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Add to Your Profits
With Tailored Suits
For Ladies!

You can add many dol-
lars to your earnings
by taking orders for
our beautifully-styled,
fine quality, made-to-
measure suits and skirts
for women. Many times
husbands  sell suits to
men, their wives sell suits
and skirts to women . . .
and the profits roll in!
You can too! Outfit con-
tains styles, prices, and
simple instructions.

YOUR OWN SUITS
WITHOUT COST!

Our plan makes it easy for you to get
your own personal suits, topcoats, and
overcoats without paying Ic—in addi-
tion to your big cash earnings. Think of
it! Not only do we start you on the road
to making big money but we also make
it easy for you to get your own clothes
without paying one penny. No wonder
thousands of men write enthusiastic let-
ters of thanks.

Just Mail Coupon

You don’t invest a penny of your money
now or any time. You don’'t pay money for
samples, for outfits, or for your own suit
under our remarkable plan. So do as other
men have done—mail the coupon now.
Don’t send a penny. Just send us the coupon.

See How Easy
It Is to Make

£$3 0 ?!
IN A DAY!

Do you want to make more money in
full or spare time ... as much as $30.00 in a
day? Then mail the coupon below for this BIG
OUTFIT, sent you FREE, containing more than
100 fine quality fabrics, sensational values in
made-to-measure suits, topcoats, and overcoats.
Take orders from friends, neighbors, fellow-
workers. Every man prefers better-fitting,
better-looking made-to-measure clothes, and
when you show the many beautiful, high
quality fabrics—mention the low prices for
made-to-measure fit and style—and show our
guarantee of satisfaction, you take orders right
and left. You collect a big cash profit in ad-
vance on every order, and build up fine perma-
nent income for yourself in spare or full time.

No Experience Needed
It’'s amazingly easy to take measures, and you
don’'t need any experience to take orders.
Everything is simply explained for you to cash
in on this wonderful opportunity. Just mail
this coupon now and we’ll send you this big,
valuable outfit filled with more than 100 fine
fabrics and everything else you need to start.
You'll say this is the greatest way to make
money you ever saw. Rush the coupon today!

STONE-FIELD CORP. 535 Jhroop.s> Dept A6

In Canada

Write: DOUGLAS TAILOMNG _CO._

STONE-FIELD CORPORATION, Dept A-706

532 S. Throop St., Chicage 7, Illinois

Dear Sir: | WANT MONEY AND | WANT A SUIT TO
WEAR AND SHOW, without paying Ic for it. Rush Valu-

able Suit Coupon and Sample Kit with actual fabrics
ABSOLUTELY FREE.

Name ... -Age
Address
City ..... ..State

In Canada Write— Douglas Tailoring Co., Dept. A-706
P.O. Box 398, Montreal



ARE YOU TOO OLD
TO LEARN?

not at all, scientists say

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

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

[.C.S. GIVES YOU EXPERT GUIDANCE FREE! Do you have the
feeling you're “stuck” in your job? Your trained
I.C.S. counselor will appraise your abilities, help you
plan for the future.

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

3 FREE BOOKS

86-page, pocket-size guide to advancement, a
gold mine of tips on “How to Succeed.” Big
catalog outlining opportunities in your field
of interest. Also sample lesson (Mathematics).

For Real Job Security—Get an I.C. S. DiplomaJd

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 99425K, SCRANTON 9. PENNA.
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(Partial list of 277 courses)

Without cost or obligation, send me
ARCHITECTURE

“"HOW to SUCCEED" and the opportunity booklet about the field BEFORE which | have marked X (plus sample lesson):

AVIATION

CIVIL, STRUCTURAL
. m}

ENGINEERING

LEADERSHIP
Foremanshi

p
O Industrial Supervision
O Leadership and Organization
O Personnel-Labor Relations
MECHANICAL
AND SHOP
Gas—Electric Welding
Heat Treatment O Metallurgy
Industrial Engineering
Industrial Instrumentation
Industrial Supervision
Machine Dasign-Drafting
Machine Shop Inspection
Machine Shop Practice
Mechanical Engineering
Quality Control
Reading Shop Blueprints
Refrigeration
E--Sheekletal . Worker
D Tool Design OToolmaking
RADIO, TELEVISION
Electronics
Practical Radio—TV EngYng
Radio end TV Servicing
Radio Operating
Television-Technician

oooooooooooo

ooooo

mnd BUILDING O Aeronautical Engineering Jr. - IN \ "
CONSTRUCTION O Aircraft & Engine Mechanic O Civil Engineering
O Air Conditioning—Refrig. BUSINESS O Construction Engineering
O Architecture O Advertising O Highway Engineering
O Building Contractor O Bookkeeping and Accounting O Reading Struct. Blueprints
O Building Maintenance O Business Administration O Sanitary Engineering
O Carpenter end Mill Work O Business Correspondence O Structural Engineering
O Estimating O Certified Public Accounting O Surveying and Mapping
O Heating O Creative Salesmanship DRAFTING
O Painting Contractor O Federal Tax O Aircraft Drafting
O Plumbing O Letter-writing Improvement O Architectural Drafting
O Reading Arch. Blueprints O Managing Small Business O Electrical Drafting
O Steamfitting O Office Management O Mechanical Drafting
ART O Retail Business Management O Mine Surveying and Mapping
O Cartoonin O Sales Management O Ship Drafting
O Commercigal Art O Stenographic-Secretarial O Structural Drafting
O Fashion lllustratin 0 Traffic Management ELECTRICAL
9 CHEMISTRY O Electrical Engineering
8 Showcardland Sienattarine ° Amaly,ical Chemistry O Electrical Maintenance
O IkStehineand P.intinal *° chemi“ | Engineering O Electrician 0O Contracting
°© SiSSSStffisS "* O Chem. Lab. Techniciin O Linemen
AUTOMOTIVE O General Chemistry HIGH SCHOOL
O Auto Body Rebuilding O Natural Gas Prod. & Trans. O Commercial
O Auto Elec. Technician O Petroleum Engineering O Good English
O Auto-Engine Tune Up O Plastics O High School Subjects
O Automobile Mechanic O Pulp and Paper Making 0O Mathematics
Name___ - -Age- -Home Address-
City. _Zone_ -State-

Occupation.

-Working Hours.

[m]
[m]
[m]
[m]

Oooooooo Oooooo
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RAILROAD

Air Brakes O Car Inspector
Diesel Locomotive

Locomotive Engineer

Section Foreman

STEAM AND

DIESEL POWER
Combustion Engineering
Diesel-Elec. O Diesel Eng's
Electric Light and Power
Stationary Fireman
Stationary Steam Engineering
TEXTILE

Carding and Spinning
Cotton, Rayon, Woolen Mfg.
Finishing and Dyeing

Loom Fixing

Textile Designing

Textile Eng'rg O Throwing
Warping and Weaving
MISCELLANEOUS
Domestic Refrigeration
Marine Engineering

Ocean Navigation
Shipfitting

Short Story Writing
Telephony

-A.M. to P.M..

Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools, Canadian, Ltd.,

Montreal, Canada. . .

. Special tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces.
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EASY TO LEARN
QUICKLY ESTABLISHED

Gross $5 hourly!

If now employed:

you can profitably operate part
time while building a full time
business . . . with servicemen.

increase your in-
come be your
own boss. We'll
Help Finance You

Mothproof
Rugs and Upholstery

this modern convenient way

if you are reliable and deligent, we'll establish
you in a Duraclean service”dealership. A Duraclean
dealer will train and assist you right in your own
town. It's easy to-learn. He'll reveal his proven,
successful methods and sales pfan. He'll work with
you. our dealership becomes part of a 25-year-old
world-wide organization built upon REPEAT OR-
DERS and RECOMMENDATIONS from satis-
fied customers. Our MUTUAL ASSISTANCE
program gives you many unique advantages after
you are established. We offer substantial and con-
tinuous assistance as your business grows. Cou-
pon gives, details. .

While increasing your income, you have the
freedom and prestige of YOUR OWN business.
Alert dealers can earn $5 gross hourly profit on
service theP/ render plus $3 on EACH service man
at National Price Guide charges. We help finance
honest reliable men.

Duraclean cleans by absorption! Aerated foam
absorbs the dirt holding it in suspension until
sponged away. It eliminates harsh, machine scrub-
bing, soaking, and shrinkage. Dirt, grease and
many unsightly spots vanish as if by magic.
Wool fibers come to life .. . matted pile rises...
colors revive. Upholstery and floor covering look
newer, last longer.

Duraproof another year 'round service Kills
moths and carpet beetles, and makes materials
resistant to both. Duraproof is the only moth-
proof service backed by an International Money
Back 6 YEAR WARRANTY.

Upholstery and floor coverings are serviced “in
the home,” "office or public buildings. Customers
like this convenience of not having furnishings
marred in trucks and out of use for days or weeks.
Almost every building houses a potential cus-
tomer needing one or both modern services.
Nationally Advertised. Your services are adver-
tised in magazines such as Life, McCalls, House
Beautiful, House and Garden, New Yorker, Ladies
Home Journal, etc., to help create customers for
you... to explain the superior methods of YOUR
modern service . .. and to develop customer con-
fidence in YOUR business.

Portable equipment... no shop needed. Some
dealers establish a shop or office as their business
grows. Start full or part time. Its easy to learn
... quickly established.

FREE Booklet! Send for it.

If you are interested in an opportunity like this, fill
out the coupon today! A letter and 16 page illus-
trated booklet will explain everything. We furnish
electric machines, advertising matter, store cards,
instruction slips, sales book, demonstrators, and
enough materials to return your TOTAL investment.
You can have TOUR OWN business operating within
a few days. Mail coupon NOW —get the facts, then
decide. No obligation. Easy Terms!

"OWN a Business"Coupon

| Duraclean Ce., 6-70D Duraclean Bldg., Deerfield, Il j

Clean and

W ltheut obligation to me, send booklet and letter giv- |
Ing full details.. Tell iue how 1 uiay OWN a griming i
business of my own built upon satisfied customers, ]

J Name..... J
I Address......cce. ]
i i
| City tate j

ADVENTURE

' The Man's Magazine of Exciting Fiction and Fact

VOLUME 131, NUMBER 6 DECEMBER 1956

HENRY STEEGER, Publisher
ALDEN H. NORTON, Editor MORTON MACE, Art Director
M. MOCHRIE, Managing Editor HAL STEEGER, Executive Editor BRUCE CASSIDAY, Fiction Editor
Non-Fiction Editor: PETE HOLMES Executive Art' Editor: BERNARD WHITE
Layout Design: JACK LEVINE Art Assistant D. BEIRO
Associate Editors: D. G. SCHWARTZ, J. PAVINCICH, L. LUCRE Special Features: M. GRAVES

SHORT STORIES

GUNS FOR THE YUMA KID William Heuman 16
THE LAST KILL oeiiiiiiiiiieee e Robert F. Mirvish 24
DEAD MAN'S WOMAN Fred Zimmerman 32

LAST PLANE FOR PENGU Berkely Mather 42

THE HELL STONE Fredrick Gallin 48

DEVIL ON WHEELS Paul Haggerty 18
NEVADA STYLE GIRL oo e 2B
SNAKE TAKE .o D. Haldemand 38
ROADSIDE SEX TRAPS ... Philip Casclo 13
THE SLAVE WHO MADE ROME TREMBLE Edward Melcarth 22
THE BRIDE OF FIRE ...oocoiiiiiiiiiiiiie e Lynn Pinchot 34
HOT LITTLE MUFFIN ........ Lewis Thompson and Charles Boswell 36

THE KILLER OF THE FLOES
Ted Ziegler as told to Michael Duball 44

FEATURES
ADVENTURES IN MEDICINE ......ccocooi i J. R. Gaver 6
V WINE-AND HOW TO USE IT .J. R. Gaver 27
FAMOUS FIRSTS Gene Longtine 54
DIVING DECOY oo e Paul Gilmore 87
JEEP e Webb B. Garrison 89

DEPARTMENTS

ASK ADVENTURE ..o 7
CAMPFIRE oo 8
MEN’S MART 10

ASK ADVENTURE EXPERTS
Cover painting by Robert E. Schulz
Any resemblance between any character in fictional matter and any

person, living or dead, is entirely coincidental and unintentional.

Production Manager: P. J. GLEASON
Promotion Manager: ED DOWNE
Subscription Manager: JOSEPH MUCCIGROSSO

Associate Publisher: THOMAS F. HARRAGAN

Research Manager: J. K. TOBACK

Newsstand Sales Manager: IRA J. MOSHIER
Wilson & Stark, 40 East 50th St., New York, N. Y.

Harley L. Ward, Inc., 360 North Michigan Ave., Chicago, Il

ADV. REPRESENTATIVES
Houston & Walsh, 11l North La Cienega Blvd., Beverly Hills, Calif.

Please mail Form 3579 notices to: ADVENTURE,
New York 17, N. Y.

CHANGE OF ADDRESS: POSTMASTER -
205 East 42nd Street,

Published monthly by New Publications, Inc., at 1250 Camden Ave. S.W., Canton 8, Ohio. Editorial and Ex-
ecutive Offices, 205 East 42nd Street, New York 17, N. Y. Henry Steeger, President, John J. McVarish, Treas-
urer. Entered as second-class matter at the Post Office at Canton, Ohio. Copyright 1956, by New Publications.
Inc. This issue is published simultaneously In the Dominion of Canada. Copyright under International
Copyright Convention and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. All rights reserved, including the right of
reproduction, in whole or In part, in any form. Single copy 25c. Annual subscription for U.S.A., its posses-
sions $3.00; $1.00 a year additional in Canada and all other countries. Title registered in U. S. and
Canadian Patent Offices. Address all correspondence to New Publications, 205 East 42nd Street, New York
17, N. Y. When submitting manuscripts, enclose stampeu, self-addressed envelope for their return, if found
unacceptable. The publishers will exercise care in the handling of unsolicited manuscripts, but assume no
responsibility for their return. Printed in U.S.A

4 ADVENTURE



Learn Radio-Television

Servicing or Communications
by Practicing at Home

In Spare Time

N.R.I. SENDS kits with which you prac-
tice building circuits common to Radio
and TV sets. You LEARN-BY-DOING
to locate Radio-TV troubles. As part of
N.R.I. Servicing Course, you build Vacuum
Tube Voltmeter and AC-DC receiver. Use
VTVM to conduct experiments,

earn extra money fixing

sets in spare time.

Fast Growing Field Offers You
Good Pay, Success, Bright Future

Bigger than ever and still grow-
ing fast. That's why Radio-TV

f JIB has special appeal to ambitious

- men n°l satisfied with their

"Ay J°b and earnings. More than

4,000 Radio and TV stations.

- More than 150 million home

RADIO-TV BROADCASTING (see above) offers j i mm §nd altjgo (B§diosr 40 million
important positions as Operators and Technicians. - L. smith y sets_ Color Ty promises
RADIO-TV SERVICING Technicians (see below) Foundsr added opportunities. For the

needed in every community. Their services are

respected, their skill appreciated. trained man, there are good jobs, bright fu-

tures in Radio-TV Servicing or Broadcasting.

Training PLUS opportunity is the ideal
combination for success. So plan now to get
into Radio-TV. The technical man is looked
up to. He does important work, gets good
pay for it. Radio-Television offers that kind
of work. NRI-can supply training quickly,
without expense of going away to school.
Keep your job while training. You learn
at home in your spare time. NRI is the
OLDEST and LARGEST home study Radio-
TV school. Its methods have proved success-
ful for more than 40 years.

TRAINED THESE MEN FOR SUCCESS
SEND FOR

"1 was repairing Radios

by 10th lesson. Now

have good TV job.” KUBID
M. R. LINDEMUTH,
Fort Wayne, Ind.

spa
pans oni Radio and TV.
Soon servicing full
time.” CLYDE HIG-
GINS, Waltham, Mass.

ituiiuiiali
Dept.

Mail me Sample

Added Income Soon - $10, $15
a Week in Spare Time

Soon after enrolling, many NRI students
start to earn $10, $15 a week in spare time
fixing sets. Some pay for their training and
enjoy extra luxuries this way. Some make
enough to start their own Radio-TV shops.
NRI training is practical—gets quick results.
Easy to understand, well illustrated lessons
teach you basic principles. And you LEARN-
BY-DOING by practicing with Kkits of equip-
ment which "bring to life” things you study.

Find Out What NRI Offers

NRI has trained thousands for successful
careers in Radio-TV. Study fast or slow—as
you like. Diploma when you graduate. Mail
coupon now. Paste it on a postcard or mail in
envelope. ACTUAL LESSON FREE. Also 64
page catalog that shows opportunities, shows
equipment you get. Cost of NR courses low.
Easy terms. NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE,
Dept. 6MR4 , Washington 9, D. C.

BOTH FREE

ITISTITUTe

6MR4, Washington 9, D.C.
Lesson and 64-Page Catalog

I FREE. (No salesman will call. Please write plainly.)

"1 had a successful "There are a number of 1

Radio repai_rshop. Now NRI graduates here. | I Name
I'm Engineer for can thank NRI for this
WHPE.” V.W.WORK- job.” JACK WAG- Address__

MAN, High Point, N.C. NER, Lexington, N. C.

Age___

State

Zone

VETERANS Approved Under G I Bl"s iiityApproved Member Notional Hoﬁstudy C.c.runcil
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allergy misconceptions: Dr. Samuel
J. Prigal of New York lists several
common notions on allergy that require
correction:

(1) Children outgrow their allergy.
Although some children do, most chil-
dren do not and complications, such as
sinusitis, develop which could be
avoided by proper allergic management.

(2) Skin testing is dangerous and
should be avoided, particularly in chil-
dren. "Although there is an element of
danger, this should not be a deterrent
if skin testing is understood and ade-
quate precautions are taken.”

(3) No allergic investigation or treat-
ment is indicated if the patient’'s symp-
toms are controllable by medication.
This depends upon the medication, but
is not true for patients with chronic
allergies as it is understandably not
desirable for anyone to take medication
for a lifetime. As Dr. Prigal states, "It
is far better to search for the cause and
to remove it or to modify the allergy
where possible by specific injections.”

(4) Positive skin tests indicate spe-
cific allergy. This is often true but must
be considered in connection with other
portions of the clinical picture.

(5) Patients with symptoms caused
by pollens should not be treated during
the pollen season. Usual preseasonal in-
jections should not be given at this time
but patients can be given effective ther-
apy with co-seasonal small doses fre-
quently administered.

new heart drug: A study, backed by a
grant from the Cardiovascular Research
Foundation of Thomas Leeming and
Company, Incorporated, New York,
which was made by Drs. Harvey L. Ful-
ler and Leon E. Kassel of Sinai Hospital,
Baltimore, Maryland, found that a drug
with the trade name Metamine was use-

6

ful as a booster for nitroglycerin in
relieving the severe pain of angina
pectoris.

As you know, angina pectoris is a
heart condition marked by severe chest
pain and a feeling of suffocation and
impending death. Attacks are usually
precipitated by exertion.

Metamine has the same effect as
nitroglycerin but it is slower acting and
its span of action (four to six hours) is
much longer. Because of the longer
action, regular use of Metamine dimin-
ishes the frequency of use of nitrogly-
cerin, the researchers say. Intolerance to
Metamine is rare, as are undesirable
side-effects on the skin, blood, and
gastro-intestinal tract.

It has a slight tendency to lower blood
pressure. The drug was given to seventy-
one patients, of whom fifty-one had
known histories of angina pectoris and
twenty never had been treated for coron-
ary heart disease. The average number
of angina attacks among the patients
dropped from 7.1 a day before using

Metamine to 3-4 a day with it. Thirteen
showed improvement.

YOUNG PERSONS MAY SUFFER LITTLE
strokes: Dr. W. C. Alvarez, in "Geri-
atrics Magazine,” advised that many
young persons in their twenties and
thirties suffer little strokes, yet these
are too often confused with heart at-
tacks because of their age. It takes cour-
age on the part of a doctor to make the
diagnosis of a little stroke in the case
of a person in the early thirties, whereas
the same story in a person of sixty-five
would excite no comment and the diag-
nosis would not be questioned. One way
in which a little stroke differs from a
heart attack is that you get a severe pain
in the chest, but in walking or climbing
there is no added pain or shortness of
breath and as the months go on and
discomfiture increases it can be found
that the disability and distress are not
in the heart but in the brain.

remedy for gout: If you suffer from
gout or chronic gouty arthritis, inves-
tigators have found that Benemid, put
out by Sharp & Dohme of Philadelphia,
produces dramatic results, often allow-
ing bedridden cases to walk again and
patients with stiff and painful joints to
return to work, even when this requires
skilled use of the hands.

In many cases prolonged therapy with
Benemid "may reduce the need for sur-
gical interference” and it has been
found that toxic reactions are unusual,
although to maintain its full effect it is
wiser not to take aspirin or other sali-
cylates at the same time this is used.
Remember that you should consult your
physician about it before deciding this
is what you need, since it is only sold
by prescription. —J. R. GAYER

ADVENTURE
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HOW TO BECOME A DIVER

I would appreciate information on how to
become a diver.
Marvin R. Hand

I do not want to seem discouraging, but
there seems to be very little chance for a
newcomer to get into full-time commercial
diving. The U. S. Navy trains several dozen
divers a year, and these men are more
than adequate to supply civil needs when
they are discharged. Many salvage concerns
get their divers from their regular employees
through an on-the-job training method. Most
of these divers work only a small part of
the time underwater and all know other

skills, such as welding, sheet metal work,
carpentry, rigging, etc.

Some special jobs have opened up in
diving, such as geology surveys for oil com-
panies. These are handled by young geolo-
gists who learn free diving as a side line. In
this case, the man already has some other
skill before he gets into diving. Scientific
diving is done entirely by scientists, who
cannot afford the wages a union diver would
require. Again, they know exactly what they
are looking for, so are better for the job than
a man who knows diving and nothing else.

Thus, the only way that I know of to get
into diving is through the U. S. Navy. | do
not know if you could enlist directly into
a diving unit, but | doubt it very much. You
might be able to enlist (for four years) into
U. D. T. or into submarines, providing you
can pass the physical. These are both gopd
places to get into the diving end of under-
sea work. Having been in the Navy, | know
too well how those pre-enlistment promises
can pan out, so you should fully acquaint
yourself with the facts of what branch you
may choose in the Navy, and what rights you
have toward choice of jobs.

Hilbert Schenck, Jr

ABSENCE OF A COMPANY j

Why is there no Company J in the Army
organization? Is it because J sounds too much
like K and may amount to confusion in the
Second Battalion? Or (Continued on page 9)
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. *eput the Egyptians
knew It ages ago!

POWERS to overcome sickness!
Means to escape poverty! Knowledge
to bring happiness and peace of mind!
Skill and genius to create a civiliza-
tion which we still copy today! These
are only some of the accomplish-
ments of the ancient Egyptians.

Above and beyond these physical
achievements was the secret wisdom
possessed by the Egyptian mystery
schools. In these centers of learning
men and women were taught the
laws of life and how to master them.
With this mastery they were able to
shape their destinies as they wished
them to be. It takes no greater mental
effortto achieve resultswhen you know
how. Successful living is the oldest
art in the world. It consists of devel-
oping initiative, foresight and the
ability to combine experiences into
new and workable ideas.

These laws operate as unfailingly
as the laws which govern the sun,
moon and planets. They were dis-
covered centuries ago by certain wise
men of Egypt, and preserved down
through the ages by the Rosicrucians.

The Rosicrucians
|AM ORCJ
SAN JOSE, CALIFORNIA, U. S. A.

Time has since crumbled Egypt’'s
walls, but it couldn’t destroy this for-
mula for the control of life. In your
hands, this knowledge could alter
the entire course of your affairs.

The Rosicrucians offer to you—if
you have the courage to break away
from limited forms of thinking —
these same simply expressed truths
of life which have led thousands to
a joyous method of better living.

Lei This FREE Book Help You

Learn how you may share the pri-
vate instructions of The Rosicrucians,
a non-profit fraternity of men and
women whose influence extends into
every land. Let this be the turning
point in your life! For your copy of
"The Mastery of Life" use the coupon
below or write to Scribe V.Y.D.

Scribe V.YJJ. s
The Rosicrucians (AMORC)
San Jose, California, U.S.A.

Please send me, without obligation, my copy
of "The Mastery of Life" which explains how
I may receive and use your intelligent and age-
old method for attaining mastership of life.



EARN CASH FIXING CARS
S | TRAIN THE CTI WAY

Y eed not give ((.

up your present

job to learn the

high-pay trade of Auto

Mechanics! You can

train at home in spare

time—and actually

earn cash asyou learn.

CTI Shop-Method

training is so practical

that many students make up to $15 a week and
more repairing cars for friends and neighbors!

EARN BIG PAY
-WORK STEADY

VECHANCS

A Trade You Can Learn at Home

You can stop looking for that better job with
high pay and lifetime security. It's waiting for
you in the great auto industry. Tens of thou-
sands of mechanics are needed to repair and
service the 60 million cars and trucks on the
road. One-third of these vehicles are in the
heavy-repair classification, according to a lead-
ing auto magazine!

So, stop looking and start training. You can
learn to be an auto mechanic at home in your
spare time—in just a few short months. The
CTI Shop-Method Home-Training Plan teaches
you to repair engines, transmissions, brakes and
the various systems—eooling, electric and lubri-
cating. This plan is so practical that you can
do actual repair work soon after you enroll.
And in addition, you can have either Diesel
Mechanics or Body & Fender Rebuilding in-
struction at no extra cost! So, mail coupon
today for valuable free books!

YOU PRACTICE WITH THIS TUNE-UP KIT

As part of your train-
ing, CTI sends you this
professional Tune-Up
Kit of precision instru-
ments. It includes a
Compression Tester, a
Vacuum Gauge and
Fuel Pump Tester, an
Ignition Timing Light,
and a portable steel
case. With this kit you
can quickly locate en-
gine troubles just as an
expert mechanic does.

YOU DO REPAIR JOBS WHILE LEARNING

You also receive this top-
quality set of mechanic’s
tools. These excellent tools
will increase your interest,
help you get valuable ex-
perience and make it pos-
sible for you to earn spare
time dollars during your training. No extra cost!

TWO VALUABLE FREE BOOKS

Find out how you can succeed
in America’s greatest industry...
how you can train at home to
become a mechanic. Just fill out
and mail coupon. CT1 will send
you two books which give you
complete details on your oppor-
tunities and prove that you can
learn. Act today!

Institute

Depf. A-374 ]

Commercial Trades

1400 Greenleaf Ave.
Chicago 26, lllinois

Mail mo your bigbook, “Big Money in Auto Me-

—_——— ==
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THREE YEARS AGO Fred Zimmerman by-
passed a profitable public relations job in
Washington, D.C., hung up a "Gone
Fishing” sign and took off for Florida for
a few weeks of fishing. He's been there
ever since with his lovely wife, Eloise, and
their eight-year-old daughter, Sigrid. That
qualifies as the longest fish story we've
heard to date although it's not in the
least exaggerated.

At present, the Zimmermans are hap-
pily preparing to leave for Durango,
Mexico, where they’ll spend a year or so.
Their friends see nothing fishy in this new
venture; it's a well-earned rest and change
of scene since Fred has been hard at work
in South Florida finishing up an historical
novel.

Fred describes his personal history in
the parlance of the professional writer:
“The motivation is excellent, but it ap-
pears to lack conflict.” This seems to be
an overly modest statement when the facts
are reviewed, Fred has worked as a roust-
about in the West Texas oil fields, as a
mule skinner in the wheat harvest, as a
swamper in the lumber camps and as a
pick-and-shovel man in the gold camps of
Idaho.

He entered the newspaper field when
he was eighteen as a reporter on the
Moundsville, West Virginia Journal and
has held every conceivable writing job
since, including a public relations berth
with the U. S. Infantry.

His story, "Dead Man’'s Woman,” page
32, grew out of Fred's interest in West
Virginia's Wetzel County, where he was
born.

"The tales of such old border scouts
as Wetzel, Girty, Zane, Creasup and
Kenton formed many of our wonderful
‘hill country’ legends,” says Fred. "John-
ny Hallmarth, the hero of 'Dead Man’s

Zimmerman: Sportsman and writer.

Woman’ is but a composite of Johnnie
Zane and Lew Wetzel. The story itself
goes back to the time when a Scranton
Pennsylvania coal miner told me, in all
seriousness, that he 'might have to go
down to the Farmington fields and git
m’'self a woman—seein’ as-they have been
havin’ so much troubles there.””

EDWARD MELCARTH, author of "The Slave
Who Made Rome Tremble,” page 22,
first gained public recognition as a paint-
er; he exhibited his work here and abroad,
and taught art at Columbia University and
the University of Washington in Seattle.

Spartacus, the slave who led a rebel
army against the Roman legions, became
a hero to Ed because they shared a com-
mon hatred of Ancient Rome. Ed’'s an-
tipathy to the Empire is not as grim as
was Spartacus’, but it has an understand-
able foundation, nevertheless. It seems
Ed’s formative years were spent at Eng-
lish schools where eight and nine year olds
are expected to spend four hours a day
studying Latin. As a result, he developed
an undying hatred of Ancient Rome.

This was a sentiment fully shared by
Spartacus as Ed’s story will attest and is
one of the reasons why Spartacus emerges
as a three-dimensional human being rather
tnan a musty, historical personage.

ROBERT MIRVISH, who wrote "The Last
Kill” on page 24, was born in Washington,
D.C., but has spent most of his life in
Canada and on the high seas. He has been
a radio officer in the merchant marine and
has hit just about every major port. Dur-
ing World War Il he made three trips to
Murmansk, Russia, aboard the SS Francis
Scott Key. (This ship was so well known
on the Russian run that the Russians
referred to it as "that Russian ship, the
Franshishkoski.” )

Mirvish is now thirty-four years old
and has been writing since his early
twenties. He has published stories in na-
tional magazines and is the author of five
novels published by William Sloane Asso-
ciates: "Red Sky at Midnight,” "The
Long Watch,” "Texana,” "The Eternal
Voyagers,” and "A House of Her Own.”

“DEATH FOR THE YUMA KID,” on page
16, one of the really top-notch westerns
to come out of Brooklyn, that fertile land
where imagination thrives, was written by
Bill Heuman. Bill's been writing for more
than twenty-five years, the last fifteen as
a full time free lancer.

His western material is done from
years of research and reading since he
was born and raised in Brooklyn. His
humorous stories about life in Brooklyn
have appeared in "Argosy,” the "Post,”
and "Colliers.” He is now living in Hunt-

ington, L. I. with his wife and two
children. | |
ADVENTURE



ASK ADVENTURE

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 7

is it due to tradition; perhaps somewhere in
the Army's history a Company ] was wiped
out?

C. M. Hutchins
Groton, Conn.

I have heard many so-called "explanations”
as to why there is no such company in the
United States Army. It could not be because
J sounds so much like K, for what about
B, C, D, E, and G—all of which are some-
what similar? Nor, as | have also heard, is it
because a J Company proved disloyal during
the Revolution, since there never was a J
Company.

Actually, it would appear that the reason
was due to the fact that the letter J is real-
ly a variation of the Latin I, which was used
both as a vowel (as in IONIC) or a con-
sonant (IOHN for JOHN) in Old English.
By the early Eighteenth Century the letters |
and J tended to become separate, though the
evolution was very slow. When the Army
was first organized no J Company was in-
cluded, to avoid possible confusion, and the
tradition has persisted until this day.

Milton F. Perry

LAST BATTLE WITH THE INDIANS

Would you tell me when the last battle
between the United States Cavalry and the
American Indians was fought? Where was
this and with what tribe did it occur?

Earl Maxey
Flint, Michigan

Probably the last time the Cavalry was
called upon to handle hostile-appearing
Indians was in 1907 when the Utes in Colo-
rado and Utah became restless over an order
to send their children to certain schools. But
there was no uprising and no bloodshed.

It is generally conceded that the last major
battle between the Cavalry and the Indians
was the Battle of Wounded Knee in 1890,
although in October, 1898 Chipawas at
Leech Lake, Minnesota, had a small skirmish
with detachments of the 3rd Infantry.

By 1890, all of the Indians were in reser-
vations. During this period a native "prophet”
or "messiah” in Nevada went from tribe
to tribe preaching that the old days of com-
plete freedom were due to return.

The Sioux, which were in the Dakotas,
were especially swayed by this message and
an assembly of the various groups was called.
Among the delegates were Chiefs Sitting Bull
and Big Foot. Two troops of the 8th Cavalry
arrived and arrested Sitting Bull. During the
ensuing turmoil, Sitting Bull and several
others were Killed.

Big Foot's band fled into the Badlands
and were caught at Wounded Knee Creek
in mid-December, 1890. They were ordered
to surrender and, on December 29th, were
instructed to lay down their arms. Some re-
sisted and a fight began. By the time it was
over some 200 to 300 Indian men, women
and children and twenty-nine soldiers were
dead and the last major Indian uprising was
over.

Milton F. Perry =m [ ]
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An inspirational booklet describing

the Blackstone Legal Training Course

and Service and containing some
legal tips and pointers

A FREE

LAW BOOK

FOR YOU!

SEND FOR THIS BOOK TODAY

"The law-Treined Man" pictured
in reduced size above, is an illustrated
law book which the Blackstone School
of Law has just published for compli-
mentary distribution. You may have a
copy free upon request.

All the questions you ever asked
yourself about the opportunities for the
law-trained rnan in business or in the
practice of the legal profession are an-
swered in this authoritative book. The
following list of section titles gives a
definite idea of the scope and value of
the contents:

The Object of Law Study— How
to prepare for the Bar — Success
of Graduates — The Blackstone 60
Subject Curriculum — Big 16-Vol-
ume Modern American Law Library
Furnished - M.A.L. Study Aids —
Appearing in Court as Your Own At-
torney— Bachelor of Laws (LL.B.)
Diploma - How to Enroll.

Frankly, “The Law-Trained Man”
was written by us for the sole purpose
of arousing interest in the internation-
ally famous Blackstone home-study law
course. Among training courses, law is
the aristocrat. The demand for men
trained in the law grows constantly.
Since 1890 the Blackstone home-study
law course has been meeting and satis-
fying this demand. Today the School
can point to more than 60,000 substan-
tial, professional men and women who
have received financial, personal or busi-
ness benefits from Blackstone training.

The Outstanding Course

There is a reason for this remarkable
success of students and that reason is to
be found in the excellence of the in-
struction material provided. Each
Blackstone student is supplied with the
exclusive 16-volume series of MOD-
ERN AMERICAN LAW texts, referred

to in citations as “M.A.L.”. This set of
books, treating modern day law, forms
the basis of the course.

The study of these texts is directed
by means of elaborate lesson material
which among other things contains ex-
amination questions similar to those
asked in bar and C.P.A. examinations.
The experience gained by the student
in doing this written work almost guar-
antees his success when he sits for a
state examination. Graduates are
awarded the Bachelor of Laws (LL.B.)
degree. The tuition cost is moderate;
convenient monthly termsare available.

Write For Free Booklet Today

So send for your FREE copy of “The
Law-Trained Man” now, without hesi-
tation. And without hesitation you will
receive this exciting book by return
mail. Submit your request in a letter,
on a post card, or use the convenient
coupon below and let it come forward
while this very valuable book’ is still
available for complimentary distribu-
tion. BLACKSTONE SCHOOL OF
LAW, 225 North Michigan Avenue.
Chicago 1, lllinois.

BLACKSTONE SCHOOL OF LAW

Dept. 428, 225 No. Michigan Ave.. Chicago I, Illinois

GENTLEMEN: Please send me a
FREE copy of the revised edition of
“The Law-Trained Man,” together
with details of your home-study LL.B.
(Izourse in business and professional
aw.
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STA6 PARTY CLASSICS

COLLECTORS THRILLING
EXCLUSIVE! REVEALING

PHOTOS
SUPPRESSED MOVIES

From private files of Bernard of Holly-
wood, come torrid, unretouched photos,

slides & films. LILI ST. CYR, JOANNE

ARNOLD, PAT HALL, MARA COROAY, &

others, perform as you'll never see again!
COLOR SLIDES, 5-2x2's $2.00
ACTION PHOTOS, 8- 4x5V  $2.00
STAG MOVIES; 8mm - 50 $3.00
STAG MOVIES, 16mm -100'. $6.00
PINUPS, 68 pgs.. 11x14......... $1.25

BERNARD OF HOLLYWOOD

Box 46977, Los Angeles 46, Cal. Dpt. F-1 1

GIVE BLOOD

See Your Local Red Cross
Chapter, Today!

[AUTHENTIC
REPLICAS

Reproduced in Ac-
tual Size, Design and
Balance. Made of
Solid Cast Alumi-
num. Finished in

This is a Bermuda carriage bell—a mellow-
toned gong that'll add a novel touch to any
car, whether it be a collegiate Model A or
the family hack. We guarantee that its two-
toned clangor will attract more attention
on the highway than any horn made. Eas-
ily installed through floorboards so plung-
er will be at your toe-tip. $8.95 ppd. Prince

Enterprises, 103 Park Ave.,

Men’s

N. Y.

HEARING

IMPROVED

. thousand™* report.

Blessed

relief from

years of suffering from
poor hearing and
miserable ear noises,
caused by catarrh of
the head ! That's what

these

folks (many

past 70) reported after
using our simple EImo

START
[collecting
NOw!

O German P-38

O Colt Cobra 38
O German Luger
O German Mausei

onooooogg

Italian Brevettata
Japanese Nambu
Frontier .44 Colt
Belgium Automatic

Colt .45 Automatic
Czechoslovakian Pistol
S4cW .38 Police Special

anish Moxe
issian Tckar%(l

B?

Spactqll a tor SS.00 ppd.l 1

LYTLE NOVELTY

UNCLAIMED

2656A-11 Fashion Avenua
Long Bench 10, California

Send Cash, Check or M.O.
| No COD'S « No Canada Orders
Add 4% Sales Tax in California

Palliative HOME TREATMENT. This
may be the answer to your prayer.
Nothing to wear. Here are SOME of
the symptoms that may likely go with
your catarrhal deafness and ear noises:
Mucus dropping in throat. Head feels
stupﬂed up by mucus. Mucus in nose
or throat every day. Hear — but don't
understand words. Hear better on clear
days — worse on rainy days, or with a
cold. Ear noises like crickets, bells,
whistles, clicking or escaping steam or
many others. If your condition is caused
by catarrh of the head, you, too, may
likely enjoy such wonderful relief as
many others have reported during our
past 18 years. WRITE TODAY FOR
PROOF OF RELIEF AND 30 DAY
TRIAL OFFER. THE EIMO COMPANY
DEPT. 78D9 DAVENPORT, IOWA

BINOCULARS SHIPMENT —5000 PAIR

We have been able to purchase a huge shipment of assorted binoculars of the popular
nationally known brand which we have advertised for the past several years. These were
‘collecting storage charges and were purchesed by The Akron for about half their regular
value. As both local and by-mail customers of our two Los Angeles stores know, we always
pass all savings on—and guarantee satisfaction or money-back. These glasses are of the
highest Japanese quality. Wide field, double prism, triple lens eye-pieces. All lense9
costed both sides. Calibrated for individual focus, and interpupllary distance. Cases are
genuine pigskin with two pigskin straps and four protective lens caps. They are NEW and

perfect in every respect. All orders filled within 3 days.

SIX MODELS ON SPECIAL

7 Power large objective. Identical to U.S. Army isaua.
X. 3U Most popular U.S. model. Regularly $40

SPECIAL PRICE—$ 19.78 postpaid Plus 10%Fed. Tax.

8 x 30

EXTRA WIDE STANDARD
ANGLE A fine glass for all
The new Bausch A sporting events.
Lomb style with 535 Full size, wide
foot field at 1000 yds! field, beautifully
A prize find alwaysln made. Regularly

short supply. Re

larly $59. SPECIAL
PRICE—$24.92 post-
paid-plus 10% Fed.

I Tax.

AKRON 4410 SUNSET BLVD.,

$35. SPECIAL
PRICE —$16.90
“postpaid |
Fed. Tax.

I 10 x 50
| STANDARD

m A powerful glass
®m in standard length.
| Excellent hunting
ccessory. Re
55. SPECIAL
RICE —$21 .84
ostpaid plus 10%
m Fed. Tax.

8 x 40
WIDE ANGLE

Bausch A Lomb
style. Wide angle.
An extremely pop-
ular model for
hunting. Regularly
$69. SPECIAL
PRICE —$26.90
postpaid plus 10%
Fed. Tax.

20 x 60
LONG JOHN
The most powerful
binocular made.
Ideal for range use,
for boat owners,
varmint hunting.
Regularly $98.
SPECIAL PRICE-
$39.99 postpaid
plus 10% Fed. Tax.

TO ORDER: Send check, cash or money order. Send $5 deposit on ea. pair for C.0.D.
Binoculars shipped complete with cases and 2 straps, well packed and insured. RETURN
WITHIN 10 DAYS FOR FULL REFUND IF YOU DO NOT CONSIDER THESE THE MOST
REMARKABLE BARGAINS YOU HAVE EVER SEEN. Calif, resid. add 4% state tax.

LOS ANGELES 27. CALIF.

17.

m3 -

Here's a handy tool, fellas: pliers, adjust-
able wrench, wire cutter and screwdriver all
in one fistful. Made .of drop-forged alloy
steel, nickel-chromium plated, it measures
6y2". Pliers take up to 1", wrench to Vi". It
won't replace all the tools in your box, but
we’'ve got to admit it's handy to have in a
car, around an outboard, etc. $3.95 ppd. K.D.
McLean, Box 991 Grand Central Sta., N. Y.

With a screwdriver and crescent wrench you
can assemble this 21£-hp outboard motor,
and save a lot of dough along the way. Kit
contains all necessary parts, and all of the
parts are guaranteed. Simple, complete in-
structions for assembly are included. Comes
for $59.95 express collect. Order from the
Continental Manufacturing Corp., Washing-
ton Blvd. at Motor Ave., Culver City, Calif.

These are really excellent boots, made by
the fine craftsmen of Mexico. All work is
done by hand. Boots (9" high) have a spe-
cial last with a large ankle width which lets
boots go on and off easily. Fully lined with
soft kidskin. Available in tan or black.
Sizes 5-12, and in all widths. Specify. Good
value at $15 ppd. a pair. McLean Mexico
Shopper, 512 N. Main, McAllen, Texas.
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SHOP BY MAIL WITH ADVENTURE

All products shown here may be obtained directly from indicated sources. Send check or

money order with your order.

Manufacturer will refund full purchase price on prompt return

of unused, non-personalized items. Please mention ADVENTURE when ordering. This depart-

ment is not composed of paid advertising.

The big problem for any inventor is how to
get a qualified and interested manufacturer
for his invention. This book tells how to go
about it and includes a list of certified manu-
facturers in a number of fields. Well-written,
book covers about everything an inventor
needs to know about patents, etc. Sells for
$2.95 ppd. Order from Publisher, Science &
Mechanics, 450 East Ohio St., Chicago 11, 111.

Those of you who were in the U. S. cavalry
will recognize these boots as regular issue—
now they are being sold as surplus, and are
a good value for $10 ppd. from Morris Sur-
plus, 36 Bowery, New York 13, N. Y. Boots
are 16" high, made of top-quality leather,
and have good thick soles. Available in sizes
5-14. Be sure to specify your correct size
when ordering. Fine for hiking, hunting, etc.

There’s little softer than one of these sheep-
skin rugs which will dress up any room in
d¢he house. Fluffy and light, they measure
roughly eight to nine square feet. The peo-
ple that sell them recommend them for the
little woman. They are available in white
for $12.95 and in natural (honey-color) for
$11.95. >dd 50 cents for postage. Brandicalf,
Dept. K-I, 157 Federal St., Boston, Mass.
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For the jokers in the audience, here’'s a little
box that has ten various harmless jokes and
props. It includes such items as a dummy
cigarette, fake “black eye,” arealistic fly pin
and others. If you like to play practical
jokes, this is as good a collection of them
as you can probably find for $1.25 postpaid.
Order from D. Robbins & Co., 127 West
17th Street, New York 11, New York.

%R %
START SPEAKING

FRENCH
SPAN I S H AIMOST OVERNIGHT!

I-IERE’S the easiest way to learn FRENCH, SPANISH,
AA Russian, German, Italian, Japanese or Brazilian.
Listen to FREE 2-sided non-breakable record. Let youi
eyes follow words in FREE sample lesson. Almost at
once you'll be chatting in a new Ianguage with a per-
fect accent! That's all you hear! No dull, tedious work.
Just listen—imitate! It's that easy! Offer may end
sOon. Rush 25c to help cover cost of special packaging,
Shlppln? State Ianguai;e you want. We'll ‘also send
free information on full Cortina course. No obligation.
CORTINA ACADEMY, Dept. 11811, 136 W. 52nd St.,
New York 19.

17 Jewels, Waterproof, Shockproof, Unbreak-
able Mainspring, Unbreakable Crystal, Lumi-
nous Dial and Hands

Large Sweepsecond Hand, Stainless Steel
Back, Mirror Finish Chrome Case
Electronically Timed and Adjusted
Two (2) Year Written Guarantee,
funded within 30 days for any
whatsoever

A must for' the man who needs a rugged, de-
pendable watch for work, hunting or fishing.
Order now! Excellent gift for Christmas! Send
check or money order to KARRON ENTER-
PRISES, Dept. 1369, 2 South Main Street, South
Norwalk, Conn. $14.95 ppd.

Money re-
reason

This fabulous
plastic twin-lens
VIEWER, plus

Tan.

Never be-

fore such 1

an offer! \
Hollywood"'s

most beautiful

women plus

handsome viewer

..every daring di-
mension. Send $2 cash,
check or money order today!

FREE catalog...I00’s of sub-

jects... 3rd dimensional full
color!

C ofoi'lA b DeptAM-11
BOX 2788, HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF.

WE PAY *16

\ for only 59
Lincoln Pennies

+ \ Send $1 for a Lin-

I “*~coln cent album (to

hold your pennies).

Fill the spaces with

dates shown in album, return

COMPLETE album and receive

$16 by return air mail PLUS $1 back for album

(total $17). Save other sets worth hundreds of

dollars! All information sent with 1st album.

Send $1 to: BYBYMAIL P. O. Box 488
Dept. D-53 HEMPSTEAD, I. I., N. Y.

RUSSIAN
RIFLES

Nagant). 6-shot, bolt ac-
SZ&G&T lion, Mechani-
-~NaBr catty perfect. Bore: (air. Ex-
cellent hunting cartridge. Hinged
floor plate. These guns confiscated
from Communist revolutionaries.
Type used by Red Chinese in Korea.
Their sale in no way aids any iron cur-
tain country. POWERFUL: 2820 FP S- w/
150 gr. amm. Hardnitting weapon for all big
game. FREE AM . with each gun
ADDIT. AMMO.: Mllltary 100 Sras, $7.50. Soft-
nose Sporting Load, 20 $2.95. TO ORDER
MODEL MN: Send chxj cash m.o. $5 dep. for
C.0D. Calif, resid. add H/0state tax.
DEALERS INQUIRE
GOLDEN STATE ARMS CORP.. 245 Armory Bldg-
1165 E. Colorado Street, Pasadena 1, Calif.

HUNTERS!
CONFISCATED

MODEL
IIIVIN,

IDEAL FOR
BIG GAME

The Russians
won the Interna-
tional meet Vene-

JwW
-'dStSr

$29(( «Brit. No 1 MK. Ill, official is-
sue throughout Brit. Empire to-
Cal. All milled parts,
long range slghts (not wartlme model) Fastest bolt action
in world. 25" b 10-shot mag. Wt. 8Vi Ibs. Bores vel
ood. Powerful, used for bl% game today on every continent.
omplete Wlth sllng and 2 mil. FREE. (Addit.
M|I amm.: per 100 rds) SOFTNOSE SPORTING AM—
made b R m & Win.,” sold evewwhere Ba onet
$1 95 TO ORDER; Send check, cash or M.O. $10 .0.D.
CANADIANS: Order (without red tape) rlfles Spd.
from G. K. Harper, Ltd. 16 Bavswater Ottawa.
GOLDEN STATE ARMS CORP., 244 Armory Bldg.
1165 E. Colorado Street. Pasadena 1, Calif.
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I it weren’t for brand names

You'd have to be a petroleum engineer
to buy the best oil for your car

Your car is one of the most expen-
sive things you own. Bad motor
oil could ruin it.

Yet you don’'t worry a bit about
asking a filling station man you
may never have even seen before
to“add aquartofoil” to the motor.

How do you dare trust a stranger
like that? How can you be so sure
the oil he carries is good for your
car? In fact, how can you ever feel
sure about anything you buy?

Isn’t it because you've learned

the first rule of safe and sound
buying:
A good brand
is your best guarantee.

No matter what kind of product
you’'re buying, you know you can
always trust a good brand. You
know the company stands behind
it, ready to make good if you're
not satisfied. And so, you know
you are right.

The more good brands you
know, the surer you are. Get ac-

quainted with the brands in this
magazine. They’ll help you .cut
down on buying mistakes, get
more for your money.

BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION
Incorporated

A Non-Profit Educational Foundation
37West 57th Street, New York 19, N.Y.

A GOOD BRAND

IS YOUR BEST GUARANTEE
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PHOTOS BY GRAPHIC HOUSE

OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO

If you take the tips offered in this startling
article you will neither be cheated, rolled, robbed by violence,

blackmailed, attacked by VD, beaten or killed

STARTS NEXT PAGE



ROADSIDE SEX TRAPS conrinven

Traveler, who is not cautious about choosing reputable stopovers, is likely to find himself drugged and robbed.

mRECENTLY a fair-sized West Coast "trailer park,” known

by the authorities to be laxly operated insofar as ef-
forts to maintain reasonable standards of morality were con-
cerned, was given an unannounced "spot check” by social-
service investigators.

The findings were illuminating, to say the least. Of the
413 persons residing in the park at the time, thirty-nine were
females under age sixteen, eighty-four were single girls and
women above age sixteen, and 173 were adult but unmarried
males. There were only forty-eight family groups consisting
of at least husbands and wives. Six girls under sixteen were
found to be wayward adolescents. Thirty-seven of the adult
but unmarried women had no regular and adequate legiti-
mate source of income.

If this seems appalling, consider the findings of a three-
year survey conducted in a group of "Shacktowns,” or the
most primitive types of trailer camps, in a major eastern in-
dustrial-agricultural state:

14

During the three years, there were 486 arrests for of-
fenses ranging from "wayward minor” to murder. Among
these offenses were juvenile delinquency of many types,
seduction, prostitution, rape, assault (from felonious to
third degree), manslaughter, and various unnatural acts
including sodomy .

The above "Shacktowns,” it is only fair to point out, were
not trailer camps in the generally accepted sense of the term,
but were operated mostly by agricultural landlords for the
housing of migratory agricultural workers. Their crime rate
does emphasize, however, the frequent difficulty of control-
ling vice in isolated rural and highway areas, outside of
large municipal jurisdictions.

This article will attempt to tell at least a part of the de-
velopment of "mobile vice” in America over recent years.
It parallels closely the phenomenal development of the auto-
mobile, which has earned our country the unique nickname,
"The Nation on Wheels.”

ADVENTURE



But with the wheels— millions and millions of them—
crime of all sorts has moved out over the roads. Much of it
has deserted the shadier metropolitan hotels, side-street cribs,
gin-row rooming houses, and other urban spots for the
fresher air of the country where, however, opportunity is
even greater. Current favorite spots for variegated evil are
the tourist or trailer camps, the motels, and even the drive-in
movie lots, which have been referred to by certain cynics as
"roadside passion pits.”

The automobile has proven to be the best device yet in-
vented for easy perpetration of all manner of clandestine of-
fences, starting with the illicit sex act to which both parties
are amenable and continuing through to the most vicious
sorts of crimes. Since long before the horse-and-buggy days,
it has been the consistent policy of a certain group of hypo-
crites to get away from their home area for their peccadilloes.
The automobile offers both dependable and inexpensive
transportation.

DECEMBER, 1956

Financially, a car of some sort is within the range of almost
everyone. With the recent breakdown in moral standards, ac-
companied by soaring juvenile delinquency, plus addiction
to alcohol, dope, and gambling on a scale never before wit-
nessed, crime has taken to the car like a duck takes to water.
It has been encouraged by a multitude of shady operators
of roadside establishments, whose shadiness ranges from
merely "looking the other way” to the flagrant promotion of
all sorts of crime and vice. Too frequently these operators
have had the connivance of local authorities and politicos,
who were often financially interested in some way.

This situation, if anything, is now worse than ever be-
fore, due to the unprecedented number of automobiles on
the road, the improvement of roads and highways, the high
level of prosperity, and the steadily climbing population.

If the above appears to be exaggerated for the sake of
mere sensationalism, let's examine some of the more im-
portant recent findings before (Continued on page 74)






Pardee shot him through the
stomach, ivatched him fall, then
dropped to his knees and sent an-
other bullet past Corcorans body,
aiming at the flash of the gun from

the alley

rfARDEE 'was tired. Even now after having

had a shave and a haircut, and a bath in the
galvanized tub behind the Ace Barber Shop,
and wearing a clean flannel shirt and levis, he
was tired.

It went deeper than mere physical weariness.
It had to do with the soul and the spirit. It was
more a weariness of life, rather than of body.
He sat in a wicker chair on the porch of the
Grant Hotel, the late afternoon sun slanting in
under the porch roof, falling across his body,
and he watched the street.

This was Eagle Rock, but it could have been
anything— River Junction, Prairieview, White
Springs. He’'d been in all of them, and they all
looked the same at five o’clock in the after-
noon, the heat lingering in the streets, the dust
from a passing rider still hanging in the air,
alkali particles sparkling. A few horses stood
at the tie rack across (Continued on page 62)

by WILLIAM HEUMAN
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Corcoran pushed himself out of the chair and Pardee swung.
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~pHE crowd gathered behind the barrier at Quarter

Bridge Bend was there for the kicks; they knew the
Bend to be a danger point that the motorcyclists entered
in the Isle of Man International Races would have to
pass. If there were going to be spills and crack-ups they’'d
probably be more likely to take place there than anyplace
else on the track. Naturally, the thrill-seekers didn’t
want to miss anything.

They got their thrill that day when Alastair King,
twenty-six-year-old agricultural engineer skidded around
the Bend during the Junior Grand Prix and crashed.
There was a screech of rubber, the torment of metal



devil on wheels

The Isle of Man’s race track may not be the best-known in the world—but you

can get yourself just as dead as you can at Indianapolis

by PAUL HAGGERTY
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Motor salesman, Carlo Ubbiali, plugs M.V. Augustas
as he streaks to victory in 125cc lightweight race.

Rider parts company with machine in strange spill
Bike made complete- flip, tossed driver to his feet.

Sharp Quarter Bridge turn was pitfall for many con.
testants. Rider here was rescued before hike exploded,

devil on
wheels........

scraping asphalt. Then, abruptly, a burst of oily flame
engulfed the machine.

The crowd behind the barrier cried out in horror as
all eyes fastened on the unconscious rider who lay where
he had fallen as the motorcycle overturned. But as the
flames burst into life, two of the spectators vaulted the
low wall barrier alongside the road, and they pulled
King from the center of the track over to the safety of
the shoulder. It was a truly heroic rescue operation, ac-
complished in the nick of time. Seconds later other
machines roared around the Bend, raced through the
smoke and flames that quickly formed a.wall across the
road as the burning fuel ran toward the sloping sides of
the road. Firemen quickly extinguished the blaze and
cleared the track.

The quick action of the two spectators saved King's
life; a later check-up by doctors revealed only minor
injuries.

The Junior Grand Prix was won by Frank Fox on a
Norton machine. Fox came in first with an average
speed of 84.73 mph.

Another event of the day that thrilled the crowd was
the first sidecar Tourist Trophy race held in nearly
thirty years. There were entries from all over the world
in this international event, too. And the gymnastics
performed by the sidecar passengers, as they fought to
keep the machines balanced during the abrupt corner
turns, kept the crowd in an uproar. Frequently the side-
car passengers would lean so far out of the buckets
while taking a turn that they were almost lying parallel
with the ground. The drivers, too, would lend their
weight in the turns by leaning as far in the same direc-
tion as the passenger as was possible without disturbing
the driving.

Winner of the sensational sidecar event was forty-
three-year-old World Champion, Eric Oliver, of Birming-
ham, England, who passed the second, third and fourth
place winners— all of them from the German Bavarian
Motor Works— to come in first. Leslie Nutt was Oliver's
sidecar passenger. The winning machine was a 499
Norton.

The Senior T.T. race was another popular event, won
by John Surtees, a London entry. Surtees rode an Italian
M.V. Augustas machine, won the race in two hours and
forty-four minutes, at an average speed of 96.57 mph.
Surtees was in the lead all the way. He was tailed by
John Hartie, second place winner, and John Brett, who
came in third. Hartie and Brett were also riding
Norton machines. = =

Gymnastics of sidecar passengers, as they fought
to keep cars balanced, brought cheers from crowd.
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Sixty thousand ex-serfs, under the command of the most powerful man in the Empire—
Spartacus, the slave— lay eight miles from undefended Rome. Why he didn't take

—and destroy— the city makes this one of the most dramatic tales in all history

", . .slavery will cease; rung the little silver-Aeolian bell on the night table to
When galleys sail without oars signify that she was awake.

And lyres play without strings ...~ At the sound of the little bell, barely a tinkle, Iris, her

Aristotle Egyptian cosmetician; Carola, her lllyrian hairdresser;

Zagra, the powerful Nubian masseuse; Callicles, her

ARCELLA, the most arrogant, luxurious and beau- Greek steward; Hanno, the Carthaginian poet; Clara,

tiful woman in Rome, sat bolt-upright in bed. the Sardinian: Roxa, the Persian— household slaves

Never in her twenty-three years— in fact, never in the gleaned from every corner of the already vast Roman

700 years of the Republic—had anything like this hap- Empire—would all come tiptoeing in to attend her every
pened. She had languidly stretched out her arm, her eyes whim and most fantastic orders.

still closed, her lips slightly parted in a way that made Today she rang her little bell and no one appeared.

Patricians and servants alike her slaves, and she had Finally, eyes wide open, she (Continued on page 66)

by EDWARD MELCARTH
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Spartacus, fighting on foot, had but one burning desire— to Kill Crassus.
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The fear had come to him now in the great bull ring of Madrid, such fear as Manuelo had

never known— stifling, crippling fear. But he called himself a man— and must deliver



C OR the first time in his life, Manuelo was afraid. It was
* a persistent fear, deep in the pit of the stomach, in the
muscles of the legs, coming long before there was actual
danger to induce it. Too, it was a thing of the mind, and
Manuelo groped in his thoughts to discover its origin.

In the shadowed gloom of the tiny-windowed room be-
neath the bull ring, Manuelo had observed the traditional
pilgrimage to the plaza chapel. He had performed this for-
mality many times before a corrida, but now it was differ-
ent. He had taken his fear into the tiny chapel with him,
hoping to leave it there, but it was still with him when he
came out, though he had lingered in prayer and made
special obeisance.

At the door to the chapel, his cuadrilla was waiting. This
was his team, the men in the background so essential to his
performance and to his very life. Did they know? Could
they see, sense, smell his fear? Their faces were as always,
dark, bronzed, unaltered. Thank God they don’t know, he
thought. Pepe was there too, his great stomach pushing
against the belt of his pants.

by ROBERT F. MIRVISH

Manuelo raised the sword and, from some in-
ner reservoir, the bull gathered final strength.
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"Halo, Manuelo,” he said softly. It was Pepe’s way to
speak soft. He was a good manager, who did not need to
shout and roar, because, despite his obesity now, once he,
too, had been a matador of skill, and there was under-
standing in him.

"Halo, Pepe,” Manuelo replied.

"Ca vat How do you feel?”

Like a man pierced by knives, Manuelo wanted to shout,
but it was not something to be said aloud. "Bueno,” he
said. "l feel good. Very good.”

"So! | am glad. It is a big day. What we have waited
for.”

"Si. What we have waited for,” Manuelo agreed, and he
thought, it is true. This is the day. This is the one all the
others were for. Those days of the fiesta corridas, where the
young matadors who wanted a chance, and the old ones,
who had had too many chances, performed for little money,
and without too much skill, on hot, sun-drenched after-
noons, in all the dusty little towns where the bull rings,
red walled with the red clay of Spanish earth, seemed as
old as time.

"It has taken a long time,” Pepe said softly, "but |
never doubted.”

"Nor I,” Manuelo admitted. Never had he doubted. Not
once. Not that time in Utrera, in the beginning, or the
time in Jaen, with the bad bull, the worst, or in Albacete,
when the horn had gone into his thigh. AIll that long
road traveled, sure in himself, without fear, and now, at
last, the moment, and he was afraid.

"You have it in you to be great,” Pepe said.

It was what the critics said too. They had begun to give
him their most extravagant praise.

Imperceptibly, Pepe motioned for Manuelo’s cuadrilla
to leave them. The men disappeared without a word.

"Abora,” Pepe said. "Now, what is the trouble?”

"Trouble?”

"So,” Pepe said, "at last, you are afraid.”

Anger rose in Manuelo, but before he could speak, Pepe
held up a fat hand. "No insult intended, mi amigo, but
something is wrong. And this is not the time for it. We
have come too far to lose everything now. Perhaps even
risk your life.”

"How did you know?” Manuelo whispered.

"W e have worked too close. Lived too close.”

"The others,” Manuelo asked, "do they know also?”

"No. Your cuadrilla is not as perceptive as 1.”

JYJANUELO felt words rush in, filling his mouth. "I
cannot understand it,” he exploded. "I am not a cow-

ard. The ring is my life. We have waited and waited for
this chance, suddenly it is here, and where | have never
known fear before, nowsall in an instant, | am afraid.”

"Did you meet Maria last night?” The question, sudden
as the flick of a whip, caught Manuelo by surprise.

"So,” Pepe said, before he could answer, "I thought so.”

"But what has Maria to do with it? You told me your-
self you are fond of her,” Manuelo protested.

Pepe sighed wearily. "Before a corrida, one such as this,
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I am fond of no one that distracts you. The bulls, only the
bulls should be in your thoughts.”

"But I ...”

"Listen. Put her out of your mind. Do so, or she will be
a widow even before she is a wife.”

They were silent.

"You saw the bulls this morning?” Pepe demanded.

"No. | sent Alphonso.” Alphonso was Manuelo’'s peon
de confianza, his number one peon.

"You should have gone yourself. As the junior matador,
you have the third and sixth bulls. The sixth can be trouble.
| think it has bad vision.”

"I will watch it carefully when it comes out.”

"Bueno. And remember. Think only of the bulls.”

9
|] KNOW that deep inside I am not afraid,” Manuelo
said tonelessly. "Yet, there is this dread in me.”

"So0?” Silence then. "Last night. You and Maria talked
of your wedding plans? Of your hope for wealth and fame
in the future if you are a success today? No?”

"57,” Manuelo agreed, "we did.”

"That explains it. Until now you were not afraid be-
cause there was nothing at stake. You had nothing to lose.”

"Nothing to lose? Is my life nothing?”

"Until now, you were unaware of your life, that it had
value, meaning. You thought only of the corrida and the
bulls. Now, because your life is a symbol of Maria and
what you want from the future, it has become important.”

Pepe had not wanted to get into a discussion of this kind
with Manuelo, particularly now. But Manuelo’s fear had
led them into it.

Alphonso, the peon de confianzd, approached them.
"They are ready for the entrance, Manuelo,” he said.

Manuelo wanted to stay, to explore further Pepe’s expla-
nation of his fear, but it was impossible now. He shook
hands quickly with his manager and followed Alphonso.

He had just taken his station when the trumpets sounded,
and abruptly, he was out of the gloom under the stands
and into dazzling sunlight. The greatest bull ring in Spain,
the Plaza de Toros in Madrid exploded into sound. First,
the alguaciles, mounted, attired in velvet costumes and
plumed hats, urged their prancing horses over to the
presidencia box, doffed their hats, and received permission
for the corrida to begin. Then, after circling the ring, they
wheeled their mounts into position at the head of the wait-
ing bullfighters.

The memory of Pepe’s words were obliterated as Manu-
elo and the others began their parade across the bull ring,
three abreast, amid a deafening, vociferous greeting from
the stands. To the left and right of Manuelo were the
other matadors, the seniors, attired like him in their traje
de luces, the suits of light, resplendent color embroidered
with gold. Behind each matador, in a line, marched their
cuadrillas, those who would place the darts and work the
capes. First came the banderilleros, and then came the
picadores, on horseback, and finally the monosabios, the
Wise Monkeys, who tended the picadores’ mounts in the
ring, depending on their agility {Continued on page 86)
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WINE
—and how
to use it

by J. R. GAVER

DRAWINGS BY CHARLES WATERHOUSE

mSREATHES there a man with soul so taut, who never to
himself has thought: "Wine and champagne are strictly
for sissies!”

If so, then stop to realize how many red-blooded men in
France and Italy have drunk nothing since birth but the
product of the grape. Call them sissies and they’ll fight you
at a gulp for thinking them anything but the answer to a
female’s lair!

And if you also think that France and Italy have the only
good answer to wine and champagne, guess again, brother.
Because America is now producing more top batches of this
drinker’'s delight than you could imagine, and because of
modern methods, American wineries are actually sparking
the life of the grape to heights that the old foot-tramplers of
the arbor never imagined possible.

You probably think that the only way champagne can be
made is by turning rows of dusty bottles over to ferment
naturally in glass. This still happens, but there is another
method completely controlled by science. A good example
of this is at the San Benito Winery, in the heart of New

York City, where bulk fermentation of their wine products
takes place in huge oak and stainless steel casks containing
anywhere from 100 gallons to 6,000 gallons each.

Fine wines depend on the skill of the vintner, regardless
of where they are made. The New York State white cham-
pagnes are considered especially excellent, as are some of the
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better California wines. Perhaps you've never seen much ad-
vertising by such firms as San Benito, or Urbana (which
puts out the Taylor label and Gold Seal) of New York
State, or ElI Martini and Wente Brothers of California.
Large advertising budgets do not mean the best product,
where wine is concerned. Many a good label is kept under
wraps for a limited distribution to a knowledgeable public
because the producer doesn’'t want the product to get so un-
limited that it is all quantity and not enough quality.
Wines, like most liquors, depend upon aging and
blending. It takes any-
where from six months
to a year to get a good
batch and if you went
through the San Benito
"Cellar in the Clouds,”
as it is called, you
would see chemists con-
stantly testing, changing
cask temperatures and
refusing to let out a drop that isn't up to a perfect standard.
What Dr. Rene Beckers, President of the Belgian League
of the Friends of Wine, announced some years ago, still
stands true today. Wine, above everything else, is a food.
The use of wine as a nutriment may be considered a regu-
lator of the digestive functions and beneficial to the nervous
system. Through its components, wine releases and excites
the gastric juices. It gives to the region of the stomach con-
ditions favorable to digestion. As a food, wine makes a de-
cided contribution to the qualities of the body and the mind;
it may modify the character of a man and of whole groups
of people.
Wine, because of its nutritive qualities, is a valuable food.
A tenth of a litre of wine furnishes at least sixty calories, the
equivalent of from 200 to 225 grams of green vegetables or
salad, sixty grams of potatoes, or 100 to 120 grams of aque-
ous fruits such as tomatoes and pears. But that doesn’'t mean
it can replace nourishing food since it supplies calories, not
vitamins. And aside from the nutritive value of wine, its
alcoholic content is an excellent medium for upholding
intellectual morale. Its action depends in part upon its
slightly exhilarating effect—an effect not at all harm-
ful— and above all upon its influence on the nervous system,
acting as a regulator of the circulation of the blood. Without
doubt we may attribute favorable (Continued on page 88)
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m Twenty-two-year-old Marley Sanderson, dancer and actress at The Silver Slipper,

an after-hours club in Las Vegas, won the Miss Nevada title over all the

beauties of Las Vegas and Reno, where there is a heavy concentration of glamor,
competition being as stiff as in Hollywood. Marley won with beauty, ability

in public speaking, and personality. Marley, who has a four-month-old son, whipped
her figure into perfect shape six weeks after her little boy was bom.

She works four shows a night at the Silver Slipper where she feels she's getting
valuable stage experience to help make her a serious dramatic actress. | T |

PHOTOS BY GRAPHIC HOUSE
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Brine-fisted. John Hallmarth broke trail for Bull Creek, damning

all red-painted Indians and red-coated Englishmen, and vowing to his God that Rebecca

Owens would be the mother of his three lonely children or a

DEAD MAN'S
VWOMAN

BEB9& y 'y v -2 ‘nifrik”™kr-



With a wild, drunken curse,
the raftsman charged. He came on like
an explosion, knife upraised..



Horror is reflected on faces of rescuers who worked frantically to save wedding guests trapped under masonry.

~pHE wedding celebration taking place in Madrid's Casa

Moreno had been going on for nearly three hours, and
the first-floor private ballroom was rocking with wine-filled
dancers by ten o’'clock that evening. The groom, Tomas, was
dancing a final paso doble with his bride, Angeles, before
the pair would slip away from the celebration to begin their
honeymoon.

Finally, Tomas danced off the floor and led Angeles to
the doorway through which she would go to pick up her
wrap. "I'll wait for you downstairs,” he whispered. "Hurry!”
He kissed her and murmured an endearment into her ear.
Then Tomas ran down the stairs, a few steps that led to the
street, while Angeles went into the dressing room.
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Tomas never saw his bride alive again. No sooner had he
reached the street than a loud rumbling sound filled the air
around him and before he knew what was happening, the
building he had just left crashed to the ground!

It was a three-story building, recently erected according
to all the rules and regulations set down by the city's
authorities. But in spite of the official certifications as to its
fitness to support the occupancy of 550 people, the new
building simply fell down, one floor crashing down onto the
other and crushing all that lay between them.

The frantic bridegroom was soon joined by everybody in
the neighborhood in a fren2ied fight to reach the dead and
injured buried beneath the rubble and ruins of the building.

ADVENTURE
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“in the midst of life we are in death!” Never have words been better

illustrated than at the wedding feast in Madrid, Spain, when seventeen persons were

crushed or burned to death— including the bride of three hours!

The air was a pandemonium of horrible sound as the wedding
guests buried beneath brick and masonry and tangled steel
cried out for help, for release from pain. Some of them,
driven mad by fear and horror, ranted wildly, and drove
the would-be rescuers to tear at the ruins with frenzied,
bruised and bloody hands.

Soon firemen and their fire-fighting equipment arrived to
aid in the rescue operations. They turned floodlights on the
ruins to aid the frantic searchers’ efforts to locate the livir?;,
and wrecking equipment was hastily erected to help raise
the heavy beams and twisted metal work that pinned
bodies among the rubble.

The police arrived and with them ambulances from
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by LYNN PINCHOT

PHOTOS BY EL CASO

the hospitals, and volunteer Red Cross workers came to
set up aid stations.

For ninety minutes the frantic efforts continued, accom-
panied by the horrible medley of terrified cries from the
trapped ones. Each of the rescuers searched for the living
first, but frequently the living and the dead were trapped to-
gether in dancing embrace, and with the blood of the dead
flowing over the living, it was difficult to disentangle each
from the other in the terrible bath of blood.

In addition to the fifty invited guests, it was estimated that
there were at least a dozen or so gate-crashers. A careful
count was made as each bloody figure was removed from
the ruins, and Tomas, the frantic (Continued on page 68)
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Alma Clarke seemed to be born under a strange, dark star,

and it lighted her way through life— through illicit love affairs,

murder and a weird death climax as evil as it ivas shocking

pRO M girlhood, Alma Victoria Clarke seemed fated to

find her name and picture in the public prints. She was
a lovely creature, blond, slender and vivacious, and her
personal attractions, no doubt, contributed to the interest
the newspapers showed in her. But other factors, too, made
her good copy: she was artistically talented; she had a pre-
dilection for involvement in scandal, and she emerged
finally as a central figure in a shocking murder case.

Alma was born in Canada, just before the turn of the
century, and even as a child she demonstrated marked ability
to sing, dance, play the piano and compose music. Men
fascinated her, just as she fascinated men, and while still in
her teens she married a youth named Charles Dolley, on the
eve of his enlistment in a Canadian Army contingent shortly
to go to the aid of the mother country in World War 1.
Alma followed her husband to England, and while he
fought in France, she entertained troops in and around Lon-
do with her singing and dancing.

Dolley was killed in the battle of the Somme, leaving Alma
a widow at twenty. She played in musical comedy, had
leading roles in several shows, and in 1921 left the stage
to marry again. A divorce, accompanied by sensational pub-
licity, followed in a few years, and she returned to Canada,

where she wrote songs, sang over the radio, and became the
mistress of a married man twice her age— a wealthy, irascible
and hard-drinking architect named Francis Rattenbury, who
was on the verge of retirement.

Mrs. Rattenbury learned of the liaison and showed to
what extent she objected by suing her husband for divorce,
citing Alma as corespondent. Once the divorce had gone
through—in 1928— Rattenbury married Alma, and since
the two were no longer welcome in certain conservative areas
of Canadian society, they crossed to England, where they
settled in the Channel town of Bournemouth, a resort some-
what the counterpart of Atlantic City. Rattenbury bought
an imposing estate there, the Villa Madeira. It was a two-
story house with a rose trellis up the front, a roof that sloped
low at the rear, pleasant grounds, and a privet hedge that
shielded it from the view of passers-by. For a time— served
by a middle-aged housekeeper, Irene Riggs— Rattenbury and
his new wife got along as well as might be expected of a
couple whose ages were separated by twenty-nine years.

After a while, however, Rattenbury’'s approaching senility
began to tell on him. His crotchetiness was more and more
evident; he devoted himself more and more to the bottle,
and he expressed more and more (Continued on page 69)

Hot Little

by LEWIS THOMPSON and CHARLES BOSWELL

PHOTO BY IRV CARSON
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Jim Chilton and Phil Levi, Jr. believe in the rigors
and rewards of free enterprise. They can be found
any week end in the treacherous swamps of Florida’s
Everglades hunting water moccasins at a buck a foot.

lik e

These lads have a business practically
all to themselves. They hunt a crawling

death — at two bits a foot!

ISKING death while capturing poisonous snakes

for twenty-five cents to one dollar a foot is the
unusual part-time occupation of Jim Chilton and Phil
Levi, Jr.,, two high school seniors who live down
Miami, Florida way.

Armed with no more than a broomstick with a
metal hook at one end, the boys prowl the sluggish,
snake-infested waters of the Everglades swamps and
the canal that runs along the Tamiami Trail in search
of cottonmouths and rattlers, which they sell to
tourist attractions and zoos. The rarer rattlesnakes net
them a buck a foot, the commoner cottonmouths only
two bits per foot 9

If there's any tougher way for a couple of kids to
pick up dough we haven't heard of it. Prices obtained
for the snakes are so low that it isn't worth while
going for anything under four feet in length, and the
big fellows are smart and plenty dangerous.

Most snakes have very poor sight and hearing.
Their chief defense mechanism is an uncanny sense
perception. A snake can feel the vibrations of a foot-
step while the hunter is still yards away and will strike
out if he feels himself cornered. In the tangled under-
brush of swamp terrain, this ability gives the snake a
smug advantage and the boys have to be plenty wary
to come upon a rattler unawares.

Each boy has been bitten twice by poisonous snakes,
and one time Jim had a really narrow squeak after a
cottonmouth got him in the hand. He slashed the
wound with the knife he always carries, then waded
and stumbled to the highway about a mile away. A
state trooper came along and rushed him to Miami,
where he received treatment, but by that time he was
groggy from loss of blood and the effects of the
poison.

And as if poisonous snakes weren’'t enough, there
are alligators and millions of mosquitoes to contend
with, as well as the treacherous swamp itself. No



by D. HAL.DEMAND

P H O T O s - F R O M G L O B E

One foray nearly ended in death when snake slashed Jim’s hand. He staggered to hospital, groggy from poison.



Moccasins love murky gloom of stagnant waterways. Jim'’s dive into weed-choked canal may bring vicious strike.

Successful catch is waved aloft as Jim comes up for air. Thumb pressed under its jaw paralyzes the snake.
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wonder the boys don’'t have many competitors in their reptilian business!
They hunt fairly regularly-—at least once every week end and three or four
times a week during vacations. So the money accumulates slowly but steadily.
Every time Jim, who keeps the snakes in a cement pit at his home, makes a
sale the profit is divided up in true partnership fashion.
What do the boys intend to do with their laboriously and dangerously
acquired cash? Phil proposes to use his share to help put himself through
college; Jim is thinking of breaking out some day soon with a late-model car.
They can have all th'ey snake out of the Everglades and welcome. Just the Untangling a mass of squirming
thought of their serpentine enterprise gives me the squirms. L I | reptiles is all in the day's work.

This baby’s not fooling and boys are understandably wary about carting him home before shipment to zoo.



One last way lay open to those
fugitives in the yellow jungle—

d traitor-manned.plane to Pengu!

C FENCER'S close-cropped gingerish hair,
** shapeless gray jacket and carefully faked
Russo-Chinese passport carried him past the
check point at Fang Yuan without question.
They would probably do so again at Min Yang,
thirty miles short of the Thai border. The bor-
der itself would be the acid test, for there the
stolid, melon-seed-chewing Hakka peasants
gave place to the bright young Marxists of
Shanghai— trained in frontier control work by
their Russian masters.

He sat back on the hard, slatted seat and
closed his eyes as the asthmatic engine jerked
the train forward over the worn points. His
mind went back over the events of the last six
months, his precarious (Continued on page 58)

by BERKELY MATHER

He was standing up in the cockpit when the gun
blazed again. The bullet caught him in the chest.






The Killer of the

“J saw one Eskimo crushed to death between huge ice floes and the body of another

man cut in half from crotch to neck by awalrus tusk . . . No, this is not an easy job . .

by TED ZIEGLER as told to MICHAEL DUBALL



“Aivik! Aivik!” shouts the spotter and the hunt
for giant walrus is on. Three-ton monster must
be expertly harpooned before he charges boat.

TOW ARD the third day, June 3, 1950, with our
* skimpy supplies running low, the wind came in
from the north, blowing off the Polar ice cap. Soosh!
An unimaginably harsh, blustering force whipped up a
fine spray that struck the frigid air and was instantly
transformed into tiny "glass” beads stinging the ex-
posed flesh of our faces.

Sammy Mogg, the Eskimo leader, a darkly tanned,
powerfully-built "skookim fella,” stood at the bow of
the oomiak, straining his eyes and guiding Eddie Ahko-
lik, the engineer, by means of hand signals.

Nine of us, all from the village of Igloo, Alaska,
hunched together in the thirty-six-foot sealskin boat,
over guns, harpoons, coils of rope, and tarpaulin. In
addition to a means of transport in the hunt for the
walrus, the oomiak was the home, arsenal, storehouse
and sometimes the deathbed in the barren wastes of



The Killer of the Floes

the north, the cruel, flat land beyond the Bering Straits.

We had started out with three days' supplies, depending
upon kill to sustain us after that. Stores were low, hard to
come by. The hunt for the walrus, upon which hinged the
existence of the Eskimo during the nine bitter months of
winter, had been delayed. The solid ice masses had been slow
in breaking up and the boats could not effect passage. Yet it
could not be delayed too long, for, with the coming of sum-
mer, the great breakup of ice would scatter the walrus. After
that, finding the massive, sea behemoth would be like reach-
ing for buckshot in a pea bin.

It all depended upon the right moment. The Arctic was a
hard master. Mistakes in timing were often punishable by
death, starvation, extinction. Mute evidence of this had been
the trib'e of nomadic Indians | had sighted toward the end
of the winter of 1946, a year after my arrival in Alaska. |
came in low in the area west of Barrow and buzzed them
with my Cessna— until | realized, with horror, that they had
been pinned down and frozen into rigid, statue-like immo-
bility in the snow! About sixty people died, including
women and children, migrating on the trail of the caribou.

But for five years | had waited for the chance to accom-
pany the Eskimo on the hunt for the aivik, as the walrus is
known there. It had been my dream to film every act of the
fascinating drama | had seen described in the exciting Es-
kimo "talk" dances, where the chase and Kkills are re-enacted
in pantomime.

It began in January of 1945, following my discharge from
the Air Force in Texas, where | flew an old L-5 training
plane to Fairbanks for a two-week vacation. There | found,
almost immediately upon arrival, that small planes were'at a
terrific premium. And a trader in from Igloo made me the
tempting offer of an outright exchange of his trading post
for the plane.

In a matter of weeks | was in business and being absorbed
into the way of life of the Igloo Eskimos, sharing their com-
munal affairs, celebrations, and sorrows. But the walrus hunt
was the core of their struggle for survival and they were
disinclined to invite anyone along, let alone a white man.

*

IT fell to Sammy Mogg, leader of legendary hunts, to ex-
tend the honor of the invitation. But there were con-

ditions. And the man stood before me when he recited them,
his eyes -fixed upon mine, stern and unwavering. | would
have to do the full job of any other man. | could not be
standing around grinding a camera when an extra pair of
hands could mean more precious food in the winter larder—
or the security of the other members of the hunt in a clutch.

And the sudden blizzard more than bore out Sammy
Mogg’s conditions.

An icy, drenching deluge broke over the side of the
oomiak and | shuddered at the chilling contact. "Hiooop!”
Sammy was yelling, and we began working frantically to set
up a splash canvas— strips of tarp tacked to the toprail,
folded and tied. The engine sputtered with the rocking and
heaving of the small craft while the churning waters, a milky,
glacial white, thumped against the skin boat.

The air had exploded into a blinding, powdery mist.

46

CONTINUED

Everyone was leaning over the side, straining to see twenty
and thirty yards ahead. Cries of alarm rang out from star-
board, port, fore and aft, when huge ice chocks, some of them
fifty feet across and five to nine feet thick, stirred to more
rapid movement.

We worked our way along the border of a heavy floe and
found ourselves headed into a narrow lead. Walter Menade-
look had taken over the engine. Eddie and | were standing
behind Sammy and he whirled and screamed at us.

Ny E POISED on the edge of the boat and, after twenty

seconds, leaped over the side onto two heavy converging
floes in the narrowing water lead. Using our feet to make a
wedge, we strained with all our strength to keep the floes
from crushing the skin boat.

The oomiak eased by, and then toward the end of one of
the floes, there was a whirring, ripping ping from the engine.
The propeller had struck an ice spur, a jagged, knife-sharp
edge projecting up from under the waterline. The engine
coughed weakly, and following Sammy’s lead we broke out
the paddles and bent them into the heaving currents.

There was no way of knowing in which direction we were
moving at that point. We were spinning, turning, even back
tracking to avoid being crushed or capsized. | hurdled in and
out of the oomiak, forcing my puny body-weight against the
ice cakes, and holding onto the gunnels for my life.

After three or four hours of brutal battering, our bodies
drenched and shivering and still perspiring on the inside of
the heavy sealskin clothes from the effort, Sammy found an
open lead heading for shore. As we drew up, we leaped
clear and scrambled to unload the heavy equipment and gas
tins. Many of us were close to collapse as, bulled by the
wind while carrying the tins, we staggered like drunks.

The boat was inverted on the ice and the tarps set up as a
lean-to. And there we huddled, hoarding warmth between
us. The weapons were attended to first, the guns dried, oiled,
and cleaned. Some of them, as a result of exposure to the
weather, looked like Civil War relics. A few were held to-
gether with wire or rawhide but the stocks and barrels were
secure and all the major parts were in perfect working order.

My 22-410 over and under shotgun, used mainly for hunt-
ing waterfowl, had been broken when we started, but Charlie
lyapanna took a knife, a nail file, and an outboard motor part
to fashion repairs on the firing-pin and trigger.

A gasoline stove was turned up and we gnawed sparingly
at the remaining stores of boiled seal, walrus flipper, oogruk
liver, and wild greens dipped in seal oil. And when, early
on the fourth day, the storm showed signs of lessening in
severity, two men, Boozany, who was Sammy Mogg, Jr., and
Charlie went out to see if any game could be spotted. By that
time our food was gone and we were suffering acute hunger
pangs. Two seal appeared in the water but there seemed to
be no way of getting at them in the storm.

Sammy set out the gas stove on the ice in open view of the
seals and the rest of us retired to an inconspicuous position
behind some ice blocks. After five minutes the seals— animals
with a highly developed sense of curiosity— jumped onto the
ice and sniffed in the direction of (Continued on page 84)

ADVENTURE



Eskimos use oomiak for passage through jagged ice outcroppings and floes, a path barred to Navy cutters.

Walrus are fiercely protective of their young. Crew accidentally wounded calf, provoked charge from herd.

Harpooned walrus will sink when dead, drag boat after it. Kill is quartered on ice, meat packed in boat.
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This was a madman’s scheme. But we had no jobs, no prospects, no

faith, no hope. In that dirty bag were three dice, two white, one green.

The men who drew the whites would live like kings for life. The third

wouldn’t go hungry either. He’d be dead

Spanish Mary and Turkey Red, but it's
really the story of a pair of green dice and a
promise a hunky copper madfe to a girl who
turned him down. Or rather, it's the story of
Syd Marriner, and what happened to a lot of
people he knew.

Syd was going to die. In twelve hours or less
they were going to walk him down that brief
corridor to the little room at the end. They
would strap him down and flick a switch and
after a few more heartbeats he would have paid
for the life the state said he had taken.

It was seven o’clock (Continued on page 76)

The two struggling figures hurtled forward as the truck came thundering on.






DEAD M AN'S WOMAN

had made John promise that he would
floor the cabin before winter set in, so he
was adzing out floor planking down in
the south clearing that morning when the
Wonderful news broke through the wilder-
ness fastness.

Slowly, like a man in a trance, John
straightened from his work and stared
disbelievingly out across the rippling,
green waters of the Ohio River. He was
a tall, rawboned man, with long, sinuous
muscles that stood out in his neck and
face like twists of varnished rawhide; his
hair, as black as the earth he was clear-
ing, was tied in a shaggy pony tail. He
was dressed from head to foot in sweat-
whitened buckskins, carry-overs from his
former scouting days.

He shook his head vigorously against
a mild attack of the "work dizziness”
that lately had been pestering him, and
as he did so he caught a glimpse of
Ruthie, Mark and Little John racing from
the cabin toward the riverbank. The sight
of his raggedy, motherless brood made
him grimace and stiffen erect.

The big walnut raft was passing swift-
ly, holding well to the middle of the
stream. Angrily, John flung his foot adze
into the brush and began rubbing his
sweaty palms on the legs of his buck-
skrfts.

"l gotta have m’self one o' them
widders,” he said aloud in a deep, quaver-
ing voice, and instantly was fevered with
shame and guilt because of the elation
he had gotten from other men’s tragedies.

But the feeling passed quickly. Even
Sarah used to say that a man had to be
practical, and already this year of 1777,

continued

from page 32

because of the Indians, the British War,
and the sheer cussedness of living in the
border country, was being called "The
Bloody Sevens.” Three dead settlers prob-
ably meant that three pioneer widows
were now faced with the impossible task
of forging through a wilderness winter
alone. Already it was too late for them
to attempt to head back through the
mountains. They would have to stick
it out, children and all, John figured des-
perately, and they would need men. They
would have to have men, just as men
caught like himself needed—had to have
—women, in order to hold their families
together.

But—and the thought all but panicked
him—there were plenty of other border
men in the same fix as himself. Maybe
right now, this very minute, they would
be stampeding for the Bull Creek Settle-
ment, which was a good twenty miles
up-river.

With a low cry, he struck out across
the stump-cluttered clearing. "W ho whar
they?” he bellowed through cupped hands
as he kicked his way through a green-
brier patch and onto the river path. "W ho
whar they?” His spine tingled with a
sudden competitiveness he had not felt
for months.

Then, in what seemed to him an awe-
some, reverential tone—such as the Good
Lord might have used for such an occa-
sion—the answer came rolling across the
rippling water: "Cunningham . .. Owens
... Tomlinson.”

John repeated the names feverishly to
himself, "Cunningham, Owens, Tomlin-
son, Cunningham, Owens, Tomlinson,”
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“By the way, why did you bring that dog?”

making sure they were firmly implanted
in his memory. Then, hot with excite-
ment, he turned toward the children.
Little Johnnie and Mark were gleefully
waving after the raft, but Ruthie, who
was twelve and who, like her mother,
seemed to know things before they hap-
pened, was staring accusingly at him with
her big, brown, doleful eyes.
Instinctively John knew that he was
too sentimental to risk kindness at a
time like this. "Git ready tuh travel, you
young;, un’s!” he shouted blusteringly.
"I'm beadin’ for the Bull Crick Settle-

ment. I'll be a-leavin’ yuh-all with the
Jessups.”
"Pal!” Ruthie cried out.

"Git a move on, child!” he shouted
back over his shoulder, as he stomped
toward the cabin.

"But, Pa!”

"Scoot!” he yelled defiantly, and cast
a hard, paternal glance at the worn wisp
of a girl, who was now running pathetic-
ally at his side. "Wash up the young
'un’s and douse the fire.”
¢"But, Pa!” Ruthie screamed, and
suddenly her mother’s apron, which she
wore wrapped twice around her, fell
down about her feet and she fell sprawl-
ing. "You're figurin’ tuh bring another
woman tur our house?” she cried heart-
brokenly from the ground.

HN turned and in torment walked
back and knelt down beside her and
clutched her to him. That she had said
"house” instead of "cabin” touched him
deeply. The "house,” in the Hallmarth
home, was never where they lived; it was
where they were going to live—when
things got better. It would be located
on a knoll just north of their present,
and temporary, cabin—a sort of manor
house, like folks had back in the Tide-
water country. The "house,” which im-
plied the "plantation,” which in turn
implied that the present cabin and out-
building would some time be the servants’
quarters, was the whole reason for their
being in this land, which, when Sarah
lived, in the warm secrecy of a thousand
fireside conclaves, they referred to as
"Canaan,” with all the Biblical conno-
tations of deep, black topsoil and quiet,
respectable wealth.

"I've talked with the Good Lord,
Ruthie,” he said softly into her ear, press-
ing his face into her soft hair. "It's His
way.”

"But, Pa,” she sobbed, and he felt her
tired little body relaxing in his arms.

He brought her reluctantly to her feet,

smiled, and patted her gently toward
the cabin.
He rushed inside and dug into the

trunk where he and Sarah always kept
their Sunday things, but mildew and
moths had done their work, so he had to
be satised with his sweaty buckskins. But
he couldn’t afford to waste time brood-
ing. He slid his tomahawk and hunting
knife into his brbad belt, and checked
the priming on his long rifle.

It was two miles upriver to the Jessups,
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who were their nearest neighbors. Ruth
walked ahead, following the narrow
river path and carrying a little bundle
consisting of heaven knew what. After
her walked Little Johnnie and Mark.

The first' mile was easy, but after that
both Little Johnnie and Mark were show-
ing signs of tiring. At a point where the
trail crossed a small stream, he spoke
softly to Ruthie, and she stopped stock-
still.

"Scatter,” he whispered urgently to the
children, and brushed quickly past them.
Ruthie, without a sound, ran into the
brush to the right of the trail, and Mark
grabbed Little Johnnie’s hand and scam-
pered to the left. If was rehearsed strat-
egy. John stood alone on the trail.

His eyes leveled on a black oak tree
on the other side of the stream. He
brought his flintlock up slowly. Then he
stopped the motion, and his face showed
disgust.

"Come on out, Zeckiel,” he called, and
tensed a little at the sound of his own
voice.

A dark-skinned young man of sixteen
stepped out from behind the black oak.
He had a leather thong tied around his
forehead, and on his body he wore only
a tight-fitting Indian-style breech clout.
He was carrying a rifle, and a powder
horn and ball pouch were slung loosely
over his shoulder. A big, foolish grin
split his thin face as he came forward.

"How'd yuh know | was thar, John?”
Zeckiel Jessup asked with a silly giggle,
using a familiarity of which his parents
never would have approved.

"Seen yuh from half-a-mile back,” John
said half-angrily. "Yuh'll git yerself Kilt,
dikin’ yerself out like thet. If'n | was
yer pa, I'd rub that walnut stain off'n
yuh with a corncob, and put some pants
on yuh. What yuh doin’ here?”

"Jist come down tuh meet yuh all,
Mr. Hallmarth,” Zeckiel whimpered.

"Tuh meet us? How'd yuh know we
was a-comin’?”

Zeckiel grinned. "Ma and Pa,” he said
enthusiastically. "Ma and Pa said they
'lowed yuh'd be cornin’ by. Goin’ tuh
Bull Crick, ain't yuh, Mr. Hallmarth?
Gonna git yerself another woman.”

John grimaced, and suddenly felt him-
self getting weak-kneed. Somehow, it
hadn’t occurred to him until now that
actually he was going courting. And the

way silly-minded Zeckiel Jessup said
"another woman” sounded downright
vulgar.

"Git along with yuh,” he said harshly
to Zeckiel. And to the children, who by
now had come back onto the trail, he
merely motioned.

D Tim and Hannah Jessup were
aiting for him in front of their ca-

Tim exclaimed, grabbing John’'s hand.
"Feller on the raft told me John Aiken
from Big Holler and Simon Groves from
up on Beaver Crick are sure to be headin’
doWn; and Matf Lewis, whose wife hung
herself last month, is sure as shootin’ to
be a-high-tailin’ it thataway.”

John cocked his head grimly. The men-
tion of the actual names of his competi-
tors was a little frightening. The widows
were pretty sure to accept the first man
that spoke for them. You couldn’t expect
them to take chances.

"Can't tarry no longer,” John said im-
patiently.

"Which one yuh aimin’ fer?” Old Tim
asked.

"Reckon I hadn’'t thought,” John said.

Old Tim and Hannah exchanged
glances.

"Lorry now, John,” Hannah said, “yuh
wouldn’'t be considerin’ the likes o' Old
Abe Cunningham’s woman?”

"Well—no . . .”
"Heavenly days, John Hallmarth,
Rosie Cunningham won't live through

the winter! Got consumption, sure's yer
a foot high. Pore, pale, piddlin’ thing.”

John made a little clucking sound with
his tongue and teeth and gave his head
a disapproving sidewise twitch. "Reckon
I don't want no woman like that,” he
agreed, businesslike. He was beginning
to perspire.

Hannah looked relieved and Old Tim
mustered a smile.

"Reckon that leaves Mag Tomlinson,”

bin, and came hurrying to meet him when

he entered the clearing. Old Tim had
broken under hard work. John couldn’t
help reflecting how strange it was to see
such a frail, clean man in the border coun-
try. Old Tim never could have made it if
he hadn’t had such a fine horse-of-a-
woman.

"Not a tick o’ time tuh waste,” Old
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Old Tim said eagerly. "Sure can't go
wrong on Old Mag. I'd be a-scootin’ along
if'’n I was you, John.”

"They ain't no better woman in the
whole Valley than Mag,” Hannah de-
clared. "Jist you beat it up thar, John,
and tell Mag yuh talked with me.”

John shook his head dubiously. .He
had seen “Cat” Tomlinson’s spouse a
year or two before, and there was no
doubt that she was a fine, husky woman.
Pennsylvania Dutch, too—the best stock
there is. But somehow, the matter of
their comparative ages came to his mind,
and he said, ” 'Bout how old is the
Widder Tomlinson?”

"Ga-aa-a-,” Old Tim blew in a ridic-
uling manner, and Hannah clamped her
big hands into the flesh of her hips.

"Land sakes, John Hallmarth!” she
said, exasperated. "How you talk! Why
Mag Tomlinson has ten, fifteen good
years left in her.”

John nodded. Old Tim’s Hannah had
a headful of sense, besides being a work-
er. Ten, fifteen years. By that time, he
figured, Ruthie’d be married and the
boys'd be grown, and he’'d have his plan-
tation and hired help anyhow. The
thought of losing a catch like the Widow
Tomlinson became suddenly frightening
to him.

"l better git traipsin’,” he said with
suppressed desperation. He Kknelt down
and re-laced his moccasins, like a man
preparing for a long, hard sprint; and as
he did so, he glanced up and saw Ruthie
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watching him. She was biting her lips
to keep back the tears.

John swallowed hard, straightened up,
and stomped his feet gingerly in the tight-
ened moccasins. "What about the
other'n?” he asked casually, for his mind
now was set on Mag Tomlinson.
"Owens."

Hannah shrugged contemptuously.
"Don’'t pay her no mind,” she said.

"Then Owenses shoulda oughta been
tarred and feathered long ago,” Old Tim
said. "Traitors!” He added with a snarl.

"Traitors?” John snapped. "Traitors in
the Valley?”

Colonel Washington was one of the
Valley's biggest landowners, and a friend
of everybody’s, and since he had taken
command of the Army and had been
upped, some said to "General,” the word
"traitor” aroused a very personal resent-
ment. Shooting a traitor, most people
thought, would be doing the Colonel a
personal favor.

"British through and through,” Old
Tim said angrily. " ‘Fancy Britches' they
called him. Used to own a ridin’ horse!
A ridin’ horse! Wore store clothes. Talked
real sissied. No man a'tal.”

"Jist you shake a leg and git Mag
down here,” Hannah admonished him
severely. "First thing yuh know you'll
be in the same or worse shape'n Old Tim
here, and if'n yuh ain't got a strong
woman around, they'll be a-'denturin’
out yer young un's.”

"Cain't have m’
he said

HN shook his head.
young’'un's ’'dentured out,”

through clenched teeth, voicing the fear

that had nagged him for months.

"I'll thank yuh fer mindin’ my young
‘un’s fer a short spell,” John said.

"Don’'t yuh worry yerself none,” OIld
Tim said with a swagger. “Zeckiel run
on tuh Lew Wetzel, the Fort Henry
scout, up-river this mornin’, and Wetzel
said the war party had crossed the river
and headed fer Chillicothe.”

The news pleased John. “Lew’s the
best scout on the border,” he said.

“Now that you're outta business,” Old
Tim said.

“Jist the same, I'd 'predate yer keepin’
the yung'un’s buttoned up inside fer to-
day. They might be some stragglers break
off from thet war party,” he said.

“Right,” Old Tim said. “An’ now, if'n
I was you, | wouldn't let m’ shirttail tech
m’ backside till 1'd smacked right intuh
Mag Tomlinson’s front door.”

"Don’'t aim tuh,” John said, and giv-
ing Ruthie a pat on the head, but with-
out looking at her, he struck out across
the clearing toward the up-river trail.

Alone on the wilderness trail, an ex-
hilerating, half-forgotten sense of free-
dom returned to him. He moved cau-
tiously, and yet with all the recklessness
he felt he could afford. By noon, he fig-
ured he had covered well over half the
distance to Bull Creek. Two rafts passed
down-stream during the morning, but
he did not hail them for fear of attracting
the attention of possible stragglers from
the war party. But shortly after noon
another passed, and he noted alertly that
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it was purposefully bearing hard to the
far shore. He paused for a moment, then
noiselessly concealed himself in the brush.
The raftsman had seen something on his
side of the river. Almost instinctively, he
knew that.

He wasted five precious minutes, then,
impatiently, he moved a few yards farther
up-trail, and again concealed himself. He
listened intently. Presently a sound, in-
distinguishable, but foreign to the nor-
mal life of the forest, came from up
ahead. He waited. Soon the unmistakable
sound of shuffling moccasins reached his
ears, and in a moment he could identify
the blended sound of two men walking.
Heartbeats later they came into view
through the thick foliage—Shawnee, bared
to their waists and painted for war.

He raised his flintlock and waited.
They were less than ten yards away
when he fired. The first warrior crumpled
to the ground, and the cry of the second
was drowned out by the thunderous
roar of the shot. John dropped the
weapon as though it were whitehot,
and whisked his tomahawk from his
belt. The second warrior whirled
about, ducked down and started to run.
The spinning tomahawk cleaved a foot-
long gash across the small of his back.
He stopped, reared back, and then, in an
instant of frantic desperation, threw his
rifle aside, dived headforemost into the
willow brush and clawed his way into
the river.

John stopped abruptly, then turned
around and headed back down the trail.
When he got to the dead Indian, he re-
moved his knife from his belt, knelt
down, and deftly cut away the Shawnee’s
topknot. He swung the scalp through the
air a couple of times to remove the sur-
lus blood, then, separating a substantial
twist of the hair, he knotted it to his belt.
He cocked his head confidently, as he
picked up the Indian rifles and headed
briskly up-river..

Bull Creek Settlement was not a town,
but it was the only place within forty
miles where a man could stand flat-footed
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and see three family cabins at once. The
sight fascinated John, as he came out
of the woods and stopped at the edge of
the clearing. Directly in front of him
was the cabin of Old Raoul and Lizbet
Simpson; and down at the confluence of
the creek and the river was the big
Fletcher cabin—a Valley landmark—where
Old Dan Fletcher planned some day to
establish a general store. A boat landing
had recently been built just down from
the Fletcher place, and the peeled pilings
and shiny new planks flashed pleasantly
in the mid-afternoon sun. At one end of
the landing a big log raft, with a tiny hut
in the center, was lashed by half a dozen
ropes to objects on shore. Across the creek,
and approachable only by a flat-bottomed
one-man ferry, was the Tomlinson cabin.
Staring at it, John was seized by the
bottomless feeling that there was no one
home.

Three or four other cabins, which
would include the Cunningham’s and the
Owens’, were located just out of sight
up the creek; but, stung by the premo-
nition of defeat, John didn't even glance
in that direction. Certain now that there
was no smoke coming from the Tomlin-
son cabin, he struck out with blind de-
termination for his friends, the Simpsons.

"Johnnie Hallmarth!”

D Raoul Simpson—a really old man,
n his middle fifties—stepped from the

shadow of a log corn crib and, rifle in

hand, came grinning toward him.

"Howdy, Raoul,” John said, and mus-
tered a grin.

“What's been a-keeping yuh, Johnnie-
boy?” OIld Raoul yelled in a voice that
indicated his own partial deafness. "Liz-
bet and me been lookin’ fer yuh fer a hour
or more. Hear'd yuh'd been a-killin’ your-
self with work down there. Figured yuh'd
be a-lookin’ fer a woman.”

"Reckon | could use a swaller of water,
Raoul,” he said. "Ain't got no time to
fridder away.”

"See yuh got one o’ the bastards,” Old
Raoul whooped, noticing for the first
time the scalp on John’s belt. “Two,” he
yipped, relieving John of the two rifles.

Lizbet Simpson was nearly twenty years
younger than OIld Raoul, and when she
appeared suddenly at the door, John
found that he had forgotten how pretty
she was. He had forgotten, too, that this
was OIld Raoul's second, maybe third,
wife, and that he had gotten her in al-

most identically the same manner that
he, John, proposed to get the Widow
Tomlinson.

"Johnnie!” Lizbet cried, and came run-
ning and threw her arms around him.
The action surprised and embarrassed
him, but he felt something strangely ex-
hilerating in her nearness—something he
had forgotten for a long, long time. She
drew back and looked at him. Her eyes-
grew suddenly moist. "Oh, Johnnie,” she
repeated, and hugged him again. “You
are killing yourself! Come in. 1 have hot
tea waiting for you.”

“Yuh wanna be takin' better keer o’
yerself, Johnnie-boy, er they'll be ‘'den-
turin’ out yer young'un’'s.”

ADVENTURE



"Raoul!” Lizbet cried sharply, and Old
Raoul bit his lips.

"They ain't gonna ’denture out my
young'un’s,” John said heatedly; but in-
stantly he made himself forget the matter.

Raoul propelled him inside, and he
strode across the earth floor and sat down
at the split-log table, leaning his rifle
carefully beside him. He felt strangely
unstrung and confused, and he knew that
his feeling had something to do with
Lizbet.

”, .. come about a hour after daybreak
yisterday mornin'—eight—ten o’ the boog-
ers,” Old Raoul was explaining to him
from across the table. "Got Abe Cun-
ningham and Cat Tomlinson whilst they
was snakin’ in kindlin’ logs; and Sam
Owens was shot smack in his own clear-
in". His old woman driv’ 'em off afore
they could git his scalp.”

"Not big as an ox and still not what
you might call puny,” John thought, as
Lizbet stood near him and poured the
tea.

“ leastways, Georgie Clark—Cap-
tain George Rogers, that is—and Johnny
Zane and Lew Wetzel aire 'spected here
tonight from Fort Henry, and they’ll trail
the rascals a day or so till they larn
what's up.”

"Wetzel's scoutin’ down-river
my place,” John said absently.

Lizbet's soft hair touched his cheek as
she poured the tea, and he took a slow,
deep breath. A womanly fragrance, clean,
sweet, tantalizing, and only dimly famil-
iar, caused him to partially close his
eyes. He came to with a start.

"l come up tuh speak fer the Widow
Tomlinson,” he blurted with a loudness
that caused both Old Raoul and Lizbet
to look at him in surprise.

There was a short, shocking silence,
then OIld Raoul said sympathetically,
"Fraid yer a mite late, Johnnie-boy. Mag
Tomlinson was spoke fer yisterday.”

"Yisterday!” John gasped.

Old Raoul nodded and squinted at him.
"Jist after the funeral,” he said. "Alex
Huff, from up on Fishin’ Crick, came
down afore the bodies was even cold.
Mag had five young’'un’'s tuh think of,
and . .

John had come stiffly to his feet. Hot,
unreasonable anger swept over him. “I
won't have it!” he bellowed. “Mag Tom-
linson’s mine! I'll fight 'im for her! She’s
my woman!”

"Johnnie!”

'round

Lizbet cried.

LD on, Johnnie! Hold on now,” Old
Raoul said. "T'won’'t do no good.”
But shaking his head admiringly,
added, "If'n it was a matter o’ fightin’,
Mag'd shore be yourn though, Johnnie.
Ain’'t no man cin beat Johnnie Hallmarfh
in a rough and tumble. | bet | told Lizbet
thet a thousand times. Roughest, scream-
in'est, fightin’est man west o' the Al-
leghenies, | said.”

"Whar is he?” John asked darkly.
"Jist tell me whar I'll find him.” He
stepped back from the table, rubbing his
hands against the legs of his pants.

"Johnnie,” Lizbet pleaded, "don’'t take
on so. They've already left for Huff's
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shook his head. He could feel
dizziness coming on again.
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place on Fishing Creek. Said their vows
and all last night.”

"Said their vows!” John reiterated. He
the work

"Ain't goin’

tuh have m’ young'un’s 'dentured out,”
he said through clenched teeth. "Gotta
have me a good strong woman down on
m’ place. A woman! Damn it! A woman!”
He brought the side of fist down vio-
lently onto the table top.

"Johnnie, Johnnie, Johnnie, you're
worked to a frazzle,” Lizbet said help-
lessly.

"Turrible, turrible temper,” Old Raoul
said admiringly. And turning to Lizbet,
he said, as though John were completely
out of hearing, "Mind me tellin’ yuh
‘bout the time once at Point Pleasant
when Johnnie stabbed an Injun with his
own arry. He was chargin’ in like fool-

hestraight at ’'em. Arry caught Johnnie
smack in the chest. Glancin’ lick, maybe.
Johnnie yanks it out, keeps bargin’ right
in an’ stabs the damned redskin that shot
the arry right through the gizzard with
it. Dangedest thing | ever seed.”

John stood staring across the room.
Losing the powerful, wilderness-wise Mag
Tomlinson was a worse jolt than he was
prepared to take.

"Johnnie,” Lizbet said, taking hold of
his arm, "Mag Tomlinson wasn't for
you. Really, she wasn't.”

John shook loose from her. "Reckon |
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know what's fer me,” he growled stub-
bornly. "Reckon | know how bad | gotta
have a woman on my place.”

"Sit down,” Lizbet said softly, and she
took hold of his arm again and he sat
woodenly down on the bench beside her.
"Now then, why don't you go callin’ on
Rebecca Owens?”

John drew his mouth into a hard line.
"A traitor's widder,” he stated derisively.
"Rebecca’'s no *traitor,” Lizbet said.

"Her husband was,” John replied.

"No he warn't nothin’ o' the kind,”
Old Raoul cut in. "British, yep. But no
traitor. British remittance man. Lost his
income when the war started. Wouldn't
fight with the British, and the 'Mericans,
natchally, wouldn't have him. So he
came back here. No woodsman, maybe,
but no traitor, neither."

John shrugged, and Lizbet said, "I'm
not askin’ you to speak for her, Johnnie.
Just go callin’ on her.”

"Sickly,” John rasped.

"She's not, neither,”
"She ain't no horse,

Lizbet argued.
but she ain't no

sicklier than I am.”
"No worker,” John contested stub-
bornly.

Lizbet leaped to her feet. "All right!”
she cried angrily. "You men! If you want
a damned squaw, why don't you go
capture one! Go on! Get yourself a squaw
—a big, fat, stinkin’ snuff-rubbin’ squaw.
One you can harness up to a rootin’ plow.
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A woman you can depend on. Go on!”
Her eyes were flashing and her hands
were clenched white.

John looked sheepishly at Raoul.
"Wal,” he said, "long’s I'm this fer, 1
might saunter up thataway.”

"l wouldn’'t yet awhile, Johnnie,” OId
Raoul said, and shook his head grimly.

"Why not?” John asked.

"Wal,” Old Raoul drawled hesitantly,
"s'matter o' fact, | think Rebecca Owens
has comp’'ny jist now. | seen a big brute
of a raftsman headin’ up thataway jist
before yuh got here. Been worryin’ me
right smart.”

"A raftsman!” John exclaimed. "Rafts-
men don’'t have no use fer marryin’ wom-
en. What's she—"

Old Raoul waved him to slience. "No
use walkin’' intuh trouble, Johnnie-boy.
You know raftsmen—drunken w;ld men.”

"That settles it,” John said angrily. He
grabbed up his rifle. "Is—is her old man
buried yet?”

"Yep,” Raoul

said. "Went up m’self

yisterday afternoon and helped her build
the coffin, and—"
"Helped her?”

"Yep, that's the kind Rebecca is. She'd
ripped up some o’ their floor plankin’ and
was buildin’ it herself. An’ last night me
and Lizbet went up to the funeral. She
stood right up and read the words outta
the Book with her own mouth.”

John frowned. "She read? Yuh mean
she's a teadin’ and writin’ woman?”

"Now lookee here, Johnnie,” OId
Raoul said, misunderstanding John’s sur-
prise. "Yer gittin’ as bad as OIld Tim
Jessup and the rest. Reason most folks
didn't cater tuh the Owens’ was ’'cause
they was readin’ folks. But I'm a-tellin’
yuh Johnnie, readin’ and writin’ ain’t
nothin’ tuh hold' against a body. Georgie
Clark kin read and he’s drawin’ a cap-
tain’s pay, and so could Chris Gist and
Colonel Washington.”

John twisted his head thoughtfully.
Come to think about it, a readin’ and
writin’ woman' was something like he'd
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had in mind all along, fine thing for the
young'un’s. After all, strong wasn't every-
thing. And he looked at Lizbet, who was
smiling forgivingly at him now. Not by
a damned sight. He had a momentary
recollection of big Mag Tomlinson, cus-
sin’ like a raftsman and tuggin’ at her
cob pipe full of stinkin’, black home-
grown tobacco. And as for the squaw,
Lizbet couldn't have meant that. He
thought of the squaws he had seen lolling
around Fort Pitt, and his nose gave an
involuntary little twitch. 'Mong other
things, a man wants a woman to smell
like a woman—like Lizbet.

"Be back directly,” John said deter-
minedly, and turned and strode out the
door; but when he got out in’ the sun-
light, Lizbet called after him.

She came hurriedly toward him, and
looking at her, he was puzzled by her
quavering little smile and the tears gath-
ering in her eyes. "Johnnie,” she sobbed.
"Johnnie, you poor, big, overgrown boy,
take that horrible scalp off your belt
That's no way to impress a woman like
—like Rebecca.”

"Hold on! Hold on, there!” Old Raoul
yelled from the doorway. "He's entitled
to wear that scalp. Johnnie Hallmarth'd
never scalp another man’s Indian!”

John whirled around and headed de-
terminedly up the wagon road that led to
the Owens’ place. But, out of sight, he
stopped and thoughtfully cut away the
scalp, and reluctantly threw it into the
brush. "Hain't no disgrace tuh be wearin’
a fresh scalp,” he grumbled. ¢'Not if'n a
man shot it hisself. Tain't like goin’
around like Zeckiel Jessup, scalpin’ old
dead Injuns.”

The long shadows of evening lay
darkly over the Owens’ clearing. Entering
if, John appraised the place with the
critical eye of a prospective buyer. The
buildings were set on a wide “flat" of
land, only a few yards from the high
banks of Bull Creek. He noted disapprov-
ingly that the chunking of the cabin,
showed .the lack of a proper man’s atten-
tion, and the stumping of the clearing
had not been taken care of in the prideful
manner of a good plantation man. It was
like such people as the Owens’, he
thought disdainfully, to floor their cabin
before they had taken care of the impor-
tant things. Still, he could not help no-
ticing—in a shamefully mercenary way,
under the circumstances—that the pig pen
was well stocked with fat red shoats, and
that two horses—a team, and a matched
team at that—were browsing in the pole
corral back next to the hill.

1 1 f rapped heavily on the door, and
was considering turning away when
it suddenly swung open and a woman
stood before him. For a moment he stood
mesmerized. He felt lied to, cheated, de-
ceived,—and entirely inadequate. For, in
a country where beauty counted for less
than nothing, no one had bothered to tell
him that the Widow Owens was beauti-
ful. Hair as yellow as maple leaves, he
thought dizzily, skin as brown and
smooth as a trout’s back, eyes like shaded,
deep water.
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"Afternoon, ma'am,” he finally heard
himself saying in an unfamiliar, far-away
voice. "M’ name’s John Hallmarth.”

She had looked very sad and worried,
but at the mention of his name she smiled
a little. “How do you do, Mr. Hall-
marth?” she said softly, and gave the
faintest indication of a curtsy. It seemed
to John that her face was only a foot
from his own and that she was coming
closer and closer, until he couldn’'t see her
at all, but only feel the glowing warmth
of her. "I'm Mrs. Owens, of course,” she
said, and tilted her face slightly, and
added defiantly, "the Widow Owens.”

"Yes'm, | know,” John said, and to
himself added: A squaw’'s all I'm fit for.

E little smile returned to her lips and,
as though to put him at ease, she

said, "You're quite well-known here in the

Valley, Mr. Hallmarth. Weren't you a
scout for Colonel Washington?”
"Yes'm, | was, ma'am,” he said, and

suddenly remembered to grab his coon-
skin cap from his head. "That was—ah—
'fore | settled down.”

"Colonel Washington was so nice to
us,” she said. "He helped us get our
land.”

"Colonel Washington did, ma'am,” he
blurted. "Why, then—"

"No, we never were traitors,” she said
softly, and proudly.

"No, no, ma'am—of course not,” he
said quickly, and lowered his eyes. "M’
respects, ma'am, and m’ sympathy on
account o’ yer husband.”

She started to speak, when a huge wall
of shadow appeared suddenly directly
back of her. A big hand clasped her
shoulder and shoved her roughly to one
side. The raftsman, a blond giant of a
man, filled the doorway. For a moment,
John continued to stare at the place
where the Widow Owens had been. The
sudden appearance of the river man was
at first only a rude and uncertain inter-
ruption of a wonderful dream.

"On yer way, farmer!” the raftsman
boomed drunkenly.

John looked down, then slowly moved
his eyes upward, along the hard-soled,
calked-leather boots, the doeskin pants
with fancy brass rivets, and the expen-
sive red wool shirt, to the enormous, flat,
battlescarred face. He studied the man
briefly, with mild concern. The Widow
Owens is exactly the woman | want, he
thought dreamily.

"Ya deef!” the raftsman bellowed. "1
said, on yer way!”

"Ruthie would love her,” he said ecs-
tatically to himself. "She would dearly
love her.” Then, looking the raftsman
squarely in the eyes, he said, "Yer talkin’
like a crazy man.”

The raftsman’s maul-like fist shot out
and caught John under the jaw, plum-
metting him backwards onto the hard-
packed earth. The rifle clattered to the
ground. John sat up quickly and rubbed
his jaw. The raftsman was still standing
in the doorway, grinning evilly at him.
A couple of towheaded youngsters came
into view beside the man, and he shoved
them back.
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John blinked up at the man. The tired-
ness of weeks of work and worry sud-
denly left him, and the gloom of his
dogged existence was dissipated in a wild
fountain of beauty. Here at last was
something he could do, something he
was fit for. He rose slowly to his feet,
keeping his eyes fixed on the raftsman.

"Want some more of the same, farm-
er?" the man jeered.

John nodded silently. He wanted to
laugh. The idea of not fighting for the
Widow Owens was downright funny.

"Yuh mean you'll fight me, farmer?”
the raftsman yelled in amazement, and
without waiting for an answer he bent
his bull neck forward and charged.

John took a quick sidestep and loosed
a blow that would have peeled a shell-
barked hickory if it had landed fairly.
But it cut glancingly across the rafts-
man'’s ribs, bruising into the flesh and
causing the man to expel his breath in a
short, tortured gasp. There was pain and
the sudden dawning of surprise in the
man'’s face as he turned and, with obvious
pain, took a deep, jerky breath.

”"Uh,” he grunted animal-like. "Uh, uh,
uh.” He patted his side -two or three
times, and when his hand accidentally
touched the hasp of his knife, he clutched
it and slowly grinned. "Got a family,

mister?” he chuckled mirthlessly, and
edged forward.
John rubbed his fist where it had

burned across the woolen shirt, then dried
his axe-hardened palms on the front of
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his pants legs. Methodically, he shoved
his tomahawk to the back, out of the
way, drew his own knife and started
walking slowly backward. The raftsman
was dangerous; the realization of this
was slowly dawning on him. From the
corner of his eye, he saw the beautiful
Widow Owens watching anxiously out
through the real-glass window in the
side of the cabin.

With a wild, drunken curse, the rafts-
man charged. John dropped to the
ground in front of him. He landed on his
side. He caught the man’s lumbering feet
in the folds of his own knees, and the
blond giant crashed headforemost into a
mound of kindling wood, and rolled over.

John leaped up and watched the fellow
get slowly to his feet. There was a prom-
ise of death in the man’s motions now.
The foolishness was all gone out of him.

John squinted against the gathering
dusk and watched for the next charge. It
came like an explosion. He saw the rafts-
man’s head jerk back, and instinctively
he gave an upward rip of his knife. The
raftsman’s calked boots came up and
forward, like falling trees backkicking
from their stumps. They caught John in
the ribs with a frightening impact, driv-
ing him backward and downward in an
uncontrollable fall.

He tried to straighten out but, for an
instant, his motions were only spasmodic.
The breath was gone out of him and
there were flashes before his eyes. He
tensed for the next shock of the boots-
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or of the knife. But neither came. He
turned painfully and saw the raftsman
sitting flat on the ground, holding the
calf of his right leg. John glanced at his
knife, clutched in the involuntary vise of
his right hand. The blade was bloody.

"Dirty,” the big fellow grunted, arising
unsteadily. "Dirty—dirty—dirty.”

The man came in again. John side-
stepped, swung, missed. The raftsman
spun in his tracks with unbelievable
speed, and kicked. The calked boot soles
caught John squarely in the chest while
he was off-balance, straightening him up;
and a pile-driving blow to the forehead
drove him backward. The raftsman was
on him when he hit the ground, fighting
to get astraddle of him. John hooked his
hands around the man’s neck.

Hot pain flashed into his shoulder as
the man’'s teeth tore into the flesh. The
hot, sweaty face was pressed close to his
own. He twisted his head slightly and
caught the fellow’s ear lobe in his teeth.
Warm blood flowed into his mouth as he
put the full strength of his jaw into the
bite. The man struggled to get up, gurg-
ling with pain. John snapped his head
back and the ear lobe tore loose in his
mouth. He spewed it out. A sharp, craz-
ing pain seared his side, and he could feel
the steel of the knife blade being with-
drawn for another thrust. He smashed
his left fist against the raftsman’s bleed-
ing ear, and sent him sprawling away.

THE knife wound, John knew instinc-
" tively, would be the deciding factor
unless he could act quickly. The pain he
could bear, but the loss of blood very
soon would weaken him down to the
man’s mercy. And the man would show
no mercy; he knew that. And when he
arose to his feet, he no longer was a
fighting man, but a kill-bent animal.

The raftsman was getting up, slowly,
confidently, still holding his knife, grin-
ning in anticipation of the kill. With the
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heel of his moccasin, John closed the
man’s mouth, shattering teeth and carti-
lage. The knife ripped through his pants
leg, but he kicked free.

The man squealed a wierd, pig-like
sound and plunged at John’s legs, and as
they went down the man’'s knee caught
John a twisting blow in the groin. John
felt his strength ebbing away. But in a
land where a man seldom lost but one
fight, defeat was strange, unnatural and
completely unacceptable. The raftsman
had dropped his knife in the fall, and
now was clawing madly at the ground,
trying to locate it in the deepening dark-
ness. In the scuffle, John’s hand slapped
against the man’s bleeding mouth. The
raftsman snapped like a tormented cat,
and caught the fingers in his broken
teeth. Sensing an advantage, John shoved
his hand forward, spreading the jaws to
the breaking point, where they had no
strength. His nails clawed at the soft in-
terior of the mouth, driving the man into
an insane frenzy from the unnaturalness
of the pain. He jarred John loose with a
sledge-hammer blow to the stomach, and
in total panic scrambled to his feet. His
knife gleamed on the ground. He bent
down cautiously and picked it up.

Rising, John saw the man weaving a
few yards in front of him. He saw the
man’s thick forearm snap back, and he
lunged forward to break the precision of
the knife throw. The handle thudded
harmlessly against his ciiest. Instantly,
the man drew another, shorter, knife
from inside his shirt, and backed over
against the wall of the cabin.

John slowly lifted the tomahawk from
the back of his belt. The white-hot rage,
the "tumble temper” which OIld Raoul
attributed to him, had struck a level of
demoniacal intelligence. The raftsman,
crouching for an attack, suddenly caught
on to what was happening. A choked
scream of protest rose in the man's
throat. His knife slipped from his fingers,
just as the tomahawk ripped a shallow

crevice across the top of his head and
jarred firmly into a cabin log. John stum-
bled forward, his knife upraised, his in-
tentions unmistakable. Then the man’s
legs gave way beneath him, and he slid
slowly down against the building.

John stared at the hulk of quivering
flesh. Something outside his reasoning
powers argued that he should finish the
job. But, somehow, it didn't seem quite
right. He was standing there, still unde-
cided, when the Widow Owens came out.
She had a jug of brandy in her hands.

She was pretty; no doubt about it. And

e had good sense; the jug of brandy
proved it. He took the outstretched jug
and took a long drag. It burned beauti-
fully, bringing sight to his eyes and put-
ting strength into his wobbly legs. He
took another, while she watched him with
respectful silence.

"Thank you Kkindly, ma'am,” he had
the presence of mind to say, as he handed
it back to her.

"You're a powerful man, Mr. Hall-
marth,” the Widow Owens said calmly.

He stood there, breathing heavily from
his mouth. The fight was still in him. He
could not keep his eyes off the groaning
raftsman. He thought of replying, as he
knew he should, "The Good Lord was
with me, ma'am,” but instead, the heat
of the moment and the feel of the hot
blood oozing from the knife wound in
his side caused him to bellow out: "I
kin wallop the stuffin’ outa any screamin’
raftsman on the river. | fit with General
Lewis agin Cornstalk at Point Pleasant,
and | carved me out a plantation with an
axe. They ain't no man, livin® ner
dead . . .” He stopped abruptly and
glanced at her from lowering eyes. "Apol-

\J:)HN turned dazedly and looked at her.
S

ogies, ma'am fer m’ braggin’,” he said
meekly.
Her eyes had grown large, and her

face had lost its pallor. "Tain't braggin’,
Mr. Hallmarth,” she said quickly. "Tain’t
braggin’ when a man’s done all he says
he's done, and can do what he says he's
goin’ to do. Tain't braggin’' at all.”

He looked at her, pondering her words.
Then suddenly they both laughed, and
while his laughter rose to a boisterous,
carefree roar of triumph, hers changed
oddly to a sort of joyous sobbing, which
caused him to pause and study her as she
turned away and raised her apron to her
eyes. It was strange, womanish behavior,
but somehow it didn't bother him. Sarah,
he remembered, in a strange little phan-
tasmagorical flash, had laughed and cried
once in that same manner. It had been on
a cold spring night on their way through
the mountains, when a hungry panther
had found its way into the wagon where
Ruthie was sleeping. Alarmed by Sarah’s
cries, he had waded in, and with a wild,
lucky swing of his tomahawk, he had
brained the cat. Then he had picked it up
over his head and heaved it twenty feet
away, into the snow. "That'll fix yuh, yuh
screamin’ son-of-a-bitch!” he had roared,
and the unprecedented savageness of his
manner and language had caused Sarah
to laugh and cry herself to sleep, while he
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had lain awake most of the night, rest-
lessly wondering at the strangeness of
women.

It seemed to John the most natural
thing in the world to be sitting, stripped
to the waist, inside the Owens’ cabin and
having the wonderful Widow Owens ap-
plying hot compresses to the "damnfool”
knife wound.

The children, Edward, William, and
Mary, spaced from five to eleven
(putting Mary close to Ruthie’'s age),
stared in open admiration at the man
who had whipped the awful rafts-
man, and their mother—Lord, but she
was pretty—handled them, he noticed,
with the prattling informality of a big
sister, the way Sarah used to do.

She had no sooner finished dressing the
wound when Old Raoul and Lizbet came
bursting in, trailed by jovial old Mrs.
Fletcher. Mrs. Fletcher immediately gath-
ered up the children to take them down
to her place. Everyone somehow agreed
that it would hardly be “fittin’” for the
children to see their mother married,
"beings it was so soon.”

Under Lizbet's fussy directions, he
stood facing the Widow Owens, holding
her two trembling hands in his own.

"1, John,” he commenced at a cue from
Lizbet, "take thee—"’

"Rebecca,” his bride-to-be prompted
softly.
"—Rebecca,” he whispered under his

breath. "I, John, take thee, Rebecca, tuh
be m’ lawful wedded wife.”

She moistened her lips, and her eyes
remained fixed upon his own. "I, Re-
becca, take thee—’

"John, ma’am,” he said hoarsely.

She nodded, and moistened her lips
again. "I, Rebecca, take thee, John, to be
my lawfully wedded husband.”

At a nudge from Lizbet, he leaned for-
ward and kissed his wife politely on the
cheek.

"Georgie Clark and his men come in
‘bout an hour ago,” Old Raoul shouted,
as he and Lizbet started out the door.
"They're aimin’ to persuade that rafts-
man to freight Rebecca’s belongin’s down
river for yuh all.”

When the door closed, John eased him-
self tiredly and painfully into one of the
two homemade rockers by the fireplace,
and Rebecca slipped quietly into the
other, close beside him.

H E LET his arm slide off the arm of the
chair, and his fingers touched, and

for a moment fondled, the rum jug on the
floor. Presently, in sudden inspiration, he
grabbed the earthen jug firmly, raised it
up and jerked out the corncob stopper.
He paused and peered searchingly at his
wife. There were traces of a suppressed
smile on her face. In his best man-of-the-
house manner, he took a long, important
drink.

He handed the jug to Rebecca.

"Would it be fittin’?” she asked, and
knowingly wiped the sleeve of her dress
across the mouth of the jug.

"It would be fittin’,” he said, and
chuckling peacefully, he leaned back and
closed his eyes. L I |
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LAST PLANE FOR PENGU

job with the Thai air charter com-
pany, the boneheadedness of his clapped-
out Dakota and their crash into Chinese
territory. How much had Ngu Pah
known? He navigated by guess and by
the seat of his pants—but a hundred and
fifty miles off course . . .

Spencer shrugged. Well, even if the
smiling little Rangoonian had sold out to
the Chinese People’s Republic, he hadn’'t
engineered the crash. Not the part of it
that sent the strut of the navigating table
through his own guts, anyway.

Spencer scratched himself meditatively
and the movement caused the slightest
rustle in the quilting of his jacket. Ten
sheets of rice paper, tissue-thin and bear-
ing herioglyphics that meant God knows
what. His ticket to freedom or his death
warrant? They could mean either.

The People’s Police had arrived half
an hour after the crash. Ngu Pah was
dead. Paltz, the second pilot, was con-
cussed and slightly delirious. Spencer him-
self was dazed but otherwise unhurt.
There had been no passengers that last
trip, only freight, and the flames were
just consuming the last of it. The police,
eight of them, emerged from the jungle
at the edge of the paddy field and ad-
vanced in open order, submachine car-
bines at the ready. Paltz, poor devil,
prompted by some ex-iron Curtain re-
flex, ran. He ran like a headless hen and
dropped at the edge of the clearing be-
fore Spencer realized that they had fired.

SAT where he was as they clustered
round him, jabbering and yelling.

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 42

a near-honest living flying a crate for a
Thai charter company.”

"Why you fly over Chinese territory?”

"I've told you—because my navigator,
poor little runt, didn't know a bee from
a bull's backside.”

"What you do with your photographic
equipment?”

"Oh, for God's sake, I've told you that,
too! | didn't have any.”

"Who pay you? American or British?”

"In theory the Thais, but they're six
months behind with my salary.”

"You know penalty for spying is death
but can save neck by cooperation and
truth.”

And so on. Fourteen hours the first
time. Twenty-four the next, and then
thirty-six. Savage beatings, bamboo sliv-
ers under the toenails; then cordiality,
rice and vegetables, cigarettes and daru
spirit; then more beatings, starvation and
the cold-water treatment. Spencer won-
dered idly at what point he would have
broken down and talked if he had known
anything. Probably about the sixth day,
he decided. In actual fact, he started to
invent about the fourteenth day and that
gave him respite for a month while they
investigated. The going-over they gave
him at the end of that month, however,
was worse than the initial treatment. It
seemed to convince them, though, that
he was just what he said he was—an air
tramp off his course—and the People’s
Court settled for fourteen years imprison-
ment and political re-education. The lat-
ter took the form of emptying the latrine
buckets of the town jail for two hours
each morning and listening to Marx, En-

fter the initial kicking and thumpinglel and Lenin on a gramophone for the

they hadn’'t treated him too badly, even
when his pace failed to match theirs on
the march back and he had stopped to be
sick. The fourteen-hour interrogation by
three relays of American-accented Can-
tonese hadn’t been so funny, though.

"You are Imperialist, bourgeois sabo-
teur sent to spy on Chinese People’'s Re-
public—o0?”

"l am an ex-RAF boy trying to make

next ten. The recordings were in Yun-
nanese so he was still not quite clear as,
to the meaning of dialectical materialism.
This fact genuinely distressed the Can-
tonese interrogator who interviewed him
each month, so Kavchenko was detailed
to instruct him further.

Kavchenko, the one-legged, tubercular
Russian engineer on the dam project out-
side the town, was as dedicated as the
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“Aren’t the characters out here picturesque?”
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Chinese themselves. He would sit by the
hour patiently getting the finer points
of "Das Kapital” into Spencer’'s thick
head, regretfully prescribing a bamboo
beating when he was deliberately stupid.

It was ten weeks before Spencer rea-
lized the subtle change in the other’s care-
ful, pedantic instruction—the undercurrent
of irony that had crept in, the idiomatic
twist in his careful English, the twitch of
the eyebrow or the slight lift, not amount-
ing to a shrug, of the thin shoulder. It
was a further five before he convinced
himself that Kavchenko was not an agent
provocateur, that he was in fact one of
that band of under-cover White Russians
living on borrowed time, who had half-
convinced the Chinese of their Communist
good faith, if not the Russians them-
selves. In Kavchenko’s case it was a race
between the bugs in his lungs and the
arrival of the MVD.

mT WAS Kavchenko who obtained the
m beautifully forged passport, the two
one-ounce gold ingots, and the Chinese
clothes that had become the uniform of
the Russian technical adviser in the border
country. It was Kavchenko who had
engineered the explosion in the sewage
farm that had supposedly buried Spencer
in twenty feet of ordure, and who finally
had given him the papers relating to a
heavy-water plant that was planned under
cover of the dam project.

But all Kavchenko's careful briefing
could not give Spencer enough Russian
to get him past the border-control station
into Thailand. There the genuine article
would interrogate him, and there the
papers he was carrying would hang him.
He could conceivably slip over at night—
but then he would be faced, in his debili-
tated condition, with a hundred-mile hike
over the Galu range to the railhead that
was the next stage of his journey to Bang-
kok. Hopeless, or almost. Hopeless unless
Samson was still flying his thirty-year-old
Tiger Moth between Tsing-sao on the
Chinese side and Pengu on the other. If
Samson would carry him, Spencer need
only walk a comparatively easy thirty
miles to the railhead and safety.

It was to Tsing-sao he was going now
—Tsing-sao, just short of the border con-
trol point at which the guards joined the
train. The line went downhill there, so
Kavchenko had told him, and the train
would be moving fast. He would have to
jump for it—ump in broad daylight—
and then lie up in the pady until night-
fall. 1t was for that reason he had risked
traveling in the last and least comfortable
coach, instead of the second-class car
nearer the engine to which his papers en-
titled him. The comrade-guard had tried
to explain that to him but had given it
up on Spencer’s blank refusal to under-
stand him.

He looked round the long coach. It was
empty now except for a shapeless bundle
of rags in the far corner. An old peasant
woman, he guessed from the black-veiled
Hakka hat, quilted coat and faded blue

ADVENTURE



trousers. She had boarded during the
night at a wayside stop and he had tried
to prevent her clambering in. He had
even stamped on her fingers, his stomach
turning at her muted cry. It had been like
kicking a starving mongrel. He let her
alone then, and she had crept in the
darkness to the corner where she now
crouched under her huge hat, like a de-
formed toadstool.

They rolled slowly through a wayside
station. Tat Wan. He had memorized,
from the carefully-drawn picture Kav-
chenko had given him, the shape of the
two Chinese characters that spelled the
name. About six miles from here, a cut-
ting and a bend in the line would help
to shield him from any chance backward-
looking eyes that might see him drop out
of the end door.

Spencer rose, stretched, yawned, his
eyes glancing sideways at the woman. She
didn’t stir. The train was gathering speed
now and he judged that he had some ten
minutes left. He knelt on the seat and
looked idly out of the window, catching
full in the face a blast of cinders and
grit from the open-stacked engine. There
seemed to be no heads hanging out of
the forward coaches. He straightened and
looked at the immobile, hunched figure
again, then moved toward the rear door,
his fingers fumbling at the front of his
trousers in the uninhibited manner of
earlier passengers. That, in this toiletless
third-class compartment, would supply as
good a reason as any for standing at an
open door, should anybody be looking
back. And if he was unfortunate enough
to slip and fall, he could imagine the
bellowing laughter of the comrade-guard
at the next station.

He swayed for a moment and then
jumped.

The flints stabbed at his knees and cut
his outstretched palms. He rolled side-
ways into the ditch and lay panting on
his belly, watching the tail of the train
swing out of sight round the bend. And
as it did, with.strained and unbelieving
eyes he saw the old woman come hurtling
through the last door and land spread-
eagled in the ditch ahead of him. His
outstretched fingers closed round a large,
jagged flint.

She lay perfectly still, one arm doubled
underneath her and the other outflung,
the huge straw hat dancing across the
sleepers in the eddies- left by the now
vanished train. Dead, he hoped savagely,
and fought down a gust of rage. Why
had the damned old fool followed him?

He rose cautiously, conscious thank-
fully as he did so that he had neither
broken nor sprained anything. With the
rock still clenched in his fist he advanced
slowly toward her. He stood looking
down at her and she turned her head
slightly, meeting his gaze. The rock
dropped from his hand.

E was not old. Spencer was no judge
of the ages of Chinese women, but this

one could not have been more thangrimly.

twenty-one or twenty-two. And that she
was beautiful—beautiful in that magnolia
fashion that only some Chinese women
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are—could not be disguised by the dirt
and blood that covered one side of her
face. He sank to one knee beside her.

"Who are you?” he asked foolishly,
then searched through his limited store
of prison-gained Cantonese for the trans-
lation. She answered him in perfect, very
slightly accented English.

"It does not matter. Tell
near Tsing-sao?”

"The next station down the line,” he
answered. "If you'd sat tight you'd have
reached there in half an hour—in one
piece. Why did you jump?”

"For the same reason, | imagine, as
you. | look for Samson—and have only
bad papers.”

me, are we

SAT back on his heels with a quick
intake of breath. “Who are you?” he
asked again.

"What does it matter? If | told you my
name was Lin Tsang Youell would it
mean anything?”

"Not a thing.”

She grinned impishly, then winced.
"Probably because it isn't my name. Not
quite, anyway. It's Lynn Howell.”

"Now all we want is the Mad Hatter
and the March Hare and the party would
be complete,” said Spencer.

"You're far too thin for a dormouse.
| suppose it is all a bit mad, though.
Talking about Hatters—would you mind
rescuing mine?” She rolled over and sat
up, dabbing at her grazed cheek with the
sleeve of her quilted coat. He rose and
crossed the line and picked up the absurd
Hakka hat. When he returned to her she
was holding a pistol. He stopped short,
cursing softly.

"You win, you bitch. Serves me right
for not braining you when | hadO the
chance.”

"Don't be silly,” she answered, turning
the gun around, butt toward him. "This
is merely meant as proof of my bona
fides. Here, take it.”

"Sorry,” he mumbled.
hell with one’'s manners.”
"Want it back?”

"You'd better keep it.
good with them.”

He slipped the pistol into his side
pocket and helped her to her feet. "Hadn't
we better get under cover?” he suggested.

They climbed the embankment and
crossed the dry paddy field at the top.
At the edge of the stunted jungle she
stopped and looked around her.

"If we're both right,” she said, "Tsing-
sao should be round to the south of that
range, and Samson’s airstrip about seven
miles through this jungle—due west.”

"How did you find out about Samson?”
he asked. "l thought his activities were
a closely guarded secret.”

"They are,” she answered, "and I'd
rather not tell you how I found out about
him. The less one knows in the event of

"Prison plays
He hesitated,

I'm not very

capture, the less one can give away
under—pressure.”
"How right you are,” he assented

"There've been times when |
wished to God that I had known some-
thing, just so | could have told 'em, to
make 'em let up on me.”
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She shook her head. "You're wrong.
It's only while they think you're holding
something back that you've got a chance.
That probably doesn't make sense, but
what | mean is—’

"I'll take your word for it,” he said.
"Put it another way. How did you know
1 was making for Samson?”

"Because you are English, and be-
cause”—she giggled—"in spite of your
perfect pantomime, you were obviously
preparing to alight at the very spot I'd
been briefed to watch for.”

"How the hell could you possibly know
I was English?” he asked gruffly to cover
his confusion.

"Because you stopped kicking me when
| cried. And if | needed further proof, you
shouted and talked a lot in your sleep,
the way people do after the comrades
have been educating them.”

“All right then. You knew | was Eng-
lish—or British—you guessed | was going
to jump the train just where you intended
to. Why should that add up to Samson?”

She shrugged. "There’s nothing else to
get off for here. Too far from the fron-
tier to walk, not near enough if you in-
tend to steal a boat.”

"Do you know this Samson?”

"No, except from what I've been told
about him. He's a Pole. He stole a small
aeroplane from the Kuo Min Tang—
Chiang Kai-Chek’s people—and now he
runs it on a regular flight back and forth
over the border. The Communists know
he smuggles things—gems from the Mo-
gok fields, opium, all sorts of things—
but he is useful to them so they close
their eyes to a lot. They would never
permit him to run refugees out, though.
There he takes a risk—but only when he
thinks it safe, and only for payment in
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advance. If it suits him he'll sell you out
to the other side.”
"What is his fee?”
"Whatever he thinks you have.”
“Sounds a nice type.”

"He isn't. He's a foul beast and one
day he will be killed—by our side or
theirs.”

"Let's hope he lasts long enough to
fly us out.”

. WAS getting dark when they came
to the edge of the clearing. There was

a dim light in a bamboo basha on the

other side and Spencer could make out
the prim, old-maidish lines of an ancient
Tiger Moth pegged down under a rough
hangar. They stopped in the shadow of
the trees. It had been a gruelling trek
and even in the fast-fading light Spencer
could see that the girl's face was white
and drawn. She sat down wearily and he
felt a sudden surge of compassion for
her. Lynn Howell—of all absurd names
for anything so fragile and delicately
Oriental. Daughter of a Welsh professor
of music at the Shanghai University and
a Mandarin mother. She had gasped out
her story as they pushed through the
bamboo thickets. Her father had died in
a Japanese concentration camp during
the war, her mother more recently under
a course of political re-education. What
lay ahead of her? Bangkok and Hong
Kong immediately—if they were lucky.
But what then? The cabarets and dance
halls? Number Two- or Three-piece wife
for some obese, Hollywood-dressed Hong
Kong taipan? Damn it, not if he knew it!
He came out of his reverie as he felt her
tap his leg.

"1 had better go forward alone,” she
said. "Samson perhaps can speak Eng-
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lish, but if he is not here there will be
only Chinese.”

"We will go together—" he began.

"That would be foolish. If the com-
rades are there we would both be taken.”

“But why should you go first? I'm a
man, and—"

"All the more reason why | should go.
If things are not as they should be, | can
pass as a Hakka girl lost while looking
for strayed cattle.” She rubbed her palms
on the ground beside her and transferred
some of the grime to her damp face. He
saw the force of her reasoning, and
nodded. "If | don’t return after some time
you must do the best you can,” she went
on. "If it is all right | shall come back
and tell you.” She held out her hand and
he pulled her to her feet.

"Good luck,” he said—then on an im-
pulse he pulled her to him and Kkissed
her full on the lips. She hung, impassive
in his embrace for a moment; then, with
a queer, strangled little cry, rather like
the one she had given when he stamped
on her fingers the night before, she pulled
away and was gone, wraithlike, across
the clearing.

He leaned against the tree, his heart
hammering.

He tried to measure the passage of
time, counting in groups of a hundred
and twenty. He would give her ten min-
utes and then, by God, he'd go in shoot-
ing. Fool that he was. Why hadn’t he
thought of that in the first place? Tiger
Moths were the first things he had ever
soloed in.

E hundred and twenty at two beats
to the second was one minute. He

ticked the minutes off on his fingers—one,

two, three, four.

He didn’t hear her approach until she
was nearly on him. He started and his
heart leaped.

"It's all right,” she whispered urgently,
"they’'ll take us—one at a time. But they
want three ingots each. What have you

got?”

"Oh, God!” he gasped in dismay.
"Two.”

She stopped dead. "lI—I have only

one. | hoped—’

A man was approaching them with a
lantern.

"Leave it to me. There's a way out.
There’'s got to be.” The man grunted
something and they followed him into the
basha, blinking at the light.

There were three of them there. Sam-
son himself, a Sikh in greasy overalls
squatting in the corner, and the Chinese
who had led them in. Samson, fair, sun-
tanned, fortyish and good-looking in a
paunchy way, looked up and grinned
amiably.

" Alio,” Samson said. "You want the
joyride? Round the bloody Blackpool
Tower, eh? We fix.”

"Can you take us both? One time?”
Spencer asked.

Samson guffawed. “Say. I'm bloody
good to get her off the deck wiz myself—
one time.”

"The two of us don't scale thirteen
stone—"

"But | do, mister. And | got to carry
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juice for two-hundred-mile round trip.”

"When can you start?” Spencer asked.

"First light—providing we fix"—he
leered and rubbed his forefinger and
thumb together—"the sheenanicker boys,
eh? The fulooz—cash money—dough!”

"How much?”

"Didn’t the little sing-sing girlie tell
you? 1 tell her, all right. Three ingots,
mister. No paper money. You got?”

'Tve got.”

"Show.”

Spencer leaned forward and coolly
helped himself to a black Thai cigarette
from the packet on the table. He turned
and removed the soggy butt from the
lips of the Chinese behind him, lit his
cigarette from it and then flicked the butt
through the open window. The Chinese
growled in the back of his throat. Spencer
laughed.

"You'll get it. Like you said, cobber.”
He inhaled deeply. "Before take-off.
Didn’t think I'd bring it with me till |
knew what the form was, did you? It's
back there in the jungle.”

Samson looked at him for a moment,
then threw his head back and roared.
"You bloody hard case, eh? Goddam
character. Okay, like you say—before
take-off. Lay it down; up we go.”

"The girl goes first.” Spencer told him.

Samson went on, "Okay. You go back
to jungle, eh? No good to stay'here. Too
many people come and go night-time.
When you hear motor run up, you come.”

"Have you .got any food?” Spencer
asked.
“Have got.” said Samson. "Very ex-

pensive. Comes extra on passage money.”

Spencer put the little finger of his left
hand in his mouth, sucked and then
dragged it out again. He threw his signet
ring on the table. Samson roared again
in high good humor, picked up the ring
and weighed it in his' palm and said
something out of the side of his mouth
to the Sikh. The Sikh grinned and shuf-
fled out, returning a moment later with
a tin dish of rice and a ball of fried
fish. He dumped it on the table. Spencer
picked it up and turned to the door,
signing with his head for the girl to
follow. They walked across the clearing
in silence.

"Eat,” said Spencer tersely.

Her hand went out toward the dish,
paused—then suddenly she was in his
arms again, sobbing quietly. He stroked
her face clumsily, his lips caressing her
hair, murmuring endearments that nor-
mally would have turned him stiff with
embarrassment.

"That's a girl. Here, get some grub.
You're hungry. Come on now—lovely
cold rice and a chunk of shark. You leave
it to old Ginger. You don’'t have to cry,
pet. It's going to be all right.”

S suddenly as it had broken, the storm

passed, and in a moment they

were sitting cross-legged,
tween them,
fingers.

When they had finished, he relit the

butt of the Thai cigarette and they
smoked it in alternate puffs, lying looking
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the dish be-across the cowling to pull
solemnly “eating with stiff

‘ trees,

up at the stars through the branches,
her head on his outstretched arm.

The roar of the engine woke him. He
lay for a moment collecting his scat-
tered thoughts and brushing the sleep
from his eyes. Then he sat up. The gray
dawn light was filtering through the
branches and the mist was rising oyer
the clearing. He was alone, but beside
him was a single blossom from a frangi-
pani bush. On it was a single gold ingot.

jumped to his feet. But even as he
called, "Lynn! Lynn!” in a voice that
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was not his own, he realized the futility To men of middle age or past this

of it. She was gone.

He closed his eyes tightly and beat
with his clenched fists on the trunk of
the tree behind him. The physical hurt
of his skinned knuckles brought him
momentarily to himself. He stooped and
picked up the flower and the ingot and
weighed both in his palm. Across the
clearing the engine rose, cut and rose
again impatiently. He turned and walked
slowly toward the plane. He would bar-
gain with them, gain time. She couldn't
have gone far.

Samson waved and shouted. "Come on,
mister! You think we got all bloody day?
Where that damn sing-sing girl?”

The Chinese was standing by the
chock-ropes and the fixed-pitch propeller
was bucking the flimsy plane against
them. The Sikh stood leaning against the
slipstream, a large wrench in his hand.

Spencer stopped by the rear cockpit
and shouted against the roar of the en-
gine. "Wait—she won't be long. Wait!”

The merest flicker of Samson’s eyes
warned him and he threw himself to one
side as the wrench swung in a vicious
circle. It missed his head and glanced
off the quilted shoulder of his jacket,
numbing his left arm to the wrist. He
jerked the pistol from his side pocket
and shot the Sikh in the stomach.

Samson was standing up in the cock-
pit, fumbling frantically inside the zip
of his flying jacket. Spencer's gun blazed
again. The second bullet took him high
in the chest. He spun, then plummeted
sideways and hung head-down from the
cockpit. The Chinese had skipped round
the plane, making a shield of the metal
bulk of the engine. Spencer stooped under
the fuselage and carefully shot him
through the thigh, then reached into the
cockpit past the sagging Samson and cut
the engine back to a gentle purr.

He heard her call across the clearing
and turned to see her running toward him
over the brown turf. Without a word
he boosted her into the front cockpit and
then struggled to pull Samson out of the
other. He climbed in and motioned with
his pistol to the writhing Chinese to pull
the chocks away. Then, fumbling at the
almost forgotten controls, he gave the
Moth full throttle.

Lynn turned and smiled as he reached
her flying
straps over her shoulders.

The sun climbed with them over the
dispersing the mist. Below was
the Gala Range and to the South all
Thailand stretched to the sea. [
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GUNS FOR THE YUMA KID CONTINUED FROM PAGE 16

the street in front of the Cheyenne Sa-
loon.

The tall man in dusty black, and string
tie, leaning against the porch pillar a few
feet away, picked his teeth, and said,
"Passing through, mister, or staying
awhile?”

Pardee glanced at him before answer-
ing. He was a big man, past middle age,
with graying hair and a face that looked
like it had been cut out of rock.

"Hard to say,” Pardee told him.

"Name's Cartright,” the man in black
said. "Lawyer in this town. | didn't get
your name.”

"l didn't say it,” Pardee said.

Cartright shifted his position so that
he was facing Pardee now," his back
against the porch pillar, hands in his
pockets. i

"They never do,”, he murmured.

RDEE just looked at him, and then
looked away again. The woman with
the title boy, who had left the hotel
minutes before and walked down to the
dry goods store at the corner, was com-
ing back now, the boy clinging to her
hand. He was a beautiful little fellow of
five or less with delicate features, dark
hair and thick, dark eyelashes. He walked
soberly, properly, and the woman with
him, dressed in widow's black, was also
dark, still young, her face expressionless,
pale, a little drawn, and quite beautiful.

As she drew near the hotel she had to
pass the front of the Acme Feed Store
which was separated from the hotel by
an alley. A man came out of the alley as
the woman and the child came up, and he
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deliberately slowed down in front of her
before passing on and across the street to
the Cheyenne Saloon.

The man who had come out of the
alley had dark-blond hair and thick
shoulders. He wore a sweat-streaked blue
flannel shirt, and a musty gray vest.

Seeing the woman coming up, he
paused, looking at her steadily, his back
toward the hotel. The woman slowed
down, also, unable to get around him im-
mediately, and as she did so, Pardee’'s
left boot came down off the porch rail.
Before the other could follow, the woman
had gone around the blond-haired man
and was again coming toward the hotel,
some color showing in her face now, and
the corners of her mouth tight.

The blond man turned to grin after
her and Pardee had a better look at him.
He had a broken nose and he was poorly
shaved, the blond whiskers long on his
square, bony face.

The woman came up on the hotel
porch with the boy and as she passed,

tenboth Pardee and Cartright touched their

hats to her. She nodded slightly, and
Pardee noticed that her eyes were brown,
the lashes long, like the boy'’s.

She went into the hotel, and Pardee
heard her going up the stairs, and he
heard a door open and close. He watched
the blond man wipe his mouth with the
back of his hand, and cross the road to
the saloon, disappearing inside.

"Too bad,” Cartright observed.

It was designed to draw a question
from Pardee, but Pardee said nothing.

"Would you have fought him?” Cart-
right asked curiously.

"You're a lawyer,” Pardee stated.
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"Why not save your questions for the
court room?”

"I'm an old man,” Cartright smiled.
"l can ask questions, and no offense is
taken. That is the privilege of age.”

Pardee shrugged. He took a cigar from
his vest pocket and put it in his mouth,
but he didn’'t light it immediately. Across
the street he watched the still-swinging
doors of the Cheyenne Saloon where the
blond man had gone in. He wondered if
he would have fought him—and why.

RTRIGHT said, "You'll want to
know about her and the boy if you're
staying around here.”

"l didn't ask,” Pardee told him.

"She is Mrs. Ames,” Cartright went on
blandly. "Mrs. Caldwell Ames, and her
husband was a gambling man who was
shot and killed in the Cheyenne Saloon a
little over a month ago. It has not been
proven whether he was cheating or not.
It was a card game, an accusation of
theating, and both men drew guns. Mr.
Ames was a trifle late.”

Pardee said nothing. He noticed that
the door of the Cheyenne Saloon had
stopped swinging.

"They came here together,” Cartright
went on, "less than a year ago, and they
had the boy with them. Some people say
they were not even married. Who will
ever know that?”

"W hy does she stay?” Pardee asked.

"Pride, perhaps,” Cartright said. "May-
be other things. Who knows a woman'’s
mind? Besides, is one town any better
than another? Have you found it so?”

Pardee smiled faintly.

"They been hard on her?” he asked.

"The loose men like our friend, Cor-
coran, across the street notice her,” Cart-
right said. “It's the women who hurt her,
though.”

"1'd pull out,” Pardee said.

"You're a man,” Cartright observed.
"You can move about like the wind. A
woman with a small child and, perhaps,
without money, is in a different situa-
tion. Life is hard.”

Again Pardee smiled, and this time the
corners of his mouth were tight. He'd
spent his five years in Yuma prison for
foolishness in his youth and he'd come
out with a reputation which went before
him like the stench of a skunk. When
there was trouble they looked first in his
direction, and now he'd been accused of
a stage hold-up eight hundred miles to
the south and a posse had looked for
him, but he was beyond all posses now,
and he was never going back. Some day
they would learn the truth but it wouldn’t
make any difference to him either way.
Life was hard, and there wasn't much
point to it

"She is a very unusual woman,” Cart-
right was saying.

"Any friends at all?” Pardee asked him.

"The women won't taint themselves
with her,” the lawyer stated blandly,
"and she hasn't given any encouragement
to the men.”
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Pardee said no more on the subject. He
sat in his chair and he remembered that
he'd always run, even when he was inno-
cent. Maybe that had been his mistake.

"Anybody figures on settling down in
this part of the country,” Cartright said,
"there’'s plenty of free government land
up north of White Creek. Good grazing
land. Good farm land. You're not a
farmer?”

"No," Pardee smiled.

"You've handled cattle, then,” Cart-
right smiled. "Land office in town. You
sign your name, and the one hundred and
sixty acres are yours if you live on it
long enough and prove it.”

Pardee was not interested. He'd seen
plenty of homesteaders sweat and starve
and then give it up. Of course that had
beerf in the south, a dry country. Up here
there was more water.

"Ought to take a ride up to White
Creek sometime,” Cartright told him, “If
you're around here long enough.”

Pardee just nodded. After awhile, when
Cartright left, he got up and walked to
the dining room at the rear of the hotel.
There were evidently only a few guests
at the hotel, and the dining room was
empty when he stepped into it

A girl came over to take his order after
he'd sat down at a corner table. He dis-
covered that he was hungry even though
in recent days, moving constantly north,
he'd taken no interest in food. He'd rid-
den in that morning on his claybank
mare, dusty, dirty and disinterested in
life—and dangerous because of it.

He ordered a steak and fried potatoes,
and he was waiting for the food when
Mrs. Ames came in with the boy. She
saw him because he was the only one in
the room, and she nodded slightly as she
took a table some distance away.

Why don’t you run? Pardee thought.
Everybody runs.

She talked to the little boy for awhile
and several times she smiled, and when
she smiled, Pardee could see why some
of the loose men in town were bothering
her. She was quite pretty when she smiled
and younger than he'd at first thought.
She could have been twenty-five.

He found himself wondering, idly, how
she’d met up with a gambler like Cald-
well Ames, whether he’'d been honest or
a cheat. Very possibly, Ames had not
been a gambler when they’d married and
he’'d drifted into it, having failed at other
things.

He knew that he was a fool thinking
about the woman, but when he tried to
put her out of his mind he found that he
couldn’'t.

told himself that he'd better be get-
ting out of this town tomorrow be-
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Mrs. Ames had seen Corcoran, also,
and Pardee noticed that her mouth tight-
ened again. She became overly attentive
to the boy as Corcoran moved toward her,
coming without haste, grinning a little.

He took notice of Pardee at the table,
sized him up coolly, and then turned his
attention to Mrs. Ames again. He weaved
a little as he walked and Pardee realized
that he was drunker than he'd at first
thought. It meant that this time it would
not be too bad. He could handle this
man now with his fists, or with a gun, but
it would not come to guns. He would
not let it come to guns.

Corcoran came up to the woman's
table and said something to her which
Pardee could not hear. Then he sat down
at the table and stroked the little boy’s
dark hair. Mrs. Ames reached over and

cause only a fool, in his condition, wouldpushed his hand away, her face white

look at a woman twice. It was then that
the blond man, Corcoran, came in with
another shot or two of liquor under his
belt and his hat pushed back farther on
his head.

Pardee watched him come through the
door, and he sighed almost inaudibly,
knowing what would happen, and know-
ing what he would do.
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now.

Corcoran laughed, and Pardee got up.
The girl came with his steak, and she
glanced at him questioningly.

“Be back for it,” Pardee said. "It won't
get cold, ma'am.”

He moved the short distance over to
Mrs. Ames’ table, goming up fin Corcor-
an’'s left side. He said gently/ "Do you
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want this man at your table, ma'am?”

Corcoran turned to stare at him. He
was the bigger man, and drink made him
double the size he was.

"Who the hell are you?” he demanded.

"You want him?” Pardee repeated, still
looking at the woman. He noticed that
her eyes were brown—brown and clean
and good.

"l don't want any trouble,” she said.

Pardee nodded. He looked down at
Corcoran and he said, "Get out.”

"A range bum like you—" Corcoran
started to say as he pushed himself out
of the chair.

When he was standing, Pardee hit him
in the stomach with his left hand, and as
Corcoran sank into the chair gasping,
Pardee picked up a catsup bottle from the
table and brought it down across his
skull.

Corcoran slid from the chair to the
floor and lay there. He was not cut, and
the bottle had not broken because Pardee
had hit him with only sufficient force to
stun him.

He put the bottle back on the table and
then he turned and walked toward a door
which opened on the hotel bar. He called
to one of the bartenders and when the
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man came to the door he pointed and
said, "Put him out on the street.”

Then he touched his hat to Mrs. Ames
and went back to his table. The steak
was still warm, and it was good, and the
fried potatoes were done just right. He
had two cups of coffee, and he ate lei-
surely because he knew Corcoran would
not be back just yet.

He kept his eyes averted from the wo-
man and the boy because he didn't want
her to have to thank him, but as he was
finishing his second cup of coffee she
paused at his table on the way out, and
she said,

"l am obliged to you, but you've made
an enemy.”

Pardee looked at her. “Everybody has
enemies,” he said.

"You are not afraid of him?”

Pardee smiled. "No,” he said.

"Please be careful,” she told him, "and
if you have no business here | would ad-
vise you to ride on.”

"l have no business,” Pardee said, "and
I'll stay.”

"Why?”

Pardee nodded toward the door out
of which the unconscious Corcoran had
been dragged. "He’'ll want his chance,"
he said. "He’'ll have it.”

He saw the sickness come into her
eyes for the moment, and he thought he
understood how it had been with her be-
fore. She’d had a man who'd said that,
too, possibly many times, and now he
was gone.

"Please be careful,” she said and went
out.

Pardee finished his supper, paid his
bill, and then went to the bar for a glass
of beer. He said to the bartender who'd
helped carry Corcoran out, "There’ll be
somebody looking for me soon. Tell him

when he comes—if he packs a gun—that
he'd better be ready to use it.”

The bartender, a thin, lanky man with
black hair plastered to his skull, moist-
ened his lips with the tip of his tongue
and nodded. He didn’t say anything.

Pardee finished his beer and went up-
stairs to his room. It was past seven
o'clock, and the night was young and he
could be dead before it was over, depend-
ing upon Corcoran’s nerve, and his speed
with a six-gun.

The fact didn't bother him. He lay
down on the cheap bed in the room and
slept for two hours. He was awakened by
a knock at the door. It was not Corcoran
because he would not knock, and he
would not come up here.

Pardee got up and opened the door.
Cartright, the lawyer, was there, smiling
at him, a toothpick in his mouth, hands in
his pockets.

"Mind if | come in?” he asked.

"Come ahead,” Pardee said.

"l bring bad news,” Cartright told him
as he moved easily into the room. "There
is @ man gunning for you. But you knew
that.”

Pardee shrugged. "Figured he'd come,”
he said.

"You had to get into it,” Cartright ob-
served. "1 thought you'd be smarter.”

Pardee went over to the dresser near
the wall and poured a basin full of water
from the pitcher standing there. He said
as he started to wash the sleep from his
eyes, "Corcoran went out of his way to
make trouble for a woman,” he said. "He
rates whatever trouble he's brought on
himself.”

"Hel a bad man with a gun,” Cart-
right said, "and he's sobered up since
you saw him.”

Pardee just shrugged his shoulders.

"l take it you're not too bad with a
gun, yourself,” Cartright murmured.

"I'm not running,” Pardee observed.
"Where is he?”

"Making big talk in the Cheyenne. He
figures on coming over here any minute
and calling you down.”

"l might meet him half way,” Pardee

smiled. "I never waited for any man in
my life.”
"What'll you do when it's over? |

think you’'ll live.”

Pardee shrugged. "I
ride out.”

"l told you about the free land up on
White Creek. You're not an old man.
Land office agent would be glad to see
you.”

Pardee looked at him quizzically.
"Why do you want me to settle down?”
he asked.

"l hate to see any man ride and ride.”

rode in here. I'll

ERE was a light knock on the door,
and Cartright, who was closer to the
door, stepped over to open

softly, "Lady visitor to see you, mister.
I'll step out.”

Pardee went over to the door as Cart-
right edged out and went down the hall.
Stella Ames was standing outside. She
was alone.

"l wanted to see you,” she said.

"Come in,” Pardee told her.

She came in and closed the door behind
her. Then she stood there, looking at him.
She said, "They're going to try to Kill
you.”

Pardee picked up the gun belt from the
bed post and strapped it on. "There was
only one before,” he said.

"Corcoran doesn’'t have the nerve to
come at you alone,” she said. "He’'ll have
left of the

a man in the alley to the
Cheyenne Saloon. One of them will Kill
you.”

"How do you know this?” Pardee
asked.

"Mr. Haines, the bartender downstairs,
told me. He had it from a man in the
Cheyenne. They're going to set you up.”

"I've been set up before,” Pardee said.

"Why don’'t you leave?" Stella Ames
asked. She took a step toward him.
"There’'s nothing for you here. You can
saddle and be gone in ten minutes.”

”1 never ran,” Pardee said, "from this.”

Mrs. Ames shook her head impatiently.
"But it's foolishness to stay,” she told
him.

"It's worse to run,” Pardee murmured.
"I'm obliged to you for coming.”

"Please be careful,” she told him, and
they looked at each other for a moment.

"Was your husband a tin-horn?” Par-
dee asked.

"No,” she said, "tut it doesn't matter.”
She paused, and then she added, "1 didn’t
love him.”

Pardee nodded. He said almost to him-
self, "He was the man should have taken
the land on White Creek. He had the
family.”

He touched his hat to her, then, and he
left the room, going downstairs to the
lobby, and then into the hotel bar.

Cartright was there, as he'd expected,
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and at least a dozen other men. They'd
been waiting for him.

Cartright took off his hat and rubbed
it. He said, "Waiting on the porch of the
Cheyenne, mister.”

"I'll accommodate him,” Pardee said.

Pardee smiled at him and walked out
on the porch. The night was still warm,
the heat from the day lingering in the
street. He saw a group of men on the
porch of the Cheyenne Saloon across the
road and in the light from inside he could
make out Corcoran.

He looked at the alley to the left of the
saloon, but it was dark, and he could see
no one there. He leaned against the porch
pillar and rolled a cigarette as the men
across the way became silent.

In one sense he felt sorry for Corcoran.
The blond man had to come now, or lose
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legged, and he stopped in the middle of
the road, looking straight at Pardee.

"All right, mister,” he said.

Pardee looked toward the alley. He
thought he saw a faint movement there,
and he knew, then, that he probably owed
his life to Stella Ames.

He came down off the porch, took one
step in Corcoran’s direction, and then
without haste, but moving steadily, he
took a number of steps to his right, thus
putting Corcoran directly between him-
self and the man in the alley.

He said, “Draw your gun, mister.”

Corcoran’s right hand had moved to-
ward his gun when Pardee was walking,
but he hadn’'t been sure as to the motive
for Pardee’'s move; he'd hesitated, and
now it was too late.

"Now,” Pardee said softly. “Now, if
you want it, mister.”

Corcoran didn't want it this way, but
he had little choice, and he drew his gun,
as Pardee thought, regretfully.

Pardee shot him through the stomach,
watched him fall, and then dropped to
his knees, and sent another bullet past
Corcoran’s falling body, aiming at the
flash of the gun from the alley there.

M AN stumbled out of the alley, head
forward grotesquely, shoulders turn-

ed inward. He fell with the gun under

him, and it went off again, seeming to
make his body bounce.

Pardee holstered the gun and went
back on the porch of the hotel. He passed
Cartright who was standing at the door,
and he hesitated as he was going by.

"Where is that land office, mister?”
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THE SLAVE WHO MADE ROME TREMBLE conTINUED FROM PAGE 22

struck the gong that was used only in
emergencies, such as the outbreak of fire
or enemy attack. She waited. . Ah,
there at last was a footstep approaching.

It was no cautious slave, however; it
had a firm, booted, masculine tread. It
was Crassus, called "Dives” (The Rich).
Brilliant, vulgar, quick, self-made, the
richest man the Ancient World had ever
seen, he was reputed to own a quarter of
all Italy, which he had turned into vast
plantations called latifnndia. Not to men-
tion vast tracts of Spain, Sicily, and North
Africa. In addition, he owned great fac-
tories and mines in almost every province*,
and' fleets of biremes numbering thou-
sands to transport crops and riches to the
highest markets. And later, as we shall
see, he, single-handed, was able to equip
and maintain Roman armies to put down
the rebellious slaves, without whose labor
his fortune would turn to dust.

If any man in Rome might be said to
do so, it was Crassus who dominated
Marcella and who was so rich that, snob
though she was, Marcella was prepared
to entertain him at her fabulous dinners,
and later to accept gifts from him which
permitted her to maintain an establish-
ment worthy of the noble name she bore.

Crassus was not one to live by the sweat
of his brow, and yet on this mild fall
day, seventy-two years before the birth
of Christ, he was sweating and breath-
less. He poured himself a goblet of
Falernian wine and sat down on the
rumpled bed. Explanations followed.

All the slaves in Rome were being
rounded up and herded into compounds
near the Tiber. Spartacus and his army
of 60,000 armed and desperate slaves
were only eight miles out along the Ap-
pian way. Except for a few companies
of militia there were no soldiers in Rome.
Nothing except the walls stood between
the city and the slaves. Crassus had been
given supreme command by the fright-
ened Senate. His first measure had been
to round up all the slaves in Rome, no
matter how loyal they might appear to
be, for fear of a fifth column. Second,
he had ordered his fleets to be put at
the disposal of the State, to transport
arms and food from abroad to Rome and
to bring back some of the armies sta-
tioned on the far-flung stretches of the
Empire. Thus he hoped to save Rome
from the greatest threat since Hannibal
was defeated in the second Punic War.

O was Spartacus—this Thracian
lave who had appeared from no-

mutinied and took to the hills to live
the life of a brigand.

He was eventually captured and, as a
deserter, faced death. The sentence was
commuted, however, because of his pro-
digious strength. Rather than waste him
by killing him at once, it was decided to
sell him into slavery as a gladiator. It
was only a matter of time before he would
be killed, but in the process the State
would regain some of the cost of training
and outfitting\ and feeding him while he
was serving in the Roman Army. He was
sold to a stable master called Gnaeus
Lentulus Batiatus, who had a training
school for gladiators at Capua.

Gladiatorial combats, which began as
public duels, had by this time become big
business. There were fewer and fewer
free gladiators, for there were few free
men foolish enough or desperate enough
to fight to the death in the arena once or
twice a week. So the managers became
owners, and gladiators were bought and
trained like fighting bulls, to do battle
with one another for the amusement of
the pauperized and unemployed, but free
citizens of Rome—of whom there were
many at this time.

IS vast unemployment was due to
plentiful slave labor, as were also the
slave revolts, or "servile wars,”

Romans called them. Slavery had been
in existence for thousands of years but
there had been virtually no uprisings be-
fore because the slaves had usually been
comparatively well treated. They were
fairly expensive and often remained with
the same families from generation to
generation.

But when Rome set out to conquer
the world after the fall of Carthage, slaves
poured into Roman markets by the hun-
dreds of thousands. In the year 146 B.C.
alone, close to 1,000,000 men, women and
children were sold into slavery. As with
any commodity, when there is too much
of it, its value goes down. The cheaper
slaves became, the more expendable they
became, so that, according to Diodorus
Siculus, the life expectancy of a slave
working in the mines was three months.

The cheapness of slave labor ruined
the small, independent Roman farmers
and as their farms were taken over by the
great landowners, like Crassus, the free
farmers were forced off the land and
joined the ranks of the unemployed in
the big cities. Here they were given the
famous Roman form of relief: “Bread
and circuses.” No matter how miserably

where and from nothing to threaten thhey were living, their loyalty was main-

fortune of Crassus Dives and the way of
life of the pampered and indolent Mar-
cella Augusta Portia Claudia Julia?
Spartacus was not born a slave; in
fact, few men at that time were. He was
born in Thrace, which occupied the area
now known as Bulgaria. There were
Thracian kings with his name and he
may even have been of royal blood. It is
known that he joined the Roman army
as a mercenary soldier. He subsequently
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tained by the terrible knowledge of how
much worse off the slaves were. So that,
as Spartacus was to find to his surprise
and cost, when he led the slaves in revolt,
the poorest and most degenerate Roman
would fight to the end to preserve the
very conditions which had ruined him.
Spartacus must have had tremendous
charm as well as incredible strength to
organize and persuade the seventy-four
gladiators in the stable of Batiatus to

break out one sunny afternoon during a
training period and, armed only with
the broadswords, nets and tridents of the
gladiators, cut their way to safety on the
wild slopes of Mt. Vesuvius.

Vesuvius, before the famous eruption
that destroyed Pompeii, was considerably
higher than it is today; higher and much
wilder. Bears and boars were to be found
on its slopes and it was famous for its
bandits. Spartacus and his band of
seventy-four, with a few women they
either carried off or who went with them
voluntarily, set up camp above a narrow
rocky defile with a sheer cliff behind them.

The gladiators were more successful
and more dangerous than most of the
Campanian brigands. For one thing, they
were all professionally trained in the use
of arms, and several of them, like Spar-
tacus, had been in the Roman army and
had some knowledge of Roman tactics.

Eventually a force of 3,000 men (half
a legion) was sent against them under
Clodius Glaber. The legionnaires thought
it unwise to force the passage where they
would have to engage in hand-to-hand
individual combat with professional gladi-
ators and decided instead to blockade
them and starve them out. It was then
than Spartacus showed his fantastic dar-
ing. He got his men to scale the sheer
precipice behind them by means of ropes

as themade from vines, and attack the Romans

unexpectedly from the rear while they
slept. He won a complete and almost
bloodless victory.

News spread fast and runaway slaves
began to swell his forces by the thou-
sands. Although forced to live by plunder,
Spartacus appears to have been as fair
as possible under the circumstances. He
showed such extraordinary mercy to pris-
oners that fell into his hands, that some
of the Romans joined his cause, impressed
by the character of the slave leader.

The slave army became so large that
it was necessary to move away from
Vesuvius into Lucania, "land of shep-
herds and robbers,” and set up headquar-
ters at the town of Thurii. The army
itself was an extraordinary force.

ROFESSIONAL soldiers and mercen-

ary armies were no novelty in Rome
but like all men who fight for
pay, they seldom put their hearts in it
The slave army of Spartacus was every
bit as international as the mercenaries,
but fanatical in the field. Half the army
was composed of men from the various
countries of the Mediterranean; the other
half came from Germany and Gaul and
the lands beyond Germany that now
form Scandinavia and Russia. The only
language these men had in common was
Latin, the language of their former mas-
ters. Some, like Spartacus and the leader
of the Gauls, Crixus, were soldiers and
gladiators, but most of the others had to
be trained from scratch. Men became offi-
cers because other men accepted their
commands. Discipline was accepted only
under battle conditions, for there are no
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men as suspicious of rules as those who
have known slavery. Each man had won
his own freedom by joining the rebels,
and owed nothing to anyone but himself.
To weld this group into the army it be-
came required incredible genius. Com-
pared to the problems facing Spartacus,
Alexander the Great, Julius Caesar and
Napoleon had virtual set-ups.

ME was still unaware of the extent
of the danger it faced. Nevertheless,

wo entire legions were sent to put down

the slaves, who numbered jtbout 7,000 at
this time. Varinius, the Roman command-
er, underestimated.the organization of the
enemy. To avenge Glaber he sent forward
2,000 men. These were cut off and Vari-
nius suffered a severe defeat. All southern
Italy lay defenseleess before the slaves.

Their success against Varinius brought
as much trouble as it did confidence to
the rebels. Up to now there had been
no question of tactics or policy. Stick to-
gether or hang separately was clearly the
only rule needed. Now, however, with
the prospects of unlimited plunder and
fine living in the luxurious cities of south-
ern Italy, arguments arose.

Crixus, the Gaul who commanded the
Gauls and Germans, had lost none of his
ancestral lust for plunder. No politician,
he wanted the fruits of victory, which
meant wine, women and gold. Spartacus,
on the other hand, wanted to win the
good will of the provincial cities. He
hoped to revive their old patriotic fires
and have them join in common cause
against Rome. There was no way of com-
bining these two opposed ideas.

The Romans were now thoroughly
aroused. Both consuls and an army of
40,000 men, six legions, were sent against
the slaves. One of the consuls pinned
Spartacus up in the hills while the sol-
diers of Quintus Arius completely de-
stroyed the Gauls and Germans and killed
Crixus. The survivors joined Spartacus,
who was able to adopt the same tactics
to destroy the Roman atmies-dividere et
imperare (divide and rule).

Rome was now defenseless before the
slaves. This was the moment when the
lovely Marcella lay deserted in the bed-
room of her villa, and Crassus Dives was
called to save the Republic.

But the slaves did not march on Rome;
instead they turned north toward the
Alps. Romans claim that the prestige of
Rome was too great for mere slaves—
that they had not the moral fiber to at-
tack, even if there had been no city
walls. There are no histories written from
the point of view of the slaves and there
are only fragmentary accounts at best.
Perhaps Spartacus realized that to storm
the walls of Rome without siege weapons
was suicidal. Perhaps he heard that the
sympathetic Roman slaves were rounded
up and there would be no Trojan horse.
Most likely he decided to leave the con-
fines of the Roman world with its tradi-
tion of slavery and corruption and found
a republic in the free lands beyond the
Alps or back in Thrace itself where he
came from. In any event, it was to the
north that he marched, defeating a small
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Roman forge at the foothills of the Alps.

Then, just as strangely and as unpre-
dictably, the slaves turned south again
into Italy.

Spartacus must have known the full
impact of this decision. He had been in-
formed that legions from all over the
Mediterranean had been ordered back into
Italy to save the capital. He must have
known that far larger and better-trained
armies than any he had encountered so
far would cut him off from the Alps for-
ever. Possibly the bulk of his army, being
composed of men from the Mediterranean,
were unwilling to spend the rest of their
lives in the cold climate of those northern
lands, among barbarians.

The die was cast. The slaves would
have to defeat the entire power of Rome
or be destroyed themselves. But the op-
timism was gone. The provincial cities
had not joined the slaves. Even all
the slaveS did not come and join the
rebels. Death was the only penalty for a
runaway slave; many were too attached
to their misery, or too afraid, to attempt
to alter it. The slave army had reached
its maximum strength—about 80,000 men
at this time. With their women and camp
followers there were perhaps 120,000.

Once more the slaves approached Rome
and pretended to attack it, but marched
back instead to their old headquarters at
Thurii.

Crassus raised an army of 50,000 men
and sent an auxiliary army under Mum-
mius to harrass the slave army, but not
under any circumstances to attack it
Mummius was a conceited fool but a
professional soldier. He had no liking
for taking orders from a rich civilian,
disregarded the orders and was badly
defeated. Crassus was so furious that he
revived that terrible Roman punishment,
decimation. The legionnaires were lined
up in parade formation and the com-
mander went down the ranks mechanic-
ally picking out every tenth man and
executing him. After this, threatened from
behind by decimation, the Romans fought
to the death. The slaves already knew the
fate that awaited them if they were cap-
tured and so no quarter was asked or
given on either side from that moment on.

Spartacus seems to have abandoned
hope of defeating the enemy in Italy.
Instead, he set his hopes on fighting his
way south and crossing over into Sicily.
Sicily had been the scene of three pre-
vious servile wars. One of them had been
so successful that a slave kingdom was
set up under a former Syrian galley slave
who assumed the royal powers under
the name of Antiocus. Spartacus believed
that some of the smoke remained from
the former fires of revolt and that the
slaves could set up their own free republic
in Sicily.

~PHE Mediterranean was infested at this
m time by pirates. Living entirely on their
ships and their plunder these freebooters
were virtual masters of the seas. Many
of the crews of these ships were former
slaves. What could be more natural than
for them to join forces with Spartacus?

Another point in favor of this out-
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law’s alliance was the problem the pirates
faced of having no home port. With
Sicily in the hands of the slaves, the
pirates would have the great ports of
Syracuse and Panormus (Palermo) at
their disposal. A deal was arranged be-
tween Spartacus and the pirates in which
the pirates agreed for a considerable down
payment to transport the entire slave
army across the two and a half miles of
water from Rhegium, in the toe of Italy,
to Messina, across the straits.

The pirates took the money and then
reneged. Whether they were merely short-
sighted (ten years later the Roman fleets
swept them from the seas) or whether
Crassus with his millions was able to
bribe them higher not to take the slaves
across, no one knows. One thing was
clear; it spelled doom for the rebels.

Crassus beseiged Rhegium and dug a
moat thirty-six miles wide, fifteen feet
deep and fifteen feet across and proceeded
to sit down and' wait for starvation to
destroy the slave army. And they would
certainly have, starved if a miracle had
not occurred. Something took place which
had not happened that far south for a
hundred years or more. There was a
heavy snowstorm. The slave army
filled in a small section of the moat and
under cover of the snow escaped.

But the amazing stroke of luck that
enabled the slaves to escape the army of
Crassus did not hold. It had been Spar-
tacus' plan to make a forced march across
the bottom of Italy to Brundisium (Brin-
disi), capture the town and use whatever
shipping there was in the harbor at the
time to transport his men to Sicily. Fate
willed it otherwise, for only two days
before, Lucullus had arrived in the port
with the Roman army from Macedonia.
The situation appeared hopeless.

Adversity is hard on the nerves. The
slave army began to split into factions.
The Gauls and Germans once again want-
ed to separate themselves from their com-
panions. Castus and Gannicus split off
with the remaining Celts and Germans
and set off on their usual plundering
expeditions. Drunk from morning to
night, arousing the terror and hatred of
the surrounding population, it was not
long before they were surprised by
Crassus at Lake Lucania. Spartacus, who
never lost sight of the forest for the trees,
overlooked their desertion, came to their
rescue and saved the day.

But Castus and Gannicus, with in-
credible stupidity, continued to have sep-

arate camps. In this manner they were
again surprised and 10,000 men were
killed. Two escaped to bear the news to
Spartacus.

The slaves became desperate. The army
was no longer a match for the three
Roman armies now in the field. Crassus
coming up from Rhegium, Cat.ullus and
the army of Macedon holding the south-
east and Pompey with his legions from
Spain coming down from the north. The
only hope was to beat one of the three
armies before they all converged. Spar-
tacus seems to have been opposed to this
plan but the majority opinion won.

It was in March ofilthe year 71 B.C.,
near a little town called Petelia. A small
force of the slaves, apparently disregard-
ing orders, attacked the Romans while
they were striking camp. Rather than
abandon them Spartacus joined battle.

Spartacus fighting on foot seemed to
have but one desire—to kill Crassus. The
clear issue was between the slave, who
appears to have been physically perhaps
the most powerful man in the Roman
world, and the millionaire, whose gold
could buy a million Spartacuses. In his
effort to reach Crassus he killed two cen-
turions, but he himself was killed in the
battle. He was spared a terrible fate.

The Romans had picked up from the
Carthaginians that peculiarly horrible
system of killing a man, crucifixion. This
fate was reserved for the runaway slave
and the army deserter. It carried with it
a stigma, and may account, in part, for
the sympathy of the slaves of the ancient
world when they heard the story of
Jesus of Nazareth. Six thousand of the
remaining slaves and 3,000 Roman de-
serters were crucified all along the Appian
way from Rome to Capua. For several
days the ghastly mass of putrefying hu-
man misery quivered in the spring sun-
light. For a month afterward, Romans
who were in the habit of spending the
Spring holidays in their Campanian villas
were forced to go by round about roads,
so appalling was the smell.

And yet it was a great cause and one
that freemen have never forgotten. Nine-
teen hundred years later the great French
writer Voltaire wrote:

"The War of Spartacus and the Slaves
was the most just war in History, per-
haps the only just war in History.”

And we might add that in its way it
lay the ground that led to the great
American Revolutionary War and to the
French Revolution that followed so short-
ly the death of Voltaire. L I |

THE BRIDE OF FIRE conTINUED FROM PAGE 35

bridegroom, ran up to each body removed
from the shambles, searching wildly for
his bride of a few hours.

She was brought out, almost the last to
be lifted from the weight of heavy girders
and rubble. Angeles, the little bride who
had left her groom for a few minutes to
get her coat, was brought from the ruins
a shattered, bruised body—a dead bride
who stared with unseeing eyes as her
weeping bridegroom walked beside the
stretcher that brought her from the ruins.

When the dust had settled and the last
inch of the ruins had been thoroughly
searched, a tabulation of casualties re-
vealed that seventeen of the merry
wedding guests had died in the wedding
of blood. It was a tragedy that shocked
the entire city.

"In the midst of life we are in death.”
Never have the words been better illus-
trated than by the celebration of the
wedding of Tomas and Angeles of
Madrid. = m
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HOT LITTLE MUFFIN coNTINUED FROM PAGE 36

concern over the safety of his many
investments. Again, his age and the
condition of his health limited his phys-
ical activities. He removed himself from
Alma’s bedroom and slept in a down-
stairs chamber off the drawing room.

He owned a Rolls Royce, but no longer
felt up to driving it. In September, 1934,
when he was an infirm sixty-six and Alma
a vibrant thirty-seven, he employed
George Stoner, a handsome Bournemouth
youth, to drive for him. Only eighteen,
Stoner nevertheless performed his duties
satisfactorily, and although during the
first two months of his employment he
lived at home with his parents, he was
invited in November to "sleep in” at the
Rattenbury place and was provided with
a back bedroom, across the corridor
from Irene Riggs’, on the second floor.

Came March, 1935. On Monday, the
18th of the month, Alma, who was a
spendthrift and whose bank account was
constantly overdrawn, asked her husband
for £250 (more than $1,000 at the
time) to go to London to see a pul-
monary specialist. Early in life, she had
suffered from a lung complaint, and she
feared, she said—after a consultation with
Dr. William O’'Donnell, the Rattenbury
family doctor in Bournemouth—that she
was again threatened. Francis Rattenbury
grudgingly gave her the money and on
Tuesday, March 19th, she left for London.

She returned on Friday. The specialist
had pronounced her sound, she reported.
However, she found Rattenbury in a
despairing mood, brought on in part by
hangover but principally *by bad news
from his broker. Throughout Saturday,
Rattenbury continued despondent. On
Sunday, Alma had tea with him in her
bedroom (on one of the rare visits he
made there), and in the absence of Irene
Riggs, who had taken the afternoon off,
George Stoner served them. Over tea,
Alma attempted to cheer up her husband
by suggesting a diversion for the follow-
ing day. She would ring up his friend
Jenks, a retired barrister who lived about
fifty miles away at Bridport, and ask if
they might drive over and spend Monday
night.

Rattenbury agreed, and from a down-
stairs phone Alma made the Bridport call

Irene Riggs got back to the Villa
Madeira in time to prepare and serve
Sunday night dinner.

By ten that night, according to Riggs,
the house had settled down. Mrs. Rat-
tenbury was upstairs in her front bed-
room, Stoner was in his back bedroom,
and Francis Rattenbury sat by the fire
in the drawing room, reading, but with
his inevitable bottle of whiskey con-
veniently near.

With her door open, Riggs sat sewing
in her room between ten and eleven.
Soon after eleven, she heard footsteps
along the upper corridor at the front of
the house and then on the only flight of
stairs leading to the lower floor. Alma
Rattenbury, she gathered, was going
downstairs, perhaps to prepare a glass
of hot milk before retiring.
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But within a few seconds of hearing
the footsteps, Irene Riggs heard her mis-
tress scream. She dropped her sewing
and rushed down, to find Alma, clad only
in nightgown and slippers, in the drawing
room, staring in horror at Mr. Ratten-
bury’s fireside chair. The master of the
house sat slumped over, breathing ster-
torously; blood covered his neck, his
shoulders, and the back of his head.

He was unconscious, both Alma and
Irene realized, for neither could get a
word out of him. "I'll phone Dr. O'Don-

nell'” Alma cried. Ordinarily, she was
an excitable, high-strung woman, but
now she seemed beside herself with

nerves. "Call Stoner, Irene, and have him
get out the car in case it's needed!”

The housekeeper turned back to the
stairs, to observe the youthful chauffeur
leaning over the bannister of the upper
landing. He was wearing trousers and a
shirt, the tails of which he was stuffing
beneath his belt. "What's happened?”
Stoner demanded, and when Riggs told
him, he had the Rolls in front of the
door in short order.

The car, as it happened, was needed,
for when Alma got Dr. O’'Donnell on the
phone, he informed her that his own autc
was temporarily out of commission.
Stoner sped off to fetch the physician.

Dr. O’'Donnell’'s examination of Rat-
tenbury convinced him, first, that the
elderly architect was in grave danger as
the result of a blow or blows over the
head; and second, that the blow or blows
had been administered from behind. Rat-
tenbury’s chair, the doctor noted, stood
with its back to a pair of glass-paned
French doors, and these doors, ajar and
with a pane broken in one of them, gave
on to the terrace. Seemingly, a murder-
ously inclined intruder had entered from
without by breaking a pane in the doors,
reaching in and turning the lock, and had
then crept up on his victim and struck
him with a blunt instrument.

Accordingly, Dr. O’'Donnell phoned not
only a local hospital, but the local head-
quarters of the Hampshire Constabulary

Alma was in a state approaching
hysteria and Dr. O’'Donnell gave her a
half-grain of morphine to quiet her nerves.

During the next quarter hour, ambu-
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Alma Victoria Rattenbury was a
magnet for scandal — and murder.

lance attendants removed Rattenbury;
Dr. O’Donnell, driven by Stoner, fol-
lowed along to the hospital. And the

police, in the persons of Inspectors Wil-
liam Mills and William Carter, reached
the estate.

They briefly questioned Mrs. Ratten-

bury and then Irene Riggs. They examined
the French doors, tentatively, and ar-
rived at the conclusion that a motive for
the attack on Rattenbury might have
been robbery.

Sounded out on the theory, Alma Rat-
tenbury nodded vehemently and said in a
dramatic voice reminiscent of her years
as an actress: "That's it! Only a couple
of days ago, | saw a tramp lurking
around the entrance to the drive. | warned
Mr. Rattenbury, but he told me not to
be foolish.”

A little later, however, Inspectors
Mills and Carter found evidence in Rat-
tenbury’s room which, to a great degree,
negated their suspicion of robbery. In
plain view on a dresser top lay the
architect’s well-filled wallet—and the
dresser itself, visible from the drawing
room, stood only a few steps from the
chair in which Rattenbury had been
bludgeoned. Presuming the assailant had
had robbery in mind, there had been
plenty of time for him to search the bed-

room, for the attack itself had not
aroused the household. According to
Irene Riggs, Mrs. Rattenbury's chance

trip downstairs had done this. Or had
it been just chance?

The officers asked Alma why she had
left her bedroom and she told them
drowsily: "I was after hot milk; it helps
me sleep. Tonight as | went by the
drawing room | heard heavy breathing
and | stepped in and found my husband.”

"Mrs. Rattenbury,” Inspector Mills in-
quired, "passing over for the moment the
possibility of a burglar, have you any

other idea as to who might have at-
tacked your husband?”

She answered slowly:

"Whose son?”

"Mr. Rattenbury’'s son by
marriage,”

"How old is the son?”

"Thirty-six.”

Alma Rattenbury dropped back against
a pillow and said no more.

Irene Riggs, meanwhile, had been
standing by, tapping an impatient foot.
"Please, gentlemen,” she told tjpe officers,
"the mistress doesn’'t know what she’s
saying; Dr. O’Donnell gave her mor-
phine. Mr. Rattenbury’s son couldn’t pos-
sibly have done this. He's in Canada.”

Mrs. Rattenbury suddenly sat bolt up-
right, a wild look in her eyes. "Yes, of
course, in Canada!” she cried in a
strange voice, and rose unsteadily to her
feet. "The son couldn’t have done it be-
cause | did it; | attacked my husband.
He was old and | wanted to get rid of
him. So | picked up a mallet and hit him
over the head.” She begarr/ weeping.

"Where’'s the mallet now?”

"I've forgotten where | put it,” the
woman replied weakly. She swayed and
would have fallen, except that Inspector
Carter caught her and stretched her out
on the sofa where she fell into a deep
sleep at last.

Mills motioned toward Irene Riggs,
and Carter nodded. With questions cal-
culated to trip the housekeeper, the de-
tectives got her to repeat all she had told
earlier and then pried deep as to recent
goings-on between the Rattenburys.

"His . son.”

his first

| RENE RIGGS stood up well under the
interrogation. It was true, she said with
the greatest sincerity, that Francis Rat-
tenbury, apparently because of failing
sexual powers, had not slept with his
wife for several years, and yet never had
she heard her mistress criticize the master
on this or any other account. Rather,
Mrs. Rattenbury, except for extravagan-
ces in money matters, had been un-
failingly considerate of her husband.

"And Mrs. Rattenbury, even if she was
capable of such a thing, didn't have time
to hit the master,” the housekeeper in-
sisted finally. "I was the last one to go
upstairs at ten o’clock—first Stoner, then
Mrs. Rattenbury, then me—and Mr. Rat-
tenbury was in as good shape as usual
when | said goodnight to him at ten.
During the next hour no one went down.
And then at eleven, | swear to you
gentlemen that no more than a few sec-
onds elapsed between my hearing the
mistress leave her bedroom and hearing
her screaming downstairs. That business
of her accusing herself-ike when she
first accused Mr. Ratteribury’s son way
off in Canada—it's all because of the dope
the doctor gave her.”

Still chauffeured by George Stoner, Dr.
O’Donnell returned to the Villa Madeira
at two in the morning. He ordered Alma
Rattenbury put to bed, and then turned
to Carter and Mills. "You chaps have a
murder on your hands,” he announced.
"Rattenbury died twenty minutes ago.
He never regained consciousness.”

ADVENTURE



The physician rummaged in his pocket.
"Here, this may help you,” he said, and
produced Rattenbury’s wrist watch. The
crystal was broken and the hands had
Stopped at 10:30. "After one of the
blows,” Dr. O’'Donnell went on, "it
would seem that Rattenbury threw up
an arm to protect himself, and a later
blow came down on his wrist.”

The evidence of the watch interested
the detectives. If Rattenbury had been at-
tacked at 10:30, then, of course, his wife
could not have done the job during her
eleven o’clock trip downstairs, and Irene
Riggs was probably right in saying that
her mistress’ screams followed within a
few seconds her descent to the Ilower
floor. But the proven truth of one of the
housekeeper’s statements did not prove
that all she had said was true. Conceiv-
ably, Alma could have made a prior trip
down and back at 10:30, and it might” be
that Irene Riggs was covering up for her.

Carter and Mills took Stoner, the
chauffeur, aside in an attempt to confirm
or contradict through him—an independ-
ent and as yet uninterrogated source—
what the housekeeper had told them.
Stoner gave much the same story. He
appeared profoundly shocked to learn
of Mrs. Rattenbury’s accusations against
herself and was vehement in his pro-
testations of disbelief.

A natural question occurred to In-
spector Carter, a question born of some
knowledge of Alma Rattenbury's check-
ered history with the opposite sex and the
fact that in recent years she had not been
sleeping with her husband. "George,” he
said to the chauffeur in a confidential
tone, "Mrs. Rattenbury is an attractive
woman. You've been driving her around
for several months now, doubtlessly on
some occasions when her husband wasn't
along. Did she ever meet another man?”

Stoner gave Carter an astonished look.
"The answer is no,” he replied stiffly.
"1 wouldn't be working for her if 1
thought she was that sort.”

The chauffeur drove Dr. O’Donnell
home, but before the physician left he
informed Mills and Carter he would look
in on Mrs. Rattenbury soon after break-
fast. The detectives began a careful
scrutiny of the drawing room, with spe-
cial attention to the carpeted floor be-
tween Rattenbury’s blood-stained fireside
chair and the French doors back of it
In this area, they found, adhering to the
thick nap of the carpet, at intervals of
about thirty inches, tiny traces of a black
gummy substance they took to be tar—
perhaps tar from a nearby highway
which, they knew, had been resurfaced
recently. The discovery, of course, intro-
duced the possibility that the architect’s
assailant, before the attack, had walked
along the highway.

But the discovery, too, tended to con-
fuse the issue of Alma Rattenbury’s guilt.
For except in a direct line between the
chair and the terrace doors, nowhere did
the carpet show any sign of tar, and it
could only be assumed that the person
wearing the telltale shoes had entered
the drawing room from outside the house,
and not from upstairs.
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Then the issue became even more con-
fused when Mills and Carter again ex-
amined the French doors, and found
that pieces of glass from the broken
pane had fallen not where the doors came
together when closed, but back against
the inner wall of the drawing room,
where the door containing the broken
pane swung when wide open. Someone,
obviously, had smashed the glass after
opening the doors, and not as a means
of gaining entrance; and his or her in-
tention must have been to make it appear
that Rattenbury’s assailant was not an
inmate of the house.

Carter and Mills were still working
indoors when the sun rose over the Villa
Madeira’'s low-sloping rear roof. But
now that it was light they stepped out-
side to search the grounds. The work of
two hours, productive of nothing, led
them finally to the rose trellis at the front
of the house, a sturdy, ladder-like affair
leading up to Alma Rattenbury’s second-
story window. They examined the cross-
pieces of the trellis and found traces of
tar. Then from among the bushes at the
foot of the trellis they retrieved a heavy
carpenter's mallet, its face bloodstained
and with a few gray hairs sticking to it

The two detectives looked at one an-
other and it was needless for either to
say what was in both their minds. Alma
Rattenbury’s confession appeared valid,
for how else could she have known the
nature of the murder weapon? And as
for the procedure she had employed, re-
quiring agility hardly to be expected of
a woman of thirty-eight, this seemed to
be the answer: Before going upstairs at
ten, in preparation for what she had in
view, she had unlocked the French doors,
At 10:30, with the mallet somewhere ac-
cessible, she had climbed down the trellis
rather than use the stairs and run the
risk of apprising either or both of her
servants of her movements. After be-
laboring her husband and breaking the
glass in one of the doors, she had re-
turned to her room over the same route,
only to appear thirty minutes later to
"discover” Francis Rattenbury’s uncon-
scious form.

A lone question remained: Why had
she confessed?

Inspector Carter phoned headquarters
and asked that constables and a police
matron be sent out. At 8:30, Dr. O'Don-
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nell. came once again to the Villa Madeira,
to find that Alma, as soon as she emerged
from her morphia-induced sleep, would
be placed under arrest and taken to jail.

"It might be well,” Inspector Mills
told O’'Donnell, "for you to brief the
jail physician on Mrs. Rattenbury’s med-
ical history. It is our understanding that
only last week, on your advice, she vis-
ited London to consult a lung specialist.”

“A what?” O’'Donnell's eyebrows went
up in surprise. "My dear chap, | gave her
no such advice.”

LMA RATTENBURY awakened at

nine, but refused to confirm or deny
any of her statements of the night before,
or to say anything at all. After the shoes
she was to wear had been examined, she
was trundled off, pale and shaken, by the
constables and the police matron, and
then Mills and Carter went over the rest
of her shoes. But on none, curiously, was
there the faintest sign of tar.

Irene Riggs supplied the name of the
London hotel at which her mistress had
stopped, the Royal Palace, in the Ken-
sington section, and the detectives took
their leave. London, they felt, might hold
the key to at least one of the case's sev-
eral mysteries, since Alma Rattenbury
had lied to her husband when extracting
from him the £250 for her trip there.
But before proceeding to London, Carter
and Mills visited the technical labora-
tories of the Hampshire Constabulary and
stood by while analyses were performed
on the bits of tar from the carpet and
lattice, and while the mallet was sub-
jected to expert examination.

The tar, surprisingly, proved not to be
the heavy sort used in road surfacing,
but contained lighter solvents generally
found in roofing tar. The blood on the
mallet was the same type as Rattenbury’s
and the gray hairs clinging to it matched
the hairs from his head. Fingerprints from
the handle of the mallet, however, had
been so smeared as to defy classification,
and all the experts could say was, that
they were of a size to indicate that they
had been left not by a woman, but by
a man.

Carter and Mills went on to London,
and called at the Royal Palace Hotel.
The manager informed them that Mrs.
Rattenbury had been a guest there from
Tuesday of the week before until Fri-
day, and dropped a bombshell by adding:
"She had connecting rooms with her
brother.”

" 'Her brother?” Inspector Carter re-
peated quietly. "She has no brother.
Would you describe the chap?”

"Quite young and good-looking—per-
haps no more than half Mrs. Rattenbury’s
age. | gathered she had brought her
brother up to London to show him a
good time, and she wasn't stinting.
Through the hotel, she ordered seats for
the best shows, champagne went up to
their rooms at all hours, and packages
were constantly arriving for the young
gentleman, in care of Mrs. Rattenbury,
from Harrod’'s.”

The detectives continued on to Har-
rod’s, the famous outfitt_er for men, and

*
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learned that Mrs. Rattenbury had bought
there for her "brother” the following con-
siderable quantity of merchandise: two
pair shoes, two pair shoe trees, three pair
silk pajamas, six shirts, six ties, one dozen
linen handkerchiefs, two silk handker-
chiefs, six pair socks, two pair gloves,
four suits underwear, one blue lounge
suit, one gray lounge suit, and one mack-

intosh. All told, her bill had come to
nearly £ 100.
The linen handkerchiefs selected had

been embroidered with the initial "S,” a
clerk remembered, and he remembered,
too, that Mrs. Rattenbury had addressed
her young companion as "George.” "He
was fussy about the suits,” the clerk said.
"'l want the shoulders roomy,”” he told
me, " 'because | do a lot of driving'.”

Appalled at the significance of what
they had learned, the officers hurried back
to Bournemouth and to the Villa Ma;
deira. While Inspector Carter engaged
George Stoner in desultory conversation
outside the house, Inspector Mills entered
and went up to the chauffeur’s room. All
the Harrod’s purchases were there, some
in packages not as yet opened. Mills
looked out Stoner’'s window. It gave onto
the sloping roof at the rear of the house
—a roof freshly tarred in its valleys
against leakage. From the lowermost edge
of the roof, with a gutter convenient for
gripping, there was a drop to the
ground of a bare seven feet. A pair of
sneakers in the chauffeur's closet bore
traces of tar on their soles.

Mills left the house and joined Carter
and Stoner on the lawn. He beckoned his
colleague aside, whispered his discoveries,
and then sternly addressed the youthful
chauffeur: "In telling us of Mrs. Ratten-
bury’s trip to London, Stoner, you failed
to say you accompanied her, and you
also failed to say you would have dis-
approved of her meeting any other man
—not on moral grounds, as you tried to
make us believe—but for the reason that
you were her lover. Stoner, we charge
you jointly with Mrs. Rattenbury for the
responsibility in the death of Francis
Rattenbury.”

Under arrest and on his way to con-
stabulary headquarters, Stoner hung his
head and remained mute. He was booked
and consigned to a cell, after which for-
mality the detectives visited Mrs. Ratten-
bury in her cell, where they found her
outstretched on a cot, with her face turned
to the wall. In the opinion of the police,
Mills informed her, she and her chauf-
feur, in order to enjoy freely an illicit
relationship, had conspired together to
kill her husband, but that Stoner had
performed the actual act.

\A/E see it this way, Mrs. Rattenbury,”
m* Mills went on. "Some time after
dinner last night, you or Stoner unlocked
the French doors. At 10:30, in order to
evade Irene Riggs’ watchfulness, Stoner
slid down the roof from the window of
his room, dropped to the ground, entered
the drawing room from outside, attacked
Mr. Rattenbury, broke the pane in a
door, and then returned upstairs by climb-
ing the rose trellis to your room. A little
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later, you professed to ‘'discover’ your
husband, although you knew all along
he had been set upon. When you in-
structed Irene Riggs to call Stoner, he
appeared on the upper landing, not from
his own room, as Riggs thought, but
from your room. What we do not com-
prehend, Mrs. Rattenbury, is why you
yourself confessed last night to delivering
the fatal blows.”

The woman turned slowly from the
wall and her once-handsome face was a
picture of tragic despair. "l confessed,”
she whispered, "because | alone am
guilty—guilty of adultery with an inno-
cent boy and of instilling in him, though
unintentionally, a jealousy that caused
him to do this terrible thing.” Then she
went on to review her affair with Stoner.

They had first been intimate, she re-
lated, in October of the year before, a
month after the chauffeur’'s employment.
To continue more conveniently, she in-
duced him to "sleep in” at the Villa
Madeira, and he began doing so in No-
vember. In the beginning, the affair was
a lark for them both, but soon they
found themselves emotionally involved,
with Stoner insufficiently mature to cope
with his dual role of servant at one mo-
ment and lover the next—and not show it

Irene Riggs got wind of what was
going on, and because she had both their
interests at heart and feared for the out-
come of the affair, cautioned them to
break it up. To deceive Riggs, they map-
ped out the roof-to-ground-to-lattice route
by means of which Stoner could secretly
visit Alma’'s bedroom. For some months,
all went well, but in early March Stoner
began showing signs of an irrational and
unwarranted jealousy toward Rattenbury.

This jealousy reached fever pitch on
Sunday afternoon at tea-time. When
Alma left her husband at the tea table
in her bedroom and went downstairs to
phone Bridport, Stoner accosted her and
accused her of having invited Rattenbury
upstairs to have relations with him. She
told the chauffeur how ridiculous this
was, reminded him of their recent good
times in London, and went on with her
phoning.

TONER overheard her call to Jenks,

and when she was done, he con-
tinued to accuse her. He was sure, he
charged, that when she and her husband
stayed overnight with Jenks, they would
be placed in the same bedroom, and sleep
in the same bed—a thought he couldn’t
tolerate. She argued that this would not
be the case at all, and felt at last that
she had mollified and convinced him.

"But | hadn’'t by any means,” she told
Carter and Mills, and forlornly concluded
her story. "Shortly after ten-thirty, my
lover climbed the lattice and got in bed
with me. | noticed he was nervous and
asked what was wrong. He refused to
answer for a long time, but finally said:
"You won't be going to Bridport tomor-
row. | did something bad to Mr. Ratten-
bury. | hit him with a mallet.’

"Hardly able to believe the boy, |1
went downstairs immediately and dis-
covered the terrible truth. One of my first
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thoughts was to shield my lover, and so
when you men arrived | leaped at the
straws you offered—that a burglar might
have done it—and then, half wild, | sug-
gested my husband’s son. But at last |
realized how futile all that was, and so
| confessed to the crime myself. Actu-
ally, 1 am the guilty one. For as a mature
woman, it was criminal of me to make
love to a boy of eighteen.”

During the next hour, George Stoner
grew in maturity by several years. Ques-
tioned again by Carter and Mills and
informed of what Alma Rattenbury had
said, he took the entire blame for the
murder ar.d vehemently denied that his
mistress had known anything of his plans
beforehand or was at fault in any degree.
"After dinner last night,” he said, "I went
home to see my parents. While there, 1
thought of- a mallet out in the barn, and
when | returned to the Villa Madeira |
had it with me. But it was not my inten-
tion to kill Mr. Rattenbury—only to injure
him so he would not be able to make the
trip to Bridport.”

Alma Rattenbury and George Stoner
were ' tried jointly for the murder, in
May. Unlike many lovers so charged,
their loyalty to one another never wav-
ered, and even in the dock both tried to
accept sole responsibility. The jury ac-
quitted ,Mrs. Rattenbury, found Stoner
guilty, and the judge sentenced the youth
to hang on June 24th.

AFTER her release from custody, Mrs.
Rattenbury, pursued by the press
for interviews, sought refuge in a nurs-
ing home. The retreat kept newspapermen
away from her, but could not separate
her from her conscience. On June 4th,
she left the home without notice and the
next day was found dead, floating in the
River Avon, near Christchurch. She had
stabbed herself in the breast and then
thrown herself in the water. Before doing
so, however, she wrote this note which
was found in her handbag on the bank:

“l1 want to make it perfectly clear that
no one is responsible for what action |
may take regarding my own life. | quite
made up my mind in jail to finish things
should my lover go to the gallows,, and
it will only be a matter of time. Every
night and minute is only prolonging the
agony of my mind. If | only thought 1
could help my lover | would stay on, but
it has been pointed out to me all too
vividly 1 cannot help him. That is my
death sentence.

"Eight o’clock. After so much walking
| have got here. Oh, to see the swans and
spring flowers and just smell them. What
a lovely world we are in! Pray God
nothing stops me tonight. | tried this
morning to throw myself under a train
at Oxford Circus. Too many people
about. Then a bus. Still too many people
about. One must be bold to do a thing
like that. It is beautiful here and | am
alone. Thank God for peace at last.”

Ironically, Stoner did not hang. Eight-
een days after his mistress’ suicide, on the
eve of his scheduled execution, his death
sentence was commuted by the Home
Secretary to life imprisonment. L I |
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ROADSIDE SEX TRAPS

going into the.details of some of the
rackets and other dubious activities that
are widely practiced at the roadside
level in every state of the nation.

Not long ago, a group of investigators
for Detective Underwriters, in an attempt
to ascertain to what extent roadside bar-
tenders were prone to slip "Mickey Finns”
to male customers traveling alone who
displayed large sums of money, con-
ducted a survey of some of these places
in a southeastern state.

IJACH man traveled by himself, went
™ into a drinking place, and made it
perfectly obvious that he had plenty of
money. Each man knew how to detect
knock-out drugs (by tell-tale odor, color,
and other signs) without having to
sample them.

In all, forty-four drinking places were
visited. At eighteen of these the investiga-
tors were surreptitiously slipped Mickeys.
This indicated that, while the majority
of roadside bistros are honestly operated,
a surprisingly high percentage of such
operators are not honest.

In another recent study, the National
Police Association reported that more
major crimes are committed in the road-
houses of the nation than are committed
in our three greatest cities.

As is well-known, the Federal Bureau
of Investigation acts in connection with
crimes in which the crossing of state
lines is involved. Among these crimes is
violation of the Mann Act, a federal
measure which makes the transportation
of a female from one state to another for
immoral purposes a federal offense. Re-
cently, J. Edgar Hoover, director of the
F.B.l., remarked significantly that a terse
order went out daily to law enforcement
officers when criminals are on the loose:
"Keep close watch on motels and tourist
camps.” He implied that some of these
places provided a new home for such
crimes as camouflaged prostitution, mur-
der, rape, and other forms of corruption.

The American Social Hygiene Associa-
tion has found that while the old-fash-
ioned red-light district and brothel
have almost' disappeared from the larger
American municipalities, there is a new
army of highway vice girls who are con-
stantly on the move, traveling as "bunk
freight" in long-haul truck trailers equip-
ped with sleepers and soliciting rides from
male automobile drivers. They work the
roadside bars, juke-joints, and all-night
eating places for pickups.

These girls are frequently difficult to
convict of prostitution because they can-
not be connected with any brothel as such,
since they avoid such connections. Many
of them work sporadically at seasonal
occupations, following the crops north
in spring and summer and working as
waitresses, B-girls, and what not as op-
portunity arises.

Other traveling girls pick up extra .

money by acting as "steerers” to gambling
games and maneuver traveling males into
compromising situations were they are
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susceptible to blackmail. Examples of
each of these may serve as warnings:

In New Mexico, a traveling salesman
with $1,800 in his wallet pulled up at a
roadside drink-and-dance place and got
interested in one of the come-on girls
there.

This salesman soon let the girl know
that he was out for a good time, that he
was a heavy spender when he got the
right girl, and that he liked a good poker
game.

"I'll steer you to a place. It's not
very far away,” she offered. "You can get
into a game there for real big stakes. It's
on the level, no crooked stuff. I know
some of the fellows; 1| live/ here and
they know I'm regular.”

The salesman was cautious. "What's
in it for you?” he wanted to know.

The girl had a plausible answer. "You
give me what you want to out of your
winnings,” she suggested. "Or you can
bet a few pots for me.” W

The salesman went along. At the place
where the girl took him there was a big
game going on all right, probably several
big games because he could hear the click
of chips coming from other rooms. He
played about two hours, noticing that,
although he won about eight times, his
winnings were always small and his
losses large. The girl was sitting beside
him encouraging him. It occurred to him
that the only times he had won had been
when he had been playing for her.

He started watching her, and soon
caught her tipping off his hole cards to
the other players. He stood up and slap-
ped her face. "You dirty double-crosser,”
he told her. "I should have known better
than to have come here with you. I'm
getting out of here.” He knew enough not
to ask her for the money he had lost.

But he wasn't let go that easily. Three
businesslike characters appeared as though
by magic and stripped him of the re-
mainder of his money, leaving him with
only $25. The gamblers watched, uncon-
cerned. The hoods then leisurely went
through his effects.

"All right, Buster,” one of them said,
"this is how it is. You're a married man
and you're bonded. You'd probably lose
both your wife and your job if people
found out that you'd been sleeping with
Pearlie here and had gambled away
$1,775. We can prove you did both. And
Buster—don't try shooting your mouth
off; it won't do you a bit of good. Now,
get in your car and get going and be
thankful you didn't get beaten up.”

THINK that doesn’'t happen along the
roadside? It happens every night some-
where. The salesman in this instance, of
course, made up the loss out of his own
pocket and was a sadder and wiser man
thereafter.

In another instance, a married man was
"arrested” when Caught in an intimate
act with a girl in the rear seat of his car
in the parking lot of a U.S. 30 roadhouse.
Both the girl and the man were taken
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before a "judge,” who gave them a stern
lecture on the evils of sin, particularly
where a minor was involved. He finally
fined the frightened man $250 plus $50
for costs, which by some strange coinci-
dence was all the man had, except for a
few dollars. Needless to say, the girl was
no minor, the man who made the arrest
was no officer, and the “judge” was no
judge.

VARIATION of this racket involves

shady motel operators, who work
in cahoots with highway prostitutes but
avoid any pretense of impersonating of-
ficers and judges. It is blackmail, pure
and simple. The girl makes a pickup
along the road and takes her prospect to
a motel where she tells him "everything
is okay” and they won't be bothered. It's
surprising how many cautious men fall
for this line, particularly when they are
married and have the most to lose in the
event of exposure. For a little thought will
reveal that any motel operator willing to
admit known prostitutes is already con-
niving at prostitution, and may be ex-
pected to condone other irregularities.

While the pickup is engaged in an
intimate act with the girl, the couple are
"caught” in some w'ay. This is not dif-
ficult; there may be an understanding that
the act will be underway in a certain
number of minutes, the girl may press a
concealed button which rings a bell or
flashes a light in the motel office or else-
where, or there may even be a peephole
in the room.

Then the girl's "husband” charges in,
or perhaps her "father,” to be pacified
ultimately by just about all the money
the victim, has on him. Photographs may
even have been taken of the couple, pre-
paring the way for continuing blackmail
if the man is found to possess the where-
withal back home and appears safe as a
long-term victim.

Trailer camps as well as motels are
favored for these operations. Quite a few
prostitutes  have  established mobile
brothels in trailers and travel from camp
to camp, moving on when their patronage
is no longer desirable. Many of these trail-
er-brothel girls work as house-to-house
canvassers in small communities during
the daytime,- hawking everything from
magazines to household goods. This gives
them a legitimate excuse to be in town.

Girls are procured for the rolling vice
dens in the customary ways, and even by
the use of newspaper advertisements
which are sometimes worded as follows:
"House-to-house canvassers, female,
young, attractive, seeking adventure, will-
ing to travel.”

Small wonder that, despite the banish-
ment of the old-time fixed brothel, some-
thing like 500,000 new cases of venereal
disease are reported each year. Com-
mercialized vice has not been decreased
so much as it has been put on the move.
Diseased, motorized vice girls frequently
go for longer intervals undetected and,
consequently, without the compulsory
medical treatment given the old-time
brothel inmate's.

Many "local girls” are willing to earn
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extra money prostituting themselves in
sex joints which operate under the guise
of roadhouses and motels, so long as the
places are outside the city limits. Their
names are known to town bellhops, bar-
tenders, and taxidrivers, and their only
concern is "getting out, getting back, and
getting paid.”

Sometimes prostitutes are actually em-
ployed on the staffs of roadside joints; in
one place fifteen girls who actually made
the major part of their livelihood enter-
taining male customers doubled demurely
as chambermaids, waitresses, bar host-
esses, and switchboard operators. If the
customer "came recommended” no ques-
tions were asked; if he was a stranger his
request for a bottle or "where he could
find some excitement” was the tip-off to
his intentions.

Many of the females who become in-
volved in roadside vice are wives and
teen-age girls who are not prostitutes yet
but who are "out for a fling.” Social*
service agencies indicate that females in
both these categories who "go wrong”
for the first time frequently do so in the
tawdry glamor of some roadside spot that
asks few if any questions. For the teen-age
girl it is very often the first sex experience.
There are countless ginmills which pro-
vide dimly lighted rooms in the rear, with
high-backed booths, where heavy petting
by juveniles is not only permitted but
invited, the added lure being a jukebox
with plenty of "rock-and-roll” records.

That millions of juveniles have access
to automobiles is no secret. Year after
year, on the average, about half of all
arrests for car theft are committed by
juveniles, who use the cars for sex-and-
liquor joyrides. Many of the homeless
girls roaming the roads are juveniles, and
generally they left home because of
having committed "sex offenses,” accord-
ing to the U.S. Children’s Bureau. They
are potential prostitute material unless
they are found quickly and placed under
proper control and supervision.

Recently eleven men were arrested on
charges of statutory rape following a
series of roadside-joint sex parties they
had held with a group of high school
girls. Following similar debaucheries, four
teen-age girls implicated more than
twenty boys and men. Back-seat "automo-
bile parties” resulted in the arrest of
thirteen men on rape charges; the two
girls who were picked up with them were
fifteen and thirteen years old. Cases
like these could be listed almost inde-
finitely, all tending to show that the com-
bination of an automobile, the open high-
way, and either a trysting place provided
by nature or a tawdry commercial dump
provides a powerful incentive to female
juvenile delinquency.

mAJHANY of the joints which cater to

potential sex offenders, knowing
that the man or boy who is out in an
automobile with sex on his mind usually
has at least some money to spend on his
campaign, display blown-up pictures of
scantily-clad girls on the exterior walls,
or have females lounging enticingly about
where they are visible from the highway.
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Finally, there are the drive-in movies.
There are probably close to 8,000—or
perhaps even more—of these establish-
ments in the, nation today, and their num-
ber is increasing rapidly. The parked cars
are darkened, the screen is bright, and it
is difficult for attendants to check up on
what is going on in hundreds of auto-
mobiles.

Also, an automobile is legally private
property; its privacy cannot be intruded
upon without cause. Some drive-in opera-
tors have attempted to control torrid
petting by putting cars with couples who
appear sex-conscious toward the front.
But this has often resulted in a fall-off
of revenue.

Unattached males by the droves, and
also girls on the loose as well as pro-
fessional prostitutes, have learned of the
advantages of certain casually managed
drive-ins. Legitimate drive-in operators
don't relish the term "passion pits” and
Y%re trying desperately to prevent more
than socially acceptable petting in their
places, but it's a difficult job.

The over-all picture is far from pretty.
In this country we now have close to
50,000 motels, around 10,000 trailer parks
and camps, and maybe 8,000 or so drive-
in movie places, as well as a multitude of
roadside beer-and-liquor places and other
beckoning enterprises which cater to the
public with- dancing, gambling, floor
shows, and other social facilities.

Beyond doubt, the vast majority of
these places are on the up-and-up. They
try to co-operate with the law-enforcement
agencies, the social-service agencies, and
their own private organizations.

But, as has often been observed, there
is always a "rotten apple in every barrel.”
And, the automobile being what it is—
able to carry people swiftly to places
where there is little or no police control
of what goes on in roadside establish-
ments—it's not surprising that there are
many shady enterprises operating along
the highways.

What can be done to smash the grow-

THE HELL STONE

There was no reason why Turkey Red
Slattery was hanging around at his desk.
Even a chief inspector on homicide keeps
office hours, though he might say he
doesn't .There was a woman with him
She was drawn with strain and her hair
was mussed up and her eyes were red,
but take all that away and she was beau-
tiful.

Turkey Red sighed. His voice had a
strange gentleness in it, which was un-
usual.

"You better get some sleep, kid,” he
said. "You look like hell.” And then, as
the woman continued to stare at him si-
lently with her great, grief-stricken eyes,
"Damn it, Mary, it's all over! It's hell,
but it's the law of this state. | spoke to
the governor myself and he won't listen
to a reprieve. We're through, baby.”

The girl called Spanish Mary stared
woodenly at him. Grief and horror
seemed to have robbed her mind even of
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ing stranglehold of the highway vice
and crime joints? In addition to the efforts
of honest and reputable roadside service
establishments and groups, greater as-
sistance from officials and the public is
needed. More protection from policemen
whose hands are not tied by mysterious
orders from above to "lay off those
places” is needed. With the aid of aroused
clergymen, civic groups, and an indignant
citizenry, some towns have succeeded
in cleaning up evil roadside conditions.

It would be pleasant to prophecy that
this nation will have a relatively simple
task in cleaning up its roadside lawless-
ness. That, however, does not seem to be
a correct prediction. All indications point
to the probability that the task will be
long and difficult.

That being the case, a few words to
the wary should be in order. Whenever
possible, travel by automobile with people
you know and trust. Never pick up or
allow yourself to be picked up on the
road by strangers. If you visit roadside
drinking places, don’'t display any more
money than you will need for the mo-
ment. Don't drink when you are going to
drive afterward.

If you are going to stay overnight along
the road, choose a trailer or tourist camp
or motel, inn, hotel, private home or
rooming house that has the approval of
some investigative agency, such as the
American Automobile Association, Ameri-
can Hotel Association, or the local police
or other authority.

Don’'t go after stray sex. Estimates
indicate that the VD rate among road-
side prostitutes at any given time may be
as high as ninety per cent.

If you will follow these suggestions you
will keep out of trouble. You will neither
be cheated, rolled, robbed by violence,
blackmailed, attacked by VD, beaten, or
killed. Remember, our highways of today
can be as hazardous for the unwary as
the great caravan routes of old. The pru-
dent man or woman comports himself
and herself accordingly. L I |

from page 48

a sharp focus for her anguish. Somehow
the sight of fiery little Spanish Mary like
that was more terrible to Turkey Red
than the horror in his own soul, so that
for a time he couldn’t find words to say
to her.

Finally he said awkwardly, "It's like
he was my own kid, Mary. You gotta
know that—you and Deafy and Syd. You
know the way | felt.”

Mary raised her stricken eyes. "1 only
know one thing, copper,” she said. "Syd is
going to die. And I'll hate your guts as
long as | draw a breath.”

"l been reading Syd’'s statement,” he
said. | see it in my sleep. | know every
word in it. He had his chance, Mary. He
could have copped a plea for second-
degree and got life. But he gambled all or
nothing and drew the book. He had his
chance, Mary. And he lost.”

The woman across the desk drew in a
long, shuddering breath. "He never had
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a chance—not with Deafy Geraghty's
word against his.”

Turkey Red passed a hand across his
eyes. But when he would have spoken her
voice knifed him into silence.

"Don’t say it,” she breathed. "Don't
say it, or I'll claw you to death with my
bare hands.”

The big man closed his eyes. He said,
groping for the words, "We— was good
to you kids, Mary. | forgot a lot of
things in the years since then. But when |
walked a beat on Third Avenue, | played
straight with you.”

"I—'ll give you that,” she said tone-
lessly. "Before you got to be a grafting
big shot, you were a good copper. You
were even a kind of hero to me then, |
guess. But that day at Coney lIsland, the
day Helen Geraghty died—’

Turkey Red’s brows came together and
he said harshly, "Don’t, girl!”

But her low, dead voice went on: "You
loved her, Turkey, like I love Syd. You'd
have been a good man if she'd lived. And
Deafy wouldn’'t have been Deafy, if you
hadn’t tried to save his mother instead of
him.”

Turkey Red said, "l can't stand this,
kid!” It came out like a groan. But the
girl called Spanish Mary didn't hear.

"Three kids and a big, dumb cop,” she
said. "Back on Third Avenue fifteen years
ago. You were a good cop then, Turkey
Red”—a shade of fire came back into her
eyes—'but you've come a long way from
Third Avenue copper. Far enough to
make Deafy Geraghty, with your grafting
money, into a devil who would kill his
best friend. Now I'll tell you this—you'll
get Syd free before morning. You'll do it
Or, so help me God, I'll . .

Without warning, the curtain came
over her eyes, and the lights went out in
her brain. The big man was just in time
to catch her as she fell.

TURKEY RED pressed a buzzer. She

was fragile, nice in his arms. It had
been a long time since he had known what
it meant to hold a girl close to him.

To the patrolman who stuck his head
in the door, he said, "Take the lady home,
Pat. Get a doctor to shoot some sedatives
into her, so she won't wake up until after
it's—over.”

Long after she, had gone he sat at his
silent desk, staring out into the coming
night—the night that would come and go
too soon, because a man was waiting to
die at the end of it

Three little kids, they had been. Dirty
and often hungry, and ready for any hell
that came along. Mary had been fiery
even then; Syd had been steady; Deafy—
he drew a deep breath—Deafy had al-
ways been the wise one. Deafy, who was
going to live while the other two died.
For he knew without trying to think it
out that the day they strapped Syd to the
chair, Mary would follow him, somehow.
She was that kind of girl.

The sheaf of papers was on his desk.
Wearily, as though he hated the thought,
he picked them up again.

There was nothing that Syd could say
any more. He'd had the best lawyer in
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town and it hadn't done any good. Re-
reading his statement was just asking for
more pain, for more certain knowledge of
the hopelessness of hoping.

Only that story about the death gamble
—it was crazy, impossible; and yet there
was something in it that stirred a dim
chord in Turkey Red’s memory. A chord
he had to try to find, while the night
lasted, or never live with himself again.

Sydney Marriner's Statement. A
Transcription from the Court Ste-
nographer's Records. Third Precinct
Station, New York. May 25, 1945.

Marriner: Okay, copper. You can
take that light away. | told you I'd talk
when you brought me in here.
Sergeant F. C. Rainey:
Go ahead and sing, Syd. As soon as we
get this down on paper we can all go to
bed.

Marriner: That's okay for you, cop-
per. You can go home to a nice apart-
ment in the Bronx. Maybe have a couple
of quick ones at the corner on the way.
Me— got an apartment, too. All fur-
nished for two, and a month’s rent paid.
Mary and | were getting married next
week. . . . Instead, | get-this!

D etective (First-Grade)
Adetberg: | told you this would be a
waste of time, Sarge. (To prisoner)
You're breaking our hearts, pal. Do you
want that light in your eyes again?

Rainey: I'll handle this, Ad. (To pris-
oner) We'll treat you right, kid. But
we've got to get your statement down.
Lay off the sob stuff and give it to us
straight. Go 'way back to the beginning
and tell it your own way.

Marriner: Go back to the beginning!
That's a laugh. | could go back so far
that a lot of guys with gold shields would
be pounding pavements again. Maybe one
of them will, when 1 get through.

Adelberg: Ain't he the tough one!
Punk, for two cents I'd—

Rainey: Shut up, | told you! Go ahead,
Syd.

D etective

Morris

The rest of the transcritpion is Sydney
Marriner's statement, without interrup-
tions:

Thanks for the beer, Rainey. After two
days in that rat house, | could sure use it.

It's a funny thing, you giving me that.
Because that was the way it started. With
me sitting in a chair, like I am now,
holding a drink in my hand.

I told you this was going back a long
ways. Back to '33, as a matter of fact. I'd
been out West in a CCC camp and got
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kicked out for bellyaching about the food.
Okay, Adelberg, laugh. You never had to
eat cold beans from.a tin plate with the
grease from cold pork congealed on the
side. Most, of the camps were okay. We
just happened to have a grafting cook.

Anyway, | was on the loose again.
Back at the old stand, after five years of
bumming all over the world.

TPHIRD Avenue and Sixteenth Street. |
* was home again. Home without a job
or any chance of getting any. That was
me | wasn't very proud.

Three guys and a girl, orphans of the
depression. Okay, | read that some place,
but it fits. Stepchildren of a world that
had forgotten them, or just didn't care.
Sure, there were ten million other guys in
the same boat, right here in the U. S. But
we were too young and bitter to think
much beyond ourselves.

I met Deafy on the corner of Eight-
eenth the second day after | hit town. He
had a black homburg and a suit that was
Harris tweed, or a good imitation.

I had a hole in the sole of one shoe you
could drop a half dollar through. | had a
hole in the seat of my pants and | hadn’'t
had a shave in two days.

I figured Deafy wouldn’'t know me. |
hoped he wouldn't

But he ran out of the doorway, and
grabbed my arm. When he grinned |
could see the expensive porcelain caps
covering the crooked teeth he used to
have.

He said, ”Syd Marriner! | thought you
was dead or in jail. How goes it, kid?”

His little eyes were sharp as knives,
going all over me. Not being able to
hear, reading people’s lips, had done that
to him. | could feel the dull flush of
shame going up into my neck and face. |
didn’t have his handicap, and look at me.

My grin must have been about as con-
vincing as a Jap victory broadcast.

"I'm doing all right,” I told him.

He said, "Yeah?” very softly.

I said, "I'm not on the bum, wise guy.
In case you got any ideas . . ."”

| pulled out the insurance check and
waved it in front of his nose. One thou-
sand bucks. The old man’s insurance. It
had been chasing me all over the country
ever since he died. I'd picked it up that
morning. Besides the check, | had exactly
thirty-seven cents.

Deafy said, "A grand.
six months, with luck. After that . ..

He shrugged, waved his hand along
Third Avenue. It wasn't the kind of street
any more where a man could pay premi-
ums on a grands worth of insurance.
There were guys with apple stands—re-
member? On every corner.

He said, We're all on the bum, Syd.
Don't let's kid ourselves.” He muSt have
read the same book | had, because he
said, "We're the guys the world forgot,
I got a few bucks in my jeans, and a new
suit; that's the only difference. C’'mon up
and have a drink. There’'s some old
friends of yours up in my apartment. We
were just starting a party.”

When | shook my head he didn't ar-
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gue. He said, "It's all right, Syd. Some
other time, if you like.” He tipped that
twenty-dollar homburg a little farther
over one ear. It still didn't improve his

looks. "Too bad you can't make it,” he
said carelessly. "Mary would have liked
to see you.”

| stopped dead in my tracks. It sounds
pretty silly, but I'd come three thousand
miles home, and hadn’'t known why. Not
until Deafy said that. Then | knew.

"l—maybe | can come up, at that,” |
said, trying to sound nonchalant and
failing utterly.

Shrugging, Deafy waited for me. He
was staring straight ahead. There was a
funny feverish light in his eyes. | didn't
know until later what that light meant.
And when | did, it was too late.

That light in his eye meant murder.

And the dead man was going.to be
me! . ..

I'll take another beer now, copper . . .

So then | was sitting in Deafy’s duplex
apartment with a silly grin on my face.
I had a drink in my fist and a hole in my
pants, and my old gang around me, after
all the years. After the first drink | bor-
rowed Deafy’s razor and made my face a
little more human. After a couple more
drinks | didn’'t feel ashamed any more,
just glad to be back.

Yeah, | was back. But there was a
difference.

Five years ago we were four crazy
kids, ready for any kind of hell, grinning
crooked grins at the world. There's no
hell that can lick a kid. But five years of
depression had done something worse to
those grins. We were all trying to coyer
it up by laughing a little louder, drinking
a little more—but we'd all found out we
couldn t lick hell, either, and that you
can't hide the fear in your eyes.

There was Deafy, a little guy with a
rat face and a million-dollar front. Deafy
had done all right, considering. | didn't
want any part of him, but somehow I
knew he'd never be anybody’s punching
bag again. He couldn’t hear a thing, but
his brains and eyes were always working
overtime. It was funny, the way he could
read your lips. As long as you looked at
him when you spoke, he'd get the whole
thing. Deafy would do all right.

There was Rannie. Quiet, steady Ran-
nie. A lanky guy with a studious look.
He was going to parlay a night-school
diploma into a hundred grand and retire
at forty. Five years ago, he was. Now he
was just another hard-time Charlie, blam-
ing Washington and Wall Street for what
had happened to his dreams.

Plenty had, at that. He’'d sold his nice
furniture store for a song, just ahead of a
bankruptcy judgment. Now he was just
going through the motions, living on the
last of his dough

And there was—Mary.

A Htst | didn t know her. There was
iust d dark-haired doll in a slinky
black dress, cut a little too low in front.
She was a nice dish to look at, with the
light from the window doing things to
the glints in her hair.
She said, "Long time no see, Syd,” in a
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husky, low drawl that finished the job of
sweeping out the years. That Voice be-
longed to a skinny, long-legged hellion in
skirts who could swear like a dock hand,
play a good third base and yet manage to
look like a lady when she felt like it.

It was the dark lipstick that had fooled
me. That, and the legs. A girl's legs
change a lot between fourteen and nine-
teen, | guess. These were strictly show-
girl, and that skirt wasn’t hiding 'em any.

| said, "You're doing all right, | see.”
My voice sounded harsh and funny in my
ears.

"She’s a big girl now,” Deafy said, in
that half-sneering purr of his.

Rannie yawned. He was half-canned
already and there was an ugly look be-
hind his eyes.

"Here he is, Mary,” he said. "Your big
moment. The guy who was coming back
some day with dough in his pants and a
ring in a box.” He laughed.

They were all looking at me. | felt like
the hole in my shoe was showing. | felt
like hell, if you want to know.

I said, "Well, you see me, kid.” | was
trying not to look at the round curves of
her, about half and half under that dress.

She finished her drink and stood up.
She pulled her skirt down, very carefully.
Her eyes met mine, in a long appraising
stare, and | knew | had made a bad
guess. They were the eyes of the kid I
used to know, square and honest and
hurt.

She said slowly, "Yeah. | see you.”

She went out the door and her chin
was very high. But her eyes were wet
under the mascara.

, Deafy said quickly, "She'll be back,
Syd. Here's a drink in the meanwhile.”

I buried my nose in a slug of Third
Avenue bourbon and nodded. But it
didn’t take Rannie’s chuckle to tell me the
score.

She'd never be back. She was walking
right out of my life with those million-
dollar legs.

That's as good a reason as | know for
getting drunk. So | did.

- CHAPTER TWO
DID you ever really go on a tear, copper?
The kind where the hours float into each
other and your body goes away from
your brain and life and death stand still?

It was ten am. when | took that first
drink. The next time | looked out the
window the street lights were on. Noth-
ing had happened, except a day had
gone. And yet | had the nightmare feel-
ing that something had changed in each
of us. We looked the same and yet we
didn't. | worked for an artist once, a
good man. | used to watch him. Some-
times, with one stroke of the brush—
maybe slant one eyebrow a hairbreath
different—he’d change an ordinary face
into something evil. Or an evil face to
good. Something like that had happened
to Deafy and Rannie. There was a kind
of unholy eagerness in their eyes. Now |
know why.

'The trouble was, | had soaked up so
much whiskey | didn't recognize that
look. | was making a lot of wild talk
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about the lousy world we were living in.
I was bitter and scared; but mostly |
was still seeing Mary walk out of that
room. | had ashes in my soul and a go-
to-hell blackness in my heart.

I poured myself another drink. 1 was
taking it almost straight now. And yet |
had all my buttons. I remember watch-
ing how steady my hand was, bolding
the full glass.

Rannie was feeling sorry for himself in
a corner. | remember thinking the guy
was taking the loss of his store hard.

DEAFY showed those porcelain caps in
a crooked grin. "The crying towel’s
in the kitchen.”

| said, "Lay off the kid, big shot. It's
easy for you to talk. You got dough and
clothes and a chance. If you were like us,
you couldn’t take it either.”

Deafy put down his drink. He didn't
look sore, just terribly earnest, as though
some idea had just hit him.

He said, "This is funny, gents.”

"Like a corpse,” | growled.

He looked right past me, not even hear-
ing. "Yeah,” he said very softly. He
stood up. His hand, pointing at us, was
shaking, but not from the drinks.

He said, "l got a thousand bucks to
my name, Syd. So have you.” He whirled.
"Ran, how much dough is between you
and selling apples?”

Ran shrugged, fished in his pocket,
flipped a bankbook across the room.
Eleven hundred and sixty-eight dollars,
the neat black figures said.

Deafy closed the book carefully. His
lips were working in and out. He was
very pale.

"Three
softly.

| said, "Three or one. What's the dif-
ference? We'll all be in a breadline in six
months.”

Deafy’'s eyes were very bright. "Not
three,” he said. "A hundred grand. A guy
could ride out even this kind of a depres-
sion with a hundred grand.”

He said it with a kind of hungry rev-
erence.

| said, "Okay,' so we dream about a
hundred grand, What the hell, we're all
drunk, anyway. We'll split three ways—’

Deafy said, "Two ways, Syd. Fifty
thousand bucks. Fifty bucks a week for
life, just on the interest.”

Ran laughed harshly. "Lesh dream
'bout a million,” he said thickly. "Migh’sh
well dream about one as the other.”

Deafy said, "It isn't a dream. It's here
in our laps right now. If we got the guts
to take it.”
~There was something in his face that
made me feel my heart start to hammer.

Deafy said, "We can sit around here
like cornered rats and wait for starva-
tion. Or two of us can split a hundred
grand.”

I said, "What about the third guy, the
guy who gets left out?”

Deafy shook his head. "The third guy
won't know or care. He'll never see a
breadline and never go hungry, either.
The third guy will be dead.”

What Deafy proposed was murder. He
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didn't call it that, of course. The way he
told it, it was something stirring, almost
good—a brave man'’s three-to-one shot for
a good life.

You can sell a thing like that to a
drunk, and we were drunk.

This was the idea: Here we were, three
young punks consigned to the scrap heap
before we'd even begun to live. We had
no jobs, no prospects. But we did have a
thousand dollars apiece. Deafy’s plan
had a beautiful cruel simplicity and a
brutal appeal.

HE said we could pool the money and
draw lots. Three grand would pay
two years' premium on a hundred thou-
sand dollar life insurance policy. Fifty
bucks a week for life for two of us. And
the third would have no worries, either.
Dead men don’t go hungry.

There was a dead silence when he fin-
ished talking. Hell, we were drunk. Ran-
nie’s mouth was hanging open stupidly,
but his hands were opening and closing,
handling furniture again, and the sound
of his breathing was harsh in the silence.
Me, | had no future, no girl, no friends.
| had nothing to go back to. I had hit the
bottom of the barrel. But | wanted Mary.

Deafy threw three dice down on the
table. Almost detachedly 1 examined
them, gave them to Rannie. He glanced
at them, tossed them back. They were the
same size, felt the same. Only—two of
them were white and one was green. 1
knew what Deafy was going to say before
he ever said it

"We could throw 'em in a pillow case,”
Deafy said. "That is, if we had nerve
enough. We could draw in turn. The one
who came out with the green one would
take the three thousand and get insured,
naming the other two as beneficiaries. It's
all there is to it.”

| took a deep breath.

"l don’t know about the rest of you,”
| said. | don’t think | quite believed what
was happening; still, | wanted to believe
it. My voice, | remember, was steady,
though it didn't sound like me. "Me—I'm
ready. What are we waiting for?” There,
that was it. | felt like I'd jumped out of
a twenty-story building without hurting
myself a bit.

Deafy’s drawn-in breath was like a
sigh. He poked Rannie on the shoulder.

"That leaves you, kid-,” he said shakily.
"We can have another drink and forget
the whole thing. Or—in five minutes two
of us will have a hundred grand within
a year. What's the answer, Rannie?”

"Yeah.” | grinned. "What's the mat-
ter, Rannie?”

Greed and fear were naked in his eyes.
1 felt a little sick, knowing | felt that way
myself. A little sick—and a little cocky
because the sickness didn’t show.

| turned to Deafy. "Get the pillow
case before this hero faints on us.”

Deafy threw the dice in a dirty pillow
case. It lay there on the table. A soiled
shapeless square, open at one end, with
Death inside it.

Rannie’s teeth were chattering, and he
sat down as though the hinges had gone
out of his knees.
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| said, "This was your baby, Deafy.
Go ahead and draw first.” And, as he
hesitated, "Draw, damn you! We can't
stand this too long.” | knew he was more
scared than | was.

I held the pillow case down, so he
couldn’t possibly see inside. He made a
little motion like he was praying, stiff-
ened and fumbled for the opening. His
hand was shaking so that he caught his
thumb on the end and had to start all
over again. He closed his eyes. | could
see his hand inside, groping under the
cloth. It clenched and came out. He
wouldn't open his fist. | forced his fingers
apart . . .

Deafy had drawn a white dice. It
wasn't a two-to-one shot any more. It
was either Rannie or me.

| said, "You want to go, Rannie?”

Rannie put his hand on the cloth and
jumped back as though he had touched a
snake.

"I— can’t,” he breathed. His face was
like putty.

I was still seeing the loathing on Mary’s
face when she walked out of the room.
I laughed. My throat was dry.

"Here goes nothing,” | said. My hand
didn’t shake at all under the cloth. |
touched a hard little square, remembered
that | had guessed wrong for three
straight years, let go the die and found
the other one. | pulled my hand out.

Deafy’s lips were bloodless. | grinned
crookedly.

"You can open your eyes, hero,” |
said to Rannie. "You won't have to draw
now.” Like a man in a dream | watched
him slobber his thanks over the evil little
thing on the table.

| had drawn the green die.

| ha8 something under a year to live.

| 'M NO hero. | stayed drunk for two

weeks, trying to figure it out. Deep
down inside me there was a shrieking
cold fear that only whiskey could put to
sleep. It was all right during the day.
During the day it didn't seem real; |
was sure it couldn’t be. But three or four
in the morning was bad. | used to wake
up, trying to yell, my clothes sticking to
me and the pillow wet with sweat.

Deafy was having rne watched. | knew
that. So | went through the motions.
Sometime that first week | went to the
insurance doctor, in the meantime trying
to think of a way out. | had so much bad
alcohol in me that my heart should have
showed it. But the old guy with the
stethoscope only grinned a little enviously.

"Nothing wrong with that ticker,” he
said. "l ought to make you sober up,
but . . .” He sighed, scratched his head.
"Not many men can afford a good drunk
these days. Don't drink too much and
keep your nose clean. You'll live to be a
hundred.”

I was certified and delivered. Deafy
knew all about it. Don’t ask me how, but
he let me know.

It made me sore. I'd kept my word.
From now on | was a dead man waiting
for a funeral. All | had to do was go
through the motions until somebody de-
cided it was time to deliver the carcass.

Deafy was clever enough not to give me
anything to take to the police; my death,
I knew, wouldn't be simple murder.

Like I said, I'm no hero. | stayed on
that bender. It was easier that way. |
moved in a mist, where time and every-
thing else vanished and there was only
the, whiskey and the fear. | could have
left town, but suddenly 1| knew that
wouldn’t have helped. Deafy had a plan.

It could have been a week, it could
have been two months when the landlady
knocked at my door one morning and
told me Deafy wanted to see me.

This was the payoff.

Somehow, | was almost glad.

THEY were sitting at the table -in
Deafy’s living room. There was a
nearly full bottle between them. Their
eyes had a funny half-scared look. Some-
how that made me feel better. At least,
they weren't happy about the thing.

Deafy took a long look at me and his
face went a little gray.

Rannie choked. His little weak mouth
trembled, like a kid’s does when he is
going to cry.

I took a long drink out of the bottle.
I didn't feel so good myself. There was
a full-length mirror right across from me
and when | leaned forward to put the
bottle back a white-faced scarecrow with
burning red eyes shot up in front of me.

I nearly dropped the bottle, until | saw
that it was myself.

| said, "Okay, moneybags. Here's your
meal ticket.”

Deafy swallowed hard. His little eyes
were darting around the room, as if he
were trying to escape. But | could see the
bulge of a shoulder holster inside his
coat. | was wondering whether they were
going to be crazy enough to give it to me
here, in this room. | opened my mouth to
say it was too soon, anyway, but no
sound came out.

Deafy lit a cigarette. He seemed to be
having a hard time finding the words.

He said, "Don’t move while I'm talk-
ing, Syd. It wouldn't be—healthy.” He
had one hand ready, near that gun. His
other hand came out from inside his coat.

He held out a piece of pink paper.

Deafy said,, "We tried to find you for
two weeks, Syd. | just caught up with
you this morning.”

That was a lie, because he had been
watching me right along.

"l wasn't running away,” |
thickly. "You made sure of that.”

There was a funny sort of look in his
eyes. He said very quietly, "I never fig-
ured you were yellow. | never thought
you'd really take a powder.”

He threw the papers across the table.
Like a man in a dream | picked it up. It
was the check | had given him for a
thousand bucks. My share of the murder
dough.

And it had never been re-indorsed.

He said, almost brokenly, "We were
crazy drunk that day, Syd. We thought
it was funny seeing you squirm. The in-
surance doctor was a phony. We were be-
hind a screen, watching. Didn’'t you no-
tice—he didn't even know how to work
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the blood-pressure gauge. And then when
we sobered up, when we saw it had gone
too far, we couldn’t find you to tell you.
My God, kid, you look like—’

| stood up. | was still dazed. There was
a roaring in my ears like the surge of the
sea. My mind jumped at what he told
me. It was what | wanted to believe. |
should have been happy, | guess. But my
fists balled suddenly and there was a wet
mist in front of my eyes, blinding me.

Deafy shrank back, almost upsetting
the chair. He said in a scared voice, "The
money, Syd. It's all yours. Don't . . .”

From a long distance, it seemed, a
voice that | knew was mine was mum-
bling, "A gag—why, you—you . .

I collapsed and the lights went out.

OKAY, you guys—you asked for this.
Anyway, I'm not going anywhere to-
night. This isn't as
sounds.

You’'ll see what I mean in a minute.

I'll skip the next ten years. You know
all about me during that time, anyway.
But there's one thing that record can't
show. The change in a guy who is going
to die—and suddenly finds he can live.

I was sick as hell for six weeks. Flat
on my back, with nothing to do but
think. The cure— took it. I had tried my
damndest to kill myself with liquor and
fear and no food. And then | thought
what the helll | was young and | was
going to live forever and | had a thousand
bucks! What else would a guy want?

I worked for fifteen bucks a week in a
department store. | laid off the firewater
and smoked a pack of cigarettes a week.
| went to bed early. It took me six months
to save enough dough to get a new suit.
After that | found a little steel jobber on
Third Avenue who had some ideas and
no dough and | put the thousand in the
business. We're still making money. |
paid three thousand dollars income tax
last year, in case you didn't find that out.

What I'm trying to say is, | got along.
I played golf twice a week and joined the
Kiwanis Club and began to worry about
my waistline. It took a year to get Mary
to speak to me again and two more to
make her like me, but | did it

She’s been wearing a ring of mine for
quite a while. We were going to do some-
thing about it next week.

Two weeks ago last Thursday the
thing happened.

It was a good day, warm, without too
much wind. | had been working pretty
hard apd figured that eighteen holes of
golf would iron out some of the kinks.

| tried to get up a foursome but it was
the middle of the week and 1 finally gave
up and drove out to the club alone. There
was a guy hanging around the first tee
waiting for a game, and | went around
with him.

We had a drink in the bar first. His
name was Jim Clarkson and he drank
very dry martinis without the olive, in
case Adelberg wants to put it down on
his little pad.

Going out to the first tee he said,
“What do you want to play? A dollar a
hole, okay?”
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longwinded as it

I'm no dope. This guy had shoulders
like a four-handicap man and he had a
set of matched clubs that must have cost
three hundred bucks if they cost a nickel.
| said, "Too steep for me, pal. I'll shoot
you a quarter a hole if you want to.”

I remembered, just as | teed up, he
was looking at me kind of funny. But
then | hooked my first shot into the
woods and by the time | had blasted it
out | forgot all about the other thing.

By the time we got to the third hole |
saw | had figured this Clarkson wrong.
He was long off the tee but he was wild
as hell, and he took three putts on nearly
every green. | was five up when we went
in the clubhouse for a repeat on those
martinis.

We parked over in a shady corner. He
wasn't very happy about losing. You
know the way some of these wise guys
are—big shots until they get behind the
eight ball, and then they start crying.

He suggested another drink but I'd had
enough. That funny look was still in his
eyes, | noticed.

I got up. | wanted to take a shower
before | got chilled. And then this Clark-
son threw the thing at me that spoiled
my day—and every day since.

He said, kind of nasty, "There’'s some-
thing | could never figure out about guys
like you. Like Rockefeller, giving dimes
away. Or shooting a quarter a hole.”

That was a laugh. | was thinking:
those new slacks must be as snappy as the
salesman was telling me. | said, "l don't
know about Rockefeller, chum. | play for
a quarter a hole because I'm a lousy
golfer, even if | did beat you. Also, |
can't afford to play for any more. Okay?”

He probably wouldn’'t have said any-
thing, but the crack about the golfing got
him steamed up all over again. He or-
dered another drink for himself. He had
had a few too many, | guess. He said,
"Funny, I'd say | was the one who ought
to be looking out for the pennies—not
you, one of our star customers.”

I must have looked surprised, because
this guy’s face got a little puzzled. He
said, "Isn’'t your name Marriner—Sydney
Marriner, of Marriner and Johnson, on
Third Avenue?”

I nodded. It was all Haile Selassie to
me. He buried his nose in his martini.
"Well, then,” he said, "a guy who can
pay premiums on a hundred-thousand-
dollar life insurance policy usually carries
a little more folding money around with
him—if it's any of my business.”

| HAD started to walk out the door be-

cause the words didn’'t seem to mean
anything. Then suddenly | did a double
take, and turned around. My heart was
beating funny and there was a queer, cold
feeling in the pit of my stomach. And I
was seeing Deafy's eyes again.

Clarkson looked up, surprised. "No of-
fence,” he said. "l—what's the matter?
You sick or something?”

| sat down. My voice sounded thick.
"Tell me a little more about that insur-
ance policy,” | said.

You know how these insurance guys
are when anybody starts talking shop. He
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forgot all about being sore, and smacked
his lips over his drink.

"Hell, there isn’'t anything to tell,” he
said. "Your policy is in my department,
that's all. And | haven’'t enough hundred-
thousand-dollar ones to forget the names.
I thought I was going to have to write
you about the last premium. It was a day
late and | didn’'t want it to lapse. But the
check came in yesterday. That's how |
happened to remember the name when
we were introduced. You've been paying
premiums on that thing for ten years
now, Marriner. Hey, where are you
going?”

| WAS walking out the door. The sun-

shine had gone away and a cold sick
horror was inside me again. A feeling |
hadn’t had for ten long years.

| had a dateSwith Mary that night, but
| didn't keep it. | didn't go back to my
apartment, either. | hired a room in a
midtown hotel, registered under a phony
name. | had a quart of rye sent up to my
room and sat on the bed, thinking.

I had a lot to think about. Like the day
six months before when the plate in the
piece of roof coping fell off a building on
Third Street, just as | was going by, miss-
ing me by only a couple of feet. Or the
time | got that bad attack of ptomaine
and nearly kicked in. | was remembering
what the doctor told me when | paid the
bill.

"You're a lucky man,” the doctor had
said. "It's funny the way bad food will do
things to a man. From the examination of
your stomach, | could have sworn that
you had taken a deadly poison.”

In short, | was scared again. This was
like ten years ago. Only now it was worse.
Now | had something to live for.

I was scared, plenty. But | was fighting
mad, too.

There was one thing | could do, of
course. | could go to the police and dump
the whole thing in their laps. | could go
to Turkey Red and tell him the whole
story about the insurance-murder gamble.

| didn't, for two reasons.

In the first place, | think the average
cop is dumb as hell. Sorry, but you asked
for this. But the real reason | didn't go to
the cops was | was too sore. Sore enough
to take revenge on two smart guys with
murder in their souls. The kind of re-
venge that would hit them where it hurt
the most—their pocketbooks. | doped out
a plan of my own.

Here's the way | figured it out. That
insurance policy had been in effect ten
years now. Why hadn’t they killed me jn
the meanwhile? | thought a lot about that
one, and some of the answers weren't too
tough. In the first place, Rannie wouldn’t
have the guts, anyway. In the second
place, Deafy had been in the big dough
for several years.

Ten years. That meant that Deafy or
Rannie or both of them had paid about
twenty-five thousand bucks into that pol-
icy, waiting until they really needed the
big dough. And at the end of the third
year, that money they had paid in under
my name represented a good solid cash
surrender value. Any time | wanted to go
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to the office and cash it in | could pick up
a hell of a big check.

All | had to do was stay alive until the
next morning, get down to the office and
void the policy. Then they would be com-
pletely out of luck. They wouldn’t even
have a motive for killing me. They would
just be out twenty-five thousand dollars.
Knowing Deafy for what he is, | couldn't
think of a better way to hurt him. The
insurance company opened at nine. |
could get a cab in front of the hotel and
be over there in twenty minutes.

It was the longest night | ever spent.
The slow minutes crawled by. | kept look-
ing at my watch to see if it had stopped,
because the hands didn't seem to move.

After that | walked up and down the
room until daylight came.

No one was in the elevator but a
bunch of old hens. The Ilobby was
crowded, but | didn't see anyone | knew.
Anyway, it was too late now. | took a
deep breath and pushed through the peo-
ple. 1 had a newspaper jammed up close
to my face as though | were reading. |
went through the swinging door out onto
the sidewalk. There was a cab about half
a block away. | hailed it but the driver
didn't see me. | started to walk up to it

Beside me a voice said, "Hiya, Syd.
Long time no see.”

It couldn’t happen, but it did. | looked
around. It was Rannie, all right. He had
a funny, crooked grin slanting across his
lips. He looked kind of pleased. He
looked like all those old nightmares

rolled into one. He looked like Death.

I didn’t think. | couldn't. All the time,
I'd been sure it wouldn't be Rannie. Yet
there he was, with his hands in his
pockets—and | thought 1| could see a
bulge in one of them. I swung a hay-
maker that started from the sidewalk and
finished right on his button. The shock
of the impact went all the way up to my
elbow. He seemed to come apart at the
knees, and the next thing | knew he was
all over the sidewalk, sprawling there,
but still dangerous.

Behind me somebody vyelled. 1 didn't
look around. I ran for that cab and told
the driver to get the hell away from there.

And that's all 1 know about it, boys.
You guys picked me up two hours later
and said that Rannie was dead, with the
back of his head bashed in. I hit him on
the chin. He didn’t hit his head when he
fell down, not like that. You'll have to
figure out the rest of it for yourselves.

I didn't kill Rannie, but | wanted to.
| wanted to for ten years . . .

CHAPTER THREE

TURKEY RED stirred and opened his
eyes. The office was cold. His neck
muscles were cramped and stiff. The sun
had gone down. He'd been mulling over
that stenographic report for three hours.

Syd was guilty as hell, of course. But
it was tough on Mary.

There was one thing he could do for
her. Deafy’s testimony would sew this
case up for the state, if he could make it
stick. He'd give that smart punk the
scare of his life and see what happened.
It wouldn’t do Syd any good, of course.
Even if Deafy were in it up to his neck,
he’d be smart enough to cover his tracks.

One thing smelled to heaven, of course.
Syd hadn’t lied about one thing. That
insurance policy was on the books, with
Deafy and Ran as beneficiaries. The day
Syd went to the chair, Deafy stood to
cop one hundred thousand dollars. The
insurance company would contest, of
course, on the basis of Syd's fantastic
story. But they wouldn’'t have a leg to
stand on.

Turkey Red measured the years som-
berly. It was hard to remember those
days now. The Third Avenue EIl in the
moonlight—yes; but no other things. A
guy had to shut the door on his past in
this game. There wasn't time to look
back.

A tarnished metal mirror stood on his
desk. On a vagrant impulse he picked it
up, scowled at the face which stared,
half curiously back at him, florid, heavy-
joweled. The lips were sneering a little,
at himself. The heavy-lidded eyes were
wise, knowing of himself and other
people, and a little corrupt with the
things they had seen. As though the blood
and the misery he had touched had left
its faint mark on them.

It was a strong face but not a par-
ticularly good one, he decided. Case-
hardened, stolid, with little selfish lines
slanting away from the corners of the
mouth. Slightly on the make, scarred
with the climb up the ladder. A guy with
a face like that would never go hungry.
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But he'd never have many friends come
to his funeral.

Yeah, he’d moved away from Third
Avenue. Maybe, in some ways, he'd
moved too far. But he was going back
there tonight. For the last time.

~VEAFY opened the door a crack. His
wary little eyes slitted for a second,
then relaxed.

He said, tightly. "You're wasting your
time, Red. I've said everything | know.
But | can’t stop you from coming in.”

Turkey Red pushed, not gently, and
the door flew back.

His shrewd old eyes appraised the
three-room apartment. A nice little lay-
out. That radio was worth five hundred
bucks wholesale. There was a rug on the
floor you could sink your feet into an
inch. It took a lot of moola to rig a
joint like this. Too much for a guy
who’d never worked in his life.

Deafy said, "Take a good look, chum.
It ain't much but it's home. You can
look in the drawers if you want to waste
some time. But you won't even find a
policy slip.”

Turkey Red nodded. "No, | guess |
wouldn’t,” he admitted. And then, "You
could give me a drink, kid. You owe me
that much, | guess.”

The younger man shrugged ungra-
ciously, then laughed.

"Yeah,” he said, "go ahead and spy
around, fella. I'll leave you alone.” He
went out into the kitchen.

There was a highboy beside the win-
dow. He considered the idea of running
through the drawers, shrugged and re-
jected the notion. There wouldn't be
anything there. Or anywhere else. Not
even . . .

He lurched forward noiselessly. His
breath sucked in sharply. It was crazy.
But he could have sworn . . .

His big fist closed on something on the
top of the dresser, unbelieving. Closed
and opened spasmodically, as though in
a paroxysm of pain.

He went over by the window and
stared at his opened palm. The blood was
thick in his temples.

For all his bulk, Turkey Red could
move with cat-like silence. Drawing a
deep breath, he went into the kitchen.
Deafy was doing things with a decanter
of bourbon and some ice cubes. He
whirled around when he felt the touch
on his arm. Whirled around, snarling in-
credulously at the manacle that was
clamped on his left wrist. And then the
bigger man was dragging him into the
living room.

Deafy said, "Damn your soul, I'll...”

Until he saw what Turkey Red had in
his right hand. After that he locked his
lips. But the dawn of horror was in his
eyes.

A green die. A little shiny passport to
death.

Turkey Red closed his eyes. His voice
was husky, groping through the years.
When he spoke, it was as though to
himself.

"1 bought it for your mom at Coney
Island that day,” he said slowly. "It was
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the last thing | ever was to do for her.
A little green hatpin with this on top.
I—" He shook his head doggedly, trying
to throw the pain away. "The pavilion
buckled while she was there waiting for
me. When | got her out, she was dead
and you were a cripple for life.”

He opened his palm. There was a
smear of blood there, red against the
green stone.

"You couldn’'t even gamble- your life
without cheatin’,” Turkey Red said harsh-
ly. "You knew the green one had a sharp
place on it, where you had broken the
pin off, close to the stone. | could forgive
a lot of things, son. But you—you couldn’t
lose. When you felt the pin prick your
hand, you picked one of the other dice.
Rannie or Syd was going to die—for a
guy who didn't have the guts to play
fair. I'm—’

He stopped, tensing. It wasn't Deafy’s
arm that was jammed against him. When
he looked down he could see the blue
glint of the gun in the other man’s free
hand.

'Deafy’s lips were bared in a snarling
grimace that had madness in it. He said
thickly, "You know a lot, copper. Sup-
pose you unlock this gadget. We can’'t
do any business this way.”

There was a pounding in Turkey Red’s
temples, but his face was mask-like as
ever. He reached in his pocket, groping
for the key.

He said, "We can talk this over, kid.
After all, I'm your—’

Defy screamed then, lunged for the
shining glint in the darkness.

The glint the key made, going out the
window, into the black nothing below.

Deafy exhaled, a long, shuddering
sigh that was like the hiss of a cornered
snake. His fingers whitened against the
gun. For a sick moment Turkey Red

thought the other man would blast him
then and there.

And then the little man struck once,
savagely and without warning. A red
wave of agony shot into Turkey Red's
eyes, blotting out the world. He felt
himself falling. Then, for a long time,
he knew no more.

He opened his eyes, groaning. For a
spell nothing came into focus. There was
only blackness—blackness tinged with the
hurt that would not leave him. Shaking
his head, he sat up. An immediate wave
of white fire shot into his head, and he
tried to put his hand up to the wound.

Steel bit into his wrists, bruising, tear-
ing his muscles. The excruciating agony
cleared his head and he could see again,
and remember.

The room was not quite pitch-dark. A
little light filtered in from the street. Be-
side him he could dimly see Deafy—and
Deafy’s face was working strangely in
the shadows, a cigarette hung from
Deafy’s lips.

"You had a chance to live,” Deafy said
grimly. "Until you threw that key away.
Now . . .” He seemed to have made up
his mind. And it was a good mind.
Turkey Red knew. A mind good for evil.

As though studying a problem, Turkey
Red was silent for a moment. Then,
"You can’t shoot me, kid,” he said. "How
you going to drag a two-hundred-pound
corpse around with you? The only way
you can get that thing off is at headquar-
ters, boy. It's the end of the road.”

Deafy nodded. The murder flame in
his eyes burned brighter. "Get up,” he
said. And when the big man stared, un-
comprehending, "You want | should hit
you some more?”

When he fought to his feet, the dizzi-
ness came in blinding waves, so that
he sagged against his captive.
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Deafy’'s lips were bared in a snarl,
born of desperation and an insane urge
for vengeance, that he was visibly fighting
to hold in check.

"Listen close, copper,” he said. "I'm
taking you two blocks down the street.
You will walk close against me and you
will not open your mouth. Because if
you do, there's six bullets in this thing.
Five of ’em will go into your guts and
the other one in my head.”

Deafy jerked him to the door. The
pain in his wrist sent a stifled groan to
the big man’s lips. He must have broken
something when he fell.

They were out on the silent street.
There wasn't a soul in sight. Turkey Red
stumbled beside Deafy, going south. With
that hurt in his wrist, taking Deafy to
headquarters was impossible, even apart
from the gun.

Deafy said tightly, "Hanley's ware-
house. | can get in. We'll get those cuffs
off there. Then we can talk it over.”

Patiently the big man started to say,
"But you can't, boy. There's no way you
could ever—' And then he stopped.

There was a way, of course. Handcuff
steel couldn’t be, cut with the strongest
saw. But—he gagged a little—flesh and
bones could. Deafy would have a way to
separate himself from the man he hated.
It wouldn’t be a pretty way, but it would
work.

There was something solid in his free

THE KILLER OF THE FLOES

the snapping, burning decoy of a stove.

Blam\ Blam\ Blaml The multiple crack
of discharging rifles sounded and the
beasts collapsed limply like punctured
flesh balloons. We fell upon them with
the skinning knives, and slashed the
bleeding carcasses with a vengeance born
of near starvation. The food problem, at
least temporarily, was solved.

It was June 8th when we launched the
boat again. The propeller, which had
sustained a broken shearing pin, was re-
paired.

The blizzard had driven huge bruising
masses of ice down from the north, clog-
ging the waters, constricting the leads,
blocking all familiar passageways. The
men surveyed the white-blanketed area
and stared at each other for blank sec-
onds. We were lost! The only thing to do
now was to continue moving until we
could identify some landmark.

Almost immediately the gruelling battle
against the brash and block began again,
and toward early afternoon, the oomiak
was being drawn by a strong prevailing
current into a gigantic ice field extending
as far as the eye could see. We worked
like madmen, racing the motor, cutting it
suddenly short, and beating the water
with paddles, the bow spinning and
wheeling like a leaf in a rain gutter.

A massive ice slab, about a quarter of
a mile long, drifted in over our port side
and closed behind us. We were sealed in.
Giant floes coming together behind us
with an inexorable pressure formed jag-
ged ridges thirty and forty feet high.
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hand. He had held it all this time, with-
out knowing it. The green die, the thing
that could save Syd, if he could get it
down to headquarters, and tell his story.
The die that would send Deafy to hell.

There was one block to go. One dark
little lane to hell he would walk for the
last time, and then he would walk no
more, anywhere. Turkey Red’s shoulders
straightened. Off in the distance he could
hear the rumble of a big crosstown truck,
starting out for the East River parkway.
It was funny, the way things came back,
now that he had perhaps ten minutes to
live. This very block—he had walked it
on his beat every night for twelve years.
And after, going to Helen Geraghty’'s
house, before she died. Now Helen’s boy
was going to kill him.

"Take care of him,” Helen had said.

A hell of a way he had kept his word.
But now it was too late.

Deafy walked straight along, pulling
at a cuff. His head was pitched forward,
in the oddly sleep-walking posture a
totally deaf man acquires through long
years of silence.

It was too late, but . . .

Turkey Red’s ears stirred. The rumble
of the truck was closer, coming to the
corner. There wasn't much of a chance,
but . . .

His free hand pointed straight up the
street, away from the thunder. He saw
Deafy’s hand on the gun tighten. But

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 47

Six of us were out of the boat now,
straining every muscle and tendon, our
features contorted, eyes bulging. | felt my
feet folding under me. The other men
also were losing ground; so we unloaded
some of the gas tins, anything we could
grab in a rush, and disengaged the motor.
At the last instant we seized the boat and
lifted it up onto the ice.

The floes met with a clonking impact,
and above it we heard a man’s piercing
scream. Harry Karitak, a dark, wizened
veteran of many hunts, had lost his foot-
ing and was pinned between the inter-
locking floes.

The body we retrieved was crushed
from the chest down and still quivering.
Harry's eyes blinked sightlessly; his arms
and shoulders jerked in spasms. He died
in a matter of minutes, outstretched in-
side the boat.

Thirty-six hours later his body still lay
in the boat; there was no time for burial.
Every man remained awake, pressed to
the breaking point, waiting for the pro-
pitious moment to lower away the boat
and make a bid for freedom.

mTHE cold was more terrible on the wa-
m ter, damp and creeping into our bones.
And then, about 300 yards ahead, we saw
a clear water lead wide open for at least
a mile. We lugged the supplies across the
ice and launched the oomiak.

We were not yet clear of the ice field
when the outcry, "Atvik! Aivik!” sounded
from Davis Mendelook on the bow. He

the little man was too close to safety now
to shoot.

Deafy said, "Damn you, keep going.
I told you what 1I'd—"’

But Deafy’s eyes—his eyes were follow-
ing that pointing finger.

With a sudden upward twist Turkey
Red caught Deafy’s head under his right
arm, and sobbing a little prayer, hurtled
forward, while the thunder at his left
came down and mixed with the sky and
the world. Strangely, he thought, just
before the blackness came, it didn’t hurt
so much.

They tell that story down at head-
quarters now, how they dug Turkey Red
out from under the wheels of a truck, so
crushed against another man’s body that
they couldn’t tell who was who. And the
doctor they got barely bothered to look
for a sign of life, because it was plain
that in that condition, both of them had
to be dead.

Didn’t until he saw that the big man’s
lips were moving. Moving long enough
to tell that Deafy had confessed to
Ranny’s murdet.

And on the stenographic record, the
last words have been crossed off. They
were whispered so low that the police
stenographer figured he had them wrong.

It sounded like, "I'm looking after him,
always, Helen . . .”

But that didn’'t make sense.

Or did it? [ I |

pointed at something straight in front of
us, not more than fifty yards away. At
first | could see nothing. Then, as we
came closer, | discerned a dark shadowy
form under the surface and no more
than a bristling snout above. | raised my
rifle, but Eddie pressed it down with his
hand over the top of the barrel. The ani-
mal was asleep, he said, and explained
that the walrus often slept in a vertical
position, his snout above the surface.

As the oomiak came alongside the ani-
mal, Sammy raised a harpoon and poised
it on the flat of his hand. Then, with a
powerful forward thrust that put every
ounce of muscular force behind it, he
hurled the weapon down into the area of
the bowels.

The animal burst into a bellowing roar
and came up in a geysering spray of wa-
ter, sending a spout high overhead. The
boat jerked up short and jolted me off my
feet and onto the man behind me.

Other harpoons struck home—one, two
—in rapid succession, catching vital areas.
No bullets were to be wasted. It was a
quick, clean kill. The animal was a cow,
small to middle size, about 1,200 pounds.

A sealskin float, the skin turned flesh-
side out, sewn and inflated, was fixed to
the harpoon line to keep the carcass
afloat, and already the interest was di-
rected to Sammy Mogg, who was scan-
ning the waters ahead. Where there was
one walrus there must be many. The ani-
mal was gregarious and had a strong
herding instinct. And so, minutes later,
Sammy’s hand went up. Walrus had been
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sighted. Both hands went up, fingers out-
spread-many walrus!

All tiredness and desire for sleep van-
ished. Like the others, | felt instantly
alert. My chest was pounding with ex-
citement. And as we closed in from 200
yards, | made out several dark, bobbing
forms around a heavy ice chock.

%A#E CUT our motor and maneuvered

the boat to keep the wind from
carrying man-scent to the animals. The
paddlers seemed to be in no hurry, and
when we were fifty yards away and then

thirty, | thought surely our prey would
break and rapidly submerge. And since
the walrus, like the seal, swims entirely

underwater, we would lose them entirely.

We stared at a great bulging hump-
back in the foreground with a flat-top
skull and two-foot tusks as thick around
as the span of a grown man’'s hands pok-
ing from his muzzle. Other animals faced
the oomiak, looking through small, prom-
inent eyes that protruded somewhat like
those of a lobster’s, but they made no
move to get away.

The first shot cracked the air but it
was seconds after, with the shifting of the
wind and the catching of our scent, that
the herd went off like a bunch of scram-
bling cats.

They waddled and rolled off the ice
chock, some using their curved tusks to
hook into the ice and drag themselves
forward. In the water, the massive flesh
mounds went off bellowing and sending
up geysering spouts.

We went to work on the big bull, com-
ing around it in a wide circle. Crack\
Crack! Half of the men in the boat shot
for the rump and the lungs. 3,500 to
4,000 pounds of leviathan mammal dove
head first, sounding for about half a
minute. And when the head broke the
surface, the other half of the men put
shots in front of the snout.

The walrus ducked down again with-
out sucking his lungs full of air. Up went
his rump and we riddled his lungs with
shots. We kept him going up and down,
weakening him and starving him for oxy-
gen. Soon he'd be forced to remain sur-
faced and we’'d get a harpoon into him.

The point was to wound and tire with-
out Killing him, because once dead, the
walrus would drop to the bottom out of
sight. Ten to twenty shots usually did the
trick, according to Sammy Mogg, but this
bull was powerful and after about ten
shots he went into a long sweep and
came up behind several other animals.

We had to give up on him, and | went
to work behind Sammy, who was dis-
charging his Winchester 30-30 at another
bull. The animal came in to a point about
thirty feet from the boat, facing it di-
rectly; and when it sounded, Sammy let
out a yell and leapt and pushed across
from bow to stern.

I didn't know at first what he was
doing and then | saw the bull come up
under the boat. The enraged beast was
attempting to slash open the skin boat
with its tucks.

A recollection of another Eskimo, a
King Islander whose body | had seen be-
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fore burial, flashed into my mind. He
had fallen overboard and a walrus tusk
had cleaved Jiio body in half, from the
crotch to the neck.

With a tremendous lunge that carried
it half out of the water, the animal came
up on the other side. Davis Menadelook
let go with a harpoon and skewered the
beast. There was a splash of crimson
where the harpoon head cleaved the flesh
and the oomiak rocked forward under
the pull of the struggling walrus.

I got off a well-placed shot at the base
of the skull while Davis’ brother, Walt,
squeezed off another in the same place.
The lifeless carcass struck the water like
a dead weight.

Then we whipped the motor up and
took off in the wake of six of the snort-
ing, panicked beasts. In two and a half
hours we had two of them and went to
work on cutting off the third, a good-
sized cow about a ton or more, from the
pack. We discharged a wounding volley.
A big bull dropped behind the pack and
came in for the cow. The ponderous ani-
mal drove at its side, trying to nudge the
cow under and away from the oomiak.

Boozany shouted: "It’s the big one! the
big one!"

We saw the blood streaming from the
bull's side and we realized Boozany was
right. It was the same animal we had
tied into and who had gotten away.

We opened fire on both animals and
the bull went beserk, tearing at the boat
in an open, head-on assault. The side of
the boat spanked up under the charging
force. Walt slung a harpoon but missed,
and the bull hit the boat from the bow.
The oomiak came off the water and
struck down with a heavy splash. We
were jolted back off our feet, falling all
over each other.

The animal struck the boat squarely
for the third time, an interval of seconds

elapsing in this latter attack, before we
could recover. The oomiak rolled over
about thirty degrees and we flung our
weight on the opposite side.

And then on our knees, stretching over
the side, we poured volley after volley
into the bludgeoning sea beast, trying
desperately to sink it and save ourselves.

The bull took no less than thirty rounds
before it gave up its ghost. Even then the
carcass did not sink. We were able to gat
a line and drag it with the others to a
strip of beach about two miles northeast.
There, bedraggled, bone-weary, we fell to
the job of butchering the animals.

The Eskimos removed the heads of the
walrus first and gave them to Sammy
Mogg. As leader of the hunt he was
rightfully entitled to the ivory. It would
bring him five dollars a pound, and a
good-sized bull carries forty pounds of
ivory. Sammy, in turn, had supplied the
boat, the engine, the gasoline, and sup-
plies for the hunt. The others had con-
tributed only labor and weapons, not to
mention risking their lives, and all shared
equally in the meat of the catch.

First the animals were skinned. The
coating, thick and spongy, covered with
pustular boils and warts, averaged about
three inches thick.

SPENT the better part of a week
recovering from our ordeal before
we were ready to move out again, well fed,
with our gear and equipment put into
order and walrus meat stacked in twenty-
to thirty-pound slabs in the oomiak. (It
was there on the beach that we buried
Harry Karitak.)

Twice more we ran into small herds
and added to our swelling hoard of butch-
ered walrus meat. During this period,
with beautifully clear weather, | was able
to use my camera. And then on the 21st,
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‘I wish that band wasn’t always so impatient
about getting on the field at half-time.”
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we gave chase to ten animals. We re-
trieved a mistakenly-wounded calf from
the water and its bleating cries had an
electric reaction upon the herd. They
turned and headed for the boat.

I had often heard of the fiercely pro-
tective instinct of the walrus for its
young. The cow throws a single calf each
year on the floes in June and nurtures it
until it is a grown animal. Even the polar
bear, its fnost feared natural enemy, is
unhesitatingly attacked, and ripped to

THE LAST KILL

to scale fences if the bull’'s attention was
diverted to them.

The presidents accepted the salute, the
ranks broke, and Manuelo spread his
dress cape over the rail before the first
row of spectators, directly below where
Maria was sitting. Their eyes met, over
the heads of others, held, hers anxious,
dark and searching. Manuelo smiled, and
her uncertain, tentative response slowly
broadened and warmed him. He turned
away and took up his station behind the
nearby burladero

On the far side of the ring, the toril
opened, and the first bull of the afternoon
charged out into the sunlight.

In a moment, peons, capes flapping,
were working the enraged animal, taking
him on a circuit of the ring, dodging be-
hind bnrladeros when threatened. Manu-
elo forced his thoughts to the activity in
the ring. He could not keep them there.
Juan Gomez, the senior matador had the
first bull. Manuelo sighed with relief at
the thought. The mounted picador came
into the ring, his alternate following and
taking up a station on the opposite side.
The first tercio, the first act, began.

Try as he would, Manuelo could not
concentrate on the action. Though he par-
ticipated and Watched, he did so with
only one part of his thoughts. The rest of
his thinking was given over to Pepe's
final words. It seemed to Manuelo that
there had been great truth in them. Was
the real core of his fear, as Pepe had said,
the awakening realization of all that was
at stake for him?

Manuelo admitted silently that never
before had he given thought to himself
in the ring, only thinking of the drama,
the art form of man against beast in a
panorama of tragedy. He had never be-
fore realized the true stakes. Slowly now,
he understood that the black death he
syas watching in the ring, already flag-
ging in strength under the well-placed
pic, was an adversary formidable enough
to destroy not only life, but all he hoped
for from life. Now, Manuelo came to an
understanding of his fear. But this in no
way abated it. Instead, it served to
heighten it

The handkerchief of the presidencia
prompted the second trumpet blast, and
the picadores retired, beginning the sec-
ond tercio, and the advance of the ban-
derilleros.

Manuelo knew as he watched that to-
day was not just another bullfight for
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pieces by vengeful tusks when the walrus
calf is threatened.

We harpooned one animal and then
another, but still they moved in on the
boat. | was beginning to feel that we had
cut off more than we could chew when
the small animal's wound proved fatal.
And the instant its cries abated the wal-
rus herd sounded, trying to get away.
We tracked them for several miles and
lost them in the floes. But it turned out
to be a very fortunate chase, for Sammy

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 26

him. It was a point in his career that
must either be surmounted or retreated
from. This was the final peak he must
scale to ensure success. There had been
much advance publicity about him. No
mediocre performance on his part would
suffice. He must make his mark today.

A large portion of the crowd had come
to see him specifically, spurred by advance
reports on him. Long ago, at the incep-
tion of his career, Manuelo had visualized
what this day was to be. One of spectacu-
lar triumph. He had determined that
when the great day came, he would give
the aficionados in the stands an afternoon
to remember. He had contemplated plant-
ing himself on his knees some fifteen or
twenty steps from the toril, and so meet
the bull as it first surged from the gate
into the arena. Now, he reconsidered, de-
cided to discard this needless risk.

He watched Juan Gomez use three
thrusts of the sword before he finished off
the bull, and Manuelo thought of his own
dream, to accomplish the feat with one
sure thrust.

The first bull was disposed of. The
second also, in a poor showing, that left
much to be desired. The crowd was rest-
less, disappointed. It was Manuelo’s turn
now. He steeled himself, feeling his legs
like jelly under him.

The bull came charging into the ring.

sMIiANUELO studied it, forcing his fear

aside. His critical awareness tabu-
lated the bull's actions as it charged
about the ring, attempting to get at the
peons, who were working it about the
enclosure with their capes, and dodging
behind the burladeros whenever any real
danger evidenced itself.

The picadores came in. Manuelo hoped
that their lances would go deep. For the
first time in his career, he hoped that a
picador would so weaken a toro’s neck
muscles, that the beast's effectiveness
would almost be destroyed.

When the picadores withdrew, Manu-
elo examined the bull standing in the
center of the ring, the blood streaming
from its neck, but still full of fight and
great fury. Here, Manuelo had planned
to do the unusual. He had planned to
plant two of the banderillas himself.
Now, he thought better of it, motioning
his peons to discharge this duty.

The peons performed their task, plant-
ing the beribboned barbs well. The bull

Mogg and the others recognized our po-
sition by the bordering cliff faces. We
had found passage through Wales to
Little Diomede—and, as we subsequently
learned, ours was the first boat of the
season to make it.

Our homecoming was, for most of the
villagers, like a return from the dead.
And to add to the joy of reunion was the
promise of a secure winter to come, with
60,000 pounds of walrus meat for the
depleted larders. L I |

shook two of them loose. Now the mo-
ment had come for Manuelo to take over,
the contest had progressed to the last act,
the third tercio. The bull was wounded,
angry, weakening and wary. Manuelo sa-
luted the presidencia, received permission
for the kill, and advanced with his muleta.

Here again, he had planned to play the
beast exposed to the maximum of risk
for himself, by holding sword and stick
together for a left hand pass, the most
dangerous. But once more, fear forced
him to abandon his plan. The senior
matadors and peons had softened the bull
up, weakened it with their cape work. Its
head came down repeatedly, yet each
time its head fell it found the courage and
strength to raise it

Manuelo played the bull with the cape,
sought to weaken it further. Not often
had a bull forced him to give ground.
But today he was unsure of his mastery.
Always, at this stage, he had dominated
the bull. Today, his actions were erratic.
The bull charged, and suddenly, terrify-
ingly, Manuelo found himself giving
ground. There was a chorus of dissent
from the massed specators.

Again the bull charged, and again, de-
spite every effort of will on his part,
Manuelo gave ground. The stands were
in an uproar. The bull was weak, wary,
conserving the latent strength in him. A
third time, the bull charged, and this
time Manuelo forced himself to hold
steadfast, to steer the great beast with the
cape. He felt the horn against his breast,
heard the ripping sound of cloth as the
bull went by, and almost, he felt the
searing pain of the horn, but it was in his
mind, for nothing more than the cloth of
his camisa had been torn.

The bull was spent. Its head kept com-
ing down, but repeatedly, it forced it
erect. The faena, the final passes before
the kill, were very poor. Manuelo could
hear the disapproval of the crowd in the
background. He did not care. Always he
had cared, but now he did not care. He
only wanted it to be over. He punished
the bull with a series of ugly passes, the
muleta chopped from side to side in front
of the bull’'s face. Manuelo had never re-
sorted to such a maneuver before. He had
always deplored the working of the bull
in this fashion. But all that he knew now,,
was that he wanted it over. Over.

Then he thought the moment had come.
El toro's head went down. Manuelo
sighted with the sword, leaned forward,
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and as he thrust, the head of the bull
came up again, the blade missed its in-
tended mark, struck muscle, the sword
was wrenched from Manuelo’s grasp, and
the bull reared, infuriated, striving to rid
itself of the blade.

PES materialized about Manuelo,

steering the bull away, while the
sword came free under the animal’s fren-
zied bucking and fell into the sand. Man-
uelo retrieved it, conscious that he was
giving a miserable performance, that his
day of triumph, this long, looked-for day,
waited upon for years, was earning the
justified derision of the crowd.

Four more thrusts he made, and each
time wide of the mark. | am a butcher,
he thought. Can | not end this? And
then, as anger and distrust overwhelmed
him, he saw an opening, and the sword
went in, blood spurted from the bull's
mouth, and now they were turning the
beast with the capes, urging it into a
death circle. In a moment it was on its
knees and it was over.

Manuelo went back to the valla in a
silence punctured by catcalls, and in the
eyes of his cuadrilla he saw a question.
He kept his face stiff, not daring to show
an answer.

Pepe, leaning on the planking of the
valla, handed him a wineskin. Manuelo,
expecting to taste water as he put it to
his lips, felt instead a warm, tart gush of
wine in his mouth. He raised his averted
eyes to Pepe. Pepe did not believe in wine
during a bullfight, except during the tri-
umphant circuit of the ring.

"For courage?” Manuelo
bitterly.

"No. So that you will look at me.”

"l am disgraced. 1 am a coward.”

"You have more courage than any of
them. But you have your thoughts on the
wrong things. Think of the bulls, Manu-
elo, the bulls! They have not changed.
Nor you, either. It is a contest, one sided
in favor of the bull with a bad matador,
but odds-on in favor of you when one is
as good as you are. Manuelo, this is your
life. Do you wish another profession?”

"No!” Manuelo exploded.

"Then concentrate. Think and act as
you must, as you can by instinct and
training, and your fear will evaporate.
You have another bull. It is a bad one.
But if you do your job well, you have
years of greatness before you.”

"And my fear?”

"It will always be with you, but it will
be manageable, like the bull. Like the
bull, it will be of great strength and al-
ways there, but as a spur, so that you rise
and dominate it.”

The next contest was ready to begin.
A shout went up as the bull came out of
the toril. Silently, Manuelo handed the
wineskin back to Pepe. Necessity and
work had terminated their talk.

Manuelo participated in the next two
contests in the manner demanded of him.
Both kills were mediocre. The crowd was
restless. It had been an unexciting after-
noon. They wanted more. Much more.
They had been led to expect more.

Now, once again it was Manuelo’s bull.
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demanded

And this would be his last chance of the
afternoon to establish his greatness.

Manuelo felt shame flood through him.
He looked at the empty ring. Then, above
the noise of the crowd, he heard Maria
call his name. Involuntarily, he looked
up. The noise precluded conversation be-
tween them, and she gave up, but in her
eyes as they met his, was a message. In
them were all the doubts and uncertain-
ties that were inside of himself, but too,
there was compassion, and they seemed
to say to him, we are in this together. |
would take your place if | could.

In a fury, he turned from her. Pity
now! He strode out into the center of the
arena, and he knelt, not more than fifteen
feet from the toril, out of which the bull
would come. He hefted his cape, weighted
it with sand. The chute opened.

Suddenly, his resolve was gone. He
was rooted by terror. He tried to rise,
was on one knee, and the bull thundering
out, saw him, and instantly charged.
Manuelo would have run had he been
able, but he was on one knee, caught by
panic. The bull came on, growing and
growing in mass, seeming to blot out the
arena behind, and all Manuelo could see
was the bull, and because he had fought
much in the arena, instinct took hold
now, told him that only his cape could
save him, and he fanned it out skillfully,
forcing the attention of the bull to the
cape, then with amazingly deft wrist ac-
tions, he steered the lumbering beast to
one side. It thundered past by inches, and
Manuelo leaped to his feet before the
bull came to a sudden, jarring stop.

DIVING

by PAUL

Only then, did Manuelo remember that
it was a bad bull, with bad vision, and
that he had not studied it, had been
guilty of grave stupidity. His anger
blazed, turning against himself, even as
the oles came hurtling into the arena
from the approving crowd.

The bull charged again, and Manuelo
led it past him with the cape, another
terrifying, close miss. Then the peons
came and took over, capturing the ani-
mal’s attention, moving the bull away in
a series of rapid passes. On shaky legs
Manuelo walked to the nearby burladero,
almost afraid to look back.

Now, from the burladero, he studied
the bull, while the others maneuvered it
about the ring. He noted that the bull’s
defective vision gave it a tendency to
hook to the left side, computed the spread
of horn, the method it favored in hooking.

He began to realize that even though
the bull had come at him and he had
been terror-stricken, still it had been pos-
sible to outthink and outmaneuver the
beast. This, as Pepe had tried to make
him see, was the factor in his favor.

Slowly his fears, those of personal well-
being, of Maria, of fame and fortune, re-
ceded, and instead, encompassing his
mind, there was only the bull and a des-
tiny for him and the beast that was in-
evitable. Which would dominate? Which
would die? A problem between himself
and the beast that admitted no outside
or alien intrusion.

When the second trumpet sounded, and
the picadores left the ring, Manuelo mo-
tioned to Roberto, the second of his ban-

DECOY

GILMORE

HERE IS A TRICK | have used with duck decoys that will fool the
smartest old birds. Instead of anchoring the decoy in the usual way, run
a long fishing line from its neck through the ring in the decoy anchor
and then into your blind or duck boat. When this rig is dropped in your
stool, the anchor will hold, the decoy, but the line will be free to run
through the anchor. When a flight of ducks overhead shows interest, yank
the line a foot or so, then release it quickly. The decoy will pop its head
under the water and point its tail skyward just like a feeding duck, then
bob up again. In rough water you may need the conventional anchor also

to keep the decoy floating naturally.
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derilleros, and took the banderillas negras
from him. Then in company with Al-
phonso, his peon de confanza, he ad-
vanced toward the center of the ring. The
crowd applauded. Manuelo watched care-
fully, studying the bull.

Manuelo prepared to place his own
barbs. He stood motionless, while the
men with the capes maneuvered the buck-
ing animal into the center of the ring.
Then Manuelo’s cuadrilla retired.

Manuelo faced the bull alone, a dis-
tance of some fifteen or twenty feet sepa-
rating them, in the bright sunlight. Then,
deliberately, Manuelo snapped his ban-
derillas in two, so that they were only
half again as long, and so that he would
have to lean far out over the horns to
place his darts. He decided how he would
place them, how the bull would respond,
how, if placed right, they would com-
pensate somewhat for the animal’s defec-
tive vision.

The bull faced him, still full of fight,
pawing the dirt with one foreleg, blood
streaming from its neck, eyes gleaming
wickedly. For a long moment they re-
mained thus, a tableau of suspended vio-
lence, ready to erupt.

Manuelo hissed a soft, "He, toro," and
the bull charged. Manuelo did not move,
and the two seemed to flow together un-
der the bull’'s furious advance. The dis-
tance closed abruptly, and Manuelo
seemed certain to be impaled on the
vicious curve of the horn, and then he
twisted away from the animal’s hook and
leaned far over. The banderillas went in,
under the skin, flapping down on either
side of the massive back, perfectly placed,
as the bull thundered by. A roar went up
from the crowd, the bull bucked and
charged about the ring.

Now the cuadrilla and the others came
out with flapping capes, and the wearing
process of weakening the bull progressed.
The time came for the third, the final
tercio. Manuelo was no longer involved
with his fear as such, but solely with this
final scene he must play out with the
bull. The fear was still there, but the
man was able to dominate it.

Manuelo crossed the ring for permis-
sion for the third tercio. The presidencia
granted consent. The finale began.

The bull was wary. It was a beast
grown wise in the all-too-brief time since

WINE-AND HOW TO USE

action in promoting health and longevity
to qualities inherent in wine and must
point out that it is in the wine-growing
countries of Europe that one finds the
most healthy old people.

Wine is an antiseptic. The most viru-
lent bacteria, such as the bacillus of ty-
phoid fever, of dysentery or of cholera,
succumb to its action within periods vary-
ing between five minutes and two hours.
The bacteria-killing force of wine exerts
itself upon all the microbes with which
water abounds. Therefore, it would be a
smart idea if you're a camper or an out-
doors man, or given to much traveling in
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it had entered the ring from the toril.
It was fighting for its life. It took up a
querencia, a spot of its own choosing
where it was determined to make its
stand, a spot near the wall whpre the
sand was wet and cool, within the
smell of blood from a previous Kkill.

Manuelo, with muleta and sword, ad-
vanced. Carefully he gauged the wind,
weighted his cape, studied the bull. He
came close to the animal, ever closer,
called it. Dangerously near, he stamped
his foot, taunted the beast. The bull
would not vyield its position. Manuelo
advanced another step. The bull charged.
Manuelo stood his ground, and with dex-
terity of cape, steered the bull past and
out into the center of the ring.

Now Manuelo led the bull through a
series of breath-taking veronicas, destined
to wear the beast down gracefully. Again
and again, feet planted firmly, he enticed
a charge, led the bull past, ever more
slowly each time, controlling that ever-
dangerous massive mountain of black-
skinned death.

OW Manuelo tried the media veroni-

ca, withdrawing the cape as the horns
passed his body, until the bull was turned
and stopped in his tracks in an attempt to
follow the elusive cape. After two such
passes, Manuelo disdainfully folded his
cape and stood arrogantly facing the

bull. Then once again he began to
maneuver the beast, playing upon its
visual defect, dangerous though this

course was, tempting the animal to use
its favorite horn, without success, until
there was a pass when, after finding his
target missing repeatedly, the bull did
not hook at all.

Now Manuelo was ready for the Kkill.
He determined on one final pass. The bull
was responding now in quiet, furious des-
peration, and as it came on, Manuelo
realized that he had overconfidently mis-
judged. If the beast hooked, it would be
too close. Still, Manuelo did not move.
He fought to control the bull as the
thundering animal closed, and then, at
the last moment, almost as it was by, the
bull hooked, and Manuelo felt searing
pain pierce his thigh and fought to keep
his balance as he was almost spun from
his feet.

IT CONTINUED FROM PAGE 27

areas where the purity of water is sus-
pect, to dilute that water with wine. And
it is traditional that white wines are su-
perior to red wines as germicides.

Wine also constitutes an excellent stim-
ulus to the nervous system and favors in-
tellectual work. It is a temporary stimu-
lant and must be largely preferred to
other drinks by persons in the professions
as it is best accepted by the brain and ner-
vous system. It nourishes, is a tonic, but
does not "let one down” afterward; it
does not bring about that rupture of mor-
al balance that induces intoxication.

What few people do not realize is that

A gush of blood appeared on Manuelo’s
leg, but he held his ground, even as the
bull shot past. The bull stood where it
had come to a stop, head lowered, and
Manuelo came up to it, fighting to over-
come his limp. He stood before the bull,
with the blood running down his leg, dye-
ing his brilliant costume. The bull raised
its head slowly, and Manuelo leaned for-
ward and touched it lightly on the horn
with his hand.

The oles that had redoubled with each
pass were now a solid crash of approval,
and the band burst into the pass doble.

Then Manuelo raised the sword, and
with this action, from some great inner
reservoir, the bull gathered final strength.
Man and beast were both bleeding pro-
fusely as Manuelo profiled, waiting to
drive the blade home. Manuelo waited
for the bull to gather strength for the
final charge before he executed the reci-
biendo, the most dangerous way of all
to execute the Kkill, where the matador
drives home the blade as the bull charges.

Thus they remain poised for this last
fateful moment. The bull charged, they
closed in one brief burst of action, seemed
to blend into one. The bull's head went
down, Manuelo thrust, the sword went
in, between the horns, past the shoulder
blades, spine, into the aorta. The beast
shuddered, one horn ripped through the
cloth at Manuelo’s waist, the sound heard
above the death-like stillness of the
crowd. Then a great roar went up, the
beast stumbled, the peons flapped their
capes, turning the bull to make the heart
pump, the sword stood out, perfectly
placed, firmly impaled. The great beast,
in all his nobility, died.

Manuelo stood, the roar of the crowd
in his ears, the blood streaming down his
leg. The fear was back, and he knew it
would never leave him, but he knew too
that it had been cut to manageable pro-
portions. The equation was balanced, the
future his and Maria’s if he remained
good enough and skillful enough to take
it. Greater ability would bring greater
courage. There would always be risk,
but it was his profession, his destiny.

With this thought, he looked to the
stands, where Maria was waving wildly

to him, and Pepe, leaning his huge
paunch against the valla barrier, was
smiling. L I |

champagne is a sparkling wine. Actually
Champagne is the area where French
champagne is made, and from which the
product gets its name. Anyone can make
wine sparkle by one of several methods,
but American producers do it by a con-
trolled secondary fermentation of a se-
lected aged wine.

If you are lucky enough to have a cool
wine cellar, champagne should be stored
there, remembering to keep the bottle on
its side so that the cork can be kept wet.
The preferred way to cool champagne be-
fore serving is to surround the bottle with
ice in the bucket. If this is not feasible,
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however, place bottles in a refrigerator,
allowing time for thorough chilling.

Whether you prefer your champagne
dry or sweet is a matter of personal taste.
American vintners can offer it to you in an
excellent quality either way. The French
taste in the last fifteen years or so has be-
come much drier than it ever was, and the
Russians have always liked it "demi-sec,”
.half-dry, which means rather sweet. To
make it to the Russian taste a seven- to
twelve per cent dosage of sugar is placed
in the filler added to each bottle at the
time of sealing, in places where bottle fer-
mentation is used. The sweetest variety is
literally sweet, which calls for a ten- to
fifteen per cent dosage and the various
drier types are dry, with a three- to six per
cent dosage; extra dry, with one- to three
per cent and brut or nature, with one-
quarter to one per cent doSage.

TPO THE query, "When is champagne
" appropriate?” there is a stock reply: at
all times of night and day and for all peo-
ple, including children. Only excess can
make it harmful for anyone. For celebrants
of all occasions there is just the right size
container: the fourth (a big glassful); the
demi (right for a tete-a-tete); the medium
(three-quarter size) just right when three
friends meet; the bottle (six to eight
glasses, according to whether you fill the
glass properly or to overflowing); the
magnum (two bottles) and the Jeroboam
(four bottles, either good for a banquet);
the Rehoboam (six bottles) and the Ma-
thusalem (eight bottles) for sumptuous
feasts, and finally, the Salmanazar
(twelve bottles) the Balthazar (sixteen
bottles) and the Nabuchodonosor (twenty
bottles), these obviously being meant only
for really large-sized receptions.

A final word of caution about cham-
pagne might prove valuable. If you don’t
like bubbles, get a non-sparkling wine.
Champagnes that are bubble-less are dead.
And if you get a good bottle of cham-
pagne as a gift, don't hold on to it for-
ever, in the hopes of celebrating your
twentieth anniversary or something like
that. Champagne does not improve with
age as does hard liquor. Ten years is about
as long as a champagne can last.

Regular wines are as fascinating as the
champagnes. From the earliest recorded
history of mankind—red-blooded mankind
—fermented wines have been used in re-
ligious ceremonies, festivals, as a beverage
in the home and the wine shops and as
vehicle for the administration of medi-
cine, and these uses persist to the present
time.

To make good wine requires knowl-
edge, skill, adequate facilities for crush-
ing, fermenting, clarifying, storing, aging
and distributing, especially when dry or
naturally fermented wines are considered.
The San Benito people select their raw
base materials from all over the United
States and then blend to type in their
50,000 square feet of space in downtown
New York City.

The Dumbra brothers, owners of San
Benito, insist that wine for medical and
domestic use should be at least three years
old, after which time, no matter how it is
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Few persons recognize the name
of Elzie Crisler Segar. But a charac-
ter created by the American cartoon-
ist is known around the world.
Launched about 1930, the story of
Popeye made a quick hit. Millions
of persons began following exploits
of the sailorman, his eccentric
friends and queer animals.

Among the latter Eugene
the Jeep, introduced on March 16,
1936. In spite of his slender build,
the jeep was a mighty fellow. His
supernatural powers were widely
discussed and admired.

Within a few months, soldiers
began using the name of the won-
der-working animal to designate a
new type of vehicle. Equipped with
four-wheel drive, it was small and
drab but capable of astonishing
performance. Originally stenciled
"G.P ” (general purpose), the mili-
tary jeep and its civilian successors
are almost as remarkable as Pop-
eye’'s little pet.
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kept, it deteriorates, developing acids and
aldehydes that spoil its perfection.

There are modern red and white wines
of various qualities, standards and alco-
holic strengths, depending upon the sugar
content of the grapes, which in turn is
influenced by soil, moisture, sunshine,
seasonal variations as well as by localities
and varieties of grapes.

Red wine is a better tonic and builder
than white wine, as it is richer in organic
miron. Doctors say that if we Americans
would use wine with our noon- and even-
ing meals, or even with our heartiest
meal once daily, it would promote good
health, add enjoyment to our food as
well as many years to our lives, besides
being conducive to sobriety. A good way
to enjoy wine with meals is to mix it half
and half with plain water.

The old theory of drinking certain
types of wine with fish, certain types of
wine with red meat and certain types
with poultry, no longer holds in today’s
wine tastes. The original custom of drink-
ing a white wine with fish grew out of
the belief that the digestive system could

not absorb fish easily and needed the help
of the slight tannin quality inherent in
whitfe wine. The heavier-bodied wine was
considered helpful in digesting red meats.
Today we know that the body will digest
food regardless of the type of wine ac-
companying each course and it is best to
drink wine solely for its flavor, following
your personal taste.

An effervescent or sparkling wine is ab-
sorbed more quickly into the blood stream
and when taken in the form of cham-
pagne you can get loaded more rapidly
but the effect wears off quickly. The real
way to drink champagne is to gulp it in
large mouthfuls, closing your mouth
quickly so that you don't disperse the gas
bubbles therein and turn it into a quasi-

still wine. In this way you get the wine
plus the gas into your blood stream
quickly. Most other wines are sipped

slowly to get the full flavor and bouquet.

Perhaps you have already discovered
that many wines make perfect party
drinks just as they come from the bottle.
In this group are the appetizer and des-
sert wines, sherry and port. Champagne,
of course, is the easiest thing in the world
to serve to achieve a quick, festive air.

BUT have you tried the mixed-wine
drinks, especially such wines as Bur-
gundy and sauterne which are most often
served at dinner? For all the recipes you
could want, just write to San Benito
Company, Incorporated, 601 West 26th
Street, New York 1, New York.

If you discover wine, you will agree
with many men that you have discovered
pleasure. For wine has a way of brighten-
ing food, social gatherings and your inner
self. Another pleasure is its economy.
With all its special glamor wine costs but
a few cents a glass.

Don’t let the dozens of different wines
you've heard of frighten you. The main
types are: Port, a smooth, sweet, full-
bodied wine, the color of rubies; sherry,
the most popular before-dinner wine,
which has a tangy, zestful flavor often
called "nutty,” and ranges in taste from
dry to sweet; sauterne is a golden-hued,
medium-bodied wine, delicate in flavor,
ranging from dry to sweet; burgundy is a

deep, red, full-bodied and dry, slightly
tart wine; most Muscatel is golden to
amber-colored, rather full-bodied, defi-

nitely sweet, and a great favorite among
women; claret, like Burgundy, is a deep
red, slightly tart wine, though somewhat
lighter in body and in flavor; vermouth is
an aperitif, and a cocktail ingredient that
is aromatic and flavored with herbs.
Although there are various traditional
glasses for various wines, special glass-
ware is not at all necessary. You will en-
joy your favorite wines from any kind of
glass. The main thing to remember when
you want to do the right thing with wine
or champagne is that a foreign label
doesn’'t make the perfect wine. Charming
company, while you savor each drink, has
been known to add flavor to any wine. A
lovely girl, according to connoisseurs,
adds the most flavor and is heartily rec-
ommended to both fledglings in the wine-
drinking fraternity and old salts. [ I |
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ASK ADVENTURE EXPERTS

THE ASK ADVENTURE SERVICE is free, provided self-addressed envelope and full postage for reply
are enclosed. Correspondents writing to or from foreign countries must enclose International Reply
Coupons*, which are exchangeable for stamps of any country in the International Postal Unidn. Air

mail

by mail.
address your query to Adventure Magazine,
The magazine ddes not assume any responsibility. No reply will be made to requests for partners,

SPORTS AND HOBBIES

Archery - Earl B. Powell, c/o Adventure.

Auto Racing —Walt Woestman, 2310 Midlo-
thian Drive, Altadena, Calif.

Baseball —Frederick Lieb, c/ o Adventure.

Basketball —Stantey Carhart, 99 Broad St.,
Mattawan, N. J.

Big Game Huntlng in North America: Guides
and equipment — H. Carhart, c/o Adventure.

Boxing - Col. John V. Grombach, c/o Ad-

venture.
Bicycling —Rotland C. Geist, c/o Adventure.

Camping and Outdoor
Fink, Jonesboro, Tenn.

+Canoeing —H. S. M. Kemp, 501 10th St., E.,
Prince Albert, Sask., Canada.

Cookery —Paul M.

Coins and Medals —W ittiam L. Ciark, Amer-
ican Numismatic Society, Broadway at 156th,
N. Y., N. Y.

Diving, Spear Fishing - Hilbert Schenck, Jr.,
55 Sedgwick Road, East Hartford, Conn.

Fencing - Col.
venture.

John V. Grombach, c/o Ad-

Fishing, Fresh Water —Fly and bait casting;
bait casting outfits; fishing trips — John AldEn
Knight, P.O. Box 208, Williamsport, Pa.

Fishing, Salt Water —Bottom fishing, surf
casting, trolling, equipment and locations — C.
Blackburn Miller, ¢/ o Adventure.

Fly and Bait Casting Tournaments — “Chief”

Stanwood, East Sullivan, Me.

Globetrotting and Vagabonding —Norman D.
Ford, c/ o Adventure.

Hiking —Austin H. Phelps, 20th and Ave. R,
Carter Lake, Omaha 10, Neb.

Horses and Horsemanship
Y oung, d o Adventure.

— John Richard

Buried Treasure, Sunken Treasure, Lost Mines
and Metal Locators —Arthur James Stewart,
c/o Adventure.

Motor Boating —Gerald T. W hite, Montville,
N. J.

Motorcycling —Freddie Ludlow, 2436 Paloma
St., Pasadena 7, Calif.

Photography — Austin H. Phelps, 20th and
Ave. R, Carter Lake, Omaha 10, Neb.

Rare Books and First Editions — Kenneth A.
Fowler, c/ o Adventure, or P.O. Box 85, Copake

Falls, N. Y.

Rifles, Pistols, Revolvers: American and for-
eign —Roy S. Tinney, 103 N. King St., Hamp
ton, Va.

Shotguns: American and foreign; wing shoot-
ing and field trials; gunsmithing—Roy S. Tinnfy
103 N. King St., Hampton, Va.

Small Boating and Cruising: skiffs, sailboats,
powerboats, outdoors —Col. Roland Birnn, c/ o
Adventure.

Songs of Campfire, FoVsle and Bunkhouse —
Harry Kirby McClintock, 3911 So. Pacific Ave.,
San Pedro, Calif.

SW|mm|ng 115 West
11th St, N."Y.,

Track —Jackson Scholz, R. D. No. 2, Doyles-
town, Pa.
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is quicker for foreign service.

Send each question direct to the expert in charge of the section whose field covers it.

Do not send questions to the magazine,

205 E. 42nd St., New York 17, N. Y.

Woodcraft - Paul M. Fink, Jonesboro, Tenn.

Wrestling - Murt E. Thrush, New York Ath—
letic Club, 59th St. and 7th Ave., N. Y.,

SCIENTIFIC AND TECHNICAL SUBJECTS

Anthropology: American,
ama Canal; Customs, dress,
and decorative arts, weapons and

north of the Pan-
architecture, pottery
implements,

fetishism, social divisions —Arthur W oodward,
Los Angeles Museum, Exposition Park, Los
Angeles, Calif.

Entomology: Insects and spiders; venomous

and disease-carrying insects —Dr. S. W. Frost,

465 Foster Ave., State College, Pa.

Commercial Sea Fishing: Type of boats and gear
used; marketable fish and markets—Lieut. B.

Lemon, U.S.C.G., 515 Rich Ave. Deland, Fla.

Forestry, North American: The U. S. Forestry
Service, our national forests, conservation and
use - Carhart, ¢/ o Adventure.

Forestry, Tropical: Tropical forests and prod-
ucts - William R. Barbour, c/o U. S. Forest
Service, Glenn Blvd., Atlanta, Ga.

Horology: The science of time and timekeep-
ers —John W. McGrath, 305 Riverside Drive,
Apt. 11A, New York 25, N. Y

Railroads: In the United States, Mexic.o and
Canada - Newman, 701 North Main St.,
Paris, 111

MILITARY, NAVAL, AND POLICE

Coast Guard — LIEUT. C. B.
515 E. Rich Ave., Deland, Fla.

United States
Lemon, U.S.C.G.,

Canadian Army, Past and Present —L. H.
Carter, ¢/ o Adventure.

Air Force - Captain Eugene V. Laughlin, c/o
Adventure.

Federal Investigation Activities —Secret Serv-
ice, immigration, customs, border patrol, etc.
—Francis H. Bent, c/o Adventure.

United States Army — History, Campaigns,

Equipment, Uniforms, Etc. —Milton F. Perry,
c/o Adventure.
Merchant Marine —Lieut. C. B. Lemon,

S. C. G,, 515 E. Rich Ave., Deland, Fla.

Military Weapons, Especially Machine and
Automatic Guns —Roger Marsh, c/ o Adventure.

#Royal Canadian Mounted Police —H. S. M.
Kemp, 501 10th St.,, E., Prince Albert, Sask.,
Canada.

State Police - Francis H. Bent, ¢/ o Adven-
ture.

The French Foreign Legion —George C. Ap-
pell, c/0 Adventure.

Veterans’
Adventure.

Affairs —Francis H. Bent, do

GEOGRAPHICAL SUBJECTS

Africa: (1) Tripoli, Sahara
tain Beverly-Giddings, c/ o Adventure. (2)
Bechuanaland, Southern Africa, Angola, Belgian
Congo, Egyptian Sudan and French West Africa
-M aj. S. L. Glenister, d o Adventure.

Alaska - Philip Godsell, 1109 13th St W.,
Calgary, Alberta, Canada.

Asia: (1) +*china, Japan, Hong Kong —
Thomas Bowen Parkington, Constitutional Club,
Northumberland Ave., London, W. C. 2, England.
(2)Siam. Malay Stales, Straits Settlements, Java,
Sumatra, Dutch East Indies, Ceylon — V.

caravans — Cap-

unless so indicated

He will reply

(c/o Adventure). In that case,

Explain your case sufficiently to guide the expert you question.
financial backing, or employment.

*fEnc/ose addressed envelope with International Reply Coupon.)

Windle, 8405 Paseo del Ocaso, La Jolla, Calif.
(3) Persia, Arabia-Captain Beverly-Giddings,
c/o Adventure. (4) Palestine — Captain H. W.
Eades, 3808 West 26th Ave., Vancouver, B. C.
(5) Afghanistan, Northern India, Kashmir,
Khyber Pass- Roland Wild, 1765 Esquimalt
Ave., W. Vancouver, B. C., Canada.

#Australia - Alan
Sydney, Australia.

Foley, 243 Elizabeth St.,

British Isles: Gibraltar, Malta, and Cyprus —
Thomas Bowen Parkington, Constitutional Club,
Northumberland Ave., London, W. C. 2, England.

Canada: (1) “*Southeastern Quebec — Wil-
liam MacMillan, 89 Laurentide Ave., Quebec,
Canada. (2) *Southern Ontario —Harry M.
Moore, 579 Isabella, Pembroke, Ont., Canada.
(3) *Northern Saskatchewan; Indian life and
language, hunting, trapping —H. S. M. Kemp,
501 10th St., E., Prince Albert, Sask., Canada.
(4) *Yukon, British Columbia, Northwest Ter-
ritories, Alberta, Western Arctic —Philip God-
sell, 1109 13th St, W., Calgary, Alberta,
Canada.

Eastern U. S.: (1)
wood, East Sullivan, Me.

Maine - “Chief” Stan-
(2) vt, N. H., Conn,,

R. I., Mass. - Howard R. Volght P. O. Box
716, Woodmont, Conn. (3) Chesapeake Bay
and tributaries; inland waterways, New York
to Florida- Col. Roland Birnn, c/o Adven-

ture. (4) The Great Smokies
Mountains south of
Jonesboro, Tenn.

and Appalachian
Virginia—Paul M. Fink,

Madagascar - Ralph Linton, Yale University
Institute of Human Relations, 333 Cedar Street,
New Haven 11, Conn.

Mexico: (1) Northern Border States —J. W.
W hiteaker, 2903 San Gabriel St., Austin, Tex.
(2) *West Coast beginning with State of
Sinaloa; Central and Southern Mexico, including
Tabasco, Chiapas, Campeche, Ouintana, Roo and
Yucatan - Wallace Montgomery, c/o Adven-
ture.

Newfoundland Frank F. Wills, P. O. Box

671, St. John's, Newfoundland.

+New Zealand, Cook Island, Samoa—J. M.
Dobson, P. O. Box 46, Dannevirke, New Zea-
land.

Okinawa (Except Military Activity) —W illard
J. Howland, American Schools, APO 331, San
Francisco, Calif.

South America: (1) Colombia,
Bolivia and Chile —Edgar Y oung,
ture. (2) Brazil - Arthur J.
Adventure.

Ecuador, Peru,
c/o Adven-
Burks, c/o

+South Sea Islands - William McCreader,
Taylor Memorial Home, 79 Lagoon St., North
Narrabeen, N.S.W., Australia.

Venezuela —Bill Flack, c/ o Adventure.

Western Europe and Soviet Union — George
H. Toole, 300 Willow St, Falls Church, Va.

West Indies - John B. Leffingwell, Braden-
ton Beach, Fla.
Western U. S.: (1) Pacific Coast States —

Frank Winch, d o Adventure. (2) New Mexi-

co; Indians, etc.—H. F. Robinson, 22]: Tulane
Dr. S. E., Albuquerque, New Mexico. (3)
Nevada, Montana and Northern Rockies —

Fred W. Egelston, P. O. Box 650, Elko, Nev.
(4) 1daho and environs—R. T. Newman, 701
N. Main St., Paris, 111 (5) Texas, Oklahoma—
J. W. Whlteaker 2003 San Gabriel St., Austin,
Tex. (6) Plains States (N. D., S. D., Neb., lowa)
—Austin H. Phelps, 87 Carter Lake Club, Omaha
10, Nebraska.

ADVENTURE
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SUPPLY

VITAMINS

MINERALS and AMINO ACID
Safe Hgh Potency Nutrntional Fomrula

25 proven ingredients—IJ Vitamins (including Blood-building B,2

and Folk Add), 11 Minerals, Choline, Inositol, and Methionine

NOW YOURS FREE

O prove to you the re-

markable advantages of

the Vitasafe Plan ... we will

send you, without charge, a

30-day free supply of high-

potency VITASAFE C. F.

CAPSULES so you can dis-

cover for yourself how much

healthier, happier and pep-

pier you may feel after a few

days’ trial! Just one of these

capsules each day supplies

your body with over twice

the minimum adult daily re-

quirement of Vitamins A, C and D . . . five times the

minimum adult daily requirement of Vitamin B-l and

the full concentration recommended by the National

Research Council for the other four important vita-

mins! Each capsule contains the amazing Vitamin

B-12 — one of the most remarkably potent nutrients

science has yet discovered — a vitamin that actually

helps strengthen your blood and nourish your body

organs by stimulating your bone marrow to produce
more and more energy-bearing red corpuscles.

And note this! The normal retail price of similar
vitamin capsules would be $5.00. Yet now you get
this 30-day supply of VITASAFE C. F. CAPSULES
without charge! And here’'s why!

Why We Make This Sensational Offer!

We offer you this 30-day free trial of VITASAFE
C. F. CAPSULES for just one simple reason. So
many persons hav.e already tried VITASAFE C. F.
CAPSULES-with such astounding results ... so many
people have already written in telling us how much
better they felt after only a short trial . . . that we
are convinced you, too, may experience the same
feeling of health and well-being after a similar trial.

In fact, we're so convinced that we're willing to
back up our convictions with our own money. You
don’'t spend a penny for the vitamins! You don't risk
a thing! All the cost and all the risk are ours!

In other words, we're willing to give you a full
30-day supply of our VITASAFE C. F. CAPSULES
for you to prove to your own satisfaction your body’s
need for a comprehensive nutritional formula.

And here’s just why we’re so confident these cap-
sules can help provide new vigor and buoyancy and
zest for living!

Why YOU May Need These
Safe High-Potency Capsules

As your own doctor will tell you, scientists have
discovered that not only is a daily minimum of vita-
mins and minerals, in one form or another, absolutely
indispensable for proper health . . . but some people
actually need more than the average daily require-
ments established by the National Research Council.
If you tire easily ... if you work under pressure, or
if you're over 40 or subject to the stress of travel,
worry and other strains . . . then you may be one of
the people who needs this extra supply of vitamins.
In that case, VITASAFE C. F. CAPSULES may be
“just what the doctor ordered” — because they con-
tain the most frequently recommended food supple-
ment formula for people in this category! These are
safe high-potency capsules . . . and this nutritional
formula has already helped thousands upon thousands
of people who were run down, listless, and in need of
just the help this formula can providel

Potency and Purity GUARANTEED!

In the column on the right you can see for yourself
the exact ingredients contained in high potency VITA-
SAFE C, F. CAPSULES. Every one of these ingredi-

Retail <
Value *
*
ents has been scientifically $5 .00
added to meet the require aa

ments of people in need of a

Have you been spend-
ing up to $5.00 and
more each month for
your vitamins? Have
you been “vitamin-
hopping” from one
formula to another, in
a desperate search for
the kind that will re-
store the youthful feel-
ing you want to have?
Well, stop right now!
Look at this amazing
opportunity! and read
this remarkable offer!

high-potency nutritional for-
mula. And, as you probably
know, the U. S. Government
strictly controls each vita-
min manufacturer and re-
quires the exact quantity of
each vitamin and mineral to
be clearly stated on the label.

This means that the purity of each ingredient, and
the sanitary conditions of manufacture are carefully
controlled for your protection! And it means that
when you use VITASAFE C. F. CAPSULES you can
be sure you're getting exactly what the label states ...
and that you're getting pure ingredients whose bene-
ficial effects have been proven time and time again!

Not only that— you're getting a month’s supply
free of charge, so you can prove to yourself just how
effective they may be for you! And now see what else
you get — without the slightest risk on your part!

Amazing New Plan Slashes Vitamin Prices in Half!

With your free vitamins you will also receive com-
plete details of an amazing new Plan that provides
you regularly with all the vitamins and minerals you
will need. By means of this Plan you can receive your
vitamins and minerals factory-fresh, direct-to-you
and at a saving of 60% off the regular retail price!

Always Factory Fresh

This means you will no longer have to go shopping
around for vitamins or pay high retail prices. This
Plan actually enables you to receive a 30-day supply
of vitamins every month regularly, safely and factory*

Fill Out This No-Risk
Coupon Today!

VITASAFE CORP.,
43 West 61st Street, New York 23, N. Y.

Vitamin A
12,500 USP Units
D

Vitamin
1,000 USP Units
1 Vitamin C 75 mg.
Vitamin Bi 5 mg.
Vitamin B2 2.5 mg
Vitamin Bo 0.5 mg.
Vitamin B12 1 meg.
Niacin Amide 40 mg.
Calcium
Pantothenate 4 mg.
Vitamin E 21.U.
Folic Acid 0.5 mg
1 Calcium 75 mg
Phosphorus 58 mg
Iron 30 mg.
Il Cobalt 0.04 mg.
Copper 0.45 mg
o Manganese 0.5 mg
Molybdenum 0.1 mg
i lodine 0.075 mg.
!I" Potassium 2 mg
Zinc 0.5 mg
Il Magnesium 3 mg.
S Choline
fl Bitartrate 31.4 mg.
fj Inositol 15 mg.
dI-Methionlne 10 mg.

Compare this
1 formula with
any other!

fresh for exactly $2.00 — or 60% lower than the usual
retail price. BUT YOU DO NOT HAVE TO DECIDE
NOW — you are under no obligation to buy anything
from us whatsoever.

Now here’s how you can get this Free 30-day sup-
ply, and learn all about this amazing new plan.

Act At One*!

Simply fill out the coupon and send it in to us today.
We'll rush you your free month’s supply of high
potency VITASAFE C. F. CAPSULES along with
information about the Plan. During your free trial
period you can decide whether or not you want to
enjoy the benefits and tremendous savings offered by
the VITASAFE PLAN. In any case, the trial month's
supply of 30 VITASAFE Capsules isyours to use free.

Now, since the supply of capsules that we can give
away free is necessarily limited, we urge you to act
at once. You risk nothing; the cost of the capsules is
ours. So don't miss out on this marvelous opportunity.
Fill in the coupon now and send it today.

VITASAFE CORPORATION,
43 W. 61st St., New York 23, N.Y.

Dept. 131

Please send me free a 30-day supply of the proven VITASAFE CF
(Comgrehenswe Formula) Capsules, "and full information about the

VITA

AFE plan. | am not under any obli

ation to buy any additional

vitamins, and after trying my free samp?e supply, I'may accept the

benefits and substantial savings_ offered by the VITASAFE Plan,
or if not fully satisfied will reject them.” In any case, the trial
month’s supply of 30 VITASAFE Capsules is mine to use free.

| ENCLOSE 25£ (coins or stamps) to help pay for packing and postage.

Name..

City ....Zone
This offer is limited to those who have never before taken advantage
of this generous trial. Only one trial supply per family.



*géff” Shadow .
= thy Aizrae
Ualf Amet

ZANE GREY
Most  beloved

ally lived the
rugged  life
made famous
In his exciting
books.

READER'S RESERVATION CERTIFICATE

WALTER J. BLACK, INC. FQ
Roslyn, L. I., New York

Please reserve in my name the books listed in your
generous offer to readers of this magazine—the Tlux-
urlouslg-bound “Golden West De Luxe Editions” of
Zane rex. Send me at once the first book, THE
DUDE RANGER. | enclose NO MONEY IN AD-
VANCE; but within one week | will send you_only
$2.29.plus a few cents mailing charge—and 1 will be
entitled to receive each following handsome De Luxe
volume as it comes from the press, at the same low
price, sending no money in advance. If not completely
satlsfl_ed I _may return any book within one week of
receiving it; 1 may cancel my reservation at any
time. (Books shippeéd in U.S.A” only.)

Name.
(please print plainly)

Address.

State.

Che

of the
fittat

THE COLLECTED WORKS OF

ane

Grey

IN ONE MABNIFICENT MATCHED LBRARY SERIES -

The New"Golden West DeLuxe Edition

Bound in handsome buckram and cloth, in glowing
shades of red, tan, blue. Stamped in genuine gold.
Luxurious volumes you will be proud to display!

Your First Volume

THE

V a n g ir

One of the Latest Zane Grey Masterpieces

OUPPOSE YOU were an Eastern

“ten-

boys accused him of having arranged a

~  derfoot” . .. and your uncle died and
left you a huge cattle ranch in Arizona!
And you learned that the cattle had been
mysteriously disappearing!

Ernest Selby decided to find out for
himself. He traveled to Arizona and ap-
plied for a job as a cowboy at his own
ranch—under another name. But he found
himself up to his ears in trouble! The cow-

fake stagecoach robbery. The ranch boss’s
flirtatious daughter, Anne, made him fall
in love with her—then laughed at him!
And Dude, the handsome cowboy who
considered Annie his property, started a
violent feud with Ernest that HAD TO
end in sure death for ONE of them!

You’'ll thrill to every page of this
action-crammed epic!

All the Glory of the Old West — Its Sweeping Action, Color and Romance
— Recaptured in Beautiful Volumes Your Family Will Be Proud to Own

ere IS an amazing opﬂortunity! Now you
H can bring”into your home The Collected
Works of ZANE GREY—in beautiful matched
volumes, “Golden West De Luxe Editions.”
How proud you will be to display these vol-
umes in this luxurious edition — each book
gorgeously bound in beautiful buckram and
sturdy cloth! Yet, because of a tremendous
first printing, these handsome volumes come
to you for less than the price of ordinary
books! . ) A )

Just picture them in your home—and imagine the
world of pleasure they will open up to your family!
The partial list that follows gives you only an inkling
of the thrills that await you:

1. DUDE RANGER, see description above.

2. RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE. Brave days of
old Utah—drenched with blood of men who gambled
their lives for adventure, gold!

3. WILDFIRE. The tempestuous story of a great wild
stallion, a fiery girl—and the man who was strong
enough to tamé them both!

4. ARIZONA AMES. His blazing six-shooter spread
terror among the toughest badmen!

5. SHADOW ON THE TRAIL. Quick-shooting Wade
Holden fights with rawhide-tough rustlers.

6. ROGUE RIVER FEUD. Violence and death on
Rogue River, where men stopped at nothing to win
the high stakes of the rich salmon runs.

7. DESERT GOLD. Spine-tingling adventures of men
and women crazed by the lure of riches.

8. WEST OF THE PECOS. Into this land of the law-
less came a hard-riding, stt_’ai|ght-shooting young
man—who turned out to be a girlf

9. THE LIGHT OF THE WESTERN STARS. Mighty
epic_of warfare on the border, throbbing with ‘rip-
roaring excitement!

10. CALL OF THE CANYQN* _Smashin% drama of
death and danger—racing to a climax that leaves you
breathless!

The other great volumes include: 11. 30,000 On the
Hoof; 12.Wild Horse Mesa; 13. TheVanishing American;
14. Fighting Caravans; 15. The Hash Knife Outfit; 16.
The_ Mysterious Rider; 17. Twin Sombreros; 18. The

Man; 25. The Man of the Forest. Every one is com-
plete—not a thrilling word is cut!

SEND NO MONEY

Just mail the RESERVATION CERTIFICATE to
examine the first volume, THE DUDE RANGER.
With it will come reader’'s _invoice for $2.29 as full
payment, plus few cents mailing charge, and instruc-
tions on how to get your other beautiful volumes. If
not completely satisfied you may return any book;
you may cancel your reservation at any time. There
are_{)osgtlvely no other charges. No “fee,” ho “de-
osit” In advance. First come, first served. Send
eservation Certificate NOW! WALTER J. BLACK.
INC., Roslyn, L. I., New Yorl



