrow down to nothing or tilt too steeply to main-
tain a footing. And once started they coulén’t turn
the dog sled around on such a narrow path.

Knotting a fifty-foot length of rawhide line about
his middle, Connic cntrusted the other end to Kumuk
and @1d Man Mattie with instructions te fellew him
along the ledge at the full length of the line. Leav-
ing TNayuk with the dogs, he stepped eut ente the
preearious pathway.

Connie discovered that the ledge, f1ozen solidly to
the reck wall, maintained a width ef
from four to ten feet throughout the
entire length of the canyon, a matter
of some five hundred yards. Beyend,
the valley widcned.

They »ran the outfit through the
gorge in safety and struck off down
the river through a maze of diminish-
ing foothills. All during the follow-
ing day, as they traveled northward,
Cennie neticed Old Man Mattie be-
having queerly. Frequently he paused
to scan the mountaing, one mittened
hand shading hia eyes.

Toward evening, as they rounded
an abrupt bend in the river, the old
man uttered a wild whoop of delight
and peinted to a curious, bifurcatec
pillar of rock thai stood aslant in
midstecam :

“By jickity, I know that rock! This
here’s the river the ship’s in the
mouth of! I know them meuntains,
too! An’ this here rock that looks
like a man—DId know it anyivheres!
‘The tipsy sailor,’ we called it. We
used to hunt musk oxes in these hills”

“Don’t you remember the canvon
we came through?”’ asked Connie.

“No, we didn’t go out that way— i
me an’ Joe an’ Pete an’ Darnley. Wc
went out afoot. Cressed the moun-
tains through a high divide — it must
he a long ways west of here”

“How far is it from this vock to

the ship'?”” asked Connie.
“T don't rec’lect, but it can’t ke e
fur. We used to hunt aleng' here an’ ey
=

pack the meat in.”

And indeed it wasn’t far. A few s
miles farther on Connie climbed a Cactit
high hill and turned his glass sea-
ward, Beyond two or thiree miles of
rolling hills, he could see the level
vounyr ice of u consideruable Lay, and
heyond it the blue haze of the sea.
Fecusing the glass upon the foot of
the hay his heart gave a great leap.
There, above the snow-covered crest
of a rounded hillock, appesrcd twa
slender sticks to which a few shreds
of cordage still rlung—the masts of
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a ship! A sensation bethered Connie’s
@yes.

“Mattic,” he said

smarting
unsteadily, “it’s —it’s theve.”

Chapter Eleven

N hour later all four steod and gazed in awe at

A the trim schooner that lay, net as Old Man Mat-
tie had stated, in the mouth of the river, but some
six hundred vards east of the river and about the
same distance inland from the shorc of the bay., Two
masts rose gaunt and grim from her snow-covered
deck. She lay upon an even keel, firmly embedded
in the soil to a depth of four or five feet.

The reason for her positien eeyond the river meuth
hecame instantly apparent to Connie—the river had
changed course in cutting through the dike threwm
up by the ice, leaving the chip stranded on the loop
of a herseshoe bend.

Walking around to her stern Connie read her name,
still leginle after more than fifty years of weathcr-
ing: Aurora Berealis. and lrencath, in smaller letters:
“New York.”

®1d Man Mattie joined him, “I didn’t rec’lect the
name of her,” he said. “But thats her, all vight.
You kin sce fer verself there couldn’t ro one suiled
her out of here. But danged if I can figger what in
thunder I'd be doin’ on a ship cthat blongs in New
Yeorlk.”

“IJon’t you remember New York” asked the bov.
“Remember living therc—years age—when you were
young'’’

“Who—me? Nussir! I weuldn’t live in no town
—Ilet alene a big one like New York, that's so danyg
fer away from everywheres.”

“How do vou know it’s a big town, if you've never
been there?” asked Connic.

“Huh—I scun pitehers in the newspupers down to
Edmaonton.  Yusair. There was more’n a hundred
streets, an’ felks livin’ om both sides of ’eni-—an’
storcs higher'n trees.” The oldster paused and
scrutinized the wind-packed snow. “I¢ looks like if
anyonc was here, they went away. I den’t see no
tracks.”

Snow, hard and wind-packed, had drifted against
her: pert side to within a foot of the rail. Toggling
the doge, the four walked up the drift and climbed
eonto the deck. Fore and aft hatches were battered
down and showed innumerable seratches where prowl-

ing bears had clawed inguisitively at the woorlwork.

l'ercing open a hatch they crawled down into the
cold, dark companienway telow decks. There were
four tiny cabins and a larger cabin epening off Lhe
galley that evidently had served as mess room and
lounge. Selid icc covered the floocr of the engine
room to half the depth of the firebox doors. The
bwnkers held several tons ef coal. In the forecastle
were bunks for ten men.

Lighting candles fiom the supply in the galley
they forced a door in the bulkhead and entered the
forward hold where boxes, crates, and Dbarrels of
supplics remained intact, In one corner were stored
hundreds of cans of gunpowder.

‘“The whole crew must have left,” said Connie.
“They certainly didn’t stay herc until all their grub
and coal was gone. Come on—let’s see what we
can find in the cabins.”

The doorz to three of the cabinz vielded readily
to shoulder pressure. The first twe contained bunks,
upon which were blankets, odds and ends of clothing.
and a sea chest apiece that yielded nothing but more
clothing, The third cabin keld two chests, one of
which was nearly filled with maps and books on
Arctic exploration, navigation, hunting, and various
scientific subjects. On the fly leaves of several of
these books Connie vead the name “John M. Trigg,”
written in a bold, flowing hand.

“Who was John M, Trigg?” asked Connie, abruptly.
It was the name he and Sergeant Clay had puzzled
over,

Old Man Mattie, who had been gazing intentiy
abeut the room, wrinkled his forehead and sheek his
heud in perplexity: “Seems like P've heard that name,
smmewheres. It couldn’t of been Joe, er Petc, cr
Darnley,” he said. ‘It must of bLeen one of the
others,.””

Steppingz o a shelf that had been built against
the bulkhead near the head of the bunk, the eldster
raised a phoilograph that had fallen forward on its
face. As he stared intently at it his eyes widened
and seemed to glow with a strange fire.

“Tt’z her!”” he eried suddenly, in a veice pitched
high and thin with excitement. “By jickity, it's
her!’

Cennie felt a queer tingle of excitement. “Who?”
he asked, peering over the old man’s shoulder at the
picture of a beauliful young woman. She seemed to
be returning his gaze with wise, understanding: eyves.

“Why — why —it’s her! I don’t
know wha! I can’t rec’lect. I never
knowed ‘twas anyone reall It’s the
facc I scc in dreams—allus the same
face—an’ it’s her! Here she is—in
a pitcher! What do you make of it.
Connie? How do you figger it out'’”

The boy shook his head. Taking
the photngraph frem the oldster, he
turned it over and read: ‘“To Mat-
thevw;, with Jove, from Celia.”” And
below: “T will be waiting when your
ship comes back from the sea.” Slow-
ly, his head nodded as he stared at
the name “Matthew”—Joln M, Trigg
—O0ld Man Mattie! This photo m
John M. Trigg’s cabin definitely
identified Old Man Mattie, as Trigg.

“I wonder who Celia was?’ Connic
murmured, s he returned the photo-
graph to the old man’s eager hands.
“And I wonder if somewhere ghe’s
stilt waiting for a ship to come back
frem the seal”

“Celia,” repeated tlie oldster. “That's
a girl’'s name—mebbe it’s hers. An’
if she’s waitin’ fer this shi® to come
back, she's got a loag wail ahead of
her.” He returned the photograph
to its shelf, standing it up carefully
with its back against the wall

“I guess,” replied the huy, thought-
fully, “that the leng wait is mostily
behind her. Ceme en, let’s sex whal’s
in that other cabin. We'll have to
bust the door in.”

The door of the locked cabin yielded
reluctantly to the blows of a coal
hammer. The two intruders paused
abruptly, just inside the door, horrox-
struck. Above the edge of a rotted
blanket a grinning skull was half
turned teward them. Small patches
of hair still clung to the discoloved
skull, and a [ringc of detached hail
surrounded it: upon the pillow.

Kumuk and Ilayuk, who had been
close behinrl the other two, turned
at the sight and scurried panic-
atricken up the ladder to the deck.
Old Man Mullic piped up gquerulously :

By jickily, it looks like no matter



where me an’ you go to, we're allusg findin’ someone
we've got to bury! An’ this one will be the worst
of al}, ’ecausc the ground’ll be frozc harder’'n iron!”

“T)o yeu recognize this man?” Connie asked. “He
must have been one of your shipmates.”

“Reco'nize! Reco’nize! Hew in thunder could I
reco’nize him? 1 never seen none of their bones!™

At ene end of the tiny cabin stood a table, a gex-
tant and theodolite resting on it. At the opposite
end of the room, near the head of the bunk, was an
iron safe abeut three feet squire. On the top of the
safe, within easy reach of the man lying in the bunk,
was an empty glass, an open haok, evidently the
ship's log, a pen, and a bettle that had once cen-
tained iuk.

Connie glanced at the last entry en the open page.
The words were almost illegible: ‘“Dec. 12. Fire
out. Too weak to get . . . .” Glancing toward the
little stove near the door, Connie saw that the coal
bucket that stood beside it was empty.

“He became too sick to get ceal fram the engine
roem, and froze to death,” said Connie soberly.

“Seems like there was more of ’em,” said Old Man
Mattie, brushing a hand acress his ferehead. ‘But
1 don’t know, Seems like we was all fightin’, cr
somcthin’, All 1 rec’lect is Joc an’ Pete an’ Darnley
—an’ they're all dead but me.”

“Don’t you remember the captain’s name?” askeil
Connie. “I think this is the captain’s eabin.”

“I don’t rec’lect. Mebbe it was me or Joe or Pete
or Darnley. I dunno.”

Stooping, Connie manipulated the handle of the
safe, but the door remained closed. “lt’s locked,”
he said. *Mayhe we can locate the combination
amnong the caplain’s hooks and papers.”

“If we don’t, we kin blow it open,” said the ancient.
“I seen some cans of gunpowder in the hold, aleng
with them bar'ls of flour an’ stuff. An’ that re-
minds me—I'm dang good an’ hungry! 1 seen a
good cook stove in a little roem down the alley, an’
I'm goin' to build a fire in her an’ coek up a big
batch of pancalkes! I ain’t had a pancake since we

The two intruders paused just inside the door. Do you recognize this man”?’ Connic askicd,

left Simpson! Meat's all right. but a man likes a
pancake once in a while,”

“All right,” agrced the boy. “You tend to the
cooking. T’ll build a fire in the mess cabin and then
help Tlayuk and Kumuk put up the dogs and move
our stuff aboard.”

Neither of the Eskimos weuld eat or sleep in a
dwelling in which a man had died. The whole ship
was taboo. Instead they built a snow house a good
hundred yards frem the ship and meved their effects
inte it. Connie gave them the primus stove.

Old Man Mattie occupied the cabin containing the
picture of his dream woman and Connie moved his
bed into the mess cabin,  After dinner when Mattic
had retired, Cennie carried the log book frum the
dead man’s cabin to the mess room, lighted a couple
of candles, and epened the book at the first page.
The very first entry bewildered him:

“Dec. 13, 1872. Abraham Lincoln was shot, and
then Columbus discovered America hackwards.” Be-
Jow this incomprehensible statement, the entry be-
came aane and logical: “Sailed at noon. Much
grumbling ameng the men because of the date—
Friday, the 13th. But Mr. Trigg scoffed at supersti-
tion, and no man ef the crew refused to sail. As
for myself, 1 am inclined to Mr. Trigg’s view. Yect,
as a sailer and shipmaster, 1 should have preferred
to delay sailing until tamartow.”

On and on the hoy read, missing no word ef the
daily eniries of the long voyage dewn the coast,
around the Horn, and up the west coasts of South
and Nerth America. Two different handwritings
appeared, some entries being signed “I"” and others
“I)*. I'rem them Connie confirmed the police record
that the captain’s name was Iairweather and the
mate’s Darnley, and that the ship had been chartered
by ene Jehn M. Trigg, whe was laking her into the
Arctic for exploration purposes, but primarily to
carvy on a search fer the Franklin expedition. He
learned that Mr. Trigg was a young man with a
scientific bent, who was completely dominated by
the Jure of Arctic exploration.
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Since John M. was the son of a very wealthy
banker and merchant, Cassius M. Trigg, he had
chartered the Awrera Boreulis, and set out to find
Sir John [“ranklin.

Connie stared unbelievingly at the open page with
its vellowed paper and its faded ink. Se Sergeant
Clay’s facetious remark about Old Man Mattie’s being
related to the world-famous financier, Cassivs M.
Trigg, Jr, was no idle jest! “Why—he’s his
Lrether!” breathed the boy. “Brothert”

For a leng time he sat there in the dim candle
light of the little mess cabin as he strove to envisien
0ld Man Mattie, the uncouth, lovable eld outlander,
as the biother of the man whose very name was the
symbol for wealth throughout the civilized world.
Books had been written about this man, and one
could scurcely open a dajly newspuper without on-
ceuntcring his name er scecing his picture, The boy
remembered that for ycars the cartoonists had de-
lighted in caricaturing his rotund body as a huge
cach hag with hcad, hands, and feet attached, until
“Cash” Trigg had hecome a world jest.

That, despite his great wealth, young Trigg had
been very democratic and pepular with the officers
of the ship was instantly apparent from the entries
in the log. At first he was always referred to as
“Mr. Trigg.” By the time the vessel had rcached the
Horn, he was called “Matthew.” And after leaving
the port of San 'rancisco, it was “Mattie.” Mr. Trigg
-~ John M. Trigg — Matthew— Mattie— Old Man
Mattie! There was no question ahaut it, now. And
for a long, long time Connic¢ sat staring at the blank
wall of the bulkhead. He wendered if semewhere—
back in New York, mayke—an old woman named
Celia was still wraiting for a ship to come back from
the <ea?

The log told how they sailed through Bering
Strait and along the northern coast of Alaska, en-
countering very little jece. They had turned north-
ward, skirting Banks Land, and cncountcred thcir
first serious ice floes along the nerthern coast of that
land. (Continued en pege 27)
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Connie Morgan in the Aretie
(Continued from page 25)

From that time on, their passage had
been one continuous battle with the
ice until finally they were forced into
the bay on the northern coast of Vic-
toria Land to escape the mountainous
drift ice that swept in upon them from
Melville Sound. Thus it was that the
ship had been hopelessly grounded in
the mouth of the river.

Terror at their predicament had
gripped the crew. DNissatisfaction and
mutiny followed. They blamed John
M. Trigg for thcir misfortunes. He it
was who had scoffed at superstition
and ordered the ship to sail on Friday,
the thirteenth. Only the first and
second mates, George Darnley and
Peter Berg, and the cook, Joseph Lopez,
had remained loyal to Trigg and the
captain, Joel Fairweather.

The winter slowly passed with the
vessel housing two armed camps—the
mutinous faction under the leadership
of the ship’s carpenter, Sylvester
Brant. In the spring, when it became
apparent that by no possibility could
the ship ever be floated again, the
mutinous crew seized the boats, loaded
them with supplies, and put to sea
with the avowed intention of reaching
civilization by way of the water,
though there was not a navigator
among them.

A pitched battle developed when the
captain’s party sought to retain posses-
sion of one of the boats—a battle in
which one of the mutineers was killed
and Captain Fairweather received a
bullet in the knee. ‘“Mattie” received
a bullet in the shoulder and a blow on
the head with a belaying pin that
fractured his skull and left him all but
dead upon the forward deck.

The last seen of the deserters was
when their boats, under sail, passed
from sight around the high rocky point
at the entrance to the bay.

For wecks Mattie hovered between
life and death, then began to improve
with surprising rapidity. By the first
of August he had become apparently
as well as ever physically, though he
could remember almost nothing that
had occurred prior to the fight on the
deck of the ship.

A council was called, and it was
decided that Mattie should take Darn-
ley, Berg, and Lopez, and make an
attempt to cross Victoria Land. If they
met no natives they were to continue
on across to the mainland after the
Dolphin and Union Strait froze over.

Captain Fairweather was to remain
with the ship. His wound had left
him with a stiff knee, and there were
ample provisions and fuel on the ship
to last until help came. The waters
of the river and the bay teemed with
fish, and the captain viewed his so-
journ on the vessel as a great lark—
recording that for the first time in his
existence he could settle down to a life
of ease and comfort, without a care
in the world. Then followed an' ac-
count of the departure of the land
party.

For awhile the captain had kept a
daily log, recording incidents of hunt-
ing and fishing, and the exploration of
the near-by hills where he found ex-
tensive deposits of native copper, the
metal outcropping in chunks nearly as
big as a capstan.

The daily entries became weekly
entries, and then mere fragmentary
jottings of the more important hap-
penings. The dates covered a space
of more than two years until an attack
of scurvy brought him to the last
scrawled entry.

For a long time Connie sat idly
thumbing the yellowed pages. If Pete
or Darnley had lived, Captain Fair-
weather would have been rescued. But
only Mattie had survived, and Mattie
hadn’t remembered. The log explained

Mention of “The Youth’s C

many things—Mattie’s bullet that fore-
told weather better than a ‘‘barom-
pter,” his keen mind, his loss of
memory, his gentle, courageous nature.
Connie had heard of operations to re-
lieve pressure on the brain. If he took
Mattie to a surgeon, and the operation
worked, Mattie’s memory might be
restored. But that might be a tragedy.
It might lay bare to the old man a
lost life and a lost love.

Once again Connie’'s eyes came to
rest upon the first page of the log:
“Abraham Lincoln was shot, and then
Columbus discovered America back-
wards.” The entry had been penned
evidently before the ship sailed from
New York. Therefore, it must mean
something. But what?

“As if Columbus discovered America
after Abraham Lincoln was shot!” he
muttered. ‘“And what does it mean—
he discovered America backwards?
Abraham Lincoln was shot in 1865 and
Columbus discovered America in 1492.
But what’s that got to do with the
Aurora Borealis and Old Man Mattie?”
Suddenly the boy stiffened in his chair,
his eyes on the open page. “The com-
bination,” he said, and laughed aloud
at the simplicity of it. “18-65-92-14!”

Sweeping the candle from the table,
he hurried into the room where the
patch-haired skull grinned at him in
hideous mockery. Setting his candle
on the floor, Connie grasped the dial
and twirled it confidently. 18-65-92-14.
He tugged at the handle, but nothing
happened. So sure had he been that
he had solved the combination that he
felt a keen sense of disappointment
when the door remained obstinately
shut.

Placing his ear against the cold iron,
he twirled the dial again. He could
hear a slight clicking of tumblers, but
the sound meant nothing to his un-
trained ear.

He reversed the whole series of
numbers. 92-14-65-18. The door re-
mained locked.

Then he tried again. This time he
started with 18, turned to 65, turning
the dial clockwise—to the right. Then
he turned to 14, moving the dial to
the left-—backwards—then to the left
again to 92. With bated breath, he
grasped the handle and gave it a pull,
and the door swung easily open!

In the lower part of the safe was a
complete duplicate set of navigating
instruments. With trembling hands
Connie took a key from a small shelf
and unlocked two drawecrs. Picking
up his candle, he carried them to the
mess cabin and laid them on the table.

One drawer had six flat packages of
currency, each package marked
“$5000.” The other drawer held two
clippings from a New York news-
paper. Holding one of the clippings
close to the candle, Connie read a
column and a half of fine print that
appeared beneath a double column cut
of the Aurora Borealis. The story de-
scribed the ship, its personnel, its des-
tination, and its objectives. It also
told much about young' John M. Trigg,
widely and favorably known among the
younger gcneration of the city as
“Mattie” Trigg. He was described as
a rich man’s son who had an object in
life other than to spend money and
waste his time. Upon graduating from
Harvard, hc had fitted out this semi-
scientific expedition, which was to
combine adventure with purpose.

The other clipping was an editorial
from another New York paper, highly
commending young “Mattie” Trigg for
his enterprise and scoring other rich
men’s sons as idlers. Among those
scored was Cassius M. Trigg, Jr.,
Mattie’s brother.

Carefully Connie returned the money
and the clippings to the safe. Then
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he crept between his blankets in the
mess room. “Harvard—brilliant future
for Mattie Trigg,” he muttered. “The
paper didn’t predict any brilliant future
for his brother, ‘Cash’ Trigg. I wonder
what a ‘brilliant future’ really is?
Which one has got the most out of
life, Cash or Mattie?”

Chapter Twelve

EXT MORNING, over their break-

fast Connie told Old Man Mattic
about opening the safe and finding
the clippings about young John M.
Trigg.

“Would you like to read ’'em?’ he
asked. “They tell all about this rich
man’s son who headed this expedition.”

“Nope. I don’t care nothin’ about
no rich men’s sons. I don’t rec’lect
this here Trigg bein’ in the ship. Maybe
that’s him there in the cabin.”

“The dead man was the captain of
the ship,” said Connie. “His name was
Joel Fairweather, and he couldn’t go
along with you because he had been
wounded in the leg.”

“I thought I rec’lected some fightin’,”
said the oldster calmly. “It
was tough luck—him not bein’

able to come along with us. He
died in a bunk, comfortable,
anyhow.”

“l found some money in the
safe, too—thirty thousand dol-
lars. That money belongs to
you.”

“Me!” exclaimed the oldster,
in surprisc. “Why does it b’long
to me? You found it.”

“It’s yours because this was
your ship. You chartered her.”

“Oh, I did, eh?” The old
man’s tone was casual. “I kind
of wondered what I'd be doin’
on someone else’s ship. Heck
of a place to fetch a ship to,
wasn’t it?”

Connie sat looking soberly at
the old man. He noted the pink
checks peeking out above the grizzled
beard. Mattie was one of those men
whose bodies and minds never seemed
to grow old. He might go on for years,
hunting new Arctic trails, finding
money and ignoring it, living simply,
hardily, and courageously. Or he might
be reunited with his brother—and per-
haps with Celia.

“Mattie,” Connie said in a casual,
expressionless voice, “what if I were
to find out that you were the brother
of ‘Cash’ Trigg?”

The old man showed no surprise at
the question. “You mean that old cuss
that’s so danged rich even his pictures
in the papers looks like a money bag?”

Connie nodded.

“Huh! I'd go out and hide my gold
in a new place.”

“But he’s got plenty of money—"

“An’ in two days he’d have all mine.
He’d get himself app’inted my guard-
een. He’s robbed plenty of people an’
he wouldn’t stop at his own brother.”

“But you could live in New York—"

“Where all them strects is?” Mattie
half rose from his chair, bristling with
indignation. “What would I be doin’
livin’ in a house, an’ no place to go but
another dang street? Ef I had to live
in New York I'd die. Not because I
was sick er nothing, but jest because
I wouldn’t want to go on livin’.”

Connie rose to his feet, his mind at
rest. Why should he ruin one man’s
life to give the world a new sensational
story to buzz over?

“Let’s carry out the captain’s bones
and build a rock cairn over them,” he
said.

Mattie agreed at once. “Jest so we
won’t have to bury him,” he said. “I'm
danged tired of buryin’ people which
they ain’t got no better sense than to
get found in the winter when the
ground’s harder'n iron.”

While Connie and Old Man Mattie
removed Captain Fairweather’s bones
to a near-by hillock, Kumuk and Ilayuk

rabbits for s‘urh
small game pouches!!”

took two of the dogs and struck out
over the ice for a seal hunt. The dogs,
Connie knew, would locate the little
holes in the ice that the scals main-
tained for breathing. Kumuk would
wait over the hole until a seal stuck
up his nose for air. Then the harpoon
would go into action. Ilayuk would
cnlarge the hole with an ax, and to-
gether they’d drag out the seal. It was
the Eskimo way of hunting.

After building an imposing cairn
over the captain’s bones, Connie got
his rifle and went out on the ice,
leaving Old Man Mattie prowling about
among the stores of the ship. He met
Kumuk and Ilayuk returning from
their hunt, dragging a seal.

“Kumuk say, he no lak we stay here
no more,” said the woman. “He ’fraid
hees people come an’ keel us.”

Connie nodded. “Where are you and
Kumuk going to live, Ilayuk?” he
asked. “You can’t go back to Kumuk’s
people.”

“We go to M’kenzie Riv’.
place to live, anyway.”

Connie felt responsible for these two,
But for him they wouldn’t be out-

Ees good

casts now. He must see them safely
through to the Mackenzie River coun-
try and he began to plan what they
should do. The Victoria Land Eski-
mos, by now, were on the sea ice
hunting bear and seal. It would be
safest to cut straight down the middle
of the great island. The straits would
be frozen when they got there. But
they must start early, before Kumuk’s
people, supplied with new sleds and
dogs, trapped them aboard the ship.

“We’ll have to pack all our grub,”
he planned aloud. “There's that meat
cache we made when we hunted with
the peonle by the lake, but they prob-
ably robbed that when they thought I
made ’em all sick.”

“No,” replied the woman, with con-
viction. “Dey no touch cache. Dey
keel us, but no touch cache.”

“All right,” said Connie. “There’s
plenty of grub on the ship.” Some of
the smoked meats were still good after
more than fifty years. “We’ll take
what we nced to last us to the cache.
But we've got to get meat for the dogs.
That one seal won’t be enough.”

The woman smiled. “Got to git seal
for Kumuk, too.”

“Come on, then,” said Connie, laugh-
ing. “Leave this seal here, and we’ll
hit over to that lead and I'll shoot a
few more. We’ll hunt today, get the
outfit ready tomorrow, and pull out
the next day.”

At the lower end of the open lead
Connie shot two seals, which promptly
sank.

“That’s funny,” he said. “They
ought to Le fat this time of year—and
a fat seal ought to float.”

He turned his attention to those
upon the ice. They remained upon
the very edge, and before he could
draw near they slipped into the water.
He shot two more at long range, but
both flopped into the water and dis-
appeared.

Watching them he noted that they

would lie asleep, and then suddenly
raise their heads and gaze about them,
then drop their heads for another short
nap.
Telling the Eskimos to wait where
they were, he approached to within
a couple of hundred yards of a basking
seal. Then he lay down on the ice and
started to hunch himself along side-
wise, in order to look as much like
another seal as possible.

He had approached to within seventy
or eighty yards when the seal lifted its
head and fixed its gaze on him. Connie
lay still for fifteen seconds, then raised
his head, and looked around, exactly
as he had seen the seals do. Then,
down went his head for another ‘“nap.”
Again and again he repeated the

process, while the seal watched him
narrowly.
Finally, lulled into security, the

animal lowered its head for another
nap and Connie hunched a few yards
closer. \When the seal again looked
around, it gave Connie only a passing
glance before dropping asleep. The
boy worked himself up to within twenty
yards, took careful aim, and fired a
shot that shattered the animal’s
brain,

Connie shot another seal by
this method, and two miles

farther up the bay he ap-
proached another. This one,
despite a close range shot,

flopped into the water. To Con-
nie’s surprise it didn’t sink, and
Kumuk brought it in with the
harpoon. I'ive more seals he
shot, after which Kumuk hur-
ricd to the camp for the sled
and dogs. .
Old Man Mattie solved the
mystery of the seals that floated
and those that didn’t, as the
two sat in the mess cabin that

s cvening.

“The river empties in close to

this end of the lead,” he said,

“an’ anyone knows that any-

thing will sink easier in fresh water

than it will in salt. Out at t’other end

the water’s salt, an’ the seals floated in

it. Common sense shows that—not no

maps, er compasses, er glasses, er
watches.”

Connie looked at his friend respect-
fully. “When we pull out of here, is
there anything you want to take with
you—Dbooks, or the ship’s log? We’ll
have quite a load, with the dog fecd
and all.”

“Nope—nothin’ but her pitcher. An’
we better take them bills. ’Course we
both got plenty of dust back on the
river, but there ain’t no sense in leavin’
all that money here.”

Now that they were going to leave
in two days, Connic felt a queer ten-
sion growing within him. An impulse
told him to leave at once—tonight.

“I'm getting jittery,” he told himself
with disgust. “By the time the Eski-
mos arrive we’ll be halfway down the
island.”

But they weren’t. The next morning
they hauled the sled up close to the
side of the vessel and loaded for the
long trip back. Ham, bacon, and beans
were added to the large supply of seal
meat, and the load waited only the
addition of the light tent and the bed-
ding to bc rcady for an early start the
following morning. The ship’s log he
was taking along. The navigating in-
struments he put in the safe together
with a note telling of their own visit.
Then he locked the safe and scratched
the combination numbers in the enamel
just above the tumbler.

Hardly had he finished this task
when loud cries from the two Eskimos
sent him scurrying up the ladder to
the deck. Kumuk and Ilayuk, followed
by all the dogs, were scrambling over
the rail and excitedly pointing.

Connie looked up sharply. Coming
down the river trail was a horde of
shouting natives. Straight on toward
the ship they came, grimly purposcful.

Mention of “The Youth's Companion Combined With The American Boy’” Will Bring Prompt Attention From Advertisers



At a distance of a hundred yards
they halted and Ilayuk identified them
as the same band that had been turned
back at the ice floe. The two Eskimos
grasped their rifles and Old Man
Mattie camec up from below, bringing
his own and Connie’s gun.

“By jickity, I don’t like to shoot no
one!” he cried. “But I don’t see no
call to stand around an’ git butchered
by ne dang Eskimos, neither!”

“We wont do any shooting {ill we
have to,” said Connie quletly and
turned to Ilayuk. “Tell ’em to stay
back away from this ship,” he ordered.
“Tell ’em that if they don’t we’ll have
to shoot with the thunder sticks.”

After a short parley she rcported
“Dcy say we give up. Dey shoot.”

Hardly were the words out of her
mouth when the natlives dashed for-
ward to within thirty or forty yards
and releazel a flight of arrows. With
a loud cry, Kumuk fell wrilhing to the
deck, an arrow buried half its length
in his chest. With a screarn of anger,
Ilayuk swung her rifle to her shoulder
and opened fire, resting the gun on the
rail and worling the lever as fast as
she could. ®@ld Man Mattie’s gun
roarcd again and again, and before
Connie could make himself heard, three
men lay upon the snow, and the rest
were running back to their sleds.

When the others ccased tiring Connie
deliberately raised his own rifle and
fired four times, killing thc lcad dog
in each of the four teams.

“Better kill dogs than men,” he said
grimly. “We're going to try for a
get-away tenight. They’ll have a hard
time following us very fast with their
leaders dead.”’

Leaving Mattic to stand guard, they
carried Kumuk bkelow. The arrow, a
copper-tipped one, had penetrated the
Eskimo’s chest and protruded at the
back. Connie cut the shaft in two
with his knife and withdrew it. Cleans-
ing and bandaging the wound as best
he could, he made Kumuk as com-
fortable as possible. But he had little
hope of his recovery—the arrow might
have pierced a lung.

Leaving Ilayuk with the wounded
man, Connie returned to the deck and
joined Old Man Mattie at the rail

“Thcy come an’ got them threc,”
said the oldster. “I don’t think none
of ’em was dead. They didn’t try
shootin’ no more arrows.”

Connie’s face was drawn with worry.
“They’ve got us in a tough spot,” he
said. “Part of ’em can hold us here
while the others hunt. See — they're
building snow houses!”

‘“Yeah—an’ four of ’em crawled in
Kumuk’s house. I had a notion to
take a shot at it, jest fer luck.”

“Don’t shoot uunless you have to,”
said the Woy. *“Tonight we'll try to
get away.”

For a moment Connie watched them
as they cut out squarc blocks nf snow,
not far from the river hank.

“T wish they'd gone farther back to
huild their houses,” he murmured.
“They might prowl around and see the
loaded sled.”

In the mess cabin Connie suggested
flight to Ilayuk, carefullyr explaining
that Kumuk’s wound was very serious,
and that he probably wouldn't live
in any case.

The woman answercd him with a
ready smile: “Sure—we go. Wen
night come. Dey no t'ink we go 'way.
Kumuk no die. You feex my arm—you
feex Kumuk. He no die. He git well,
bye-um-bye.”

Warmly patting the sturdy woman's
shoulder, Connie returned to the deck.
He arrived at Old Man Mattie’s side
in time to sce a great commotion
among thc natives. They rushed into
small groups, separated, sunched again,
and poinled to the snow house that
Ilayuk and Kumuk had occupicd.

“What’s the matter with ’em?”
asked the boy. “What’s got into 'em?”

“Danged if I know!" exclaimed the
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oldster, “You rec’lect I told you about
four of ’em crawlin’ into Kumuk’s
hougse. Well, a few minutes ago one

of the others went over an’ hollered in
the door—an’ then he crawled in. In
a couple ef minutes he come out an’
begun to stagger around in the saow
—an’ then he fell down.” |

Suddenly Connie understoad. “Those
four crawled in there an’ lit the primus
stove. You remember I showed ’em
how it worked when we were camped
with ’em at the lake. They must have
closed the opening over the stove—
and they’re poisoned by the gas.”

“Gosh sakes! Look at ’em—they’re
leavin’ their houses half finished an’
pullin’ out. I b’lieve they'rc goin’ to
lcave us alone! They think youve
got ’em bewitched!”

For @ mement Connie dared hope.
Then, with a sinking heart, he saw
that thcy wecre merely retreating a
half mile from the river bank and
building there.

“At lcast,” Connie gulped, ‘“they’re
that much farther from the river., I
don’t believe they can overtake us
without any lead dogs. And once we
get to the canyon, we’rc safe.”

“VVWhat d’you mean, safe?” asked the
oldster. “We've still got a long ways
to go after we git through them
mountaing.”

“Ycs,” agreed the boy, “but not as
far as they. Wait—and secc”

Chapter Thirteen

W"HEN DARKNESS settled, Connie
lowered himself over the <side,
made a quick expedition to Kumuk’s
snow house and rescued the primus
stove. It wasn’t difficult—the natives
were a half mile away and the stove
had burned itself out.

Back at the ship, he lashed Kumuk
as comfortably as possible to the top
of the load, then harmessed the dogs.

Mattie and Ilayuk were rcady to go,
and withoutr a backward glance they
started. Keeping thc ship between
them and thc Fskimo houses, they
succeeded in rcaching the river ice
where they urged the dogs to a fast
run.

Suddenly, from the direction of the
Eskimo houses, a dog howled. Another
tock up the wild ululation, and another,
and another. Glancing back over his
shoulder as he ran at the tail rope of
the sled, Connic saw by the wan light
of the glittering stars that upright
figures were running about among the
dogs, and that other upright figures
were running over the snow, cutting
for the river in a long diagonal. He
knew that these figures would be armed
with short stout bows and copper-
tipped arrows, and that they would
follow closely, holding the outJit in
sight while others came with sleds.

As he ran, Connie’s eyes fell on his
own bulging pack sack that hung
loosely suspended at the tail of the
load. The sled swept around a curve,
a half mile ahead of the pursuers.

Increasing his pace, Connic ran
along beside llayuk who was racing |
vhead of the dogs, her lips pressed in
a hard, straight line and hcre rifle
gripped firmly in her hard.

“Keep going as fast as you can,” he
panted. “At this rate we ought to
make that canyon by midnight. You
keep on going straight through on the
shelf of ice. At the other end you wait
for Mattie and me.”

“Wy you no come, too?” asked the
woman, quickly.

“T have a mayic that will slop them
at the canyon.”

As he dropped back te Old Man Mat-
tie beside the wheel dog, Connie noted
that a few of the foremost runners had
rounded tlie bend and were less than
a quarter of a mile behind.

“When they get within bow shot, you
turn around and blast at 'em with that
old cannon of yours” he called. “It
talks louder than my rific and kicks up
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a big smoke.”

“Yeah, an’ by jickity, if I hit one of
’em hc’ll know he got hit with some-
thin’, too!”

“Shoot over their heads!” ordered
Connie. “Just hold ’em out of bow
shot till we hit the canyon.”

An hour later a half dozen of the
swiftest had approached to within
scventy or eighty yards. An arrow
struck close beside Mattie, who in-
stantly turned and blazed away with
his rifle. For the next couple of hours
they were content to follow at a more
respectful distance.

The mountain spur loomed close now,
and presently the dull roar of water
rushing through the gorge pulsed on
the airv. Connie yelled out, and OIld
Man Mattie pulled up beside him. Just
as the sled, with Ilayuk in the lead,
swept onto the narrow ledge of sus-
pended ice, the boy reached out and
jerked his pack from the load.

“Stop here and stand ’em off for a
few minutes!” he ordered Mattie.
“When I yell, you come and come fast!”

“Sure as shootin’!” replied the old-
ster, his old eyes brightening with com-
prchension as he saw Connie reach into
his pack sack and remove one of the
twenty-five pound sheet-iron cans of
gunpowder they had found in the ship.

Dropping to his knees ten yards be-
yond where the oldster stood at the
mouth of the canyon, Connie began to
chop a hole in the ice ledge with his
belt ax. Into the hole went the pow-
der can. Hurriedly the boy cut a short
length from a roll of fuse.

In the meantime Old Man Mattie's
rifle roared, and roared again, as an
ever increasing crowd of FEskimos
bunched togcther a hundred yards back
from the canyon’s mouth. Suddenly
out ef this bunch charged a single
figure, arrow nocked to the bow. He
ran straight for Old Man Mattie.

“Git back there, you consarn fool!”
Mattic bellowed.

The man came on. Old Man Mattie
raised his rifle as the Eskimo paused
on the very edge of the water, where
it plunged under the ice. The Eskimo
raised his bow. Old Man Mattie’s rifle
roared once. The native toppled side-
wise into the boiling white water.

“It was that there dang Oolakjik that

Hang Around the Post Office

other hand found his right. It was
empty; I had him cold.

When we came up I soused him un-
der again for shooting at me and had
to break his hold twice befere I got
behind him with an elbow under his
chin. He squalled and fought the water.
Then a hand in my collar jerked me
halfway out. That was Les.

“Come up, you butter-fingered fool!”

he snapped. “You do beat all for
messing things! Can’t even stay
aboard!” He twisted the screaming,

gagging man out of my arm, hauled
him alongside and slapped his face.
“Shut up! You're all right—I've got
you.”

The man strangled, clawing at the
brine in his eyes. “Get me out,” he
choked. “Quick!”

“You soak a while.” Les hooked the
frantic hands on the gunwale and
grabbed my slicker. It ripped and he
shifted to my belt and I came inboard
with a surge of spray. Les snorted and
stamped his soaked legs. “There you
go!” He looked me over. “Missed you,
did he? The Callendars was always
fools for luck!”

Together we hauled the shivering

| man in over the side and lashed his

wrists and ankles with pot line. For-
ward of the engine the pilot lay colder
than a cod and tied up like a furled
sail. Les had worked fast,” but then
Les is a whirlwind when he feels that
way.

The red plane had drifted off, but not

claimed you killed his wife!” called the
oldster as he jacked another shell into
the chamber of his gun. “I wasn’t
goin’ to take no arrows off’n him!”

Down on his knees, ten yards away,
Connie faced a desperate problem. The
sheet-iron powder can was one of the
old-fashioned kind that closed with a
screw cap. Try as he would, the boy
couldn’t budge the cap. Tapping with
his belt ax failed to loosen it and he
had nothing, no wrench.

Only one thing remained to do. Con-
nie hesitated, his lips compressed until
they were a white line. He must take
the chance! If the pursuing natives
ever got through the gorge, he and
Ilayuk and Old Man Mattie would
surely be murdered somewhere out on
the bleak plains of Victoria Land.

A single sharp blow with the corner
of his belt ax blade would cut through
to the powder. But suppose, in cut-
ting through the stiff iron container,
the ax should strike a spark? In that
instant there flashed into Connie’s
brain the faces of many men that he
had known — Waseche Bill, Dan Mec-
Keever, Inspector Cartwright, his own
father Sam Morgan. These men
wouldn’t have hesitated.

Down came the blade of the ax! And
the next moment, with a grim smile
on his lips, Connie was calmly insert-
ing the end of the fuse into the slit.

A match flickered and the fuse sput-
tered. Leaping to his feet Connie called
loudly: “Come on — equick!”

Mattie didn’t wait for further orders.
Out of the tail of his eye he was watch-
ing that short, sputtering fuse. The
next moment he was flying along the
ledge, close on the heels of Connie,
while a small group of the bolder Eski-
mos drew nearer to the mouth of the
canyon, their eyes fixed warily upon
the tiny sparks that rose from the sput-
tering fuse. They were fearful of the
white man’s magic.

Connie and Mattie had almost reached
Ilayuk, who waited anxiously beside the
tired dogs, when suddenly the whole
canyon was illuminated with a blind-
ing flash of light, followed by a dull
roar that echoed and reverbecrated
through the rock-walled gorge. The
ice ledge, loosened for nearly half its
length, toppled and crashed into the

too far for me to haul it back with the
boat hook. “Hold her alengside!” I
panted, scrambling into her cabin.

“What you doin’?” demanded Les.
“Leave her be an’ come home!”

Behind the two seats in the cabin
I found a fat, heavy suitcase. I dropped
back into the boat, set down the bag
and snapped the catches. The strain-
ing lid flew open.

“Great Jumping Jesabite!’’ Les
goggled at the piles of bills—fifties,
twenties, tens and fives. “What’s
that?”

“The ransom money, of course. It
had to be there—at least it would be
if we gucssed right. Basset thought
the letters had stopped coming—every-
thing was set for the pay-off”” T fished
the crumpled, soaking letter out of my
pocket and ripped it open. “It says,
‘Three o’clock instead of noon. That’s
why Basset wasn’t expecting it, see?
The meeting was all arranged and
naturally Basset didn’t expect this note,
so he didn’t send to the post office.”

The big man swore and pounded his
heels on the floor-boards. “All right,
wise guys!” he snarled. “How’s for
splitting with us, and nobody say a
word about this?”

I sort of hesitated. “Too dangerous,”
I mumbled. Wade’s chin stuck out at
me; for a second all his five teeth
showed. Then he gulped and shut his
mouth.

“No danger!” said the big man. “The
kid’s safe home. There won't be any

roaring whitc water below.

A month later they were at the little
police barracks in Bernard Harbor.
Sergeant Clay looked with unbelieving
eyes at the musty log of Captain Joel
Fairweather, master of the Aurora
Borealis. He heard the strange story
without comment, ejaculating only
once when Connie reconstructed young
Mattie Trigg as a Harvard graduate
and man of ideas. Faithfully the ser-
geant promised never to reveal the old
man’s identity. As Connie finished, the
policcman raised eyes that were glow-
ing with the fire of great longing.

“Another mystery of the North
cleared up,” he said, his gazc fixed dis-
tantly on the log wall. “You went to
unmapped country and you feund a
ship. Some men—" his voicc became a
whisper—*“have all the luck.”

Connie rose briskly. “We've got to
be getting on,” he said. “Mattic wants
to crow a little over Jack Cartwright.
Jack didn’t believe there was a ship.”

They bade farewell to Kumuk and
Ilayuk who were accompanying the
mail patrol to Aklavik. Tucked away
safely somewhere beneath her skin
clothing the smiling Ilayuk carried six
flat packages of bills, each containing
$5,000—a present from Connie and
Mattie for her loyal services.

Kumuk, who was well on the road to
recovery, grasped Connie’s hand and
shook it lustily as he rattled off a long
lingo in his native tongue.

“Kumuk say,” translated Ilayuk, “we
buy tradin’ boat. No go back Victoria
Lan’ no more. Sometam you com’
back—we go some nudder lan’.”

“By jickity, that’s an idea!” ex-
claimed Old Man Mattie enthusiasti-
cally. “I rec’lect that on clear days up
there by the ship we could see the
mountains of another land, away off to
the north. You git that boat, an’ me
an’ Connie’ll hunt you up in the spring!
This was a mighty nice trip we jest
had, but I'd like to know what’s behind
the mountains., There ain’t nothin’ in
layin’ around, is there, Connie?”

“No,” grinned Connie, with a wink
at the sergeant in command. “I guess
we’ll have to think up some new place
to go.”

THE END.

(Continued from page 13)

backfire—"

“Close your trap!” I said. That was
all I wanted to know. It wasn’t a
ghost I'd heard on Three Mile dock—
it was young Clay Basset, safely back.
“We'll find out right equick if the kid
is all right—and he’d better be!”

Les sat down beside the engine with
a thump, still hanging onto the boat
hook. “Well, dang me black and blue
—a Callendar can think, after all!
How’d you know it was them, Don?”

“Same way you did, of course. I've
got eyes, too! The purple stain on this
big thug’s tongue when he licked his
lips. - He uses an indelible pencil. At
least, that made me darned suspicious.
Then you guessed it, too—so that

proved it.”
Les shook his head. “I wasn’t
guessin’. I never thought to look at

this feller, though.”

“I kept trying to get you to” I
stopped with my mouth open, staring.
“Well, wait! Why’d you kick the pilot
if you didn’t suspect?”’

“Ain’t I said all along you’d ought
to hang out at the post office more?”
grunted Les. “They’s lots of interest-
ing things there—that little feller’s
picture, for instance. Been there for
months. Seems he broke jail over to
Thomaston, serving a life sentence for
everything dirty on the list.” Les
winked. “Two thousand dollars re-
ward, partncr.”

For a minute we just sat and grinned
at each other.
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The Infra-Red Destroyers

(Continued frem page 6)

cven greater crater than the other
thrce. It dropped within seven miles
of @®ak City, putting tclecphoncs, clee-
tric lights and water supply out of
commission, deafening a population of
three thousand, and hreaking every
window in the town.

®ak City is 219 miles east of Boone-
ton.

The nation—in fact the whole world
—became suddenly astronomy conscious.
8cientists in observatories were besct
with inquiries. Fright amounting to
panic aftlicted thce Last. Onc mctcor
of such sizc was a curiesity, twe a ce-
incidence, three a warning, hut four
was a threat of such portent that the
more neureiic Easterners fled their
hemes fei' other parts of the nation.
Feur meteors that disappearcd after
hitting. There must be some sort of
design, some purpose, in that.

Railroad lines did a rushing busi-
ness.  Automcbile roads became black
with cara. Families sped away from
the approximate cast-wcst line on which
the meteors had fallen, and hardy
thrill scckers entered the zone of
heavenly bombardment looking for fun
and excitement. Governors called out
the militia and policed the area eof
danger, and for the mest part the
mass movement was held under dis-
ciplined contrel, with a minimum of
pillage in the deserted villages.

Radio and press did their best to
allay the panic. ©minent astionomers
insisted that the fall of feur meteors
of great size, while unisue in history,
was perfectly possible, and quoted sta-
tistics to prove that every day the
earth received at lcast onc hundred
tons of mctcoric dust, metecoritcs, hal-
ides, uranolites. (Great meteors of the
past were recalled. The huge masses
of meteeric iron known to exist in
various parts of the world were
dragged from books and published as
frent-page news.

Speculations as to the disintegration
imto dust of the monsteriles, as the
four were named, were as numerous
as the scientists. Thc theory advanced
by Professor Eric Jurghens in New
York was the most popular. He de-
veloped the thought that as all meteors
enter the earth’s atmosphere at approx-
imately a i.undred miles abeve the sur-
face, and travel at velocities diminish-
ing from approximately twenty-six
miles per second to one or two miles
per second, the interior of all meteor-
ites of any size must have the cold of
outer space, or approximately absolute
zero, The outer surfaces would be
tarrifically hot frem friction, There-
fore, the larger the meteor, the greater
the temperature difference between out-
side and inside, and conseyuently the
greater the molceular strain.

It was his idca that these extremes
in temperature caused, not an explo-
sion, kut an tmplesien, in which the
clectrons and protons of the very
molecules were crushed together, leav-
ing only the impalpable, mist-gray
powder. Other scientists made light
of this theery and proposed others of
their own, but “implosion” caught the
public ear ard Juvrghens’ theory was
goon popularly if not scientifically ac-
cepted.

Panic wears itself out in time, When,
in ten days, no more meteozrs fell, many
of the fleeing peoplc gradusltly returncd
to their homes. Others had shifted
their homes permanently, and thc traf-
fic congestion lightencd almost to
normal. Within three weeks the gov-
cruoment anvounced that “Lhe acute
situation is under contral,” aml other
news began to make its appearance in
the papers.

“Here’s an odd story.”” Ted passed
the paper to Alan, “Third pagc. Hcavy
doors to radio station stolen. Isn't that

- a comparatively small

a brand new idea, stealing heavy iron
doors weighing tons?”

Dr. Kane read the story with inter-
cst. Station WRRR at llennisport was
station, and
didn’t breadcast after midnight. Rut
it was z prosperous unit in on: of
the chains, and owned a handsome
building with medern and heavy orna-
mental iron doors. These wcre always
locked when the crew left at night.
Some time during the hours between
closing and dawn, the iron doors had
been stolen. Not & mark remained to
show how. The lawn was untouched
and no signs of an explosion were
visible. The night watchman had heard
and seen nothing. A high wind had heen
blowing, which might have carried
away the sounds of men working at
the doors.

“It’s mnot posstble!” argued Ted.
“Those doers weighed tons and the
hinges were en the inside where a
thief couldn’t reach ’em,”

“Yet thc doors are gonc,” Alan re-
plied. l

“They must be semewhere,” Ted sald. |
“I wonder!” J

“What de you mean, shrimp, you
wonder? Of course,
some-where.”

Alan walked to a side table, thrust
his hand inte a pitcher, and »rought
out a picec of ice.

“It weights half a pound, perhaps.
It is solid. In a few minutes it will
have disappeared. Water will have to
take its place. If I boil the water, in
another few minutes, it, teo, will have
disappeared. Steam will have taken
its pluce. Is the ice still ‘somewhere’
after the mclting and boiling of its
water?”

they must be

Ted stared, his facc puzzled. “You
mean—""
“I'm not sure what I mean, Only

‘somewhere’ is not an answer to what
hecame of the stolen deers. RBut that
thing—*" Dr. Kame pointed to the gray
object on the table—“is the answer to
why Humphrey was murdered.”

Ted had ween associated with Alan
in some of the strangest adventures
ever to befall a human being, and he
knew from long experience that the
slender body was topped with a most
unusual brain. He knew also that his
friend had scientific caution developed
to a high dcgrce and wouldn’t spcak
until he was sure of himself. But this
time Ted’s curinsity was toe much for
him.

“T wish you’d be more specitic,” he
grumbled. “Do you think the deers
were ‘melted' like the ice amd the re-
sulting liquid ‘boiled’ ixto vapor?”

Alan drew his brows together. “Al-
most you persuade me yeu have a
scientist’s brain, mastodon!” he said.
“] can’t answer that, Ted, but some-
thing like that may have occurred. At
any rate, I'm going to carry Hum-
phrey’s what-is-it to the laboratory.
If you’ve nothing ketter to do, you
might come along. We're walking on
the edge of very deep water.”

Ted did as he was told, wondering
what his friend meant by “deep water.”
The walk to the laboratory was shart
and Ted sensed no danger as he moved
along. In timcs past, however, Alan’s
invitations to cnter the twe-story white
brick building had presaged queer ad-
ventures. His eyes brightened as he
theught of them.

®rdinarily Br. Kane discouraged
visitors to the Aladdin’s cave in which
he werked wonders far in advance of
the times. Alan Kane possessed the
imagination of a novelist and was not
afraid to experimernt in strangc fields.
It was this strange abilily to formulate
gueer hypotheses from the laws of
nature that had brought him fame,

even theugh some of his discoveries
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were so outlandish that he would not
publish them. Alan Kane was one of
two or threec men in the world who
were always penetrating the fringes
of the vast unknown.

Of independent mecans, he held his
position as head of the physics depart-
ment of the university merely for the
quiet and peace an academic atmos-
phere brought him, and because he
liked to teach. But Ted knew that
Alan’s heart was in the strange and
mysterious building to which he was
so seldom invited.

Just why Alan Kane should have as
a personal friend and confidant a man
whose every emphasis was upon the
body—muscle, hunting, combat—was a
puzzle to those who had no knowledge
of the unbreakable bond spun by their
weird adventures together. Ted knew
that Alan, in his way, admired physical
prowess. And Alan liked to put his
science theories in everyday language
that Ted could understand.

Alan carried the piece of celestial
ash that the unlucky reporter had
brought into the inner room of the
laboratory. Ted stared hopefully, as
he always did, at thc odd chamber. On
one visit a huge machine would be in
the middle of the tiled floor. On the
next, a collection of glass tubes and
wires. Today what appcared to be a
projection machine of complicated de-
sign held the center of the stage.

Alan unwrapped the object he had
brought and laid it on a table.

“I’'ve got a queer notion,” Alan be-
gan. “Know anything about why we
sce things?”

“Do you mean the optic nerve, hght
and reflection? Or metaphysical and
philosophical speculations?” asked Ted.

“The former.”

“Well, I know that light is reflected
from matter. The lens in the eye forms
a rcal image, inverted, on the retina.
Ry means not known to us, nerve im-
pulses are created that are translated
by the brain as sight,” answered Ted.
So much he knew by heart.

“Exactly. Now, what are the essen-
tials for sight?”

“Something to see, light to see by,
an eye to see with.”
¢ “Right. Without somecthing to see,
there is nothing. Without an eye, man
cannot see. Without light, there’s no
reflection, no image, no nerve impulse
from cye to brain.”

“Well?” growled Ted.

“Sometimes there is an eye, an ob-
ject, and light, and still we do not see,”
went on Alan. “If glass is perfectly
polished, it may be invisible in certain
lights. And there are things—certain
colors, for instance—that the eye can-
not se¢c with ordinary light, just as
there are sounds no human ear can
hear.”

“I can’t understand that—if it can’t
be seen it isn’t a color, and if it can’t
be heard it isn’t a sound.”

“Ah, yecs it is. The eye sees the
speetrum from red at one end to violet
at the other, but the camera sees infra-
red beyond the red and ultra-violet
beyond the violet. Shorter and shorter

rays, such as X-rays, gamma rays, and’

cosmic rays, arc beyond the visible
spectrum. There are also rays beyond
the infra-red rays.”

“Then if therc was such a thing as
an object which reflected only ultra-
violet or infra-red rays, it would be
invisible to us in sun or electric light?”
asked Ted, quietly.

Alan nodded. “Certainly.”

“But therc are no such substances!”
Ted cried.

“Here, then, I'll show you!”

Dr. Kanc opencd the safe and from
it carried what appeared to Ted to be
a pair of blinkers, similar to those with
which the bridles of skittish horscs are
equipped. Alan handled it tenderly, as
if it were valuable.

“These are glasses.” He handed
them to Ted. “They are, as far as I
know, the only pair in the world. They

took me a year to make. The lenscs,
which are not lenses at all, but plane
surfaces, arc madec synthetically of a
substance that has the peculiar prop-
erty of polarizing—I use the term for
want of a better—of polarizing infra-
red rays.”

“Clear as mud!” objected Ted.

“Well, these glasses do something to
infra-red rays, so that they do affect
our eyes. With these glasses, reflected
infra-red rays can be used to see by—
dimly, perhaps, but we can still see. I
want you to use them and watch.”

Dr. Kane manipulated the projection
apparatus. A low humming began, and
through spaces in the lamp house Ted
could see a queer glow.

Dr. Kane placed an easel in the
center of the room, pinned up a sheet
of paper, and invited Ted to examine
it without the glasses.

“Don’t see anything but blank paper.”

“Think so? Look again with the
glasses.”

Looking through the lenses the paper
seemed to change color, and on its sur-
face appeared ghostly, waving designs.

“Now, account for that with your
object, light, and cye, as factors for
sight,” suggested the scientist.

Ted shook his head.

“The design is written with an ink
that is invisible to light rays of the
ordinary spectrum. Under the pro-
jector it is reflecting infra-red rays.
Infra-red rays do not affect our eycs,
but when polarized with those synthetic
crystal lenses our eyes can see a faint
and ghostly red . . . and . for
heaven’s sake, Ted, what’s the matter?”

As Dr. Kane stared Ted wrestled on
the floor, his great hands curled as if
clasped on something, his face a mass
of agony, sweat rolling down his neck.
Then he fell back with a grunt, jumped
to his feet and glared.

“Alan, what did you do to me?”

“I did nothing—tell me, quickly.”

Ted shook himself. It was character-
istic that he spoke now. with no excite-
ment, and no apology for the strange-
ness of what he said.

“You were just finishing your dem-
onstration. I was standing slightly
behind you. Something touched me.
I ducked—it’s instinctive, I guess. A
heavy blow fecll on my shoulders. I
whirled around and got something be-
tween my hands—it was clammy and
soft, yct strong. It felt like—it felt
like a big bologna sausage!”

There was no mirth in Ted’s voice.
“It struggled in my hands and threw
me. Then it tore loose, I fell back,
and—and that's all. . .

“Ted! That sounds mcredlble"’

“I don’t blame you if you don’t be-
lieve it.” Ted took off his coat, opencd
his shirt and pulled it off his shoulder.
“Look for yourself!” he suggested.

Alan saw a red welt, as if Ted’s
shoulder had been struck through his
clothes by some heavy object.

The scientist’s face cleared.
you didn’t dream that anyway!”

Ted shook his
great shoulders
and pulled his
torn shirt back
into place.

“Ugh!” he gri-
maced in distaste.
“It was cold, like
a fish. Geton
with your demon-
stration. Next
time I get my
hands on that—
look here, Alan,
you know I’'m not
bragging when I
say I don’t scare
easily. I'm not
afraid of men
with spears or
guns or tigers
with teeth and
claws. But I—
don’t—Ilike to
fight something—

“Well,

“I thought you said too much food
would kil the goldfish. Well, it didn’t!”

I—can’t—see!” The words were

dragged out, as if unwillingly. ‘“Alan,
what was 1?7
Alan shook his head. He looked

around the room thoughtfully and
when he spoke his voice was very
grave. “I should have shut the door,”
he said. “We walk in strange ways,
Ted, you and I.”

Ted rubbed his shoulder. Then, “Did
you bring me here to see what your
infra-red rays would do to poor Hum-
phrey’s ash piece?”’

“Come to think of it, I did,” grinned
Alan. He walked to the side table for
the Humphrey exhibit.

It was not on the table. Nor was it
on the floor. The room was compara-
tively bare—there was no basket into
which it could have fallen or piece of
furniture behind which it could be con-
cealed.

Humphrey’s specimen had vanished!

They stared at each other. Then
Alan’s facc lighted with the glow of
sudden, blinding insight and Ted knew
that his friend was hot on the trail of
discovery. That look—it came always
when they started some terrific adven-
ture. There’d be action ahead, now!

But Alan’s words were disappointing.
“Fetch mc an atlas from the office,
will you, Ted? Bring a ruler. And
hurry, Ted.”

Wondering, Ted ran to the adjoin-
ing office and library and brought back
the big flat book. Alan rapidly turned
the pages, then placed the ruler on a
map of the United States. For a brief
space he figured and puzzled, then a
look of dismay came over his face.

“The next meteor,” said Alan a little
wearily, “will fall on or near Washing-
ton. And very soon. We’d better long
distance the Secret Service.”

Ted lugged the suitcases into the
Pullman drawing room, growling about
Alan’s luxurious travel habits, and
scorning to let an undersized porter
carry with two hands what he carried
easily with one. The porter carried
Alan’s coat and cane. Ted tipped the
porter gravely. “The easiest money
you ever earned, George,” he smiled.

Alan threw his coat on the seat but
did not sit down himself. Instead he
seemed unusually alert and expectant.

“Why this great caution?” Ted asked
curiously. “And why, above all things,
are you carrying this cane?”

“Wait until the train starts.”

“And why the drawing room, shrimp?
Getting big ideas in your old age?”

“There’s a reason,” responded Alan.
But he refused to say more until the
train was under way, and the con-
ductors had collected tickets and were
gone.

Then he locked the door, and to Ted’s
amazement proceeded to swing his cane
violently and rapidly all over the com-
partment, high up near the ceiling,
down under the seats, and in the toilet.
Wondering, Ted watched him fence
with his malacca, meanwhile getting
deftly out of the
way of the flying
rod.

“I sce,”” Ted
said wisely.
“You’re not eager
for a third mem-
ber of the party
—an invisible
gent with a fishy
touch.”

Finally Alan sat
down, tossing his
caneintoa
corner. He nodded
briefly, his mind
already on other
things.

“I had some
difficulty in mak-
ing Chicf Shelton
of the Secret
Service think I
was not crazy.
He wasn’t very

cordial. But I think it's a duly to go
to see him, and I might as well warn
you, mastodon, that your chances of
coming out with a whole skin are not
excellent.”

“I’'m frightened to death!” Ted
drawled, stretching across both seats
and lighting his pipe. “How comc
you're taking me into such deadly
danger without the usual regrets?”

“Becausc you stand an cqually good
chance of being killed in University
City,” answered Alan simply. “Other-
wise I'd be going to Washington alone.”

“What’s it all about?’ Ted was
healthily curious. “There’s no fun be-
ing killed if I can’t anticipate events.
Do I fight for my life or just wait
around for someone to murder me?”

Alan was sober. “The eleven in the
radio studio just waited around—they
hadn’t a chance. Humphrey hadn't a
chance. And there is more reason for
them to kill us than any of their vie-
tims, so far.”

“Them? Who is them?” Ted burst
out ungrammatically.

Alan dug into his grip, finally pro-
ducing several sheets of paper, some
covered with neatly wrilten formulas.

“I won’t bere you with the details,”
he began. “I know enough mathe-
matics not to be mistaken. Would you
say, from what you have read and
scen, that any of the monsterites
weighed as much as ten tons?”

“More like a hundred!”

“Very well. 'Then the temperature
generated on the surface was very
great. But it could not have been great
enough, even if the intcrior of the
masses was absolute zero, as Jurghens
so forcefully insists, to cause any such
disintegrating effect on the molgcules
of which the mecteorites arc formed.”

Ted let his pipe go out. “But what’s
that got to do with me being killed?”
he asked. “Is the next meteor to hit
me, and how do you know?”

“It is not you—it is we who risk be-
ing killed,” answered Alan. “And of
this I am certain. The monsterites
were not meteors, and they did not fall
accidentally.”

The train pounded over the rails.
Ted’s jaw dropped. The clackety-clack,
clackety - clack, clackety -clack of the
wheels on the rail joints wove them-
selves into Alan’s strange words—mon-
sterites — not meteors — monsterites —
not meteors.

Ted always made a great cffort to
understand his friend when he could.
It was partly the pride of a strong
man who dislikes being dcpendent for
anything on anyone. But Alan’s words
didn’t make any sense.

“All right, I'll bite!” Ted said at
last. “They were not meteors—they
were feather beds. They did not come
accidentally from outer space, but from

trolls in the nether regions. Go on
with your story.”
“They wecre projectiles, and they

were fired from Mars or Venus,” Alan
announced quietly.

Ted stared, smiled, stared again.
Then he refilled and lit his pipe. He
looked out of the window at black
night, through which lights, passing at
full speed, appeared to flit like gigantic
fireflies. The wheels pounded again in
his head: projectiles fired—projectiles
fired—from Mars or Venus—from Mars
or Venus.

Sighing, Ted shook his grecat shoul-
ders. “And what was inside them?”
he asked slowly.

Alan nodded, well pleased. “You’re
on the track now, Ted. Well, I don’t
know what was inside them. But some-
thing evil. Something—inhuman.”

“Electricity? Poison gas? An un-
known force?” hazarded Ted.

“Worse than that, Ted. I think you
have grappled with it. Something—
sentient. Intelligent. Yes—super-in-
telligent. Ancl invisible!”

(To be continued in the March num-~
ber of THE AMERICAN BOY.)
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Hide-rack Welcomes Visitors
(Continurd from page 16)

time, we’re in a hurry,” Floyd objected.

“I can’t help that,” I retorted.

It was becoming cvident that these
men were not going to depart peace-
ably. There were ltouv many things
about the plare that they wanted and
needed — guns, ammunition, bedding,
clothes, provisions and, ef course,
money most of all. If my deductiens
were correct ard they were really flee-
ing from the sheriff; then they had a
desperate need for either the equip-
ment necessary to push deeper into the
wilderness or the funds to permit them
to leave the couniry once they get oul-
side. Now thcy were becoming unable
to keep Lheir greed out of their eyes.

T realized that my only hope lay in
getting them away from the cabin be-
fore they coneuered entirely their re-
luctance to commit open thievery. Somc-
how I had to get them out of there.
But how?

1 racked my brain for a plan, If I
could get hold uf a gun I could frighten
them away, but Wells’ cloze watch over
our rifle rack prcvented that. 1 would
have given almost anything just then
to hear the clop-clop of Dad’s HKuby
mare coming up the trail. I listened
intently, but I knew Dad had left not
expecting to return until the following
day, and therc had been no reason, as
far as 1 kncw, for him to change his
mind.

And then an idea came to me, a
sudden daring idca. Maybe, maybe.
. . . I glanced down at the big golden
collie lying in quiet watchfulness ncar
the stove. It all depended upon him.
Maybe he would. Anyway, it was the
only plan I could think of, and it
might work, I started {oward the
door. Almost instantly my way was
barred by Pee Floyd, dark and glew-
cring.

“No you won’t,”
hemently.

I regarded him with wide innocence
and surprise. Immediately he recov-
cred apavt of hig friendliness.

“I mean,” he amended rather lame-
ly, “where arc you goin'?”

“Well,” I reproved, “vou needn’t be
so tough about it. But if you have
to know, my dog wants to go out.”

he snapped ve-

“Oh, sure,” he apologized, then
grinned. “Sure. I didn’t know your
dog wanted out. Here, I'll put him
out for you.”

He snapped his fingers and began
to call Hide-rack. ‘“ITere, (ellow,” he
said. “Come on. Come on, Ill open
the door for you. Ccme on.”

Hide-rack didn’t budge. He didn’t,
as a matter of fact, want to go out.
He much preferred to stay inside
where he could keep an eye on these
men he didn’t like. e didn’t move
at Iloyd’s commund.

“Go on, Hide-rack,” I erdered
brusquely. “Go on. He’ll open the
door fer you. Ge on!”

The last two words were a stern
vemmand, one that the big dog had to
obey. He got to his feet and moved
reluctantly toward the door, giving me
a perplexed glance, as if to say, “Well,
why get sore at me, Chet?”’

I was relicved when the doer cloged
behind his white-tipped tail. Dee Floyd
rveturned te his chair and resumed
eating. Purdy Wells had finished. He
stood wup, stretching his arms, but
didn’t move away from the gun rack.
I saw his cyes rove speculativcly over
the contents of the room.

“Get a meve on, Dee,” he said im-
patiently. “We can’t wait here all
night.”

The opening was too obvious for me
te overleek. “Dee?” I questioned bold-
ly, from my place before the stove.

Purdy Wells’ face turned red, and
his companion came to his rescue.

“Dee’s my middle name,” Floyd ex-
plained to me hastily. “He calls me

that sometimes.”

“Yeah, that’s it,” Wells agreed
readily.
“Yeah,” I said sarcastically, “and I

reckon Purdyv’s his middlc name and
you call him that semetines.”

“What’s that?”’ Floyd barked, gct-
ting to his feet angrily.

“Qh, nothing,” 1 reterted.

Floyd’s red-rimmed eyes Wlazed
“Think yon're smart, don’t you?’ he
snarled. “Think you know a whole
lot, don't you?”

All pretense at friendliness was gone
now. The two men were showing them-
sclves in their true light.

“Yes,” I went on vigoreusly, “and
I know why you’re here. Youre not
geing after any powder, and you
haven’t any claim over on Jack Creek.
You're going eul because the sherift’
came in day before yesterday, and he’s
looking for you twe.”

I had a purpose in challenging them.
I wanted to arouse their fear—their
desire to be moving, And a little later,
I heped, something would happen to
start them hastily on their way. Somc-
thing unexpected and dismaying to a
pair of fugitives.

The two wullies exchanged a quick,
significant glance.

“Let’s go threugh this dump an’
beat it,” Wells suggested, in open dis-
regard of me. “We might need these
rifleg heforc we're out of this.”

“You will not,” I interrupled boldly.
“Try any of your thieving around this
ranch, and you'll get yourselves into
serious trouble. My dad won’t stand
for it

At that instant Dee Ployd grabbed
me. RBefereIknew what had happenail,
his thick arms were wrapped about
me. I kicked and fought and scratched,
but it required the two of them only
a few scconds to overpower me.

“You'll pay for this,” I promiscd
them, and all the time 1 was strain-
ing my ears, waiting and hoping. I
noted with satisfaction that they wrere
doing a hasty ana not very thorough
Jjob of tying me to the chair.

As the two men, breathing heavily
now, finished the task, there came a
clawing at the door,

Instantly both of them
Their heads lifted alertly.

“That’s my dog,” I said.
to come in.”

“Oh,” Floyd said te his partner, an
expression of relief coming over his
dark cruel face, “that’s only that
blamed dog.”

“Yeah, let him stay out)” Wells
grunted. “He might try to bite us.”

That suited me too, but they didn’t
know it.

They stood up and surveyed their
work for an instant. I f{eigned a
desperate effort to get loose, then
scowled at them.

“Just wait til my dad catches up
with you,” I said bitterly. “Just wait!”

“Come on, Purdy,” I'loyd said, “let’s
go through this shack”

They glanced about,
turned back to me.

“Kid,” he said harshly, “if you've
got any money about this joint an’
don’t want the place wrecked, you'd
better tell us where it is an’ tell us
quick.”

“Ycah,” Wells added. “If you don’t,
we’ll tear the dump to pieces an’ then
set fire to it. An’,” he declared grim-
ly, “we might forget to take you out.”

But I knew these threats were just
desperate attempty te get me to reveal
where the money was.

“You'd better get away from here,”
I warned them, “and vou’d hetter meve
fast. If my dad catches you here,
he’ll beat the daylights out of woth
of you.”

There was a scratching at the door
again. Wells whirled nervously, his

stoppead.

“He wants

then Floyd

HOW
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LOOK, JALK, HERE'S ASTORY ABOUT A BOY
ST LIKE YU, BUT HE LEARNED TO

b SO WELL THAT HE
BECAME THE MOST
PoPULAR RaY IN ||
THE NEIGHBORKHOOD. ||

Ic was al-

® Jack was lonesome.
ways left out of the parties and

good times. Then he learned the
secret of being popular—he became
an expert harmenica plaver — and
now Jack is the first one to be in-
vited,

Thousands of boys and girls all
over the country have found the
Harmonica a short cut to popular-
ity. At school or play, at parties,
or mectings, the harmenica player
is the center of a group of sway-
ing, singing boys and girls. Thou-
sands of schools have harmonica
bands, and are they popular!

Harmonica Is Easy To Learn

The harmonica is the simplest pos-
sible instrument to play, and now, with-
out costing ynu a cert you can become
a fine player in a short time. Mail the
coupon below and our Illustrated Ia-
etruction Book, “The Art of I'laying the
Harmonica,” will be sent to vou abje-
lutely free. This book 2ells and skozvs
you in pictures just what to do and how
to do it. Just follew thc simple instruc-
tions and in a short time you'll he
amazing your friends with the way yeu
can Perform.
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Professional Players Use
Hohner Harmonicas

Nearly all of the expert harmouica
players you hcar evcr the radio or on
the stage use Hobner Harmonicas, be-
cause they are true in pltrh, rich in rane,
and perfect In construction. If yeu have
heard Carl Freed and his famous Har-
monica Harlequins, or other artist play-
ers over the radio or on the stage You
know what wonderful musical effects
can be secured with Hohner Hatmonicas.
So if yeu wart the est, be sure to ask
your dealer for 2 Hohner. Accept no
substitute. Look for the Tlnhrer name
on the instrument and on the bos.

Send For Free Instruction
Book

We want every bov and girl to know
hews quickly and easily they can learn
to play a Hohocr Ilacmonica. Till in
the coupon and we will send you abso-
lutely frec without any obligation our
complete Instruction Book, “The Art of
Piasing the Ilarmonica.” Remember it's
absulutely free, su mail the coupon today.

M. HOHNER, Inc.,

351 Fourth Ave., New York City

-
| M HOHNER, Inc, Dept. 996.3

1 351 Fourth Ave, New York City

] Pleas: sead me withoul vest your free instruc-

| tinz book, ““The Art of Playing the Harmenica™
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With TOUCH CONTROL!
Only Royal gives you
this amazing improvement
—the most important ever
presented in a typewriter!
Merely move a
tiny lever. In-
stantly the key
tensionisadapted
to your exact fin-
gEer pressure.

Other Amazing Exclusive Features

Finger Comfort Keys. Cen-
FREE uome
DEMONSTRATION

tralized Controk. Cormnplete
Dust Protection! All mean

Handsome, durable, weather-procf
case. Instanily convertible!

easier, faster typing—plus
lifetime durability!

ROYAL
PORTABLE
with
TOUCH
CONTROL

See your nearest dealer—Cr
----- USE THIS COUPON! —————

Please send me details of dealer’s new purchase plan;
also beautiful folder on the New Royal Portable.

Address; Royal Typewriter Company, Inc.

Dept. A-236, 2 Park Avenue, New York City
N
Street.

Cit State.
Check here [ for free Ilome Touch Typewriting Course
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\KQ’ DON'T COPY - LEARN TO ORIGINATE!
RAYE BURNS will teach you HOW to C'REATE
ORIGINAL CARTOONS at home that you un 85
SELL! Course has 26 lessons and 600 illustrations.

Send name and address for free delails, Only.

BAYE BURNS SCHOOL, Dept. H-X, Box 2184, CI.EVELAIID. OHIO
Entire Course Only31°° mcluqu s
Diploma - Life Hembersh
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Hundreds of workable money-making ideas—either
spare time or full time—at home or 1n the shop—
in nearly every line of endeavor—metal working,
wood working, etc., are graphically explained every
month in Popular Mechanics. Crystal clear plans.
easy to follow. Besides, this big 200-page magazine
is crammed full of fascinating accounts and pictures
{many in full color) of latest daring adventures,
new inventions and scientific discoverics. Don't

miss this month’s issue

po pU LAR —'al&hnmng record ofi the
s mewest wonders,

MECHANICS ;g)cr at all newsstands.

P
mB EATS
the World

Better Built
Lower Prices

Only Boats With
fulll.ength Spray Rails

Kee
dry—eveu at high speeds.
Catalog also shows today's
five most popular modela
of saithoats. o big facto-
ries. Prompt shiproent.
CATALOG FREE
e for your cnw smm kindof
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bo:lhnwh ich You ere intereated. i Very fast utility model

znsTH%MPSON BROS. BOAT MFG. CO.
LR (afhoitofe..) CONTLAND. N.Ye

Canoes $54 and up
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hand going to the black butt of his

“Forget it!” his companion snapped
quickly. “It’s just that darned dog
again. Come on, let’s get busy. You
take the bunks an’ I’ll frisk the clothes
in this closet. We've got to be gettin’
away from here.”

He turned to the closet and began
pulling the clothes off their pegs, feel-
ing of the pockets with his hands.
Purdy Wells stripped the bedding from
my bunk, jerking each blanket off
separately. I watched them calmly,
thanking my lucky stars that they
hadn’t begun with the cupboard where
that telltale corner of green paper was
in plain view. But under my calm
exterior I was seething, both with
anger and hope. @utside the closed
door in the darkness sat a big golden
collie. I was depending upon him.

“Nothing in this junk,” Floyd cried
presently with disgust. He rudely
kicked the clothes back into the closet
with his foot.

“Say,” Wells cried, turning to me
from his fruitless scarch of the bunk,
“haven’'t you got any money at all
about this dump? Not even some
chicken feed?”

I didn’t even take the trouble to re-
ply, but merely glowered at them and

The Finding

with a voice that bit like wvitriol

In a few quick, furtive movements
Pat found a position from which he
could see all that was going on. The
tall Indian stood with several others
about him on the edge of a bowl of
gray rock that curved away from their
feet into a gully twenty or thirty fect
deep.

Then Pat saw that the tall Indian
was Broadknife, the lordly Beaver, the
leader of a tribe of mountain Indians
that had never been tamed to the white
man’s law. And in the midst of the
group stood Sandy Blackton. His face
was deathly white and stained with
blood that trickled from a gash that
ran across his scalp above one ear.
Two Indians stood on either side of
him, holding his arms tightly down at
his side, while Broadknife chattered
an abusive, gloating stream of words
into the face of the young redcoat who
had outwitted and humiliated the proud
savage in front of his people.

“You defeated me then,” he was say-
ing. “It is my turn now!”

And suddenly, at a signal from
Broadknife the two Indians who held
Sandy pushed him forward. Pat saw
Sandy struggle for his footing, but the
force of the shove sent the policeman
beyond the downcurving rim
of stone. His feet slid from
under him and he went rolling
down the steep granite to land
with a crash at the bottom of
the gully. At the same time
some Indians farther down the
rim of rock began hurling
stones into the gully far frem
the place wherc Sandy strug-
gled dizzily to his feet.

Pat saw Sandy stand dazed
and tottering on the stony floor
of the gully, and then saw him
starc down toward the point at
which the Indians were pelting
with their stones. A look of
unutterable horror spread over
Sandy’s face.

Leaning out from his hiding
place, Pat stared up the gully
and saw suddenly the thing
that gave rise to Sandy’s hor-
ror. It was a great, fur-
covered body that lurched out
from the shelter of a rocky
mass, snarling up at the In-
dians who pelted it. Pat’s
heart stood still as he recalled
the tale of the man who had
been killed by a grizzly.

gave another tug at my bonds.

“I'll go through this bunk,” Floyd
said to Purdy. “You look in those
dishes.” He indicated the cupboard
with a jerk of his thumb.

My heart sank within me as Wells
started for it—then lifted with re-
newed hope as he halted. Outside the
door there had come a sudden scratch-
ing of claw-studded paws on the hard
earth. Hope leaped within me. Hide-
rack hadn’t failed. With startling sud-
denness he went bounding down the
canyon trail barking loudly. Anyone
who knew the least thing about dogs
could tell that he was extending. to
somebody a joyous and enthusiastic
welcome!

Inside the cabin both men became
tense, glancing swiftly at each other,
then at me. Their faces turned slight-
1y pale. T glared at them triumphant-
ly. I didn’t say anything with my
lips, but I hoped my eyes were look-
ing plenty. Wells took two quick
strides to his companion’s side.

“Somebody’s comin’,” he said ner-
vously.

“I hear ’em,” Dee Floyd snapped
viciously, and his eycs swung about
the room furtively, like the eyes of a
frightened animal. Both men listened
intently. Down the trail Hide-rack’s

of Leon Garonde

Instantly he saw the device and felt
his helplessness as, unarmed, unclothed
and alone, he looked down into the
gully that was a closed pit with a
starved grizzly bear at large in it. He
saw the bear slouch into his view—a
lean, mad animal, savage with rage
and slow starvation, rearing to an un-
believable height as it snarled up at its
tormentors.

Now Broadknife himself stooped to
pick up a rock which he hurled down,
striking the enraged bear in the face.
It threw itself angrily up the rock,
sliding down again in a futile clawing
and scrambling that brought it terribly
close to the place where Sandy stood
staring with appalled and fascinated
eyes. Sandy moved suddenly, darting
toward the steep slope, and the bear
saw him move. Instantly it turned,
and as Sandy reached the opposite wall
of the pit, it began to walk toward him.

Sandy clawed desperately at the wall
of stone, scrambling upward a few feet
to slide violently back into the pit—
and the bear broke into a run.

Pat dashed upon Broadknife with a
shrill yell, wrenched his rifle from his
hands and plunged into the pit. He
landed on his feet and fired quickly.
With a howl of anguish the bear stum-

“We wuz just tryin’ to pull his tooth, Admiral.”

welcoming notes were still sounding
Jjoyously.

“What'll we do?” Wells asked.

Floyd didn’t hesitate. “Let’s travel.”

They didn’t give me another thought.
Floyd turned, jerked the door open
and hurried out into the darkness, his
frightened partner following close on
his heels. A few scconds later they
galloped away at full speed, the sound
of their horses’ feet gradually dying
up the canyon trail. I had gauged
them correctly. Petty thieves with no
courage.

Hardly had the sound of hooves died
on the night air before Hide-rack
entered the door that the flecing
thicves had left open. By this time
1 was half free of the hastily tied
ropes. There was something cautiously
guilty in Hide-rack’s manner as he
came through the door. He wouldn’t
meet my gaze directly, but watched me
covertly from the corners of his eyes.

“You mutt, you!” I accused, but
with a deep thankfulness in my voice.
“Ycu rascal! I'm onto you! If scratch-
ing doesn’t get you into the house, you
either stage a mock fight or run down
the trail barking, as if somebody were
coming. And do you make it sound
real! Here, get off me! I've got to
get that money and hide it.”

(Continued from page 19)

bled in his stride, regained his feet and
whirled to face this new attack. Pat
snatched at the bolt of the rifle. It
wasn’t there. It was an old-fashioned
single-shot Winchester, and he'd fired
the only shot!

For an instant the world stood still.
Pat saw only the white face of Sandy
who stood leaning heavily back against
the opposite wall of rock, and the mon-
strous shape ef the furious grizzly that
lurched toward him. With a shrill cry
Pat stumbled across to Sandy and
threw himself in front of him.

At the same instant the world was
shattered by the sound of a shot that
clattered across the stone and shricked
in the air. And Pat found himself in
a heap on the floor of the pit, staring
at a mass of fur that lay scarcely five
feet from him, jerking and twitching
while life departed from it.

Pat stumbled across to Sandy, who
stood petrified against the rock. As
Pat touched him, Sandy drew away
and looked Pat up and down.

“You’re bleeding,” he said.
over.”

“Just skinned myself on the rock,”
said Pat. “It’s all right now. It’s
dead.” But Sandy didn’t relax.

“Pat,” he was saying. “You came
down here—you came into it
with me—T7Ill never forget that,
Pat.”

And suddenly Pat laughed
and flung his arms around
Sandy. They hugged each other
like brothers.

“It’s dead,”

“All

laughed Pat fool-

ishly. “It’s dead!”
“Yeah,” said Sandy. His
voice was husky. “Look!”

They both looked up at the
place where Broadknife stood,
and there was a tall white man
whosc hawklike face was
crowned with a mass of snow-
white hair. He was scolding
Broadknife and his Indians
just as an angry mother might
scold a brood of mischievous
children. Broadknife stood very
proud and tall, but there was
something in his carriage that
suggested a big boy who had
led smaller boys into trouble
and been caught at it. Then a
voice was shouting at them.

“Sandy! Pat!”

They looked up at the end of
the pit and saw Renfrew, who
had dropped a rope down the
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sloping rock and was waiting for them.
He hauled them out.

“I was a fool,” he said, standing with
an arm about the shoulders of cach of
them, se that they were like boys be-
side him. “I shouldn’t have let vou go.”

“They took me,” said Sandy kitterly.
“They dropped down the cliff and
jumped me.”

“I was a bloody fool,” said Renfrew.

“Did you see Pat?” murmured Sandy.
“lIe came dowmn in there with me,
When there wasn’t a chance. He came
right down in.”

Renfrew’s arm tightened on Pat’s
slippery copper shoulder.

“Did you kill that bear?”’ asked Pat.

“No,” said Renfrew. “I didn’t
get here in time. This man knew
what Droadknife was up to, and I had
to give him Sija so that he could get
here in time to stop it.”” He pointed
te the hawk-faced patriwrch with the
snow-white hair who now stood and
gazed sternly after the retreating
forms of the Indians. “IT¢’s the lad
who killed the grizzly for you.”

“Who is he?” asked Sandy.

“Leon Garonde,” said Renfrew. *“I
traced him by the trail he had taken
with thc horses. It seems he has been
trying to control Breadknife ever since

he found refuge in this valley seven
years ago. Yhen Strondberg and his
murderous friends came in, it was more
than he could stomach, so he did the
vanishing act again by a route he had
planned in advance.”

“But what route?” cried Sandy, *“I
could swear that Pat and I traced those
horse tracks as far as any animal
could go.”

“With limitatiens,” grinned Renfrew.
“You see Garonde had looked forward
to a day when he would be forced to
vanish from his valley, so he very
cleverly kept a dynamite charge in the
walls of that canyon where the brown
creek flows. He and the RBeavers took
the horses up the canyon, and after
they had passed ihrough he fired his
dynamite and blocked the canyon with
the waterfall that you thought no horse
could pass.”

“And no horse could!” cried Sandy.
It was his tribute to Garende’s clev-
crness,

“But Sija did,” said Renfrew. He
was smiling with the remembrance of
an unforgettable adventure.

Another chapter in the adventuree of
Renfrew, Broadi-nife and Garonde will
be publizied soen.—THE EPITORS.

Guard That Man!

(Continued fram page 21)

share of the taps.
aside,

“This year,” he said, “you’ll have to
do somc scoring.”

How wecll Dcan took on the assign-
ment may be indicated by the Roose-
velt High game in the city series.
Guyon neticed that the Roosevelt coach
had a small team eut on the floer for
the start of the game.

“He’s putting in his second team,”
Guyon thought. 'Planning to wear
cur first team down, then rush in his
regulars.”

T'o meet the strategy Guyon sguickly
put in his second ieam only to learn a
roimzte later that the Roosevelt team
out on the fleor was actually the
varsity. In the first half the Roovsevelt
regulars ran up a lead of 24 (o 8.

In the third equartcr Dcan went in.
In approximatcly nine minutes he
scored 23 points all by himself and
put the game on ice. In less than half
a season Dean had added to his de-
fensive ability an uncanny skill in
finding the basket,

That little scoring spree was ne ac-
cident, Dean had put in many heurs
of practice at the Esastern style eof
basket shoeting. There arc two styles
of shooting when you have time for a
set shot. In the Middle West the f.osser
stands with feet spread and vne foot
slightly advanccd, on the theory that
this position gives you better balance.
In the ltast the toszer stands with feet
close together. Dean uses the Fastern
style.

His tosses arc well-executed. Tle
throws a chest shot with medium arch,
delivering the ball with a supple, easy
wrist action.

He's esmecially good, too, at hook
shots to cither side eof the hasket,
This shot is usually delivered fairly
close under the basket with the sheoter
culting away from it, Many playcrs
fail to throw hard enough—they for-
get that they're jroing awuy. Bean
doesn’'t. His basketball-trained arm
pauges the distance subconsciously.

With Bean to help in the scoring,
part of the offensive problem was
solved, but Guven still had to dcvclop
a center. Hc picked Orpha Shancr,
G feet 2 inches tall, lanky in build.
Shaner had plenty of spring in his
ankles and knees, but he had to leara
timing. 'The highcst jump in the
world isn’t very useful if vou go up at
the wrong time.

Guyon drew Dean

Guyon worked with him on timing.
He tossed up the ball at different
spceds. He made high tosses and low
tosses. Hc hesitated after blowing his
whistle and varied this by tossing al-
most at the same time as the whistle.

He werked hours with Shaner until
the center had learned te gauge his
jump to any kind of toss, slow, fast, or
medium. During the season Shancr
got his sharc of the taps and Hollidge,
one of the forwards, helped the situa-
tion by developing a rare ability to
capture the taps of the other team.
Between Shaner and Hollidge, Eastern
got possession of the ball more than
half the time.

Hollidge also surprised the coaches
by becoming a gieat defensive player.

“What makes a goed defensive
player?” you ask.

“The main point is newver to let your
opponent get bchind you,” Guyon rc-
plics, “By fast foetwork Ilollidge al-
ways wmanaged to stay between his
manr and the haskst.”

“It’s important to make good use of
your arms on defense, too,” Mike Kelly
adds. “@ur boys stretch their arms
out to the side, one straight out, one
ut an angle. @ulstretched arms make
your opponcnt feel that he has a
barricr to throw past. He could easily
make a bounce pass under your arms,
but often he doesn’t think of that.”

At this point Guyon tells you of a
new stunt on defense.

“When our beys are guarding,” he
says, “they fresuently thrust ene hand
toward the opponent's face and wave
it. That waving hand in his face dis-
concerts him and makes him forget
where he’s going to throw the balL”

You nod. Any moving object dis-
tracts the mind.

“I would say that the two most im-
portant factors on defense arc the use
of hands and the ability to switch,”
Guyaon says.

To understand switching, let’s go out
on the basketwall floor for a moment.
You're a Red guard assigned to watch
a Blue forward. Thc Blue forward
cuts away from you. You'rc playing
the man-for-man defense and it’s your
job to follow him, but as you start
after him another Blue player cuts
between you and yeur man, tempor-
arily slowing you up. If you tried to
follow your man, you’d he hopelessly
behind him. 8o, instcad, you pick up
the Blue player who cut in front of
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FATE Led Them to a Living Tomb!

But Edward Eiskamp
and Six Com-
panions Cheated
Death in Under-
ground Maze

“The ligh! eontinucd
o burn!™

{ Edward Eiskemgs who, with six compan
fonis, had (his thyilling experience in the
Sem’s Paint cates in the wilds of tha
Catsiplls.

“Splash. . .our tiny reck-bound vorldwent black! T had
dropped our flashlight into a poel of icy water at the
very bottem of that cavern~
maze that burrews fer miles
in every direction under the
Catskills. Without light, here
was our living tomb. In weeks
or months or years someone
would find scven skelctens in this crypt.

“But the light continued te burn. Up through eight
fcet of water came the bright halo of hope. We fished
up that flashlight, and these powerful fresh Eveready
Batteries lighted our way back from Eternity.”

EVEREADY BATTERIES
<@ ArE FRESH BATTERIES
ONE REASON WHY THEY LAST LONGER

=

. You bet. When
batteriez dry out
on dealers’ shelves,
they lose theiz life
and power. Only
Fresh batteries arc |
Jonglived des
it

Dees this date
line really mean
anything?

Of eourse, anybody can
date a battery—but enly
EVEREADY can really
guarantes Rresness. Tzhe
it from me. Eveready Bate
teries scll 4. 5 and 6 times
asfantasethermakes.They
don't go stale on the shell.
Thcy don't have time to,
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'WIN THIS BICYCLE!

T'S EASY! Earn your own
SPENDING MONEY! Get
this speedy motorbike and your
choice of 300 other prizes—with-
eut a cent of cost. Bike comes to
yeu fully equipped with coaster
brake, headlight, and other big
fealures. Built fer easy riding,
fong wear and speed.

M@®NEY end PRIZES can he yoes
for delivering 3 well-known magazines
to customers in your.neighhorhood. Will
not interfere with school or play. Mail
the coupon—und we'll start yeu.

Mail 'I'lns Coupon at Oncal

BOYS!

IWIbH [HAD SOM‘-
SPENDI\(J
MOi\EY

HERE 5 MY
‘1 CHANCES
=,
A UL I\ﬂthTHF
Coupon|

MR JIM TNAVEQ Dept. 868
The Crowali Publishing Co.
Ohiw.

T3 A7 /NOW L HAVE
MONEY

X BICYCLEI
BESIDE S/

Dunr dim: 1 weot w0 win MONEY and PRIZTS. Start maé as o saleswman.
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deep, dark

water...

Lead up your
dufflv, asme
grub and au
uxe. Strike out
for anpert in the
wilds. Foliow the ribbons of water with eaas
« « « with the etroke-stroke-strake of an Old
Fown. It’a an Indian craft that’s brought
up to date! Light and respouneive and sough.

Sce ull the different modcls in the new
catalog. Write for a frec copy. Models for
paddling, #ailing or kicker. Pricee start at
$68. Alsn a fiue fleet of oathoard boats, in-
chuding large, veaworihy typcs for the fam-
1lv. Rowhnats. Dinghies. Write today: Old
Town Canoe Company, 252 Middl: St., Old
Town, Maime.

MUSICAL OPPORTUNITIES

@ That's the litle of the FREE Booklet theusands of
boys have written for, It tells about band instruments.
and shows how music, a career ond fun go together.
Send foday for your copy. Learning is easier,
progress Faster, success
areater with @ Marlin
Handcraft Instrument,

MARTIN
BAHG INSTRUMENT CO.
Dept. 208, Efhart, Indiana

i & gor ol
b~ Largs Pkt. 10¢c, 3
Packet Grant Astars Will-Fosmimns F eolsess fro s po'aﬁsu'ri.r
2905 Sewd Book frog 155 kinds Vegetables .l. I"low colozs.
Fo B. MILLS Sgad Grower, Box 99, EDSEHILL. N.Y.

R ing Slingsh

epeating Slingshot
AMAZING NEW repeatin slingahot.
Shoots 150 B. B. shot. ﬁmda from
handle. dJust the thing tor hunters
and trappers, young and old. Shoots
100 psge maguzine.

thro un‘l.nui
More pawerfu lhnn an air nile. Send

in ooin, order er ytam
for one of these REPEATERA "

THE SLINGO CORP.
Dapt. AB2 Toledo, Ohio

NEW!! Mldget Pocket Radio
: $2.99
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roeelvos brandcast s(e
MCCH

lnd 1 ceunect’
RE I Crh" Send ool

ste. (iubrml[etd

TINYTONE RADIO Oept. A-I. KEARMEY, NEBRASKA

yeucanridca W
gcnumel \lead

days srithoat. bu)ms fnr
" Beturu it at eur

SAV ]f ¥ vwing direct
from MEADI

$19.95

'Wnad = Sentincl bilc enle

% — Rangers a Eow dul-
lan more. Arevica's tinest |
gneiity bleyeles a1l rock-
bottom prices.
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you. At the same time you yell,
“Switeh!” and your teammate picks
up yeur man.

“Switching” is merely trading play-
ers. Tt'x difficult ta learn bul im-
poriant if you're to prevent an eppo-
nent from getting loose for a shot.
Flastern learned it hy constant practice.

And so, with “Dopey” Dean to take
up the scoring burden, Shaner to get
his share of the taps, and Hollidge

| developing an ability not only to cap-

ture the epponents’ taps but to hound
his man on defense, Mastern ligh
sailed through the city championship
with eight straight victories, added the
metropelitan championship (which in-
cludes three outlying teams), and
walked away with the tournament at
‘Washington and Lee University.

Before we board the train for the
all-important Glen’s Falls teurnusment
let’s discuss Eastern’s general train-
ing methods.

Early in Novemher, 80 to 100 candi.
dates report for practice. Guyen and
Kelly let them handle the ball pretty
much as they please, meanwhile watch-
ing them closelyv and neting the boys
with exceptienal Ball handling ability.

The squad is cut down and worked
out an hour and a half a day. In
November practice is devoted entirely
to fundamentals — passing, catching,
footwork, and shooting~—hecause these
are the foundations of all good basket-
ball. During the regular season they
will take shorter practices and concen-
trate on shooting, but new they werk
on the basic points of good play.

In December they scrimmage uni-
versily teams— Georgetowrn, Catholic
U., and Gceorge Washington. These
battles with older teams give them
confulence. No high schaol team is
geing v seem aquite so difficult after
you’ve played a college varsity.

There is a fast professional league
in Washington and Eastern High play-
ers pick up valuable tips from the
pros. From Sam Stein, a pro player,
they have learned the value of decep-
tion-—of looking one way and passing
another. Of making a swift move to
throw an opponent of¥ Lalance. These
little moves arc almost like the swift
footwork of boxing Wut they are all-
important in giving you the fractien
of a second needed to dribble around
an opponent or make a successful pass,
They’re worthwhile for you to culti-
vate if you want to make your varsity
team.

In fact Eastern High has taken over
the professional style of play. She
uses the man-for-man defense. This
tales condition, because instead of go-
ing into a fivesman formation and
waiting fer yeur opponents to arrive,
veu immediately find your man and
stay with him. But Eastern, playing

this style of defense from early No-
vember until March, usually develops
the necessary condition.

On offense, Fastern uses a =short-
passing, weaving attack. This type of
offense, because eof its many shert
passes, reguires good ball-handling and
footwork, and Eastern had an unusual
practice stunt to develop woth. Guyon
puts twe five-man teams at one end of
the floor and has them both play for
the same baskel.

Imagine the result! The cenfusion
is something to hehold. With ten men
working in close space—passing, shoot-
ing, pivoting and taking rcbounds —
there’s a premium on fast action, split-
second decisions, trick passes, and @
cuick eye. Eastern is strong for this
kind ef workout and credits it with
Bastern’s superiority over nther teams
when it comes 1v close work under the
basket. Try it on your own varsity.

A word ahout Eastern’s attack
formation as explained by Mike Kelly.
The team usually lines up with Edelin,
Dean, and Hollidge in the front line
{farthest from the basket), and
Scheible and Shancr in the corners on
either side of the basket.

Peun, in the center of the front line,
may pass either tv Hollidge or Edelin.
If he passes te Hollidge, Hollidge cuts
toward him and Pean runs between
Hollidge and hizs man  That leaves
Hollidge free for an instant, and he
may work a similar maneuver with
Edclin, er dribble in toward the
basket, or pass to Scheible or Shancr
if either man seems free. Scheible
and Shaner are continually cutting out,
tryving to break away from their men.

It’s a flexible attack with lets ef
alternatives based en the “screen”
(cutting between your teammate and
his guard). Guyon and Kelly don’t be-
lieve in set plays because they don%
give the playcrs enough chance to play
their own game.

With her short-passing attack and
her man-for-man defense both keyed
te a high pitch by the all-round ability
of “Dopey” Dean, Eastern went north
to the Glen’s Falls tournament, the
most selective, gruelling test of the
Kast,

Passaic, Schenectady, and Brown
Prep were the favorites. Nobody ex-
pected much of Eastern, and therc was
a sympathetic hope on the patxt of
rooters that Lhe newcomer would at
least make a satisfactery showding. It
would be unfortunate ta have Eastern
beaten too badly on her first appear-
ance at Glen’s Falls!

The two teams lucky eneugh to reach
the finals at Glen’s Falls have to play
three games, one on Thursday, one on
I'riday, and one on Saturday. The
whole town turns out and the gym is
jammed for every game.

®n Thursday FEastern proved her
right 1o be clagsed with the other en-
tries by beating Commerce High of
Wooster, Mass., 43 to 33. The big
test came in the s:cond game against
St. Francis High of Brooklyu.

In the first few minutes of play St.
Francis ran up a lead of 9 points and
the panting Eastern team called time
to find out what was the matter. They
discovered that {wo St. Francis play-
ers, after the tap, were switching
places, with the result that Hellidge
had lost his man. Without the aid of
Lhe coach they straightened the matter
eut and went back into action.

St. Francis’ scoring stopped and
Eastern began to crawl up. Ry half
time Eastern was one point ahead in
the swiftest, nost nerve-wracking
game of the tournament.

The last half was a see-saw with the
tcoms trading a precarious one-point
lead. With three minutes to play,
Fastern was leading 24 to 23, and here
St. Francis got a taste of Kastern’s
man-for man guarding. “Dope¥” Dcan
was cverywhere, ontguessing his oppo-
nent, deflecting low shots, and knock-
ing down passes. “Farmer” Colley,
substituting for Scheible, was hound-
ing his man. Hellidge, Shaner, and
Edelin, with their quick hands ang
alert feet, formed a barrier that St.
Francis couldn’t surmount.

In thosc lust three minutes, with St.
Francis desperalely attacking. Eastern
blocked every attempted shot but one
hofere it ever veuched the backboard.
It was a great display of guarding.

The ene shot that get to the back-
board rebounded into the hands of
Shaner. On the side lines Coach
Guyon clearly hcard Shaner yell Lo his
opponent: “Now catch me!” And
shoving the ball out from his chest in
a mighty dribble he started loping
down the floor at a speed that would
shame the winncer of the Kentucky
Derby.

Shaner’s guard had no ball to hinder
him wut he couldn’t catch Shaner,
Like a scared kangareo the tall cenler
went down the floor ahead of the pack
and laid the ball ever the hoop for a
precious 26 to 23 lead. Less than a
minute later the game cnded.

In the final game Eastern met Brown
Prep of Philadclphia, undefeated for
two years, and cunqucred her 43 to 29.

Eastern rcached the top of Atlantic
coast basketball because of good con-
dition, a fast, weaving attack char-
acterized Wy accurate ball handling,
and an alert defense matkcd by ex-
cellent use of hands and an abhility to
switch men, Setting the pace was the
lanky “Dopey” Dean, 6 fcet 1 inch tall,
weight 170 pounds, a great defensive
player who developed in onc year &
remarkable ability to shoot baskets.

Gl)illg Bo“n‘l Amel.ica (Continned from pege 7)

Spanish Main that fills men with reck-
less, insane courage. Fer in August,
1670, Henry Morgan, knowing the edds
against him, assembled a band ef 1200
gold - hungyy followers, French and
English, and began his long-heralded
expedilien against the treasure house
of the West.

And such a treasure house! All the
mold and silver of Svuth America, the
silks, gems and spices of the Orient,
came to Panama for reshipment to
Spain. There were a thousand heuses,
strengly built ef cedar, the weaith-
laden hemes of rich merchants. There
were two cathedrals filled with the rich-
est ef the church. Great sterehouses
laden with precious metals and fire
cloth, Panama was the golden link in
Spair’s Colonial empire and Morgan
proposed to shatter it.

Hc sailed his ships up the Chagres
River to the Castle of Chagre. He had
five large boats with artillery, 32
canoes, and almost ne previsions. The

flacks and herls along the road would
yield their dinners.

Leaving 160 men to guard thc large
hoats, the ragged band proceeded by
canoe until the dry, log-choked stream-
bed made further navigation impos-
sible. Then, thrusting aside the green
branches of the dripping jungle, they
began a nine-day march that must go
dowm in history as one of the great
examples of human endurance.

They came to a settlement that
premised foed and found it deserted.
The barns were empty of grain, the
fields barren, the pens without live-
stock. Not a chicken, horse, or cow
remaincd.

They forged onward, drawing their
helts tighter about their empty stom-
achs, reached another settlement and
found again that the inhabitants had
fled, taking with them all feod.

They encountered Indians whe fired
volleys of arrows at them and ran.
Men began dropping with fatigue and

hunger. They came to a housc con-
taining a stack of leather pouches, and
they cut the neuches into strips, beat
the strips between stones, soaked then
in water, breiled them and ate them.

A day’s march farther they found
a barnful of dry maize. Scooping it
frem the ground in handfuls they ate
it dry. In one liny scttlement the fee-
ing inhabitants had left a few stray
dogs and cats. These the ravenous
buccaneers killed and ate.

Five, cix, seven days. . . In des-
peration, the exhausted army nibhled
at leaves and grass, and marched on.

On the ninth day they wearily
crawled to the top of a hill, and there,
spread before their hollow cyes, was a
paradise. Down below, green meadows
with cattle and mulcs grazing— the
very mules that were used to carry
the gold of South America to Porto
Bello. Beyond the meadows, the tow-
ers and walls of fabled Panama. Re-
yond that, the Wlue of the Pacific.
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With a hungry howl they staggered
down the hill, slaughtered caitle, hacked
the carcasscs into pieces, stuck great
chunks of dripping meat on thcir
swrerds, half-roasted them in blazing
bonfires, and fcll to like a pack eof
sparling dogs. Then, their hunger
satecl, they retreated to the top of the
hill and considered the problem of tak-
ing the city.

An unwary citizen wuas taken pris.
oner and brought to Morgan,

“What is the strength of Panama?”
Morgan asked bruseuely.

“IFour hundred cavalry, twenty-four
companies of foot soldiers, a hundred
men to the cempany, and many In-
dians,” the prisoner replied.

Morgan grunted. The main gate of
the city, hc Icarncd, was protccted by
a fortress containing cight cannon and
fifty men. It was going te be bloody
business, capturing this tewn! And
philosophically” he stretched out on the
ground and went to sleep.

The next morning thc buccaneers
fired their guns to make sure the
powder was dry, ate a breakfast of
beaf and mule, and prepared to attack.
Meanwhile, the defenders of the city
marched out of the gates and staged
a demonstration helow.

Troops of herse wheeled and maneu-
vered in the meadow. Companies of
foot soldiers took up positions near
the wall, their guns loaded and ready.
A yclling band of Indians appeared
driving befere them a great herd of
bulls.

“They’re too strong for us,” one of
Morgan’s licutenants murmurced, and a
score of men agreed.

They held a conference. *“What do
you want to de'?”’ Mergan asked.

“Turn back beforc it’s too late,” the
licutenant replied.

“The President of Panama has sent
out amhushing parties to cut off our
retreat,” Morgan said. “We heic no
choice but to go on.”

“Better to lose our lives here than
back in the jungle,” vne man yelled
“If we win, there’s wine, and meat, and
gold. If we lose we'll need ne wing!
Let’s fight!”

And so, with a great shoul, it was
agreed. Grimly they marched down
the hill and advanced across the
mcadow. The Spanish cavalry charged,
but in the boggy ground the horses
stumbled and fell and the ranks broke.
Dropping to their knees and firing, the
buceanecrs soon dispersed the horse-
meit,

Next came the Indians, driving the
bulls befere them with the intention
of stampceding the herd into the ranks
al the attackers and breaking them up.
But this strategy proved to bc a

boomerang. The bulls werc poor
soldiers, At the first volley from the
buccaneers the frightened animalg

turned, milled, and overran their own
troops, breaking up the ranks and
wpreventing effective defense.

Morgan’s men trotted forward, drop-
ping, firing, and leaping up te advancc
again. The defenders ran back into
the city and as Morgan’s troops pur-
sued them, the cannons mounted on
the walls cut loose with charges of
scrap-iron and small shot.

The field and road turned into a
shambles, but the attackers rcached the
gate before it wus closed and rushed
through. And onee through the gate
the city was theirs.

They found a deserted town. The
inhabitants had hid their wwealth and
fled into the hills long before. The
Yresident of Panama had disappcared
with his official staff. The tewm was
an cmply shell,

The conqucrors, howcver, did as well
as they could for themselves. Every
day they scnt out a company of 200
men to ferrct out the Spaniurds and
bring them in. These they tortured or
held prisoner until the unfortunatex
revealed where their wealth was hid-
den. A great deal of family treasure

Meaticn

was taken out of deep wells where the
frantic master of the house had hid-
den it.

Morgan learned that a «hip laden
with gold and silver plate had taken
to Lhe open occan, so he captured a
ghip in the harhor and sent ane of his
captaing Lo lovk for the treasure craft.
The search was fruitless.

There is some &question whether
Morgun horned the city, or the Presi-
dent himself set fire to it in order to
leave Morgan nothing of valuc. At
any rate the town burned dowm, its
flames reddening the sky like a great

|
|

funeral pyre signalling the death of

Spain’s colonial cmpire.

After six months of occupation,
when Morgan was ready to return to
the Castlc of Chagre, he had enough
treasurc in goods and mctal to burden
the bhacks of 175 mules. As he started
his retreat he took with him hundreds
of priseners. Each wrisoner was al-
lowed to buy his freedom—if he could
get his fricnds to produce the money.
And in this way Morgan added to his
loet,

Yet, at the end of the adventure,
when the spoils were divided, there
were only 200 pieces of eight—about a
thousand dollars for each maun. For
this paltry sum—the price of a few
weeks’ debauch in Jamaica— these
rough men had suffered untold hard-
ship, shed blood, and risked their lives.

And today all that remains to re-
mind men of Panama’s grim history is
a ruined tower standing in a meadow
near the Pacific end of the Panama
Canal. Amcrican Uoy readers will gee
that tower, this summer.

How would you like to spend your
1936 vacation wunder American Boy
sponsorship? In co-operation with
railways and steamship companies we
have planned eight low-cost Expcdi-
tions that will just about let you writc
vour own ticket. Heie arc some of the
things you can do:

Travel to Scattle via special, air-
conditioned cars and speml 2 surmmer
at one of the finest summer camps on
the DTacific Coast-— Frank Moran’s
camp on Bainbridge Island in Puget
Sound. There, under capable coun-
cillors, you'll enjoy occan bathing, ten-
nis, golf, handicraft and overnight hik-
ing with the mighty Olympic Moun-
tains for neighbors.

You van combine a shorter stay at
camp with a vagabond crunise to Alaska
on your own freighter, the Cordoon,
making daylight stops at Wrangell,
Ketchikan, and Jureau, and poking up
to famed Taku Glacier to see if a toot
of the whistle won't break off an ice-
berg.

You can combine Bainbridge with an
open-ocean trip to New York via the
Panama Canal, with sightseeing in San
Francisco, Hollywood, Panama, and
Havanna.

There isn’t space here to tell you all
the dctails: The Chicago banguet for
those who join the Cruise at its start-
ing place, with famed personalities as
vour hosts and Tarbell, the magician,
to entertain you with unbelievable
tricks; the trip to the Shedd Aquarium,
to the Field Museum as the guest of
Director Simms. .

The rodeo at ancrston, the trip
through a paper mill, through the larg-
est lumber mill on the Pacific Coast,
the mountain hikes at l.ake louise and
Banff in the rugged Canadian Rockies,
the tour of inspection over U. S. war-
ships at Seattle. . . .

Last year The American Boy con-
ducted a party of 136 Cruiscrs te
Alaska. Thc cothusiastic response of
parenls and boys kas encouraged us
to plan these more complete, more ex-
tensive cruises this year. The cost vou
will find pleasunily low. Thercell be
adequate leadership and every pro-
vision for your well-being.

Our Cruise folder gives all details of
cest and itinerary. Send for it tcday.
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EASY WAY TO EARN
SPENDING MONEY AT HOME

home—to buy vourself one!

Send us 30 ccnts for thec Home Shine Kit and

start shining shoes at home. Wad and Mother will

be glad to pay you 10 cents a shine for keeping

lln-lr shoes spick aned span. Kit contains daubier,

| Jamb’s wool polisher and a tin of high-grade pol-
ish—all for only 30 cents! Worth much more.

Easy, isn't it? Mail the coupon today and start

mukmg your own spending money.
You'll be surprised how fast the
dimes roll in, And don’t forget to
give your own shoes a shine before
lcaving for achool in the morning.

HOW would you likc to own a snappy, stream-
lined electrie train like this? Well, herc’s an
a8y way you can earn enough moncy—rvight at

Buy
Yourself
this Swell

HOME
SHINE KIT

* ONLY 30c

‘£ a

City

28 1 . SHINOLA . BIXBY CORP., Derx. X26
88 Lexington Avenae, New York City

Enclosed is 30 cents (stamps or ceins). Please scnd me the Hemc Shine Xit.

7y D I IR S L o T B B b L e e e e T

2 IN 1 SHINOLA BIXBY’S SHOE POLISHES

.Staze...

The Parade that
never ends

1\ ONTII after menth they pass
sefore yom in review—these ad-
vertised products which fill the pages

‘ of this magazine. And, as they pass

yuu, giugle eut one here ., . ., cem-
parve it with this . . mark that
. here’s

one fur future reference . .

‘ something you've been waiiing for

Lhere's zomething to try for
breakfast toraorrow.

Think of the wealth of informs-
tion before yeu every month! What’s
new in ceresls? What's the latesl
wrinkle in canvas footwear? The
answers 1o these ard hundreds of
other questions are at your finger-
tips—just for turning the pages.

Bow much it means te he able to
|  make up your mind before yuu start
out i0 buy! How many stews and
minutes yeure saved. Hew well
vew're able to budget your expendi-
tures—apportion your money before
vou begin. . . .

You ne longer need to parade from
ghe® to shop—<counter to counter—
looking . locking. . . . Teday
you rezd the advertisements and lect
the things you wsnt and need maich
beforc your cyes for comparison und
selectien.

Keed the advertisements dmily.

Keep in step with the pregrcs

sive varade of merclandise on
the printed page. It Pays!

‘ ¥. E. WYMAS FUB. £D.,

Thrilling Stories

abontthe Signersol the Decluration of Tadrpeadence—
T he Vi Leaters of 1776.” Every boy will wanttnown this
boelk. Dadwill want to read ie too. 5o & copy pastdeid,

Dept. AB,  PAINESYILLE, OHIO.
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MILLS SEED
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Writa for our big new 1836 cataloz—tho lcading
Nadio Eunplr Guidea, pages packad with Lpild-
Your-Own Kadio Kits, new Metal Tubs sets, Bat-
tery and Auto Bedics, Bound Systems, and thousands
parts at lowest prioe= Write nowl
ALLIED RADIG CDRPORRTION

B32 W. Jackson Rlvd., . BA, hicaga, 1l
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b 08S.” The Oifice 'up planted ane
crooked hind leg on t.g radiator
urd seratched his ear with the

other, meanwhile digging one forepaw into

the stack of letters that covered his desk.

“T kiada like thul. ‘Hang Around the Post-

office’ story in this issuec.”

“Me too,” the editor replied.
advenlure.”

“Not only that,”
Pluto went on, “but
I like the way it's
told. Here you have
an old msn und a
young one, sitting in
a boat, fussing about
mngled potlines and
gossiping about the
rich summer vaca-
tioners, and all the
while they’re really
doing & swell piece
of detective work.
There they uvre, just
sitting and talking,
and then bango!
Everything falls into
place and the mys-
tery is solved. Can
you imagine anything
more pleasant than
sitting in a boat and
solving mysteries ¥,

“Yes,” the ednor
replied.  “Silting in
a boat and fishing.”

““Well, in a way
that's like solving a
mystery, too. Usually
when I go fishing the
mystery is where the
fish are hiding. Incidenlally—" the Pup
pulled a letter froim his stack—*here’s a
note from the author of the story, Selden
Loring, that explains his intimate knowl-
edge of Mzine seacoast fogs and rcefs 2ud
islands. He says that hc wus born in
Boston and has spent most of his summers
in Mainc. Ile’s a New Englandcr of the
most rock-ribbed ty'pe und went through
Hurvard In two spasms’

“Why two spasms?”’
curiously.

“One before the World Wur aud one
after. During the wor he was in the
automobile service of the French army and
spent most of his Lime hauling horse meat
and BSenegulese soldicrs up to the Zront
line. He was promoted to lieutenant after
going through ihe officers’ school at
Menux. Then he came back, finished up
at Harvard, and took up ad\'ernsmg de-
sign, He came Ly his urge to write nat-
urally; he’s the grandsen, son, nephew, and
even cousin of successful authors!

“Like all writers he likes te travel and
talies frequent trips into Canads, lower
Alaska, and the West Coasl. I've never
found an author yet who didn't like to go
places and see things.”

“And that includes Carl H. Claudy whose
new sevial starts in this issue,” the editor
supplemented. “Claudy's next trip will be
with the 1936 American Boy Cruise to
Alaska, and rcaders who take that cruise
with him will he especially fortunate he-
eause Cilaudy, more than thirty ycars ago,
went to Alaska to hunt gold. He'll be able
to tell Cruisers hew Alaska looked in the
days of boom mining towns, reckiess men,
and tudden wealth.”

“Ed,” the Pup suggested, “inasmuch as
Claudy ig the hesdliner this menth with
‘The Iufra-Red Destreyers,’ let's take Mcrn-
ing Mail fans behind the scenes and show
them just hew an author works. More
specifically, how Cloudy werks. 1 asked
him a lot of questiens a few weeks ago,
and here are his answers. They're a whole
texthook on the snbject, Ilow to Be an
Author.”

“All right, shoot.”

“First I wanted to know how he got his
ideas for sluries. Claudy replied that he
got them from his reading, from a stray
word, er from a friend. Somctimes his
sen Bill, a medieal student, gives him some
strange fact that he ¢an turn into a story.
Sometimes il’s & newspuper clipping. For

“It’s good

the editor asked

Mention of “The Youth’s C ion Combi

“VMaj jor, * a greai herned ewl, hus
a wing span of seventeen inches.

instance he now has a clipping telling of
the discovery of a frozen bod)’, onc hun-
dred years old, in Norway. Some day
Cleudy hopes Lo write the story of 2 man
who was frazen for a thousund ycars and
then broughl back te life.

“Once Claudy has the idca, he autlines
the story in his mind,
and wsioce mosl  of
his stories deal with
science there are
facts to be checked.
I asked how he
checked them and he
pointed out that his
home town, Washing
ton, D. G, has more
scientists per square
foot than auy ether
city. He has con-
tacts in thc Smith
sonian, the WMedlical
Mugeum, Bureau of
Standurds, and the
Nuval Observatory.
He hos withdrawal
privileges at the Li-
brury of Congress.
And there sava tech-
nical universilies in
Washington that are
willing Lo answer
questions.

“Boys who think
writing is casy
sheuld censider
Cluuwdy's  work day.
He poes to work at
8:46 and stays in the
office until 6:45. At
noon he sends cut for & sandwich and
glass ef milk, gulps them down, and is
back at his typewriter in fi‘teen minutes!
He Lkeeps writing uatil he’s played out,
and that usually happens after he’s writ-
ten 2,000 words. Then, for wveriety, he
plots znd plans, fixes the image of his
characters ic his mind, and 8o on. He
keeps a full-time secretary busy.

“Unlike some aunthors he revises his
stuf until his secretary can hardly read
it. He cuts the pages epart, pastes in in-
serts, interlines and crosses out, pastes on
other portions until hia story looks like u
combined Around-the-World railroad and
stezmship ticket! He makes two carbons
of every story und files une in case he
wants to expand the story into a book
later. Before he’s flnally donme with a
manuseript, he has read it five times in
the wrocess of editing, changing, and
checking!

“Tog Morning Mail fans who waat Lo be
writers, Claudy has this word of caution.
You've got to have an aptitude for the
written word to atart with, he states, er
youw'll never e successful. But given that
aptitude, if you're businesslike and can
hold yourself to a strenuous schedule of
work, you should be ahle to make a satis-
factory living.”

“Good advice,” the editor approved. “And
it’s fun to know something of the sweat
and labor that lies behind & story like ‘The

Infra-Red Decstroyers.’” Before we gret off Cho
subject of authors, readers might like to
knew that two of William Heyliger's
stovies, ‘The Making of Peter Cray,! ard
“I'he Builder of the Dam,” have been trans-
lated into Panish. That makes five of his
books now avzilahle to Danish readers. And
that, my purp, is a high distinction.”

Pluto wagged his tail vigorously, “Be-
fore we get any farther, let’s explain to
fans what the picturcs are on this page.
Ths one shawing the hoy with a bird
?{crched on hiz arm is G. Albert Payne,

amden, Connecticut, and the bird is a
great herned owl. Payne makes 2 hobby
of collecting live specimens, and the owl
is his prize exhibit. It’s a yeunpster with
it hoot still undeveloped, but it already
weighs four pounds and cach wing mees-
ures 17 inecbes. Its talans are as long ar
your index finger and its eyes as large as
a five-cent piece. Pavne heartily recom
que:lds animal and bird collecting as great

un.

“The second picture shows FiINs Marsh-
burn of Zephyr Point, Lake Tahoe. Nevada,
with the cup he won by taking third place
‘n our Japan convest of last year. It's
a lovely cup with marvcleus cnameling and
engraving on it, and typical of the splen-
did prizes given by the Japsn ‘lourist
Bureau to American Boy winners.

The third picture,” Pluto went on, “is
the model plane that won the 1935 Inter-
nationul Wakefield Cup. This cup, as
moet readers Knaw,
is offered by England
to the plane that
makes the heat aver-
age in three fighls.
Thiz contest is dif
ferent from most in
that the plane must
take off the ground,
which is = pretty sti¥
test of balance and
fiytng aqualities. Fur-
thermore, the motor
must be entirely in-
closed.

“The winning ship
was bnilt by Cordon
S. Light of Lebanon,
Pa. Il has a 30-inch
wing span, a 5-inch
chord, 200 square
inches of wirg area,
and weighs 4.25
ounces. The 16-irch
propelier is powered
by 18 strands of %
by 80 -inch  vuhber,
and the entive ship is
ruggedly built to
withstand damp Eng-
lish weather and
wind. Light’s victory
is &il the more re-
markable in that he
hud to ship his plane ta England and let
an English proxy, Mr. T. H. Ives, fly it for
him. Another amazing fact is that the
winuirg ship teok only ore fight. [t soared
into the blue, cireled high, and drifted over
the English countryeide as it circled. When

This model plune won the 1915 International Wokefield Cup for Gurdon
S. Light, of Lebuswre, Po.

d With The A

Ellis Marshburn won third place
and this trophy in the Americen
Boy Japan contest.

they lasl saw it, it was stil] flying, and the
stopwatches read 7 minutes 20 seconds.
Dividing that by three, his average time
was 2 minutes 26.6 seconds, and the near-
est competitor was 5.6 seconds slower!

“And here's an interesting letter frem
Edward E. Nelson, Morton Grove, Illinois,”
the Pus centinued. “It contains some in
teresting facts ahout the magzsine. Nelson
has in his home every issue ¢f I"he Ameri-
can Boy from 1802 to the present: time.
During this peried, be says, Lzurie York
Brskine leads all authors with 94 stories
print.ed. Charles Tenney Jackson is sec-
omd with 83 stories, Clarence Budington
Kelland next with 8§, then William Hev-
liger with 77 and James B. Hendryx wa1ith
66. Think of it—Mr. Nelson has read The
American Boy conticuously for 34 years!”

“I knew it,”" the ed replied, “Ii gives
you a sort of happy-family feelng. doesn’t
it? When you get a letier from a long-
time subseriber yoa realize how mach
pleasure there is in making friends and
keeping them,”

“I'his menth’s mail has lots of good cem-
ments on our two latest serials, ‘Mill i
the Woods,” and ‘Connie Morgun in the
Arctie,”” Pluto went on. “Reverend L. R.
Croakhite, Petershurg, Illinois, says that
these slories are tops for effective char-
acterization, picturcsquc settings, and geod
adventure. Ile has two daughiers and onec
son, and they set aside Sunday afternoon
for family reading. That’s a pleasant cus-
tam, i’n’t it?”

‘““Herve’s a note
frem Doug Eckberg,
Rochester, N. Y.”
the cditor said, “ask-
ing for more of Cup-
tain ven Iloffman’s
adventures in Afviea.
He'll be delighted ta
know that we have
several more in the
files to be published
as soon as there is
space.

“drark Mallory,
Tacoma. Wash,,
wants mere Hide-
Tack stories, and he’l
have his wish amply
granted. We have
lots of them in the
files. Tnecidentally,
Clenn Baleh, authur
of the Hide-rack
yarns, is up in a
snowbound cabin,
high in  ihe Idzho
mountainz, 45 miles
from the nearest
town and 7 miles
over a ski trail to
Lhe post-office. Next
month we'll Lell read-
crs more abeut hew
Balch spenda his winters in the wilderness.”

“What's thal letter on your desk?’ the
editor asked, “the one that's so badly
blolied.”

“IL’s not blotled,"” lhe Pup prutested.
“That’s just a letter from my friend Gum-
drops, a cat belonging to Solomon Blech-
man., Mamaroneck, New York. Gumdrovs
signed her letzer by dipping her paws in
ink and walking over it. Thosc spots nrc
her paw-marks. Gumdrops didn't _like
nrsch what I said in the Pecember issue
ubout taming the catis in m¥ necighborhood.
She warns mec that if 1 ever come tn
Maniaroneck shell fix me so tasi 1’11 never
write anctner pun!"

Refore signing off for February, Pluto
asks for letters. He'll be delighted to hear
from you about your hebbies. school wark,
vacation plans, and your opinion of the
magazine. If you have snaps of yoursels,
your pets, or your activities, he'll be eager
to publish the most inleresting. Every
fan who contributes to this column (we
wish it were larger so thar we ceuld quele
from more of your leiters) aulomatically
becomes a member of The American Boy
Kennel Club and receives an autographed
pertruit of Pluto, frec.

Happy days!

eri Boy”” Will Bring Prompt Attention From Advertisets




Pooxr CHILD

The car was crewded and the conductor
wag irritable.

“IWhere’s the fare for the boy?' he
snapped, as the father handed him one
fure.

“The boy is only three years old.”

“Three years!” sneered the conductor,
“Three years! Why, look at him. He’s
seven years old if he's a day."

The father leaned over and gazed earn-
estly 2t the boy’s fave. Then he turned
to the conducter.

“Can T help it if he worries?” he asked.

SILENCE

A stranger who was rather deaf entered
a httle Scotch church. He scated himself
in z front pew and placed arn ear trumpet
en his ltnec. An elder of the kirk, wha
hacl never seen an car trumpet, watched
him with grave suspicien.

®hen ke minister entcred, the meun
lifted the trumpet {rum his knee, hut be-
fere he could adjust it; he felt a tap on
his  shoulcier and heard
the indignant elder say-
ing: “One toot, an” you're
oot

Trte 1o Form

Ambitious: “I'm going
Lo be an aviator. I'veteen
air-minded fer years.”

Rambunctivus: “I guess
I'll be a garage man.
T've been low-kezded all
wy life.”

ONe Way Out

First Iunter: “We're
lost?”

Second Ilunter: “Great
guns! Let’s shoot an

exlra deer so the game
wardem will find us.”

AovaNcg INFORMATION

“This ix a very
You gave

Diner:
qm’ml] steak
me.

Waiter: “Ves, sir; hut
it will take yeu a long
time to eat ik

TRACERY
Reporter: “Why all Lhe
gloom?”
Fitivor: “T received a letter yesterday

inferming me that I was the dbeneficiary
of a ge beguest; and in the rush I te-
plied, ‘Your contributior is retnrned with
thanks’.”

MORE DIFFICULT

“Thsre's only ene thing worse than try-
ing to shave with a razor zfter the wife
hus shurpened a pencil with it.”

“What's that?*

“Trying to write with the »cenail.”

Nosopy Cares

Tramp: “I ain’t rot o friend er a relu-
tive in tke worki, mun.”

Housewife: “Well, I'm glad tkerc’s no-
body to worry over vem in casc you get
hurt. Bic ‘em, Fido!”

Xar

“Te ephones are great time savers, aren’t
they?"

‘Well, that depends upon who calls you
up

ALways

I'HATS IT
TWoman Learning to Drive: “But I don't
know what te dol”
Her Huskanud: “Just imagine that T'm
driving."”

Zuv Knos

A most interesving new gnu

Was given, onc day, to the gu.

Those whe chariced te s there

Heard the keeper declare,

“Twas surprising what the nu gnu knu.

BROW-BEATEN

Salesman (beginning to urroll his sam-
ples): “I’d like to show you .. . "
Merchant (emphatirs]]y): “XNo, ne, I'm
not irterested.”
Salesman (eagerly)
just shew you ... 7
Merchant (firmly):
not interested.”
Salesman (wistfully): “Well, would youn
mind if I looked at them myself? I haven’t
hzd a chance to see them for three weeks.”

“But enuldn't I

“Not a chance. I'm

MixeEp TIME

Teacher: “How can you tell
preach of winter?”’
Pupil: “It begins fo get later earlier.”

the ap.

HAxDLY

Albert: “IMa, kin I go out in the street?
Pa says there is going to be an celipse of
the sun.”

Ma: “Yes, but don’t get too close.”

Presen’lng game h_)' training rmbbits on the
shot dodging range.

MusT Kave BrEN SoMmeBodY ELSE

Landlady: “Waen't you try the chicken
aalad, judge?”
Judge: “T tried it '/e\terd‘xy, madamn,

and the chicken proved an alibi’

TeLp ArouT T1ir TOLLED

She: “Aren’t those chimes melodiously
benutifnl? Such harmouy! So inepiring!”

He: "“You'll have to tpeak louder. Those
confounded bells ure making such & racket
I can’t hear vouw.”

FoulowE® THROUGH
A

over
light
limis
yoiz.”

The voung policemar set out and was
not scen again for a week. When he did
show up the sergeant demanded furieusly
wlere Le kad been.

‘Ycu renlercber that red light??

el

“Well, that was a meving van beund for

Chicago.”

new police officer was being shown
his night kecaiv. “Yeu scc that red
in the distance? Well, that is the
of your beat. Now get along with

Back Cuav

“TI ’aven's ’ad a bite ior days,” said a
tramp to the landlady of the “George and
Pragon.” “Wyer think you could spare
me ene?”

“Certainly not,” roared the landiady.

“Thank yer,” said the tramp, and
slouched off; but a few minutes later he
was back,

“What d’ver want now?” snapped the
lundlady.

“Could T 'ave a fow words with George?”
queried thz tramp.
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Take care of your guns

&) 3-IN-ONE cLeaNs - O1LS- STOPS RUST

Guns—even BB er air guns—can’t
work well if you use cheap, gummy
oil on them. So play safe, and use
3-in-One. It protects better — keeps
guns cleaner, quick-acting and free
from rust all the time. That’s why
hunters like it. Get some today!
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EDUCATES THE WIIOLE
BOY. Studies and guides
him undcrstandingly, s
cownrs Interesta nud apli-
MILITABY ACADEMY tudes, levelops initialive,
On Leks Maxinkuckee j,yive and enthuslasm for
purpesefal living. Prepares for all colleges.
Junlor (Hllrge work. 10%)-acte campus. All
sperts. Infantry, Cavalry, .irtillery. Maderate
cost, Catalng. 21 Pershing Way, Calver, Ind.

MILITARY

KBM’B SCHOOL

@nr modera syssem of indivlitnal instructinn enabluw caw

QR

2Zth. Writs fuc Casalog, i
Saperintendent, 826 Third $t., Doonvlil-. Missouri,

OHI MILITARY

INSTITUTE
QOortifies to colleges.

echool for yuunget boys,

Lower

Naw ashlatic fald in hseart of Jluudsl'l estate.  Address
Lol A Box B, g Hill, C o,
* ST JOHN’S oemy

« nssnm eollcgc Deeoarction uncler {aculty cr ““ony’
1is MIllitary tralning at iis u n vids
16 buildings or 1

226 BeXoven Hall

rowing.
slaley.

Delaﬂe'

FLORIDA
MILLTARY ACADEMY

Collery prevsrsiery under ideal cone
ditiens. dccredited cCurses Beautlf
mwdern builéings and groands. Highos:
Gov I raling, Junier Unib R O T, U
Infaszr®, Al) anosts  Moderale rass,
no exras. Sefarae JuntorScheod. For
Cetalag, widress Agjutant,
St. Petershure, Flerida

STAUNTON MILITARY ACADEMY

DISTINGTISRED milltary: acadery for more than 25
* years. Fas prmparsd boy (10-20} for all culleges,
* unmjveraitle:. West Pone.  ble
*

. AngDaD
Separate  Juulor uh((L Cecigley. Adcres: Suanm e
tendenl, Box 8.2, Kahlo S(allon "staunton, Virginla,

ENTUCKY M&EASE
INST]TUTE
A School with a uknter heme in Fienis
Preparation for colleze tind<r ideal chmatle
nnmntmus all et Uldest private mllitary

sohuyl i Fex tooklet, pddress
CIL, CHAS, l mcmmnnh Pros., Boz 6, Lyncon, Xy.

MEXIC

ulgh Schooland Junior Collsgs
Every 8oy Rides

RD.T.C.
M ILITARY
INSTITUTE

NEW

D.C Pearson
Sumerintondent
Bex N Raswell, New Maxico

WENTWOR TH

Military Academy and Junlor College
g0t year. Dully sceredited.
Sreond Term storts Jan, $1. &
Col. 5. Sellers - = 426

ll'r\(ll'lﬁ' Kanses City.
Prol Minmie, Tiabating.
o tAnE on Piacd: boaidiion: Me:

* A ma *
Cluan Mind H%

So Doy
Evisvopal school preparing for college. Rusiness covrses,
qrm'gmlhuhc faeulty. Hporta. Milizary., Junior buhnoi
ly=ar, llmler'\terﬂtes. Burrett B, Houton, R A, =npt.
MI!! terw Feb. 3. Cofaluy. 326 Academy Pl., HDW‘. nd.

Mlssounl MILITARY

ACADE MY

ears, 1usiltes san Lu bost el gctg bis teachlig

How toStudv Fnlly ace o, L'L.0). $mall claaxes.
Preparey fnrcdlu,ne or b sm( ss. Scoarate Junierscheol.
Woll  equippet gymnasin e,
Y.url.n:ampun W ﬂ‘ahrmmln!’.

'; +r CARSON LONG INSTITUTE #

- M. A
18246 S, Mexico, Mo

Deys' Miditary School. PBducarss the whels boy
How to leazn, how to
or busness,

physically, mentally, marnlly.

Wi ¥ ' 5 Write for
Box 20, New Bloomficld, Pa.

catalog.

ALLEY FORGE 3ciocmy

Accreditad preparatory school for boys 12 to [
20 in historic location. New modern build-
ings. Sports, Intantyy, Gavalry, Band.

For catcleg Registrar,

IRVING SCHOOL

25 miles Froun New Yoric. Thoaronizh preparition for Col.
l2eo Board cxamington fic

irnd N, Y, m,t A Koger
Junr solaot rhar.

10Lh
£. WALTER OLSON. Hazdnaster,
MILITARY

BORDENTOW N W4\ 505E

Hall a ceatiry of accomplishment
AconE®ITED. SBmellclasses §'izh grade through oollave
Eepunnry QGrad a:tes in 90 eollcges. DBusiness siud.es.

Addres, Wayne, Pa. *

porion ond faonlty. Athlctics,
Lmnno to IS (nfedoy-
Box 328,  Tanytasa-cn-Hudean, K. Y.

iaa r_‘Tre ton, Al,h ll-tlcn KVUIIR Far catalow addrens
EGISTRAR, EORDENTOWN, N. J.

AdmiralFarrap ut Academy
America’s First Naval 67 eparatory School

?{:maumes B s, B-e ia] courses for Anna
uhu ?--t f M&tl") ki ualz--zl‘ nnc. :u-
nem shlo, Ngvigio .anL_a !DoxL&m

’rm Syl Sengal e S
Reglstrar, HoxC.
MILETARY

m no cxiras
Ln snnnn ACADEMY

Toms River, Now jersey
Evvxcrive college preparation under Brosthers of the Chiistian
Achoo!.  Small classes. Well-cquippod buildings oa 17-acre
[«3F IMland sstaze  Pool anid ocean sw. puing. 5 holo %ol
coarsc. K. 0. T.C. dwelar Daps. %ird gear walo Eal,
Cutalog. Reglstrar, Box Dy 0akdale. I.. Le N.Y.

You Can Regain Ferfect Speech, if you

'STAMMER

Lmln!q‘f.ul‘ Leautilully illustrated Look en-
titlod | CAMAER,* which desoribes the
Bogue Ul'llt \l'Btl'md for t scigntifio correction
of stammering and stoti Ipthod success-
tum used at Bogue Institnte for & years-since
1901 Endorsed by physicians, Full information
oonceraing correction of lrammarmp’ snm frea.
No ﬂhl:\%‘wmn BENIAMIN N, UE, De 14,
CIRCLE ND!ANAPUHS INDIANA.

cave orivilege. Acored- |

Tennessee [0/

“Uesrxs leaders; prepares for culluse er for busInces. Ac-
credited.  Superior Faculty inspirtes burs to best effert.

0 xecvs, golf eurso. pocL  Bloderate rates, Ist. 1874.
Catetoy. Ccd. C. R. Endsley, Box12. Swesiwatsr, 'l'-nn

Georgia Military Academy

Eplendldiy caulpped colleze prols ashiool.  Elghest milite:
academnic ratia. 1ndividual hese hlao wnel eby Loys live swith
teachmre under tutcrial system.  Junior auh 7a 8 1 I3,
cutalos, sddruss Secretary, M. A, College Park, Ga.

* FISHHBURNE *

Mru'nm He1r00L. Prqu 3 for learling collceus.  Ar-
) cd, Individunl nnevmnn h¥ ablrs instructoma Mili-
ing Por poisn and suvcessewinning gualities
ica. FPreguoot woeoial ceenty. Spocks.  wth vear,
Culmu[/ Col. M. H. Hudglns, Bax B, Wayneshoro, Va.

ASTLE HEIGHTS”

MILTARY. r Colloce and Gav's Academion. Tunior
Bchaol. Raten r.s'sa nrl&:h.l End: wed modern bulldinga.
B Bl At arone, Fote Levane 1 LYoy Rachele: Tosm:

REENBRIER

Acaretilvd,

2400 Tt Boys
.3 (amn Fnter
now. Cataloxy Dﬂ\ ]!, l‘nl. . II. ‘Iﬂl!ltl( lmlululwy. mw. ¥

v school. %

Distingnished military prepara
Boya 1320, Bix months (|
tning with winter seesiol
fiote ourse,  swimming,
sparrs, aviarion  Cataloe

IVERSIDE

argrave Military Academy
Frepares College. [Business.  Accredited
High Scholastie stenderda. Junlor Srhnnl.
ANl Athletica. DMladerate Rates. Ouatnlog.
Oor. A. H. 0AMDEN, Chutham, Yirgiaj
"Making Men - - Not Morne

izes in preparing boys for
PEDDIE S iatunes s lagt foe
years have ectered such colleges
art mouth. Darvard, 150 acres,
ATl s'mr.l—rld!m,.,

. Caalog,
Box 2-z, ihghlslmvn. N. .

Soenn

1lywe
teanls,
GOL, SANDY BEAVER,
Bax B, Galnesville, Ba

as ¥ale, Princeton,
15 modern bailding
goll. Hummar on.
Wilbour E. Sannders, Headmasler.

CAMPS

B Elorlous weeks of Gulver traln-
ing this summer—at moderasa
cost, A priceless investment
far your boy's future. A rare

outing for U LVE

Ask m catalog of
EUMNER SCHOOLA

®H LAKE MAXIKKUZKEE

his vacatfon.
Naval and Cavalry Schoofs for boys
14 to 19. Catalog of Woodcraft
Campforboys9 ¥a 14 21 LAKE SHORE WAY, CULYER, INB,

Mention of “The Youtly's Compavion Ceibined With The American Boy” Will Deiug Prompt Attention TFrom Advestisers
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Be Good To Your Stamps

Valuable stamps are spoiled by careless
handling. Hinges and tongs add fun and
save stamps. All the gadgets—and packets.
too—are in Scott’s new Price List.

SEND FOR A FREE COPY

SCOTT STAMP & COIN COMPANY
1 W. 47th St. New York, N.'Y,

G/IANT TRIANGLE

Fascinatiog Tapnou Touva,“bull
moose” larg the
THoR, and searce Biyptian atts
mail together with 57 different
stamps including beautiful new
Fronch and Eritish_colonios:
. Madagascar, Gabon. An-
dorrg ete- Rinm value!l all for
anly ¢ to approval applicants, '

RYE STAMP CO., Box 465-A, Rye, N.Y.

LARGEST
1N WORLD

Gmnt-sﬂeﬂ Russian Zeppe-

n Stamp (cat. value 20c!)
anl‘l Beautll‘lll Lithuania Air-
mail Triangle (both illustrat-
et of 53

m
5.1 s s—n or
approval applicants!

WORLD-WIDE STAMP CO.. BOX 400, CAMDEN, NEW YORK

New giant-sized, diamond-shape: rts"’ stam,
from Russia: Nyasaland eopud"apl%etlh flulwp
trated); h mirmail;

Jubilee;

French Tan
of pewas int

uable. packel today snd make sour friends
envious. Only be to spproval applic
I!E|MERS 3 Flahmn. Forl Vludh Texas

And fine packet including UBANGI,
CHAD, GABON, ININI, ST. PIERRE,
TOGO, SENEGAL, BRITISH COLONIES—
savages, ships and animal stamps. N7

Only S cents to approval applicants, \I
POTOMAC STAMP CO., Dept. 802, WASHINGTON, D, C.

BRITISH SILVER JUBILEES

frum 3 different connlﬁua—lmwrlur-
o U mp-—all

§. 8c_National Park sta

thnnhs only. CLIPPI
ept. 5 Gloucester, Mass,

airmail, (as i
Queen Astrid mourning stamm, énver Jui
Bolivia _map , _airmail _set,
Packet 35 ditt. Japan. pertoration Kaved
nnd package of hinges. All for only 6¢ to
approval applicants. GARCELON STAMP
b, CO., Box 874, Calais, Maine.

Don’t Miss This Bargain!!

UNBEATABLE OFFER! Packet TRIANGLES from various lands,

assortment BRITISH JUBILEE STAMPS ettin unrve- also mul-

titude othere lm:ludm' GRENAD. lf G-KONG., LESTINE,
RTUGU! E?E DIa, J;\]ulAulcéx GUI!\FiA |CEYL N, ABYS

etc wverything on ¢ to approval applicants,

M. WUSSEY. 1210 Gneida, JOLIET, ILLINOTS

WASHINGTON STAMP!

9f Poland, _siso Searce, Central g2 ¢
Americar Triangle, and big pi 'S
G Betbhariy s pnt oo midee

B6 dif. including
Vlcl.nrn
e it lists nnd
ENTAL STAM
M tl

np‘;mnla

INTERESTING PACKET

From Africa, Gent. & S.America, ete.~AIR MAIL boata& rirer cra

ap: anintals,  RRvagen onales 2ocaloted stamaa Eesanial
Parsguay, Fiag ofthe Race, 0dd Siam,cic.| sent only 10 (hos - v ho en-
close & nickel (coin) .lnd!rei\q‘\leuu g.q,‘gc%(g AEPROVALS 1-4¢ UP.
1914 LAKE SHORE DRIVE, ST. JOSEPH, MICHIGAN.

“HE GETS HIS MAN"
Beautiful now Canadian showing a member of
% Rosel Canadian Mwmd Police,
o o e e S
n two colors from Britisn Colonies, New(ound

and, etc. Lorge packet of 60 different for
nly’ 10c to spproval applicants.
| AFFLECKS, 86 Agnes S, Oshawa, Ont., Canada,

“@' BYRD SOUTH POLE!
S, IMPERFORATE BIC MAP

5 val ke K A i -
¥ divica, Hl‘p. Ship-.jru?avmf‘ Porto Rico, Pales:

ith lists and Anplnvnls
I’ILGRIM STAMP co., MT. WASHINGTON, MD.
SPAIN 10c; AFRICA 20c,
EGYPT 20c¢; BR. COLS. 10c;
% South America 10c; % Greece 10c; 20 Turkey 10c; 20
Airmail 10c: 15 China 10c; 10 Siam 10c; 200 different 18c;
and our 50% discount approval sheets

COVERT STAMP CO., A-712, E. & B. BLDG., ROCHESTER, N. Y.

Kookaburra Bird!! Bolivia Triangle!
Packet of unusual stamps containing rare Koskaburra Bird. ecarco
B is trlangle. famous meney stamp (printed on cardboard and
al sed as corrency!); sirmails frr)m Mexlco and Brazil; map,
chip. snimal. cummemnrnll\e cte. S

ONLY 1uc TO PROVAL APP ICAVTS
DeSoto Stamp & Coin C 105 N t.. Chicago, Il

2 0 0 DIFFERENT STAMPS 7c
Barzaln list cf hundreds of ten-
cent {mcktts free. Attractive ap-
provals included.

ACKAGE 50 OLD STAMPS, 1c,
Stamp Albam (500 ilustrations) Ziving dates, names of
countries. etc., 3c. Cembined Stamp Dictionary and 1lus-
trated List of 3008 bargains.free. llluslrll’ted, Priced. World

StampCatalog(in 3 vslumes)26c. A. BUL &CO.. importers,
album manufacturers, Dept. 32, Rox. $ta., Boston, Mass.

Timberline Stamp Service
Dept. D, Box 1191, Denver, CnIDradn

Cardinal Peter Pasmany
pictured on this Hun-
garian adhesive, founded
the great Catholic Uni-

versity of Budapest
in 1635.

OLLECTING by specialization was

considered in our December and Janu-

ary columns, with January’s discus-
sion devoted to stamps associated with
literature. Science is another important
branch of human activity, and there arc
stamps honoring anatomists, astronomers,
botanists, canal engineers, chemists, clec-
tricians, histologists, inventors, mathema-
ticians, medical authorities, naturalists,
naval engineers, navigators, oceanograph-
ers, ophthalmologists, physicians, physicists,
physiologists, radio operators, stratosphere
research workers, surgeons, tunnel builders
and others who have contributed to prog-
ress in science.

You will indeed have a representative
collection if you assemble thc oncs here
mentioned (the Scott catalog designations
are within parentheses):

Abel (Norway A18). Albert I (Monaco
A2, A5, Al17, D2, SP1). Araujo

STAMPS

by

Kent B. Stiles

France. Byrd has flown to hoth poles. |
Other birdmen have made amazing jour-
neys, some around the world. Knowledge of
asironomy, navigation and other branches
of science is essential to men whose ad-
veniures are in the air—and so stamps
which recall fliers and their exploits, and
airship and plane builders, have a logical
place in any such collection. They include:
Brown, Hawker, Koehl and Pinedo (New-
foundland stamps). Barros (Brazil AP5).
Bleriot (France AP2). Byrd (U. S. A127).
Cabral and Continho (Spain AP17; Portu-
gal A65). Carranza (Mexico AP2). Craiu
(Rumania AP1). Darius and Girenas
(Lithuania AP18 to AP22). Deve, Munch
and Vernailh (New Caledonia Nos. 164,
165, and Nos. 171 to 196). Doronin (Rus-
sia (AP29). Fels (Spain AP15). Godoy
(Spain AP16). Gusmao (Brazil AP1, AP8).
Iglesias and Jiminez (Spain AP19). Kam-
anin (Russia AP32). Kings-

(Salvador A82). Arosmena
(Panama A1, A21, A26; Canal
Zone A6, A7, A12).

Baraona (Honduras A25,
A40). Berthelot (France A33).
Boerhaave (Netherlands SP32).
Bolyai (Hungary A47). Bou-
gainville (New Caledonia A21).

Cabot (Newfoundland A25,
A31). Cabral (Brazil A50).
Cajal (Spain A109). Caldas
(Colombia A103, A107). Car-
tier (Canada A4, Al2, A72;
France A52). Champlain (Can-

ford-Smith (Australia A8,
AP2). Koppen (Netherlands

AP3

Lepidevaki (Russia AP26).
Levanevski (Russia AP27).
Lilienthal (Germany APS).
Lindbergh (U. S., Costa Rica,
Cuba, Panama, Spain). Lom-
bardl and Mazzotti (Italy, Cy-
renaica, Tripolitania). Mendez
(Ecuador AP2). Molokov (Rus-
sia AP31). Santos- Dumont
(Brazil AP2, AP4, AP8, AP11;
Spain AP14). Severo (Brazil

ada A36). Columbus (U. S, AP3, APT7). Sidar (Spain
Spain and many other ceun- AP18). Slepnev (Russia AP28).
tries). Cook (Aitutaki, Cook . A Trimotore (Italy Nos. 652-
Islands, New Zcaland, Nieu, This Italian stamp  655). Ulm (New Zealand No.
Penryhn Island—and not for- comunemoratesthe 305). Van der Hoop (Nether-
getting U. S. Nos. 647 and 648 death of the oper- lands AP2). Vodopianov (Rus-
commemorating Cook’s discov- atic composer, Vin- sia AP30). Von Gronau (Phil-

ery of the Hawaiian Islands).
Marie Curie (Turkey SP22).

Diaz (South West Africa
A27, A28). Donders (Netherlands SP66).

Edison (U. S. A105). FEotves (Hungary
A39). Ericsson (U. S. A98).

Favre (Switzerland A43). Fedoseinko
(Russia No. 751). Finlay (Cuba A62).
Fulton (U. S. A85).

Gaillard (Canal Zone No. 98). Galileo
(Italy PN3). Galvani (Italy A176). Da
Gama (Portugal A54 to A6l; Portuguese
India A22). Gilbert (Newfoundland A112
to A125). Goethals (Canal Zone A36, A4l).
Gorgas (Canal Zone A35). Gramme (Bel-
gium A66).

Haller (Switzerland SP73).
(Canal Zone A38). Hudson (U. S.
Huygens (Netherlands SP34).

Im Hotep (Egypt A48).

Jacquard (France A51). Jai Singh II
(Jaipur A16).

Kaczowski (Poland A47).

La Perouse (New Caledonia A21). Leib-
nitz (Germany A57). Leonardo da Vinci
(Italy AP10, AP1l1, AP16). Lomonosov
(Russia A67). Lorentz (Netherlands SP33).

Magellan (Philippines No. 243). Men-
deleyeff (Russia A185). Minckelers (Neth-
erlands SP31). Moscici (Poland A46, Ab0).

Nachtigal (Germany A67).

Pacinotti (Italy A172), Pasteur (France
A23). Piccard (Belgium AT5). Popoft
(Russia A68). Prince Henry (Portugal
A46, A47, A48, Al12). Pujol (Argentina
A93).

Rousseau (Canal Zone A40).

Sarpi (Italy A128). Schmidt (Russia
AP25, AP33). Semmelweiss (Hungary
A38). Serdan (Mexico A75). Siverwright
{Ecuador A60). Sousa (Brazil A104).
Tasman (Tasmania A13).

Hodges
A85).

cenzo Bellini.

ippines Nos. 361-367; Surinam
No. 508-514). Voronin (Russia
AP24). Wigura and Zwirko
(Poland AP2). Wilbur and Orville Wright
S. No. 649). Zeppelin (U. S., Ger-
many, Iceland, Russia, Hungary, Greece,
Egypt and other lands).

Nor do the foregoing complete the science
collection. Stamps which picture the 7re-
sults of the ingenuity of scientists may be
included; and the number of these is al-
most legion. Examples are Russia A129
and A136 and Irish Free State A6, hydro-
electric power stations; Russia A128, tele-
graph station; Czechoslovakia A21, tele-
phone exchange; Dominican Republic A40,
A41, AP4, bridges; and there are many
other bridge stamps. Radio towers and
symbolism of radio signals are illustrated
on various stamps. Airplanes and auto-
mobiles and steamships are products of
science, and there are hundreds of postal
illustrations of these.

The scope is broad. Your own judgment
must dictate the limitations.

Portraits

EANWHILE philately’s gallery con-
tinues to expand. The newcomers in-

J\

clude:
Austria, semi-postals: Prince Eugene
Von Savoyen (1667-1736), 12 plus 12gr

sepia. Field Marshal Laudon (1717-1790),
24 plus 24gr green. Karl Ludwig (Arch-
duke Charles, 1771-1847), 30 plus 30gr
carmine. Field Marshal Joseph Count
Radetsky (1766-1858), 40 plus 40gr gray.
Vice Admiral Tegetthoff (1827-1871), 60
plus 60gr blue. Field Marshal Conrad von
Hotzendorff (1852-1923), 64 plus 64gr violet.

Bulgaria, commemora-
tive: Stefan Karaja (on

Toscanelli (Dominican
Republic A13).
Usyskin, or
(Russia AP18).
Vasenko (Russia No.
750). Volta (Italy A84).
Washington as a sur-
veyor (U. S, Philippines,

Oociskin

Brazil, France, Poland).
Zea (Antioquia AST).
In any “science” col-

lection, surely we must

not forget aviation! Lind-
bergh winged his way to

This unusual Italian com-
mermorative is symbolic
of Bellini’s work.

4L rose with Haji Bi-
mitr). Karaja and Di-
mitr were of a group of
leaders of sporadic mili-
tary revolts which, be-
ginning in 1828, ]ed to
Bulgaria’s rebel]lon
against Turkish rule in
1878.

Dominican Republie, on
stamps to raise funds to
finance erection of a
building to house the Na-

The NEW JUBILEE PAPUA

(as illnstrated), Nyassaland (Leop-
ard), scarce Fiii, 19th century Mon- Ui
aco, Colombia (emerald mine)
P’anama _ (map), taly (Mussolini
amr.ue)‘ Guatemala, Bosnia, Fstonia,
Peru, fot of U. 8. commemoratives,
and others, All for enly 10s (in
coin) to approval applicants. [

ARTHUR SYLVIA, ®4& %ianey New Bedford, Mass.

QUEEREST STAMPS PACKET

Reccive world’s smallest stamap; Vatican
City: scarce Liberia triangle (value 1)
1935 Greek RedCross (picturing coiled
snake in Gurden of Eden!); Australian
Bushman; new Spanish Morocco; Japan
"quake stamp; Manchulcuo: many others.
All for 5¢c to approval applicants.
®. m. Stamp Co., P. 0. Box230A, PortChester, N.Y,

[ANISTAN

_————-—nmz-n——-
‘ lﬂ l TANNOU TOUVA
NORTH BORNEO - PALESTINE

AZERBAIJAN - FRENCH AND BRITISH COLONIES
This Special Packet 5: To Approval Applicants
HENRY BURKY "= HOLLIS, NEW YORK

SCARCE AIRMAIL & TRIANGLE‘

(Dept. 40)  CAMDEN, NEW YORK

MYSTIC STAMP CO.,

105 stamps, each irom different country, mcludmn
Abyssinia, Afghanistan, Brunei, Falkland .:. t}'
South

e |
Stk Cachorder, oux pamphiat which “eails How to
Make a Stamp’ Collection Properly,’’ and our big
bxrkmn st of lhm-s supplu.s and hundreds of

QUEEN CITY STAMP & CoIN ¢0. o ﬁtm 3| Cincinnali, 0

cer STAMPS FREE

for members of onr club. No _cost to you. Here's vmzr
chance to get FREE chotee U. 8. fareign gt

B’»

bar and varions others’from Arrica.
and Central America, West Indie

GN Race st.,

Hundreds of varieties. Write at once for datalls .l 50
FREE book about stamps and their values.

ANK HOBBY CLUB s
212 West Monroe St. Chicago

MDZAMBIQUE €0,
tommemorative AIRMAIL 222277
4ml pl\.kleé ogcssculg dlm{ IMPER-

ues
. Fetme): abales Ve oo anDit,

\, all to spproval applicants for only be. I
0N, lustrated 64 page price list FREE.
=8 CurhanSiampCo. Depl. A, Gloucester, Mass.

Magnificent PICTORIAL collection incluing fascinating
ANGLIS stamp missipe from most collections; searce
anl SILVER JUBILES ammammoxative. (s fitice
rarityl); also famous Spain GOY A; handsome New Zea-
land KIW BIR n a beantiful new issue; and finally a set
C. more than 50 years oid — this big $§ §
cutht ABSOLUTELY FREW for'Se postage—to approval
applicants only! Write today.
MIDWOOD STAMP COMPANY
Midwaod Station, Brooklyn, N. Y.

ALL FOR

Box A6,

ANCHER’S $$% OUTFIT—ONLY 12c

e stamps: set German stamps with (prewar) value of forty

million doliars (interesting): perforation gange an o seale; one
ail set: interesting stamp from smallest republic on earthy; o

oi; packet ool Mtamps Buteh
TIRE OUTFIT

newspaper
Tadlos: ebes,

PLICANTS.
ANCHER STAMP CO,

F R EE CANADA JUBILEE SET
This eet is already cbsclete and undoubt-
edly will ba quite scarce. We
you a short of these

m Tras
O 5 O A PIROVAL Ao
Nice pocket atuck book with every order.

Box K47, Ruthérford, N. J.

.. will send
and TWO preuy
foreign Diclnrhl sets if you will send us 4c postage.
Interesting approvals will be included,
R. W. ROBERTS, 01 Fourth Ave., Bay City, Michigan

Queer freakish atam —Somali-
land—Tiger stamps— cher~Al
gerian — Central pesalie h Colonials. Don

lay! Don't Wait! THIS MAFN!FA ROCIOUS eaLt
DRGHONFREE. FOR S

GRAY STAMP C0., Depl. AB..

0, $5
a swfm mblﬁsbzs co,
ANGLE Gliustraicd)  an
ies of" Cope Juby,
© U.S. im-
= ali forbe
SEMIHULE
STAMP CO., Pimlico, Baltimors, Md.

PAPUA —FI1J1 —NIUE

and scarce AFRICAN AIRMAIL in BIG packet of all diff. *‘Tlard-fo-
For atnmps trom ZANZIBAR, TANGANVIKA, MAURITIUS, KENYA,
SOUTH SEA 5L AF 50. ' AMERICA, 'and 5
many more couptries. Mostiy BRITISH COLONIES,  for anly DC
{No ‘Garman, Anatria, efc,) bot yon must sak for our Appro
Kenwood ‘Stamp Co., 524 No. Kenwood, ' Glendale, Calt.
e U 85 Oty ' T0C T Approval APDIEants,
KESSELS. BOX 808, TUCSON. ARIZONA,

PICTORIALS! ALLURING AND ROMANTIC

Snucmls for the discriminating collector. Ethiopia, Set of nine, 25c.
Beautiful Airmail Set, 25c. Britich Empire. Silver Jubilee,
10 dlﬂerunt . 2oc. | B, Hantsome stamp from Mongolia valaed at
1.60 r. o approval applicanta, sets 20, premiam in-
o Teads s duplicates! Enclose 3¢ stamp ' for details.
Wosteote Stamp Exchange, 709 Webb Ave., Detroit, Mich.
BO i S Dutch Indles. ete. 6o to approval appli-
ants. ou will unte at once we will
include a stamp album. pPr ‘oration gauge and a big bar-
gain list without Ler.\ charge. Stamp Albums 13¢; 23c:
60c; 5, spaces §1.25; paces $2.35: U. 8. SLI5.
Hill Stamp Co., 12 Leonard St., Waltham, Mass.

s 1% from Zanzibar Sudan—:
bean Ar

annnin. Canada

FOUR STAR APPROVALS

United States— Canada-—Ne wioundiand, Nath.
ing like them. Write Today. SPI L:—300

*

Packet_108 stamps including Tehad,

STAMPS CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE

Mention of “The Youth’s Companion Combined With The American Boy" Will Bring Prompt Attention From Adverwisets



STAMPS
MEKEEL'S WEEKLY STAMP NEWS

Oldest amd Best. Beverly, Mass.
3 MONTHS AND A PREMIUM 25¢
1 YEAR, $1 AND 4 PREMIUMS
13} Tutice Nawal Ship Cover ;m 5 luc’u viekao e cordy
(3} Tooduras 03 (12) ) U. S. 19, ic Bice
(8» Gakomas snr il

cencels

{7} V.S, te. Clympic ) Denmark 5 ccis of 1o

19 U. 5. 9¢ 5 jherle melt (20} U. S., ¢ Rraicam
{11) U.S. 902, 2c (15 coples) nz} Panama ‘04 _16r mint
(13) U. B, any onc—§tevben, Buluskt Ked Crees, Toektown,

n, Newhursh. Plocic er areor Bay (1oMr on yearly.)

WARD'S “QUEER COUNTRY” PACKET

Soye! We'll bet there isn't a collector
in your avighborhaod who has b stomp
from Swaziland! Our big value packet
lueludek this rara coautrs; alee scarce
‘fanmou Touva triansie (os illustrated)
ANt stamps from olher msserious.
faroY Jands. Abselutely ne Eurerns.

¢

P’rice only 3¢ to approval apPlicants,
0. W, hrd. Pesk A,  Gary, lpd,
GOLD COAST, LIBERIA, MEX]CO
and otlnrs lncrndln lrlanxle
2l for only 5o to agproval spplieasts.
Dertinas ‘Stiie £
Box BOTE " spi ngnuf CThia.
U.S. or Fweign
MORE BARRELS of STAMPS U5z =z
31.0PER POUND (about. 100 ta Ib.) Rample ¥ ih. Ze.
Anprovals sent to Buvers Plenty ofU. &. frum lo up.
‘Hinges 10c for 16W; 25cfor 3008, Con pressinum list
B. ELMER, Dept. 1864 washmg(vn St.,  Bostes, Mans

Foeeign Cain, harknate, and lereo
strated talt
IDT S
ASH

U. S. A. PRICE LIST FREE

Atao folly illuatrated (71, 8. catm(ﬁue iadispeusable for

identitylag L. stamnn, 5o . stamps Laugbt,
THB‘UNION SIMPLIFIED U. 5. ALBUM
loose Albem. Parliculars, Samp's #ase be »n.z-

SIANLEY OIBBDNS. tnc., 3BA Park Ruw New York Gity, N, Y.

THIS AD WORTH 25c

Tt yon send for anr anrrovals and boy e werth or more—

lnrge sulectiony roign. renscaublo prices. Fine
biank looso loaf ?od: alhnm with heavy leagheretie covers
and 10 guadrills 8% £ 11' pages for 8150 pmr paid.

MORTON STAMF CO,, 1119 DLIYE 5T, ST, Louis, MO,

REASURE ISLAND

TRIANGLE, MAPS, ETC.

Casa Rion's naw Cosee Teland (Toossusn
stemp & blr Pkt, including Erlangle & b diff. map
e R A A

‘Woarward Stamp Co., Box 454, Snra

50 BRITISH COLONIES, 20 COMM,
2 S., or 20 AIRMAILS

Any ONE o Ls 6c t o approval applicants only.
FREE 2 picuma) aoz wnh the purchase of any one

BbSOve pock ofa.
HENRY DOWST, ts.A. PShort Falks, M. M.

. U,

SCARCE TRIANGLE AND AIRMAILS

Larea NYASSA TRIANGLE; heastifal EGYPT & LERANON, Ald-

BAILS] (eeiored. Taree) Giant BELEIUM BALLOD

ineluding CONG MAKIND, CHARKHART, CUBA, CHINA.

MENICS, raze NO' DORNEQ and riacy sther DRITISH EBLONIES]
mullimeler seals und watareark detectar  This

o :n:ra’va\ applioanta.
MP CO.. :ng 02-J, BURBANK, CALIF.

OUNJT\‘
THIS mRQ’ STEEL STAMP TONGS.
& Gool

Weermark Tieterlor and caliogtion of siampe incluic Atrivo,
e Catnton. China Tate £tk
fabvndor, stol AlLKRER tonppmn‘lwll e e de puEL

§2.25. Tatham Stamp Co., | A-2l, Springlield, Mass.

LARGEST SHIP STAMP

c¢ver issued, and vur fiuo yuckul of 75 others, nll duller
ent, given apprevel applicanis secnding Jo for postayw. Il-
justrated album holding 2.000 stamp3.150, 1.000 hinges 10c.
MIANMI STAMP (8. BOX 68, FOSTORIA, 01O,

SCARCE SIX-SIDED STAMP

(tound In vory [ow oollostionst and 60 Aiffcrgnt stampa:
inoludwng Uapc Verde, Sudau. Braail, 2 U. $. All foc
onle Sc te approval applicants,

LENOTY STAMP CO., Dept.D., Claibornve, Maryland

ASTONISHING FREE PACKET!
Contwine stamps frcm BADEN (ane of thase searea a'd Garman
States), Exotic Momgolia, Turhs Caicos, 53 u. S., Glant
Li-Tiohed Clyiman Islands, lameriveated ** — every-
irs lb!ﬁhl(el‘f free to approval applicants Om’:l('ml\;: 3c P’W\uar
VIKING STANP 0., One Hangos Pl Brookiyn, N

DON’T MISS THIS!
BIG PACEET of stwmbs from EGYPT, SIAM,
TURKEY. PERBIA, etc.,, (Ne Europe) ®IVEN to
approvel applicants who enclese 3¢ poztare.

The Florman Stamp Market, Dept. A, Onekama, Mich.

R

IN ANSWERING ADVERTIAEMENTS. BE $TEE T® GIVE
TOUIL EULL NANE 4 ND QOMELLTE ALK, CORRLELTLY

MEXICO
New Me:dcan Boeo
in action (as i

2 dxﬂ'nrmt U
weworatives wil o

U W. HUDSON B
412 W, Front St,

PNITED STATES

ndian Archer

+ ING.
Plainfieln, N. J,

Meut'on of “The Youth’s C

Jose Nunez
Gen. Gregoris Lu-

tienal Library and Archives:
de Cnceras, 14e lilac.
peran, e green. R. EBmiliane Tcjera: 2¢
csrmine. Jose Keyes, Sc ultramarine. Gen.
Antonio Duverge, Te gray-blue. Felix M.
Dot Morte, 10e ortange. Teso J. Peynado,
25¢ gray-violet. Sslome Urena, 30c red.
Gen. Jose Maviu Cabral, 50 margon, M.
de J. Galvan, 1p black. Gaston F. Deligne,
2p scpiz. These persons, renowned in their
own ceuniry, are vbscure ju world history.
The 3¢ viclet honors Dresident Trujillo,
familiar to philately; and the proposed
huilding is illustrated on the 20c elive.
Finland, commemorating seventieth birth-
day of Johan Julius Sibelius, Finnish com-
poser, horn Dec. 8, 1865,
Ieeland, recalling birth
humsson, poet, in 1835, 8a

of Natthias Joc-

Spain: Bicgo Rodrigucz de Silva ¥
Vehcquez (1599-1660), one of the world’s
yreatest painters, 50c b!ue.

Noles

RGENTINA is honoring a prize bull,

“Faithful 20,” which btreught @ record
pricc at a Buenos Aires show iec 1925, by
placing his likeness on the 15¢ of a new
picterial set. OQther designs arc a sym-
bLolism ef agriculture, 25e; a Merino ram,
30c; sugar plantation, 40c; oil well, §0c;
map of South America, 31, Zruils, 22;
Iguazu Falls, §5; grapes, $10; and cotton,

320

Espirito to Santo in 1688, Brazil has
issued a 300 claret depict-

slate-green, 5a grsy, Ta ing the arrival pf Vascu
vellow-green, #5¢ light Fervando Coutinho,
blue. Portuguese navigator, in

Luxemburg, annual that year; and a 700r

gemi-postal: Charles IV
(1316-13781, Roman em-
peror and king of Bo-
hemia (and son of John
the Blind, Luxemburg
Sr14).

bluc showing the state’s
coat-of-arms.

The fiftieth anuniversary
of Itoly’'s occupation of
Eritrea is recalled with
a 50c air stamp.

Mexieo, commemoraling

Fcbruary brings the

twenty- fifth anniversary Another of the Dellini winter Olympic Gumes,
of the 1910 revolution: cunl‘rnzmrulives. and Cermany has re-
Emiliano Zepata, rcbel leasad commiemeratives—
leader, 18¢ violet. Fran- G plus 4pf green., skat-

ciseo 1. Madero, a president, 20c orange-
red air,

Norway, charity stamps te aid homeless
persons: Fridtjof Nansen (1861-1930), ex-
plorer, statesman, humanitarian, 19, 15,
20 and 80 ore. Add Nansen to your science
collection, as he was heth =zoologist and
histologist; and te your Iliterature collec-
tion, hecause he wrotc exlensively on ocesn-
ography. exploration and othzr suhjects.

Russia, conumemerating twenty-fifth an-
niversary of death of Ceunl Leo Nikolay-
vich Tolstey (1828-191C), moral philoso-
pher and novelist (add him to your liter-
ature collection), 3k lilac and Dblack, 18k
brewn and elue, 20k drown and green.

Russia, commemorating “Men of the Rev-
olution”: Mikhail Vassilievich Pranze (1885-
1225), seldier (and, as a surgeon, should
be in your science collection), 2k violet.
N. ®. Baumanrn, a revolutionist murdered
in 1905, 4k ilac. S. M. Kirow, a Com-
munist statesman assassinated in 1934, 4Ck
gray and brown.

ing; 12 plua 6pf carmine, skiing; and 20
plus 15@f blue, bobsled racing. Germany
issucd also 3pf brown and 12pf red stamps
te recall the first. Hitler putsch at Munich in
1923; the design is a Nazi trooper against
a background of cellonade, and insecrihed is
Gedenize dos 2 November 1923 {(in memory
of the 9th of November, 1923).

Restoration of a monarchy in Greeee had
speedy philatelic result. Stamps of carlier
vintage were ovcrprinted “Nov. 8, 1935,
the dale ol the plebisete hy which the
people voted for the kingdom.

Japan welcomed the New Year with a
1% sen stamp with a picturc of Mount
Fnii.
and plum-blossom, bappy
Newr Year,

Russiz issued 3K, 5k, 10k and 20k stawmpe
recalling the sixtielh unuiversary of the
birth, in 1875, of the late Michael Kalanin,
wresident of the Sevict central executive
commillee. They offer varions pertraits
of Kalanin.

omensg of the

Do You Know That--

Tn foothall, the kicker ynay now punt
the ball out of a teammate’s hands?

The China Clipper, largest sea-
plane ever built in the United States,
wcighs 25 tons, carrics 43 passengers,
has a 130-frot wing, cost $1,200,000,
can carry 102.1 per cent of its own
weight?

So full of philatelic mail was the
giant China Clipper on her maiden
voyage across the Pacific that her fit-
tings had to he stripped and two crew
members left behind to make rcem?

One Paris family out of ten eats

horse regularly because dark-red sweet-
tasting horsc meat costs two-thirds the
price of beef? Ilargest eaters of horse
meat in the United States arc degs,
who get it in prepared dog foed.

The denser the metal in a flute, the
better the instrument’s tone? Hence a
gold flute has a Mbetter tone than a
silver one, a platinum one better than
gold.

The horsc is the Mongols express;
the camel hig freight train? A good
camel will carry a 508-pound load 70
miles a day and, if necessary, go 10
days without food or drink.

Joseph’s Brothers

(Continued from puge 10)

that he would faint. Then, in his des-
peration, he recalled how his father
uzed to talk to Thursday.

“Easy, Thursday,” he hcard bimsclf
saying, “You're scaring thesc people.”

“They can’t keep me here!” Me-
Ever blared. “And 'yeu can't!”

“T'm not trying te. I'm stayving here
myself. Why don’t you sit down?
You're scaring the nurses. They think
you’ll hurt them,”
fvery word Joc uttered cost him
heavily. Vaguely he realized that his
voice sounded like his father’s had.

“Pon’t you think you've run around
enough now?” Joe asked. “Why—"

“I haven't run zround. Ralph, I'm
sick,” said McEvcr. His cves closed
for 2 mement, and he swayed on his
feet. “I'm geing out. Don’t try to
stop me!”

“No—wsit. Listen to me.
ne door over here.”

“I'm going out.”

There’s
But he

Ci

stopped.

ne

Joe said.
You'’re gick. You belong

“Listen to me, Thursday,”
“Stay here.
here”

He talked on and on, and McEver
stool there listening. Joe didn’t know
half what he was saying. The tone
of voice was the thing, anyway. Caim,
reasonable, indifferent—with no ax to
grind.

Finally the other
They were stealing up on
when Joe stopped them.

“He’s going. He wants to sleep.”

Thursday turned wearily. *Yeah
Sleepy.”

After they had led him away, peeple
came in to talk to Joe.

“Weren’t you scared to death?”’ a
nurse asked.

“Wo,” Joe said.

He was surprised at his answer. He
hadn’t been. After the first few min-
utes hc had concentrated on his voice,
and on Thursday, and he’d forgotten

internes camec.
McEver

d With The A
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MAKE YOUR OWN BLUE PRINTS!
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o inney fndiding for olhars. Dime
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1404 W. Lake S5t., Minneapolis, Minn,
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ORE FUN WITH A CAMERA!
e s s GET THE UNIVEX $I

sai0
b Don't miss the biz thrill WITH
B you'll get taking your awn LRGEL ELEN
pictures, One click with the Uni-
vex and you've pot a snapshob
that all the fellows will envy. The
Univex is only 2x4 inches overall
and will slip right irto your pocket."
Takes pictures 11Ex114 We
will enlarge your favorite Univex
snapshots for only 5c each.) Pin
a dollar bill to this nd and send it in
today for a million dellars worth of fun.

FRE 1'he me;Lw M n.-u ac and Jarguin Dk,
10001 ranaatin TRAiNA Jww and 1y
8111 and Muviv (‘mm 4>, Leuses, Binveulars,

Microscubes, Telescepes. Wrile for your fres cepy.

CENTRAL CAMERA COMPANY. Est. 1899
230 S. Wabash Ave. Dept.AD-2 Ohlcago, 111
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MAKE 200 TOYS
AN HOUR .....

FOR LESS THAN 1c EACH!

Sell so5s ot big profits. Gel Lhls esw¥ileta
outfit. You can mako 3 differeulcheraclers
thewavends of gimes In woulded pictsl  Jo-
clndue Painis fer eolerfag and ull casting
oquipment,  Prico $250 (DeLuxe Model,

Flectrically equipped, ¥8.45),  Svod
ney exdes, stating cheice of U. &,
Soldicrs, Wild Weal Cowbery. L. s

achine Gumrers

Largest Assortment in

Extra Moulds

3 large figures in one mould,
95¢

Wild Antmels, Ships. Soldiera of U. 5.
axd Forefzo Aruiey, dleplaoes. Can-
neng. MNechise Gun:. Also Buck
Rozers Tays #$l.1) for Sin-l
euld)

Cheice of 188 Differeat Characters

EXTRA CASTING METAL
$ Inrwe cales (35 niga) Sbe
Send meney erder. Shipwed pest-

paid in C. S.

RAPAPORT BROS., 708 W. DHID 5T, CHICAGO

JUNIDR CASTER

LEARN IN 10 EVENINGS

® Practice ter eoenings
and play yeur firs? mel-
ody or yeur P-A Sux’.
What a thri{l! Then
popularity, Eood times;
a gdwmorous future:all
80 easy. try a new,
-, easyP.ASax’,Trumpet,
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ryour local music store.
Qrwritetaday forbeau-
tiful free beok. Noobli-
gattorn. Easy terms.
Suceess assured with
P-A. Writetadav., 1

merican Band (et & Case Co.
Wy KLKHART, INDIANA

LEARN CARTOONING

bythe mecthed that hay developed handreda anicress.
folly. %end 1tame, address and age for [rec chart
Lo tost our ability.

THE LAKODON SCHOOL, 1748 Maliosal Bidg.. Cleveland, Ohio,
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10 Timey Faster Spin. READ— ‘
“TRIPLE-WAR ”Wheels give 3 times longer li'e.
Get CLUB PIN and FREE BOOK
Scnd for secrets of winning races, Sames, etc. Ies
enclose 10c to cover mailing.
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No Bargain Skates offer such quality or lew cost.
Free. If you want beauriful 25¢ gold f. club pin
carry 'C 'S refuse others.

@cder Dvreu' We'll ship postpaid
n seceipe of $1.95. Give shoe size.
CHICAGOROLLERSKA TECO.
RollerSkases with Rmvdﬂrnvri”um

4444, Lole St. Chicagoa,

to te yellow. Joe lzy quietly con-
templating a miracle, He hadn’t been
afraid.

The other months of imprisonment
went faster than Joec had expeeted
them to. The months of convalescence
—of movirg his arms, and standing up,
and learning te walk again-— those
menths went fast, too.

By the time he was completely well
and hard, the wrestling season was on
again at thc Kingsport Athletic Club.

Nobody had expected Jce to try to
wrestle any mcre. But Joe had & job
ta finish. He got in shape. He trained
entil he ceuld chin himself indefinitely.
He could climb the pull-up rope to the
ceiling in sixtccn scconds, using only
his hands. He could turn back flips
until you wcre dizzy watching him.

Not bad, they said. Especially for
a man weighing a hundred and eighty.
But that kind ef business wouldn’t beat
Rilcy McEver. Joc ought to practice
eye-gouging and rabbit-punching.

“You think you’re ready for Me-
Ever? Gregory asked one night.
“We’ve got a match with the Mill Club
Wednesday.”

“T'm ready,” Joe answered.

On Wednesday, Puckett Mills led the
match by 13-12 when the uwnlimited
beut came. Riley McEver showed sur-
prise when Joe stepped ento the mat
with him.

Joe didn't say anything. His face
was calmly expressionless. He walked
acronss the mat and ratated
his hands beneath the referee’s

ached with the strain. But before the
referee could get there to break the
hold, Joe drapped to one knee and sent
the stariled McEver flying over his
hack like a rag dell.

McEver recovered and came in rag-
ing. llc tried cverything in the book,
and a good many things that nobody
would think of putting in the book.
But always Joe freed himself. He
mege Riley look awkward and wild.
liley swung at his face, and Joe caught
the arm and spun Riley into the ropes.
Riley tried a flying mare, and Joe
slipped a hard under his knee and
dvmped him on his face. For every
trick, Joe hal an answer.

“Now,” Joe said to himself,
wrestle sarne.”

Joe went to work. His wrestling
wasn’t the spectacular kind. He didn’t
leep and dive and slam. Smoothly and
calmly he began melding McEver into
strange shapes.

Watching, you’d think McEver was
gelting the best of it. Then you'd
notice that his hands were lecked and
that his legs wcre hopclessly grape-
vined.

Joe's wrestling wwasn’t spectacular,
»ut there was grace to it. Joe was a
scientist. Only a scientist had a chance
against McEver's strength and ruth-
lessness.

Then, after most of the allotted ten
minutes had gone, Joe had to use seme-
thing more than science. He had to
meet strength wi'th strength,

“we'll

In somc way, Riley snatched his legs
free long enough to snap them into a
deadly head-scissors.

Joe's skull ached with the pressure.
He tried to turn, and the pressure in-
crzased—inrcreased until the lights be-
gan to flicker. There were only two
things he could do. The first was to
lie there and lose on time—to give up.

Joc was tempted. He was tired, and
it was the easiest way. But it was
the way you did when you were yellow.

The second thing was to rise—if you
could. If he managed to get to his
fecet with the help eof Riley’s own
weight, he could shake free.

Joe did the second thing.
10 bis knees, 1ilting McEver. His head
felt as if it were in a compress. His
eycs seemed starting from their soclets.

Joe kept coming up.

He was erect. The spectators’ cn-

He rose

thusiansm overflowed, but their ap-
plause was quickly shushed by the
veferee.

Joe suddenly tilted his heavy-bur-
dened head forward, at the same time
pushing McEver down with his arms.
The hold slippcd a fraction, and Joe
felt the sides of his face go raw.

Then McEver fell loose. Joe could
have taken revenge by slamming him,
but he didn’t. He followed him down.
As they fell, his hands were tying Me-
Ever up.

McEver landed flat on his wack—and
stayed there. Joe had locked on a
crotch hold in midair. Out of the side

of his eyes, Joc saw the ref-
cree’s white clothes. Then he

eyes.

“All right,” the referee said,
“Wrestle!”

The b ut started fast. Riley
came in low and hard, like a
fullback with one yard to go.
He meant to end the match
without any poking around.

Joe stepped aside and caught
one of the hooked arms, jerk-
ing McEver erect. Dragging
the nrm ever his shoulder, he
gavc a quick back-lift and
twist, and McEver struck the
mat spread-eagled.

“Kingsport's advantage!”
the referee barked te the time-
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by Carl H. Cludy
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felt the sting of the rcferee’s
hand on his bere back. Fall!

Joe pulled McEver to his
fect, then looked at the score-
hoarid. The lights were chang-
ing. They stopped at 15-13,
and the fifteen was Kings-
port’s.

The unrestrained bedlam
that followed the team to the
showers was cut off ahruptly
as the lecker reom door shut.
20 | Inside, the tcam congratulated
him. They knew what he'd
been up against. Their praise
8 was worth double.

Gregory said: “If [ had a

keeper. J'g;p%ir c?;"gflfs """"""""""""" 5 cast-iron nerve like yours, I'd
But McEver rolled and Hang Around the Post Office................. 11 go into the daredevil business.

sprang out of Joe’s hurried
follow-through.

“No advantage!”

They eascd back into posi-
tion in the center of the mat.
McEver was regarding him
with a puzzled expression. He
advanced, and for a moment
the wrestlers locked arms and
heads. McEver’s shoulder sud-
denly lurched brutally upward,
snapping Joe’s head back, Me-
Ever bored in for the leg hold,
and got it. As Joc went dowm,
McEvers elbow came up,
punching a heartless blow into
the solar plexus.

The referee didnt sece it.
And even if he had, there was
no way of knowing it wasn’t
an accitlent.

“Puckett’s advantage!”

Rut McEver's offending el-
bow cost him that advantage.
As the elbow struck Joe, he
seized it and writhed under it.
Swinging his free leg for mo-
mentum, he rolled McEver
adroitly upside.

“Kingsport’s advantage!”

He tricd to maneuver inte
a figure-four hold. He could
tie McEver down forever with
that.

But Rilcy was mad. He was
coming up. A shove, a quick
leap, and his feet were under
him.

“No advantage!”

Suddenly Riley swerved and
clamped en a vicious full Nel-
son. Joe's injured vertebrae

vy Selden M. Loring
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by Glenn Balch

The Finding of Leon Garonde................

by Laurle York Erakine

Connie Mergan in the Aretic (Conelnded).

by James B. Hendryz

FEATUXES
Going Round Americal..
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(Poem) ..
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DEPARTMENES

Funnybone Ticklers
Stamps
by Kent B. Siiles

. 29 right.

There’s money in it.”

14 It was all very pleasant.
But Joe wasn’t smiling. Seme-
thing hadn’t worked exactly
His plans about Riley.
Riley had come¢ up from the
mat with an amazed scowl,
without offering his hand or
7 saying a word.

20 | That was what he thought
until he finished dressing and
2 walked out into the night, and
26 | saw McEver leaning against
g | the wall, waiting. They fell
in step.

“flow’d you do it?” Me-

30 Ever demanded finally.
a0 | “How’d I beat you? 1

McKEver was thoughtful.
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i wrestled.”

| “Yeah. I guess that's it.” Hec
hesitated, them went on pain-
[ fully. “You’ve had to take
| plenty ofl me, haven't you?”

“I've taken seme.”

McEver shook his
“You’ve taken plenty.
not the only one.”

Joc realized that McEver

head.
You're
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was taking it hard —harder

than would ever show. “For-
get it.”
They walked on. *“I was

thinking about going to a late
show,” McEver said awkward-
“‘Thunderbolt’s’ the pic-

How about going with

Joe grinned. “Nothing I'd
like Wetter. Come en.”

He didn’t tell McEver he'd
scen the show.

ture.
me?”
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NEW PERFECTED HYDRAULIC BRAKES
IMPROVED GLIDING KNEE.ACTION RIDE*
SHOCKPROOF STEERING*

GENUINE FISHER NO DRAFT VENTILATION
SOLID STEEL ouve-piece TURRET TOP BODIES
HIGII-COMPRESSION VALVE.IN-HEAD ENGINE

*Available in Master De Luze models
only.  Knee-Action. $20 additioral.

6[]/ NEW GREATLY REDUCED G.M.A.C. TIME PAYMENT PLAN
0

The lowest financtng cost tn G. M. A. C. history. Cempare
Chevrolet’s low delivered prices.

dad
! éé 7 W{ >
CHEVROLET/”

com-plete’ (kom-plet”) a. 1. With no part, item,
or element lacking; free from deficiency; entire.

Wedstr's Bicionary

HE younqg man’s dad is right! For, of all cars in the
entire lower price ranye, the new Chevrolet is the
only car that is rcally and genninely complete. It’s the
only car that brings you all the features that are essential
to complete metering cnjoyment. This word “complete” is
the only word that fully describes the new 1936 Chevrolet;
and it has come to mean Chevrolet to buyjers of cars in
the lower price field. See yeur Chevrolet dealer—today!

CHEVROLET MOTOR COMPANY, DETROIIT, MICHIGAN

J Yie 0%%/ C’Ozzz;}é@ »C/OZZ/;,U/Z/ZZZ(/ ca/to

Master De luxe Sport Sedon




THE AMERICAN Boy—Yeurn's
n EALI z E 1Y)

...that, of ALL the things you
can buy, a genuine, hard-hit-
ting DAISY AIR RIFLE is
about the only one that’ll
give you 365 days of REAL
fun every year??? ...,

It doesn’t watter whether it’s

day or night .. .snowing or

raining . . . 10 below zero or

100 i the shade . .. yeur
DAISY’S right there to de-
liver the goods.

PICK OUT YOUR DAISY

Here are four of
the 1ost  popular
DAISYS! Every oae
of them, from the
Lurd-hitting single
shot (thut costs only
ONE BUCK) to the
super-accarate No. 25
Pump Gun,ismadeol
the finest materials,
bymenskitlediomuk-
ing air rifles. Every
air rifle Daisy makes,
regardless of price, is
rigidlyguaranteed for
ONE YLAR against
any defects. Think
that over!l!

BULLS EYE @).SHOT

A gun of any kind ie
ouly as gnod as the
ammunitien uged init
... BULLSEYE COP-
PROTECT STEEL
SHOT is the efficial
Daisy axpmuanition, ..
“tailor-macdle” 1o fit
DA1SY shooting bar-
rels, When you use
BULLSEYE yeur
Daisy gives ysuevery-
thing it’s gyot—aund
that’s plentyll!

DAISY MANUFACTURING (

No. 2.) DA]SY Pu\w GUN
— S ————

P hurdent - hitting, nioutuccucate oot
i thie whole BAISY liac. Modeuttough,
blued gun owcl, with kniln fenl, and
winrowecter typ rear sights. Cenuine
Anwriven Wik stock.

No. 107 BUCK Jumf.a SPECIAL
- . *2.95

esigaed hy linisersal's preac vtar—. Buch
Joonea—1 be (ireatest cowboy uf thew all.
('8 a pump actiou sepeuter—with new
type air seal in magasine. Ivull-Boatiog
compass Snlsid in stock, along sidr a real
sundinl. Buck's name enkraved an
yolished blned steljucket.

No. 195 BUZZ BARTON SPECIAL

*1.95

Brye Rarraw’s ides of svhina 1000 b,
repeatershould be. Cacbine: covking uction
—tebiscopic-type: sighits.  Bus Badon'
sigoutnse: braded into naral tinished
stock. Acturnte sl bard-bitting —astd
a REAL buy!

No. 101 DAISY SINGLE SHOT

Don't let the low peice foul you. s
every incha CENDINE DAISY. 11's wsade
by thesame akilled workmen 1hatnskethc
hagher priced 1DAISYS, Finisbed in shiny
Liued gunetesl, with walmal stained stoy k.

5 COMPANION

Take these cold, blustery winter
nights . . . caii you think of ANY.
THING that’s half as much fun
as peppering the bullseye in your
OWN hasement??? And it’s so
casy to do, too=all it takes is a
packing box for a backstop and

a light over the target. Nothing

fussy to build. nor expeusive to
huy . .. just set "er up and shoot.
Aud remember this—YOUR DAD
LIKES TO SHOOT!!! After he's
read the paper, just tell him, sort
of ofl-hand like, that you're a
better shot than he is. Chances
are: he’ll beat yon to the hasement
1o make you prove it! (Better get
in some practice before you tak.:
him ou. though.)

T'ake a BUCK JONES SPECIAL
DAISY aloug with you on voiir
next hike: . . . take pot shots at all
the old Lree slumps you  conie

ucross . . . and then practice finid-
ing what time it is with the com-
pass aud the sundial inlaid in

the stock. With a little practice
vou'll be able to hit the exact
time right on the nose, every time.

And in the spring, sammere aml
fall, well, . . . there’s just no end

10 all the fun you can have with

a DAISY. .. Target practice in
the baek yard . .. hikes through
the woods . . . murkamanship
contests , .. all the things that are

REAL FUN.
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Yeuw're cheatiug yourself out of
plenty of this fun if you don’t get
a DAISY. Did you cver stop to
think that, by doing just a few
odd jobs, you can earm more'n
enough to buy it yourself??? It’s
casy! Cet busy and earn YOUR
DAISY...GET INTO THE FUN!!

RIFKFILE




