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The bourbon that's always there

Have you ever called for Old Grand-Dad in a tavern or restaurant and failed to
find it? Probably not. America’s hosts know that this is the most popular bourbon
of its kind. They know too that only the finest will do for their guests. That'’s
why, wherever you may be, you're sure to find Old Grand-Dad.

OLD GRAND-DAD

86 PROOF AND 100 PROOF, BOTTLED IN BOND




Clip coupon—and take your first big step to real success! 1.C.S., Scranton, Penna. 18515

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS I

I1.C.S. Canadian, Ltd., Montreal.)

Accredited Member,
National Home Study Council

Working Hours.

Low rates to members of U. S. Armed Forces!
Special training program for industry

E Box 113, Scranton, Penna. 18515 (In Hawaii: P.0O. Box 418, Honolulu. In Canada:

: Without cost or obligation, rush me “HOW to SUCCEED,” the opportunity booklet about the field | have indicated below, and a sample lesson.
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236 ways to win yourself a

RAISE IN PAY

ACCOUNTING
Accounting

Cost Accounting
Federal Tax

General Accounting }
Junior Accountung

The average correspondence school
graduate increases his income by
$22.50 a week! I.C.S. is the largest,
most experienced correspondence

school:

100,000 students; 7,000,000

graduates! Choose from 236 job-

BUSINESS
Advertising
Basic Inventory Control
Business Administration

Electrical Engineering Drafting

Electronic Drafting

Introductory Mechanical
Drafting

Corr
Business Law
Busi M t &

Practical A
Public Accounting Marketing

Business Management &
ARCHITECTURE Production

AND BUILDING

Architectural Drawing &
Designing

Architecture

Building Contractor

Building Estimator

Building Inspector

Building Maintenance

Carpenter- Builder

Carpentry & Millwork

House Planning & Interior
Design

Mason

Painting Contractor

Reading Arch. Blueprints

Review in Arch. Design &
Practice

Review of Mech. Systems
in Buildings

ART

Amateur Artist
Commercial Art
Commercial Cartooning
Illustrating

Interior Decorating

Show Card & Sign Production
Show Card Writing

Sign Painting & Designing
Sketching & Painting
Painting for Pleasure

AUTOMOTIVE

Automatic Transmission
Specialist

Automobile Body Rebuilding
& Refinishing

Automobile Electrical
Technician

Automobile Engine Tune-Up

Automobile Technician

Automotive Mechanic

Diesel-Gas Motor Vehicle
Engines

AVIATION

Aircraft & Powerplant
Mechanic

Introductory Aero-Engineer-
ing Technology

Canadian Business
Management
Condensed Business Practice

Industrial Psychology
Managing a Small Store
Marketin,
Modern Executive
Management
Office Management
Programming for Digital
Computers
Programming the IBM 1401
Computer
Purchasing Agent
etail Busi M

| Drafting

Pressure-Vessel and Tank
Print Reading

Sheet Metal Layout for
Air Conditioning

Structural Drafting

ELECTRICAL
Electric Motor Repairman
Electrical Appliance Servicing
Electrical Contractor
Electrical Engineering
(Power option or
Electronic option)
Electrical Engineering Tech.
Electrical Instrument Tech.
Electrical Power-Plant
Engineering (Steam option
or Hydro option)
Industrial Electrical Tech.
trial Telemetering

Statistics and Finance
Systems and Procedures
Analysis

CHEMICAL

Analytical Chemistry

Chemical Engineering

Chemical Engineering Unit
Operations

Chemical Laboratory Tech.

Chemical Process Control
Technician

Chemical Process Operator

Elements of Nuclear Energy

General Chemistry

Instrumental Laboratory
Analysis

CIVIL ENGINEERING
Civil Engineering
Construction Engineering
Highway Engineering
Principles of Surveying
Reading Highway
Blueprints
Reading Structural Blueprints
Sanitary Engineering
Sewage Plant Operator
Structural Engineering
Surveying and Mapping
Water Works Operator

DRAFTING

Aircraft Drafting
Architectural Drafting
Electrical Drafting

Power Line Design and
Construction

Practical Electrician

Practical Lineman

Reading Electrical Blueprints

ENGINEERING

(Professional)

Chemical

Civil

Electrical

Mechanical

Industrial Management for
Engineers

ENGLISH AND WRITING
Better Business Writing
Introductory Technical Writing
Modern Letter Writing
Practical English

Short Story Writing

HIGH SCHOOL
High School Business
High School College Prep.

(Arts)
High School College Prep.
(Engmeenng & Science)
High School General
High School Mathematics
High School Secretarial
High School Vocational

LANGUAGES
(Edited by Berlitz)
French

related courses. Learn facts, theo-
New,
updated texts are yours to keep!
Complete lesson and answer ser-
vice. Diploma to graduates. Send
our coupon for three free booklets.

ries, practical

German
Italian
Spanish

LEADERSHIP
Basic Supervision
Industrial Foremanship

applications.

PULP AND PAPER
Paper Machine Operator
Paper Making

Pulp Making

Pulp & Paper Engineering
Pulp & Paper Making

Industrial Supervision RAILROAD
Per |-Labor R Car E tal
Supervision Motive Power Fundamentals

MATHEMATICS
Advanced Mathematics
Mathematics and Mechanics

Railroad Administration

SALESMANSHIP
Creative Salesmanship

Spinmng

Textile Designing

Textile Engineering
Technolog:

Textile Mill Supervisor

Warping and Weaving

Wool Manufacturing

TRAFFIC

Motor Traffic Management
Railway Rate Clerk .
Traffic Management

TV-RADIO-ELECTRONICS
C ications Technology

for Engineerin Real Estate Salesmanship
Mathematics and Physics Sales W

for Engineering Salesmanship
Modern El & Sales
Value Analysis Management
MECHANICAL SECRETARIAL
Industrial Engineering _ Clerk-Typist
Industrial Instr

Machine Design
Mechanical Engineering
guality Control

afety Engineering Tech'l'gy
Tool Design

PETROLEUM

Natural Gas Production &
Transmission

0Oil Field Technology

Petroleum Pr

Professional Secretary
Shorthand
Stenographic
Typewriting

SHOP PRACTICE
Foundry Practice
Industrial Metallurgy
Machine Shop |

Electronic Fundamentals

Electronic Fundamentals
(Programmed)

Electronic Fundamentals with
Electronic Equipment
Training

Electronic Instrumentation &
Servo Fundamentals

Electronic Principles for
Automation

Electronics and Applied
Calculus

Electronics Technician

First Class Radiotelephone
License

Fund: of El

Machine Shop Practice
MaTchipe §bop Practice &

Petroleum Production Eng'r'g
Petroleum Refinery Operator

PLASTICS
Plastics Technician

PLUMBING, HEATING,

AIR CONDITIONING

Air Conditioning

Air Conditioning Maintenance

Do(r;nestic Heating with Qil &
as

Domestic Refrigeration
Gas Fitting
Heating
Heating & Air Conditioning
with Drawing
Plumbing
Plumbing & Heating
Plumbing & Heating
Contractor
bing & Heating Estimat
Practical Plumbing
Refrigeration
Refrigeration & Air
Conditioning
Steam Fitting

-

Metallurgical Engineering
Technology

Patternmaking

Practical Millwrighting

Reading Shop Blueprints

Rigging

Tool Engineering Technology

Toolmaking

Welding Engineering
Technology

Welding Processes

STEAM AND DIESEL
POWER

Boiler Inspector

Industrial Building Engineer

Power Plant Engineering

Stationary Diesel Engines

Stationary Fireman
Stationary Steam Engineering

TEXTILES

Carding

Carding and Spinning
Cotton Manufacturing
Dyeing & Finishing
Loom Fixing

;
Computers

General Electronics

General Electronics with
Electronic Equip. Trng.

Hi-Fi Stereo and Sound
Systems Servicing

Industrial Electronics

Industrial Electronics
Engineering

Industriat Electronics
Engneering Technician

Practical Radio-TV Engineer'g

Practical Telephony

Principles of Radio-Electronic
Telemetry

Principles of Semiconductor-
Transistor Circuits

Radio Servicing with Radio
Equipment Training

Radio & TV Servicing

Radio & TV Servicing with
Radio Equip. Trng.

Second Class Radlotelephone
License

Sound Systems Specialist

Telephony, Efectronics and
Radio Communications

TV Receiver Servicing

TV Technician
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SMOKE

BowLsROSES

FOR A FRESH
BOUQUET OF FLAVOR

Surprises and Pleases Men Who

Never Thought They’d Enjoy
Pipe Smoking

Take any pipe. Fill it with Bowl of
Roses Aromatic Smoking Mix-
ture. Light up. Taste the fresh,
distinctive flavor. Surprised?
Maybe you never knew a pipe
could taste so good—so cool, so
flavorful, so sweet and fresh. No
pipe could—till Bowl of Roses
came along.

Bowl of Roseswasoriginallythe
special private blend of a small
group of gourmet pipe smokers.
It’s a unique combination of the
very finest of imported and do-
mestic tobaccos, blended with a
flavoring secret no other smoking
mixture uses. Bowl of Roses puts
a fresh bouquet of flavor in any
pipe. Pleasant for people around
you, too. Try Bowl of Roses your-
self. You’ll be surprised—and
pleased.

BowLy ROSES’

FTarsin =2

ARGMATIC
SMOKING
MIXTURE

SRarva s

Another Fine Product of
United States Tobacco Company
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CHAMPIONS

right down
the line

BROWNING
Superposed Shotguns

...and each is fully guaranteed
for as long as you own it!

Throughout the world, no other shotgun is regu-
larly manufactured in such a variety of models,
gauges, barrel lengths, weights, and chokes. With
59 models in over 400 specifications, there is al-
ways a Superposed perfectly suited to the exacting
needs of the specialist or the gunner who enjoys
varied shooting. And should he require, further
customizing is always available.

They are all champions, too — in shooting per-
formance, in handling ease, in reliability and
craftsmanship . .. The only guns in the world
fully guaranteed for as long as you own them,
even your whole lifetime.

Let vour Browning Dealer help select the
Superposed for you, to enjoy for a lifetime.

Hunting, Trap & Skeet Models; Magnum 12,
12, 20, 28, & .410; 5 ascending grades; 4 barrel
lengths; any chokes desired; and extra barrel
sets of same or different gauge. From '360%.

BROWNING

Complete information on Browning
guns and accessories. Special
chapters containing practical
shooting information.

Browning Arms Co., Dept. 682, St. Louis, Missouri 63103
— In Canapa: Browning of Canada, Dept. 882, P. O. Box 991, Montreal 9, P.Q.

Just published, John M. Browning, American Gunmaker the
authentic story of this world-renowned gun inventor who
overcame the hardships of America’s new frontier to startle
the world with his inventive genius. Fascinating reading for
the entire family. Also, a separate and comprehensive tech-
nical section illustrating and detailing 75 Browning-invented
guns. At your Browning dealer, or post-paid direct from

Browning Arms Co. Price *7°. A Doubleday Publication.
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eBest Party Ever Thrown

eHonest Abe Club

*Coming Attractions

BY HARRY STEEGER

Photos by Bert Brant

Pretty blondes served Danish
treats on sightseeing . trolleys.

1. Before attacking the regular husiness
of this department, I'd like to fall to my
knees and bump my head three times on
the ground, facing east toward Copen-
hagen and doing homage to a fabulous
memory.

It was just a year ago this October that
a planeload of pilgrims from the States
made the journey to that mecca of con-
viviality, the capital of Denmark. to cele-
brate the fiftieth birthday of the famous
travel writer, Temple Fielding. author of
“Fielding’s Guides to Europe.”

Other pilgrims came from various parts
of Europe. and we assemhled. some 250
strong, in the Hotel Richmond. which
had been rented in toto hy Mr. Fielding.
He and his lovely wife. Nancy, had been
saving for ten years for this party. and
five enchanting days came out of those
savings, including the specially chartered
SAS plane which brought about sixty of
us over.

It seems that in Denmark. when a man
reaches fifty, the occasion calls for a
wing-do of major proportions. Temple
had arrived at this august pinnacle and
the proportions of the party were so
major that he had very sensibly sched-
uled a morning at the Sauna baths for
the last day.

I recommend this to you as a means of
recovery. even if you can’t do any more
that fill your own bathroom full of steam
from the tub.

One of the features of the Sauna. inci-
dentally, is a shower that comes at you
from every direction—top, sides and bot-
tom—with needlelike penetration. [ al-
most rose three feet into the air with
surprise.

We had more celebrities from the siage
and screen and the world of magazines.
hooks, newspaper columns, radio and TV
than you could shake a diamond-studded
stick at. All of them were close friends

of Temple Fielding and all of them came to help him celebrate his half-

century birthday.

We were even met at the airport by a red-hot jazz combo consisting of a
half-dozen bearded and helmeted Vikings blowing ancient horns.

From that point on, everything in Copenhagen belonged to us. A small
silver pin in the lapel, with a cartoon of Fielding drawn by the master, was
the ticket of admission to the best restaurants, parties and celebrations in

the world’s most hospitable city.

The festivities were like an Arabian Night's dream and I'm still not
awake. We saw the sights, for instance. from natty little blue and white
streetcars reserved entirely for us. and with pretty blonde hostesses serving
cakes, coffee and a variety of Danish specialties. We had a gala reception
in the Town Hall, given by the Lord Mayor. Urban Hansen. with entertain-
ment by stars of stage and screen. and mouth-watering food on the longest
table T've ever seen (a city block in length. at least). We had master chefs
from three of Europe's great restaurants—the Tour d’Argent in Paris. the



Any One of These
SMART-MONLELY SECRETS
Can Make You *20,000, *50,000,

ven *100,000 This Year Alone!

L e

They’'ve Turned $1,000 Into $10,000 in Less Than
A Single Year! Skyrocketed $10,000 Into $250,000
in Less than Thirty Months!

Yet the odds are that you're not
familiar with a single one of them
today! Take this sixty-second test
right now, and see how your
money-ma‘ting skill stacks up
against America’s top operators!

) There are at least four ways
to buy a going business with abso-
lutely no cash, and without bor-
rowing one cent from a bank! Can
you name them?

2) At what point do smart-
money men start selling stocks
that are still going up?

3) Every day, opportunities
arise where you can make a life-
long annuity, without investing a
cent, simply by making a phone
call' Do you now how to detect
and exploit them?

4) Where in your daily news-
paper — and not in the financial
pages — is the best source of
100% or better profit deals?

5) Can you name the five
Bonus Sources of income you
should get from your business
deals — where other people pay
you to let them make money!

6) Three tiny mistakes in nego-
tiation mark you as a “patsy” to
smart-money men! Do you know
how to avoid them?

7) And most important of all,
there are at least four simple de-
mands that you should make in
speculative deals that almost cer-
tainly guarantee you a profit! Do
you know what they are, and ex-
actly when you should make them?

Welcome to the World
of the Insider!

Let us be perfectly frank! The seven
SMART-MONEY SECRETS you have just
read — plus those you will learn about
in a moment—have this one incredible
Yeature in common!

THEY LET OTHER PEOPLE HELP
YOU EARN YOUR FORTUNE! They
actually multiply the power of the
money you own today AS MUCH AS
ONE HUNDRED TO ONE HUNDRED
AND FIFTY TIMES!

They are an entirely different way of
thinking about money than you are
aware of today! They are the wonder-
working “Insider Techniques” that you
have been hearing rumors about for
years! They have already been used,
time and time again, in Wall Street, in
real estate, in dozens of other busi-
nesses all over America, to literally
build million-dollar fortunes from
pennies!

There are three definite skills that
make up this art! Here they are — just

l')n'm can be taught them next week-

without risking a penny! Here are
the bilities you can build into your
brain in a single weekend!

1) How to Spot Opportunities
The Instant They Arise!
The four Golden Rules that prac-

tically equip you with “Money-Making
Radar'’! Let you cash in on cream deals
that constantiy arise right around your
own corner! Split-second bonanzas so
subtle that the ordinary man never
even sees them at all—where you can
scoop up an extra $2,000 to $10,000
investing almost none of your own
money, just by going through a simple
legai procedure!

For example, you'll learn how eas
it is to pick up inventories of bankrup
firms at a fraction of their true value,
and then quickly dispose of them at
a profit of 200% to 400%' How you
can buy up accounts receivable for as
little as 10¢ on the dollar — then col-
lect 60¢ to 70¢ on the dollar!

Here is a complete guide to the fab-
ulous new boom areas in real estate!
Quick-profit bargains that are opening
up every day — where you can buy far
under the fair market value — realize
as much as 30% or better annual re-
turn on your money — and then seil
out in the next spectacular rise for
thousands of dollars for every hundred
you put in, and all at capital gains —
or even income-tax exempt!

Yes! And here's a section on fantastic
profits in stock market Speculatqons,
on following the promoters into the big
money, that's really going to lift you
off your chair! Here are the tip-off
phrases of the trading room — the
hidden rutes in buying over-the-counter
stocks — exactly when to get in, and
when to get out!

Plus an inside look at brand-new,
little-known situations where the
es afe posuhvely as-

]
got-uf—gold rundown of msurance  stocks
y a man who has already founded
FOUR companies!

But these Golden Rules of buying-in
right, of getting inside prices, of pick-
ing up rock-bottom bargains are still
only the beginning!

2) How to use Borrowed
Money to Finance
Your ldeas!

Now come the techniques of adding
up to $99 of outside money to every $1
that you use of your own!

How to own the lion's share of the
deal, even though up to 99% of the
risk capital is advanced by others!
How to sell off non-control portions to
large investors, so that you gut up al-
most nothing more than the basic idea
and your own management!

How to create credit! How to take
money borrowed at 3% to 4Y2%, and
bring in up to 36% on it! How to take
out more personal net profit each year
than your full investment!

How to turn somebody else’s “‘must-
sell” business into a fat capital-gain
for yourself — investing only a small
fraction of the real worth of that busi-
ness to gain complete control of it —
plus earning 50% or more each year
on your investment before you decide
to cash in!

How to turn business opportunities
into royalty checks, even if you don't
go into them yourself! How to make
your own speculative business ideas
pay you a guaranteed profit or a hefty
weekly salary, or a personal percent-
age of the gross — IN MANY CASES
STARTING SIX FULL MONTHS OR
MORE BEFORE THEY ARE EVEN
BROUGHT OUT ON THE MARKET!

And this is still just the beginning!

3) How to Pyramid Your
Capital Overnight

How to bring that profit home! How
to sell out, cut taxes to the bone, and

Written by one of the Country's
Leading Financiers!
We Cannot Release This Author's Photo!
Professional ethics forbid his being pic-
tured in this advertisement! However, we
can give you his outstanding biography.

John Alan Appleman was first listed in
Who's Who in America at the age of
twenty-eight, over twenty-three years
ago, and has been listed every year since!

His corporate connections at the pres-
ent moment include the presidency of
Disability & Casualty inter - Insurance
Exchange; Universal Drug & Research
Laboratories, Inc.; Universal Research
Products, Inc.; Annuity Agency Company,
with financial interests in two dozen
other companies.

Mr. Appleman is the author of the
almost-incredible total of forty-six tech-
nical volumes on insurance, economics,
estate planning, financial security, etc.!
In addition, he has written articles ap-
pearing in one hundred and forty publi-
cations, and he has been a regular
contributor to both the Encyclopedia
Britannica and World Book Encyclopedia
for many years!

favorite tricks promoters use to
squeeze an extra thousand or two out
of you — even how ‘'standard” con-
tracts can ruin you — all deadly pit-
falls so well concealed that the ama-
teur never even notices them!

Secrets of professional timing — ex-
actly where and when to switch from
one investment to another! How to
make yourself inflation-proof and de-
pression-proof — ten ways to outwit
even the toughest competition — busi-
ness that thrive BECAUSE there's a
recession!

How to get rich without killing your-
self, and without working yourself to
the bone! Twenty-five commonly over-
looked ways to lower your taxes, with-
out trouble and without kickbacks!
The four Golden Rules of taking more
net profit out of your business! How to
sell off property for thousands of dol-
lars MORE than your uninformed
neighbor might get! One-man pension
plans that you can easily put in — the
right way to build an expense account
— how you can let your children start
making you double-money from the
day they’re born — how to switch both
profit and salary into tax-exempt re-
tirement funds that take the financial
worry out of your life FOREVER!

Read It At Our Risk
For Ten Full Days!

The possession of these three simple
talents — and their application in every
money transaction of your life — is
literally the difference between being
first in line for life's treasures, or being
satisfied with other men’s leavings!

Now, for the first time, they are
brought to you between the covers of
a singie book — yours to read from
beginning to end without risking a
single penny!

And brought to you by one of the
few men in America who is qualified
to write this book! His name is John
Alan Appleman! He is a unique blend
of financier, corporate president and
scholar!

And now he has taken the experience
and knowledge of a metlme. and con-

it in one si to-read

find yourself with $20,000 — $50,000

— $100,000 in the bank where you had
almost nothing before!

How to hedge your bets, so that it's
almost impossible for you to get hurt!
Seven warning signals when you enter
a new deal that insiders look for —
thirteen dangerous traps in so-called
“bargain buys'' and how to avoid them
-—the five fatal weaknesses that destroy
most firms that expand too quickly —

volume for you! It is called HOW TO
INCREASE YOUR MONEY-MAKING
POWER! It costs only $5.98 — far less
than other books in its field which
cannot even begin to approach it! It
literally gives you an ENTIRELY NEW
WAY OF THINKING ABOUT MONEY,
THAT LET'S OTHER PEOPLE HELP
MAKE YOU RICH!

And it is yours to read from cover
to cover without risking a penny! Send
in the No-Risk Coupon below—TODAY!

EXECUTIVE RESEARCH INSTITUTE, INC.

i————— MAIL NO-RISK COUPON TODAY! = == — =

| EXECUTIVE RESEARCH INSTITUTE.
1 119 Fifth Ave., New York. N.Y. 10003

cent of my money back.

NAME. yiciiumiiagis iimmmmisas s
Address

Citv...

money back guarantee, of course!

-

INC. DEPT. AR-2

WER — entirely at your risk.

Zone........

O If you W|sh your order sent C.0.D., CHECK HERE! Enclose $1 good-wnll
deposit. Pay postman balance, plus postage and handling charges. Same

© Executive Research Institute, Inc., 1964

— . — — ————— o — ———— ——  ——— ———— o

Gentlemen: Yes, | want to try a copy of your amazing new book HOW TO
INCREASE YOUR MONEY-MAKING PO!
enclosing the low introductory price of only $5.98 complete. | will use this
book for a full ten days at your risk. If | am not completely delighted . . . if
this book does not do everything you say, | will simply return it for every

(PLEASE PRINT)

I am

.State

- ——————————
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Why we made Tanganyika the proving ground
for these two great newWinchester shotguns.

Our new slide-action Model 1200 and Model 1400 automatic both have many new features.
So we tested and proved them on safari—with David Ommanney, ‘“‘our man in Africa.”

Few men know more about game
and guns than this famous profes-
sionalhunter, whom we chose tolead
our safari. We wanted his straight-
from-the-shoulder opinion.

Only shot shells used were our new
plastic Super-Speed and Super-X
“‘compression-formed” Mark 5’s. “‘I
never saw shells made like these, or
that shoot so hard,” said David.

B B
These sand grouse and doves took
some stopping. The sure way our new
shotguns and shells dropped them at

long range—cleanly and consistently
—was just the proof we needed.

! l TR Y
i i

the new 1200 bagged this spur fowl—
at 55 yards. In Tanganyika, game
birds are plentiful, daily limits liberal.
Both newshotgunsgotarealworkout.

Waiting in blind for sand grouse
Ommanneyis about to load his 1200.
This new slide-action shotgun costs
$96. You pay a bit more, of course,
for the new 1400 automatic: $134.95.

New feature on both guns is this
front-locking, rotary bolt head, not
found on any other shotgun. Its 4
lugs lock directly into the barrel,
give you vault-tight breeching.

First shot Ommanney made with

Loading is easy, though automatic
shotguns are tightly controlled in
Africa. Conservation laws limit you
to one shell in the chamber and no
more than two in the magazine.

Soon after dawn, the action was
fast and furious—as hundreds of
flights of sand grouse came barreling
in to drink. Here, Ommanney gets
in the swing with his 1400.

For teamwork that can't miss, try
using our new plastic Mark 5’s with
either of these shotguns. All did so
well on safari that Ommanney called
their performance ‘“‘smashing.”

WINCHESTER®

®
WINCHESTER-WESTERN DIVISION Olin



[ostaria dell'Orso in Rome and the Bali
in  Amsterdam—to prepare meals that
should have been featured in Tiffany’s
window—and eaten there, too.

We had luxury trains, exclusively for
our party, to whisk us to Elsinore, where
Hamlet spent his time  Dbeing  miserable,
but where we had the time of our lives
eating, drinking, celebrating and watching
a fireworks display in Temple’s honor.

All in all, it was probably the greatest
party ever thrown, and that’s why I wanted
to tell you some of the highlights.

Why didn’t I do it sooner? Well, my
friends, you probably read about it in the
newspapers when it happened and I went
on traveling through all Scandanavia,
through Russia, Poland and France, so
that by the time I finally returned, it was
too late.

The first anniversary brought back
nostalgic memories and struck me as a
hetter time to sing my paean of praise.

After the party, Temple and Nancy
had to retire to a Danish health resort
and I haven’t yet lost the firmly embedded
ten pounds 1 gained. That Danish food
really sticks to your ribs!

2. lonest Abe Club

Light the torch of truth, fellow mem-
bers, and let’s convene the monthly gath-
cring of the Honest Abe Club. To those
peerless  raconteurs who spin  the best
varns (truthful, of course) goes our re-
nowned trophy, the Stuffed Bull's Head
with the Winking Eye.

I'irst to try for this great honor is
Chuck Nicholls of Seattle, Washington,
with a word of advice on fishing:

Dear Harry: “If I'm not awarded one of
your cockeyed bull's heads for this true
incident, I swear I'll turn in my Brownie
button and discontinue assisting 36-22-36
Girl Scout leaders across hazardous in-
tersections!

“Almost every sporting-goods store 1
walk into, I sce this sign: Take A Boy
Fistixc. So I thought, ‘Why not take my
kid? He’s seven. If he starts early enough
to learn something about “hot” fishing
lures, he won’t be out “hot-wiring” cars.

“On opening day, I took Number One
son, boat, gear—the works—to my favorite
trout lake. We buzzed out to my old
anchoring spot where the big ones lie—
or should I use that word in an Honest
Abe column?

“Well, when I asked my son to pass me
the tackle box so we could rig up, he
slipped. I watched, speechless, as all my
tackle slowly faded from sight in the
deepest part of the lake.

“The most severe punishment I could
think of at the moment for my dearly
beloved son was to take all his bubble
gum away from him. To make it even
worse, I cut it up into little corn-size
kernels right in front of him and threw
every bit of the stuff into the lake. 1
felt real mean!

“However, before 1 could pull anchor
and head back to shore, we started to see
bubble-gum bubbles bobbing around near
us. I fished one out. There was a trout
on the bottom side. Lvidently that fish
had discovered that bubble gum was not
fish food and had tried to expectorate it.
The resulting (Continued on page 12)

CARTOON PRIZE: Send in one or more
captions for the cartoon below. The fun-

niest will receive a six-volume set of
Socony Mobil Travel Guides described
under New Products below. All entries
must be in by October thirty-first. Ad-
dress: Outdoors Editor. June winner of
8100 worth of Gudebrod fishing tackle is
shown on page 84.

CLOSE WINGSHOOTING: When a big
pheasant gets up at your feet, don’t shoot
too fast; wait until he’s out where your
shot pattern will be wider. Your small
pattern at close range is more apt to miss.
If it does hit, vou’ll have pheasant-burger.
(Ward Van Horne, Buffalo, South Dakota.)

PLASTIC SHOTSHELLS: Pick up all
plastic shells after firing; don’t leave them
on the ground. Reason: they won’t de-
compose like the old paper kind, and
eventually, our bird fields will become
fields of little plastic cylinders!

PUP TEST: Before buying a pup for
birds or trailing, test his nose. Let him get
hungry, then at night, drag a piece of meat
across the yard, hide it and turn him loose
in the dark. If he can’t find it, forget him.

SLEEPING-BAG COMFORT: A sleeping
bag will keep you warm and dry, hut that’s
all. For sleeping comfort, carry an air

HUNTING

FISHING
TIPS

BY GIL PAUST

mattress, too. Inflate it, slide it into the
bag and sleep on it. To protect the bag
from sticks and rocks, spread a sheet of
vinyl plastic beneath it.

GRASS DECOYS: When duck shooting
on iced-over ponds, use decoys made of
eel grass. Tie grass with string into short
tufts and wet them so they'll freeze in
position on the ice. They’ll draw ducks.
Beats chopping holes for regulation de-.
coys. (Dick Cooper, Quogue, Long Ix
land, New York.)

BIRD SHOOTING NOW: In most states,
the pay-as-you-shoot game-bird preserves,
opened in September, will stay open
through next February or longer. Dogs
and handlers are provided when needed.
For preserve list, write: National Shooting

Sports  Foundation; 1075 Post Road;
Riverside, Connecticut.
NEW PRODUCTS: (1) Mobil Travel

Guide, six volumes, more than 3,000 pages,
describes inns, hotels, motels throughout
the U.S.—$9. (2) Lyman Easy reloader for
reloading shotgun shells; handles all
gauges, styles and crimps; recommended
for beginners as well as experts—$44.50.
(3) Johnson Skee-Horse two-passenger
snow sled; driven by three rubber-covered
cleated belts on twelve dolly wheels;
powered by Johnson fourteen-hp engine. ®

Caption..........cccooovviieiies e

ARGOSY will pay 85 for each tip printed in this column. Submissions be-

come the property of Popular Publications.

Send tips and cartoon captions

to: Hunting and Fishing, ARGOSY, 205 East 42nd St., New York, N.Y. 10017.
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How could Pontiac hecome even

more of a Pontiac?

Here's your answer: The '65 Pontiac_Pontiac.

We started fresh with a bold new Pontiac look, as you can
see, and plush new interiors, which you can just imagine for
now. It's a quick car, even for a Pontiac, because our Trophy

V-8s come on stronger than ever. You want Pontiac per-
formance and economy, too? You want new Turbo Hydra-

Matic and our exclusive low-ratio rear axle to wring extra
mileage from gasoline and save and save and save. The '65

Pontiac is other ways new, too, with self-adjusting steering
gear and bigger, better brakes. It's smoother riding (if you
can fancy that) since we redesigned the suspension system
around our curve-uncurving Wide-Track. (The inch-longer-
than-last-year wheelbase also helps.) Now if you're wonder-
ing how you could become even inore enthusiastic about
Pontiac for 1965, just try driving one at vour Pontiac dealer's



How could Tempest hecome even more of a Pontiac?

Pontiac Motor Division . General Motors Corporation

Here's your answer: The '65 Pontiac Tempest.

It could look even more like a Pontiac and it does: stacked
headlights and split grille and big, bright wraparound tai!
lamps. It could be longer and it is, by a handspan. Tempest
certainly rides like a Pontiac on Wide-Track and its all-coil
suspension. And Tempest surely goes like a Pontiac, whether
you take the gas-saving 140-hp six, or order up a quick V-8:
250 hp on regular fuel, 285 hp on premium. We spoil you

with interiors restyled in cloth and Morrokide, or all Morro-
kide. And tempt you with 12 handsome models, including a
new Custom Hardtop Coupe. With Tempest looking and
acting so Pontiac for 1965, you mustn't forget it's still priced
down there with the other low-priced cars.

1965: The year of the Quick Wide-Tracks
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For your shopping pleasure . . . Each month Argosy presents new, useful and unusual items—all available by mail from firms listed.
All merchandise shown has been selected by Argosy. The editorial portion of Stop To Shop is not composed of paid advertising.

ACTIVATED CHARCOAL FILTER SMOKE
PIPES by Mr. Weber, are a result of the tre-
mendous interest in activated charcoal. He
has combined the beauty of age-old briar
with the clean filtration of activated char-
coal. Shank houses the filter cartridge. Pipe,
$5 plus 10 filters free. Weber Briars, Dept.
AR-10. 140 Cator Ave., Jersey City 5, N.J.

24-KT. GOLDEN PEANUT is the same size
as the eating variety, cleverly reveals a cig-
aret lighter when the top is flipped open.
Also available as pillbox (not shown), or a
tool kit filed with 10 miniature working
tools. 2”-long, 24-Kt., gold-plated peanut
fits snugly into pocket. Each $3.95. ADF Co.,
Dept. AR-10, 380 Lexington Ave., N.Y. 17.

BEER WITH IT, with your name, that is,
personalized on these handsome hollow-
stem Heidelberg goblets. Serve your favorite
beer in the style it deserves. Hand-cut by
artisans with any family name or first
name (please print). Each holds a full bot-
tle or can. Set of 4, $2.95 plus 50c ship-
ping. 2 sets, $5.75 plus $1. Alexander,
Dept. AR-10, 140 Marbledale, Tuckahoe, N.Y.

A LIMITED EDITION BY WEDGWOOD-—
John F. Kennedy commemorative collec-
tor's plaque is made in England by Wedg-
wood in their traditional blue and white
pattern with raised silhouette, oak leaf and
acorn border. A memorial to treasure, in
limited quantity. $6.50 ppd. Park Galleries,
Dept. AR-10, 103 Park Avenue, N.Y. 17, N Y.

““SHARPIE” guarantees 100 shaves from
every blade. Makes old blades sharper than
new in seconds. Insert old blade in Sharpie,
pull cord once or twice and 32 honing sur-
faces instantly convert blade with rotary
action to surgical sharpness. 10-year guar-
antee. $2.49 plus 26¢ shipping. A. J. Sales,
Dept. AR-10, 415 S. Broadway, Yonkers, N.Y.

WORLD'S SMALLEST FLASHLIGHT, and
most powerful, is this mighty midget that
fits into the palm of your hand. Has twin
beams stronger than a big ordinary flash-
light. Lifetime rechargeable miniature
*‘space’’ cadmium battery. Flashlight, $4.95;
recharger, $2.95. Special, set is $6.95. Davis
Co., Dept. AR-10, 887-2nd Ave., N. Y. 17.

WORLD-FAMOUS BEAUTIES! Gorgeous gal-
lery of lovely ladies on genuine postage
stamps. Miss World (Jamaica); Princess
Grace (Monaco); Miss Universe (Colombia)
—beauties everywhere from Angola, Egypt,
Polynesia and many other far-away lands.
There are new issues and scarce varieties.
Send only 25¢. H. E. Harris & Co., Dept.
G-7, Boston, Mass. 02117.

GURKHA BATTLE HAT is worn by the tough,
wiry Nepal soldiers who have served for pay
in the Indian army for 100 years. Battle-
green cloth hats are beautifully stitched,
have high peak for comfort, upturned side
“rifle’* brim, Gurkha insignia. Made in In-
dia. Please specify size. $5.95 ppd. Robert
Gerard, Dept. AR-10, 333 East 50th, N.Y. 22.

30 POWER TELESCOPE has an anchromatic
lens for pinpoint viewing. Color corrected,
coated and optical ground, the scope brings
birds, animals, stars, etc. up close. Col-
lapsed, it's only 71,” and extends to
13157, With smart, heavy-lined pigskin
case and strap. $6.95 ppd. From A.L.K. Co.,
Dept. AR-10, 415 S. Broadway, Yonkers, N.Y.

FOR MORE STOP TO SHOP ITEMS, TURN TO PAGE 122



Why the Remington Model 700 has
become the choice of the true rifleman

The true rifleman belongs to a very special
breed. He wants a lot more from his rifle
than just a “‘shootin’ iron.”

First, he wants a rifle that is, above all,
extremely accurate. On that score, the
Remington Model 700, with its precision
rifling, perfect wood-to-metal fit, solidly
locked up breech and crisp trigger pull,
more than fills the bill.

Next, he wants exceptional strength to
handle the most modern loads—for accu-
rate, long-range shooting. The Remington

Model 700 has the strongest bolt action
made..

Finally, he wants a rifle that feels right
in every shooting position...one that has
that combination of balance and stock de-
sign arifleman recognizes asreadily as the
taste of roast venison. The Remington
Model 700 is balanced and stocked per-
fectly for bothiron sight and 'scope
shooting.

Add it all up and you have the true rifle-
man'schoice—the Remington Model 700.

In thirteen modern, high-velocity calibers
from 222 to 458 Mag. At your nearest
Remington dealer’s. From $119.95*. Write
forfree Guns and Ammunition catalogto
Dept.BD-10,Remington Arms Co., Inc.

Remington QPID

Remington Arms Company, Inc., Bridgeport, Conn. 06602. In
Canada: Remington Arms of Canada Limited, 36 Queen
Elizabeth Blvd., Toronto, Ont. *Fair Trade retail prices in states
having Fair Trade laws. Prices subject to change without notice.
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HONEST ABE CLUB

bubble had brought him to the surface.
“Needless to say, we spent the rest of
that day dipping out the biggest bubbles
for the most beautiful limits I'd ever
caught. That's what 1 say now: Take a

boy fishing—even if he's your own.
(Signed) Cnvek Nicnornes”™

I think you'll have to admit, Chuck,
that a daughter, or even a wife, could be
substituted for a son in case you don’t
have one—just as long as they're good
bubble-gum  chewers.

Next Jeff Blevins of Topeka, Kansas,
tells all:

“T have decided to bare my soul and
tell my fellow members of the Honest Abe
Club of the worst shot T have ever made.

“Early one morning, when 1w
years old, T thought it was about
try Dad's new 30-06, so 1 pulled on my
boots and slipped out the back door.

“T'd just crossed the stream back of the
cabin when, thirty yards up the bank, 1
saww i buck deer that looked half as hig
as a0 bovear. Just as T started to tuke aim,
a covey of quail jumped up in front of e
and scared we so bad 1 fired too quickly
and hit a rock just in front of my fect
Sure enough, those rock chips killed three
of those quail on the rise, while that
ricocheting bullet hit the old buck be-
tween the eyes and dropped him on the
spot. The rifle’s recoil shoved me back-
wards into the stream and popped one of
my suspender  buttons,  which  killed  a
squirrel in the tree above me. When 1
pulled myself out of that stream, my loose
pants were full of brook trout and 1 had
a beaver in each hand.

“I was so ashamed of my poor shooting
that I've never told a soul until now. 1
know that the lTonest Abe Club will help
me keep my secret.

(Signed) Jerr BLevins”

Have no fear, Jefl, your secret is safe
with us. No Honest Aber would  dream
of repeating anything heard here.

Ftton Newsome of Elm Mott, Texas,
had about the most amazing coon  dog
I'vee heard of=Dbut let him tell about it:

“I am in the Air Foree, stationed in the
fabulous  coon  country  around  Waco,
Texas. When T first arrived here, T got
a coon dog to top all dogs. e could even
track a coon across a running river.

“A strange thing happened, though, one
day. My dog up and died. Fven the vets
couldn’t tell me the cause of his death.

“T had loved that dog so much T wanted
something to remind me of him, so I had
a taxidermist make a pair of moccasins
from his hide.

“Shortly after this, T was walking in a
field one day wearing  those moccasing
when they hit a coon trail—and Tl tell
vou, those shoes ran me five miles bhefore
I could shake them.

(Signed) ETTox NEWsoME”

I wouldn’t think you'd need another dog,
Ftton, as long those moccasins  last,
Just run your own coons down whenever
vou please.

Frest La Point of Hudson Falls, New

Contimed from page 7

York, doesn’t need a boy, or even a dog,
to help him hunt—not while he has his pet
goose he’s about to tell you about.

“Being the sort of a person who takes
a large interest in small things (not, of
course, casting aspersions on our famed
and honored Honest Abe Club), I've been
reading about geese having heen used as
watchdogs in ancient Rome, and more re-
cently, as highly efficient weeders in the
cotton and mint fields of our own South.
I, however, have benefited in another way
from the services of our pet goose.

“We received this fellow as a small hall
of fluff, and raised him to maturity a
pet for the vounger generation. His ar-
rival was quite resented by our tomcat, an
old family retainer, who showed his
antipathy by means of a scries of tactics
designed to keep the little fellow in a
constant state of apprehension.

“As our goose grew in size, so did his

desire for revenge, until he finally  de-
veloped the trick of sneaking up on our
sleeping cat, grabbing his tail and dragging
him out onto the lawn, where he would
pummel him with his wings.

“Now, I had been having trouble with
woodchucks from a nearby field who had
been raiding my hard-carned garden,  Al-
ready vou will have guessed what 1 did.
That's right. 1 turned the goose loose in
the field, took up my stand behind a
convenient stone wall and  waited.  The
chuck would come out of his hole and,
seeing nothing but the goose, would start
feeding.,  The goose, thinking the chuck
was o cat, would wait until his back was
turned, scize his tail and drag him away
from his hole. When the bewildered chuck
was turned loose, and was looking about
dazedly for his hole, he was a perfect
setup for my .22,

“Needless to say, in three days that field
was clear of chucks, my garden was my
own again, the cat got a much-needed
rest, and the goose had o lot of fun and
an extra ration of corn.

“I imagine that many of your readers
have the same chuck problem, so T am
very happy to have been able to pass on
my solution.

(Signed) ErxesT La Poixt™

We all thank you for this valuable hit
of info, Ermie. It might even lead to one
of the boys opening a full-time, profit-

able  goose-training  school=who  knows?

I've heard of all kinds of tricks used in
duck hunting, but the oue vou're about to
hear from Charles . Moklar of TTavana,
Hlinois, is a new one on e

“1 have subscribed to Arcosy for a
number of years and have always enjoyed
vour magazine. I have also used a good
many of the hunting tips in your Honest
Abe column.

“Being a great outdoorsman myself, 1
think it only in good keeping with that
old adage, 'You scratch my back and T
scratch yours,” to pass along a foolproot
system for hunting ducks.

“This started years ago during the big
depression when shotgun shells were hard
to come by. My buddy and I hit upon
the idea of floating a lot of pumpkins out
among  the ducks at night when  we
couldn’t be seen. As soon as the ducks
became accustomed to them, we hollowed
two out. slipped them over our  heads.
swam out among the dincks, grabbed thei
feet, pulled them under and drowned them.

(Signed) Ciranves E. NMokar”

That sounds just a little sncaky to me,
Charlie, but who wn 1 to judge anothes
Honest  Aber—especially if you  can get
away  with it!

We have a real inventor among
Donald C. Kanold of Port Colborne,
tario, Canada. All fishermen lend an

ns—
On-
car:

“Some  time ago, your fine magazine
suggested using moths as bait. 1 tried
them and they proved to be very effective,
However, it was very difficult to catch
them until T started to use a simple clee-
tronic device to supply me with all the
moths I need and which any THonest Aber
could build in a very short time.

“The night before 1 go fishing, 1 turn
on my electronic machine which turns on
my front-door light. “T'his light stays on
for five minutes and then goes out. A
minute later, the side light goes on and
the moths naturally fly to this light. It
stays on for a shorter period of time and
fifty-nine seconds later, the front light goes
on again and the moths fly back.  Fach
time the lights go on a little sooner, and
as the moths reach the proper speed. a
board, just around the corner, springs out.
As the moths speed around the corner.,
they hit the hoard, break their necks and
fall into a bucket underncath. The nest
morning, I have a bucketful of moths.

“A word of warning: Dont have them
fly more than 42.6795 miles per hour or
all you will have in the moming is a
messy  board.

“I hope this will help others to collect
their bait as casily as 1 do.

“I could use the five dollars to build
my clectronic night-crawler invention.

(Signed) Doxan C. Kaxown™

You deserve the five dollars, Don, and
anyway, we'll all be waiting to hear about
vour new night-crawler invention.

If there's anyone present who eapects
he may be meeting np with a lion one of
these days, pay particular attention to the
tale told by James R. Wilcov of King-
man, Arizona: (Continued on page 88)



We’re sorry about what we did

Some things age a motor mighty fast.

Like what’s happening at Evinrude
right now, for instance.

We're getting ready to take the
wraps off a new compact *““5.” Hard-
ly bigger than a “3.” Weighs less
than a can of fuel. Makes existing
“5’s” look like vintage “10’s.” It
has a companion deluxe *“6.”

And remember the “914”? The only
people who didn’t like it in 1964
were the ones who couldn’t get it.
We'll be building lots more of these
sporty little shorties in 1965.

FIRST IN OUTBOAROS | Name
: g{JYI!:::?A":QgFMARINE CORPORATION ]
[ 8

to your old motor.

The same thing is happening all along
the line. A new *33.” Improved
18’s, 40’s, 60’s, 75’s, and 90’s.

And that’s only kalf the story.

This year we’re adding more deluxe
equipment to our SWEET-16 and
SPORT-16 boats. And introducing
a whole new series of Gull Wing
14-footerss We warn you now — a
ride in one of these new Evinrude
boats can spoil you for anything else.

We’re sorry if what we have done is
going to make your old motor seem
older. Or make your boat ride harder.

EVINRUDE MOTORS
4001 N. 27th Street, Milwaukee, Wis. 63218

Send free Evinrude Motor and Boat Catalogs for 1965 to:

But look at the bright side! This
could be a great time to make a deal.
After 1965 — what else could we
possibly do in 1966?

Your Evinrude dealer will be show-
ing the new boats and motors—just
as soon as he can get them.

In the meantime — we’ll trade you
a dream book for a stamp.

Just tear out the coupon and we’ll
rush the new 1965 Evinrude boat
and motor “dream books” by return
mail — with our compliments.

It’s the least we can do.
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OUR READERS SOUND OFF

which predictions
were made by Hurkos
of the rank order of
the baseball clubs in
the two major leagues
at the end of the com-
ing scason. He (Hur-
kos) was astonishingly
accurate in one league
with odds against
chance of nearly 1,500
to one.

On the other hand,

O

ARGOSY, 205 E. 42ND ST., NEW YORK 17, NEW YORK

FEATHERED ‘‘FRIENDS?’’

“The Navy Gets the Bird,” in your June
issue, was of particular interest since 1 am
stationed at Midway. Being first of all a
sailor, second a barrier bum (one who flies
the radar barrier), and third an Arcosy
fan, 1 was, on the whole, pleased with the
article on the gooney birds.

Iowever, the impression you give of
the gooneys as being somewhat lovable is
completely false. 1 do not know of a sin-
gle soul here who has an ounce of affec-
tion for the creatures.  Laughable, yes.
Lovable, no.

The fact that the birds are a real danger
to planes and crewmen is by no means ex-
aggerated. It is not unusual for a plane to
hit two or three on a take-off or landing.

The Seabees have finished the forty acres
of nesting ground. However, most of the
birds are out at sea at this time of year, and
as yet, the babies have not flown. So the
solution remains to be seen. The gooneys
will be back in December, and I'm sure
that the Navy will lose another round
with Mother Nature.

V. E. Gmson, Arn-2
FPO, San Francisco, California

® Take another look, Mr. Gibson, and note
what was said on page 31., ie.: “In those
days, sailors and marines loved (past tense)
the gooneys, too.”

READER TO READER

In April Back Talk, there was a letter
from Cliflord N. Mahoney, of Glastonbury,
Conmnecticut, a survivor of the Vincennes.

1 am also a survivor (C444), and would
like very much to attend the proposed re-
union of our shipmates. If 1 can be of
service in helpiug Mr. Mahoney arrange
this reunion, 1 hope he will get in touch
with me. I'd like to hear from him, in
any event.

I do not remember his name and doubt
he remembers mine. My battle  station
was #5 Gun Anti-Aircraft.

Jases Coorky Hinson
Camden, South Carolina

SERVICE TO THE PUBLIC

I was very much interested in Charles
Boswell's article, “Peter Hurkos: Psychic
Detective or Dangerous Fake?” (August),
I think this was a job that nceded to be
done, and it was a service to the American
public for Arcosy to do it.

As far as I know the facts, Mr. Boswell's
article was accurate. In the interest of fair-
ness, he might have drawn attention to the
article in This Week, in April, 1959, in

Mr. Boswell’s article
did not go into the
worst side of Mr.
Hurkos™ activities, ci-
ther. He omitted the stunt he performed
of appearing to have broken his ankle in
the apartment of one of my friends,
showed  evervone how  the bone  stuck
through the flesh (blood was all over the
floor), and before anyone could call a
doctor, he had miraculously healed him-
self and there wasn’t so much as a scratch
or a scar left.

But T think Mr. Boswell’s article carried
the story well enough, and 1 enclose a copy
of this letter to be forwarded to him with
my compliments, if you please.

J. B. RuiNe
The Parapsychology Laboratory
Duke University
Durham, North Carolina

SPEED TRAPS

As an affiliated AAA club, we congratu-
late you on the article, “America’s Worst
Speed Traps,” in your May issuc.

We do wish to call to your attention the
fact that Horseshoe Bend, Idaho, was re-
moved from the AAA Speed Trap and
Strict Enforcement list on August 9, 1962,
Since that date, this village has had neither
a police officer nor a village court. Once
the true story of conditions was brought to
the attention of the good citizens of Horse-
shoe Bend, both were terminated.

The 1961 Idaho Legislature removed
the office of Justice of the Peace from the
fee system, placing these officials on salary,
and the result has been most gratifying in
the improvement of the handling of traffic
cases by Idaho justice courts.

J. K. MILLER, SECRETARY-MANAGER
Idaho State Automobile Association
Boise, Idaho

500-MILE MARATHON

Arcosy did a great job on our race in
the August issue. 1 was thrilled by the
accurate and complete  description. Bob
Brister should get a good pat on the back
for his job of writing, and Shel Iershorn
did a fine job of photography.

Tox BUCKNER
Texas Water Safari Association
San Marcos, Texas

PORK CHOP HILL

About four years ago, Arcosy published
an article on the subject of Pork Chop 11ill.
As our readers may recall, at that time, the
book “Pork Chop Hill)” by General S. L. A.
Marshall, had recently been published and
a mocie, “Pork Chop Hill,” based on the
book, was about to be released.

Anrcosy felt that another look at the de-

tails and outcome of the battle was import-
ant, and commissioned Mr. Kinkead to do
an article on the subject. Since that time,
some questions have been asked of Arcosy
as to the sources of the material on which
the article was written.

We turned this question over to Mr.
Kinkead, who answers as follows:

When I was commissioned to write the
article on Pork Chop Hill, I had relatively
little knowledge outside of newspaper re-
ports at the time of the battle, and cer-
tainly no preconceptions.

The authoritative historical work on this
battle was the book, “Pork Chop Hill,” by
General S. L. A, Marshall. In addition, 1
interviewed some of the participants in the
battle—for cxample, Captains Clemons and
Coble and Licutenants Denton and Arthur
Marshall.

Additional information was forthcoming
from “The Army Combat Forces Journal”
and the "Handbook on the Chinese Com-
munist Army,” and from correspondence
1 had with officials in the Department of
the Army.

Although 1 reached different conclusions
from those set forth by General Marshall
in his book, it goes without saying that
the book constituted a very definite start-
ing point for my own resecarch.

IvceENE KINKEAD

BY ANY OTHER NAME . . .

Your August issue is a real humdinger!
But I was especially interested in “Girls
and Gold,” because one of the young love-
lies looked so much like a girl who was in

Mike Smith/PIX, lue.

my class at Miami High School. Her name
was Cerita Clapp, but in your article, you
called her Tani Smith.
Could it be the same girl?
1..H.
Miami Beach, Florida

e It is indeed your old classmate. She is
now wife of photographer Mike Smith. e
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Savage
3X-BX Scope
Model 3833
$64.50

YOU'RE SURE OF YOUR TROPHY

...with the long range power of the Savage 99 in new .284 caliber

To get the jump on a mulie. .. a white-tail or a pronghorn, carry a Savage 99, now made
in powerful .284 Win. caliber. The .284 gives you the smashing power of the .30-06 in
a short cartridge made to order for the fast, short-throw lever action of the famous
Savage 99.

The 99's perfect balance and light weight make it a cinch to shoulder, aim and fire. The
trigger pull is crisp and clean. The top tang safety is quick and handy. The action’s as
fast as any hunter needs—five shots as fast as you can aim. The handsome 99-DL has a
Monte Carlo stock with checkered pistol grip and fore-end. Aluminum butt plate, gold-
plated trigger, sling swivels.

America’s foremost lever action big game rifle, the Savage 99 is fast-swinging and hard-
hitting. And in the new .284 Win. caliber, it packs even more punch. 99-DL (shown)
$139.50; 99-F, $132.50; both in .243,.284, .300, .308, and .358 calibers with 22" barrel.
99-E, only $104.50; is chambered for .243, .300, and .308 with 20” barrel. Sold only by
retail sporting arms dealers. -

FREE Full-color, 40-page catalog of Savage firearms and
accessories. Write: Savage Arms, Westfield 176, Mass.
Prices subject to change. Slightly higher in Canada.

Savage
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£ “l AM DELIGHTED with the records | have received through ... the attention | receive from you is simply mar-
e the RCA Victor Record Club. This set-up velous. All records that | have ordered always come in
o saves me a great deal of time and money, first-class condition. You serve me very well. It is a
f and gives me the music | want to hear.” pleasure to do business with such nice people.”

—J. R. DAY, PHOENIX, ARIZ. —CLARENCE & ARLENE BLOOD, EAST PEPPERILL, MASS.



( Send No Money Now!)

records for only 98¢

e

IR Yes, you can choose 4 of these fine RCA Victor records
for only 98¢ plus a shipping charge. You simply accept

DY [e— a trial membership in the RCA Victor Record Club
RNOLD TS | . .
% ‘@%#-Eg and agree to buy as few as 5 records within a year.
i
254 148 [Reg. L P only)

ACHMANINGTF o " Q. What is a trial membership?
mﬂr‘» e A. It is an introductory period in which you enjoy Club savings and con-

- ';Ir.aaiﬁ' CHARNNG

|No.2 ; 2} venience. You agree to buy 5 RCA Victor records at Club prices within
| SR weult SOty a year. When you do, your trial membership is over. You are then free
i 3y . to continue in the Club or not, as you prefer.

|"_'{-E.".£‘."w£‘“' ot caiAon Q. What are Club prices?

482 A. They are usually $3.98 for popular or country & western records, $4.98
forclassical. Add $1 extrafor stereo.

Q. Do I get any records free?

A. Yes. As soon as you buy 5 RCA Victor records at Club prices, you
begin to earn dividend records — 1 record of your choice FREE for
every 2 you buy! In effect, for each dollar’s worth of records you buy,
you get 50¢ worth of records FREE!

. What kind of records do I get?

. The best. You get the recording excellence of RCA Victor—the most
trusted name in sound —and world-famous RCA Victor artists and per-
formances. You have more than 900 records to choose from, the very
cream of the fabulous RCA Victor catalog!

And not only do you get a much wider selection of great RCA Victor
records through the Club than you are likely to find elsewhere, but you

Ioent prince shop in the relaxed comfort of your own home.

MARIO 3 I 2 . Wilh Sirings Q. Must I buy a record every month?

[“W‘E‘A’if- " ! : s ok A.No! You accept only the selections you want. Otherwise you simply

: g return the handy card sent in advance for your convenience.

Q. Do I get “members-only” benefits?

A. You certainly do! First, you get a FREE subscription to Reader’s Digest
Music Guide, the Club’s monthly magazine. You also get the chance to
buy “Club Specials”’—records created exclusively for members by out-
standing artists. These superb 12" LP records cannot be bought else-
where at any price. They are yours for as little as $1.89 each with a
regular Club purchase.

Q. How do I join?

A. Choose 4 records from those shown here. Write their numbers on the
postage-frec card attached to this ad and mail it today.

ACT NOW FOR FREE GIFTS!

If you act now, we will send you FREE a Record Cleaning Cloth and an
Automatic Duster Brush. These useful gifts will help your records last
longer, play better. But supplies are limited — so send the card today!

To: RCA VICTOR RECORD CLUB 8-37-6
¢/o Reader’s Digest Music, Inc., Pleasantville, New York 10570

»RQ

T

me the 4 records indicated below. Bill me later for 98¢. I agree to purchase
5 more RCA Victor Records within a year at regular Club prices. (A small
shipping charge will be added to each order.) Then for as long as I choose,
I will receive one record of my choice FREE forevery two 1 buy.

Yes! Start my trial membership in the RCA Victor Record Club by sending I

CaOCacCaocCc—a © |

STEREO E Please check here if you have stereophonic equipment and
want these and future records in stereo.

Please check the kind of music you like best:

O Popular O Ctassical O Country & Western .

Records marked (€) are electronically reproduced for stereo.
. Name,
“We look forward to receiving our next records from (PLEASE PRINT) .
. . . . ddress

the Club, and our satisfaction with being a member A l
will be proclaimed to all friends and relatives.” City State Zip Code

Offer good only in United States and Canada.

—MRS. PETER M. WILLIAMS, CINCINNATI, OHIO l - - . - - - - - - - - B - -
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NEWS AND ANECDOTES ABOUT OUR AUTHORS, EDITORS AND STORIES

TWO veteran Arcosy contributors have
gotten together to write a book which
is right on top of the news these days.
Ed Hymoff, author of “Ringside Seat
At Midway” (December, 1963), and
other Arcosy stories, and Marty Caidin,
who wrote “Your Fantastic Future In
Air Travel” (August, Arcosy, 1963),
among others, have put together an
exciting book called “The Mission”
(Lippincott). It’s the story of two
wartime incidents in which President
Lyndon Johnson came close to death,
and one for which he was awarded the
Silver Star. Contained here is the story
of Johnson’s mission as an observer on
a bombing flight over Lae, New
Guinea, aboard the B-26, “The Heck-
ling Hare,”- which fell out of formation
with generator trouble and was am-
bushed by eight zeros. To find out the
upshot, you'll have to read the book,
but we can leak this information to you
—the President survived.

ANOTHER interesting, new, World
War 11 book, coming out any day now,
is “"MacArthur, An American Hero,” a
picture biography about the late, cou-
rageous general, issued by Award Books,
in paperback. The book is written by
Managing Editor Milt Machlin, who
should know something about the sub-
ject since he owns a battle star for each
of the MacArthur campaigns in the
Southwest Pacific.

A LETTER from Al Scharff, Texas law-
man who is the hero of both “Mission
to Sonora” (Arcosy, June, 1964) and
the Garland Roark book, “Coin of Con-
traband,” tells us that, as a result of his
Arcosy story, he was contacted by the
family of his former chief in the FBI,
Byron Mock. Until they read Al's ad-
ventures in Arcosy, the Mock family
had no idea of the daring exploits in
which their daddy had been involved.
The family then wrote to J. Edgar
Hoover, who personally checked the
records and confirmed as much as was
on record of Mock’s story. We're glad
we could be of help to a family in un-
covering the fine record of a truly
modest hero.

BY NOW, you must know that “Von
Ryan’s Express,” this month’s book
bonus, is being made into a movie by
20th Century-Fox. The hero, as you
will no doubt notice in these pages, is
an Irishman who looks so much like a

German that they call him von Ryan.
So, who gets the part? Frank Sinatra,
of course. Who else?

ON PAGE 46 is a fine, funny piece on
drinking bourbon, which puts us in
mind of a few factual tidbits concern-
ing drinking in general.

A San Francisco woman, who thought
she was a latter-day Carrie Nation,
piled into a couple of liquor stores, and
smashed $38 worth of whiskey as a
protest against Sunday liquor sales.
When Carrie Nation busted up saloons,
she became a national heroine in some
quarters and earned fat fees as a tem-
perance lecturer. The California lady?
They committed her to Stockton State
Hospital for mental treatment. Now
that’s what we call progress!

We'd also like to inform you that
a Cleveland company is promoting
nonalcoholic, liquor-flavored ice cream.
Heck, if folks like the taste so much,
why bother with ice cream? Anyway,
they’re putting out the frosty nonalcohol
in the following flavors: Irish coffee,
sparkling  burgundy, daiquiri, pink
champagne, grasshopper and some-
thing called a pink squirrel. (That’s a
drink?)  What no bourbon? e
wouldn’t give it a passing lick.

For those who are worried about
our international prestige, as so many
are these days, we wish to report that

latest figures indicate that America
drinks more beer than any other coun-
try in the world—about two and a half
million gallons. But the biggest beer
drinkers per capita, we regret to report,
are the Belgians, who mop up twenty-
seven gallons of suds per head every
vear. Our consumption? Closer to
twelve-and-a-half gallons each.

Those of you who may have been
converted to mint juleps by the tempt-
ing recipes in the article on page 46
might like to see how devoted Colonel
Howard Olson is to them. As you can
see, in the photo on this page (top),
Olson likes them so much he has in-
corporated them into his official motto.
The Colonel is one of the entries in the
Harolds Club Transcontinental Trophy
Dash being run as part of the National
Championship Air Races right about
now (ArcGosy, September, 1964). The
bottom photograph, of Olson’s planc,
apparently indicates that Olson, born
in Oklahoma City, is loyal to the Con-
federacy. That’s a crew chief? o o o




THIS IS LEE DUNGAREE’S U-SHAPED CROTCH.....................THIS ISN'T!

There's really nothing wrong with an ordinary V-shaped
crotch..exceptit doesn’t conformwith your body.This causes
a lot of needless wear and tear on you...and your pants.
(Note the man at right). On the other hand, Lee’s U-Shaped
crotch is scientifically designed to stretch, bend, climb,
squat, and kneel with you. It takes the strain off the pants
aﬂi you. It prevents binding, chafing, and pulling up

tight. Lee Dungarees last longer, too. In Lee's rugged
Sanforized denim, every single seam is triple stitched. You
can't bust a seam any more than you can bust that U-shaped
crotch. Try on a pair of Lee Dungarees. Stretch, bend, climb,

squat—just try to wear’em out. Ask Lee

‘tlle,‘

for Lee work clothes wherever you %@
shop.Designedtofityouandyourjob. i s e cone winsoun

Worda Lvguat Hanvinciorer of Un \.-m e Workmar
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If you're in debt and want to

B. J. BLAUSTEIN

wrote this book for peo-

ple who are in debt, for

those who really need

help. And they can get it,
quicker and easier than they
think.

There are dozens of legiti-
mate ways (a full 71 in all)
to delay your debt, and even-
tually get out of it, and I be-
lieve I know them all. It's a
pity that more people don't.

I have been a bank credit
ofticer for nearly thirty years.
In this time, I have sat down
with a quarter of a million
people to help them solve
their financial problems.

My new book, HCW TO
HAVE MORE MONEY TO
SPEND, demonstrates step by

get out-1 can show you
11 ingenious (but

step the many techniques
that can take the strain out
of paying your debts. With
some thought and planning,
you can change a recurring
monthly headache into a rela-
tively painless experience!

Time-tested methods

Did you know, for example,
that you can borrow yourself
out of debt? (The process in-
volves a number of thor-
oughly tested steps—the first
of which is to borrow about
twice as much as you need.)
And here are a few other
things I'd like to show you:

e How to “freeze” your in-
debtedness indefinitely, paying

it off only when you're ready
—a perfectly proper technique
that works fine for the US.
Government, and can work
just as well for you.

e How to get more credit—
even wher it seems you have
reached your limit.

e How to avoid paying hid-
den charges when you buy on
“time.” (In other words, how
to reduce your debts even be-
fore you incur them.)

e How to eliminate many
needless, crippling expenses
from your personal spending.

® How to deal with your fi-
nancial problem as a whole—

perfectly legal) ways to do it

instead of wasting money at-
tacking it piecemeal.

Which method—or com-
bination of methods—should
you use? As you read How
To Have More Money To
SpEND, this question will an-
swer itself. The book is filled
with detailed case histories. At
least one of them should be
close enough to your own situ-
ation for all practical purposes.

Remember: none of this is
theoretical or speculative. It
has all been tried—it has all
worked. Every course of ac-
tion I recommend has helped
real people find their way
back to one of the happiest
conditions known to man—
complete solvency.

—~ N OGO
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Can You Live Within Your
Means?

How and Why You Got Into
Debt?

How You Can Get Out of Debt

How To Turn Your Assets Into
Cush

How To Get a Loan—If You're
in Good Shape

How To Get a Loan—If You're
in Bad Shape

You Can Reduce
Puyments

WHY THE AUTHOR IS
QUALIFIED TO HELP YOU!

B. J. Blaustein is a distinguished
New York credit banker who has
been associated with wvarious
banking and financial institutions
for more than 30 years. He actu-
ally “grew up” with one of the
pioneers of the installment way
of life, and is a recognized spe-
cialist in credit, consumer finance
and loans for both individuals
and business firms.

Your Loan

How Much Does Credit Really

Cost?

When Borrowing Makes Sense
Should Know

What You
About the Lender

What the Lenders

About You
The Secrets of a Practical
Budget
¢ Ways to Save While You
Spend
Money of Your Own: Where
and How to Save It

Know
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g Hillsdale Associates, Dept. AR-10, Room 2005,
§ 208 East 43rd St., N.Y. 17, N.Y.

copies @ $4.95
I Enclosed is check or m.o. for $

10-DAY NO RISK EXAMINATION

*
HOW TO HAVE MORE

MONEY TO SPEND
By B. J. BLAUSTEIN

In sending for this book you have no other obli-
gation than the one you owe yourself to enjoy
your way of life solvent, without the constant
gnawing in your stomach and the mental strain
that being in debt causes. This book could change
your whole outlook! Full refund guaranteed.

1 ApboRress

CiTy

STATE

(Add 35c postage & handling)
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BY BRUCE CASSIDA

Plant Protection
IT'S TIME again to provide cold-

weather protection in the form of a
special winter coat for your outdoor
plant life. A wooden frame will serve
as a waistband for measuring the size
of a burlap cover with which you can
drape flower, bush, or shrub. Use a
Bostitch staple gun to fasten a wood
frame together, and then staple the bur-
lap to it. The protective cover will re-
main strong and permanent throughout
the winter. Just remove it next spring
and find a healthy plant which has
weathered the cold season.

*

YOU’VE probably been faced with the
ancient handy-man problem of how to
convert a bench vise to hold a round,
oval, or irregular shape.

The American Machinery Company
has come up with a new vise which will
hold any shape in a firm grip for grind-
ing, drilling, sanding, filing, and any
other workshop operation. It’s based
on a principle of movable jaws. In
operation, you merely insert the work
piece between the vise jaws in the
normal manner. As the vise closes,
movable fingers match the contour of
the object, gripping the smallest di-
ameter as well as the largest.

When the work is finished, just re-
move the piece. The aligning lever
returns the movable fingers to a
straight-sided position. You can hold
flat or straight-sided pieces more firmly
than in a standard vise because of ser-
rated facing on the fingers. This conve-
nient item costs $29.95.

EVERY year, regular as the rains, our
cellar used to flood when I was a kid.
My dad dug excavations outside the
walls, tarred the surface with water-
proof compounds, painted the inner
surface of wall and floor—and still, we
had a lake each winter.

Today, there’s no need for spending
your winters over a facsimile of the
Atlantic Ocean. Epoxy is the magic
answer. It's a powerful sealant which,
applied to floor and walls, will give
permanent waterproofing. Epoxy comes
in two separate parts: a resin and a
reactor. You mix these thoroughly,
apply the mixture to the surface to be
waterproofed, and the epoxy bonds
chemically with the material. It will
withstand tremendous pressure—up to
two tons per square foot. A quart will
cover forty square feet.

Incidentally, epoxy works on other
surfaces, too. You can use it to sur-
face the hull of your boat, to repair
leaks in your swimming pool, to fix
holes in tank lining and to join similar
or dissimilar materials in a permanent

bond. Epoxy works on wood, metal,
masonry, marble, glass or even plastic.

AS THE weather gets colder outside,
and your heating plant works harder,
the fire hazard in your home actually
increases. The biggest danger is not
the damage fire does, but the fact that
it can sneak up on you in your sleep.
Various home fire-alarm systems have
been devised, but one of the most in-
genious yet is “Gardsman” Alarm,
manufactured by Gulton Industries.
You simply plug it permanently into a
convenience outlet. It draws very little
power; one cent a month will pay for
it. Equipped with nickel-cadmium bat-
teries, it constantly recharges itself. In
case of fire, when the room heats up to
126 degrees or more, “Gardsman” be-
gins to squeal loudly, warning you to
wake up and investigate. The beauty
of it is, it will work even if electric
power has been cut off. Costs $6.95.

EVER think of building your own
“sound room”™? With the big advances
in stereophonic sound and the fidelity
of recording generally, it has become
quite the thing to devote a separate
room in the home to the enjoyment of
records, tapes and FM radio. The
sound room is today’s counterpart of
the old-fashioned music room which
graced so many American homes at the
century’s turn, complete with player
piano, victrola and sheet music.

With modern sound equipment, a
small room will do just as well as a
large one, particularly with the addi-
tion of an acoustical tile ceiling, which
gives almost perfect fidelity. You can
install ceiling tile either with adhesive
applied with a brush, or with furring
strips and staples.

On the floors, you'll need carpet to
deaden the bounce and distortion of
sound. Scatter rugs make fine dead-
eners. On one wall hang a full drape,
with regular curtains on windows.

Turntables, amplifiers, tuners, speak-
ers, tape decks and radios are all up to
your own personal taste. You can get
pre-amplifiers, amplifiers, tuners, turn-
tables, and so on in kit form and put
them together yourself. Then you can
build cabinets in which to put the com-
ponents. You will get better sound
from your speakers if you build your
own enclosures, too.

If you don’t want to go into all that,
you can always pick up a ready-made
deal. Wollensak makes a “1980 Sound
Room” outfit, specifically designed for
just such a listening room. It includes
a four-track stereo, record, and play-
back facilities.

Amplifiers, pre-amps and tuners can
go inside cabinets, but you must posi-
tion your speakers along the room'’s
short wall, at ear-level height—eight to
ten feet apart in a small room, farther
apart in a larger room.

Use mahogany- or wainut-veneer ply-
wood for shelving or cabinets. Center
the storage unit between the speakers.
You can even add a small piano or
electric organ in the room if you wish.
Then put on some music and settle
back. Sound good? Of course it does! ®

That's the new Remington 512-X...
in both looks and action. Traditional
steel and walnut construction adds up
to beauty, accuracy, reliability. Butter-
smooth bolt shucks in short, long and
long rifle 22's interchangeably. Tubular
model (shown above), $41.95.* Clip
model, $38.95.* Single shot model,
$26.95.*

({()ﬂl inglon,

Remington Arms Company, inc., Bridgeport, Conn. 06602. In Canada:
Reminglon Arms of CanadaLimited,36Queent lizabelh Bivd.,Toronto,
Ont. *Faiur Trade relail prices in slates having Fair Trade laws.
Prices subject to change without notice,

—NOM™MD



SEAGRAM-DISTILLERS COMPANY, N.Y.C. BLENDED WHISKEY. 86 PROOF. 657% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS.

. Of all the glasses

that will be filled tonight,

- more will hold Seagram’s
7 Crown than any other whiskey.
It’s the sure one.The
taste is that impressive—
the satisfaction that complete.

~ Long drink or short, sweet
or SOUr. .. S5

Seadlay,

Seven 4 Crown

AMERICAN

Seagram’s 7-The Sure One —never lets you down



ARGOSY/OCTOBER, 1964

$1,000,000

HERE’S A FORTUNE IN GOLD FOR
THE TAKING—IF YOU CAN WITH-
STAND CANNIBAL INDIANS, POI-
SONOUS SNAKES, PIRANHAS,
CROCODILES, A KILLING CLIMATE
AND MANY YEARS OF GRINDING
MONOTONY B How much hell could you
endure for a million dollars in gold? Would you
be willing to live alone in a palm-thatched hut in
the green hell of the Peruvian Rain Forest, where
the only other human beings are savage Indians,
so deadly that they would gladly kill you for a
two-dollar machete or a string of glass beads?
Could you live on nothing but fish and yucca,
baked crocodile tail and an occasional tapir or
deer? It would be one hell of a life, but at the
end of that voluntary sentence, you would have
a fortune in gold dust, which you could sell in
Lima or the United States for thirty-six dollars an
ounce, or, if you're good at smuggling and could
get it out of the country, for seventy-two dollars
an ounce in such places as Tangier or Israel.

I'm going to tell you exactly where to find your
golden bonanza—I'll tell you of the trials and
tribulations which lie between you and ulti-
mate victory; of the many dangers you will face
not only from the covetous and greedy Indians,
all of whom are experts with their bows and ar-
rows and blowguns, but (Continued on page 110)

BY KEN KRIPPENE

PHOTOGRAPHED FOR ARGOSY BY THE AUTHOR
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Hc was into the last twenty min-
utes of the four-to-midnight
shift in the squad room at Precinct
Four when Captain Louis Moreno
put a call through to him. Moreno
sounded old and tired and far away.

“Paul, you going to be relieved
on schedule?”

“l.ooks that way. It's a quict
night out this way.”

“Supposc you stop by my place
as soon as you can. Okay?”

Somecthing in Moreno’s voice
alerted him.  “What's up, Cap-
tain?” he asked.

“You just stop by, Paul,” Mor-

cno told him, and hung up.

A half an hour later, Detective
Sergeant Paul Deever walked into
Louis Moreno’s small, familiar,
shabby bachelor apartment. “No
protocol,  boy,”  Moreno  said.
“Here's your beer. Sit down.”

Moreno wore a frayed blue bath-
robe, scuffed slippers. He was a
smallish, heavy, balding man with
blue pouches of fatigue and over-
work under shrewd, brown eyes.

Deever sat down and said, “You
weren't just fecling sociable by any
chance, Captain.”

“No, Sergeant. And this is the
onec place in the world you call

me Louis, (Continued on page 112)

® Mix politics and police,
and the result is poison

BY JOHN D. MacDONALD
ILLUSTRATED BY DARREL GREENE

.
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LYNN PELHAM AND WALTER OSBORNE :

ith this ingenious system, you can own a new houseboat, use it when you wish, and get someone

else to pay for it [] Those of you who have watched the “Surfside 6 television show

will probably see a lot of similarities in the houseboat pictured on these pages. Actually.
it is a direct descendant of the TV model. And quite a success story, at that.

The TV craft started out on the New England coast as a pleasure boat—and a really

expensive one. After sitting in the Hampton Bays, Long Island, canal for a couple of

years, with no one even nibbling at buying her, the owners decided to move her down

to Miami where the money is—and, hopefully, a buyer.
As luck would have it, the boat arrived in Florida at the same time as the advance

4 Hull is typical barge
construction, strong
and straightforward.

Houseboats have no

propulsion system, are
moved by tugboat. p
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S HOW T0 GET A HOUSEBOAT coninies Nt

scouts for the TV show. Large sums of money changed
hands, plus a guarantee of royalties for each show filmed
on board. And thus was born the Surfside 6 Floating
Homes Company, using the money from the TV show—
and its name.

Since that day, the company has built houseboats of
all types and sizes. One looked like a Chinese pagoda.
But for 1965, they will concentrate on three sizes; 16 by
44 feet, 20 by 52 feet, and 24 by 60 feet. Prices are
about what you would pay for a similar land-based
home—but this is where the interesting part comes in.

®

=

B

The demand in Florida for houseboat rentals far sur-
passes the number of boats available. So, quite simply,
you rent your houseboat when you are not using it. The
fees you get should easily cover the mortgage payments
and your other expenses, leaving you the owner of a
boat that someone else paid for.

Surfside 6 will finance you, if you wish. Their terms
are twenty-five per cent down and the rest to be paid
over a seven-year period. Or you can nse your own bank,
if you prefer.

Dock space in Florida for these boats runs from $200

Some models have a slopingroof and a flat one over the veranda. Even with this arrangement, there is ample outdoor space.




Exterior of boat is almost maintenance-
Jree. sinee outer covering is fiberglas. §

Three of these houseboats have been pur-
chased as floating Coast Guard stations.

It may be afloat, but this is a full-siz
kitchen with regular home appliances.

Usable space is almost double hull size,
since flat roof is an outdoor terrace.
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Colonies of these boats are moored in Miami waterwcays, especially in canal at Miami Beach and Fort Lauderdale.

The Sunfish, successor to the Sailfish, popular one-design sailboat, makes fine complement to big, floating home.




HOW TO GET A HOVSEBOAT ..ncinuea
G A Nl )

to $800 a year, and you will, of course, want®both marine
insurance and liability insurance.

At any rate, once you've added up these figures, you'll
know what your total yearly costs are going to be and
consequently how much rent to charge.

Finding tenants can be handled in a number of ways.
You can be your own agent, provided that you live
close enough to check the boat periodically and always
after it has been used. Incidentally, this company is
working on a system of building these boats in two
pieces that can be trailed down the highway and then
assembled where desired.

If you don’t live nearby, you can make a deal with
the marina operator to act as your agent (usually they
take a pretty big cut) or you can use a regular real
estate agent.

Whichever system you use, you are going to have to
tread a fairly fine line on your rental price. On the one
hand, you want to make it as low as possible so that it
is attractive. But on the other hand you can’t figure on
a rental 100 per cent of the time, so your charge must
be high enough to allow for periods when the boat is
empty, and still make up your total for the year. Best
bet here is to discuss the problem with a rental agent.

As to the construction of the houseboat, it is just about
identical to actual house construction. Aside from normal
kitchen gear, there is a freezer and exhaust fan. Also
central heating and air-conditioning are standard.

For more details write: Surfside 6 Floating Homes,
2000 S.W. 20th Street, Fort Lauderdale, Florida. e e

The combination of sunning space above deck and the
comforts of a floating palace below is irresistible.
You'll certainly he surprised at how popular you sud-
denly become as landlord of this comfortahle vessel.
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hen the bridge phone rang, Captain
Hutchinson was out on the port wing
drinking his morning coffee and, past
' ‘' the rim of the cup, watching the smooth-
f—:‘_‘;éﬂjs h@cked seas moving in against the bow.
It was & North Atlantic morning. Hazy and over-
orcefour breeze. Visibility less than five
» bad weather, though—not for March. The
Z Aride had passed Bishop Rock at midnight,
westerly for home, for New York, she
¢ t better than eighteen knots. m The
bosun and one of the ABs were hosing off the main
deck, washing away the rubbish and chunks of dun-
nage left by the stevedores at Southampton. A main-
tenance man slopped fish oil over the coiled-up winch
runners, and an ordinary seaman headed forward
with an armload of turnbuckles. Observing all this
as he leaned against the wind screen. the captain
thought ahead to éight easy days of shipboard rou-
tine. No problems. Plenty of sleep. And... m He
heard the fourth mate talking into the phone. A mo-
ment later the mate was at the wheelhouse door. m
“It’s the engine room, Cap’n,” he said. “The chief.
He wants to talk to you.” ® “The chief ? In the engine
room?” @ On merchant (Continued on page 96)

'''''''''

The life of a skipper was one
constant battle with the ship
. . he ran, the elements he sailed
through, and worst of all, the
owners who sat on shore and
.} told him how to do it better

ILLUSTRATED BY EDWARD D!FFENDERFER
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HE BATTLE FOR MCCRACKEN MESA

BY FRANK A. TINKER

ILLUSTRATED BY LOU GLANZMAN

“SHOOT THEIR HORSES,
BURN THEIR HOGANS,
ROUGH UP THEIR WOMEN—

THAT'S THE WAY TO GET RID OF
THOSE SHEEP-HERDING NAVAHOS!"’

Violence hung like an ugly pall over
the desert, invading its quiet arroyos

and infecting the ominously restive group
of men gathered beside the dry wash of
the San Juan.

His face shadowed deeply by firelight,
a lanky lawyer swallowed hard at the
enormity of his sudden assignment and
tried to find the key faces beyond the
flames’ arc.

“Violence and rifles,” Milt Oman told
the invisible Navaho encampment, ‘“are
not the way any more. This is nineteen
fifty-two; the old days are gone. You
can't ride into town now and try to plug
the ones who have done you harm. This
would mean that others who have noth-
ing to do with it would get hurt—women,
kids, bystanders.”

But across the fires, there was only
silence, broken by mutterings of dissent.
Young men interpreted his words to el-
ders, but few gave any sign of understand-
ing, none of yielding.

“Remember, you're the losers. Shoot
anyone—that is, anyone on the other side

—and they can bring a National Guard
and planes down here and run you off
the mesa for damned sure. And forever.
You can see this.”

But if they did, the maverick families of
McCracken Mesa whom he faced seemed
not to care at all. In their deceptively
calm countenances, there was just that
twist of frustration and anger which
spelled trouble to anyone who knew the
Navaho well. What kind of trouble? As
Oman had indicated, any idea of a raid
with horses or pickups or whatever had
been left to them would be sheer folly
nowadays, but this did not necessarily
mean that it would not be tried. Among
those who muttered were some who
wanted to take the rifles, head for town
immediately and search out the offenders,
no matter that others would suffer or that
the rifles had not spoken out for justice
in this country since the century’s turn.

Seeing the determination and bitterness
in these dark faces, knowing what had
brought them here, one could easily be-
lieve that the Southwest teetered at the
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HE BATTLE FOR MCCRACKEN MESA conrinveo

brink of a full-scale Indian raid which
might set the already touchy relations be-
tween desert Navaho and surrounding
America back to Kit Carson days. How,
in this enlightened era, could such a situ-
ation have arisen? How, indeed?

It was a dead-hot evening in the des-
ert's July, and along a jogged wash which
scissors southeastern Utah's McCracken
Mesa, an elderly Indian turned the family
horses out of a small corral. Hosteen
Sakeezie, whose clan has used this range
“all the days that we know,” watched
them wander south and climb the path to
high ground. Indian ages are not kept
precisely, but Sakeezie's old back and eye
are still straight, his strength and savvy
still able to feed the several families
which, by tribal custom, have crowded
into his hogan.

Night, he reckoned, was the only safe
time to let stock forage these days.

But the next morning, before daybreak,
a lad was sent out from the smoky hogan
where fry bread was simmering over a

mesquite fire. In ten minutes, he was
back, running, breathless with what means
tragedy to a Navaho.

*“Our horses!”" he cried. *“They're gone!
A truck has taken the horses!”

Hosteen Sakeezie rose quietly, swiftly,
and climbed the hill himself. The boy
was maddeningly right. But the tracks
told much more. A rider, they said, had
watched from the bluff overlooking this
wash as Hosteen turned the horses out to
graze the evening before, then had gone
to fetch the truck which was waiting
nearby. And this truck was no ordinary
thief, either.

It was Government.

Further, the rider directing this banditry,
as any mesa Indian could tell from the
shod hoofprints, was Whitey Daw, local
range agent of the U.S. Bureau of Land
Management.

By true sunup, Hosteen had borrowed
a pickup from another camp along the
wash and, with Sam Chee, Tom Jones, and
his granddaughter Bossy, followed the
truck carrying their horses to a Govern-
ment corral near the town of Blanding.

They arrived as their animals were being
prodded aboard a large van.

“Where you taking our horses?”" the
Navaho asked, standing as tall as pos-
sible in their broad hats and bluejeans.

One of the men jumped into a car, after
a quick look into the Indian faces, and
raced toward town.

“They're abandoned horses,” Daw told
the Navaho. “Had no business on that
range. We're shipping 'em to Provo for
dog feed.”

Dog feed! Navaho are slow to anger by
nature and training. Boys from the tribe,
sent into town schools, rarely fight, partly
for aforementioned reasons and partly be-
cause they know that fighting the other
side here has been useless since the days
of their grandfathers.

But now, it seemed time for anger. The
three men protested vigorously. These
horses were not abandoned, as the BLM
agents well knew. Some of them were
even branded; all of them were needed.

As the argument grew and Indian blood
warmed, the man who had scuttled for
town returned. Following was a car load-
ed with other honest citizens. They all



THE McCRACKEN MESA NAVAHOS ENCAMPED OUTSIDE UTAH'S CAPITAL CITY. THEY FINALLY WON THEIR LAWSUIT, BUT WERE POORLY PAID.

carried rifles. Jumping out, they worked
the levers of their weapons loudly and
significantly.  Just out hunting, they
grinned, but even the Navaho knew that
no game season was open.

Unarmed, Sakeezie and the others from
his family nevertheless pressed their hope-
less attempt to regain the horses. The
dangerous fuse was well lit, and Bossy
Sakeezie, woman-wise, smelled its acrid
burning. Jumping into the fray, she plead-
ed with her men to remember, just re-
member, what had happened in this county
during the last few years.

At first, they ignored her, but finally,
faced with a certain defeat, they brushed
her roughly aside and turned back to the
pickups. Then they drove away across
the ruined desert, back to an empty corral
and a saddened hogan. Bossy rode in the
rear, as was proper, and gave silent
thanks. The dust of their passage left a
long feather lying across the horizon and,
when it had fallen, the horses on which
the very life of Hosteen Sakeezie's families
might depend were trucked 350 miles
over the mountains and sold for two
cents a pound.

N I
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Dog feed, as Whitey Daw had said!

Ovutrageous? Perhaps, but certainly
nothing new. Since the arrival of stock-
men along the San Juan in 1870, they
had driven the clans of Sakeezie, little by
little, back onto the established reserva-
tion south of the river or into the most
remote and roadless areas. One of these
was McCracken Mesa. Men here still wear
their hair in long braids, and their eyes
are reddened by wood smoke in rock-and-
log hogans. Wealth has always been
measured in silver, horses and sheep.
Tribal taboos against water-dwelling crea-
tures, death in any form, and a hundred
other evils are well observed. Having been
visited by representatives of Government
and the world beyond their mesa, this
small band of offshoot Navaho want as
little as possible to do with them.

But see how easily this is understood.
In 1934, the New Deal and its Taylor
Grazing Act somehow turned all their
home desert into a federal grazing dis-
trict. Summer range here is precious. The
only persons who appeared eligible by
residence for grazing rights under this Act
were Hosteen and his clan, but when the

handout was completed, three-fourths of
this “free range” had been allotted to
outside stockmen. And at that moment,
a final showdown over McCracken Mesa
became inevitable, the bank presidents,
Government and Mormon bishops on one
side, a lonely band of desert Navaho on
the other. For this law was ruthless; it
said that the cattlemen alone had the
right to run animals over the mesa and
its draws, along Recapture Wash and
Montezuma Creek—places which Sakeezie,
Slim of the Mexican Clan, Naughty Girl,
Nakai Dinee and others called home, just
as their families had always done.

And the battle began immediately.
Jim and Bill Hatahli, none of whose fam-
ilies could even read the law, said, “We
were run out of Horse Canyon by stock-
men. But every year since then, we run
sheep on Cajon Mesa.”

Carson Seek said, “Then the stockmen
ran me and my mother out of McCracken
Wash. We just moved around the place;
we never left it. Sometimes | go out to
work and leave my wife near her sister
on the Aneth.”

An eighty- (Continued on page 89)
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HERE ARE THE EXCLUSIVE HIGHLIGHTS
FROM THE FORTHCOMING BOOK,
"WATER DOG,” BY AMERICA'S MOST
POPULAR DOG EXPERT, DICK WOLTERS

by gene hill

PHOTOGRAPHED FOR ARGOSY BY WALTER OSBORN
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B When a black cat crosses your
path, it's supposed to mean bad
luck. But when a black Labrador
retriever crosses your path, close-
ly followed by Dick Wolters, then
smile!

| have crossed dog-training
paths with Dick Wolters before.
Or, you might say, crossed leashes.
He is the author of "Gun Dog"
and "Family Dog" and | had
the dubious task of correcting his
grammar and spelling in both
books—a job | undertook on the
basis of certain brands of bour-
bon being close at hand. When
Dick was deep in "Water Dog,'*
his upcoming book on retriever
training, | entered the scene with
not only glass in hand, but withmy
black Labrador bitch, Patricia's
Tipperary, in tow. The idea be-
ing, more or less, that as Wolters
wrote, so would | train. Now,
most how-to-do-it authors would
shrink from such actual proof-of-
the-pudding confrontations as
they would from an offer of lem-
onade. But not our hero, Richard
A. Wolters!

So, for the next few months,
Dick and | and our Labs argued,
trained, hunted and field-trialed.
Aside from his embarrassment at
my vastly superior wing-shooting,
few men have enjoyed one an-
other's company more. If the
dogs enjoyed it any less—and |
doubt it—it is only because Wol-
ters is too cheap to offer them a
drop of Virginia Gentleman. (He
is also too cheap to offer me one,
but this was a part of our bar-
gain. (Continued on page |18

#* Published by E. P. Duttan
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L OUTDOOR SPORTSMAN

He's a crack shot, a fine horseman, a no-nonsense angler,
and he knows every blade of grass in the hill country of Texas

Air Force 1, the presidential jet, was wallowing through heavy
weather. Lightning split the clouds and reflected from the polished
wing surface. * The tall, slightly hunched President of the United
States arose, bracing himself against the lunges of the plane, and
looked out the window at the hlack mass of clouds. He continued
dictating to the secretary and conferring with the aide beside him,
but his expression was worried, the familiar brow furrowed with
concern. * Then he walked forward into the pilot's compartment.
The secretary whispered to the aide, obviously frightened. * When
Lyndon Johnson reappeared, the brow furrows were gone, replaced
by arelaxed smile. * “Is the weather going to get hetter?” the sec-
retary asked. * “0h, | dunno,” said the (continued on page 86)
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‘ ‘ 7 on’t smoking that cigarette spook any deer
that are around here?’”’ | wanted to know.

“Well,”” said my senior-citizen-type companion—
he was at least thirty-five years old—*‘l sure believe
you have already chased every single one of them
out of the country.”

At the time, | was fifteen. Already | had taken a
black bear and a couple of whitetails and considered
myself quite a Daniel Boone. Yet | really was ex-
cited and jumped at the chance to prove myself a
good hunter when this ‘‘old man'’ invited me to go
deer hunting with him out in Southwest Texas. A
friend of the family, he was the most famous shoot-
er and hunter in the area. My family lived in Okla-
homa, but were visiting in Brownwood, Texas, during
Christmas vacation.

Early that morning, the ‘‘oldster’” and | had
stowed our gear in his well used touring car and
headed for his favorite hunting grounds—as | recall,
a distance of about 150 miles. It was tough going
and we arrived in late afternoon, planning to camp
several days in the midst of a huge area lying west
of Austin and San Antonio, known locally as the
Hill Country.

When everything was shipshape, we cradled our
rifles and started for a look-see around the country.
| had the reputation of being a tireless walker and
was considered a fair high-school cross-country
runner. So | took off in high gear, anxious to find a
whitetail, with my old-timer friend sort of strolling
along in my wake. After stopping several times to
examine deer sign and to wait for him to catch up,
we came to a small arroyo, which we were to cross.
After sliding down the steep side of the guich, my
companion said, “Whups!”’

He pulled a bag of makin’s from his shirt pocket
and proceeded to roll a cigarette. After a couple of
puffs, he drawled, *‘If yo're tryin’ to catch one of
them durned jack rabbits barehanded, the chances
are you won't quite make it."”

| was a little miffed. More in self-defense than
anything else, | put the query to him about smok-
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ing—and he came back with the biz about me scare-
birding the deer.

He finished his smoke and said, ‘‘Let’s head for
camp and chuck."”

With me being a bit sulky, not much was said on
the way back. Nor was there much conversation
while we devoured our bacon and beans.

Finally, he sopped his tin plate with a hunk of
bread and said, ‘‘| know deer are scarce up in your
part of the country, and maybe you can surprise-
jump one and get a quick shot once in a while by
going helter-skelter through the blackjack. But
that’s no way to hunt.”

He built a smoke and continued. *‘| also know
that you go shoot-running jack rabbits with your
twenty-two. You miss a lot, cripple some. Remem-
ber this: Never shoot at running deer! Not even as
a last chance. Actually, there ain’t no such thing as
a last chance. If you can find a deer once, you can
find one again. Don't get hasty."”

We spread our bedrolls. As we crawled into
them, he said, ‘“We get out early and | want you
to do exactly what | tell you. We eat later.”

This may not be word for word as it happened,
but it's almost exact. | still have a vivid mental
picture of the happenings during those several
days. This was about my first real lesson in big-
game hunting.

It seemed that my eyes were scarcely closed be-
fore | was nudged into wakefulness. We loaded
our rifles, his a .30-30, mine a hand-me-down .38-
55, and left camp in the pre-dawn chill. After walk-
ing for about fifteen minutes, he stopped and said,
‘*See that clump just this side of the small cut? |
want you to hunt in that direction and take a good
half hour to get there. Take a couple of steps and
look at everything, then take a couple more and
look. There's no breeze to worry about carrying
our scent. And,”” he went on, ‘‘don’t let anything
in that direction see you. Don’t shoot at anything
further away than that bunch of stickers.” He point-
ed at some cactus growing (Continued on page 84)

It's the Jittje thin
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QEEE’ TE RAARTE

he Old Man
& the']iger

by John Tassos

PHOTOGRAPHED BY THE AUTHOR

Cox’s bow 1cas a sixty-pounder of laminated glass and maple. His son (larried a .375 H&H Magnum.

Here’s a beast who can run forty mph,
jump fences with an 800-pound cow in his
jaws. Could a sixty-two-year-old man bring
him down with just a bow and arrow?

he tiger is the most cunning, most agile and. hy

far, the strongest cat on the face of the earth. It's
almost ahsurd to think of hringing one down with a
how and arrow. and many archery experts claim
that it simply cannot be done.

But recently, the experts were proved wrong by
John Joseph Cox, a sandy-haired, sixty-two-year-old
wholesale butcher, who traveled 10,000 miles to the
foothills of the Himalaya Mountains on a quest to
prove that an old man, armed with only a primitive
weapon, could be more than a match for this fero-
cious feline.

I didn’t think he could do it. Tigers are thin-
skinned enough to be vulnerable to arrows, hut on
the run, they are forty-mph swift, and when you have
tolead a running tiger for a kill shot in thick lantana
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fessional hunter Rajah Shamshir. No to shoot, but tiger can notyet be seen, tions from Shamshir before climbing

a Old man Cox in machan with pro- Here comes the kill. Cox is about A Cox gets some last-minute instruc- I

tiger showed on this particular beat. due to extremely dense underbrush. up to take his position for the shoot.




The Old Man & The Tiger ...




Hit, the tiger streaks frantically across the
clearing and back into the brush. kicking
up great clouds of dust as it swiftly goes.

jungle growth, which never affords
you more than a few [eet of absolute
clearing, you’re up against an im-
possible task.

Cox’s son, John Adam, a recent
graduate of the University of Penn-
sylvania School of Architecture, ac-
companied us. John had shot deer
and Dbear with a 30.06. but this was
about the limit of his hunting exper-
tise. He had a great deal of faith in
his father, though.

Bow-and-arrow buffs have had ex-
cellent success with most types of
North American game, and some
have done well with plains game in
Africa. Even elephants have been
brought down with the how. But
some animals are too thick-hided. T
remember, for instance, watching
Dick Griffith try for a Cape huffalo
with a sixty-five-pound recurved
how. Tt was useless. The arrows
bounced harmlessly off the animal's
thick pelt.

Just what sort of beast had old

man Cox set his feathered sights on?
The tiger is a supreme and regal
creature, the largest of the cat fam-
ily. Fullgrown he can reach a
weight of over 500 pounds. The bhig-
gest males are found in Burma. These
babies often measure over eleven
feet, including their three-foot tail.
All tigers were probahly snow-coun-
try animals originally, and in Siberia
and the upper Himalayas, there are
still snow tigers with long. heavily
tufted fur quite unlike the thin fur
of their tropical cousins. Today’s
tiger is directly descended from the
prehistoric saber-toothed tiger, a
much larger and heavier animal that
gets its name from its six-inch fangs.
The saber-tooth could open its jaws
to a ninety-degree gape and was cap-
able of killing anything up to, and
including. the giant mastodons.
Tigers are noiseless and stealthy
in the jungle and can move their
bulk almost effortlessly through the
thickest underbrush. Though fierce

when cornered, they are almost
friendly when not threatened. Rajah
H.C.R. Singh of Kashipur tells of a
tigress sitting hy the side of the road
who was picked up by the headlights
of a jeep full of hunters. The jeep
stopped twenty feet from her. She
stared for several minutes. then
picked herself up and casually moved
fifty yards down the road. The jeep
followed and stopped again. The
tigress got up. yawned at the hunt-
ers. and disappeared into the jungle.
Our shikar (Indian equivalent of
safari) camp was thirty miles from
the village of Ramnagar. Actually.
the word camp is misleading. We
were in a stone and stucco house.
surrounded by a stone wall and a
profuse garden of red. orange and
pink wild flowers. But once the ele-
phants started entering the com-
pound each morning to take us to
the hunting grounds. the flowers
were trampled to a messy pulp.
Our shikar hunters were all sea-
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soned professionals, familiar since
early childhood with the habits of
the tiger, experts in “reading” the
jungle for game tracks and in the
handling of elephants, the only beasts
of burden that can penetrate the
dense, unfriendly underbrush. The
lead elephant on our trip, Dhut Dhut
{meaning “go hack™ in English)
was still in service after seventy
years of tiger beats.

At the outset, the shikar hunters
were defiantly against letting Cox
shoot a tiger with a how and arrow.
An arrow, they said, did not have
the power to stop a charging tiger,
and could only wound him, thus
creating a potential man-eater. When
tigers are incapable of attacking
calves, goats and cows, they will
carry off human bheings from villages
or attack forest people as they gather
wood.  (Continued on page 103)




4 Tiger was carried
from jungle by ele-
phant, then trans-
ferred to trailer
hitched behind jeep.

The beast was a 400-
pound female, mea-
sured nine feet, one
inch fromi nose to tail,
a fine specimen. )

Final tableau portrait
of hunt. Note the
weeds growing pro-
fusely all around-—
. .. -
wild marijuana.




by Robert M. Hyatt

Photos Courtesy of New Mexico Game and Fish Commission

Kill-happy tribesmen are
threatening African wild life with
extinction. Here's one possi-

ble answer to the problem—
transplanting the herds to America

belt of sparsely settled desert and moun-

tain country that stretches across the
American Southwest may one day be known
as the African Strip. It will be a place where
cameramen and hunters with a yen to bag
such exotic game as kudu, oryx and ibex
will be able to go on safari with every as-
surance of success. They'll have to wait a
few years for a hunting license, but by then
African safaris will probably have become
a memory anyway, if the wanton destruc-
tion of wild life in that country continues.

That our Southwest may eventually be the
only spot on earth where African game can
be shot will be dismal news to white bwana
safari hunters, but it should be good news
to those unable to afford such costly junkets.
The fact is inescapable that many African
herds are facing extinction, and a group of
realists in New Mexico are doing something
about the situation. They are planning to
create a huge game park in the United
States, where several trophy species of
African game will (Continued on page 78)
50

Dr. Frank C. Hibben and first members of future ibex herd.
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Your car is starting hard,
but it may not be your
battery’s fault. Is there
any way to find out

for sure?

sure

See the man who offers ‘“Startability Service” . .
your United Delco dealer. You'll find us in over 40, 00()
automotive service places, of all kinds, throughout
the country.

We'll not only check your battery, we’'ll check around
it, and past it. The trouble may be your generator or volt-
age regulator or just a shorted wire or bad connection.

And if it is your battery, there's onc consolation, we
scll the best battery in the country. A Delco Dry Charge.
It surges to life after the activator fluid is poured in.
After you buy it.

So turn in wherever you see a United Delco sign.

Take advantage of our “Startability Service” cven if
your car does seem to be starting pretty good now.

It only takes a few minutes, and you'll feel so good
when it's done — knowing that your car will be in top
starting shape, all season long.

United Delco is: Delco Remy <+ Declco Batteries
Delco Rochester ¢ Delco Packard + Dclco Shock
Absorbers * Delco Harrison ¢ Delco Hyatt < Dclco
New Departure ¢ Delco Guide ¢ Dclco Moraine -
Delco Appliance <+ Delco Radio <+ United Delco

Transmission Parts.  uniTeo MOTORS SERVICE, Division of General Motors






Look into the
many worlds of

total performance
Jor 1965...
best year yet
Lo go Lord/

THE TOTAL PERFORMANCE MUSTANG 242

THE TOTAL PERFORMANCE FORD GALAXIE 500/LTD 4-DOOR HARDTOP

Elegant World: Solid, Silent ’65 Ford
Now two luxury cars—Galaxie 500/
LTD 2-door and 4-door hardtops—
join the sporty XL.'s. You have to see
them. Never belore has there been so
much to see. New elegance. New lux-
ury. New engineering leatures.

Thesec are the smoothest, quietest-
riding Fords ever. The body is com-
pletely new—and far stronger. Frame
and suspension has heen completely

changed — virtually isolating passen-
gers from noise and road shock.

The Cool World: Now 3 Mustangs
A new fastback 242 has joined the
Hardtop and Convertible in the
Mustang stable. L.ike all Mustangs,
242 is low in price and includes such
[eatures as bucket seats, [ull carpeting
and vinyl interiors.

New world of value: 1965 Fairlane
Bigger, distinctively beautiful—a far

better buy than ever! All-new styling,
inside and out, new 200 cu. in. Six,
3-speed Cruise-O-Matic.

New world of economy: 1965 Falcon
With a 170 cu. in. Six and automatic
transmission, Falcon now delivers up
to 15% greater [uel economy. Other
savings include: low, low Falcon
prices, twice-a-year or 6,000-mile serv-
ice schedule, and a battery-saving
alternator. Take a test drive.




PRODUCTS OF

:..&{;;cfl

MOTOR COMPANY

Best year yet to go Ford
Test Drive
Toral Performance 65

FORD

MUSTANG - FALCON - FAIRLANE
FORD - THUNDERBIRD

RIDE WALT DISNEY'S MAGIC SKYWAY AT
THE FORD MOTOR COMPANY'S
WONDER ROTUNDA—NEW YORK WORLD'S FAIR

The Total Performance Fairlane 500 Sports Coupe The Total Performance Falcon Futura Hardtop




t was the Princeton-Rutgers game and the action was

furious. On the field. the scarlet colors of Rutgers
were flying and the Princeton cheering section was
screaming for a score.

Rutgers pulled the “sleeper play™ and went on from
there to score a \'i('tnr)'.

Sound familiar?

Well. it shouldn™t. You weren't there. and neither was
1. Believe it or not. the scene I just described happened
ninety-five years ago. It was the first foothall game ever
played . . . between Princeton and Rutgers, on Novem-
her 6, 1869, at New Brunswick. New Jersey.

At one point in the historic game, a Rutgers professor
shricked from the sidelines, “No good will ever come of
this!” Waving his umbrella at the players, he warned,
“Young men. you'll come to no Christian end!”

Yes, that was a long time ago. Obviously, things have
changed greatly. even if foothall did have rooting sec-
tions. school colors and the sleeper play right from its
very ineeption.

What it didn’t have. of course, is the great tradition
and spirit that have made the game so dear to the Ameri-
can public. Last year more than 22,000,000 spectators
flocked to stadia around the nation to watch college oot-
hall.  Millions more tuned in on radio and television to
get closer 1o a sport that has grown every single vear of
Is existence,

he Rutgers professor turned out to be one of the

worst prophets ever. Good certainly has come of the
game. Foothall players have held the highest roles and
performed the noblest tasks in the country. They’ve been
President of the United States. justice of the Supreme
Court. corporation presidents. doctors. lawyers. bankers
and important participants in every lacet of life.

Football has a firm grasp on the American public. Pro
football has lately been called the number one spectator
sport. and | can’t argue with that. Baseball people may
howl. but they'd love to hear the turnstiles sing and
watch TV revenue pour in. the way pro foothall cur-
rently enjoys.

College foothall provides the raw material for the pros,
s0 it can take a bow for this great popularity and sup-
port. The college game is destined for another hig year
in 1961. I've talked to scores of coaches and observers
around the country in compiling this All-America team.
On every hand. there’s optimism for the future of the
game. The sport never looked more solid. more robust,
more popular.

As for the winners. that's another country—a far one.
Texas surprised everyone last year by going undefeated.
The experts didn’t think that was possible any more.
Well the Longhorns did it onee and they've got the stuff
to repeat. Their only real loss was tackle Scott Appleton.
a great plaver. More important. Darrell Roval has in-
stilled the winning spirit at Texas. and that can be
contagious.

Texas™ team halance is shown in that not one of its
plavers made this preview team. On the other hand,
Hlinois dominates the selections with four men. The
Hlini should be terrific this season. and Pete Elliott's
team is my long-range pick for the national champion-
<hip.

Pittsburgh will be very strong in the East. with strong
competition coming from Navy. One National Foothall
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League scout told me after watching Pitt’s spring games:
“I've never seen a college football team with such size as
Pitt has. They're absolutely as big as a pro team.”

At Navy, they think. with Roger Staubach and Pat
Donnelly, that they've got the greatest one-two punch
since Blanchard and Davis. That's heady talk. and if <o.
Wayne Hardin’s gang could be the hest in the nation.

In the always tough South. Alabama and Auburn will
be very good. along with Mississippi. These three clubs
annually seem to win places in the top ten. and when you
play them, you're in for trouble.

Last year was supposedly the year of the quarterback.
This year, 1964, should be even hetter. Staubach has the
press clippings and the ability to back them up. but it's
a real fight for survival. Picking the quarterback on thix
team was as rough a task as | can remember. There are
great ones in every section of the country. men like
Alabama’s Joe Namath, Auburn’s Jimmy Sidle. VPI's
Boh Schweikert, Northwestern’s Tommy Myers. Pitt's
Fred Mazurek and Cal’s Craig Morton.

You couldn’t make a mistake hy flipping a coin with
that group.

The substitution rule has heen changed again. making
it even more lenient. The move back to [ull platoon-
foothall is coming in college foothall. although it will
probably take about two more seasons to accomplish.
The coaches still have trained two-way foothall players
and they want to use them. They've worked hard to get
them that way and they don’t want it to go for naught.
It's only natural to want to use vour hest foothall players
all the time.

Still. 1961 will see more specialization in college foot-
hall. This team was picked along those lines. with hoth
offensive and defensive players listed. It was selected
along professional lines ol positioning. since that’s the
way you'll he hearing about these great players in the
vears to come.

I consulted college coaches. pro coaches. scouts and
rival plavers in the selection of this team. After the
choices were made, | came to one conclusion: I'm ready
to take on the world with these men. lLook out. George
Halas. and you hig. bad Bears. The Harmon All-Ameri-
cans are moving in!

Where will I be? On the bench. naturally. When |
look at these young. strong giants. | feel about the same
age as George Halas. And I'm not so sure I'd be any
match for spry old Papa Bear. either!

OFFENSIVE TEAM
ENDS

Jon~x Hivtox. Richmond. Senior, 22. 6-5. 220 pounds.
Richmond. Virginia.

Here's a young man most people may have forgotten.
but not the pros. Hilton didn’t play foothall last year.
but he's already been drafted by Detroit (xixth round)
and Buffalo.

John led the Southern conference in receiving hoth as
a soph and junior. In 1963, he was ineligible. <o he took
care of his Army commitment at Fort Dix. Now the big
man is ready for a final college fling. Savs coach Ed
Merrick: “Hilton has evervthing—speed. size and a great
pair of hands. He's one of the top pro prospects in the
country.”

Richmond and coach Dick Humbert. who played

continued on page 60



Firestone

Town & Country Tires
keep you going when others are stuck |

GUARANTEED TO GO THRU ICE, MUD AND SNOW
OR WE PAY THE TOW!

We're so confident our Town & Country tires will take you anywhere you wantto go...
in any kind of weather . .. we guarantee it. In writing. And since you won't always
be plowing through snowdrifts. we've designed 1n a nice touch by designing out
dry-pavement whine. We've added many more miles per tre, with Sup-R-Tuf —
Firestone's new long-lasting rubber. And now, we've added something else, Sup-R-Lon
—a totally new rire cord of vastly superior strength that won't thump. For worry-free

winter driving visit your nearby Firestone Dealer or Store.

Town & Country®, Sup-R-Tuf, Sup-R-Lon— Firestone T.M."s
The Firestone Town & Counery tire also carries a No-Limit, Nationwide Guarantee against defects in workmanship

and matcrials and most road hazards for the life of the original tread; replacements prorated on tread wear ac then current
Firestone prices. This guarantee is honored by 60,000 Firestone Dealers and Stores in the United States and Canada.

FREE! This sturdy ice scraper is yours for the asking at any Firestone Dealer or Store,




STAN HINDMAN

KEN HENSON BOB KOWALKOWSKI

RAY RISSMILLER CHARLES BROOKS

ROGER STAUBACH

60 GALE SAYERS JIM GRABOWSKI

TOMMY HARMON coucinuea

under Greasy Neale at Philadelphia. says, “Hilton blocks
well enough to be a good tight end. He has the speed.
the moves and the hands to be an excellent split end.
Above all. he’s got the desire to be great.”

1964 ALL-AMERICA TEAM

Split End—John Hilton, Richmond
Tackle—Archie Sutton. llinois
Guard—Stan Hindman, Mississippi
Center—Ken Henson, Texas Christian
Guard—Bob Kowalkowski. Virginia
Tackle—Ray Rissmiller, Georgia
Tight End—Charles Brooks. Memphis State
Quarterback—Roger Staubach, Navy
Flanker—L.arry Elkins. Baylor
Halfback—Gale Sayers. Kansas
Fullback—Jim Grabowski. lllinois

Cuuvck Brooks, Memphis State. Senior, 21. 6-4, 240
pounds. Oak Park, [llinois.

Some may regard Memphis State as a “minor™ team
but just ask anybody who plays the Tigers. They play
big-time foothall at Memphis State. l.ast year they didn’t
lose, and tied powerful Mississippi. The Tigers outscored
their foes by a 4.1 margin.

Brooks also has been drafted by the pros, St. Louis of
NFL (fifth round) and New York of AFL, so they know
all about his attributes. He’s a fine receiver, and his
circus catch in the end zone against Southern Mississippi
highlighted an unbeaten year.

Roger French, former Minnesota great and Memphis
State end coach, says, “Chuck has tremendous ability
and almost unlimited potential. He can be a great tight
end with the pros because of size and blocking ability.”

TACKLES

Ray RissMILLER, Georgia. Senior, 22, 6-4, 237 pounds.
Easton, Pennsylvania.

Ray came to Georgia as one of those precious all-
staters from Pennsylvania. He has lived up to the repu-
tation. He was all-Southeast conference as a freshman
and sophomore. Last year. he was slowed by ankle and
knee injuries. but the big man is sound again.

Rissmiller is the fastest tackle in Georgia history. He's
agile enough to play end. In fact. he caught a pass on a
tackle-eligible play against Miami last vear. One NFI.
scout called him the the best lineman | saw all season.”

Vince Dooley takes over as Georgia coach this season
and he liked what he saw in spring drills. “Rissmiller is
an All-American.” says Dooley. “He’s the fastest big
man | have ever seen. He has a tremendous initial punch
on offense and his great speed makes him outstanding on
downfield blocking assignments and punt coverage.”

ArcHie Sutton. llinois. Senior. 22, 6-4, 249 pounds.
New Orleans, Louisiana.

Just as important as Dick Butkus is on defense. this
young giant keys Illinois’ great line. Most interior line-

Continued on page 70
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They use HI-POWER shells...whatever the age!

HI-POWER shells are powerful and they
really reach out — Year after year, experi-
enced hunters depend upon HI-POWERS to
get their game. Year after year, young
hunters, new to the field, discover the
tremendous power and reach of Federal
HI-POWER shells.

But whatever the age, they both prefer
HI-POWERS and they both like Federal’s
famed HARD SHOT. (An extra measure of

All Federal HI-POWER 20 gauge shells are bright

yellow. You’ll never mistake them for another gauge.

antimony in each lead pellet means less
pellet deformation, truer flight and more
uniform patterns with better long-range
penetration.)

This fall, and whenever you hunt, get
the power and reach you want. Shoot HI-
POWERS for the best performance.
Available in 12, 16, 20, 28 and 410 gauges—
Maximum, Magnum and Superior Magnum
loads.

FEDERAL

Federal Cartridge Corporation, Minneapolis 2, Minnesota
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O Seventy miles out in the Gulf of Mexico
are three little sand bars and an old fort
that make up one of our most exciting and
least known National Parks [

Evbitor’s Note: Late last summer, our
boating editor, Eric Nyborg, announced
that he was about to borrow a nineteen-
foot Grady White powered by a single
MerCruiser 110-hp stern drive and head
for the Dry Tortugas. Despite all our
arguments about small craft having no
place in the open ocean, he went anyway.
Sometime later he was back, glowing
with sun tan and stories about the great-
est boating spot in the hemisphere.
“Well, get it down on paper,” we said.




And that’s the last we heard from him
about the subject.

Two weeks ago, his wife appeared in
the office with a fistful of typewritten
sheets. “Would you really like to know
what goes on during one of these cruises
that my husband is always writing up for
you? ” she asked.

We were fascinated, as you can imag-
ine. And so we present herewith her side
of the story—with this warning:' Remem-
ber, you cruising skippers, this could be
your wife talking about you!

T HAPPENS every year about May or
June. If it didn’t, I think I would begin
to doubt the reliability of Nature’s other
comforting habits, like the day following

BY BETTINA NYBORG

PHOTOGRAPHED BY ERIC NYBORS
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Continued

the night, or the spring the winter.
Come the first thaw, the salt water be-
gins to How through my husband’s veins;
and I know we will soon go down to
the sea again.

The signs of sea fever are easy to spot.
The dog-eared boating magazines be-
gin to pile up in a disorderly fashion on
the livingroom table. From time to
time, strange and expensive instruments
in handsome leather cases, custom-fitted
with red felt pockets, are brought out of
their special cupboard for rust inspec-
tion. But I really know it’s time to shut
off the newspaper and put the dogs in
the kennel when my normally affable,
almost chatty husband turns into the

prototype of Ye Olde Maine Fisherman.
It would be as easy to communicate
with Plymouth Rock. Only situations of
gravest import, like my overdrawing
the checking account, bring forth more
than a “yup” or “nope,” and these sound
as though his mouth were full of sca-
weed. Once “in character,” he is likely
any evening to appear with his arms so
full of long rolls of sea charts that he
has to kick the door shut with his heel.
Slam!
“Ever heard of the Dry Tortugas?”
This being the first time in days that
there has been even a glimmer of hope
for conversation, I answer gaily, “Is that
a disease, dear, (continued on page 81)

A Cannon balls were loaded into
this red-hot shot furnace, heated
until white-hot, then fired from can-
nons, starting fires in enemy ships.

< T'he original lighthouse, left, has
been replaced by a 160-foot tower,
on loggerhead key, and a Coast
Guard radio natigation station.

v q_'f// m < BT

.1

Gracdy-White Boat Company,
CGreencille, North Carolina, manu-
factures this MerCruiser powered
nineteen-footer used on voyage. »
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sportcoat from Cricketeer. The styling is natural
shoulder and the three buttons are of leather. $50.
His friend wears the classic all-woo! tweed black-
and-white herringbone sports coat. It's a natural
shoulder, three-button model from I|. Aaronson.
$35. The handler prefers an all-wool sports shirt
from Woolrich. It's washable, and pockets and
collar are fitted to match the over-all pattern. $12.

The pipesmoker wears a heather-hued Harris tweed g"""

ILLUSTRATED BY JOHN SCOTT

Y

THE WORLD'’S NO. 1
“MIRACLE FABRIC”

Wool is the oldest fabric known to man,
but it's still hard to beat
for all-around usefulness and versatility

By JUNIUS ADAMS

THE word “wool” according to an Act of Congress
passed in 1939, can be applied commercially only to
fibers from the flecce of the sheep and to hair from the
Angora and Cashmere goat, the camel, the alpaca, the
Hlama and the vicuna.

Wool is the most versatile textile we have. It is rela-
tively lightweight, vet offers excellent protection against
dampness and weather extremes. 1t is elastic and tends

66

to spring back into shape after being stretched or flat-
tened. It holds color well and can be made into an
almost infinite varicty of fabrics.

A unique characteristic of wool is its built-in crimp
or waviness. The fibers in wool yvarn never lie snug
against each other but are spaced well apart, thus cre-
ating countless tiny air pockets in every inch of varn.
Any fabric made of wool actually contains more air than
wool. Even the most tightlv woven worsted is sixty per
cent air, and some fluffier woolens are ecighty per cent.

The insulation provided by these air pockets is what
makes wool warm. What keeps it warm is the springi-
ness and resilient strength of the wool fibers. For in-
stance, a fluffy cotton blanket and a wool blanket of

ARGOSY



OCTOBER,

1964

“MIRACLE FABRIC”

equal weight will be equally warm wlen new. but
soon after they go into use, the cotton blanket will be-
come matted down and lose its warmth. whereas the
wool blanket will keep its warmth until it wears out.

Wool fibers are water-absorbent on the inside but
water-repellent on the outside. That is why the first
raindrops always seem to roll off vour coat without
soaking in. Wool is one of the best fabrics to wear in
wet weather, because it can absorb up to thirty per cent
of its weight in moisture without feeling damp.

Wool “breathes” water vapor, soaking up then releas-
ing both body perspiration and atmospheric dampness.
This fact, plus its insulating qualities, makes wool

« This autumny jacket is a multicolored Glen plaid
with dashes of olive, rust, blue and wine. It is
styled in the natural shoulder manner and has
three wooden buttons. From Stanley Blacker. $50.

The guy on the Honda has a jacket of all-wool
suede which has a shirttail bottom for easy mo-
bility. The side vents zip up all the way to the
armpits. It is wind- and water-repellent and made
by Zero King. $30. The chap giving directions wears
the Mainstreeter cardigan from Himalaya. $20.V
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“MI RACLE FABRIC" continued

A The guy on his way to a score wears the Bloke,
a classic crew-neck pull-over in a rich ruby color
from Himalaya. Made of 100 per cent American
wool, it retails for $30. His opponent is wear-
ing a white, all-wool turtleneck sweater with cable-
knit sleeves and body, by Fashion Hill. $20.

« This rugged all-wool shirttail jacket is the T-Man,
made by Fox Knapp. The jacket has a hood, a
drawstring collar, elasticized cuffs and heavy-duty
zipper. Lined with pile. Black or camel color. $23.

the ideal fabric to wear whenever abrupt weather or
temperature changes are expected. Arabs living in the
desert, for instance, wear wool turbans and burnooses
to protect themselves against both the intense heat of
the day and the sudden cold of the night. (No, we
don’t claim they’re comfortable wearing heavy wool in
the midday sun, just protected!)

Because of its affinity for moisture, wool accumulates
less static electricity than other fabrics and seldom
“sparks” or attracts dust and lint. It is also flame-
resistant, which is one reason wool rugs and blankets
are often used for smothering fires,

Wool manufacturers have been doing a lot of tinker-
ing with their product in recent years, and as a result,
wool clothing is becoming easier and easier to care
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“MIRACLE FABRIC”

for. We now have mothproof and soilproof fabrics, per-
manently creased slacks, machine-washable sweaters—
and other improvements are on the horizon.

But one thing that you won’t be seeing for a long,
long time is a machine-washable, no-pressing-needed
man’s suit.  Wool scientist Giles Hopkins says, “We
could make one, though it would take a bit of doing.
But we just don’t think anyvone really wants or needs
one right now.”

You can be sure of one fact, though. No matter how
many “miracle” fabrics are put on the market in the
vears to come, wool is here to stay. e o o

The Field Man is a waterproofed wool coat insulated
with dacron and lined with acetate satin. It has a
tab-collar closing for extra protection against wind,
side vents for freedom of movement, and large
pockets. It has fly-front closing so buttons do not
show. Bright red or camel. Mighty Mac. $45.p

One of our week-end lumberjacks sports a bright-
checked, all-wool, tuck-in shirt from Woolrich ($12),
while his partner prefers a satin-finished woo!
sweater by Himalaya called the Caterwauler ($25). ¥
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TOMMY HARMON continued from page 60

men are overlooked. Not Sutton. Pass rushing is his
specialty and he's ferocious with quarterbacks. He ap-
pears to hrush aside opposing hlockers with a giant
swipe. no matter if they double or triple-team him. Once
he reaches the passer. he's not gentle in his handling.

Says Pete Elliott: “Archie is big and moves quickly
for his size. He has played exceptional foothall for us.
We think this vear will be his greatest.”

GUARDS

Bos KowsLkowskr. Firginia. Junior. 6-3. 24) pounds.
New Kensington. Pennsylvania.

Boh K. is a Pennsylvania product who belies the rule.
He was not highly sought as a prep. He had to over-
come all kiuds of obstacles to become a star. He had just
205 pounds stretched over a six-foot-two frame when he
entered Virginia. He took care of that with a dedicated
weight program. He put on twenty pounds as a [resh-
man and added twenty more the uext year. Then he had
erade problems. and was declared ineligible. He took
care of that. too. and the following yvear made the Dean’s
honor list.

In one varsity vear. Bob has established  himsell
among the great Virginia linemen . .. and that list in-
cludes the fantastic Henry Jordan of the Packers and
Bob Miller of the Lions. Coach Bill Elias says: “Kowal-
kowski has the hest secondary reaction of any lineman
I've ever coached.™ Line coach Dixie Howell says: “Bob
ix one of those players who makes the others look like
they're not trying. My long-range prediction is that this
hoy will hecome an All-Pro lineman.”

Stax Hixonxiax, Wississippi. Junior, 19, 6-3. 230 pounds.
Newton. Mississippi.

When Ole Miss plays. there are no frills or fanflare.
All the Rebels do is win! Coach Johnny Vaught has a
fabulous record there. and he is not addicted to superla-
tives. When he talks about a player. it is usually name.
rank and serial number. When he talks about Stan
Hindman. Vaught sayx: “Stan is the finest lineman
we've ever had at Ole Miss.™

When Vaught will venture that far about a hoy after
only one xeason. he must really have the goods. Hindman
does. Any =oph who can step into the starting line at
Ole Miss has to be exceptional. Stan did it from the first
day. He made a play of national importance against
LSU. Joe Labruzzo. a track sprinter and LSU s Tastest
back. was off winging on an cighty-yard punt return.
Hindman chased him for sixty yards. collared him at the
one. From there. LSU failed to score and Mississippi
went on o a 37-3 victory. It figures that when your
hest back is nailed from hehind by a 230-pound lineman.
it's going 10 affeet the wind in your sails.

With two college seasons ahead of him. Stan Hindman
is a name you'll not bhe likely to forget.

CENTER

Kex Hexsox. Texas Christian. Senior, 21, 6-6, 255
pounds. San Angelo, Texas.

Down in the Southwest they call Henson the “Jolly
Green Giant.” He's the biggest center in TCU history
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. and the hest. He has already been drafted by both
the Los Angeles Rams and the Houston Oilers. There
might he a big signing war for Ken. The pros are drool-
ing over his ability to protect for the passer. his size and
his speed. He’s only twenty-one years old. and there's
every reason to believe he can play at 275 or 280 pounds.

TCU coach Abe Martin expects Ken to have a great
vear. “He can really move people out on offense.” says
Martin. “In fact. 1 don’t think I've ever scen a better
offensive center around these parts. He should move into
pro ball with case.”

Unlike most college centers who play lincbacker on
defense. Henson has heen employed as a middle guard at
TCU. Despite being buried on the inside. Ken has
averaged better than six tackles per game for the past
two vears. But it's on offense where he really is a force.
and films show he often moves two defenders at once 1o
open huge holes. The pros think that's about the best
habita center can have.

QUARTERBACK

Rocer Sravnacu. Navy. Senior, 22, 6-2. 192 pounds.
Cincinnati. Ohio.

Wavne Hardin. Navy's very frank foothall coach. in-
forms me that Roger Staubach will be even better in
196 1. If true. that means ten good foothall teams had
hetter start running for cover.

Roger was the Player of the Year in "63 by a margin
of several miles. He won virtually every award they
dizhed out. including the Heisman and Maxwell Trophies.
Bump Elliott of Michigan said. I don’t know when I've
scen a better foothall player.”™ Tom Nugent of Maryland
calls Staubach “the greatest quarterback of them all.”

I saw Roger play several times and 've never seen
anyone cqual his scrambling ability.  He can turn a
hroken-down play into a touchdown and a busted assign-
ment into a fifty-yard gain. He's not an orthodox drop-
hack passer. and for this reason the pros are a little shy
on his ability.  (The real reason they don’t talk about
him much is that Roger has the normal four-year service
obligation to fulfill. He has already heen drafted by
Dallas. but that was merely wishful picking by the
Cowhoys.)

As a college quarterback. there’s no question of
Roger’s ability. Last season he ran and passed for more
than 2.000 yards. He completed sixty-six percent of his
passex leading the country. He scored nine touchdowns
himsell. As a <ophomore. he completed sixty-cight per-
cent of his pass

Last xeason Navy had a 9-1 record. was the second
ranked team in the nation Chighest ever for the Acad-
emy ) and played Texas in the Cotton Bowl. Navy had a

<. again tops in the nation.

fine supporting cast. but it was mainly Roger’s doing.
He's a natural leader, has great intelligence. and ahove
all. he's a winner. Now Wayne Hardin says Staubach is
even better. and who can say Navy won’t be the best
team in the land? Not me . . . Roger the Dodger has
made me a believer.

HALFBACKS

Larry ELkins. Bavlor. Senior, 21, 6-1, 187 pounds.
Brownwood. Texas.

Larry is undobutedly the finest pass receiver in the
country. Even il a single-wing coach had him. Ull bet

continued on page 73



when 6 million
hoaters wanted

a quieter outhoard,
what do you think
happened to the
new Mercs?
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THE NEW MERCS

-« SO quiet, they sound like

New silence from SOUND engineering

Mercury engineering has developed a new silencing
system that makes the new Mercs sound like they're
far away. The new four- and six-cylinder Mercs are
actually 509, quieter.

Anyone can silence a motor by wrapping enough fat
padding around it but we didn’t want to sacrifice
Merc’s slim, trim lines ... or performance. Merc’s
silencing system required redesigning, new engineering
. .. from top to bottom. Here’s how we did it:

B New Mercs have a sound capsule cowling (metal,
not plastic) that is elastically isolated from both the
powerhead and the drive shaft housing. This fire-
proof cowling does not ‘broadcast” the sound from
the engine.

B All connections for control cables and fuel hoses
are wnside the capsule and the openings are sealed
with neoprene closures. The sound from the power-
head is effectively trapped inside the cowling.

B Mercury used a completely new principle . . . a wall
of water . .. to silence the exhaust. The engine’s dis-
charged cooling water is used to surround Merc’s new
internal exhaust pipe and prevent exhaust noise from
escaping through the drive shaft housing.

B This same wall of water, pressing against the sides
of the drive shaft housing, damps out the sound re-
sulting from mechanical vibration.

B Mercury'’s exclusive Jet-Prop was all-important to
this new silencing system. Exhaust gases and sound
are now carried directly from the powerhead, down
the internal exhaust pipe and out through the Jet-
Prop . . . where they are unceremoniously buried deep
underwater.

B Merc’s Dyna-Float, aircraft-type suspension system
keeps vibration from passing through the clamp
brackets to the boat.



ARE 50% QUIETER

they’re far hehind your hoat

@ And to top it off, the new Mercs have an elastically
isolated steering arm to prevent sound from traveling
out through the steering mechanism to the boat.
Yes, the new Mercs are 509, quieter but it couldn’t
have been done with an ordinary outboard. It had to
start with the engine:

B In-line 4- and 6-cylinder design with inherent
smooth balance.

B Small bore and short stroke with smaller and
lighter pistons, connecting rods and wrist pins for
lower disturbing forces.

B Offset wrist pins that eliminate piston slap.

B Smaller partswith tighter fits throughout the engine.
B Power-Dome combustion chambers that ‘‘squish”
the fuel-air mixture and smooth out combustion
roughness.

B Flex-plate flywheels that reduce the normal working
noises of the crankshaft.

B Internal reed valves...sealed inside the crank-
case to make them quiet.

B Full-Jeweled construction throughout the engine.

More power from SOUND engineering

The silencing of the Merc is just part of the news for
1965. Mercury has a brand new 90 hp outboard ...

the Merc 900. The fuel economy of this powerful new
Merc surpasses competitors’ 90’s and even competitors’
75 hp outboards. In power at the prop, it is second only
to the 100 hp Merc 1000. And, of course, it has Merc’s
new silencing system.

All of the 1965 Mercs have been restyled and the
higher horsepower models have a lower profile. New
engineering, such as smoother-action gearshifts, water
pumps with tremendous saltwater resistance, new reed
valves, and redesigned cowls, drive shaft housings and
exhaust systems make the 1965 Mercs the newest
in outboarding.

Sound engineering at Mercury again brings you the
highest horsepower, the widest selection of power and
the greatest fuel economy ...in outboards that are
509, quieter. You'll get more boating fun and even
more RUN for your money with the 1965 Meres . . .
100, 90, 65, 50, 35, 20, 9.8, 6 and 3.9 horsepower.

— erew

s
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Whoever heard of skiing all day on $1.23 worth of fuel?

That's about what the fuel costs will run for an average
day's skiing when you have a MerCruiser 1 stern drive
powered by a 60 hp Rover diesel. The MerCruiseRover is
the first low priced diesel stern drive available for pleasure
boats. The engine made its reputation in the Land Rover
... now it has gone to sea.

Round-the-clock running at Lake X gave a fuel consumption
figure of only 2.1 gallons per hour. A careful 70-hour fuel
log on our demonstration boat, simulating ski conditions
(full throttle, cruising, idling) showed a fuel consumption
figure of only one gallon per hour. .. about 16 cents worth.

There are two reasons for this fuel bargain . . . one you can
see in the photo, one you can’t. The firstis: nothing surpasses
a diesel for fuel economy ... diesels are about 50¢; more
thermally efficient than gasoline engines. .. and dockside,
diesel fuel is only about 15-17 cents per gallon. The Mer-
CruiseRover diesel gives you other advantages too...no
carburetor to adjust. . . no spark plugs or points to replace
(and no radio interference) . . . no explosion hazard . . . lower
insurance rates . . . high thrust at low speeds . . . and there’s
hardly anything more dependable than Land Rover power.
But let's not forget the second reason for that $1.23-a-day
figure . . . MerCruiser stern drive,

MerCruiser stern drives have no fixed shaft, strut, rudder,
and skeg to damage or cause drag. The MerCruiser's drive
unit is built like an outboard ... with the same impact
protection and propulsion efficiency. Propeller thrust is
parallel to the plane of motion instead of angled downward
as with conventional inboards...on the same boat, with
the same hp, MerCruisers are considerably faster.

Exhaust gases are fired through the hub of MerCruiser's
exclusive Jet Prop into the vacuum pocket in the center of
the propeller slip-stream. Engine breathing is improved,
underwater drag reduced, and noise and fumes buried far
aft of the boat ... (a good place for diesel fumes).

MerCruiser stern drives have a smooth, one-piece lower unit
housing to assure a solid streamlined flow of water to the
propeller at all speeds. A four-position tilt adjustment allows
the angle of propeller thrust to be varied to achieve the best
planing angle for maximum speed and riding comfort.

MerCruisers give you dual shock absorbers to absorb the
kick-up energy from impact with submerged objects...a
safety tilt switch to prevent engine over-revving during
kick up...and, no shear pins to fail. Single-hole
installation, with all controls inside the bhoat, is neater,
stronger, and leakproof.

See one of the more than 3000 dealers selling MerCruiser.
Let him show you MerCruiser power packages with either
diesel or gasoline engines. And remember, whichever one
vou choose, your boat will get a real ‘kick-in-the-stern.”

More people buy MerCruiser
than all other stern drives combined.

IMERY RUISER

110. 120. 150, 190, 225. and 310 hp STERN
o . DRIVE
gasoline; 60 hp diesel
Me tboards, 3.9 to 100 h BOWER
rcury outboards, 3.9 to P PACKAGES

© 1964, KiekhaeferCorporation, Fond du Lac, Wisconsin, and Toronto.
Subsidiary of Brunswick Corporation.
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he'd switch to a pro-type seven formation instantly and
put him at flanker. 1'd love to start my team with Elkins

. and worry about everything else later.

Coach John Bridgers calls Elkins the “finest college
receiver 've ever seen. He's got the same moves and
speed of Del Shofner.”™ Bridgers is a former pro coach
with Baltimore. o the comparison is noteworthy. Arkan-
sax coach Frank Broyles admits they tried to cover Elkins
with three men. “We still couldn’t get the job done.”
savs Brovles.

Larry led the nation in pass receiving last year. His
seventy catches set an all-time NCAA record. He had
the great Don Trull on the other end. and the combina-
tion was deadlyv. Elkins caught twelve against national-
champion Texas and ten cach against Arkansas. TCU
and Texas A&M. He's also a fine defender; he ran
sixty-nine vards with an interception and ninety-two
vards with a punt against TCU.

Larry does something all passers love to see in their
receivers. He faithfully runs out cach pattern, keeping
the play alive even when the passer gets in trouble.
That's  how bhreakdowns turn into improvised long
gains. and it's a knack that Raymond Berry of the Colts
taught Flkins.

Larry is a versatile athlete who was all-state in foot-
hall and basketball. a fine half-miler and once turned
down a $25.000 honus as a baseball pitcher. | don't
think he’ll regret it. Larry Elkins is a name you’ll be
hearing in foothall for many years to come.

GALE SAYERS. Aansas. Senior, 21, 6-0, 191 pounds.
Omaha. N ebraska.

Heres another repeater from our team last year, and
any coach would relish the thought of having Sayers as
his running back. In his two seasons at Kansas, Gale has
averaged 7.12 and 6.95 yards per carry. He has already
gained more than 2.000 yards in his career, the first
underclassman in Big Eight history to do it.

Missouri coach Dan Devine calls Sayers “the best
running hack in America. 1 said it before and I'm sure
the same will hold true this year. That’'s what I'm
worried about.”

Tom Vaughn. lowa State’s great runner, says of his
rival. “He's by Tar the best back in our league.”™

Wardell Hollis. Oklahoma State halfback, was asked
who was the toughest man in the Big Eight to bring

down. Said Hollis: I don’t have to think. . . . [t's Gale
Sayers. The higgest problem is just trying to get to him.”

Don Klosterman. chiel of talent for Kansas City of the
AFL and a man whose opinion | respect, calls Sayers “the
second best runner in football.”™ That statement takes in
a lot of talent this side of Jimmy Brown, and | think
Gale will settle for the distinction. | know | would.

FULLBACK

Jizt Grasowski. lkinois. Junior, 20, 6-2, 207. Chicago,
Hlinois.

Picking the All-American fullback was as rugged a
task as any assignment on this twenty-two-man dream
squad. This may he the Year of the Quarterback, Part
. but the country is equally loaded with gifted full-
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backs. Jim Grisham of Oklahoma isx asx good as they
come: Jim Nance of Syracuse is a dandy. and North
Carolina claims Ken Woolard is second to none.

I saw enough of Jim Grabowski in one varsity season
to put him at the head of this exclusive class. Jim ix a
power fullback. the kind every college and pro coach
loves to have. He’s a throwback to the Marion Motley
type. the guy who can bust up the middle for three vards

. . or break away for thirty.

Grabowski’s sophomore season was remarkable. He
tied for the Big 10 scoring championship and his rnshing
total at lllinois was the highest since J. ). Caroline set
the record in 1953. Jim helped Illinois capture the Big
10 title, and he was sensational in the Rose Bowl game.
winning the coveted Player of the Game Trophy. It was
quite a start to what should be a brilliant football career.

DEFENSIVE TEAM
ENDS

Remi PrubHoMME, LSU. Senior, 22, 6-3, 245 pounds.
Opelousas. Louisiana.

Ever since Paul Dietzel hung that famous “Chinese
Bandits™ tag on them. the Tigers have been a ferocious
defensive ball club. Best of the lot in ’64 is Remi Prud-
homme (pronounced PREWD-um). Remi might be the
best pass rusher in the country. He has very quick lat-
eral movement and pursuit. he’s frequently in on plays
on both sides of the field.

A tackle in college, Prudhomme is perfectly suited to
play end in the pros’ four-man front. He's extremely
strong, and with his long reach, he is a menace to oppos-
ing passers. Has a knack [or knocking down passes as
soon as they leave the quarterback’s hand. Remi was
voted LSU’s top player in the Bluebonnet Bowl—and
should carry on from there, in '61.

RaLpH NEeLY, Oklahoma. Senior, 20, 6-6, 243 pounds.
Farmington, New Mexico.

We had Neely on our Arcosy team last year, as an
offensive tackle. and he certainly didn’t disappoint any-
hody, least of all Oklahoma coaches and fans. The pros
feel defense is his top spot and he should have a big
future. He's as strong as they come in football, and at
twenty, no doubt he’s still growing. What about speed?
Well, he has been clocked in 10.7 for 100 yards. wearing
football cleats and shoulder pads. There can’t be many
questions about necessary speed after that.

Neely is quick and aggressive, perfect for the wide
spot in the front line. He says the most fun in football
is playing against a real tough opponent across the line.
“It’s fun to see who's hetter, you or him. It makes vou a
better player.” That sounds like a future pro star talking.

Leon Cross, an All-America guard at Oklahoma in
1962 and now an assistant at Army. says. “l've never
seen Neely blocked; I've never even seen him on the
ground!”

TACKLES

Harry ScHuwu, Memphis State. Senior, 21, 6-3, 270
pounds. Feasterville, Pennsylvania.

“Litte” Memphis State has really jolted people in
recent years. They haven't lost in seventeen games and
last season held powerful Mississippi to a scoreless tic.
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Memphis State ranked third in the nation in total de-
fense last year. and the key man was Schuh.

Harry was an allstate high school fullback in Penn-
sylvania. At Memphis State, he kept growing and Coach
Billy Murphy moved him to tackle. “He has been con-
sistently ereat for us.” says Murphy. “He’ll be at the top
of the lists when the pros start to draft.”

Oakland scout John Wallace calls Schuh “the hest
lineman in the country.”

Fullback Dave Casinelli. Memphis State star. said.
“Schuh can almost personally wipe out one side of an
entire line. Running behind him was a real pleasure.”

Steve DeLoNG. Tennessee. Senior, 21, 6-3, 243 pounds.
Norfolk, Virginia.

For two straight years, the coaches in the South-
castern conference have named Del.ong the best defen-

1964 ALL-AMERICA TEAM

End—Ralph Neely, Oklahoma
Tackle—Steve DeLong, Tennessee
Tackle—Harry Schuh, Memphis State
End—Remi Prudhomme, LSU

Qutside Linebacker—Ray Popp. Pittshurgh
Middle Linebacker—Dick Butkus, 1llinois
Qutside Linebacker—Malcolm Walker, Rice
Tailback—Tom Vaughn, lowa State
Halfback—Don Anderson, Texas Tech
Safety—Tucker Frederickson, Auburn
Safety—George Donnelly. Illinois

* Player of Year—Dick Butkus, Illinois
National Champions—Illinois

sive lineman in the league. That’s instant praise in that
rugged conference, and Steve merits the applause. After
new coach Doug Dickey had seen DeLong only in spring
practice, he knew he had a gem. “He’s an All-American,”
said Doug. “It was absolutely impossible for our players
to block him.”

DeLong is rated very high as an all-around football
player by pro scouts, but will probably be more impor-
tant on defense. He uses his hands extremely well, has
good agility and speed. Steve will be the key man in
Tennessee’s line this year and can handle the respon-
sibility. His teammates have already elected him cap-
tain, a tribute not only to his ability. but to his leader-
ship qualities as well.

LINEBACKERS

Dick Burtkus, lllinois. Senior, 22, 6-3, 237 pounds.
Chicago, lllinois.

The full measure of Butkus’ ability can be gleaned
from a startling NFL trade this spring. Shrewd Vince
Lombardi of the Green Bay Packers traded his great
center, Jim Ringo, and fullback Earl Gros to Philadelphia
for a man named Lee Roy Caffey and a future draft
choice.

I's more than rumor that Lombardi did this just to
get his hands on Dick Butkus. He gambled on a low
Philadelphia finish (and a high pick in the draft) to
beat the other clubs to Butkus.

ARGOSY



Is the Hlinois linehacker that good? He certainly is.
He's my long-range choice to win the Heisman trophy
this vear and again make every All-American team in
the land. (P.S. The only one he didn’t make last year
was the Methodist All-America. Dick is a Catholic.)

Butkus averaged an amazing fourteen tackles a game
last vear. He's exceptional on pass defense and has great
range. He was a key man in llinois’ march to Big 10
title and Rose Bowl victory. When the team needs pre-
cions yardage on offense. Dick goes in and opens the
hole. He's a real leader. and has been elected a co-captain
for ‘61. Woody Hayes calls him “a great player™ and
coach Pete Elliott sayx flatly. “Dick Butkus is the finest
all-around foothall plaver I've ever coached.”

Rw Porve. Piusburgh. Senior, 21, 6-1, 225 pounds.
Monongahela. Pennsylvania.

Pitt coach John Michelosen told me he thinks Popp
will he the school's greatest linebacker since Joe Schmidt.
That's saying plenty. for Schmidt was an All-American
at Pitt in 1952 and since then has heen an all-time pro
areat with the Detroit Lions.

Popp eame to Pitt as a fullback. was switched to
guard and linebacker as a sophomore.

Being an ex-fullback has helped Popp. “He can really
smell a play coming. That’s his greatest asset,” says
Michelosen. ““He’s developed into one of the best plavers
[ have ever coached.™

The New York Giants agree. They drafted him last
vear as a “future.”

Marcory WALKER. Rice. Senior. 200 6-4. 245 pounds.
Dallas. Texas.

Last year. Texax hogged most of the headlines in the
Southwest conference with its unbeaten Number One
team. And its great tackle. Scott Appleton. got most of
the space devoted to outstanding linemen.

But there are plenty of folks who think Malcolm
Walker has been the best lineman in the rugged South-
west conference for the past two years. He was the top
soph in the league in 1962 and last year had an even
hetter season.  He probably would have been an All-
American had not Appleton grabbed everyone’s eye.

Walker is one of the strongest athletes Rice has ever
had. He's remarkably agile; he was a basketball stand-
out in high school and asx a freshman. Even now. with
relaxed platooning rules. he will probably play hoth ways.

Jess Neely. dean of coaches in Southwest who's start-
ing his twenty-fifth year at Rice. says. “*Malcolm Walker
is one of the finest lineman we've ever had. He is out-
standing on hoth offense and defense. And he’s one of
our captains. which speaks highly for his leadership.”

DEFENSIVE BACKS

Dox Axperson. Texas Tech. Junior. 19. 6-3. 200 pounds.
Stinnett. Texas.

In the Southwest conference. they compare Anderson
to men like Doak Walker and Kyle Rote—and those are
sacred pronouncements. As a sophomore last season. he
was almost too good to helieve. He was second in the
conference in rushing (bhehind Texas” Tommy Ford).
first in kickoff returns. third in punting. sixth in total
offense. Don’s coach. J. T. King. puts his versatility this
way: “The boy simply can do everything. He's just like
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Doak Waiker wax. If he has an ofl day running. he'll
heat vou on defense. I he's on in that department. he'll
beat you with his punting. Hes at his best when un-
der pressure.”

Frank Brovles. Arkansas coach. calls Ande son “the
finest young back we've seen in the conference i a
long time.”

Darrell Royal. Texas: “"Anderson has more good moves
on defense than anyone I've seen.”

Don ix a junior. but draft-cligible this vear. Watch for
the pros to grah him fast as a hrilliant ~“future.”

Toxt Vaveny. lowa State. Senior, 21.5-11, 195 poundss.
Trov. Ohio.

You've probably heard of Tom Vaughn. the Cyclone
tailback. He's a throwback to the sixty-minute ironman
and all-around player. He has scored eighteen touch-
downx in two seasons and hax run for 1.100 yards.

So it's hard to believe that Vaughn is even better on
defense. Says coach Clay Stapleton: “Tom is the best
defensive back | have ever coached . . . and the finest
all-around player | have ever been associated with.”

Vaughn has played five sixty-minute games in nine-
teen so far. He has averaged better than fifty minutes
in the others. His eighteen touchdowns have averaged
better than twenty-five yards—so he knows what to do
with that hall. Bud Wilkinson and Eddie Crowder have
hoth lauded Vaughn . . . and that's good enough for me.

GrorcE: DoNNELLY. [llinois. Senior. 22.6-3. 191 poundss.
DeRalb. Nlinois.

Illinois™ march to victory last year was led hy a great
defense. 1t wax Dick Butkus leading the front troops
and George Donnelly protectiug the rear. So well did
Donnelly do his joh that only twice all year did anvone
score on lllini from beyond the ten-yard line.

Donnelly is the wild card in Ilinois® defense. He
replaces the quarterback as soon as the ball changes
hands. He has great speed. and pro scouts like his ability
to range from sideline to sideline. He's great at diag-
nosing plays and coming up quickly to stop runs. George
intercepted two passes as the lllini heat Washington in
the Rose Bowl.

Pete Elliott says. *He's our leader in the defensive
backfield. Over the last two seasons. George has heen
the most reliable safety man in the Big Ten.”

Trexer FreneriexsoN. dubwrn. Senior. 21, 0-2. 213
pounds. Hollvicood. Florida.

The full name is Ivan Charles Frederickson . . . and
vou'll be hearing it plenty. Keith Molesworth of Balti-
more says. “Frederickson was ready for the pros when
he was a sophomore.”™ Another scout feels he can play
any of five positions with the pros. All scem to agree
the young man is a cinch first-round draft choice.

Tucker is a logical choice at one of the important
safety spots. He plays the position superbly. often makesx
as many tackles at the line as the linemen do. He is
Auburn’s leading pass interceptor and surest tackler.
He won the 1963 Jacohs Trophy. awarded annually to
the best blocker in the Southeastern conference.

Built perfectly to be a fine defensive back. Tucker
is strong (a shotputter on track team) and fine runner
on offense. o o o
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be available to hunters in this decade, and to future
generations as well.

The daring plan was conceived fourteen years ago by
the officials of the New Mexico Game and Fish Depart-
ment. To start things rolling, they liberated fifty-two
Barbary sheep in the wilds of their state’s Canadian
River Canyon. The unprecedented release was a bomb-
shell that caused frenzied speculation among game man-
agers in neighboring states, and consternation among
certain naturalists, who predicted that these hardy and
aggressive sheep would soon overrun the entire country
and become a nuisance. Arizona game authorities went

so far as to state flatly that they would shoot any

Young female Kudu at Rio Grande Zoo.
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Barbaries that happened to wander across their borders.

But the sheep kept to their rocky canyon which, though
it is not elk habitat, is excellent deer country. The Bar-
baries have been no threat to the deer population; deer
herds have increased, in fact, since the Barbaries were
introduced. The Barbaries have increased as well. By
1962, their number was estimated at 1,500, a remarkable
growth. In the eight years since hunting has been per-
mitted, 254 of the
shot. Sportsmen who have hunted them in both places

big-horned fellows have been
say they are just as difficult to hunt in their adopted New
Mexico as they are in their native Libya and Algeria.

Although the Barbary-sheep transplant was a complete
success, such imports are viewed with alarm by the *‘pur-
ists” among nature lovers, who hold to the theory that
the introduction of foreign species will upset the balance
of North American wild life, and create general mayhem
among our critters.

They seem to forget that several “foreigners" were
brought into the United States in the 1880s, among
them the Chinese ringneck pheasant, the Hungarian and
chukker partridge, and the European brown trout. These
newcomers took to their new environment quicker than you
can say “Nature Boy,” and for a half century have been
furnishing sport for millions of hunters and fishermen.
They neither crowded the existing wild-life population

nor deprived any native American species of its habitat.

N ew Mexico's controversial program for importing
African game has far greater implications than mere-
ly adding variety to the sportsman’s bag. It may be the
only means of saving a few species from total extinction—
a possibility that is imminent and certain. The African
game picture is a cloudy one. When the colonial powers
pulled out of the country, ending long years of careful
game management and protection of preserves, the natives
went on a crazy killing spree that has already wiped out
several once-common species. With freedom, and the easy
acquisition of firearms once denied them, the tribesmen,
never troubled with thoughts of conservation, will rapidly
exterminate what remains of the game herds, and Africa
as an animal kingdom will cease to be.

In view of this, it is difficult to reconcile the reasoning
of the purists, who fear that domestic wild life will be-
come ‘‘tainted” if it comes in contact with foreign ani-
mals. Conversely, most game experts believe the imports
will make a valuable if radical change in the game re-
sources of this nation, and fill an empty spot in the
ecological picture.

Before New Mexico released its Barbaries, a few ranch-
ers in that state and in Texas had acquired small herds
for their private use. Hawaii has also done so. These
were timely importations. because today., the Barbary
sheep is rarely sighted in his native North African habi-
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tat, whereas a few years ago, he existed in the millions.

The New Mexico planners were aware long ago that
Africa’s animal population was dwindling fast; still, they
waited a decade to give their sheep experiment a fair
trial and prove the pessimists wrong before they went
after other exotic animals. In 1960, the end of the ten-
year trial period, they authorized the importation of the
Nubian ibex, ancestor of the domestic goat. This desert
ibex seemed well suited to the arid country of southern
New Mexico.

They ran into their first snafu—lack of Nubians. This
animal, that once roamed all over North Africa, had be-
come almost a myth. Crews, sent to the Red Hills of the
Sudan where countless ibex should have been found. re-
ported none at all. They tried Ethiopia, but here, too,
the little Nubian nanny was extremely rare. No Ameri-
can zoos have any one species in large enough quantities
to permit withdrawals for breeding purposes.

The problem was solved only by settling for a substi-
tute—in this case, the Siberian ibex from the deserts of
Mongolia. The game officials made arrangements with
F. ]J. Zeehandelaar. a wild-animal importer of New York,
to supply these. There was no gamble involved here.
since the Siberian variety is as adaptable to the New
Mexico climate and terrain as the Nubian. Both are ac-
customed to the weather extremes of high desert country.
The air of southwestern New Mexico, where the ibex will
eventually be released, has little thermal capacity, and
chills rapidly after sundown. Hot summers and cold
winters are the rule in both regions.

The Siberian ibex was the only animal found in abun-
dance. It inhabits much of the mountain mass of Central
Asia, occurring in various subspecies from northeast of
Lake Baikal southwesterly across Asia to the Persian
Gulf and the Indian Ocean. There are several subspecies

in Europe.

dult males weigh up to 150 pounds. A fleet runner
and prodigious jumper, this little goat should provide
hunters with excellent sport.

Very little sport was enjoyed by crews sent to round up
animals in Africa. Most of their time was spent in fruit-
less searching and weeks of weary driving over rough,
blazing hot plains. They had to contend with violent
storms that halted all movement, bogging down vehicles
and washing out roads. Once a flash flood overturned a
truck loaded with crated animals, killing several which
were hard to replace.

Since negotiations to obtain these animals had been
long and tedious, involving unbelievable amounts of
paper work, cables, radio-telephone calls and personal
contacts, the planners were dismayed to learn of new
difficulties. First of these was the discovery that all
cloven-hoofed animals had to be held in quarantine for

OCTOBER, 1964

sixty days in the place of their origin before being shipped.
This is to permit a thorough examination by veteri-
narians. The ruling was set up by the U.S. Department
of Agriculture in its efforts to prevent the spread of
foreign-animal disease, and it is a good rule, although a
time killer. And there was more. Upon arrival in the
States, the newcomers must spend another thirty days in
the holding pens near Clifton, New Jersey. for a second
and final check.

Exasperating delays in the planners’ program—but
nothing compared to what was to come. Another regula-
tion had gone into effect just prior to the impoits and.
for a time, threatened to scuttle the whole plan. It was
learned that all cloven-hoofed animals brought into the
United States had to go to approved zoos only. and re-
main the rest of their lives! Under no circumstances
could they be released. Blood pressures rose to the boil-
ing point at this news, until the fine print in the ruling
was read. The prohibition did not apply to the offspring
of the zoo “lifers.” They could be set free as soon as

they were able to forage for themselves.

Eight Siberian ibex are now living the easy life in the
Albuquerque Zoo. and the game officials are praying
for numerous progeny. The strict rule that makes only
the offspring of ungulates eligible for release will delay
the program a couple of years. but that's better than no
animals at all, and may prove the difference between
survival and extinction for the species involved.

Throughout their program. the New Mexicans have
selected animals that have reached near-extinction in
their native land, and that are capable of easy adapta-
tion in America. The greater kudu and the southern oryx
fall into this category.

In 1962, a crew headed by Walter Schulz, an animal
importer of Okahanja, Southwest Africa, rounded up
fourteen kudu on the fringes of the dreadful Kalahari
Desert, where this animal, among others, is making its
last stand. Once seen in vast herds all over South Africa
from the Indian Ocean to the Atlantic, these beautiful
animals have become alarmingly scarce. Even in the re-
mote Kalahari region, native bushmen hunters, now often
armed with guns instead of their ancient poisoned arrows
and spears, are making heavy inroads.

For a century, the South Africans have been destroying
millions of kudu, apparently in the belief that the supply
would never end. Remnants of a few herds were saved
on preserves and in parks set up by colonial governments,
but even in these protected areas, native poachers took a
deadly toll. Today, there is no protection.

The kudu grows to about the size of our elk and its
meat makes good eating. It can live in country where
most animals would perish. It can go for weeks without

water, and might become fairly plentiful again in its
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Kalahari hideout, if native hunters prac-
tice moderation in their slaughter.

Capturing a kudu, which can outrun a
race horse for a short distance, is a task
calling for special skills. Once located, the
animal is forced onto the open plain, where
a fast car takes over. It's like calf-roping
from a Land Rover. A noose at the end
of a long pole is dropped over the neck of
the fleeing kudu, The fun really begins
when the struggling captive is forced into
the waiting crate. This brings out the
devil in all ereatures. The crated animals
are then hauled by truck to Okahanja,
where they are held in quarantine for the
required time, and then are put on board
a ship.

Only the male kndu has horns, and
these are great, twisting spirals. His coat
is sooty gray with vertical light stripes and
he has a white slash across the face much
like a Hindu caste mark. He is a fabulous
jumper and, though he’s docile and pre-
fors to run away from danger, he will de-
fend himself with ferocity it cornered.

The South African oryx or gemshok was
chosen because it was well suited to its
foture American home, and because it, too,
is rapidly disappearing. Unlike the gentle
kudu, the gemsbok, male or female, is a
formidable  fighter.  Both  sexes  possess
sharp, saberlike horns that rise vertically
from above the eyes, and both know how
to wicld them. It is not uncommon for the
oryx to kill a lion by impaling him on its
horns, though this amounts to suicide, be-
cause the lion in his death throes will dis-
embowel the oryx with his raking claws.

These short-tempered  creatures have a
unique  plan - of attack  when  enemies
threaten. A herd of females, yearlings and
young, when faced by a leopard or wild
dog pack, lets out a great hellow which
hunters report sounds  like a lion’s roar,
and which has a paralyzing eflect on the
cnemy.  Presenting a bristling front of
lowered  horns  and  sharp-hoofed — front
feet, they launch their attack, and any ani-
mal in their path is gored.

The oryx is fairly content in captivity,
but due regard must be taken of its poten-
tial dangerousness. The male is a rapid

grower and at cighteen months is as big as
his mother. Full-grown, he weighs up to
600 pounds, and his spectacular horns
make coveted trophies.

Fighting for a precarious existence
around the Kalahari Desert, where, like
the kudu, he has been driven, the oryx is
a favorite prey of the bushmen who pursue
him with semiwild dogs and down him
with a poisoned arrow or spear. A family
of bushmen will gorge themselves on the
carcass until it is wholly constuned.

An odd thing about both the oryx and
the kudu is that yon wever see a skinny
one.  Like the zebra in this respect, they
are usually fat no matter what the time of
vear or what condition the food supply.
Scarcity of food and water is common in
the Kalahari, where it sometimes does not
rain for two or three years. \When graze
burns  out, the oryx  digs  underground
for a large tuber or a wild melon which
will supply him with food and drink.

There is no doubt that the oryx or gems-
bok will provide American hunters with
thrilling sport. The veteran hunter knows
that moose and elk will sometimes attack
a man, and cven a wounded deer will do
so on occasion. But the oryx is in a class
by itself when it comes to doing battle.
He docesn’'t have to be wounded or cor-
nered to make his move.

Walter Schulz and his crew  captured
fiftcen gemsbok by the noose method, but
had several killed when their truck over-
turned.  Eight of the animals arrived in
New York in June, 1963, and, after their
thirty-day sojourn in Clifton, New Jersey,
were shipped to the  Albuquerque  Zoo.
The  kudu arrived  three months  later.
These animals will live in the Albuquerque
Zoo under carefully supervised conditions
and their progeny will be placed in spe-
cial holding pens until time of release.

It appears now that about five years will
be necessary to acguire enough young to
begin setting them free. The only definite
release site that has so far been cleared

with  both private land owners and  the
administrators  of  public lands are the
Florida Mountains near Deming, New

Mevico. The game department is prepar-

“I don’t care if he did chew up your slippers, you didn’t
have to shout at him like that!”
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ing a mile-square holding pen at Redrock,
on the Gila River, southwest of Silver City,
New Mexico. This is wild, sparsely scttled
country not far from the sprawling, heau-
tiful Gila Wilderness arca.

Regulations for future hunting of Afri-
can garne have not been ammounced, but
it is presumed that they will he somewhat
similar to the laws now in cffect for Bar-
bary sheep. Hunting licenses cost residents
520, nonresidents  $100.  Huonters  are
cligible to shoot Barbaries only if their
names come up in the drawing of permits,
Fees are returned to those who  fail to
draw a permit. This is a fair arrangement
and everyone's happy. One thing is sure,
whatever fees are imposed on hunters in
the African Strip, they will he insignificant
compared to the cost of an African safari.

Ne\\' Mexico was the first state to ini-
tiate a program to import new game
animals, but experiments along similar lines
are said to be quictly under way in some
other Southwestern states. The Phoenix,
Arizona, Zoo acquired all the remaining
Arabian oryxes.  These consins of  the
gemsbok are really scarce: fewer than ten
are known to exist anywhere in the world.
What will he their fate? In a recent letter,
Bill Sizer. Chief of the Information and
Education Division, Arizona CGame  and
Fish Department, had this to say:

“I can’t speak with any certainty about
the latest acquisition of the Phoenix Zoo
or just what their plans are for the ani-
mals they have acquired. The Arizona
Game and Fish Department has no plans
to import African animals to be released
as game.

But what abont the offspring of the
Arabian oryxes? In time, they will become
numerous.  Perhaps then the New Mexico
game  commissioners may  purchase  them
for release in the Strip. Or some other
border state may do so.

There is no overcrowding of game along
the border. There are several counties in
West Texas, especially in the Big Bend
country, that could support a greater popu-
lation of wild life.

In Southern California, still other de-
velopments are  under  way to  increase
game.  Maurice Machris, a wealthy mem-
ber of the International Shikar-Safari Club,
is making strenuous eflorts to establish a
large game farm. If these plans materi-
alize, the farm may be used to breed
tropical  African animals for release on
California’s vast Mojave and other desert
stretches. This would be ideal terrain for
several warmth-loving species of the South
African littoral; it now supports little
animal life of any consequence, if we ea-
cept a few small deer, horned toads, gila
monsters and sidewinders.

To be sure, the African Strip is little
more than a dream at this time, but a few
years hence, it may be a living reality. All
it takes to make it so is a common-sense
examination of the facts and co-operation
among the game people of other states.
They’ll have to hurry, or there will bhe no
animals left.

New Mexico has the nucleus of the
Strip, whether or not other states fall in
line. It will be the place where Americans
may go on an African safari right in their
own back yard—perhaps the only African
game preserve left on earth. e o o



THE DRY TORTUGAS

Continued from page 65
or one of those new drinks made with
cranberry juice?”’
I might have saved my breath. Not
ceven a smile, or a friendly crack on the

jaw.

The charts are laid end to end on the i
living-room floor, the ends weighted down |

with table lighters, ash trays, etc. One of
the precious instruments called “dividers”
is put to work.

“Reckon the Tortugas lic about seventy
miles duce west of Key West. Last of the
coral islands that make up the Florida
keys. Main key has an old abandoned
fort on it named VFort Jelferson. It was
originally constructed to protect the ship-

ping in the Gulf, but was later made into |

a Federal prison. Dr. Mudd was im-
prisoned there for setting the leg of Lin-
coln’s assassin.

“These keys arc now a national park,
but not many people secem to know about
them. Maybe one reason they don’t is
that the only way to get there is by boat
or seaplane, though the Government flies
in supplies to the Rangers by helicopter.
There’s no fresh water, food, gasoline or
any accommodations.”

Iinthusiasm  in this mud-puddle world
seems to deserve some sort of reward; may-
be it’s that once T was told you should
never fight a scapuss when it’'s carrying
you out to sea, but just swim along with
it.  Whatever the reason, I found myself
saying, “They sound fascinating. When
do we leave?”

And so it is that cach year the seca
briclly reclaims its own, as it has
every year since we've been married. For
our summer vacation, we will down to the
sea again from our farm in the Berkshire
hills.

It's only later, when I'm trying to con-
dense the contents of our seven-room New
England farmhouse into a two weeks’
survival kit, that I begin to question my
sanity. Details have continued to filter out
of Olde Salte despite the seeming obstruc-
tions in his oral passageway. Fly from
New York to Miami. Pick up a borrowed
nineteen-foot motorboat.  Cruise down the
keys to Key West. Then make the three-
hour hop across the Gulf to the Tortugas.

Three hours! Nineteen-foot motorboat?
The beginning of the hurricane season?
IFlorida in August® Only seventy-five miles
from Cuba?

My normal optimism gives way to dire
foreboding. Since there are only two of
us, I ask myself, what if a sea gull drops a
clam shell on the head of the one of us
who isn’t me? It is at about this point that
a thought occurs to me: Although there’s
no turning back now, maybe I'd better
learn a little bit about piloting a boat
(just in case of emergency). And herein
lies my tale. Operation Boating turned out
to be maddening, fascinating, exhausting,
hilarious fun—and 1 guess, useful, even
though the sea gulls never scored a hit.

Of course, 1 had picked up a few of the
basics from vacations past, like “port and
starboard” when you mean “left and right”
and “fore and aft” for “back and front.”
But that had me no more than just leav-
ing kindergarten, entering first grade.
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Actually, as it worked out, starting the
boat and making it move ahead and back-
ward turned out to be surprisingly easy.
Turn the key in the ignition, move the
throttle forward and back, then hang onto
the helm, which looks and bcehaves just
like a steering wheel. Simple, like driving
a car. Of course, you have to remember
that you have no Dbrakes, but reverse has
much the same effect.

No, the real challenge came from trying
to perform some of the less mechanical
functions of scafaring, like keeping the
ship’s log and talking on the radio.

I served my apprenticeship as we cruised
leisurely down the keys, that string of is-
lands that dribbles down from the south-
ern tip of Florida out into the Gulf of
Mexico, as though the cartographer had
filled his pen too full when he was round-
ing ofl the Everglades. In the evening, we
would hang up in the lee of one of the
keys, protected from the ocean winds, yet
pleasantly cool despite the humid ninety
degrees on the land.

It was on this leg of the journey that 1
was  first permitted to pilot the  Argosy
(when the binoculars revealed that there
wasn't another boat within twenty miles 1
could ram). I was also allowed to study
the charts to determine channel markings
(FI R & FI ) and the condition of the
bay bottom—="hrd.” “sft,”” “rky,” “\,” “S.”
I discovered there was a lot more M than
S, which is horrid if you fall overboard in
shallow water without vour shoes on. Ny
experience with mud bottoms is somewhat
limited, but T very much doubt if there
are any slimier or oozier.

Speaking of M and falling overboard
brings me  (painfully) to my failure in
keeping the ships log. 1 found myself
totally incapable, mentally, spiritually and
cmotionally, of carrying out this part of
the ship's routine. The harsh reality of my
disability was clear from the beginning.

On our first night out, I made the minor

miscalculation  of resting my  center  of
gravity too far over the port railing and
fell overboard. Should this ever happen to
you, incidentally, the first thing to do upon
resurfacing, even before you expel the salt
water from your lungs, is to gurgle to
Olde Salte that the barracudas have not
devoured your right leg, that no, you have
not drowned, and that yes, you are all
right. This sort of incompetent perform-
ance is to be avoided, however, hecause it
makes Olde Salte very nervous and lowers
your rating as mate.

I had no sooner clambered back on
board than the heavens let loose with the
hit show of the scason. No eflort was
spared to produce car-splitting  thunder
rolls, eyce-scorching lightning  fashes and
delugings cloudbursts. I had  never  ex-
perienced a tropical thunderstorm before,
and it was all rather frightening. Our little
boat  bucked and  bounced, dislodging
everything  that was  dislodgable—dishes,
glasses  (Saltes  don’t use paper  cups),
canned goods, supplies of all sorts. The
canvas covering over the open cockpit
proved nearly worthless.  Even after the
storm had subsided, T think it would have
been casier to have slept that night in the
town dump. When I awoke in the morn-
ing, I discovered. among other things, that
I had used a loaf of bread for my pillow.
All in all. “First Night,” as produced by
AL Nature, was a dramatic sensation.

The foregoing was written up in the log
the next day by Olde Salte as follows (and
I quote exactly, no omissions, corrections,
no additions) :

8/23
cayne.
squalls.”

Anchored under Key Bis-
BBN  overboard.  Thunder-

Well, T tricd gamely for a few days to
mimic  this artful technique of under-
statement, but my  verbal gears  just
wouldn't co-operate. It was always pain-
fully obvious which one of us had written

“I'll see your raise and raise you, wise guy.”
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the log. 1is entries took two or three lines:
mine, no matter how hard 1 tried, went
fifteen, twenty or more.

I gave up entirely when we reached the
Tortugas because we would have run out
of pages in the log. We had planned on
cnough fresh water to last for four days,
but as cach day was more wondrous than
the day before, we managed to streteh it
out to six.

ort Jellerson is an imposing structure,

fifty feet high, with cight-foot-thick
walls, built of red brick in the shape of a
hollowed-out pentagon. 1 think you could
play all the Bowl games at once in the
center courtyard where the Government
helicopters land  with  supplies  for  the
Rangers. Big Jim and Young Jim are the
only two permanent residents on the key,
thousrh a small number of construction
workers were living  there  last  summer.
They were working on repairs and reuo-
vation of the fort to provide some public
motel (or “fortel™?) units for visitors.

The fort scemed haunted to me. It had
been built largely by slave labor in the
mid-nincteenth century. Haviug never seen
much action as a fort, it was converted
into a Federal prison, housing an average
of 300 ihmates. Yellow  fever struck in
1867. shortly after Dr. Mudd had been in-
carcerated. and  for his heroie work in
fighting the scourge, he was pardoned
two years later.

But a jinx is a jinx. Soon the fort began
to settle and crack.  Engineers discovered
that the foundation did not rest on solid
coral, as they had thought. So, finally, the
fort had to be abandoned altogether. Still.
the Government foolishly persisted in its
attempts to outwit the spooks of the Tortn-
gas. A naval coaling station was built out-
side the fort walls, but was unfortunately
smashed by a hurricane immediately upon
completion.

Having a healthy regard for the super-
natural. 1 paid my hasty respects to the
fort in a quick tour, then happily spent the
rest of the time snorkling, beach-combing
and chatting with other visitors who put in
with surprising regularity at the pier in
front of the fort.

The variety of people attracted to the
Tortugas can perhaps best be described by
the variety of vessels that came and went.
Our nincteen-footer was the smallest craft
I remember. From there on up came fish-
ing boats of all sizes and  descriptions,
from charter boats after marlin and shark,
to large commercial shrimp boats. There's
a fast-growing, hard-core nucleus of sports-
men who claim that some of the best fish-
ing in the world lies in the waters of the
Tortugas. One of the chartered hoats de-
serves special mention: the Caribe out ot
Palm Beach, a beautiful sixty-foot sloop
that brought all hands to the pier and took
your breath away when it came in under
full sail.

Fish, smish. I caught a baby yellow-
tail and felt so bad I threw him back. So
I hung up my fishing pole and took to the
water with face mask and flippers.

At last I had found my clement. T now
belong to the fast-growing, hard-core nu-
cleus that claims that the greatest snorkling
in the world lies over the coral reefs of the
Tortugas. I developed a one-sided sun tan:
my fingers and toes became wrinkled and



water-logged: my hair was continually
matted and wet and interwoven with sea-
weed; but when the day finally came that
the last drop of fresh water was gone, 1
could hardly bear to leave.

If I had been keeping the log, I would
have spent all my time decorating the
borders of the pages with sketches of
coral “forest,” sea urchins, sponges, turtles,
conches and all the other marvels of a
tropical coral recf—and, most especially,
the fabulous fish. Nowhere else could a
woman possibly find such a colorful and
extravagant fashion show. The little crea-
tures seem to be in a mad competition to
outdo one another in hues, patterns, tex-
tures and brilliance. Maybe there’s a
Ten Best-Dressed Fish of the Year citation.
If there is, there were some that I thought
most  deserving—subtle  blends  of  blues
and greens. shinmmering under translucent
scales.

Others were absurd. They would have
looked more appropriate in a burlesque.
The slim lines of a black bodice would
suddenly be broken by an irridescent
chartreuse flounce studded with scarlet se-
quins.  Carish and vulgar. But regardless
of taste, the variety was such that I'm sure
even a Dior or a Balenciaga would find
inspiration snorkling in the Tortugas.

So log-keeping proved impossible, but
the only other real challenge was met and
won—comnmnicating on the ship's radio.
Here again, this might not seem  difficult
on the face of it, but it actually takes a bit
of thought and adjustment because of the
peculiar ways of Olde Saltes.

If you just forget all your ingrained
telephone habits and remember the follow-
ing three rules, yvou should never have any
difficulty.

L Ouly boats call cach other up, never
people.

2. All boats arc stone-deaf, so they have
to “read” one another, not “hear.”

3. The volume and clarity of reception
are rated numerically, not verbally.
Example: “57 (Loud)="5" (Clear)
is the top rating. “5-17 means it is
loud but fuzzy, and so on,

So a typical conversation goes something

like this:
“Calling Caribe. calling Caribe. how do
you read me?” (iello, Capn Bill, can
vou hear me?)
“Argosy to Caribe, Read you 5 - 5.7
(Yes, Cap'n Dick, I can hear you per-
fectly.)

Get it? It takes a little practice, but
once mastered, goes a long way  toward
establishing vour authenticity in the sea-
woing world.

B_\' the end of the trip, 1 was glowing
with my new-found knowledge and
seriously considering taking a correspond-
ence course in log writing to correct my
one slight defect.*

Then one night, safely home in our New
England living room, Olde Salte casually
remarked, “Think I'll take my vacation in
the winter next year.”

The beginning of the blizzard season?

Alaska in  January?  Seventy-five miles
from Russia?

5 .
1 can’t wait. e o o

*In any cvent. | was plannlng happily inte the future to the
day when we could 1eturn to the Dry Tortugas,
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TRICKS OF THE TRADE

less than 100 yards down the slope.

“Where might a deer be?” 1 asked,
realizing that he would take no fooling
around from me,

“Everywhere.  That's about the  best
answer. 1e's where you find him.” Then
he continued, “If you see a buck, be sure
he's sideways before you shoot.  Aim just
back of the shoulder and sort of low down,
We  don't want ruined  shoulder meat.
NMake that first shot count, and don’t gut-
shoot him. We want him here, not miles
away. Remember: The huck never should
see you!”

Fecling a little silly, 1 tried to follow
his instructions. I examined everything in
sight, but lcafless branches looked  like
antlers and deer-color patches seemed to
be everywhere.  Finally, perhaps a half
hour later, T arrived at the indicated clump
of scrubs. Bug-cyed, T was scanning the
vicinity when my mentor appeared.

“See anything?”

“Nope,” I answered. “But I heard some-
thing that might have been a deer.”

“A couple of doe and a fat little spike
sneaked out behind you. But 1 doubt if
you heard them. They were practically
crawling.”

That seemed incredible  to
fortunateiy, I kept my

Since then, 1 have seen this sort of
thing happen quite a number of times.
1 recall an instance when several of us were
hunting in New Brunswick. Late one after-
noon, almost cvening, three guys, who had
been on stand, were half-heartedly  still-
hunting their way back to camp. 1 was
pussyfooting along forty yards or so behind
them. Suddenly, I was conscious of slight
movement. There, stock-still, stood a nice
buck, his big-antlered head swinging
slowly as he watched the file of hunters

me.  But

mouth shut.

HUNTING AND FISHING
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moving away, the last one no more than
thirty feet ahcad of him.

For an “I donc it” kind of yarn, my
rifle should have whizzed to my shoulder
to whack him  down cold-stone dead.
That's not what happened. Fascinated, 1
stared stupidly at the scene. The buck
evidently winded me. My rifle was still
sling-hanging  from my shoulder as he
jumped almost sideways and was gone.

My Texas friend’s remark to the cftfect
that the animal never should see the
hunter is a pertinent one. And making the
first shot count is even more important.
Animals have amazing physical strength
and vitality when the strong reflexes of
fear or rage are aroused. Let’s look at a
couple of incidents.

In East Africa, we were hunting lion.
Leaving our Land Rover about a mile
from where our bait was located, we care-
fully made our approach, keeping bushes
and  trees between us and the bait site.
We crawled the last couple hundred yards
through fairly tall grass, moving carefully
and slowly to the edge of a small blufl
that went downward and leveled toward
a dense jungle. Pecking through the grass,
I could make out our bait a hundred yards
or so away.

Glen Cottar, my white hunter, whispered,
“That looks like a good lion to me.”

Then I saw the big lump. The lion, well
gorged, was taking a snooze. After easing
up my 375 magnum, the scope showed
a black-maned beast that looked huge to
me. He stood up and stretched, facing to
my right. Placing the crosshair just back
of the shoulder, T squeezed oft” the shot,
a la rifle-range  technique.  The  beast
collapsed, bit through his right foreleg,
and  didn’t move. We stayed put for a
while, me with my scope on him. Then

N

“No. thanks . . . the last time I got pickereled. I was
arrested by a bluegill for floundering.”

/ OO BERG.

we moved in cautiously.  When  within
about thirty feet. Glen tossed a couple of
rocks at the tawny-gray mound of lion.
Not a muscle quivered. That was the way
it should be!

It took five of us to stufl that huge
lion into the retrieved Land Rover.

ncidentally, if the animal does not sce

the hunter. the sound of the rifle itself
may not alarm him. He may not associate
it with his wound. If he does, he may be
confused and not know where to run,
giving the hunter an opportunity to case
off the finishing shot.  Never should the
hunter rush up on any downed animal.
Many a “dead”™ one has jumped up when
approached, to do incredible damage.

1 have heard the uninformed loudly state
that it is not “sporting” to usc heavy-
caliber rifles or a scope sight when hunting
—that the use of such equipment is taking
unfair advantagze!

What is the answer to such nonsensce?
Is it sporting for such a character to go
aficld  undergunned, and  with open iron
sights (which certainly are not as efficient
as the scope) to perhaps severely wound
a game animal and have it escape to die
a lingering, painful death?

The basic objective in hunting is to take
the game as quickly and cleanly as possible.
Here is an example of the way not to do it.

On the safari mentioned above, we were
looking for a big-tusked clephant. While
glassing a plains from a hilltop, we spotted
an African buffalo. Cottar told me it was
an unusual Congo type, horns very wide
at the boss, spreading out almost straight,
with but a very slight curve at the tip.
My idea was to make a try for him.

We were a long distance from our Land
Rover and, while T had two rifles, a .375
and 458 magnui, my pocketed ammunition
consisted  of nothing  but  “solids™ for
elephant. Cottar dido't realize that T had
no soft-points and I didn’t give it a thought.
(That was mistake number one: 1 should
have had expand-type ammo. )

The African buflalo is a huge. powerful
and fierce brute. He is considered by many
to be the most dangerous of the African
Big Five, which consists of the lion, leop-
ard, rhino, clephant and buflalo. Many
times, he has been known to stalk human
beings. As a matter of fact, we found a
native (one of a pair of poachers) who
had been followed and killed by a buflalo.
This big, black creature is not one to
monkey around with!

Keeping cover between us and
buftalo, we eventually took to the
grass, which finally petered out  into
stubble no more than a foot high. Now
we were within 150 yards of the bullalo.
I ficured the best thing to do was to rise
from the grass and do a knock-down job
with the scope-sighted .375. My gun boy,
Pissy, was just behind me, ready to hand
over the .458. Cottar was at onc side with
his big double-barrel, .500 Nitro Express
rifle. (At the beginning of the six-weck
safari, T had told him not to use the canmon
on anything unless 1 was really in bad
trouble, practically down. Glen didn't fire
a shot during the melée.)

The safeties of my rifles were in difl erent

the
tall
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locations. I had been carrying the .458
because we were looking for elephant.
(My second mistake was in letting the
buf see me, and the third was in not
checking the safety before leaving the
grass.) I bounced up and thumbed at the
safety. It wasn’t there. Before I finally
pushed it off, the buf jumped and was
running—evidently with the adrenalin
furiously pumping into his bloodstream.
Swinging the .375 and squeezing off the
shot, I thought I had missed. Actually,
the solid bullet hit behind the left shoulder.
Cottar saw the dust fly, and angled through
the right off-shoulder. That buf didn’t
miss a step. I emptied the rifle into him.
As I quickly reloaded the .375 and ex-
changed it for the .458, he ran into a
small clump of umbrella trees, then ran
out like a locomotive, straight for me.

There came hoofed death. Oddly
enough, at that instant, I recalled the
advice of my Texas mentor: “Never shoot
at a running deer!” Also, I remembered
hearing that wounds inflicted by buffalo
will heal much more easily than those
made by lion and leopard. That was small
consolation, however, and I was sure, in
this instance, my Texas buddy would for-
give my shooting a running beast, though
it would have been unnecessary if I'd done
what I was supposed to from the begin-
ning.

A shot from the .458 turned the pain-
maddened animal and I emptied the rifle

into his chest. The shooting routine
seemed endless.
At last, the animal was down, but

hooking plowlike furrows in the ground

with his horns. A neck shot finished the
sorry job.

That bull looked like a sieve. As near
as we could tell, every one of the solid
bullets had gone completely through him.
How an animal can take so much punish-
ment and keep going is a mystery. How-
ever, I have little doubt that the buffalo
would have gone down with the first shot
had I been using the proper ammo and
had he not seen me! His horns were
unusual-wide and stubby—measuring a
yard between tips and about a foot across
the boss.

For an anticlimax, let’s get back to Texas,
on the lesson-learning outing of many
years ago. Under indirect supervision, I
still-hunted for three days. I didn't get
lost and saw several deer, one a buck.
He was running and I restrained myself
from shooting.

My companion had taken a nice four-
pointer (eight by Eastern count) the
morning of the second day. By the end
of the third day, I was feeling mighty
sorry for myself.

The next morning, my friend told me
that he was going to tag along. And he
did, but I hardly knew he was behind me.

About an hour after sunrise, I was
scanning the area ahead and became aware
of slight movement slightly to my left.
There, almost imperceptible, stood a fine
buck nibbling the sparse, dry grass, at a
distance of what I judged to be about
sixty yards. I started to raise my rifle.
Then came a whisper (I thought that I
was alone ), “Put your rifle through here.”
He indicated a crooked limb of the cover

we were behind. “Always take the best
rest you can find under the conditions.
Never shoot offhand unless there’s just no
rest handy!”

With the shot, I heard the bullet plunk,
and knew instantly that it was a hit. But
the deer sprang and disappeared into the
morning haze. 1 started for the spot.
“Don’t be hasty!” I stopped. After a while,
we cautiously walked to the place where
the deer had been standing. Blood spat-
tered the ground.

I was heartsick, figuring the buck had
gotten away.

“We'll rest awhile,” I was told.

After probably fifteen minutes, which
seemed more like hours, we followed the
blood sign. Within thirty-five or forty
yards, there was the buck, cold-stone dead.
It was a big moment! The .38-caliber bul-
let had hit the top of the heart and gone
through the other side.

Sometimes methods other than still-hunt-
ing will work well. We learned that in
deer country, where fishermen amble along
a stream during trout season vocalizing in
no uncertain terms, a casual or careless ap-
proach will pay off. I know that on several
occasions in Africa, an open, aimless course
toward a herd of antelope would not
spook them. They would stare curiously
while we moseyed to within rifle range.
On the other hand, they would really leave
the country if we were seen skulking
through inadequate cover of any kind.

Nevertheless, careful still-hunting is the
best way to find game. And as my early-
day, Texan hunter-friend cautioned, “Don’t
be hasty!” o o o
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OUTDOOR SPORTSMAN

Continued from page 40

In Washington, he's all business, but down
on the ranch, LBJ is relaxed and casual.

President. “I didn’t ask him about that.
I was checking on our speed; we've got
tail winds, and he’ll have us on the ranch
in time to see the deer before dark.”

And thus, as it usually does when the
big plane crosses the Texas line, the “other
side” of Lyndon Johnson appeared. He
is known for his business efficiency, high
tension, and unending work, but not so
many people know him as a naturalist,
outdoorsman, and soil-loving rancher.

There is nothing corny or contrived
about this side of the man. He has always
been that way, long before there was any
occasion for political expediency.

Oddly enough, this soft side of a hard
man has largely escaped public recogni-
tion. Unlike other Presidents who have
posed with trout, waded streams and even
written books about fishing, Mr. Johnson
has never encouraged this approach to his
political image.

Yet the gangling, six-foot-four Texan is
the first real “outdoorsman” President since
Teddy Roosevelt, the first since T.R. who
can sit a horse, rope a calf and handle a
gun with the casual ease of a man who
has lived much of his life out of doors.

The man who probably knows this side
of the President best is his lifelong neigh-
bor and hunting partner, Judge A. W.
Moursund of Johnson City.

“He’s a damned fine shot, of course,”
says Moursund, defying anyone to doubt
that a man raised on the Pedernales River
could shoot a gun.

“His favorite kind of shooting is dove
hunting—I reckon because doves in a
strong wind are about the toughest kind

of shooting there is. He likes things he
can’t quite whip.

“I remember one day we were hunting
with some fellows from New York or
some place, some of his guests on the
ranch. He'd wait for them to shoot, and
then he’d take the long shots. He didn’t
miss any, and those people just couldn’t
get over it. He gets a kick out of beating
you shooting if he can, and you have to
hump to beat him with a shotgun or a
rilee. When he learned to shoot, shells
were too expensive to waste. He's real
deliberate with a gun.

“He doesn’t care so much about hunting
deer anymore—not nearly so much as he
enjoys playing guide for other people,
showing them the game.

“I don’t know who it was that started
the story that went all over the country
on the wire services last Christmas, about
Mr. Johnson killing a five-point buck. I
don’t reckon Lyndon Johnson ever killed a
five-point buck in his life—at least, since
I've known him. Any time he puts his tags
on a buck, it’'ll be a good one. We sort of
have a little friendly competition, always
have, about who gets the biggest rack of
horns every year—doesn’t matter if we do
the shooting or one of our guests, just see-
ing who can find the best buck. I wish
he would show up sometime with a five-
pointer”—Moursund  grinned—“I'd never
let him live it down. I've never seen him
shoot at a deer with less than eight points.”

In researching this story, several close
friends who have hunted with Mr. John-
son were interviewed. All of them told
almost the same story:

“He’s the hardest hunter you ever saw;
he hunts like he works,” said Jesse Kellum
of Austin. “He’s restless, always on the
alert, always wondering what’s around the
next bend. If he sets out to find a good
buck, he’ll stay till dark, looking.”

Will Odem, chairman of the Texas Parks
and Wildlife Commission, made this re-
mark: “I wish we had more public officials
who know and care as much about the
future of hunting, fishing and wildlife as
he does.”

This “outdoor” side of the President ex-
presses itself in many ways beyond hunt-
ing. Actually, it would be fairer to call
him a naturalist more than a hunter or
fisherman; he has an insatiable curiosity
about nature in general.

“He can tell you the name of every
tree, every bush, every blade of grass in
the Hill Country of Texas,” claims Charles
Boatner, former Johnson aide, now a De-
partment of Interior executive. “I've seen
him stop the jeep, nearly throwing every-
body out, and back up to look at some
plant coming up. If it’s a mesquite, he’ll
get out right then and mark it to be dug
up. He hates mesquite (as do most Texas
ranchers) and he likes live oaks.”

he mesquite is a pest, a robber, which

furnishes little or no food for deer or
other animals; the live oak is the source of
acorns and browse, the principal food of
Hill Country deer.

“Another thing President Johnson re-
spects,” says Boatner, “is water. He
knows its value because he grew up in a
country where there wasn’t nearly enough
of it. I think that’s one reason he’s so
interested now in legislation involving

water-conservation projects, and one of the
reasons he worked so hard on some of the
carly Federal dam projects. He can tell
you more about the values of conservation.
particularly water, than a lot of profes-
sionals in that field.

“One of his favorite pastimes is to drive
his own boat slowly along at dusk or at
night; and watch the stars come out over
Granite Shoals Lake, near his ranch.

“He can name the stars for you, can
navigate by them, and one night last
spring, he stopped the boat and we sat
there for maybe half an hour, just listening
and looking. After a while, Mr. Johnson
nudged me. ‘T've been all over the world,
he said, ‘but you just can’t heat this Hill
Country for stars. 1.ook at ‘em!”

With his interest in nature, and par-
ticularly in water, it would scem that
President Johnson would have exploited
his image as a fisherman. Yet there are
practically no pictures in existence of
Lyndon Johnson fishing—despite the fact
that on his ranch he has two well stocked
lakes full of bass and bream, and one of
the President’s favorite summer diversions.
when he had the time for it, was helping
his girls land those fish.

When the fish won’t take artificial lures.
he has been known to spend hours catch-
ing grasshoppers for the girls, a trick
learned in the years of his youthful fishing
experiences along the clear Pedernales
River, where fish were especially finicky.

Unlike Eisenhower, a devout trout fish-
erman who leans puristically toward the
dry fly, Mr. Johnson isn’t too particular
about the bait he uses; he uses what works
best, which is usually (in his area) a
grasshopper.

One reason the President probably has
never, in his long political career, ex-
ploited his fishing prowess to the press, is
because he’s basically honest.  And  he
knows, as do his friends, that he isn't
what you'd ever call a really “serious”
fisherman.

“He knows he lacks the patience, and
he admits it,” one aide says. “But where
his youngsters arc concerned, he has limit-
less patience, and gets a great kick out
of seeing them catch fish.”

As a pet owner, Johnson is probably
best known for his habit of lifting his
beagles by the ears. This is an odd quirk
of fate, hecause it was Little Beagle, the
father of the pup who got “ear-lifted,” to
which the President himself gave a great
deal of the credit for his recovery from
his heart attack of 1955. The President.
as a matter of fact, loves those little dogs.

In Booth Mooney’s biography “The
Lyndon Johnson Story,” there are several
pages devoted to Little Beagle. At that
time, Lyndon Johnson was the Senator
from Texas, a man whose ambitious goals
had been suddenly floored by illness.

Mooney wrote this account of the Presi-
dent’s own story of one particularly de-
pressed day during his convalescence.
when the little dog seemed to be trying
to show his confidence in his master:

“‘He (Little Beagle) came over and put
his head in my lap,”” Mooney quoted Mr.
Johnson, “‘All right, Little Beagle,’ I said,
‘if you believe in me that much, we'll go
on from here and take it as it comes.”

“‘I don’t know why that should have



caused me to feel better, said Mr. John-
son, ‘but it did.””

Would the President then “mistreat”
one of his dogs? Sure, say his friends,
exactly as he’d affectionately slap a good
horse on the flank or tousle the hair of a
favorite child. Ranchers, who live around
animals, often have different attitudes
toward them than city dwellers. They
understand them.

When a poor Pakistani camel driver
named Bashir Ahmed was invited to Mr.
Johnson’s ranch, the news media made a
great stir about it. But reporters missed
one of the most significant stories of the
visit—significant, at least, to Ahmed.

The camel driver was being shown the
ranch on horseback, and in one field,
where Mr. Johnson was pointing out a new
irrigation system, the Pakistani dismounted
and knelt to fecl and smell the Texas soil.
As he scooped up the fertile loam, an
earthworm was exposed, writhing in the
hot noon sun.

Casually and unobtrusively, with the toe
of his boot, Mr. Johnson covered the worm
with soil.  The camel driver looked up
apprehensively to see if he had done
something wrong.

“No need to let him get a heat stroke,”
the President said, grinning, “and besides,
he works for me. That earthworm is one
of the best friends I've got: he keeps the
soil porous and allows the water to soak
through.”

The camel driver was bewildered and,
through an interpreter, remarked that he
was surprised that a high Government of-
ficial would know so much about farming |
instead of mansions and Cadillacs.

r. Johnson smiled and pointed to

Ahmed’s horse. “This is the Cadillac
I understand best, and ['ve noticed you
don’t seem too happy with yours.” Then |
he said, “Somebody unsaddle that horse. I
believe this camel rider would be more at |
case bareback.” !

Ahmed breathed a sigh of relief and |
rode the rest of the day in comfort. [

Mr. Johnson's knowledge of outdoor |
things goes deeper than hunting or fishing;
it is more that of a rancher or farmer, of |
a man who has lived upon the land and
who understands it.

And his practical knowledge offers a
great deal of hope for conservationists
throughout the United States, presently
battling for the future of forests, primitive
areas and more public lands and water- |
ways. It offers new hope, likewise, for
game conservationists who realize that
game (and fish) constitute a crop which
must be managed, not just protected.

Like most ranchers, Mr. Johnson accepts
the fact that game must be harvested for
its own good. He has carefully managed
the healthy herds of deer on his own |
ranch. If they nced pruning, during a
dry year when overpopulation threatens
their range, he sees that there is more
hunting done. Like all farmers and
ranchers, he takes the knocks of nature as
matters of fact.

Once, when a group of prominent
friends were visiting at the ranch, quar-
tered in the guest house near the bhanks
of the Pedernales, an overnight rainstorm
sent a flash flood coursing bhetween the
guest house and the ranch house.
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While security officers, ranch hands and
guests stood about fretting at the rising
Hood waters, Mr. Johnson disappeared to
the tractor shed, cranked a tractor, coupled
it to a trailer and simply drove through
the rising water to pick up the guests,
while other males at the ranch house
watched with red faces.

Afterwards, the security personnel and
the cowboys got a taste of what is known
as the Johnson needle—the same kind of
;.{(m(l-nuture;l Texas “hurrah”™ he gives one
of the girls when she misses a bass strike,
or to his friend Judge Moursund when he
misses a shot.

This friendly bantering is an accepted
thing among his friends, but once, last
vear, it took a bizarre turn.

Mr. Johnson, then vice-president, was
riding in a jeep on the ranch with an FBI
sccurity man from Georgia. A rattlesnake
slithered  across  the road.  Mr.  Johnson
stopped the jeep and the FBI man began
firing his revolver at the snake.

With every miss, Mr. Johnson needled
louder. “Sure can tell a Georgia boy
from a Texan,” he taunted the security
man. “I'd sure enough hate to have you
trying to protect me.”

That FBI agent was Rufus Youngblood,
the man who threw his body over Mr.
Johnson when an assassin’s bullets hit the
Presidential motorcade that black day in
Dallis, Texas.

Since that day, there has been little
time for the President to ride his ranch, to
see his cattle, or the irrigation system of
which he is so proud, or the crop of wild-
flowers  blooming on  the rocky hillsides
where he once rode a donkey to school.
But nobody knows better than Lyndon
Johnson how important such things are to
him, and to all Americans. He learned
that, forcetully, with his 1955 illhess. And
Lyndon Baines Johnson still lives by it.

Now, on the rare occasions when he is
able to spend time at the ranch, his first
activity usually is to take a ride through
his pastures, looking at the cattle and
deer, talking over matters of weather and
soil with Judge Moursund or other close
friends—matters which give a few moments
of rest to a mind crammed with the world's
most pressing problems.

His favorite horse is a smooth-gaited
Tennessce Walker named Lady B, and
when he rides, he sits casily erect, with the
grace and bearing of a man born to the
saddle.

This, as a matter of fact, he was. The
nearest school to his family home on the
Pedernales was miles away. Young Lyn-
don Johnson’s first conveyance was a
donkey.

Soon there appeared a consistent series
of tardy marks on the young man’s report
cards. The donkey, he explained, was just
too slow; he couldn’t make it to school on
time. (The fact was that he never seemed
to have trouble getting back home to the
ranch in plenty of time to go fishing or
roaming the ranch.)

The Johnson powers of persuasion,
which were well marked even at  that
tender age, finally elevated him from

donkey to pony. And he has been partial
to horses ever since.

The ranch country of the Texas Hill
Country, where¢ he rides, is beautiful
rolling terrain, rocky and rough, sprinkled
with evergreen cedars on the steep ridges
and dotted with low, acorn-bearing live
oaks on the rolling hills.

Deer and wild turkey thrive in the pro-
tection of the steep draws and rugged
hills, where nature provides the abundance
of food and minerals to sustain remark-
ably high game populations. (Texas has
the highest deer and wild-turkey popula-
tion of any other state in the Union.)

HONEST ABE CLUB Continued from page 12

“As a strong believer in the Command-
ment, “Thou shalt not lie,” T feel T can
safely send this tale of an experience I had
a few years back. I've always felt folks
would think T was pulling their leg but,
after reading some of the true stories sent
in by Honest Abe members, I'm sure they
believe in the same Commandment  and
will know that every word is true.

“This little incident took place in the
mountains of Alaska where 1 had a little
shack, which T used when running a trap
linc. The weather had turned nice and
sunny, so I decided to wash some clothes.
I had just hung up a pair of jeans and
started for the house to get a smoke, when
I rounded the cormer and found a  big
wountain lion standing between me and
the door. Of course, T hadn't expected
anything like this, so naturally my gun
was inside.

“Well, sir, that old monster was giving
me the eve, switching his tail and giving
me a big, toothy snarl. T started looking
for something with which to defend wuysclf.
The closest thing 1 could find was the
bucket of water T'd washed the clothes in.
About the time I thought he was ready to
jwmp me, I grabbed the bucket and threw
that soapy water into his face. He stood
there like a statue for about five minutes,

Then T got a little courage and cautiously:
went over to him. I put my boot where
I thought it would do the most good and

he just fell over, dead as could be.
“Now, that sure puzzled me until T saw
my jeans on the line. They looked like
doll pants. I picked up the box of soap
I'd used and read the label which ex-
plained that it was ‘shrinking soap.” When
that soapy water hit the lion, it shrunk
the skin around his neck and choked him.
(Signed) Jans R. Wincox”

It's sure a good thing vou didn't wash
vour own neck that nmorning, Jim, or vou
wouldn’t be here to tell the tale.

he end of another perfect day is upon

us—hunting, fishing and swapping tales.
What more could any man ask!  Come
prepared for another enjoyable bout next
month—same time, same campfire.

Keep sending  us  your  100-per-cent
truthful storics and we'll keep sending you
our 100-per-cent truthful five-dollar check
for cach one published, together with, of
course, the most sought-after trophy  of
the world of sports—the  Stuffed Bull's
Head with the Winking Eyec.

Be sure to wear your Honest Abe Tie

In the late afternoons, particularly in the
early fall when the country is dry, Hights
of mourning doves sweep down the can-
yons, wings whistling in descent, to water
at  gin-clear limestone pools along  the
Pedernales and its various feeder springs
and creeks.

Perhaps these are some of the visions
the President of the United States sces
when he takes off his glasses, rubs his
eyes and stares sightlessly for a few mo-
ments out of the windows of the White
House.

As his personal friend and aide of many
years, Bill Moyer, put it notlong ago: “The
ranch is his refuge. Just to talk about it
seems to relax him: he may start remem-
bering something that happened when he
was a boy, and laugh about it. And then
he puts on the glasses again, and yon
know it's back to work, and no telling
when he’ll stop.”

The other day, at his oflice in the De-
partment of the Interior, Charlic Boatner
leancd back in his chair and looked out
across the grav-walled architecture of the
nation’s  capital, one  building  after an-
other, into infinity.

“Sometimes T get to feeling all fenced
in,” he said in a poorly concealed Texas
drawl. “And I guess Mr. Johnson must
feel it ten times more, the way his life
has changed. But then T remember what
he told me one night last sunnuer on
Cranite Shoals Lake.

**Whenever 1 start thinking the prob-
lems are insurmountable,” he  said, “and
the pressure intolerable, all T have to do
is look up at those stars—which were there
5o long before me and  which  will - e
there so long after I'm gone—and  things
just sort of go right back into perspective
again,” ”

That's Lyndon  Baines
doorsman and  sportsman.

Johnson, out-
o o o

wherever sportsmen gather—to he recog-
nized as a man among men. We carn
four popular colors to snit all moods and
personalitics. See the ad on page 98 and
use the coupon in ordering the right tic
for you.

3. Coming Attractions

Were very proud at Arcosy of the wm-
ber of novels we buy for the book-honns
section, which are eventually made  into
motion pictures. “Von Ryan's Express,” in
this issue, for instance, is being made into
a movie with Frank Sinatra.

Up and coming for one of our future
issues is another exciting adventure novel
which has already been purchased for an
English motion picture, This is a fantastic
adventure story set on the South African
Coast. dealing with the mining of dia-
monds in the sea. Geoffrey Jenkins, who
wrote "A Grue of Ice,” which Arcoss
printed in Deceber, 1962, is the author
of the book. which is titled “The River of
Diamonds.”

An carlier novel of Jenkins', “A “T'wist of
Sand,” is now being made for United
Artists.

We know vou won't want to niss this
great achenture novel—coming soon. e



THE BATTLE
FOR MCCRACKEN MESA

Continued from page 37

year-old woman, living out her days along

an unnamed wash with three sheep for |

company and sustenance, was run out of
her hogan and the place bulldozed for
“improvements.” Riders threw tomato cans
full of gasoline into the hogan fires around
which the families slept. So many homes
were destroyed in this manner that one
eminent local citizen earned the name
“burner of hogans” in the unpronounceable,
glottal-stopped, liquid Navaho tongue.

losteen Sakeezie and the others gath-
cred their families and sheep and moved
to other canyons, made other camps.
When pressed hard, they sometimes forded
the San Juan to the reservation or retired
deeper into the rough plateau country and
holed up there until the stockmen and
their herds had moved on.

Exasperated, the Bureau in its majesty
sued through the Federal District Court in
1950 to have the “trespassing” Indians re-
moved. The Bureau of Indian Affairs,
charged with the protection of Navaho
rights, made futile noises. But Federal
Justice William S. Ritter, before whom
the case was heard, is a stocky, quick-
spoken student of Indian affairs with much
time on the desert himself. Instead of
rendering the agreeable decision the Bu-
reau of Land Management expected, he
held his own court of investigation on a
wooden keg upended near the San Juan.
The Navaho, many of whom like Hosteen
Sakeezie understand no language but their
own, came to be heard. When he left,
Justice Ritter was more than merely im-
pressed; he decided that justice was not
nearly as simple as the law.

“Where will they go?” he asked for the
record. “If I throw them out of their
hogans, off their pastures, away from their
homes, where will they go? The answer
from the reservation is that the reservation
is crowded. The Bureau of Land Manage-
ment said, ‘We don’t know.” I said, ‘You
mean, then, if I throw them out of their
place in Montezuma Creek, send them
away from their hogans, that they will
just be turned loose on the highways and
byways?”

“The Burcau just wasn’t interested. But
I was.”

Ritter forthwith dismissed the case
against Iosteen Sakeezie and  his
clan. Furthermore, he ordered the agents
of the BLM and stockmen to leave the
Navaho alone while he sought an answer.

Back in San Juan County, however,
neither rancher nor Government waited
for his decision. Their answer was much
simpler than any legal judgment: Frighten
the shiftless squatters! Take away their
horses! The morals of this might be ques-
tioned, but its cffectiveness was proved,
especially the removal of the horses.

Sakeezie had explained this slowly to
the court through an interpreter.

“When we go into the Beyond,” he had
said, while a century or two rolled quietly
away before the court’s eyes, “the next
life, horses are used over there. And that
is why the best horse a person owns is
killed when he dies. And when a man
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is not mounted, he will not equal those
other people that come into the life here-
after mounted on a good horse. That is
the reason why any Indian, when he dies,
should be mounted on the best horse that
he owns during his life period.”

Let the court gasp, as it did. Time
moves slowly on McCracken Mesa, and
tribal customs are more intact here than
the more “progressive” Navaho at Window
Rock headquarters would like. But there
were practical reasons for the horses, too,
reasons that made Whitey Daw’s actions
more than simple cruelty, just as the horses
themselves were more than dog feed.

It was fifteen miles from Hosteen
Sakeezie's camp to the nearest water. It
was another twenty miles to the hills
where juniper and pine firewood could be
cut. To the Black Mountain pifion groves,
where mesa families gather their main
cash crop of nuts, is 150 roadless miles,
and the journey to the ceremonies at Tees
Nos Pas or other sacred rocks is similar.

As llosteen had told the court, “We
have lots of use for those horses. The tame
ones the children use as pets or to herd
sheep with, and we use them for looking
after the cattle. We use them as a team
for the wagon. We use them as a team
for cultivation. And, if need be, we would
also eat these horses. We need our horses
with respect to our lives.”

Dog feed.

In that hot summer of 1952, the district
manager of the BLM told members of the
county commission that the final campaign
against the mounts of the Navaho tres-
passers would be shortly. In Salt Lake
City, a Bureau agent purchased 800 rounds
of 30-30 ammunition.

For the first part of this job, they de-
tailed  Whitey Daw, range rider from
Blanding. Daw knew the desert, the Mec-
Cracken Indians, but most of all, he knew
their horses. For an impressive badge ot
office, he carried a large bull whip.

First the raid on Hosteen  Sakeezie.

After the success here, and the sorry af-
fair at Blanding corral, their way seemed
clear. The raiders moved, in open de-
fiance of Ritter’s order to maintain the
peace on this mesa.

“We seen them hauling horses through
by the store of Mr. Hatch there,” the
Navaho testified. “We seen them horses
with blood all over them in the trucks.”

Other mounts wandered back to the
hogans, entrails dangling where bullets
had ripped them open. Children led their
household pets tearfully in.

Whitey Daw boasted of crowding a
herd out on a ledge and watching one fall
to its death. Of a truckload containing
nine horses, five were knocked flat in the
truck bed. One horse’s leg protruded be-
tween the boards and, according to the
Indians, Daw had sawed it off. Not so,
swore the agent—he had shot it off. Three
of this load were dead on arrival at the
Blanding corral from having been trampled
upon, and another had to be shot later.

In all, more than 115 horses and thirty-
eight burros were taken from the despairing
McCracken families and either destroyed
or sold for feed and glue. These forced
sales  brought $1,700, which, ironically,
was kept by the Stockmen’s Council.
Mounts of their own, picked up by mis-
take, were returned unharmed—or some-
body heard about it. If anyone had shot
the horses of a prominent stockman of
San  Juan County the way the Indian
mounts were shot and carted ofl, the
culprit would probably never have made
it to court with a whole skin.

But this was only the more honorable
part of the battlee. Daw rode into the
camp of Jim Joe's daughter, who was
living, not on the open range, but on an
allotment of her own just north of the San
Juan, and informed her that she would
have to drive her sheep out of the country
or pay a fine and go to jail. This order was
delivered in a manner which caused the
woman to abandon her home that day,

“Study that until you can memorize it, and don’t tackle a man wearing it.”
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ford the river with her flock and children
and surrender her land.

Four other Navaho women and their
sheep were found by San Juan deputies
“trespassing” on land awarded to local
stockmen. The agents, without warrant,
confiscated the sheep and began loading
them aboard trucks. But these women
did not give up without a fight. When
neither deputy nor Navaho could under-
stand the others” actions, a brutal melec
ensued. The women were chased through
tearing catclaw brush. Scratching, spit-
ting and biting, they fought until exhaust-
ed. Finally, handcufls shackled them
while the 400 ewes and lambs were loaded
and driven away.

ater, their families managed to get the
sheep  back—minus  thirty  animals
killed by the handling. But it cost the
Navaho $480—loading and feeding fees.
said the Government. The average Mec-
Cracken family earned about $240 a year,
somewhat less than a Pakistani.

So went the battle for McCracken, all
that fall and winter.  Rather than leave
children in the threatened hogans, parents
took them to sleep among the rocks on
high blufl's. Scarcely a line of this leaked
out to newspapers, and if it did, it was
smothered beneath stories of aid projects
to starving Asians.

Next spring, when most of the horses
had been driven away, the battle reached
a climax.  Jimmy Jelly, who lived with
Slim Todachennic’s large family in Cross
Canyon, drove to a squaw dance near
Blanding that April. Leaving the aflair
with a girl and two other boys, they were
halted and secarched by two deputies, for
reasons unknown. But when they were
released and drove on, the deputies fol-
lowed, firing random shots from 30-caliber
rifles into the back of the pickup. Then
they pulled alongside and fired through
the door. Fourteen slugs went through
the vehicle, one leaving a groove along
Jimmy’s neck and another smashed decp
into the calf of his leg. When he became
too weak and sick to drive, the boy pulled
off the road and friends who happened
along took him to a doctor.

For this sport, Oman sued and won a
judgment, but the deputies had by then
departed for unknown territory. A trifling
sum was paid by the sherifl’s bondsman.

Even before this, Hosteen Sakeezie and
others of his clan had gone for advice to
the Hatch Trading Post. Ira Hatch, who
had lived among the Navaho for decades
and had already seen some of the shoot-
ings, recalled a surveyor of homestead
parcels in that areca who had gone to Salt
Lake City and got himself a law degree.
It seemed that the shooting of Jimmy Jelly
might be the spark which would finally
set the desert aflame. Thus it was that
when the clans began to gather ominously
along the San Juan, Milt Oman, the ex-
surveyor then sitting in his lawyer’s office
just south of the¢ Mormon Tabernacle, re-
ceived word to come a-running.

Being familiar with the situation in the
mesa country, knowing what odd things
can pass unnoticed on that isolated range,
he caught the next bus over the snow-
bound Wasatch range to San Juan County.
Bounding Navaho pickups carried him to
Hatch’s Trading Post. Along the way, he



saw with dismay that whatever amicability
had existed between Indian and rancher
had now disappeared. In its place was a
ulowering hostility that could erupt into
open battle at any moment. All that held
it back was the remarkable restraint of a
few Navaho leaders.

“You'd better git out there,” he was
told at the Post. “afore yvou lose a few
clients.”

Oman  found the  besicged  families
camped by the intermittent pools of the
San Juan. Word of the shootings and
vigilante action had fltered down into the
reservation proper. Other clans and sym-
pathizers had arrived and were milling
about, listening first to angry threats of
revenge and secondly—grudgingly—to quiet
pleas of reason. Now, like the stockmen,
the Navaho, too, had rifles.

Most of the trouble had come from
Blanding, where the Government  corral
was located.  Jimmy Jelly's squaw  dance
had been held near the town; the worst
of the stockmen offenders and  deputies
lived there. Thus Blanding would be the
target of whatever action grew from that
meeting; the only thing standing bhetween
the town and a rightcously infuriated hand
of Navaho was their own traditional re-
straint and one frightened lawyer.

“You must fight them in the courts,”
Oman insisted time and again as the deli-
cate pendulum swungr  toward violence.
“There will he other shootings, and other
meetings like this. You can’t pull a raid
cevery time something like this happens.
‘The law is your only weapon. You're fight-
ing the Government itself.”

But arguments of logic do not always
register when battle fires have been lit.
Even as the lawyer talked, he feared his
words went up with Navaho smoke. Be-
sides, considering the tribe’s chances in
any local court, he knew his suggestion
about resorting to legal means could turn
into an cmpty promise.

Would the killing of
stopped?

Certainly, he told them, knowing full
well that the power of an injunction was
only as strong as the will of an officer to
enforcee it.

Could they stay on the mesa and the rest
of their land?

Justice Ritter was taking a sympathetic
look at the matter, and the prospect looked
good—if Ritter’s judgment was upheld.

What about Whitey Daw, and those
who had shot Jimmy Jelly?

And the only thing Oman could say was
that shooting such people would do no
more than bring armies of others like them
onto the mesa.

the horses be

Fur long hours, the issue hung by a
thread so thin that once sharp word
might have scvered it. But, as the fires
cooled, Oman felt the argument swing pre-
cariously toward rcason. First one, then
other clders, and finally the rest of the
group, mumbled and nodded a grudging
assent to a legal fight rather than shotgun
revenge, And as dawn touched the desert,
Oman could pick up his papers and head
back over the mountains with a book full
of unbelievable charges and a cold deter-
mination to win this battle.

That next fall, Hosteen Sakeezie, Bill
Hatahli, Widow Sleepy, Shorty Smiles,

and the others made a long trek over the
mountains to the Federal court at Salt Lake
City. They camped in a pasture south of
the city, since no hotel would give them
rooms. They had slaughtered a few sheep
before coming, and roasted the mutton
now in the middle of an carly snow while
strecams  of suburban traffic swept past
their camp. At dawn, they rose carly and
went to a nearby hill to ask for help, which |
they needed badly.  Where Sakeezie had
once pastured  a  thousand  sheep, there
were now only 170, Shorty Smiles’ fifty |
cwes had dwindled to two. The others
were in similar straits.

But perhaps the pravers on the hill
helped.  Justice  Ritter, after  expelling
Whitey Daw from the court for guffawing
at tales of cruelty to Indian horses, decided
that somcone owed the Navaho $100,000.
The BLAI was directed to pay the moncy.
Ritter also warned bhoth Government and
stockmen again to stop their plundering,

Vi(-tnr,\’, ves, but the function of law is |
not simple. Ritter’s judgment was over- |
ruled by an appeals court. The Supreme
Court, however, upheld him and told Rit-
ter to hold court again, He did, and this
time  awarded  the McCracken  Navaho
$186,000, the additional sum for depreda-
tions since his frst hearing.

Again the appeals court overruled, call- |
ing Ritter biased, and asked for a new
judge. Farly in 1961, after cight years of
wrangling, delay and nonscnse, the case
dragged to an end. Milt Oman was given
to understand, even before the new court
was assembled, that in fairmess to cvery-
body except, perhaps, the red-cyed, ring-
tailed Navaho, they should accept what-
ever was offered by way of settlement. The
Justice Department oflered $45,000. The
Navaho shrugged and accepted.

But McCracken Mesa, whose measly
scrub started  the whole ruckus, will no
longer be a battleground. In 1956, as the
huge Clen Canyon  Dam  nearby  took
shape, it was rather ruefully observed that
some of the shoreline and inundated can-
yons were Navaho land. What could be
traded to the tribe for part of this? Mec-
Cracken Mesa.

So, in November of 1959, a short cere-
mony was held along the San Juan, wel-
coming into the Navaho nation those 50),-
000 acres which comprise the mesa and
its bordering washes. Old Hosteen Sakee-

zie, still in his hogan on Montezuma
Creek, saw little reason to attend. After
all, he and his clan had been here all the
time and intended to stay no matter what.

As for Milt Oman, in digging through
the records, he found that a certain per-
centage of the mineral rights of this area
were supposed to be retained by the same |
clans.  As oil funds flowed in from recent
discoveries  here. they had indeed been
set aside—and  conveniently  forgotten  in
a Washington burcau. These were pried |
loose and turned over to the state of Utah,
which promptly spent them for roads and
other items. A suit to recover this money
is now gaining headway.

Regardless of roads, legal suits and |
such skirmishes as this, however, when
other civilizations have bludgeoned and
surrendered each other into extinction, it’s
a good Dbet that Hosteens may still he
on McCracken Mesa. e o o

WEST
VIRGINIA
MEANS
GREAT
HUNTING!

BEAR?

More D

Season—GREAT!

-
e

Everywhere—GREAT!

---------------------------.
]
1 Send today for FREE illustrated West 1
: Virginia hunting guide and regulations. 1
! Mail to: W. Va. Dept. of Commerce :
1 T
1 State Capitol 1
[ Charleston, W. Va. :
]
I Name 1
1 1
: Street :
1
: City. State. 1
. .

~ VO D>

91



ARGOSY TRAVEL TRAILS
BY MARTIN DEUTSCH

WISCONSIN:

Wisconsin is a happy state. The cities
are filled with people who drink some
of the finest beer brewed in the United
States; the countryside is populated with
handsome dairy farms and healthy cows;
the lakes are brimming with fish just wait-
ing to be caught, and the woods are alive
with game. They call Wisconsin the “land
of the gathering waters,” an appropriate
description of a state with nearly 9,000
lakes and 20,000 miles of rivers and streams.
Not to be overlooked are the 500 miles of
shoreline along the Great Lakes.

The state’s activities match the splendid
natural statistics. In winter, the Green Bay
Packers dominate the National Football
League, and in summer, the Milwaukee
Braves please the crowds in that fair city.
(Into each life a little rain must fall. As
this article was written, there were strong
signs that the Braves would soon move their
baseball franchise to Atlanta, Georgia.) As
another symptom of the gregarious spirit
which pervades Wisconsin, we can point
to the long-standing romance between ac-
tivities involving the circus and the resi-
dents of the Badger State.

From® 1884 until 1918, the city of Bara-
boo was the home of the Ringling Brothers
Circus. (Current headquarters are in Flor-
ida. But the circus and its traditions are
still very much alive in Baraboo today.)
The famous Circus World Museum is open
every day from May sixteenth to Septem-
ber twentieth from nine-thirty to five-thirty.
The admission of $1.50 for adults and 50
cents for children under twelve includes
calliope concerts, a trained-animal circus, a

BEER, FISH AND CIRCUSES

show of horses unloading a circus train,
and a half-hour tour of circus sites in Bara-
boo by open-air carriage. Various collec-
tions recreate the history of the circus.

Another circus manifestation which has
been gaining national prominence in recent
years is the annual circus parade in Mil-
waukee on July Fourth, a revival of a care-
free Independence Day event which has
not been witnessed on these shores since
around 1920. Sponsors of the giant festival
are' the brewers of the beer “that made
Milwaukee famous.”

The parade features an impressive array
of historic circus wagons, carefully rebuilt,
restored and repainted. The wagons are
drawn by matched teams of Percherons,
Belgians and Clydesdales, in four-, six- and
eight-horse hitches. These championship
teams come from as far away as New York
state and Ontario. Then there are stage-
coaches, Indians and cowboys, and even an
ox cart. There are clowns aplenty, along
with caged lions and tigers, and uncaged
elephants, camels, zebras and llamas.

First in line is a “Yesterday on Wheels”
pageant, with more than a hundred antique
cars; then the circus wagons, including a
“hippo den,” carrying, not surprisingly, a
live hippo; a twenty-eight-piece mounted
band and two dozen drum and bugle crops,
all in picturesque attire. The whole show
will be televised nationally next year. The
other big attraction at “A Day in Old Mil-
waukee” is a fantastic nine-forty-five-p.m.
fireworks display on the lake front. There
are 3,000 aerial bursts in less than an hour,
launched from a Chesapeake and Ohio car-
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“Now. don’t act suspicious.”

ferry. If the youngsters (and possibly you
and the missus ) aren’t starry-eyed from the
afternoon’s parade, this exotic nocturnal
shooting match will be certain to add the
finishing touches.

The doings are not limited to July fourth,
either. The five-acre marshalling area
where the circus wagons and their horses
are assembled is open to the public without
charge for the week preceding the Fourth,
as well as the following day. And most
fittingly, there are matinée and evening
performances during this period by the
Ringling Brothers and Barnum and Bailey
Circus. It’s a pleasant time of the year to
spend several days in the Milwaukee area.

In case you haven't guessed by now,
Wisconsin claims to be the “Mother of
Circuses,” having spawned or played host
to more than a hundred of them.

t this stage of our “Travel Trails”
rambles, you might be thinking:
“This is autumn. Why is he carrying on
about vacations and July Fourth parades?”
The point would be well taken. This
time of year, we're normally thinking about
Caribbean cruise waters and sunny beaches
on the one hand, or ski slopes on the
other. True enough, but there are still
many of us who take our holidays in the
summer. And the plans for the typical
two-week July or August vacation are
often hatched before a fireplace with the
snow piling up outside. Thus, what you
learn here about Wisconsin may be fuel
for next year’s vacation.

Further, should you have the time and
inclination, there’s plenty to do in Wis-
consin all the year ‘round. The Packers
practice their gridiron wizardry when the
frost is on the pumpkin, and the state
has some first-class ski resorts, including
several in the southeastern corner near
the major cities of Milwaukee, Madison
and Sheboygan. Wisconsin  snowfalls
range from 30 to 155 inches and many
areas have snow-making machinery to lend
nature a hand when needed.

There are forty-five major ski areas,
conveniently scattered through the state.
An excellent “Ski Wisconsin” booklet is
available, which provides a map, as well
as a listing of the resorts and the names
of the owners, nearest town and major
highway in the area. A data table gives
you the number of runs, the longest run,
the best vertical drop, whether there are
trails, the number of tows and whether
there are snow machines, patrols, rentals,
lights, refreshments and instruction. You
can obtain this sixteen-panel folder with-
out charge by writing to the Wisconsin
Vacation and Travel Service, P.O. Box 450,
Madison, Wisconsin.

Back to next summer and some sugges-
tions for an ideal driving vacation for you
and the family. (It might not be a bad
idea to call at Wisconsin in conjunction
with a trip east to the World’s Fair, which
will be in its second and final year in
New York City’s Flushing Meadows. The
bugs ought to be ironed out by 65, and
the fair should really be fair.)

Wisconsin is endowed with an excellent
system of state recreation areas, including
thirty-two state parks and nine state for-
ests. The parks are divided into three
categories: scenic, historical-memorial and
roadside. The state forests comprise large



areas of woods and water accessible by
primary roads. Camping is permitted in
twenty-five of the parks and all but one
of the forests, as well as in the two Na-
tional Forests that lie within the state’s
boundaries. Daily camping fee is $1.50,
while vehicle stickers cost 50 cents a day or
$2 a ycar. Most of the parks and forests
offer picnic facilities, swimming, tent and
trailer camping, hoating, fishing, hiking,
drinking water and other facilities.

A handsome illustrated brochure, “Wis-
consin. Welcomes You!”, provides full de-
tails on all parks and forests, including
the vacation highlights of the entire state
broken down into cight major areas: In-
dian Head Country, Northwoods Country,
Heartland, Green Bay Country, Coulee
Country, Southern Hill and L.ake Region,
Kettle Moraine Country and the ILake
Michigan Strip. Get the booklet from the
Wisconsin  Vacation and Travel Service,
P.0O. Box 450, Madison, Wisconsin.

In south central Wisconsin, just about
100 miles west of Milwaukee (via High-
way 94), lies the Wisconsin Dells-Lake
Delton region, a deservedly popular and
versatile summer-resort complex. Within
ten square miles, you'll find dozens of
family attractions, motels and lakeside
cottages which can accommodate 10,000
guests nightly, nearly fifty restaurants for
all tastes and in all price ranges, and beau-
tiful scenery. You'll also find golfing,
horseback riding, hunting and fishing.

The town of Wisconsin Dells, a com-
munity of some 2,000 ycar-round resi-
dents, sits in picturesque splendor on the
banks of the Wisconsin River. Flowing
through soft sandstone, the river here has
etched a long series of odd and memorable
shapes into the rock formations. A dam at
the town divides the river into the Upper
and Lower Dells. One of the best ways
to take in the local sights is by boat. Sev-
eral lines run tours to both the Upper
and Lower Dells from April through Oc-
tober. The vessels leave several times an
hour from Dells Landing in town. The
three-hour Upper Dells itinerary, which
includes shore excursions, calls at Cold
Water Canyon, Witches Gulch and Stand
Rock. Tours of the Lower Dells run
slightly over an hour. The Upper tour is
priced at $3, with youngsters at half price.
The Lower ride costs $2 for adults and $1
for children. Beyond two children in a
family, there’s no admission charge.

f you're in the arca between late June

and Labor Day, you can enjoy nightly
Ceremonial Dances offered at eight forty-
five by the Winnebago and other Indian
tribes. These authentic productions take
place at Stand Rock Amphitheatre, five
miles north of the town. You can get
there by car or boat. Admission is $1.80,
children 75 cents. Then, if you want to
relive your childhood memories, there’s
Storybook Gardens, a land of make-helieve
peopled by the likes of Old King Cole,
Simple Simon and The Three Bears. The
landscaping is top-notch and there are
waterfalls, ponds and gardens. There are
also tame animals and a miniature train
ride. It's open from May twenty-third to
September twentieth. Admission from July
first to Labor Day is $1.50, and 75 cents
for kids under fourteen; the rest of the
time, $1 and 50 cents.
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Other attractions include Tommy Bart-
lett's Water Ski Show on Lake Delton,
with three shows a day ($2.25 adults, $1
for children); Fort Dells, a replica of a
frontier fort, at $1 and 50 cents, with
extra charges for stagecoach, boat, train
and antique-car rides; Minirama, a real-
istic recreation of the Dells, with motor
launches, steamers and model trains, re-
corded sound effects (75 cents, children
under twelve free); Riverside and Great
Northern Scenic Railway, a twenty-minute
ride on a miniature railway (35 cents);
Wisconsin  Dells Amphibian Lines, sev-
enty-five-minute land-sea sightseeing tour
via Army “ducks,” and portage, with
driver-guides ($2.75 and $1.25), and Mc-
Boyle’s Air Tours, flights over the Dells,
local lakes (minimum fare $3).

In case you want to.camp in the Dells,
there’s a camping resort eleven miles north
of the town off Highway 13 on Freedom
Court Road. There’s a private lake with
sandy beaches, supervised recreation for
the offspring, camp sites with fireplaces
and tables, washers and dryers, and a
store for food, supplies, ice. Daily family
rate is $3, weekly $17.50. Write for res-
ervations to Dells Camping Resort, Route
2, Box 154, Wisconsin Dells.

Just fifteen miles south, via Baraboo,
you'll find another prime vacation area,
Devil’s Lake State Park, typical of Wis-
consin’s many fine recreation facilities. This
one takes in 2,600 acres and supplies swim-
ming, fishing, golfing, hoating, horses, pic-

nicking, tent and trailer camping and
nature trails. . . .
The northwest corner of the state,

known “Indian Head Country,” is
endowed with major rivers, waterfalls,
rugged Lake Superior shoreline, three In-
dian reservations, deer farms and majestic
forests. The Brule River, a trout strcam
with an international reputation, has its
source and outlet here; and the inland
lakes have given up countless trophy-sized
muskies. Visitors are welcome, inciden-
tally, to the world’s largest trout and
muskellunge hatcheries which are located
here.

The fishing action in Indian Head
Country is excellent—and it’s in season most
of the months of the yecar. You'll find
large- and smallmouth bass, walleye and
sauger, northern pike, a wide selection of
panfish, catfish and sturgeon and, of course,
trout and muskellunge. License fees for
non-residents run to $5 for a full season,
36 for husband and wife for fifteen days.
Wisconsin residents pay $3.

The hunting in Indian Head Country is
equally attractive, with deer, pheasants,
ruffled grouse, woodcocks, ducks and rab-
bits. There are also snowshoe hare and
squirrels. For non-residents, hunting li-
censes, exclusive of deer run $25, with
deer at $50. Shooting-preserve hunting is
$5; archers, for deer only, $10. (These
fees are for the entire state as well as for
Indian Head Country. For fishing and
hunting information throughout the state,
contact the Wisconsin Conservation De-
partment in Madison.)

One of the most popular recreation
diversions in Wisconsin is canoeing. The
state’s many water trails follow in the
wake of the Indian ( Continued on page 95)
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The United States: A Great Place to Live and Visit!

THIS MONTH, we’re suggesting a few of our wonderful states to vacation in or travel
to. The wonders of our own country are endless, including the scenery and the people.
Traveling to your destination is part of the pleasure, whether by car, bus, train or
plane. It’s so easy to get where you’re going—and it’s easy on the family hudget, too!

1.

WISCONSIN: This lovely state seems to be just one big fun time all the year
around. With 9,000 lakes and 20,000 miles of rivers and streams, plentiful
camping sites, football, baseball, skiing, hunting and fishing, and even the
circus—no matter what your desire, Wisconsin seems to have it. By the way,
when you visit the New York World's Fair next summer, don't miss Wisconsin
pizza. That's right—pizza, yet. Why not, with all that wonderful cheese! What
to drink with it? Beer, but of course!

MONTANA: Now here's a state that's wearing a big smile. This year it's
celebrating its Territorial Centennial year. There are lots of big doings! From
the Rocky Mountains in the west to the Great Plains covering a large portion
of the east, Montana is one of the nicest states to see. Somehow it feels—and
is—so healthy and invigorating. Glacier National Park is not to be missed,
from snow-frosted peaks to sparkling lakes. There are plenty of deer, elk,
moose and white-mountain goat. In Helena, see the State Historical
Library with Indian relics and a Custer collection. The Custer Battlefield
National Cemetery, by the way, is within today's Crow Indian Reservation.

LAS VEGAS: Never in Nevada? Man, here's the spot for a lively vacation
in a wonderful climate, with a year-round average temperature of 66.1 de-
grees. As for Las Vegas, although noted for its gambling gaiety, this tootin’
town also offers its visitors a fistful of chips in spots for swimming, golf,
tennis, riding, fishing, etc., and menus to satisfy the heartiest appetite and
most conscientious budget. Special events get the deal, too, such as trap
shoots and golf tourneys. Of course, you can gamble if you want to—it's
still going great! Roll 'em, and lots of luck. Sorry, but the brochures don't
give a sure way to win. They do guarantee a good time, though!
MINNESOTA: Romantic in its history, the ‘“‘Land of 10,000 Lakes' also
has plenty of land to enjoy. Duluth, rising on rock bluffs 800 feet above the
lake level, boasts Skyline Parkway, Aerial Lift Bridge and sits on the western
tip of Lake Superior. You must see Minnehaha Falls in Minneapolis. That's
right, these falls were the inspiration for Longfellow’s immortal ‘‘Hiawatha."”
The St. Paul Winter Carnival should be on your list. The city of Bemidji,
named for the leader of a band of Chippewa Indians, is the romantic folklore
setting for many a legendary Paul Bunyan story.

SOUTH DAKOTA: Just east of the Black Hills is the famed Bad Lands
with a special beauty all its own, featuring numerous and unusual rocks and
fossils found among the prickly cactus and exciting, beautiful wild flowers.
The historical and scenic attractions of Custer State Park, Mount Rushmore
National Monument, Wind Cave National Park and Jewel Cave National
Monument are magnetic with interest.

ILLINOIS: Right in the heart of the United States, it offers warmth, history,
lovely countrysides and exciting cities. The lllinois State Fair itself attracts
about 1,000,000 people each year. It's held in August, so keep this happy
month in mind for next year. There are fifty state parks to visit and many
historical sites, including Lincoln’s home and tomb in Springfield, and
pioneer settlements and forts. Don't forget that up-and-coming city at the
foot of Lake Michigan. It's called Chicago. Brookfield Zoo (near Chicago)
is a must for the small fry. See the Chicago Natural History Museum, Navy
Pier, Hull House and, of course, ‘“The Loop."”

| ARGOSY TRAVEL INFORMATION SERVICE ]

Dept. 10-64, 205 E. 42nd St., New York, N.Y. 10017

Please send me literature on items corresponding to the numbers circled helow.
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in his birchbark, the missionary and the
eaplorer moving  through virgin  wilder-
ness, and the trapper in pursuit of beaver
and otter.  The very names, Flambeau,
Brule, Chippewa, Manitowish,  Peshtigo
and Namekagon, dramatize the attraction
of Wisconsin’s water trails.

There’s an excellent free booklet, “Wis-
consin Water ‘I'rails.” issucd Dby the Con-
servation  Department  in Nadison.  Out-
lined are forty-cight canoe tours, with
maps, distances, camp sites. resorts and
cabins, supplies, hunting and fishing data,
and a report on the currents. Typical
(and short) is trip Number Six, “Flam-
beau River Water Trail.” The description
is as follows: “Ladysmith to Chippewa
River: Between the Dam at  Ladysmith
and the junction of the Flambeau with
the Chippewa, there are but two obstacles
for canocists. These are two  dams, at
Port Arthur and Thornapple.  Neither is
difficult to portage around.

“The water is fast-flowing bhut smooth,
and offers ideal fishing, There are possible
camp sites at the dams and near the point
where the two rivers meet. These lower
stretches of the Flambeau run  through
fairly wild country, but County Trunk I
(road) to the west, is accessible from the
river along much of the way. Supplies
may be obtained at Ladysmith.”  Many
of the tours are somewhat longer. It's a
fine guide.

f you like to hit a zolf Dhall, you'll find

plenty of fairways in Wiscinsin,  Last
year alone there were twenty-four more
courses  with 324 holes available to on-
thusiasts. There are now  cighteen-hole
courses at Mukwonago (Rainbow Springs ),
IFranksville (Golf Bowl), Antigo (River-
view). Caledonia  ( Raymond  Heights),
Delafield (‘Tumblebrook) and Butler (The
Mceadows ). The Conservation Department
will supply vou with a statewide list of
wolf facilitics on request.

We've rather  neglected  Wisconsin's
historical monuments and museums, the
reminders of America’s growth and transi-
tion from a wilderness inhabited by In-
dians and trappers to a modern industrial
and agricultural state. Wisconsin’s “mod-
ern” history goes back to 1634 when Jean
Nicolet was sent by Champlain, the Gov-
ernor of New IFrance, to explore the re-
gion.  Nicolet's expedition  crossed the
Great Lakes and landed at Green Bay,
where a treaty was signed with the In-
dians and fur trade was begun. For the
next 200 years, trappers and traders had
things pretty much to themselves. Subse-
quently, the English and Americans  set-
tled here, and the struggle for control
began. The upper hand passed from the
Irench to the English, then to the Ameri-
cans. Bad feelings hetween the Americans
and Indians culminated in the Black Hawk
War of 1832, which ended in the defeat
of the Sauk Indians, opening the door for
settlers from New England, New York and
the South.

The visitor can retrace much of this
fascinating frontier history, in the cities,
in the wilderness woods, in tiny settle-
ments and on Wisconsin’s lakes and rivers.

In the mecantime, if you have hegun to
think about next year's vacation, and it’s
not too early, it's a good idea to keep the
Badger State in mind. e o o
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OYSTER'BOAT MAN Continued from page 33

vessels, the chief engineer doesn’t stand
an engine-room watch. This first morning
at sea, he should be flaked out in his bunk,
as usual, sleeping off his before-sailing tour
of the dockside pubs. If he had been
called below, it meant trouble.

The captain set his cup on a binocular
box, stepped into the wheelhouse and
picked up the receiver. He had a craggy
face and a thatch of hair with a lot of
gray in it. His voice was roygh as a full
gale. He said yes as if he had actually
said, “Well, what’s wrong now?”

The chief's reply came up, apologetical-
ly. “We got to slow her down, Cap'n.
She’s burning a rotor bearing. Better cut
‘er to sixty turns.”

“For how long?”

“Depends on the bearing.”

“The hell with the bearing! I got a
schedule to make. Keep ’er wide open!”

“Cap'n, wait a minute! Listen! She’ll
seize up and then you got no turns at all.”

The captain stared at the phone as
though it had pitched oftf the bulkhead
and hit him. “I'm coming down there.
Don’t cut her under seventy-five.”

He hooked the receiver, slamming it,
and went back to the wing. As he drank
his coffce—not even a burned rotor bear-
ing could interrupt that daily rite—he felt
the ship slowing to not much more than
half speed. And as she slowed, she rolled
deeper into the swells.

As:k Captain Thomas Hutchinson how to
get a ship across the ocean and he’d
tell you quicker than a sailor heading for
the first gin mill. “Just take ’er across,”

he’d say. “And if anything goes wrong,
square it away the best way you can.”
That was all he had in the way of
philosophy. But he wouldn’t call it that.
He’d call it experience, a commodity he'd
been stowing away since the age of four-
teen when he quit school and went to
work on the Long Island oyster dredgers.
In those days, they kept the boats afloat
with oakum and bailers. At eighteen,
figuring he knew all there was to know
about oyster dredging, he shifted to deep-
sea freighters. After he learned the sea-
man’s trade, he studied navigation. Slowly
and painfully, he discovered how to handle
a sextant and work out a noon position.
It took him ten years to move from the
forecastle to a job as third mate. After
another ten years, he got his master’s
license with an assist from the war, during
which the examiners were inclined to pass
a man who had a lot of sea time even
though it took him half a day to figure a
longitude problem. He got a tough break
then; the war ended before he could sign
on as skipper of a Liberty ship. He had
to settle for a chief mate’s rating on
freighters of the North Europe Line. And
that was when he developed the two pas-
sions that were to shape the rest of his
seagoing years. One was a craving for
oysters—probably an inherited taste. The
other, definitely acquired, was an abiding
hatred for the line’s marine superintendent.
The marine superintendent, referred to
by officers on company vessels as Smiling
John because he never did, sat swivel-
chaired in an air-conditioned office on
lower Broadway and moved ships with a
slide rule. He also hired and fired the

“Hold the rod a second!”

ARGOSY MAGAZINE

masters and mates. Smiling John would
admit, under very strong pressure, that
throughout the time Thomas Hutchinson
served as chief mate, he was thoroughly
competent. He also observed that Hutch-
inson was stubborn and hard-headed. He
clung to his opinions as tight as a couple
of round turns on a mooring bitt. He tend-
ed to engage in bellowing arguments. In
short, he wasn’t exactly a company man.

But Hutchinson stayed with the com-
pany. He waited patiently—stubbornly,
too—and as the line expanded, he moved
from the bottom to the top of the pro-
motion list. Eventually—and, he thought,
because Smiling John didn’t have an ex-
perienced skipper available—he was en-
trusted with the command of the American
Pride. That was two years ago. So far so
good. Ile had taken the ship out and
brought her back on time come hurricane
or high water. Despite his good record,
though, he was still on a kind of probation.
Just one error in judgment, and he was
finished. He knew that. And he knew
Smiling John did, too.

Captain Hutchinson finished his coffec
and strode through the wheelhouse—
causing the fourth mate to straighten up
fast—and headed along the inside alleyway.
Reaching the engine-room door on the
main deck, he stepped out onto the grat-
ing and saw, far below, the flats and levels
of machinery clustered around a massive
bulk of steam turbines. A blast of tropical
air drafted up, and the steel guard rail
was almost too hot to hold. He went down
the ladder as reluctantly as someone forced
to descend all the way to hell.

The chief, a red-faced Scotsman in
sweated khaki, stood by the reaction tur-
bine. His first assistant was leaning over
it, feeling the gear casing, the heat in it,
with the palm of his hand.

The captain looked at the chief, shook
his head and came right to the point.
“What have you got?” he said.

“The liner on the high-pressure rotor is
breaking up,” the chief said. He reached
into the well under the bearing, groped
around in the oil spill and fished out half
a dozen chunks of silvery-white babbitt.

The rotor hearing is part of the thrust
assembly that transmits the turning force
of the turbines to the propeller shaft.
Pointing with a grimy finger, the chief ex-
plained that vibration had caused its oil-
grooved babbitt core to burn and grind
away from the inner surface of steel.

The captain asked if there was a spare
bearing.

“One,” the chief said.

“How fast can you put it in?”

“Maybe two hours.”

“Then there's no problem. Put it in.”

“That’s not the whole story,” the chief
said. “The spare may not last, either.” He
explained that the real problem was the
coupling which linked the thrust assembly
to the propeller shaft. The coupling was,
as he put it, pretty near beat. The teeth
on it had worn to hair edges and, meshing
unevenly, caused the vibration that had
burned out the rotor bearing.

“You mean you need a new coupling,”
the captain said. “You got one aboard?”



“No, sir. That’s a shipyard job. I
asked for a new one half a dozen times.
But the marine superintendent said this
coupling was good for another year.”

“He did, eh?” the captain said. “Old
Smiling John, eh? He said the coupling
would last another year?”

“They keep all kinds of records. They
claim a coupling is supposed to last for. . .”

“Never mind their phony records. What
I want to know is what happens if you
put the spare bearing in and it burns, too.
Then what?”

The chief glanced at the shaft, revolving
at half speed, gleaming, swinging the
heavy propeller. “That would be the end
of it,” he said. “When the liner starts to
go, the bearing heats up. If it burns out,
we have to stop the ship. And we don’t
move again till we’'ve got a new bearing.”

The captain thought about that. Then
he said, “We'll take a chance on the spare
bearing.” He turned and stamped across
the floorplates toward the ladder. “Soon
as I give you the bell, get it in. Fast!”

When he reached the bridge, the captain
rang the engine-room indicator to stop and
told the helmsman to put the wheel amid-
ships. He sent the fourth mate running
up to the flying bridge to hoist the out-
of-command signal—two Dblack spheres
which would warn any passing ships that
the American Pride could not maneuver.

Standing in the wheelhouse, the captain
heard the rhythmic beat of the engine slow
and finally stop. There was an eerie still-
ness, and then the awareness of other
sounds—the rustle of wind and sea, the
bang and clatter of gear as the ship wal-
lowed, rolling heavily, in the trough of the
waves. Overhead, the fourth mate’s heels
clicked as he moved away from the flag
locker. Other footsteps, then the first
mate’s as he raced up the bridge ladder.

The captain met him at the wheelhouse
door. “Make sure everything’s secure,” he
said crisply. “We're going to roll some.”
He turned and went into the chartroom.
A times like these, alone in his chart-

room, a shipmaster might be inclined
to say a few prayers. The theory is that if
a watch officer gets into trouble he can
call on the skipper. And the skipper can call
on God. Thomas IHutchinson, however,
was in the habit of handling his problems
without help from anyone.

Bracing against the roll of the ship, he
checked a sheaf of weather reports. Low-
pressure areas moving down from the
north and west. lleavy weather making.
He looked at the chart. On a course of
242, the Pride was ten hours out of the
English Channel. Okay. Now what to do?
After the spare bearing was installed, he
could play it safe—the way a prudent
skipper should—Dby turning and running the
shortest distance easterly to Saint Nazaire.
There were shipyards there and . . .

No, he thought, that won’t do any good;
what we need is a new coupling, and a
foreign shipyard won’t have one. Wait
a minute! Smiling John told the chief en-
gineer this coupling is good for anothet
year. Very well then. Steam ahead on
course and at full speed. When the ship
docks in New York, Smiling John can look
at the Beat-up coupling and admit he was
wrong. But suppose the Pride doesn’t
make New York? Suppose the bearing
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burns out at sea? Without engine power,
the ship would be derelict. She’d be at
the mercy of the mid-Atlantic gales. Wait-
ing for an ocean-going tug, she might
break up; she might take enough water to
founder. And then it would be the cap-
tain who would have to admit he had
been wrong. If he was still around to say
anything at all.

He tossed the weather reports on the
chart table and went back to the bridge
wing. Pacing and scowling, staring ahead
at the gray Atlantic, he waited for the
chief to install the spare bearing. A min-
ute after the job was finished, he had the
ship back on course and at full speed.
Then he descended to the engine room.

The chief and the first assistant, along
with an oiler who had helped install the
bearing, were mopping sweat and grease.

“She looks okay,” the chief said, nod-
ding toward the fast-turning shaft.

The discarded bearing was on the floor-
plates—a steel cylinder about as big as a
washdown bucket. The inner surface, the
babbitt liner, was chipped and worn away.

The captain nudged the rim of the bear-
ing with his foot and then glanced up at
the chief. “L.ook,” he said, “you got plenty
of babbitt aboard, haven’t you? Why not
melt it and pour a new liner into this bear-
ing? After it hardens, cut the oil grooves
on the lathe. Right? If the spare burns
out, you put this one in. And pour a new
liner into the spare. See what I mean?”

The chief’s face creased into a couple
of hundred wrinkles. This was a solution
he should have figured out himself. “I see
what you mean,” he said.

“We’ll make New York if we have to
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change a bearing every day. The only
question is, can you pour the liner?”

“Yes, sir. I'll pour you a dozen liners.”

“Just one,” the captain said. “That’s all
we need right now.”

He followed the chief into the machine
shop and watched him make a sheet-metal
mold and fit it inside the bearing. The
first assistant rolled in a tank of acetylene
gas. After the torch was hooked up, the
chief lit the burner and held the white-
hot flame under the ladle. At the far side
| of the workbench, the oiler was scraping
| the last of the old liner out of the bearing.
| Soon after the heat hit it, the babbit
started to melt. A few minutes later, it
was bubbling like soup.

“It’s hot enough now,” the chief told the
| captain. “T'll pour it over a base of sand.”

“Watch what you're doing!” the captain
| shouted.
| The torch was sputtering. The chief
| twirled a valve, the flame blasted full
force, sputtered again, caught, sputtered
and went out. .

“Tank’s empty,” the first assistant said.
| The captain was looking at the babbitt.

It had begun to harden. “Hook up an-
| other tank!”

The chief wiped his face with some cot-
| ton waste. “Cap’n,” he said, “that’s our
| last tank. I ordered six. But the marine
superintendent put a limit on acetylene, so
they cut the order.”

“Smiling John again,” the captain said.
He delivered a couple of well-chosen
phrases, the kind an oysterman uses when
a dredge line parts. Switching to practical
matters, he asked, “You got a blowtorch?”

The chief had a blowtorch. But because
of fire regulations, he couldn’t carry gaso-
line or anything else hot enough to burn
in it.

“Use diesel oil,” the captain suggested.
“You can run an air line into it to break
it up.”

They tried that. It didn’t work. The
compressed air couldn’t force a spray fine
| enough to fire the oil. But the captain
| wasn’t beat yet. He primed the oil with
flaming rags. No good. Still trying, he
went topside and and got a case of ciga-
rette-lighter fiuid out of the slop chest.

He mixed the Hluid with oil and touched
it off. The blowtorch caught and held a
steady flame. “Now we’re back in busi-

ness,” he said. But not for long. The fuel-
| oil flame wasn’t hot enough to bring the
| babbitt to pouring temperature.
| At that point, if the captain had said
anything at all, the babbitt might have
boiled as brisk as water. But he didn’t
say anything; he just turned and walked
toward the ladder. When he had climbed
| well beyond hearing range, the first as-
sistant grinned.

“He’s prob’ly going to rig some sail,” he
said.

“Don’t bet he won't,” the chief said.
“And don't knock the skipper. You do, an’
I'll lay a wrench in your teeth!”

' ack in his chartroom, the captain bel-

lowed fer the radio operator and got
the late weather reports. After studying
them, he went out onto the wing and did
some more pacing. A few minutes later—
his mind made up—he returned to the
chartroom and plotted the Pride’s position.
He wrote it down and, following it, scrib-

bled a message to the marine superin-
tendent in New York:

Main shaft coupling vibrating. Liner
in high-pressure rotor bearing burned
out and replaced. No spare bearings
aboard.

The radiogram, transmitted immediate-
ly to New York, was a routine advisory
phrased as formally as code. Translated
into plain language, it told Smiling John
that he had been wrong about the cou-
pling. It wouldn’t last another year.

The captain had planned his first move
as craftily as an oysterman coming up
against the Coast Guard. No hostility. No
arguments. He had simply stated the
facts. The facts were on his side, though;
he knew Smiling John would have to ac-
cept them. The next move would be al-
most automatic. Smiling John would be
forced to order the Pride to turn and head
for the nearest port. When he did, he'd be
admitting that his original judgment on
the coupling had heen wrong.

Yes, but what if Smiling John stuck to
his estimate? What if he insisted the cou-
pling was still okay? In that case, he
wouldn’t order the change in course. The
captain was thinking about that possibility
as he bent over the chart table and studied
the weather reports and the lines of posi-
tion on the plotting sheet. He glanced up
finally, and stared past the circle of port-
hole glass at the late-afternoon sun.

A ship spans the ocean with turns of a

bronze propeller. One turn equals so
many feet of forward motion. It’s accord-
ing to mathematics. But the captain of
the ship is moved by doubt and caution.
He doesn’t know what’s ahead. And there’s
no way to figure it. Not for sure, anyway.
Thomas Hutchinson had learned that the
hard way. He learned it all over again
during the next hours as he waited for an
answer to the radiogram. After a time, he
had to admit there would be no answer.
The marine superintendent wasn’t going
to advise a run to the nearest port.

It was now the captain’s turn to sweat
out a decision. Is the coupling okay? Will
the bearing hold? Smiling John seemed
to think it would. Okay. Play it his way.
Maintain course and speed.

He mixed and drank a double scotch
and soda and went below to the saloon
for supper. Sitting opposite the chief engi-
neer, he described the various methods of
working an oyster boat on Long Island
Sound. The chief was properly attentive
but he heard only the throb and beat of
the engines at full speed. The captain was
also listening to the engines, and to the
steadily increasing sounds of wind and
weather. At six p.m., feeling better after
his lecture on oyster dredging, he went
to his quarters and turned in.

At two a.m. the phone above his bunk
rang. It was the chief, reporting from the
engine room that the rotor bearing was
again beginning to heat up.

Twenty minutes later, when the chief
came topside, the captain was pacing the
dark and windy bridge wing. “Well,” he
said, “now how does it look?”

“Not so good,” the chief said glumly.
“You can run wide open another two or
three hours. Then the liner starts to go.”

The captain paced to the outhoard end



ot the wing, turned, and paced hack. “If
we cut her to sisty revolutions, how long
will the hearing hold?”

“A couple of days—if the weather s
vood. In heavy weather, there’ll he more
vibration and the liner would let go in a
few howrs.”

“Cut her to sixty,” the captain said.

He turned away, scowling, and  went
into the chartroom.  After figuring the
Pride’s position, he transferred it to the
North Atlantic pilot chart. Looking at the
pencil dot on the empty expanse of the
chart, studying it, he located the ship in
relation to prevailing winds and current.
Then another check on the weather. The
harometer was falling rapidly.  This meant
the low-pressure system was moving in
fast from the northwest. Within twenty-
four hours, a fresh gale would raise moun-
tainous seas. Heavy weather.  Vibration
along the propeller shaft. A burned-out
hearing. A dead ship.

The captain hunched over the chart.

cew York was at least seven days away,

If had weather, maybe eight.  He
couldn’t make it. He couldn’t come around
and head for Saint Nazaire, cither. At six-
ty revolutions, the ship wouldn't even have
steerage way through the gale-lashed sea.
The only possible route was  southward,
skirting the storm arca, to the Azores. It
would he a two-day run—if the hearing
lasted that long.

One of the rules the captain had learned
carly in life was first things first. He laid
out the new course. Then he opened the
wheelhouse door and shouted to the third
mate, “Bring her left to two-nineteen!”

When the third repeated the order, there
was a question mark in his voice.

“Ponta Delgada,” the captain told him.
e added tartly, “Break out Sparks: tell
him to get up here. On the double!™

The message for the radio operator was
ready a few minutes later. To the marine
superintendent:

Rotor bearing heating. Request per-
mission  proceed  Azores. Suggest
fly new coupling Ponta Delgada.

After it was  dispatched,  the  captain
went to his quarters, stretched out on his
hunk and smoked two packs of cigarettes.

Considering the time difference, he es-
timated  that his radiograun would he re-
ceived hy the Atlantic coast  station  at
cleven pam. New York time. It would he
relayed to the night man at the North
Furope Line offices on lower Broadway.
Ie would telephone the marine superin-
tendent at his home in the suburbs. By
that time—at least midnight—Smiling John
would he  comfortably  asleep. He'd
awaken, startled, grope for the telephone,
listen, jot the message on a note  pad,
then get up and go downstairs to his den.
There he'd think awhile—if he could think
—and waste some more valuahle time in
a highly critical review of Captain Hutch-
inson’s record. Eventually, he'd phone the
vice-president in charge of marine opera-
tions.  After a discussion about the Pride,
her coupling and her hearing—and  about
Hutchinson also—a reply would he drafted.
It would be channeled hack to the coastal
radio station and should reach the Pride,
ship’s time, at five a.n.

The captain - had  everything  figured
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right. The reply came shortly before five.
It was signed hy the marine superinten-
dent. But the orders were all wrong:

Reduce speed to favor bearing and
continue on cowrse. Inform revised
estimated time of arrical.

1Te crumpled the radio operator’s neatly
typed message form and tossed it on the
deck. Smiling John helieved the hearing
would hold!  Nothing wrong  with the
coupling, cither! All vou have to do is
reduce speed!

Danmmn it, the speed has alrcady bheen
reduced!  Does  he  think  the  captain
wouldn't know cnough to do that? Yes,
that’s exactly what he thinks.  He thinks
the captain can’t handle an emergency.
He's just a two-vear skipper. He's an
oyster-boat man. e doesn’t know how to

hring in a scagoing vessel.  So smiling
John, the world’'s hest marine  superin-

tendent, is telling him how to do it!

In plain language, that was the marine
superintendent’s message. While the cap-
tain mentally decoded it, he was aware
that he was up against a man who was as
stubborn and hardheaded as he was him-
self. It was a question of judgment. of
course. But it was also a hattle of wills.
And the question the captain was asking—
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and which he would have to answer—was:
What are you going to do now? Youre
the master of this vessel. When the safety
of the ship is involved, the marine super-
intendent’s instructions are simply advisory.
You don’t take orders from anyone. You
set the courses. You make the decisions
and vou must take full responsibility for
them.  Okay.  The same  question again.
What are you going to do? Sail Smiling
John's course? Or your own?

Sparks had gone below for coflee. The
captain got him hack to the radio shack
and  penciled another  radiogram  to  the
marine superintendent:

Hatve altered course to Ponta Del-
cada. My judgment bearing will not
last New York. New coupling ur-
vently needed.

The reply came hack promptly from
New York:
Procecd Ponta Delgada. Your agent

there Martinez. Coupling en route
air express.

Decoded, Smiling John's message meant:
You have refused to follow my instructions.
The chances are youre wrong. If you
are, have your gear packed and he ready
to hit the docek. If you think you're right.
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you’ll have to prove it to me. And that
will take a lot of proving. So you better
be very right, very right, very right . . .

Right? the captain thought. What's
right? And how do you know when you're
right? You're responsible for the ship and
her crew. You bring them in the best way
you can. That’s all there is to it. It's got
nothing to do with right or wrong. He
pondered that as he paced the bridge wing
and listened to the sounds of the engine
and the wind.

t sixty revolutions and through a mod-
erating sea, the Pride made it to
the Azores the following afternoon. She
rounded the southeastern group and head-
ed up northerly toward the twin peaks of
San Miguel Island. At two p.m., Ponta
Delgada was right ahead, a town built at
the base of a volcanic mountain and
shielded from the open sea by a long
breakwater.

When the pilot came aboard, his eyes
were like buttons; he had never brought
so great a ship into that small harbor. But,
with a mixture of Portuguese and English
commands, he did con her in past the
breakwater.

“Good now, Cap’tano,” he said.
anchor here.”

The captain was scanning the shore.
“Have to work on this ship,” he said. “Fix
the engines.” He pointed toward the dock.
“Must tie up.”

“No. Not enough water by the dock.”

There was a line of pilings along the
end of the breakwater. “Okay over there?”
the captain asked.

“Only for navy vessels. Must anchor.”

“This is an emergency,” the captain
said. “A port of refuge.”

Motioning to the helmsman, he headed
the Pride in toward the breakwater. When
she was three hundred yards off, he
ordered the port anchor down and told the
mate to give it plenty of chain. He put
the helm hard left then, and kicked the
stern around. It was close maneuvering,
but he made it. He had to make it. The
Pride swung neatly, paralleling the break-
water, and eased in against the row of
pilings. Two head lines and a spring line
were made fast. A stern line was run out
to a mooring buoy.

The chief came up to the bridge while
the captain was telling the fourth mate to
ring off the engines. “The liner’s gone,”
he said. “Wouldn’t a” lasted another hour.”

“Put that in your log so the marine
superintendent can read it,” the captain
said. “What do you need to get her back
to sea?”

“The new coupling.”

“It's on the dock.”

It was there, all right. It must have
arrived by the morning plane.

“Okay. Now I need a tank of gas,” the
chief said.

“I'll get it for you.”

The captain went into his office, just
aft of the chart room, and checked the
papers he’d need to enter the ship. Out-
side, in the afternoon sunlight, the bosun
was rigging a gangway to the breakwater,
and soon enough the agent would be hur-
rying aboard. The captain waited for him,
drumming the top of his desk.

The agent, Martinez, was a slender man
with a radiant smile, a briefcase and a
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fair supply of English. He came up the
ladder to the bridge deck, knocked polite-
ly on the door, entered, shook hands with
the captain and agreed to accept a drink
of whiskey. And then strictly business.

“You wish service of the shipyard here,
Capting?” he asked. “Your office cabled
you will make repairs. I have twenty
machinists from the shipyard standing by.”

The captain estimated how much twenty
machinists would cost. Plus overtime.
Plus materials. Plus the usual surcharge
levied on rich United States shipping
companies. He also had a clear mental
picture of Smiling John’s face when he saw
the bill. “No,” he said. “We can handle
the job ourselves.”

The agent was no longer jovial. “Cap-
ting, we both make a little money, we ...”

“All T want from you is a tank of
acetylene gas. Can you have it sent up
from the shipyard?”

“Very difficult, Capting.”

“It’s going to be like that, eh?”

“Shipyard has gas only for work they
do themselves.”

“I'll buy it some place else.”

“No store on the island for that.”

“I'll send to Lisbon for it.”

“Next steamer due in six days. Best do
business with the shipyard, Capting.”

Very firmly, the captain put the top on
the whiskey bottle and used some Ameri-
can language the agent had never heard
before. That ended the discussion.

When the agent left, no longer smiling,
the captain phoned down to the engine
room and told the chief he’d have to wait
a while for the gas.

“I need it now,” the chief said. “Have
to heat the old coupling to get it off.”

For a moment, the captain considered
being robbed by the shipyard. No! Well
what else was there to do? He was tired.
He had slept only a few hours during the
last forty-eight. And his waking hours
had been like a nightmare. Couplings!
Bearings! Acetylene gas! And now agents
and shipyards! To hell with it alll He de-
cided to go uptown and get some oysters.

He put on his shore-going clothes and
went down to the gangway where the
steward was bargaining with a ship chan-
dler for some fresh vegetables.

“How do I get into town?” the captain
asked.

“I go soon,” the chandler said.
you in my car.”

“They got oysters on this island?”

“Yes, very good. I know the best place.”

“Okay, let’s go.”

But they didn’t make the trip all the
way into town because the chandler, try-
ing to be pleasant—and also to make a
good impression—talked about his brother
who owned a fleet of trucks.

“Trucks?” the captain said.

“Oh, yes, many trucks. Does big work.”

“And has big garage?”

“Oh, yes, very big garage.”

They detoured to the garage where the
captain bargained for and bought a tank
of acetylene gas. It was lifted into the
back of the chandler’s car, sped back to
the dock and loaded onto a handcart. But
the two customs men at the gate looked at
the tank and solemnly shook their heads.

“Take

As interpreted by the chandler, they said, 101
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“No product can be exported out of the
country without a permit.”

“Tell them I'm not going to take it out
of the country,” the captain said. “I'm
going to use it right here.”

“They say do you use it on the dock?”

“No. Tell them I have to take it
aboard the ship.”

“They say no.”

“Ask them where I get the permit.”

The answer was: “Customs house.
Closed now. Open tomorrow morning.”

The captain came up with a permit
right then and there—twenty American
dollars and the promise of four cartons of
American cigarettes.

The acetylene tank
hauled aboard the ship.

Time: five p.m. The captain went be-
low to the engine room to watch the chief
work his gang.

Using the acetylene torch, they heated
the worn coupling to expand the metal,
and hammered it off. The shaft was then
chilled—and contracted—with ice from the
steward’s storeroom. A strongback Dbar
was welded to the face of the new cou-
pling. It was heated—expanded—and
chain-hoisted to the cnd of the shaft. A
hydraulic jack was butted against the
strongback and, slowly, slowly, the cou-
pling moved along the shaft. An eighth
of an inch. Another eighth. And then a
quarter

In the machine shop, the first assistant
melted a ladle of habbitt and poured new
liners into both rotor hearings. No prob-
lem there.

No problem in the engine room, either,
until the jack broke when the coupling
was half an inch from a flush fit. The
chief was afraid to force it.

“We break one of those gear teeth,” he

was immediately

chief knocked the engine gang off for
coffee. He and the captain stayed below.

“Can we run with the coupling like
that?” the captain asked.

“Well, yes,” the chief said. “I could rig
a lathe tool on it and cut off the overhang.
It would ride all right. But we could only
turn half speed.”

“Half speed!” the captain said. He
picked up a sixteen-pound sledge and
straddled the housing of the reaction tur-
bine. Raising the sledge in half an arc,
he blinked a couple of times and, maybe,
muttered a quick prayer. He swung the
sledge, flashing, falling swiftly, toward the
strongback bar. A clean shot. The cou-
pling set up flush with a metallic click.

The chief looked startled. Then awed.
Then he smiled.

At six a.m. the next morning, the Ameri-
can Pride cleared Ponta Delgada. While
the pilot was still aboard, the captain ad-

dressed a postcard to his wife in Con-
necticut. He glanced at the scene on the

colored side of it—a sunny view of flowers
and stone archways. Turning the card, he
wrote: “Stopped here on the way home,
Nice place.”

He gave the card, for mailing, to the
pilot, along with a carton of cigarettes.
When the pilot went ashore, the captain
rang full ahead on the engines. After a
session in the chartroom, he radiogrammed
an estimated time of arrival.

He realized he needed a lot of sleep.

Fivo days later, when the Pride eased
alongside the North Furope Line’s pier
on the Hudson River, Captain Hutchinson
was on the inboard wing of the bridge.
And the marine superintendent was on the
dock. The captain looked again. Smiling

said, “and we've had it.” John meeting a ship? He had never met
The time: well after midnight. The one before. But he was meeting the Pride;
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no doubt about that. He stood impa-
tiently, while the slack went out of the
mooring lines. As soon as the crew low-
ered the gangway, he went aboard.

The captain paced into the wheelhouse
and watched the third mate ring off the
engines. The end of a voyage. Perhaps
the last—with the North Europe Line, any-
way—for Thomas Hutchinson. No master
who brings his ship in four days late is
certain he’ll take her out again. Especial-
ly if he has refused to follow the marine
superintendent’s instructions, insisted on
repairs in a foreign port, and in various
other ways demonstrated that he is still
not a company man.

Hutchinson could not, of course, deny
any of those charges. He wasn't a
company man; probably he never would
be. He was his own man. IHe moved his
ship the way he believed a ship should he
moved. As for the superintendent . ..

There was the sound of shore-side
leather scraping the ladder rungs. The
marine  superintendent. A stocky man.
White-haired. Bull-necked. Eyes like ice.
Not exactly an easy man to deal with. He
came into the wheelhouse.

“I got something for you,” the captain
said. “A coupling with teeth worn down
like knife blades. It’s a . . .”

“Now, wait a minute,” the marine super-
intendent said. “All T,

“And an empty ac etylenv tank,” the cap-
tain cut in. He was talking louder.

“Captain, 1...”

“Don’t tell me that rotor bhearing would
have lasted to New York!”

‘Calm down, Captain! Quit hollering!
All I want to say is . . .”

“Far as I'm concerned, you can take this
lugger and. . .”

“I talked to the chief,” Smiling John
said. “And we had reports from Ponta
Delgada.”
“ and blow the whistle,” the captain
said.

“What counts in this business,” Smiling
John continued evenly, “is the guts to use
vour own head. If you got any sense in it.
So what I'm here for is to buy vou a lot
of oysters.”

The captain stopped  shouting.
again,” he said.

“Two or three dozen oysters.”

“Long Island oysters?”

Smiling  John nodded. “Long Island
oysters?  Certainly! The Dbestt T pick
em. I'm an old oyster-hoat man myself.”

“You are what!”

don’t often admit it,” Smiling John
said, “but I came up the same way vou
did.” He was almost smiling. “That's why
we get along. T mean, we understand cach
other. Right?”

“What about the coupling?” the cap-
tain said. “You were wrong about that.
You claimed . . .

“Wa-a-a-it a minute! Don’t push me too
far!” Smiling John's face was getting red
and he was talking louder. “We better go
get the oysters.”

“Don’t tell me what to do,” the captain
said. “Not on my own ship. What I need
is a drink. I need half a dozen drinks.”

“I could probably use one myself,”
Smiling John said.

“Then,” the captain said, “then we'll get
the oysters!” o o o

“Come



THE OLD MAN AND THE TlGER Continued from page 48 i

Normally, a tiger will walk around and
avoid these same people. It is strange to
see how tigers and people intermingle in
the same forests. This is the paradox of
the tiger. He is powerful, feared and
sometimes vicious—yet gentle and unas-
suming, taking pains to elude people.

As the days went by, we walked
through the jungle unarmed and un-
harmed. 1 often checked possible machan
sites with the hunters, carrying only a
Rolleiflex around my neck. We accepted
the native point of view—that a healthy
tiger will retreat when humans approach.

Qur first tiger beat was similar to the
next twenty-four—except for its newness.
Every beat had elephants chasing a tiger
out from an impenetrable thicket toward
a machan where Cox waited with how and
arrow poised. T was always behind him,
equipped with two automatic-sequence
Foton cameras.

he beat always began the evening be-

fore. A calf bait was tethered before a
heavily crusted lantana growth, with a
vine fastened not too tightly to a front
hoof, limiting his grazing area. Vines
fastened to the neck, we learned from the
natives, often made the tiger suspicious.
The hunter would then select a machan
site for Cox and me, usually less than
fifty yards in direct line of sight to the
spot where the tiger might emerge from
the jungle. Experience and instinct de-
termined where the machan should be
anchored. A machan is a four-by-three-
foot platform lashed to a forked tree, about
ten feet off the ground. Since females can
measure ninc feet and males cven more,
Cox and I soon realized that we were
within touching distance of any tiger in
our tinderbox.

Sometimes the hunters would place
machans in nearby trees for themselves,
but most of the time, they would sit out
the tiger beat in a tree. Both hunters
carried Jeffries, one a 423 and the other
an over-under .450-.400.

No effort was ever made to break up
human scent in the bait area, since the
blazing sun would absorh our presence in
less than half an hour. After setting the
bait, we would return to the compound,
leaving the calf to its fate. Early next
morning, the head native would check the
bait. If the tiger had taken it, the evidence
would be on the ground. Tigers kill with
lunges at the throat. They then either drag
or carry their kill into the thick brush and
feast on it for several days until the entire
carcass is eaten. Tigers have been known
to carry an 800-pound cow in their mouths
as they jump a native compound fence.

When bait had been taken, Cox and 1
would ride out to the machan on Dhut
Dhut. Our hunters used six elephants
altogether. The elephants would encircle
the beat, forming a U around the tiger
and “stops” would be placed in trees on
the outer limits of the beat. Stops are
natives whose job is to create a racket with
voice and noisemakers should the tiger
attempt to leave the beat arca. With ele-
phants and stops in place, the beat would
then hegin.

Noise is an important factor in a tiger

hunt. It panics the tiger, forcing him to
move from his feast, hopefully in the li-
rection of the waiting hunters.

Elephants are the star performers in
any tiger beat. They trample the jungles,
rocking like whalers in a forty-mile gale.
As our elephants moved, they closed in
the U at a point where Cox might get in
a good shot as the tiger emerged from the
jungle. Depending on the nature and boil-
ing point of the tiger, it may come out
like an Indianapolis Ford Lotus, or it may
calmly stroll out of the jungle. As soon as
the beaters have delivered a tiger within
shooting distance of their client, their job
is over. The rest is up to the client.

Our first beat was highly emotional.
Our tracker reported a calf taken from a
nearby grazing herd. It Dbelonged to
Shushila Devi, a pretty eight-year-old girl.
who had last been seen weeping in the
native compound. Having left an eight-
year-old daughter back in New York, |
could understand Shushila’s feelings.

John Cox was packing his Browning
375 H&H Magnum, and was determined
to get satisfaction for little Shushila. Old
man Cox carried his sixty-pound Bear how
of laminated glass and maple, with a
quiver of 274%-inch arrows made of Port
Oxford cedar. The arrowhead was four- |
bladed forged steel that traveled 200 feet |
per second with a sixty-pound pull.

We scrambled up the hooked tail of the
elephant which a native held for us and
settled down on the rocking howdah. At
the edge of the dense wood, an unusual
grass grew abundantly for hundreds of
yards: marijuana growing wild.

There was much excitement at the native
compound, but Shushila was no longer
crying.  She had been told white hunters
were going to shoot her calf’s abductor. |
With gestures, she described her calf to |
our head tracker. It was a brown and
white pinto. Though she’d lost her calf,
its dead killer would please her, and some-
how, she had picked John Cox as her
benefactor. lle was the youngest, almost
baby-faced. Shushila kissed him on the |
hand, then darted, embarrassed, into her |
father’s arms. John felt ten fecet tall.

va plunged into the jungles, ducking|
overhanging vines and low branches, |
our elephants walking single file to the
grazing area, where eleven cows were hud-
dled together near a watering hole. The
head man of the village, our self-elected
tracker, led us to the ground marks where
the tiger had struggled with the calf. Pug
marks revealed where the tiger had
dragged his prey.

Our hunters followed the tracks on foot
for a short distance. They stopped when
we could hardly move against the dense
lantana growth. Within 100 yards from |
where the Rajah and his men stood, the
tiger had decided to hole up with his calf. |
The elephants deployed several hundred |
yards behind the lair and we all took posi- |
tions in machans where the elephants
hoped to drive out the tiger. The natives
worked methodically on the machans while
Rajah Singh checked the drag marks. The
work was completed without a word.

While the elephant and stops were get-
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ting into position, the herd of cattle was
removed to the compound. Singh then
save the signal for the beat. Cox and 1
were poised on our flimsy  platform. 1
moved into a higher forked branch behind
Cox, giving me slight elevation and  dis-
tance so I might include Cox in the picture
with the tiger. llis bow and arrow were
ready.  He watched the jungle grass. John
Cox was in another machan, 100 yards to
our right, his .375 Ha&I Magnum off safe-
ty. The noise was rattling and  getting
closer. The gap between clephants, tiger
and our machans was closing in. An ex-
cited tiger is unpredictable. e could
casily  double back and charge  the cle-
phants and mahouts, or attack the un-
armed stops.

The six clephants trampled the lantana
and dead branches, creating a deafening
noise.  When  they were almost  within
sight, a shot rang out to our right. 1 got
him!” screamed  John Cox. Rajah Singh
cautioned  everyone to remain in  their
machans.  Tigers are not  ecasily  killed,
even with high-powered rifles, and they
often play dead. We all boarded separate
clephants, heading for John's machan. He
hopped onto another elephant and all of
them now formed a ring around the fallen
tiger. The natives sang out the good news.
One shot had killed the tiger!  Shushila
was avenged!

he news traveled to the village instant-

ly. A detail buried the remains of the
calf while another tossed the tiger carcass
on one of the clephants. At the village,
Shushila  was  beaming, and  she  kissed
John’s hand again. He was now twelve
feet tall. Ie had gotten his frst tiger and
was a hero besides.

That evening, three baits were laid out
within our thirty-five-square-mile hunting
block. No one but the hunter to whom it
was assigned would hunt that block for
two weeks. For the next cight days, we
hunted ten beats, two of them  scratch
beats. They are called seratch when no
bait is taken. Baits on the other beats were
taken—but the clusive  tigers  were  too
wily for us.

On the eleventh beat, a scratch beat,
Rajah Singh, in a neighboring machan, in-
terpreted the native yvelling and screeching
to mean they had a tiger running before
them. Cox was poised and alert. An ar-
row was in place. s gloved hand fin-
gered the shaft nervously. 1 was four feet
behind him, perched on a branch at head
level. T watched his eyves survey the jungle.

And then, it happened. A huge orange
and white cat came  charging out of the
jungles.  [is untufted tail beat the air im-
patiently.  Cox aimed his arrow, leading
the tiger by about six feet. e let loose the
200-feet-a-minnte shaft on a twenty-five-
degree  downward angle. It missed the
tiger completely, passing harmlessly  over
him. The tiger continued to run and dis-
appeared into the jungles.

Cox was angry with himself. e had
been in perfect position to hit the tiger.
“Danm it,” he declared, “1 was too nervous
and excited to shoot straight.” e took a
tranquilizer to  quiet himself  down and
sullenly returned to the compound.

The next nine  days  were  tense  for
everyone. We beat the tiger haunts daily.

104 On the fourteenth beat, four baits were

taken. But our beats never once revealed
a tiger. Only bird screeching told our na-
tives that tigers were on the move. Lions
have the jackal to reveal their whereabouts,
Cape buflalo and rhinoceros have the tick
birds, but the tiger travels alone except
when birds seream his whereabouts.

On the nineteenth beat, 1 slipped a dise
riding an elephant. The pain was  ex-
cruciating, and I remembered my doctor’s
warning—mobility  was  better  than  lving
on my back. So I dismounted and trailed
the elephants on foot, walking beats twen-
ty to twenty-five.

We returned to the arca of our seven-
teenth, cighteenth and nineteenth  beats.
A calf had been taken on cach of those
days but the tigers had outsmarted us.

This was our twenty-fifth beat—our last
day of hunting. Cox had not been able to
sight a tiger since his first miss. e had
calmed down now and his target practice
was perfeet. A young native boy  had
adopted him as his idol and had fashioned
a bow and wrow from local woods. Cox
was relaxing with the boy and  teaching
him to shoot. Other natives made a big
fuss over Cox, too. Killing a tiger with
bow and arrow was much more hazardous
than with a powerful gun.

We left early that morning for the hunt
arci. No new bait was taken that day, but
a tiger usually takes from five to seven
days to cat a kill completely. This was the
fifth day since beat number nineteen. The
tiger might still be in the arca. A scrateh
beat would  determine  this.

Rajah Singh selected a dense growth and
placed us in a machan in front of it. The
clephants deployed around the growth and
plowed  through it.  No tiger. At four
twenty-five p.n. Cox and T climbed onto
another machan half mile away and  the
clephants again circled the patch of lan-
tana.  The stops took their places. The
mahouts were cager to locate a tiger for
Cox. They were all pulling for him, and
this was our last day of hunting. Rajah
Singh, his hunter and John Cox climbed
trees on both sides of our machan. A dry
river bed, about twenty-five feet wide,
separated us. At four fifty-five p.m., the
beat began. The elephant and mahouts
plunged into the dense growth.  Their
cries were faintly audible at our site. In
less than thirty minutes, they were within
400 yards of our machan. Cox was stand-
ing on the crudely fashioned platform and
I squeezed into the farthest corner.

And then it happened. 1 saw a darting
movement to my right. It was a striped
animal, definitely a tiger, but moving slow-
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Iy for a tiger heing chased. T never got a
look at the whole cat as it slid noiselessly
through the brush. Cox, at that instant,
was looking to the left at a grass move-
ment. I carefully touched his foot and
pointed to the direction of the oncoming
tiger. The clephants were not far behind,
and the natives were keeping up a con-
stant chatter and noise,

ox acknowledged the touch. He slow-

Iy followed the tiger with his bow and
arrow as it jaunted through the brush. At
that instant, the tiger must have  spied
Cox’s moving bow and arrow, for he in-
creased his fast walk to a run. This was
a healthy tiger, capable of forty mph. Cox
extended his bow, took careful aim, leading
the tiger by about twelve feet. The arrow
slid smoothly away and  caught the tiger
in the rear flank. The rushing tiger gave
a painful howl.

I had started rvolling my  automatic-
sequence camera just bhefore Cox's shot, as
the tiger raced through the brush. The
tiger was in the open river bed now, mad-
ly jumping across it. Through my view-
finder, T could see the arrow protroding
from the rear Hank. It scemed like a liver
shot. It was too far back for a heart
shot—and not low ecnough. for a tiger's
heart sets low.  The tiger reached  the
opposite bank  when two shots rang out
from Rajah Singh and the other honter.
The tiger roared again and continued to
run madly into the jungle.

The clephants now emerged from the
jungles. The sun was about to set and
light was ebbing fast. There is no twilight
in India. The sun disappears and sudden-
ly it's night. Singh and his hunter shot
because of that. A wounded tiger at night
would be a menace. This tiger would
have to be finished ofl tonight—even if we
had to track him throngh the brush with
{lashlight.

The elephants picked ns up and together
we all followed the clearly visible gushes
of lost blood. One hundred yards away,
Rajah Singh saw the tiger under a heavy
bush. With his 423 Jellries, he admin-
istered the shot that ended the hunt.

The arrow had gone through the liver,
a fatal shot from which the tiger would
easily have bled to death.

It was a magnificent trophy, a female
tigress, nine feet, one inch long  from
snout to tail, and weighing approximately
400 pounds, certainly an excellent size for
a female tiger.

The natives packed the tiger on ane of
the elephants, and in the ebbing nightfall,
we marched out of the jungle. Cox had
shot his tiger at the very last minute of
the last day of the hunt. a spectacular
finish to twenty-five tiring  beats. The
hunters had not permitted Cox to finish oll
the tiger unassisted by gun because night-
fall was approaching—but the fatal shot
was fired with a bow and arrow.

Cox had proved that while a bow and
arrow might not be powerful enough to
stop a tiger in its tracks, it was certainly
capable of killing one. He had reason to
be proud of himsclf. At the age of sixty-
two he had accomplished a feat that no
archer had yet heen able to perform.

As for Rajah Singh, he's not too anxious
to head up another bow-and-arrow shikar.
It's risky cnough with guns, he says.  ®
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SPIRI

BY JOE SCHOLNICK

NEW FADS FROM SOUTH OF THE BORDER

Anwri«a ix probably the most fad-
happy country in the world. Al-
most anything. it seems. can sweep our
nation—from vovos to hula hoops. from
Marilyn Monroe to the Beatles.  And.
of course. food and drink are likely sub-
jects for fads. too.

Consider the pizza. In our youth,
pizzas were served only in out-of-the-
way lalian restaurants and were com-
pletely unknown to the vast majority of
our citizens. Today. it is fast rivalling
the hot dog and hamburger and is avail-
able in snack bars. bowling alleys and
frozen-food  counters  throughout  the
country.  Of course. the Great American
pizza bears only a distant resemhlance o
its rich. crusty Italian cousin. hut then.
vou can’t have everything.

\nather product that was swept into
popularity on the crest of a fad is vodka.
which was almost unknown in this coun-
try until someone dreamed up the Serew-
driver and the Bloody Mary. Those two
drinks  began to catch on. the vodka
people launched a big advertising cam-
paign—and the rest is history.

Al of which leads us to predict a new
fad in the field of edibles and potahles-—
a taco. tamale and tequila craze. Mexi-
can foods and drinks. we believe. are
about to sweep the country.

In certain zections of the United States,
Mexican food is already secure in its
popularity. A motorist in Southern Cali-
fornia. for instance, can order a taco or
enchilada at a drive-in restaurant without
even bothering to look at the menu;
they're almost certain to have it. And in
some parts of Texas. Arizona. and New
Mexico. at least half of the restaurants
in all price ranges. seem o specialize in
VMexican cuisine.

It i our prediction that soon Mexican
food (or at least a cooler. less peppery
version of it) will be featured by spe-
cialty restaurantz in the Midwest and
along the Fastern seahoard. And since

106 we happen to have a particular fondness

for this type of cookery. it's a prospect
that doesn’t make us at all unhappy.

WE ARE also quite fond of Mexican
potables.  Mexican beer, for example.
i= certainly worth trying. particularly if
vour state imports it at full strength.

One of our favorite pre-dimer cock-
tails—pre any kind of dinner: Mexican.
French. American or Chinese. as a mat-
ter of fact—is the Margarita. It's made
with 114 ounces of tequila. V4 ounce of
triple se¢ (an orange liqueur) and the
juice of V4 lime or lemon. Shake all
ingredients well with cracked ice. and
strain into a cocktail glass the rim of
which has heen dipped in lime juice and
coated with salt.

Another tequila drink worth tryving is
the Tequila Cocktail. made with 114
ounces of tequila. the juice of V4 a
lemon or lime and a generous dash of
erenadine. Shake with cracked ice and
strain into a cocktail glass.

In La Pax. Mexico. incidentally. there
are two bartenders—identical-twin broth-
ers—who tend bar in competing hotels.
and who both specialize in Frozen Te-
quila Cocktails.  They use the above
recipe hut blend the ingredients with
crushed ice to form a snowlike mass.
This is piled onto a stemmed cocktail
elass. and the trick is to  determine
which brother makes the higher pile—
without toppling the drink or the drinker!

While the competition—and the drinks

are most picturesque and pleasing to
the tourist trade, the thought frankly
leaves us a little cold: we are an impa-
tient drinker. and the idea of waiting
for our drink to thaw, hefore we can
drink it ...

WHILE October carries the threat of
wintery weather to come, it is still a de-
lightful month in which to use the char-
coal grill for outdoor cookery. Which

hrings to mind three recipes developed
especially for ~The Best of Spirits™ by
the Camphell Soup Companv—barhecue
sauces that go extremely well with that
charcoal flavor.

The first is a tomato-barbecue sauce

particularly recommended  for  heef.
chicken or pork. It takes a can of con-
densed tomato soup (vou guess the

brand). V4 cup of burgundy wine. 2
tablespoons each of salad oil. minced
onion and chopped pepper. a
tablespoon of brown sugar. a dash of
pepper and a clove of garlic. minced.

Place all these ingredientz in a auce-
pan and simmer a few moments to hlend
the flavors. You'll get about 124 cups of
fine harbecue sauce that can he used ax
a marinade for the meat before cooking.
and can be spread right on the meat
as it grills.

The second recipe is designed specifi-
cally for harbecued chicken. It calls for
a can of condensed black bean soup. 4
cup each of salad oil, vinegar and sherry
wine. and 2 tablespoons each of hrown
sugar and minced onion. Again. heat for
a few moments to blend the flavors, and
spread on the chicken as it broils.

Finally. an onion harbecue sauce. espe-
cially tasty with beef. pork and lamh.
For this. use one can of condensed onion
soup. 14 cup of ketchup. V4 cup of salad
oil. 2 tablespoons of brown sugar. a
teaspoon each of Worcestershire sauce
and chili powder. and a dash of garlic
powder. This. too. is simmered hriefly.
and then applied hefore. during and/or
after cooking. to the meat.

While the food is cooking—regardless
of what barbecue sauce yvou use—iry a
favorite drink of our own. meticulously
made with 3 hard-frozen ice cubes very
carefully placed in a large old-fashioned
glass. to which are added a generous
2 ounces of fine imported gin and a
scant dollop of very dry vermouth.

This mixture is stirred ecarefully and
cautiously
it=—and  then  sipped

green

s0 as not to hruise the spir-
lovingly as the
charcoal flames paint pretty pictures on
the harbecued meat. in the nip and chill
of approaching fall.

IU's a lovely concoction. and ax with
most things, there is a tendency among
<ome conformists to give it a name—
<omething like martini on the rocks
but we would prefer to ignore that kind
of fad.

For a change of pace. there are times
when we experiment with another com-
bination: 2 ounces of fine hottled-in-
hond bourbon. a dash or two of Angos-
tura bitters. and just a delicate little
splash of sweet vermouth. poured over
ice cubes in an old-fashioned glass.

Again. someone without a doubt will
insist that this drink. too. hasx a name
mavbhe like manhattan or something
but for us. these drinks represent the
only way really to enjoy outdoor cook-
ing—in the Best of Spirits, o e @




HAPPY BIRTHDAY, DEAR BOURBON Contined from page 53;

But there must have been a shortage of
similarly clear-eyed patriots in Congress
all these years. Bourbon, a classic native
distillate whose 175th birthday is being
celebrated right now, had to wait until this
very year to get the official stamp of recog-
nition of the Congress of the United States.

The 88th Congress, which you may
think just frittered away its time, actually
made a historic step when it forthrightly
recognized this whiskey of whiskeys for
what it is, a pure American product, to he
treated with equal respect to any other
American product, and superior reverence
than that granted to those foreign (boo!)
potations such as scotch and cognac.

Let's face it, men, Elijah Craig, the
part-time country preacher from Bourbon
County, Kentucky, who is generally cred-
ited with inventing the marvelous golden-
red distillation, had a sure sense of history.
Legend has it that he waited until 1789,
General Washington’s inaugural year as
President, to concoct the first batch of the
stuff, probably guessing that, for one rea-
son or another, it was to be a very big year
with historians.

Reverend Craig, called by some “the
father of Bourbon,” probably didn’t know
that the tasty mixture of corn and other
cereal mashes—but always a majority of
corn—with tasty local limestone water
would produce a great American tradition.
He probably just wanted a couple of
healthy snorts to start out the day (a
“tickler,” they call it in Kentucky; that’s a
half a pint, son, which is quite a tickle
early in the morning). Since it was a long
walk to the corner bar, the public-spirited
Reverend Craig probably just used his
Yankee ingenuity his native intelli-
gence, picked up the handiest stufl around
that would ferment up into a nice, yeasty
mash, and started an American tradition.

everybody around Bourbon

County and clsewherc was crazy
about the stufl. They liked it so much they
often drank it before it was really cool from
the still. But old Elijah knew the virtues of
patience. He stowed the mixture away in
charred oak barrels for a while, probably
holding oft his thirsty friends with a Ken-
tucky long rifle, while the mingled corn
and rye spirits softened, mellowed and col-
ored themselves up in those nice dark bar-
rels. (Nobody knows just how Reverend
Craig found out about charring the barrels.
Some say he was a careless smoker.) At
any rate, it was discovered that after the
runoft from the mash had set for a while—
maybe five or six years—in that old char-
coal, the results were delicious. Of course
only the true gentlefolk among those pio-
neers had the perception and patience to
sweat it out that long. As a result, depend-
ing on the age of the whiskey when they
finally decided to tap the barrel, and a few
other factors such as the heat around the
warehouse and the amount of moving
about the whiskey got (some of it was
sent around the Horn as ballast in sailing
ships and came back educated), you would
have yourself a mess of courtin’ whiskey,
or fightin’ whiskey, or happy whiskey.
Other types recognized by connoisseurs of
the day, according to expert taste-tester

nyway,

Richard Gehman, were cryin’ whiskey, |
being-sorry-for-yourself-whiskey, religious
whiskey, buy-the-house-a-drink  whiskey
falling-down whiskey and sippin’ whiskey.
Sippin’ whiskey, of course, was the best.
There was also candidates, or vote-buyin’
whiskey, which was the worst.

It seems, as a matter of fact, that Bour-
bon was messed up with politics right from
the start. First thing that happened, Gen-
eral Washington started to run out of
money almost before he got the country
started. He looked around for a good |
place to get some. Out in the Kentucky
and Virginia hills and thereabouts, people |
had gotten so fond of the lovely liquor put
out by the Reverend Craig and some of his
fellow pioneers in the distilling line, such
as Jake Spears and Major Peyton Short of
Lexington, that before you knew it, thereI
were more than 1,500 stills turning out |
various versions of the stufl. Forgetting for |
a moment the rotten time the British had |
had with that tea business up North, |
Washington’s treasurer, Alexander Hamil- |
ton, a rum drinker, let some idiot talk him |
into slapping a tax on every barrel of |
whiskey manufactured.

|
{
Now this was important stuff. In an |

area where corn was the main crop.
and transport the main problem, practically
all of the local economy was at the busi-
ness end of still. Bourbon was even used
as a sort of currency (the term “liquid as-
sets” probably came into use at this time).

Well, there were a lot of Revolutionary |
War ex-Gls around the hills of Kentucky |
and Western Pennsylvania, and they were
pretty salty with strangers in general
When the first revenooers showed up, they
got a welcome that was less than cordial. |
As a matter of fact, the first six casualties
of what was to become known as the |
Whiskey Rebellion were the first six |
shnooks that tried to collect that whiskey
tax. They were tarred and feathered so
fast some of them didn’t have time to get
off their horses.

General Washington put out an order
which said: “Come on, fellows, cough up.
This is peace.” But the report Washington
got from one Judge Innes indicated that |
the boys now considered themselves to be |
civilians. The General’s tax collector, Col-
onel Thomas Marshall, according to Innes,
“was burned in effigy at Lexington; his
deputies were assaulted, some recieved in- |
sulting and abusive language, others had |
their papers destroyed, their horses’ ears |
cropped, manes and tails close-shaved |
(still talking about the horses, we imagine), |
their saddles cut to pieces . . .” Well, you
get the idea. The result, said Innes, was
that “few were found hardy enough to
take the office.”

Washington, like MacArthur with the
bonus marchers in "32, finally had to order |
out the troops to calm down his old ex-
buddies. The troops drank so much of the |
local whiskey and paid such eye-gouging |
prices that the local distillers soon had |
plenty of money to pay the taxes.

That ended the Whiskey Rebellion ()f|
1794. The distillers agreed to settle for |
half of what the Government said they |
owed. But they never liked it Still don't.
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Shrinks Hemorrhoids
New Way Without Surgery
Stops Itch- Relieves Pain

For the first time science has found a
new healing substance with the astonishing
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve
pain — without surgery.

In case after case, while gently relieving
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place.

Most amazing of all — results were so
thorough that sufferers made astonishing
statements like ‘‘Piles have ceased to be a
problem!”

The secret is a new healing substance
(Bio-Dyne®)—discovery of a world-famous
research institute.

This substance is now available in sup-
pogitory or ointment form under the name
Preparation H®. Ask for it at all drug
counters.
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So American history marched on. Next
thing you knew, we had a Bourbon-drink-
ing President, the father of the Democratic
Party, Thomas Jeflerson. (It must be ad-
mitted that Democrats have always had an
edge on Republicans when it comes to
drinking Bourbon. With Jefferson rooting
for them, the distillers figured out that if
they only had some nice, handy Mississippi
River outlet on the Gulf, like, say, Louisi-
ana, they could move a lot more Bourbon
a lot cheaper than by mule and ox. Bang!
The Louisiana Purchase! You never knew
that, did you?)

By now Bourbon was established at least
as solidly as the United States Government.
Andy Jackson, another Democratic Par-
ty founder, once worked in a distillery,
and so did William Henry Harrison, also a
President, whom you may have forgotten.

Daniel Webster wasn’t exactly a Presi-
dent, but you probably remember him bet-
ter than Harrison. He used to keep his
famous tonsils constantly irrigated with
Virginia or Kentucky Bourbon and, in fact,
got the inspiration for some of his best
speeches when he was slightly aglow with
the golden-red stuff. One historian notes
that Webster. on the day before he was to
welcome to our shores the French Revolu-
tionary war hero, the Marquis de Lafayette,
was fishing  with friends, and  sucking
thoughtfully on a gallon jug of Bourbon.

“As he sat on the bank,” says the his-
torian  (IHewson Pecke—vou can look it
up), “he suddenly drew from the water a
large fish, and in his majestic voice said
‘Welcome, illustrious  stranger  to  these
shores”.” The next day his friends, who had
gone fishing with him, were flabbergasted
when Webster got up and started his for-
mal grecting to Lafavette.  “Welcome, il-
lustrious  stranger And so another
page of history is credited to Bourbon.

Henry Clay, also considered a good doer
in the Bourbon department, was attending
one of these political dinners which, you
can believe, were just as boring then as
they are now. Clay whiled away the time
until his own turn to spcak by frequent
recourse to his cver-present jug. By the
time he got up to talk, he was confused,

if not downright sozzled. Halfway into a
forty-five-word sentence, he lost his way
and began to stammer. A friend cued him
inin a loud whisper: “the national debt . ..”

Clay’s face brightened, “Ah, yes! The
national debt. It should be paid. Yes,
gentlemen, it should be paid.”

Everybody cheered like crazy. This

stimulated Clay to greater heights.

“I'll be danged if it shan’t be!” He took
out his wallet and fished out a handful of
bills. “T’ll pay it myself! How much is it?”

Another historic figure who was seldom
far from his Bourbon jug was the immortal
Davy Crockett, famous for his coonskin
hat and sweat shirts with his picture on
them. Davy was a proud backwoodsman,
but he had to admit once that there was
something impressive about Fastern man-
ners, It was during a visit to Philadelphia
that & man oftered Davy a drink of Bour-
bon, turned his back and didn’t even
watch while Davy poured it.

“That,” said the dumfounded Kentuck-
ian, “is what I call real genteel.”

Back in those days, preachers like the
Reverend Elijah Craig (a Baptist by per-
suasion, but whether he believed in total
immersion is not known) could drink or
distil as they saw fit without any criticism
from the congregation. One backwoods
evangelist, known as the Reverend Rac-
coon fohn Smith, was having a drink with
one of his church elders when that gentle-
man was called to the door for a short
chat. When he got back. he looked around
and inquired. “Where's my blessed drink?”

“Brother.” said Raccoon John, “we must
watch as well as pray.”

Yes, there is no question that the Bour-
bhon in those days was cpic and historic,
but the problem is that sometimes it tasted
pretty awful. The fact was, when a fellow
smacked a bung into a barrel, he didn't
have much idea what kind of whiskey he
was going to get. \Most of the time, he
didn’t care, but a group of cxperts was
growing up who felt it ought to be possible
to count on a good barrel of whiskey with
cvery bung. The man who helped bring
this to pass has also gone down in history.
His wame was James Crow.,  (Nowadays
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people don't like to call him Jim Crow,
hecause he really had nothing at all to do
with the civil-rights movement.) Crow had
studied medicine in his native Edinburgh
and knew what was good for people. Ie
also had all sorts of fancy implements like
hygrometers, saccharometers and thermom-
eters, and he soon was turning out Bourbon
down on Glenn'’s Creek in Woodford Coun-
ty, Kentucky, that was as influential as the
United States Constitution itself.

r. Crow’s prescription became known
because of the high respect felt for it,
as “Old Crow.” Anything in Kentucky that
people like usually had the word “old”
tacked onto it, such as Old Kaintuck’, Old
Taylor, Old Grandad, Old Howard Schwartz
(a whiskey salesman from Pcoria and a
prince of a fellow), Old Fitzgerald, Old
Forester. . . . All together, over a hundred
brand” Bourbon. It became famous as far
almost half use the word “Kentucky.”

Old Crow was, in a way, the first “name-
brand” Bourbon. It became famous as far
away as the Prussian Court. General Phil
Sheridan is said to have downed a pint of
it before his daring frontal assault on Mis-
sionary Ridge. You've heard the story
about the people who complained to Lin-
coln that Grant was a souse?

“I wish I knew what brand he drinks,”
Lincoln reportedly replied. “I would send
a barrel to all my other generals.”

Well, the brand, in case any of you arc
general officers, was Old Crow. Our friend
Ienry Clay was among Dr. Crow’s first
customers, and another illustrious and early
adherent was Mark Twain.

Lincoln, himself, of course, probably
actually  Anew  what brand Grant used.
Ileck, he had worked in a Bourbon distil-
lery himself as a boy, and later in linois,
reportedly was part owner of a saloon.

But whiskey from a Dbarrel was still
something of a pig in a poke. Toward the
end of the nineteenth century, George
Carvin - Brown, a wholesale  drug  clerk,
noticing how successful inedicine was in
bottles (much of it was ncarly as alcoholic
as Bourbon) got the idea, which seems
pretty obvious now that you look at it,
that Bowrbon could be put into bottles.
That was so that, when doctors prescribed
it—=which they frequently did in those pre-
penicillin days—they would know cxactly
what kind of medicine they were handing
out. Brown put some Bourbon in a bottle,
called it Old Forester after Nathan Bed-
ford Forrest, a Confederate general whose
name he forgot how to spell, and won life-
long fame as the inventor of hottled whis-
key. Ilis name is still carried by one of the
country’s largest Bourbon distilleries, Brown
Forman, which has come a long way since
drugstore days. Shortly after that, sowe
genius invented Dblended whiskey, which
he claimed he was making out of Bourbon
and grain alcohol. Let’s let his name fade
from history.

Colonel Edmund H. Taylor, a Kentucky
banker who came into possession of some
distilleries, added his bit to Bourbon his-
tory by securing the passage of the bottled-
in-hond act by President Cleveland, which
provided some sort of guarantee to the
purist who wanted his whiskey untainted
by coloring, Havoring or grain alcohol. The
colonel showed his faith by changing his
first name to "OId” and building a monu-



mental  distillery in Glenn's Creek, near
Frankfort, with medieval turrets, and a big
stone  springhouse  with Roman  columns.
It was bought in 1936 by National Distil-
lers, which still owns it—and Old Taylor.

Be that as it may. Bourbon went on
making history in America. One historian
actually credits it with being responsible
for the loss of the Civil War by the South!
It scems that Kentucky shipped so much
Bourbon north, that they really hated to
break their ties with the Yankees.  So,
when the time came to choose sides, Ken-
tucky decided to remain neutral. President
Lincoln played it cool and ordered that no
Yankee generals cross the Ohio River into
neutral Kentucky—probably dido’t want to
mess up old Ulysses Ss liquor  supply.
Anyway, Coofederate General  Leonidas
Polk kept gazing over the Tennessee bor-
der at Columbus, Kentucky, where he
figured a fort could command the Missis-
sippi River. Finally, he couldn’t stand it
any more. He pushed into Kentucky with
Confederate  troops.  The  Kentuckians,
though at heart Southerners, were pretty
peeved at the invasion. They joined up
with the Yankees and opened their rivers
and roads to the Blue troops. As a result,
say some, the Yankees ultimately gained
control of the whole Mississippi River.
Sce what happens when you mess with
someence’s Bourbon supply?

Through the succeeding years, Bourbon
always maintained its high place as the
tipple of America’s political leaders.

President McKinley loved the stuft. Ben-
jamin Harrison and Grover Cleveland drank
“Old Jordan,” but Rutherford B. IHayes,
nnder the thumb of his prohibitionist wife,
“Lemonade Lucey,” was forced to stay on
the wagon. When the lemonaders finally
won their way and the hlack days of Pro-
hibition descended, it was no inhibition on
President Warren Harding, who, in any
event, had a tendency to wink at the con-
ventions.  He always kept a well-stocked
bar in the White House, and was never
raided by Izzy and Moe or any other Feds.

The Speaker of the House has tradition-
ally used a potation of Bourbon and branch
(or Bourbon and ditch if the Represent-
ative was from the Far West) to smooth
over the rough legislative sessions.  This
was  a technique  used  successfully by
Nicholas Longworth and Sam Rayburn,
but Speaker John W. McCormack doesn’t
have the taste for the stuff, though he sets
it out as a matter of tradition.

As a matter of fact, more bonded Bour-
bon is drunk in Washington, D.C., than in
Kentucky, and about seven times as much
is consumed in the capital as is needed to
cool the thirst of the state of Alabama.

M()st people would be surprised to learn
that an admirer of a nip of Bourbon
was Old Calvin Coolidge. Cal, it was said,
kept a jug of bonded Bourbon in his desk
during his political campaigns and  doled
it out with Coolidgean care to special
guests.  Once  an  assistant - brought  an
important ward heeler in to see Cal.
Coolidge opened  his bottle and  poured
two cautious drinks, one for the aide and
one for the caller. Later in the day, the
same aide came back with another politi-
cal leader. Coolidge poured out one drink,
gave it to the visitor, and then proceeded
to put the bottle back in the drawer.

“But what about me?” the aide asked.

“You had yours this morning,” Coolidge
answered him.

Bourbon is not as popular in New York
as it is in the West. California consumes
more of it than any state. Ilinois and
Texas are the next biggest users. But one
famous New  Yorker who liked it was
Franklin Roosevelt, who mixed a gorgeous
old-fashioned as his preferred nightly cock-
tail. On the other hand, according to his
long-time  friend, Robert Sherwood, he
mixed a lousy martini. e used two kinds
of vermouth and was even known to throw
in a dash of absinthe.

Anyway, Roosevelt's mother was against
drinking on general principles.

When King George V1 and Queen Eliza-
beth called on him at Hyde Park in 1939,
Roosevelt mixed up a batch of old-fash-
ioneds under the disapproving eyes of his
mother. Roosevelt passed the tray of drinks
around  and  commented: "My mother
thinks you should have a cup of tea. She
doesn’t approve of cocktails.”

“Neither does my mother,” said the king,
happily grabbing an old-fashioned.

When the Supreme Court was ruled by |
Chief Justice John Marshall, a Virginian,
a gentleman and a judge of good whiskey, |
the judge ruled that members of the court
could drink only when it was raining. But
the legalistic minds of the court figured
out that since it was a Federal court with
jurisdiction over the whole nation, it was
bound to be raining some place just about
all the time.

(j;t:ttim,r toward the hectice political situ-
ation today, we find that Ike is a scotch
drinker, where Kennedy was fond of rum
—probably the first rum drinker in the
White House since colonial days. Truman,
of course, as a Missourian, is a dedicated
Bourbon man (Bourbon isn’t just made in
Kentucky; it also is made in Virginia, Ten-
nessee, Pennsylvania, Indiana, Illinois, Mis-
souri and other states that have the proper
kind of limestone water).

“What about Bourbon?™ a reporter asked
Truman recently, soliciting his views on
different subjects.

“Yes, please,” said Harry.

And when his elevator was stuck recent-
ly between floors at the Carlyle Hotel in
New York, Harry calmly sat down on the
operator’s stool and waited for footsteps on
the landing above. As soon as he heard
the click of high heels, Harry shouted.
“I'm stuck down here! How about getting
me a Bourbon and water?”

The astonished woman he had shouted
to peeped down into  the clevator and
nearly fell down the shaft when she saw
who was sitting there. But she got the
Bourbon and branch and lowered it to him
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in the clevator where he sat comfortably
sipping it until help arrived.

Today, Bourbon scems to he more of a |
bi-partisan drink than it was in the past. |
Probably the Lincoln influence. Everett
Dirksen and Barry Goldwater drink it. On |
the other hand, so do Lyndon Johnson and
Luther Hodges and Senator Fulbright and |

. need T go on? |

One thing we know.  Whoever
next month, Bourbon won't lose!

So again we say Happy 175th Birthday
to Bourbon the All-American drink.  And
when is the party? e o o
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of the mnatural harzards of the relentless
jungle, as well—the deadly bushmaster,
whose hite is as fatal as that of the king
cobra; the nasty little ringed coral snake,
which is as venomous as they come; or
the cascabel, as poisonous as a black-dia-
mond rattler. The rivers in the immediate
vicinity are alive with giant crocodiles
which dote on human flesh, and vicious
man-eating piranhas that can reduce a
human being to a skeleton in less than
| three minutes.

Not a very pleasant picture, to be sure,
but there¢’s a million bucks in gold dust
waiting for you—if you can survive.

One daring young adventurer from
| London’s teeming East Lind made the
rrade. He took a chance, suffered hor-
ribly for ten years, but today is living it
!up in Europe, enjoying the kind of life
| he wanted and was willing to fight for.
| I want to tell you his story so you'll
know what to expect if you care to step
into his shoes. If nothing else, it proves
that there is no such thing as a “get-rich-
quick”  formula. But success can  he
achieved—the hard way.

Marc Cohen was born in the poverty-
ridden East End of Tondon, that squalid
section of the city best known as the
stomping ground of Jack the Ripper. As
a boy, he dreamed of the day when he
could escape from his scamy surroundings
and have at least a fighting chance against
an unfriendly world. Although frail and
undernourished, he was a Drilliant stu-
| dent and would have liked to remain at
the university and become a doctor. But
this was impossible, for his father was an
on Black Lion
Yar(l, a narrow, unpretentious street, where
more precious jewels are sokd ecach day
than in any other city in the world.

A

seventeen, Marce graduated from high
school and had to reach some sort of
decision about his future. [Iis father,
Abraham, had often told him about his
Uncle Isadore who, many years hefore, had
grown tired of London and had worked his
way to South America on a banana hoat,
ending up in Iquitos, a large Indian pueblo
in Peru at the mouth of the Amazon River.
There he had gone into business for him-
self, selling hits of cloth, glass heads and
other trinkets to the Indians in the village
who were eager for such “luxuries.” Isa-
dore gradually branched out, opening a
small store, eventually exporting  crude
rubber, chicle, jaguar skins and other
I tropical products to Furope and the United
| States.  He finally hecame the city’s lead-
ing merchant, with his own magnificent
| three-story building in the heart of Iquitos.

Marc reasoned that if his uncle had ac-
cumulated a fortune in the jungles of
Peru, he, too, might have a chance of
| hecoming rich there.

It was decided that Marc should travel
to Iquitos as an apprentice and learn the
export-import business. Isadore advanced
the money for his passage, to be deducted
weekly from his salary of forty dollars
a month, with room and hoard included.

And so it was that on a beautiful spring
day in 1941, having been rejected by the

HOW TO MAKE YOUR FIRST $1,000,000

Continued from page 23

Army as too frail for military service, Marc
Cohen set out on his great adventure.

Iquitos is a sprawling jungle community
of dilapidated, palm-thatched huts on the
banks of the Amazon River. It has a
population of approximately 50,000, most-
ly Indians. There are modern bhuildings
facing the main plaza, where the streets
are paved, but the outlying districts have
only dirt roads, with open sewers coursing
down either side of the street.

quitos now has a new hotel and has

become a popular attraction for tourists
who have been lured by the call of the
mighty Amazon. There are only two ways
of reaching this jungle metropolis—by air
from Lima, a four-and-a-half-hour trip
over the snow-capped Andes, or from
Belem, Brazil, journeying by boat up the
length of the Amazon, a nearly 4,000-
mile trip which requires weeks of travel.

To Marc Cohen, Iquitos was breath-
takingly beautiful. Beyond the outskirts
of the city was the impenetrable jungle,
with its surging rivers and primitive In-
dian villages. There were hundreds of
beautifully plumed tropical birds, and the
trees were festooned with wild orchids.
The weather was warm and sultry, a far
cry from the dismal winters he had endured
in London. And cach day, when he walked
along the hanks of the river, he saw many
different kinds of Indians, some of whom
wore khaki pants and sports shirts, others
whose bodies were painted and whose long
black hair fell down over their shoulders.

Other sights, too, intrigued Marc. Beau-
tiful young Indian girls whose ripe figures
were cnveloped in  tight-fitting  cotton
dresses and  who looked at the young
grinzo with invitation in their smoldering
cyes. Iquitos was going to be all right.

For nearly a year, Marc worked in the
accounting room, but finally, his uncle
began to send him out in a large canoe
filled with trade goods to visit neighbor-
ing Indian tribes and to barter with them
for jaguar and ocelot skins, crocodile hides
and anything else which might be of value
to their export trade.

They were probably the happiest days
of Marc’s life. For the first time, he was
able to follow the Amazon and its tribu-
taries wherever they might take him and
bask in the heauties of the untamed wilder-
ness. As the months passed, he hecame
adept at trading. e learned several In-
dian dialects and conversed with the tribes
in their own tongues.

His uncle was pleased, and raised
Marc’s salary twelve dollars per month.

But Marc had been formulating a plan.
On certain rivers, he had seen Indians
panning for gold, and on many occasions
had been successful in  bartering  with
them, cither for cash or trade goods, in
exchange for their small leather pouches
of gold dust. Here, the Indians were semi-
civilized and knew the value of money.
And although he was able to buy gold for
bargain prices, the margin of profit was
only moderately high. It was then that he
decided to travel deeper into the interior
of the Peruvian jungle, where the Indians
knew nothing of the outside world, in the



hope of acquiring gold in exchange for
cheap trinkets.

Mare withdrew  his savings from  the
bank and invested in trade goods.  Te
bought cverything he knew the Indians
would like—spools of brightly colored rib-
bons, fishhooks. pocket wmirrors, cheap
plastic combs, glass beads of every color
and hue, bars of yellow soap, thirty-six
machetes and twelve muzzle-loading shot-
guns of ancient vintage.

Two days later, Marc said good-bye to
civilization, stepped into his heavily laden
canoe and set out on his great adventure.
He finally reached the confluence of the
Negro and Pachitea Rivers, deep in the
unexplored interior. The country was wild
indeced. The rivers were alive with deadly
black crocodiles, and he spotted  jaguars,
packs of wild boar and at least a dozen
varieties of poisonous snakes. The Indians
were furtive and savage and  often ap-
peared to be on the verge of attacking
him. Only his gun and his knowledge of
their language held them at bay.  Ar-
riving at a small beach, which gave him a
view both up and down the broad Rio
Pachitea, Marce banked his canoe and set
about building a palm-thatched hut.

Dln'ing the nest few days, he traveled
up and down the river and its tribu-
taries, talking to the Indians and giving
gifts to their children. At cach village, he
invited the Indians to come to his hut
where they, too, might receive presents.
Indians from various tribes began cautious-
ly appearing at his shack, to gape at his
fine array of trade goods. e told them the
gifts would be theirs in exchange for quan-
tities of the little flakes of yellow metal
which they could casily find along the riv-
erbanks.

The Indians cagerly aceepted his ofler.
Mare supplied them with large, shallow,
galvanized  containers  and  taught  them
how to swish the pan around in a circular
motion so that the gold would sink to the
bottom while the gravel spilled ofl the side.
From that moment on, his daily hoard of
tiny gold flakes increased rapidly.

For weeks, Mare lived an  indolent
existence, with little more to do than weigh
the gold as it was brought in. One ounce
of gold bought a dozen assorted hair
ribbons, and  twenty  ounces—$640  in
[quitos—would buy @ machete worth a
dollar and a half or one of the antique
muzzle-loading  rifles  which Mare  had
bought for five dollars apiece.

Then, one morning, everything changed
—for the worse. During the night, a nude,
nomadic  tribe  of cannibalistic  Indians,
known as the Amahuacas, had arrived by
canoe, and upon hearing of the great
treasures in trade goods, had menacingly
stormed up the jungle path to Marc's hut
in quest of loot. In his most aflable man-
ner, Marc told their chief just what he
had told the other Indians—that he wanted
gold in exchange for his trade goods. But
when the Amahuacas learned  that  they
would have to work for the coveted prizes,
they became indignant and  threatened
him with bodily harm.

He grabbed his gun and fired a shot
over their heads. The Indians scattered
hastily, with Marc hoping that this was
the end of the incident. Wary of the little
“wooden stick”™ that made such a tremen-

dons noise. the Amahuacas made no more
daytime  visits.  Instead, they began to
harass Marce by night.

Mare dug in and prayed for a miracle—
a selfish miracle that would permit him to
remain in the jungle and continue to build
his treasure trove. Then, one morning, it
happened.

Looking out into the clearing, he saw

a beautiful nude girl walking slowly up |
He blinked in |

the trail in his direction.
dishelicf. Red tropical flowers were en-
twined in dark, glossy hair that fell down
in wild abandon across her shoulders, and
a half-smile parted her sensuous lips as
she neared his hut. She saw Mare stand-
ing in the window, and her wide brown
eyes surveyed him with cool appraisal.
What a hell of a time to meet a dish
like this, he said to himself, as he rubbed

the palm of his hand over the stubble of |

his beard, suddenly realizing that he had
not shaved for weceks.

The girl's lithe body was an artist’s
dream, with pert voung breasts that jutted
straight forward. Her legs were long and
supple, unlike those of other Indian girls
he'd seen. Her skin was the color of warm
bronze. From the red and black stripes
around her torso, Mare identified her as
an- Amahuaca.

Fearing that she was a decoy sent to
lure him into the open. he beckoned her
into his hut.

“Why have you come?” he asked her in
Quechua. “Your people are my enemies.
They wish to kill me.”

She shook her head slowly and ex-
plained that her father, the chief of the
tribe, had sent her on a mission of peace.
He wanted only a machete and a gun, and.,
in exchange for these gifts, he had sent
her to become Marc's woman.,  The  girl
assured Marce that she was not worth the
price of such great gifts but would do her
utmost to make him happy. If Marce ac-
cepted, her father had promised that all
the Amahuacas would pan for gold.

It sounded too good to be true, but he
decided to take a chance. Ile gave the
girl two shiny machetes, together with one
of his muzzle-loaders and a quantity of
powder and hullets. Three hours later,
she returned with over a hundred savage
Amahuacas, all demanding the shiny little
pans with which they could extract gold
from the rivers. At long last, peace had
come to the deep jungle—peace and the
beautiful young Indian girl, whose name
was Dayuma.

n the weeks that followed, Mare and

Dayuma led an enchanted  existence.
She washed his clothes, cooked his food
and was loving and amenable. Marce was
reveling in his new-found happiness, but
his trade goods were fast disappearing, and
when his stock was down to half a dozen
fishhooks and three mirrors, he had to
return to Iquitos to replenish his supplies.

When he got to Iquitos, he banked his
gold dust and opened an account in British
pounds. In six months’ time. he had made
nearly $28,000!

Three days later, with a new supply of
trade goods, Marc turned his canoe south-
westward and  headed  toward  the  Rio
Pachitea.

At his jungle headgnarters, he was wel-
comed by the Indians, who during his ab-
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sence had washed several ounces of gold
from  the rivers and were awaiting  his
return in order to exchange the dull metal
for bright baubles and trinkets. Dayuma
was waiting for him with flowers in her
hair and kisses on her mouth.

Twice cach year, for the next nine years,
Mare returned to Tquitos and  deposited
ever-growing  amounts of gold dust.  In
May of 1954, Mare Cohen made his last
trip to Iquitos and exchanged his remain-
ing gold for cold cash. In slightly less
than ten years, he had risen from poverty
to wealth. e had accumulated almost a
million dollars!

Now that his goal had been achieved,
he made arrangements to {ly to Furope.
Broad and beautiful horizons awaited him.
Ite wanted to see the Left Bank of Paris,
spend idle summer days in Vienna, bask
on the warm sands of the Acgean. Tle
meant to enjoy life to the fullest.

Before leaving Iquitos, however, Mare
clarificd the mystery of his past ten years
to his intimate friends, explaining where
he had been and where he had found his
wold. But although nearly ten years have
clapsed since Mare retired, no one has yet
taken over his gold-panning operation.

AMare Cohen'’s story is well known to
nany people in Peru. One of them is a
former bush pilot named Jack Bradshaw,
who later became an executive with Pa-
nagra Airlines in Lima. Jack, together with
his wife and a couple of newlyweds, flew
into the area and spent approximately a
month pamning for gold in the territory
where Mare Cohen reaped his fortune.
Ihere was plenty of gold there,” Jack
told me, “and in the few weeks we worked,
we were able to pan quite a bit of it, but
we made no attempt at hiring Indians to

work for us, as we only intended to st
a short while. For us, it was just a vaca-
tion away from the airline routine. We did
make enough, however, to pay our first-
class fares back to Miami, with quite a bit
left over. Actually,” he said, “there were
just two of us panning—my wife and 1.
The other couple were on their honeymoon
and couldn’t have been less interested in
looking for gold.”

Jack mentioned the fact that while pan-
ning along the riverbank, they had un-
carthed many crude Inca implements, in-
cluding stone axes and other tools which
the Incas had used hundreds of years be-
fore in extracting gold which they later
fashioned into life-sized idols  for their
Temples of the Sun.

“But,” he concluded, “while the area is
breathtakingly beautiful, it is remote and
forchoding, and certatily no place to take
a woman.”

Over the intervening years, the Indians
have become less savage, and  although
they still exchange  their gold  dust for
trade goods, they expect a little more than

hair ribbons and fishhooks in return. But
there is no doubt that tremendous  op-
portunities still remain.

There is yet another American who

knows all about Marc Cohen and his sensa-
tional gold strike on the conflux of the Rios
Negro and Pachitea. His name is Richard
Weldy, and for many years he, too. was
an executive with Panagra in Lima. Dick,
who has acquired an enviable reputation

as a wild-game  collector and  Amazon
white hunter, has this to say:
“I used to make frequent trips to

Iquitos, and while there became acquaint-
ed with Mare Cohen and his Uncle Isa-
dore. Mare and T were good friends, pos-

COP PROBE Continued from page 24

remember? Tell me. how does it feel to he
a cop lately?”

Paul Deever made a wry face. “Oh, it's
very exciting. Every clown wants to make
jokes.  But somchow 1 never feel like
laughing.  What's the box  score  now.
Louis? Thirty-seven suspended, of which
twenty-one have  been indicted by the
Grand Jury? Tlow did it get so rotten out
there in Precinet Two?”

"1 get the jokes, too, boy. At the club
today, even. ‘Lock the doors, here comes
a cop! Ho-ho-ho."”

“1t has to blow over, doesn’t it? Sooner
or later?”

“Later, Paul. This is an clection year.
They want to make it stink as long and as
loud as possible.  That’s more important
than morale. Tomorrow, they get a big
story. The old man resigned. They worked
him into a corner. He had to.”

“Who takes over?”

AMoreno sipped from his can of beer,
lowered it, wiped his mouth on the back
of his hand. “Me.”

Deever stared. “Congratulations.”

Aoreno returned the stare, expression-
less. “Thanks a lot. Acting Chief. A nice
time for it. Seven hundred demoralized
cops. A public that thinks we've been
knocking over more supermarkets, liquor
stores and gas stations than the guys we're
supposed to be after. Dirty new headlines
Thanks a lot, fella”

“It's a gesture of confidence, anyhow.”

“Is it? I'm a pro. 1 cheek out clean.
I'm a mild, little, fat man. Just the stooge
they necd. So all day, I've been acquaint-
ing myself with the activities  of  the
Mavor's Special  Committee. Tomorrow,
my picture will be on the first page posed
with the mayor. Smiling.”

“I thought you looked tired, fouis.”

“T am tired. T'm tired of a lot of things.
Sick at heart. Mild little fat men should
be jolly. Youre in the paper, too, Paul”

Deever looked at him with a puzzled
half-smile. “"Do I get promoted, too?”

“Not exactly. Youre one of the three
new names they’re calling in. They're
going to give you a chance to clear your-
self, my friend.”

“Of what? What the hell are you talk-
ing about?”

“Don’t yell at yvour superiors, son. The
kindly old committee just wants vou to
answer a few little questions based on
material their stafl’ investigators turned up.
So I'm asking vou the few little questions
bhefore they do.”

Paul leaned forward. “Because you're
not sure I'm straight, Louis? Is that it?
You got a little doubt?”

Louis Moreno closed his eves for a
moment. “Eleven years I've known you,
Deever. T brought you here. 1 was your
best man when yvou married Polly.  Your
kids climb the hell all over me. When

sibly because we both loved the jungle
and the excitement and thrills it offered.
Later, as he became increasingly wealthy,
he confided in me, pointed out on a map
the exact location of his gold strike. Ile
even offered to take me in with him and
promised me a percentage of his gold. 1
guess he was lonely and wanted  com-
panionship, but at that time, 1T was head
of the art department for Panagra, and
was married. so it was impossible.”

Later, Dick resigned his position and
spent most of his time  collecting  wild
animals and reptiles for North American
zoos, and netting tropical fish which he ex-
ported to Miami. Currently, he is engaged
in the cattle business in Nicaragua.

“Now that I'm free,” Weldy told me
recently, “T'd like nothing more than to go
back into the jungle and take up where
Marc left off. But in iy opinion, panning
for gold is outdated. To make it worth-
while, vou've wgot to bring in the latest
skin-diving equipment so you won't have
to depend on the Indians for help. With
civilization creeping in, they’re getting too
smart to accept hair ribbons in exchange
tor gold dust. Perhaps if 1 could come
across a few good adventurers who are
really willing to work hard and sufler a
bit, T might be tempted to take them
with me to the exact spot where Mare
made his killing.™

If you want to strike it rich and think
you can make the grade, there is nothing
to stop you from duplicating Marc's phe-
nomenal success.  His palm-thatched hut
is waiting for a new tenant. Al that s
needed is a man with guts, courage and

determination. Mare  Cohen  was  well
fortificd with all three.
[Tow about vou? e o o

we had that nut holed up and T got care-
less, yvou were the guy ran out in the
open and dragged me back to cover be-
fore he could finish the job. For the re-
mark vou just made, 1 should try hounc-
ing vou off a couple of walls.”

“I'm sorrv. Louis.”

“Just answer the gnestions. You and
Polly have a joint savings account. A year
and a half ago. vou deposited  twelve
hundred  dollars  in one  chunk.  Seven
months ago, you put in a little less thau
nine hundred. Where did it come from?”

“A Dbequest to Polly from her uncle’s
estate. She got twelve hundred right olff,
and then a pereentage of what was left
after the rest of the estate was liquidated.”

“You got the correspondence about it?”

“Of course.”

“And they turned up the fact the
twelve hundred didn’t show on your tax
return, Paul”

“It didn’t have to. T checked. The estate
s taxes and then. ..

“I know that. Let's get to the other
thing. Let’s get over onto Detective Ser-
geant Miles Urban, now under indictment
for robbery and grand theft and so forth,
and out on hail. Let's get to how come
vou were scen with him on the night of
November cighth, last yvear, at a notorious
gambling den called Dorrie’s Walkaway,
ten miles over into Salem County.™

“Sally Urba-. @ d Polly are friends. Not

pa




good friends. Somebody called Sally from
out there and said her husband was being
drunk and abusive and losing heavy
money. Sally checked around to try to get
somebody to go out and get him home
before he got in real trouble. If I remem-
ber, we were the third or fourth party she
tried. I went out and got him. I had to
trick him to get him outside, then chop
him down and load him in his car. I
brought Sally with me to drive our car
back.”
“Provable?”

Deever frowned for a moment, then
shrugged. “Sure. I had to do it in a
hurry because I had to go on at midnight.
The signed duty roster will prove that.
And Polly’s brother Dave and his wife
were at the house that night. They sat
with the kids while we did the favor for
Sally Urban. They’ll remember we didn’t
leave until about quarter to eleven, and
they’ll remember that Sally came back
alone a little after midnight because she
had to drop me off at the precinct.”

“So that will make it real easy for you
tomorrow, Paul.”

Paul was puzzled by Moreno’s tone.
“Sure. I'll just go in and explain it to the
committee.”

“Tomorrow morning, you get a nice
personal headline about mysterious and
unreported bank deposits, and being across
the county line in a gambling layout with
Urban. The day after tomorrow, you get
a two-line mention on page seventeen say-
ing youre cleared. So?”

“I know it isn’'t fair, but that’s the way
things work, isn’t it?”

Moreno fingered plump, dark jowls.
“That’s the way the thing is kept alive,
Paul. For weeks, they haven’t come up
with anything. For weeks, they've been
able to give the impression they are com-
ing up with new scandal all the time. The
public has that impression. They list us.
We trot in and clear ourselves, readily.
But the listing continues.”

“It will die down, Louis.”

Moreno smiled at him in a curious way.
“You are a decorative cop, Deever. Lean,
rugged, well trained. Two citations, no
stain on the record. Lovely wife, small
children. Like they say, the new, lean
breed, eh? Gold-badge material.”

“What’s this all about?”

“What if you refuse to make a volun-
tary appearance before the Committee?”

Paul stared at Moreno with consterna-
tion. “What happens? Are you crazy,
l.ouis? That was the original deal, remem-
ber? If you refuse to co-operate, you get
an automatic suspension. The old man
made that deal. That would be the stain
on the record, all right. Where could I
go from there? In five minutes, I can
clear myself. Why shouldn’t I?”

“Why shouldn’t you, indeed?”

“Louis, please don’t give me this mystery
business. Do you mean you’d buck them?
You wouldn’t suspend me?”

“I'd suspend you immediately, Sergeant.
That’s the agreement.”

“Then I'm just another name on the
list. And it’s a list I don’t belong on.
What good would that do?”

“Good for you, or for the department?”

“How could it help the department?”

“Isn’t that up to me?” Moreno said.

“What are you asking for, Louis? Blind
faith?”

After a long moment,
nodded. “Blind faith.”

“But what would I tell people? How
will T explain it? What will I tell Polly?”

“Tell Polly—no one else—that it’s a
favor to me. Tell everybody else you are
not going to co-operate with a headline-
hunting committee dedicated to destroying
police morale.”

“That’s what some of the others said—
the guilty ones.”

“I know.”

“They’ll think I'm guilty.”

“Probably.”

“But what good will it do?”

“I can’t guarantee anything, Paul. All 1
can do is bet my own future on a hunch,
and ask you to do the same thing. Yours
is longer than mine, but no more important
to you than mine is to me. So go along
with it.”

“That’s an order, Captain?”’

“Don’t make it tougher than it is.
a friend asking a favor.”

“That’s a large favor, Louis.”

Moreno smiled. The curious sweetness
of that smile always astonished Deever.

“Who else can I ask?”
A a little after nine the next morning,
after seven hours of restless sleep,
Paul Deever walked out into the kitchen,
wearing ancient slacks and a faded sports
shirt. Polly turned quickly from the sink
and came toward him, a small, intense,
auburn-haired woman with a quality of
animation which made her seem prettier
than she was.

“Darn it, Paul, I was just going in to
shake you awake when I heard you get-
ting up. I've been furious for the past
hour. Wait until you see the paper!
Mysterious, undeclared cash deposits! A
riotous roadhouse evening with Miles Ur-
ban! Honestly! It's a lousy, dirty smear!
It was the money Uncle Ben left me, and
it was the time Sally got us to go out
there to that place and rescue Miles. Just
look at the paper, darling. We're famous!”

He sat at the table and read the article.
Three officers to be questioned. Three
stern pictures from official department
records. He remembered that this same
picture had been used when he had been
given one of his two citations. The re-
porting was factual, but so cleverly worded
that the average citizen would readily
believe that here were three more bad
cops. Just as she was serving breakfast, the
phone rang. It was Wes Krantz, a head-

Louis Moreno
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Wes said, “"Congratulations, old bnddy.
[ see we both made the Hall of Fame
this morning.”

“And where did a crummy sergeant get
a thirty-thousand-dollar home, fella?”

“Well, it was pretty tricky. An involved
deal. T bought it for twelve-five, with a
ten-thousand-dollar — mortgage  fourteen
vears ago, and since then, I've put fourteen
thousand hours of work and five grand of
materials in it, and I've got a ledger to
prove it, because I've been fighting the
assessment boys. Nice picture of it in the
paper, hey?”

“Very nice. They called you yet?”

“Not yet, but I understand we’ll get calls
before noon. We're scheduled to appear
about two o'clock. See you there.”

“I'm not going, Wes.”

“But when they tab you, you have to
go in and . .7

“It's a voluntary appearance, isn’t it? So
I don’'t happen to feel co-operative.
They're just hunting headlines. The hell
with them!”

There was silence on the line. When
Wes spoke again his voice was subtly
changed. “Well, T guess it's your decision
to make. Best of luck.” He hung up.

Paul turned and was startled to find
Polly standing so close behind him. “VWhat
were you saying to him?”

“I'm not going to appear.”

“But they’ll suspend you!”

“Sit down and I'll tell you about it.”

After she had heard the whole story, she
looked at him with disbelief. “Louis is a
sweet little guy and  he’s been a good
friend to us, Paul, but he can’t . . . he
can't ask you to sacrifice yourself and your
career. He should find somebody without
a wife and children to go along with a
wild idea like this. And why should you
take it all on faith?”

“He's a good cop.”

“But a good cop can do a very silly
thing. You know that.”

“Honey, I can’t help it. 1 gave him my
word. Look, honey, all we have to do is
act as if that money was some kind of
payofl, and act as it 1T buddied around
with Miles Urban. We keep the proof to
ourselves. We wait for Louis to make the
next move.  The reporters will be  after

" ARGOSY MAGAZINE
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us. Don't you tell anybody I'm doing this
because Captain Moreno asked me to.”

She stared at him. “That’s all we have
to do, huh? ILook guilty over something
vou could explain in minutes. And de-
pend on louis Moreno to get you out of
it somchow. And bhe suspended as if
vou're a thief. Look at this picture of him
standing and  smirking with the mayor.
The mayor is a rough man, Paul. And so
is that man who's chairman of the com-
mittee. Mr. Ferris Rand. Louis is such

. such an amiable little guy. They'll do
anything they want with him. Don't you
sec? That's why they put him in”

“I gave my word.”

She looked at him. Tears filled her eyes.
“Your loyvalty is very touching. Too bad
you're giving it to Louis Moreno instead of
me, dear.”

“That isn't fair, Polly. You know it.”

“All T know is that T don’t think I'm
going to enjoy my new life as the wife of
a suspended cop. It's been bad enough
being the wife of any kind of cop lately.
This is going to be extra special.”  She
left the room. He heard the bedroom door
close quietly.

He sighed and went to the stove to get
more coflee. He had the hollow feeling
that he was being a dammed fool. Moreno
was a good man in a tight spot. But that
was no reason to believe that he had any
political savvy.

At ten-fifteen, Rand's office phoned. A
wonumn said, “Sergeant Decver? The com-
mittee would like you to appear at City
Hall at two-thirty this afternoon, Room
Two-cighteen.”

“I decline with regret.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“Appearance is voluntary, isn't it?
not volunteering.”

“I see. T'll inform Mr.
Thank you.”

Ferris Rand phoned ten minutes later.
“Deever? 1 want to confirm the statement
you gave my secretary. Are you refusing
to appear before the Mayor's Committee?”

“Yes.”

“Are yvou afraid that if you appear you
will either perjure yowrself or incriminate
vourself?”

“I am afraid that by appearing 1T would
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be lending myself to a circus act 1 thiuk
has no legal standing, Mr. Rand.”
“It’s not a court.”
“You've been running it like one.”
“Refusal will result in immediate
pension from duty.”
“So I've been told.”

SUS-

“I see. Perhaps it's the only choice yon
have. Sorry, Deever.”
As Paul hung up, he felt shaky. His

hands were sweaty. He went to the bed-
room. Polly looked small and  diswirited,
staring at the ceiling.

“Have yon burned the bridge?”

“Yes,” he told her.

She sat up and smiled wanly and took
his hand. “Okay. Ex-sergeant. If 1 can't
block it, I'll have to ride with it. But I'm a
girl who has always doted on sccurity.”

“Maybe it won’t be so bad.”

“I have the feeling it's going to be ter-
rible.  You're just not the martyr type.
darling. Maybe Louis is. But you're not.”

“I had to go along with him.”

She kissed him and stood up. T guess
so. Maybe things were going too good for
us. I guess I'm superstitions. I've been
knocking wood for vears.”

t noon, a headquarters clerk phoned
him and read him the official notifi-
cation of his suspension. effective imne-
diately, and said he was putting it in the
mail. At two o'clock. the newspaper peo-
ple began to phone. At four o'clock, he
was forced into an impromptu press con-
ference in his front vard.

“Tell us the real reason why  vou
wouldn’t face the committee, Sergeant.”

“I've told yon the real reason a dozen
times. They're hunting headlines at  the
expense of the morale of the force. So
why should 1 co-operate?”

“But aren’t you giving them even more
headlines this way?”

“Possibly. But I feel that I'm also reg-
istering a protest.”

“If people believe it
suspended?”

“At noon today.”

“Do you expect to be indicted by the
Grand Jury?”

“I couldn’t say.”

“Where did the two grand come from,
Sergeant?”

“From a private sonrce.”

“How come yon didn’t report it on your
tax return?”

“No comment.”

“If you figured on not reporting it,
wasn’t it stupid to put it in the bank?”

“That would be @ matter of opinion.”

“Are the tax boys after you yet?”

“Not to my knowledge.”

“Did you ever do any jobs with Miles
Crban?”

“Official jobs, five and siv years ago
when we were both assigned to Precinet
Three.”

“What's your opinion of Moreno, the
new acting chief?”

“No comment.”

When it was over, he went silently into
the house and made himself a stifl’ drink.
He turned to Polly.

“They think I'm a thief,” he said.

“What else can they think?”

“Maybe Louis didn’t realize it would
be like this.”

The afternoon paper was delivered. It

When were you
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was worse than he had imagined. He had
been moved from page three to page one.
The other two men had cleared themselves
and been forgotten. Polly took a phone

call. It was anonymous and filthy, and
left her shaken. After dark, some noble
and righteous citizen threw trash and

garbage on their small front lawn.

At nine o'clock, after calling Louis
Moreno at his apartment a  half-dozen
times, he finally got an answer.

“I'm officially suspended, Louis.”

“Who is this? Sergeant Deever? There’s
nothing I can do for you, Sergeant. If you
could have cleared yourself with the com-
mittee, you should have done so.”

“What the hell is . . .”

“I must honor the agreement Chief
Docttler made, Sergeant. You're suspend-
ed from the force pending further com-
mittee investigation.”

“Louis, I ...”

“You are talking to Captain Moreno,
Sergeant Deever.”

“But | want to know what I'm supposed
to do.”

“I can't help you there, Sergeant. You
made your decision. You'll have to await
the results of further investigation.”

After he hung up, he said hesitantly to
Polly, “There must have been somebody
with him.”

“Or he found out that whatever he had
in mind won’t work, so he’s throwing you
to the wolves and saving himself.”

“Ile wouldn't do that, honey. Somebody
was there. He'll get in touch with me.”

hat was Friday. The Saturday morn-

ing papers were more brutal. One pho-
tographer had caught him standing in the
front yard in a moment of anger, glower-
ing and dangerous, looking guilty. Boobs
phoned the house and said violent things.
There was no word from Moreno. Deever
called the precinct to bring Anderson up
to date on his personal unfinished work.
Anderson sounded remote and unfriendly.
Ilis tone hurt, but Paul could not blame
him. Anderson was a good officer.  Yon
could not help resenting the ones who had
brought all this stink and ruin upon what
had been a respected outfit.

Three men he had worked with, three
men he had been close to, phoned to tell
him that he was being a damned fool, that
they knew he was clean, and what was he
trying to prove. [le was touched. His
answer puzzled cach of them, but their
faith in him scemed unimpaired.

Sunday was a long, long day. Polly told
him in a dozen diflerent ways that he
should get in touch with Ferris Rand and
say he was willing to be interrogated by
the connmittee. e became angry at her.
They quarreled.

At five o'clock Sunday evening, he was
sunmnoned to headquarters. He tried to
reassure  Polly.  “If they were going to
indict me, honey, they’d send somebody
to scrve papers, or they’d come out and
take me down or something. If I was
being subpoenaced to appear before the
Grand Jury, it wouldn’t be done this way.”

“I'm scared,” she said.

“I'll let you know just as soon as pos-
sible, honey.”
She hugged him hard, sighed against

his throat and sent him on his way. . . .
The press conference was taking place

in a large room adjoining the office of
the Chief of Police. Moreno was sitting at
a table holding a statement. Men were
arranging the lighting for the cameras to
take the film for rebroadcast over the local
television channel.

“I'll answer all questions after my
screen test here,” Moreno said with crisp
authority. He spotted Paul coming toward
him, and beckoned to him. “Sit right here
beside me, Sergeant Deever. Boys, Ser-
geant Deever will answer questions after
youre through with me. Are we all set?”

Moreno read his statement. He was re-
laxed, but emphatic.

“As acting Chief of Police, I must con-
cern myself with the efficiency of the men
under my command. [ cannot permit my
officers to be smeared and demoralized by
a special committee which proceeds on
the basis of rumor rather than fact. [
suspended Detective Sergeant Paul Deever,
sitting here beside me, because he refused
to co-operate in this witch hunt being
curied on by the mayor and Mr. Rand.
That was the agreement.

“In the meantime, I ordered a depart-
mental investigation of Sergeant Deever.
The investigation cleared him completely.
The money in question was a legacy re-
ceived by his wife, and was handled in
accordance with all tax regulations. The
circumstances of his having heen seen with
Miles Urban have been satisfactorily ex-
plained. Though in onc sense his judg-
ment might be considered faulty in refus-
ing to co-operate with the committee, I
admire his moral courage.

“As a result, I am serving notice to the
committee and to Mr. Rand and to His
Honor, the Mayor, that I am reinstating
Sergeant Deever. I am ordering all of-
ficers to refuse to appear before the com-
mittee if summoned. I shall suspend them,
conduct departmental investigations and
reinstate them if they are cleared. I have
no doubt but what they will all he cleared.
The bad apples have been removed. There
were too many of them. But nothing is
gained by trying to keep the situation
alive, artificially, by conducting an extra-
legal witch hunt at the expense of fine of-
ficers such as Detective Sergeant Paul
Deever. It has been many, many weeks
since any actual evidence of wrongdoing
has been uncovered. Yet the stories go on.
stirred up for reasons which may seem as
evident to you as they do to me. If T am
to be removed from office for this act, so
be it. I could not in all conscience allow
this performance to continue. Thank you.”

he questions were excited and intense.
Paul told the details of the small he-
quest, and the circumstances of his having
gone to get Miles Urban and take him back
to his wife. When the questions began to
become repetitive, Moreno stood up, firmly
called an end to the conference and took
Paul with him into the Chief’s office.
Paul phoned Polly and told her—a short
version that would be expanded later.
When he hung up, Captain  Louis
Moreno said, “I had to think of the tim-
ing. This hits the Sunday-night tclevision
and radio news, and the papers tomorrow
morning. And it had to be done quick
before Rand smelled a trap. lle’s a sharp
man. Been nervous. fella?”
“Extremely,” Paul answered him.

“I had to brush you off when vou
phoned because 1 have a hunch there's a
tap on your phone.”

“Is it going to work?”

“We just have to wait and see. Hell, I
don’t know.”

The corridor door opened suddenly and
Ferris Rand came striding in—a man with
tanned features and cropped gray hair.

“Very, very cute, Moreno,” he said
“Are you Deever? Yes, of course. Moreno.
aren’t you smart enough to realize that if
you get in the middle of a thing like this
you can get hurt?”

“In the middle, Mr. Rand? A cop is al-
ways in the middle.”

“Don’t be evasive. please. I know
George Lascomb put you up to this,” Rand
said insistently.

“What makes you think that?”

“Because you aren’t shrewd enough to
figure it out yourself, Captain. It's a very
professional job of killing the committee.
Henry and I put you into this office. Why
did you decide to play footsie with the
opposition?”

Mor('no yawned and stood up. He
walked around his desk and faced
Rand. Suddenly he did not look fat or
mild. “I'm not playing footsie with l.as-
comb, or with you, or with any political
group, Rand. I'm running a police or-
ganization. Your committee was no longer
doing any good. It was doing a lot of harm.
So I blasted it out of the way. If you want
to connive me out of this office, go right
ahead and try. While I'm here, I'm a
professional cop. Now get out of here. Go
shill the voters some other way, Mr. Rand.
Leave my department out of it, whatever
you do, or I'll go to the people again and
tell them who is making my job tough, for
his own selfish reasons. Then sec how
many votes you round up. I'm not run-
ning for anything.” He smiled. “No spe-
cial ambitions, Mr. Rand. Just to run this
shop with the help of some boys like
Deever here. As long as I'm here, we'll
keep our own house clean.”

Rand stared at him for a minute. “Nay-
be we misjudged you, Chief.”

Moreno beamed at him. “You picked
a tiger, boy. A fat, mild tiger.”

“Suppose we reorganize the committee
and put you on it.”

“To save face? No, thanks

“Maybe we can figure out some sort of
compromise.”

“Make anything you want to suggest
official. Put it on paper. Send it through
channels. Good night, Mr. Rand.”

After Rand was gone, Moreno sat down
heavily. "I think we won, Paul. How did
I do?”

“Fine.”

“I was scared to death. Some  tiger.
Sergeant, you are transferred from your
precinct to headquarters.  Report to me
personally tomorrow morning at cight.”

“Yes, sir, Chicf!” [le hesitated. “What
kind of duty assignment?”

“Hazardous.”

“What?”

“Helping me deal with the public, Paul.
That’s the most hazardous duty a cop can
face. Now go home and tell Polly we
both love her.”

“An order, sir?”

“Yes, indced, Sergeant.” e o o
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Tent Warmers

n this wonderful season of the year, campers are likely to get uncomfortably chilly in
I tent or trailer, especially very early and late in the day. What can you do ahout this?
Depending on your temperament, you can stay in the sack, try to convince yourself that
the cold air is refreshing and healthful, or figure out a way to warm up the tent.

A stroll through the camping-goods store is enough to prove that manufacturers have
heen sharply aware of the need for tent heaters. These heaters come in many shapes
and burn various kinds of fuels.

We sometimes read sad stories about outdoorsmen heing killed by space heaters in
tightly closed trailers, cabins and tents. This does not mean, however, that tent and
trailer heaters should not he used. But the outdoorsman who does utilize such a device
should live hy one rule: Never leave a fuel-hurning heater operating while sleeping
in a tightly closed area.

Gasoline ix not the only fuel that produces carbon monoxide. “Under improper con-
ditions of combustions,” one heating engineer told e, “any fuel containing carbon
would produce carhon monoxide, including charcoal.” Most manufacturers make a
point of telling buyers to ventilate the space they are heating at night.

One of the newest ideas in such space heaters is the catalytic heater. This operates
like a hand-warmer. It has no open flame. The fuel, naphtha, get- into the combustion
chamher hy a wick and not under pressure. Tests show that this dependahle heater
continues to hurn when tipped over, hut it has no open flame to start fires easily. No
special vents are needed, hut all-night use of any fuel-hurning heater consumes oxygen
which mmust be replaced hy ventilation in tent, trailer or cabin.

What does it take to warm the average. family-sized umbrella tent? If a heater gives
off 3,000 to 1,000 BTU per hour, it will do the job nicely under most conditions. If
there is snow outside, you may still want to keep your longjohns on, hut the tent tem-
perature, with this amount of heat, is likely to he in the sixty-five-to-seventy-degree
range. Most manufacturers have tested the BTU output for their heaters and the dealer
knows the figure.

Actually,-the double-mantle gasoline lantern will often heat up a small tent when
it isn’t unbearahly cold outside. Some manufacturers claim 2,500 BTU per hour for
the two-mantle lantern.

Engineers will tell you there are two ways a source of heat can warm you. One is
for the heater to warm the total air around the person. The other is the use of
radiant heat. With radiant heat, you may feel warm (they sayvi even if the air outside
your immediate vicinity is cold. Only the distance from the heat source diminishes
the warmth reaching the hody.

From a practical point of view. a smaller source of heat will provide comfort if
the heat goes out as radiant energy. Consequently, some space heaters have the open
flame covered with a metal drum to reflect the heat for greater efficiency.

Actually, any space heater made for cuamping use and utilized correctly can add
much comfort 10 the outdoor tun and can even lengthen the camping season.

LATEST plan in the Department of Interior’s ~earch for new national seashore recre-
ation areas proposes one along the lower stretch of the Outer Banks in North Caro-
lina. This would include the windswept, lonesome country of Portsmouth Island
and some other hanks along Beaufort Inlet in Blackbeard’s historic pirate hangout.

MUCH of the fun and many happy memories from camping trips grow from unusual
dishes turned out over the fire. A reader from Arkansasx recently asked us how to
make the fried pics famed among outdoorsmen. This is a pastry fried in deep fat.
Start with dried fruit which has been soaked overnight. Drain the fruit and spread
a cup of it over one half of a pie crust rolled out as big as a good-sized flapjack.
Sprinkle some sugar on it. Fold the other half of the pie crust over the fruit, press it
down around the edges and punch a couple of <mall steam vent holes in the top.
Now use a pancake turner to put it into the hot fat until it gets crusty brown.

IF YOU ever hear a hunter insist that deer liver cooked fresh is one of the hest parts
of the animal, he’s right. And in case you’re headed for the deer camp this year, here
are some liver-cooking pointers to heep in mind: Tuck a plastic hag into the pocket
of your hunting coat. This is for the liver when you dress the deer out. If you hang
the deer in the woods for later pick-up, take the liver with you. That’s supper. Cool
it thoroughly and rapidly and Keep it clean. Slice it into pieces a quarter-inch thick
and dip these in flour. Fry the liver in shortening that hasn’t heen used for anything
else. Don’t overtry. Cook the onions separately, then serve them together. o o
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GO'NG TO THE DOGS MADE EASY Continved from page 39

The basis of Dick’s training premise,
regardless of the breed of dog, is in the
very carly start of such training.  And this
is the part that the hard core of the dog
people found to be most revolutionary—
or at least, one of the parts. So rather
than alter Wolters” chiseled prose. 1T quote
from “Water Dog™: “Luck is not a factor
in training.  Neither the amateur nor the
professional trainer has time to waste. So
often in the past. the professional thought
he was saving time by waiting until a pup
was siv months or a year old before he
started to train the dog. He was waiting
to see what potential the dog would show
naturally: the amateur should never wait.
He'll most likely have only one dog and
will fall in love with it. and if he waits
months before starting training, he'll end
up with a dud.

“This new scientifie finding leaves no
doubt about it: A puppy should be taken
home and started in his training  at the
cxact age of forty-nine days.

“If a puppy lives in a kennel too long
with no huwman contact and training, vou're
adding a great big unknown factor to your
training problem when you take him home.
During this seven-week period, the dog
got a sense of competition in the litter.
but the social order—what  the  scientists
call the pecking order=hasn't as yet had
time to form his personality. Staying with
the litter can be almost as  damaging  to
his future ability as a learner as the lack
of human contact can be. . .. Let's take
a look at the work Dr. Scott and his team
of researchers  performed  at Hamilton
Station. the Animal Behavior Laboratory.
This work was done in conjumction with
Cuide Dogs for the Blind, Incorporated.

“In recent vears. the demand for these
trained dogs has been greater than the
supply. Dr. Scott and his team of workers
sought and found the answer to the supply
probleni. It was a new approach to train-
ing ... acceleration.”

cientific study  showed that there are
five critical periods of a pup’s life, five
phases of his mental development. The
shocking thing is that they all take place
before the dog is sixteen weeks old. By
this time, the dog's brain has reached its
adult form and size but. of course, with-
out adult experience. So, instead of wait-
ing for the puppy to grow up so it could
be trained, Dr. Scott’s work proved that it
was actually harmful to delay.  Starting
the  training  carly under the new  ac-
celerated program, the experimenters pro-
duced ninety per cent suceess in litters of
the  same breeding  that  produced  only
twenty per cent under  the  traditional
methods of training. . .. When the accel-
crated training method was put into ac-
tual practice in Sceing-Eyve kennels and
training programs, one full vear's program
even outstripped  the  laboratory results—
ninety-four per cent of all litters success-
fully completed the rigorous training. This
is certainly proof that carly training can
produce hitherto unbelievable results.™
Having known these theories from “Can
Dog.” 1 had obtained vy Labrador at the
proper age. The actual training does not,

118 of course. begin now. but rather the re-

g exciting story in the

lationship of man and dog takes form. In
cffect, T became Tippy’s mother—mustache
not withstanding! 1 fed her, played with
her, let her take walks with me in the
ficlds, and so she came to know her name,
to come when called, to sit, and above all,
to know that I loved her and, in return for
being Boss, I would make life full.

Being Boss really starts when the dog is
about three months old.  Formal training
—the simple STAY, SIT commands that
are the absolute foundation of retriever
training are ingrained into the dog. With
these two commands, you have achieved
about fifty per cent more than you realize.
All yvou have to do is transfer these com-

- GRAB A FISTFUL
Z OF DIAMONDS!

RIGHT now, today, you can
take a dip in Venezuela's
- Caroni River and come up
= with a fortune in diamonds.
: But you'll be in cutthroat
competition with 1,000
armed, desperate prospec-
tors. Read the exclusive,
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mands into different voices. That s, the
command SIT must be learned and obeyved
whether issued by voice or whistle or
hand signal. Easy? Right! Herc's the way
Wolters puts it:

“Command SIT is one of the most im-
portant commands  for the working  re-
tricver. Not only is he required to sit at
vour side while waiting in a blind, hut he
will take his initial directions for the re-
tricve from a sitting position at heel. In
‘college,” he'll learn to take your direc-
tional signals while sitting at a distance.

“I teach a puppy the SI'T command first
by voice. When he understands it, T im-
mediately add the whistle . . . one blast.
In a few days, you can drop the voice
command and use only the whistle. . . .

“Here's the way yvou do it. Walk the
dog on a very short leash at your side.
Command SIT. Pull his head up with the
leash.  With your other hand, push his
fanny down. Command SIT again when
he's settled. In short order, you'll only
have to touch his hindquarters and he’ll
sit.. When he'll do it without the pushing
hand, introduce the whistle.  Command
SIT. When he does it, blast once. In a
few days, reverse the order. Blast once . . .
command SIT. Shortly thereafter, you can
forget the voice command.”

Remember that when you get this com-
mand down pat, it will work anywhere.
By that, I mean as long as a dog can hear
vour whistle, he should SIT. And sec to it
that he does. Spring it on him when he's
running full-tilt with his mind on some-
thing else. If he doesn't spin and drop, go
right out there and talk to him. Having
been in the marines will help vour vocab-

ulary and tone of voice reach the right
level of persuasion. The proper inflection is
similar to that vour wife uses at two a.an.
when you've just come home and she asks:
“Have you been drinking?”

Lest you have the mistaken impression
that everything Wolters and T did turned
out perfectly and without problems, Tl
say now that that just ain’t so. My dog,
for instance, would SIT finc—until we
threw something for her to retrieve. Wait
for me to tell her to go get it? Ha! She
was usually out under the training dummy
like Mickey Mantle sitting under a high
fly. And of all the things you don’t want
a dog to do, this is sccoud only to not
wanting her to throw up in the car.

I let Tippy get away with this for a
while until T saw that my shouting and
whistling began to plant a seed of doubt
in her mind that wasn’t exactly what 1 had
intended.  The uest time  she broke, |
yelled SI'T, blew the whistle, and then, as
one of my swing friends might describe it,
“I lost my cool.” In bricf, T strapped hell
out of her. Then she admitted T had been
right all along. Just like a woman!

he crucial point here is this: Be very

sparing of punishment. Do not—repeat
—do not punish a dog unless you know ab-
solutely that the dog knows it is mishe-
having and is expecting something un-
pleasant to result. T don’t believe T have
ever strapped my dog after that—or wanted
to. And, T might add. neither has she
ever again broken for a bird in a field trial.

Now that your dog is sitting at com-
mand, it’s time to come to really con-
trolled retrieves. Up to now, yvou've prob-
ably been chucking stufl’ for the dog to
bring back. But remember, this is not a
vo-yo. There's more to a retriever than
that. Call them niceties if you will, but
there's a very practical hunting  situation
behind cach of them. Specifically, a dog
should deliver to hand, not drop the bird
and shake himself the minute he steps ot
of the water: if he does that, vou are very
likely to lose a crippled bird.

And now for words from the master:

“Retrieving is made up of three ele-
ments: running out to the object, picking
it up and then delivering it to the trainer.

Many trainers feel that if a yvoung
puppy will run out for a thrown object.
that’s all they want to see. And it's true.
This is a good indication. But in carly
training, the other end of the job, carry-
ing an object and  delivering it. is  the
most important. Now, how do we
begin?  Retriever puppies will pick up
whatever they can get in their mounths. So
the first step is never to discourage a pup
from retrieving. This goes for the trainer’s
family, as well. Your attitude must be—
and you must show it to the dog—that he
is a good fellow for fetehing whatever it s,
be it your best pipe, gloves, mail, shoes,
the kid's toys . . . the family cat or a pair
of silk stockings. You'll just have to learn
to hold your temper. . .."

As you can imagine, there's nothing
really difficult about getting a retriever to
retrieve,  Making  him  selective is  the
tough job. Just when vou have him doing
nicely on training dummies, your kids will



SAVE MONEY AND HAVE FUN WITH THESE

Deluxe Mandarin Chess Tabie Set

With full-size (tall 5'2" King)
Antique ivory & Jade
green, weighted &

felted chess pieces.

This centuries-old game was first played in
the Orient, and this is a faithful replica of
a museumn set. The Mandarin pieces are
striking-molded in antique ivory and jade col-
ors. The table (18x18x18'4) has a hand-rubbed
black lacquered finish with hand-screened
ivory squares; and a velour-lined storage draw-
er with dividers.

WHY SPEND A LOT FOR AN EXTRA PHONE?

Standard Dial Phones-only $§%

COMES WITH 4-PRONG PLUG
READY TO PLUG IN AND USE!

SAVES EXTRA STEPS AND COSTLY RENTAL CHARGES

These reliable phones are hard to beat—sturdy reconditiored
Western Electric and Stromberg-Carlson dial phones at about
one quarter normal retail cost. Rewired, refinished and
equipped with standard plug ready to use in home or office,
they are a solid value, make it possible to have a phone in
every room (cost less to own forever than what you'd pay to
rent for 3 months). Two make a fine intercom. A buy! Each,
$9.95; two, $18.95.

Complete to running board shift & “tennis racquet” windshield
1913 WORKING MODEL MERCER 35J

IDLES STANDING STILL
RUNS A GOODLY

Detailed scale—7'4" long—$11.95
Remember this great car? In its day it was a phe-
nomenon, placing first 25 times, second 22 times
and third 18 times in B0 races. It had a 4-cylinder
engine, disk clutch, sliding gear drive, foot and hand
brakes, speeds of 60 mph. All steel imported model moves at a goodly 10 mph.

WITH DELICATE HAND-PAINTED 17TH CENTURY PLAYING CARDS

These striking old-time porcelain cufflinks are hand-painted in 5 colors and
glazed in Vienna, Austria. Imported for the first time and not available in
stores simply because it is a hand art and the family business that makes them
can only produce a few hundred sets each year. Handsome gift. Each set is a
pair of Aces. Kings, Queens or Jacks (specify) in suede pouch. Set, §5; 2 sets, $9.
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This is a remarkable little camera, a French invention
first used by the Paris police. It is small, takes sharp
pictures (just aim and shoot), zutomaluully cocks as
film is turned. Cost of film includes free processing
and printing. Measures 4x1'%4x1”. Camera $14.95.
Color film $2.95; B & W roll $1.95.

ROJAN SUPPLY, Dept. AR-10
Box 4513, Grand Central Station, N.Y. 17
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amuse themselves by tossing rocks, sticks,
golf balls or heaven-knows-what-clse for
the dog to fetch. This will serve two pur-
poses: one, to make vour dog so hard-
mouthed he can crack clams, not to men-
tion shredding any birds you might bring
down—and hard-mouthed dogs get thrown
out of ficld trials. And two, there's great
danger of his getting a mouthful of splin-
ters, or swallowing a small stone or ball.
It's again a question of “spare the rod or
spoil the dog”™  Lay the law down right
now that the dog has one master—you!
You'll have to be firn but don't let any-
one start thinking that yvour dog is a toy.

hen your dog is going straight out and

back for short-sight retricves with
good regularity, you can start adding a little
varicty to keep him from getting bored.
Since a Lab, for example, makes a superb
upland  hunter, now is a good time to
teach him simple quartering in front of
vou. lere's the way Wolters does it.

“NMore often than not, a pup taken to a
strange field with cover will hang on your
heels. That's good; just lift yvour feet high
as you walk and gently clip him in the
jaw. He'll soon learn to stay a vard or two
behind you. . . . When he takes his place
behind you, you turn around. Now he's in
tront of you. Walk on: if he gets to the
side or behind you, turn and face hin.
He'll learn his place. Its in front.

"You now walk the field in a zigzag, 1f
vou start this carly, you won’t have a prob-
leni because he's not bold enough yet to
want to run off; he’ll want vou in sight.

“He's learned to be in front of you and
he'll want to o where vou go. Walk
twenty-five yards, then zig ninety degrees.
If it's to the left, call his name for atten-
tion and give him an arm signal to the left
and command GO ON. Walk twenty-five
vards in the new direction, then zag to the
right. He'll soon learn to cheek back to
see where you're going. If he doesn’t, call
his name, give him a right-hand signal and
walk in the new direction.

“Once he gets the hang of this game,
cut vour zigs and zags down from nincty
degrees to forty-five. What we want him
to learn is that the appropriate hand sig-
nals mean new directions.

“If he starts to get out too far as these
lessons advance, the call-in whistle com-
mand should be given.  As he comes in,
give the hand signal and zig.  As vou re-
dnee the angle of zigzag and he follows
the direction signals, you'll soon note that
vou'll be able to walk a straight line and
he'll quarter by signal. Now vou can send
him any which way with the hand. . .7

Wonderful, isn’t it? But it really didn’t
work out quite so simply for us—nor will
it for vou. Why not? \Well, sparrows, rab-
bits, groundhogs, blackbirds and just plain
curiosity will have the dog all over the lot
until he gets over the belief that he can
cateh evervthing in sight. We discovered
that our wives noticed the same tendencey
in ns—say, at a party with a few good-
looking cookies.  What does o wife  do?
She waits, usually, until  vour attention
wavers away from the blonde with  the
crossed legs and then gives yvou a com-
nud. So it should be with yonr dog. Let
him work his problem out a bit before you
order him in a different direction. If he

120 lcarns that vou can't catch him—bnt will

just stand there and shout and whistle—
you'll spend a lot of time standing and
whistling. Don’t give him a chance to ac-
cidentally ignore a command. If he starts
running a rabbit, let him go until he tires
or quits. It won't take long and then he'll
turn his attention back to you. A thing I
like to do in these carly training sessions is
to stand still, call my dog in, and just play
with him for a minute, maybe throwing in
adog biscuit. He enjoys it and it again re-
inforces his pleasure in being aficld with
me. Don’t overdo it, though.

So far, we haven't mentioned water.
Just whiskey. And you've been wondering
when in hell do we get the pup in swim-
ming, haven't you? Ninety-nine times out
of a hundred, the pup will take to water
like an alligator, and simple retrieves in
water will just fall into line. If your pup
seems afraid of the pond, vou'll have to
get out in it and call him to you, gradually
easing his fears. Never, never just pick a
dog up and chuck him in. You'll probably
scare him half to death, lose his trust in
you, and get a good bite in the gluteus
maximus for yvour trouble.

Always check the water youre working
vour dog in for rocks, wire, sticks, stinps
and the like. Once a dog has been hurt by
Hinging himself into a too-shallow spot or
has hit a submerged tree or something, he
will very likely just tiptoe in for the rest of
his life and you'll lose the magnificence of
the hell-for-leather ten-foot leap and entry:
that is so much part of the thrill of owning
aretriever.

Now you've got a dog that will be pleas-
ant to hunt over in most water situations
and all land circumstances. e will re-
tricve on command, stay until sent, know
how to quarter, and love to swim. So be-
fore yvou go on to the more advanced level
of training, you'd better introduce him to
the gun. A new training tool called the
Retriev-R-Trainer—co-developed by Arthur
Johnson and Dick Wolters—is a godsend.
This contraption fires blunk cartridges of
various sizes to propel a special training
dummy. It allows yvou to do two things at
once: start your dog on long, marked re-
trieves, and accustom him to the noise of
a gun. The first time T would use it is
when the dog is running some  distance
from you—or if you're using a regular shot-
gun and throwing a regular training dum-
my. \When the dog is out quartering some
fifty vards or so, get his attention, then fire
the Retriev-R-Trainer with the  lightest
load. Or throw the dummy first. and while
it's in the air, fire your shotgun. If you're
woing to use a shotgun, it's a good safety
idea to get a few boxes of special Win-
chester-Western Popper loads  They have
no shot and no recoil, but plenty of noise.

oth Dick and T agrce that too much
fuss is made over gun shyness, which is
strictly a man-made condition and which,
with common sense on your part, should
never be a problen. After vou fire a half-
dozen shots or so at the dog from a dis-
tance, vou can bring him in at heel, throw
the dummy and shoot and never have to
worry about it again. The first time you
do it, he'll probably break. Forget it He'll
get over the excitement of the noise in a
few retrieves and vou can insist on his be-
ing steady again without any fear.
Until now, you shonld only have heen

working vour dog on single retrieves. You
should have been firing over him and
throwing the dummy in all sorts of cover—
cover that’s not impossible and cover that's
perfectly safe. And I might add that you
should be particularly careful not to run
vour dog on retrieves through barbed-wire
fences and the like. Too many dogs are
seriously hurt and even killed by low wires.
Remember, where you tell him to go—he’ll
wo. He's relying on vour judgment, so
have a little. And this goes for fast-flow-
ing rivers, busy highways and dangerous
swamp and lake arcas.

In these single retrieves, don’t let him
quit. If he can't And the dummy, vou get
out there and pick it up and throw it for
him again before he starts to come in to
you. He should always get the bacon and
bring it home. Failure isn’t part of any
training routine.

Now we come to the subject of multiple
retrieves. Doubles are simple enough for
almost any dog. Just remember to keep
them well spread apart, about ninety de-
grees.  The onlv real  danger here s
“switching " —starting back with one dum-
my, then dropping it halfway home and
picking up the other one. This is a major
fault, like infidelity. Most dogs will switch
—and voull jnst have to go out there and
shout “No™ loud cnough to make vour
nose bleed until he gets the idea. Your
dog will naturally go after the last bird
first. Fine. But now and then, you should
insist he get the other one to remind him
that you're the one who does the heavy
thinking: he's paid to do as he's told.

ield trials are a tonchy subject with a
lot of hunting men. More out ot igno-
rance than prejudice, hunters tend to be-
lieve that a field-trial dog isn't a good ficld
dog. Completely wrong. In fact, just the
opposite is true.  Retriever field trials, as
opposed to pointing-dog  trials, are set up
to duplicate actual hunting situations, to
the great credit of the superb judges in this
event. Both Wolters and [ are ficld-trial
fans. For one reason, you'll never know
how good your dog really is unless you set
him out against some good competition.
And that goes for yvour training t('chniqu('s.
too. For another rcason, theyre a helluvi
lot of fun. I'm not going to get all in-
volved with the pros and cons. But any-
one who owns a retriever and refuses even
to watch a club trial is plain stupid. You'll
learn twice as much as vou think, and
every single person vou meet will he glad
to answer questions, offer advice—and very
possibly go out and actually help you train.
You should write to the American Ken-
nel Club for the address of yvour local Field
Trial club and the name of its secretary.
Then awrite to him, and ask for a trial
schedule.  Then go. Tuke along boose.
Take along your dog.

The stakes run in most field trials vary
according to the age and ability of the
dogs entered. The top of the line is the
All-Age Open. Here vou'll see almost
unbelievable accomplishments. magnificent
harmony and teamvork hetween dog and
handler. And here vou'll have to make a
decision: Is all the obvious work that this
tukes going to be worth it? Is my dog
good cnongh? \Will I cujoy it? Or am |
going to be satisfied with Old Abe just
being my duck-hnnting pal?



In his book. "Water Do Dick  zoes
deeply and  thoroughly into  the  training
techuigues of field trial work—long blinds.
nltiple retrieves, the tests vour dog will
have to pass. But if vour dog is under two
vears old, can mark his long singles and
donbles fairly well, both on land  and
water, and is steady, there’s no harm in
entering him in a couple of Derby trials.
Let me tell yvon about my initiation.

My dog, Tippy, was great on dummies
in the vard.  lxcept for one thing: real
birds.  And that's what vou get in field
trinls, pigcons shot over vour dog. and
shackled ducks (live) for the water series.

B(-ing the impetnous type, I'd never even
) seen a field trial hefore 1 stepped to
the line with my dog. T didn’t know any
more abont it than the dog. This became
painfully obvions. It was a perfect morn-
ing.  Tip did absolntelv nothing  right.
She broke. She refused  to pick up the
pigeon. She daintily: relieved herself while
coing out after her hird.  And when she
finally did pick np a shackled duck, she
brought it in and dumped it by one of
the judges instead of handing it up to me.

But no one said a word. Talk abont be-
ing polite? Wow! So | put Tip back in
the station wagon to wateh the other dogs
do their stufl. We had been the first ones
ofl becanse they always run the females
first.  And Tip watched with  obviously
growing interest. In fact, she really seemed
to bhe studving all these goings-on and
making mental notes. So. being a sucker
for punishiment—and being encouraged by
my wite (why not? She didn’t have to
stand out there in front of all those peo-
ple!) =1 entered  Tip in another  series.
Paid my five bucks and stepped out to
take my medicine like a little man, And
vou know what? She was heantiful! Don't
ask e why=hbut T think she's a natural
competitor. She never broke, marked all
her birds perfectly, and made evervhody
think they might be losing their minds: it
just couldn’t be the same stupid dog they
had watched an hour ago! But it was.

There's a point to this that's pivotal: A
dog wants to do what von want it to do—
the hang-up is reallv in conununication.
Somchow, Tip got the idea of the tield
Trial just by watching. She knew that 1
wanted her to do what the other dogs were
doing, and she seemed to say “okay.”

And so it will he with vour dog. Be
patient. Really try to communicate. There
are few hard-and-fast rules other than this
one. If one avenue seems to e going
nowhere, then, for goodness sake, try an-
other, But keep it simple.

Few things are as rewarding as working
a dog in the ficld=a dog von've trained
vowrself.  The hours that Wolters and 1
have spent have been golden. We've nade
all the mistakes and invented a few new
ones of our own.  Discouragement  came
often—then snddenly, as if someone had
opened a door we'd never noticed, one of
the dogs would have a day where it “just
couldn’t put a foot down wrong.” And
we'd congratnlate one another.

Once, inan emotional peak, when T had
washed his e<o liberally with obvious pure
{lattery, Wolters almost ofl ered to buy din-
ner. And some days—if 1 keep training him
along those lines=he will. But it'll prob-
ably be Griny “T'rain. e o o
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by J. EDWARD SCHIPPER

YOUR CAR

Choose the Right Vehicle

f you are taking a trip into one of the vast, unsettled areas of this country, the wrong

vehicle can turn your vacation into a fiasco. Conditions have improved during the
past few years, it is true, hut even today. you will find the hackw oods and mountain
roads dotted with hroken-down cars, trucks, ete., which are there hecause they were
not suited to the load they carried or the territory in which they traveled.

This need not happen to you. Today, there are many vehicles made that will stand
the wear and tear imposed hy more-than-ordinary camping. You ecan choose anything
from a heavy-duty motorcycle that will ¢limh a rock pile like a goat. to a Pullman-
car-type hody mounted on a husky, three-quarter-ton truck chassis. You can get a
four-wheel-drive unit that will perform incredible feats of ¢limhing or overcoming
difficult highways. You can even have these vehicles equipped with a power take-off
that operates a winch and cable which can haul you out of snowdrifts or mudholes—
il you have anything within reach to which you can attach your cable.

This heavy-duty equipment is not, of course, required for a visit to the national
parks or the state- and Covernment-operated camp sites where every convenience is
available. 1t is strietly for rough country.

One of the most important factors deciding on a vehicle is the size of the party.
Generally, an expedition going into the real hachwoods will not exceed four. hut if
it does, the prohlem is greatly magnified. Also the type of party that gets hack into
the “hoondocks" does not expect the luxuries of an estahlished camp site,

Moal of us have to set up some type of hudget for our recreational trips, so we'll
start with the camping trailer. These low-priced trailers contain a tent which
folds out for sleeping space and can also be used as a Kitchen. While the tent space
i~ limited, it is sufficient for four and very comfortable and roomy for two or three.
With the proper hitch, it can be towed readily hy the family car, and can be set up
and folded up quickly, after a little practice.

For rural dwellers who ordinarily have wse for a pickup truck, the camper-type body
which can he mounted quickly on a hali-ton or three-quarter-ton chas al. For
exploring parties and others who must get into rugged areas, this type of camper or
a “Suburban™ is often supplied with a four-wheel drive which can handle rugged po-
ing with astonishing

Chevrolet has twelve models of the type which are known, in truck lingo, as four-
by-fours. For ordinary highway use, the two-wheel drive is all that is employed for
cconomical performance. But when the going gets rough, the shift can be made into
four-wheel drive for better traction without u=ing the cluteh, In these vehicles, there
is a two-speed transfer case which gives the extra torque multiplication required.
There is also an opening in the transfer case providing for a power take-off for a
wineh or other pow er applications,

Incidentally, Ford Motor Company has puhlished a hook entitled “Ford Recreational
Vehicles™ 3. 1t discusses hoth the advantages and disadvantages of just about
every type of recreational unit—camping trailers, travel trailers, travel coaches, light
delivery-van conversions and camipers installed on pick-up truck chassis. This is a wise
investment for anyone planning a camping vacation.

Dodge recently brought out what they call the Camp Wagon, with a “pop-up™ roof
and complete living facilities for up to six persons. The Camp Wagon is an A-100
Dodge Sportsman wagon specially equipped by Travel Equipment Corporation which
specializes on conversions with the elevating top. This new model has a six-cylinder,
225-cuhic-inch 1H-horsepower engine, which should he plenty for most Kinds of off-
the-highway operation,

There is not a single manufacturer in the low- and medium-price class who has not
given plenty of consideration to thi~ field. All of them are extremely careful to point
out the limitations when towing trailers, Anierican Motors’ brochure on camping
trailers has this to say: "It should be recognized hy trailer ovvners that all makes of
cars are primarily designed and intended as a passenger conveyance. A\ trailer cannot
be towed behind a passenger car without having some effect on safe operation, hand-
ling qualities, dependahility and economy. Although American Motors’ cars will pull
a trailer as satisfactorily as other muakes of passenger cars, maximumn efficieney and
satisfaction will he derived through the use of proper equipment and hy avoiding
overloads and other ahusive operation. When operating on highway s, allow ance must
he made for the additional weight and bulk of the trailer. and driving hahits and
speeds must be aliered accordingly in the interest of safety.” e o o
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GENUINE PIGSKIN
CREDIT CARD CASE
& PHOTO WALLET

No more fumbling
in wallet for
credit carﬂs This
handsome credit

cense,pho

complelewlth blll
and note wallet.
PiIgskin pocket

che c kS Fi

man’s hip pocket
or lady's purse.
Won' t’ b l ge

ocket. er

?zed with 3 Iﬂlﬂil!
if desired. A credit
card case that will
be anprecua(e:l by

Sat1slactlnn 0
Guaranteed. ppd.

With 2 or 3 gold-stamped initials $2.95 ppd.
Scott Mitchell Co., Dept. AR-10, 415 So. B'way, Yoikers, N.Y.
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FOR MEN WHO KNOW STYLE

Handsome pebble grain calf oxford
with graceful pointed toe. Smart and
comfortable molded sole. Black, forest
green, maple tan, pearl gray and
oyster white, sizes 6-13, medium width.

$13 95 postpaid, or $2.00 deposit on $13 95

C.0.D. — you ﬁay postage. Satisfaction U

guaranteed! Other styles imported from
Italy and Spain from $9.95 to $24.95,
A to EEE.MADE ON AMERICAN LASTS.

Write T[é g a

#3049

for a
IMPORTS Z/

FREE
LLIEUTY 934 Monument St., Brockton, Mass.

DRAW any persoN

in one minutel N3 55338

NO TALENT!

New Amazings hvention—"Mugic Art Rebroducer,”” You
can  draw Your Family, Friends, animals, landscabes,
bulldings, vases, bowls of truit, coby photos, comics. de-
sk, muln anything— Like An Artist Even It You CAN"T
DRAW A 8 bt Line! Anything yvou wunt to draw is
v o automatieally seen on any shect of
paber thrie the *Magic Art Repro-
ducer.” Then easily follow the lines
of the  “Picture  Image” with a
pencil for an original “‘protessional
tooking'  drawing. Also reduces or
enlarges. Also rebmduces actual col-
ubject. Free with order **Sim-
crets of  Art 'l‘xh ks of the
" booklet. SEND NO MONEY

ree 10 Day Triall l‘u\ Postman ou
delivery $L98 plus postake, Or send
only $L9R with order and we bay
postage. Money Back Guarantee.

Artist's Conception

_NORTON mouut:Ts Dept. 279, 296 Broadway, N.Y.C. 7

TALLER B

BY 2 FULL

INCHES!

Slip these foam rubber and felt Helght In-
crease Pads in any pair of shoes. Now, step
into them to added walking comfort and 2”
in height. The same height increase as ex-
pensive height increasing shoes. These in-
visible, interchangeable cushions need no
gluing and are an aid to better posture.
Durable and shock absorbing. Thousands now
worn. State man’'s or woman's shoe size.
Only $2.95 pair, ppd. HUDSON INDUSTRIES,
Dept. AR-104, 550 Fifth Ave., New York 36, N.Y.

S1TOPLOHIOIP

SAVE up to 509% off regular retail price of
fine italian-made accordion. Over 30 mod-
els available for beginners, students, teach-
ers and professionals. 5-day trial offer. Low
down payments and easy terms are avail-
able. Information and free color catalogs on
request. Accordion Corp. of America, Dept.
C104, 2003 W. Chicago Ave., Chicago 22, IlI.

LOVE is the answer. ‘‘Je vous aime,” say
50,000,000 Frenchmen, plus ‘‘qu’hier, moins
que demain.”” *‘l love you more than yester-
day, less than tomorrow.” Radiantly em-
bossed with the immortal lines from Rosa-
monde Rostand’'s great love sonnet. 1” di-
ameter. Inscription on back 10c a letter. 14K
gold, $16; sterling silver, $3. Jamaica Sil-
versmith, Dept. 10AR, 50 Delancey St., N.Y.

OF THE

h\ lA”G” R’o YEAR!
1 the Bubbling Boy

DESK TOP
Rl ; CIGARETTE SNUFFER

It's astonishing! It's
side splitting! Break up
your friends. business:

iy

L
SIZE: o acquaintances, etc. Bub-
4" high & " bling Boy makes them
Individually * ‘ laugh out loud even
bored after they've seen him

do his *"trick’’ time and
again. A wonderful gift
for those who enjoy a
genuinely good laugh.
Excellent door opener.

Operate the hidden
activators—Bubbhing
Boy goes into real hife
action to do his

“‘snuff.”’ Uses same
water over and over. Send check or money order.

Free catalog on request. No COO's please. ppd. $3.00

B FEDERAL 6652 N. Western Ave., Chicago 45, Il
Dept. 42

Handmade Canadian

Heavy-duty water-repellent
oll tan leather. True mac-
casin comfort, plus protec-
tion, support of a laced
boot. Men’s sizes 6-12.
Order usual shoe size.
Satisfaction Guoromteed
op

6" to
$14.95
LARGEST MAIL-CRDER
MOCCASIN SPECIALISTS
SERVING YOU DIRECT
POSTPAID EXCIPT
ON COD

mj WESTERN BRANDS

Dcpt. AR-10

$12.95

Estes Pork, Colorodo

GRAND PRIX RACERS. Sieek imported scale
models of Mercedes-Benz (top} and Ferrari
are only 4” long, yet go 20 mph. Have mi-
crosensitive adjustment and differential for
precision steering, brake, freewheeling.
Other models (specify): Porsche, BMW con-
vertible, Volkswagen. $3.95 each; two,
$6.75 ppd. Davis Co., Dept. AR-10, 125
East 41st, N.Y. 17.

ROLCUT is a must addition for any family,
especially where there are small fry. Cut
your own or your children’s hair smoothly,
easily and quickly. Simple as combing your
hair, Rolcut is a durable plastic hair trim-
mer on plastic wheels. Safe, no electric wire
or dangerous edges. $3.95 ppd. John Sur-
rey, Dept. AR-10, 1152-6th Ave., N.Y. 36.

10-POWER MONOCULAR is the latest in a
line of fine precision-made imported optics.
Small enough (234" long) to fit into pants
watch pocket, it's a 10-power glass whose
size makes it ideal to pack on any trip. Fine
for outdoorsmen, snoopers, etc. Coated
lens. $17.95 ppd. Order from ADF Co., Dept.
AR-10, 122 E. 42nd St, N.Y. 17, N.Y.

TV COMMERCIAL ELIMINATOR removes the
sound portion of all commercials without
affecting program. Works every time. Wire-
less, automatic operation. Simple 5-min-
ute installation connects to speaker with
attached alligator clips. $19.95. M. F.
Feller Inds., 13640.Somerset Road, Poway,
Calif. 92064.



Buy Below Wholesale

“ JEWELED '

CALENDAR [ et TAPE o
WATCH#9: | RECORDER ﬁﬁf,{,‘ﬁ'{’m 323?.;5310

Beautiful styling. t():onlmlet(;a with power(:l s 70 g
Tells time and date, too. Swee uilt-in dynamic speak- roduct of Swiss
d hand. gift O tainless 4 A o craftsmanship Soft cuddly pup has transis-

second hand, gift case, stainless. l§ er. Records— Plays
: Shapedto shavethe heaviest beard. J§ tor radio cleverly concealed

steel back, water resistant, and Back—Erases—Re-

antimagnetic. METAL EXPANSION winds. Includes microphone, Maker guarantees for 2 full years. inside. Nose is control button. Luxu-
BAND l1l¢. battery, tape, reels, etc. With cord, head guard and brush. rious feather-like vmyl coat.

Fabulous 2-Piece

KNIT SUIT
ONI-Y$4 0 Fine wool.
= =mmm ® Beautifully tailored

START YOUR OWN BIG PROFIT

HOME IMPORT BUSINESS

with DAZZLING BARGAINS LIKE THESE...
AMAZING NEW PLAN STARTS YOU FAST

Thousands of amazing import bargains can lead you
to opportunities far beyond your wildest dreams. Start
now at home, spare or full time. Cash in now without
previous experience or capital investment. Pocket cash
~ 4 finish pouble| even before ordering merchandise! Sparkling imports
| peautiful b‘,‘,’,o ots. roduc‘;&’ bring first day profits. Beginners—make your first im-
‘G?é's‘i‘é‘ées ny's precision ¢f port transaction 10 minutes after you receive my drop
manship- ship plan. Bargains go fast to stores, premium users,
to friends and others.

. And, these are only a few of the hundreds of import bar-
® Short cut plan guides you step by step gams you can get to make fantastic profits of 200% and
® Previous experience unnecessary more. .. here are examples of other high profit imports:

® Start without investment in merchandise | g ack FOREST CLOCK . . . .S .63  TEAKWOOD CHEST . . . . . $ .90

where—ci town, rural area ELECTRIC TRAINSET . . . . 150 WINDBREAKER JACKET. . . . 1.40
- ty, CIGARETTELIGHTER . . . . .21 STARSAPPHIRERING . . . . 6.00
ELECTRIC CARVING KNIFE. . . 1.50 ELECTRICHAIRDRYER. . . . 1.37

1 SHOW YOU WHAT T0 DO 8mm MOVIE PROJECTOR . . . 2.80 Productssubject to avallability, price fiuctuation

—HOW TO DO IT

Rush Coupon for
B. L. Mellinger, Jr., Famous World Trader, [ ]
says: "l reveal secrets of Import-Export that : F R E E B o o K =

GET DETAILS have made a fortune for me. Myplan gives

The Mellinger Co., Dept. M31A

ABOUT you hundreds of overseas suppliers-oppor-
tunities for thousands of exciting imports.” 1554 S. Sepulveda Bivd., Los Angeles, Calif. 90025
Send Free Book “"How to Irn'pnrt and Export” showing
how | can start a business of my own and make big profits,

Send no money! Do not order products fromus

direct from overseas suppliers.

IMPORTS

FACTS SENT
FREE

... Plan shows where you get buys like these
for big profit sales. Prices shown are directfrom
suppliers abroad. Put coupon in mail today!

Name.. R

{
I
l Show me how | can get bargains like these and thousands more

] Address

i Zone ...... State ..o
MELLINGER CO. Dept.M314, 1554 S. Sepulveda, Los Angeles, 80025 |- fone oo Stele oo

el c N —N-r -
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BIGMENONLY

SIZES 10 to 16 AAA to EEE

NEW!

Hush
Puppies.

WELLINGTON
BOOT

43 OTHER
SMART SHOE STYLES

We specialize in LARGE sizes only. Dress,
Work, Casuals, Chukkas,Hush Puppies, etc.
Satisfaction Guaranteed. By mail only.

P US APPAREL FOR BIG OR TALL MEN.
¥ =" Sport and Dress Shirts, McGregor
Jackets, Slacks, Sweaters, Robes
—all in your exact Iung sizes!

KING-SIZE, inc. 5rotkson, ase.

to Turn Men's Heads\
and Hearts . , . and

Other Women Green

with Envy!
Adorable for sunning, beach
and pin-up picturest Ad-
justable form-fitting cups, °
elastic bosom band. Elastic
legbands and waistband for
smooth fit. Cool, colorful,
Striped cotton sateen;
Black, Lavender, Red or
Turquoise Striped on White
Background (S-M-L) $3.98.

g

513 Madison Avenuc
New York. N.Y. 10022 Dept. B-}13

MAGNIFYING
READING GLASSES $298

High-quality, plano-convex lenses in stylish smoke-
color frames magnify fine print, make it easier to do
close, precision work. Metal hinges for long wear. For
folks over 40 without eye disease or astigmatism who
simply need magnifying lenses. Order on 30-day |
money-back trial. If not satisfied, return postpaid for
full refund. An outstanding value at $2.98 postpaid.
State age and sex. NEL-KING PRODUCTS, INC., Dept.
AG-104G 811 Wyandotte, Kansas City, Missouri 64105.

LEARN MODERN GLAMOUR
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NOW-YOU can malle the truly modern con\msallun
pieces — the blua'htaimgly beautiful sofas, armchairs,
ottomans, built-ins, headboards, cornices seen in
colar phatos in HOUSE BEAUTIFUL, AMERICAN HOME
AND SUNDAY MAGAZINES. Make stipcovers, deaperies,
cushions, Work on home |u|nlshlﬂ 5, cﬂfs M:m
trailers! Learn MODERN UPHOLSTERY '0U CAN
MAKE MONEY TEN DI"!RHIT \H'I'S' m1 HS'P
AT HOME, ND OVERHEAD! Card or fefter to:
MODERN UPHOLSTERY INSTITUTE
Box §39-EF Orange. Califarnia d

IN ONE ﬂﬂ\

FREE uPhoLsTERy
AREER

FOR THOSE
WHO LIKE TO MAKE PEOPLE SMILE

An ideal memento or gift, sure-fire conversation piece.
Guaranteed to provoke a laugh every time. Beautifully
brass plated on genuine oil finished walnut base. Etched
brass caption plate. 4% wide. Keep it on desk, mantel,
etc. The perfect ‘‘ice breaker'’ forsalesmen, businessmen,
etc.Send chieck or money order 1o cod's please pnd.$300

FEDERAL 6652 N. Western Ave., Chicago 45
——  DEPT. 103

WORLD'S LARGEST SURPLUS CATALDG. PICTURES AND PRICES
OF MORE THAN 500 ITEMS THAT YOU CAN DRDER DIRECT
BY MAIL FOR AS LITTLE AS 2c AND 3c ON THE DOLLAR

RIFLES 10.95
PARACHUTES 21.95
BOATS 16.45

SHOES 1.65

JACKETS 3.25

TENTS 6.55
BAYONETS 2.15

HAND GRENADES 1.60
COMMANDO KNIVES 1.38
COMPASSES 1.05
HOLSTERS 2.15
MACHETTES 2.15
GOGGLES 61c

PISTOL BELTS 1.05
STEEL HELMETS 2.15
GIANT BALLOONS 1.38

A" n Bunk Beds,

Life Rafts, Walkie Talkies,
Swords, Paratrooper
Boots, Flags, Sleeping
Bags, Cots, Phones,
Mine Detectors, Bugles,
Hand & Leg Irons,
Blankets, Bullet Proof
Vests. Flares. Cartridge
Beits, Ammo, Rifle Scapes,
Maps. Shovels. Canteens,
Saddles, First Aid
Supplies, Sunglasses.
Mess Kits, Haversacks,
AND HUNDREDS MORE
Minimum Orders As Low
As $3.00 Acceptable

sources and
buy direct from

Jeeps—$278.00
Boats—$178.00
Bicycles—$5.50
Telescopes—$4.00
Truck Gen.—$1.00

places where

ALSO INCLUDED!

Separate section with complete
infarmation

amazingly low prices. Examples:

5.00
Leather Boots—65c Pass. Iuses—$zna 00
ALSO listed are more than 1,000

you can see thousands
of different surplus items and buy
them right on the spot!

FREE HOME TRIAL COUPON 1
SUIIFLUS BARGAINS—DEP'T. 141=-10
P. 0. Box 1651, New York 17, M. ¥. 10017

| enclose $1.00. Send the combined catalog
and dizectery immediately. | understand that

mone wiil be refunded if | am not com-
pletely satisfied, Aiso | will receive 3. ful
Fefund with my first order of $10.00 or more.

on how to
the government at

Typewriters—$8.79
Airplanes—$159.00
Generators—$2.68

Elec. Motors—$1.85 Name

(Please Print)

Address

o

Ql.a!z

FULL PURCHASE PRICE OF $1.00 REFUNDED WITH FIRST ORDER OF $10. I)I) nn MUHE

‘“MR. BLINKY BONES" is the cheerful name
of this auto turn signal. You can bet your
bumper the driver behind will keep a safe
distance when he sees these red eyes
light up as you apply your brakes. Winks
left or right eye, too, when making turns.
Unbreakable plastic. $4.98. Greenland

Studios, Dept. AR-10, Miami 47, Florida.

PELLET FIRING model of luger automatic
loads 8 complete rounds of pellets. Made of
heavy, high-impact styrene. Comes to you
with working parts disassembled with tull
instructions, supply of pellets, and belt
holster. Money back guarantee. $1.98 plus
27¢ shipping. Order from Honor House
Prod., Dept. BL-47, Lynbrook, New York.

FREE MUSCLE COURSE by Joe Weider, the
trainer of ‘‘Mr. Universe,’” ‘‘Mr. America”
and ‘‘Mr. Europe.”’ Learn how to slap on 4
inches of muscles to your chest, 3 inches to
each arm, trim waist, get ‘life-guard”’
shoulders and speedy, athletic legs. Send
25¢ to cover postage. Joe Weider, Dept.
43-104X, 531-32 St., Union City, New Jersey.

LOSING YOUR HAIR? Treat your scalp to
Ward's Formula and see for yourself how it
controls scalp seborrhea and stops the hair
loss caused by it. Your hair and scalp
should benefit after a few treatments.
Money back guarantee. $2 ppd. Write to
H. H. Ward & Co., Dept. AR-10, 19 West

44th Street, New York 36, New York.



CORDLESS ELECTRIC TOOTHBRUSH with
new powerful motor. It's safe and shock-
proof. Comes with 4 nylon bristle brushes.
Superior cleaning and massage action. Op-
erates on one flashlight battery. 10-day
money-back guarantee. Great for the whole
family. $5.95 ppd. Internat, Dept. M31AF,
4106 Keystone, Culver City, California.

PORTABLE CAR GARAGE is a must for |
overnight parking. Helps protect car from
sleet, hail, dirt, dust or salt air. Travels with
you, and goes on in a jiffy. Of clear plastic,
it measures 12’ x 25°. $3.69 plus 31¢ han-
dling. In super-strength with grommets.
$6.95 plus 75¢. Scott Mitchell, Dept. AR-10,
415 South Broadway, Yonkers, N.Y.

SCOUT BOOT. A handsome 16” deerskin
boot in black or buffalo-brown suede finish,
with molded rawhide sole, foam-padded
leather-lined insole. Deep-fringed cuff con-
ceals lace-tie for fit, comfort. Narrow or me-
dium, order usual sizes. Men’s: 6-13,
$18.95; ladies 4-10, $16.95. Free catalog
available. Western Brands, Dept. AR-10E,
Estes Park, Colorado.

-

THE Queen Bee lives 15 times longer than
other bees and lays her own weight in eggs
every day. Thing responsible for these facts
is a food called Royal Jelly, made and fed
to her by other bees. Used first in cos-
metics, it's now available in capsule form.
A month's supply, $4.95 ppd. Lincoln Royal

Send for your free copy of .

me GOKEY

S, po wtsman

FALL 1964

CATALOG
Showing the best in
hunting clothing and
equipment.

Over 50 styles of boots
and shoes lncluding
jthe famous "GOKEY
BOTTE SAUVAGE.”
Nearly 1000 items!

Dept. A

G“]‘EY cﬂ © ST. PAUL 1, MINN.

FAMILY
ARMS

Direct trom England
Genvinely emblozoned from
old records filed under
100,000 British & Euro-
pean surnames. In relief
and full colour on immac-
vlate

OAK WALL SHIELDS for murat decoration.
7" x 6"—$% 9.00 14” x 12”"—$25.00
12” x 10”—$20.00 22" x 18”—$40.00

postpaid. Your check is returned if the Arms
cannot be traced. Schoo!, Ship, Regimental
Shields, Trade Marks, etc., similarly reproduced.

YORK INSIGNIA LTD.,, YORK, ENGLAND

PURE WHITE BRILLIANCE
at $22 per carat

Luxurious slmulated DIAMONDS
——man made, Incredibly Ilke tl\e
real thing' in ma i
blllli l{ll wlliten
a

, by
discolor or wlll ‘ve renlaced at
COST. Cut and pollshed on

mum brilliance. th

not thousands — just r
carat! EASY PAY M] NTS SOId on
10 day money back fruarantee.
Send for FREE BOOKLET showing
lovely scttings for tuen & women.
No obligation. Write

VEGA CO. .. I:i?;ustta“:e\: Yot 19, LY.

Bee Co., Dept. AR-10, 122 E. 42nd, N.Y. 17.

NOW. . . AMAZING METHODS REVEAL |

DISGUISED HYPNOSIS

LEARN SENSATIONAL TECHNIQUES AND TRICKS. .
CAUSE TRANCE WITHOUT SUBJECTS KNOWLEDGE! -

Revealing manuscript tells jeulousty guarded secret techniques
used to cause the “Indirect Trance"” Read how subjects a
hypnotized without their knowledge. Learn amazing “"sei
shortcuts that make hypnosis fast and easy. Discover the safe
“fake nerve pressure” techmque . the “falling back™ test and
many others. Read how the author hypnotizes » roomful of people
without their knowledge — using a common household cooking
ingredient. This is so dramatic and effective it is worth the low

price of the book alone. But that’s not all, order now
FREEznd get these FREE EXTRAS. The fun packed

book “Entertaining with Hypnosis” and a clever Hyp
notic “Trance-Fer™ chart. This exclusive aid helps you
cause the “Indirect Trance” All come to you'in a pum

*> 10 DAY UNCONDITIONAL MUNEY
BACK GUARANTEE Mail to: ALLIED-AIDS
Dept. D-177 95 Madison Avenue. N.Y. 16

Carry Your Keys on a

KEY-BAK:..

("“‘ KEY-BAK is wt

WRITTEN
GUARANTEE

WEST OF MISSISSIPR

LUMMIS MFG. CO.
2242 E. Foothill Bivd,
Pasadena, Calif.

EAST OF MISSIS:
CTL COMPANY
1710 W, Stewart Ave.
Wausau, Wis.

- STOP S'I'OOPING'

with amazing, new

2_® Shovulder
73 Brace
Corrects postureinstantly,
comfortably. Provides
even distributed support
for sagging shoulders. Im-
proves appearance, gives
You a wonderful new feel-
mg of confidence. No fit-
. Made of highest quality ventilated-for-comfort
3-p y cushioned material. Arm bands softly padded.
FOR MEN AND WOMEN. Can't
|
‘ ’./ »

in 20 seconds

be detected under light cloth-
ing. Give measurement around
chest. Only $4.95. Sent post-
paid except on COD's. Money-
back guarantee if returned
postpaid in 30 days.

PIPER BRAGE CU., ! ept. AG 104H
811 Wyandotte, K... 5, Mo.

i
H
1
\—»n v i
Patent Pending

X-RAY SPECS

An Hilarious Optical Nlusion

Ty

0 NI."s .n.: N 1)

Scientific optical principle really works. Imagine
— you put on the ‘‘X-Ray' Specs and hold your
hand in front of you. You seem to be able to
look right through the flesh and see the bones
underneath. Look at your friend. Is that really
his body you ‘'see’’ under his clothes? Loads
of laughs and fun at parties. Send only $1 plus
25¢ shipping charges or order COD and pay '
postman on delivery $1 plus COD shipping

charges. Money Back Guarantee either way.

HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS CORP.
Lynbrook. N. Y. Dept. AR-99 ]

on how to become

GOVERNMENT HUNTER

Game Warden, Forester

W Aid or Assnslant Type

Positions that
Require Less Formal
Education

FREE FACTS

il cOu on

Don't be chained 10 office,
desk, store counter, or fac-
tory machine. Prepare now:,
in spare time, for outdoor
man’s dream job in Forestry
& Wildlife Conservation.
Get the facts, Plan to live
the life you love, Mail cou-
pon today

OPPORTUNITIES IN
YOUR STATE?

We show you how to seek
out job opcnings in your
own state and other states
Coast to Coast. Age limits
17 to 45, sometimes older
on private game farms and
hunt clubs. Weare not con-
mected with the Government,

THRILLS AND ADVENTURE

Many Forestry & Wildiife men hunt
mountain lions — parachute from
planes 1o help marooned animals
of save life of injured campers-
protect forests—arrest game viola-
tors, Adventure, public service, goad ’
pay. Rush coupon today, ur

SECURITY—RETIREMENT—
LOW LIVING COSTS—GOOD PAY
Most conservation careers dre perma-
nent-No layoffs, No worry about your
paycheck. Living costs are low, too-
and a pension may assure you s good
income for life when you retire.
HEALTHFUL OUTDOOR LIFE. Hard
muscles, bronzed skin and ﬁhm 4
health are extra rwmﬁl s
living. Sleep under the atch . N
breakfast from icy o

ook like o millipn! !

FREE! 3 GUIDES|

Each jam packed with ex-
citing Cofgervation Caree”
Facts! Rush wtlﬁa\'

+ YACATION JOBS FOR STUDENTS
" No experience or preparation needed
for wacation jobs in Parks, ann

e Vacation Resoris. Mma e?_
gg::nm mow. FREE BOOK! 1¢lh
and where 1o apply. Rush coupon

- % today!

'N! No. ulghlund Los Angeles 38, L‘nli(
Rush 16-page Fact Book on exciting Conservation Career—also self- ‘scoring

Aptitude Quiz & J-moath Mscrm:e‘n to Conservation Magazine-ALL FREE!
NAME AGE
STREET

N ZONE___STATE
Aoproved Membar: Association of Homa Study Schools

r--——-.-.

bl N —N-r - _J



DARLING PET
MONKEY

This Squirrel Monkey makes an adorable pet and companion.
Show it affection and enjoy its company. Almost human with
its warm eyes, your family will love it. These YOUNG monkeys
grow about 12 inches high. Eats same food as you, even likes
lollipops; simple to care for and train. FREE cage, FREE
leather collar and leash , FREE monkey toy and instructions
included. Live delivery guaranteed. One monkey only $18.95
express collect. Mail check or money order for $18.95 to:
ANIMAL FARM, Dept. AG-1, Box 1042, Miami Beach 39, Fla.

LIVE SEAIIORSES *1 EACH

Order a live Seahorse shipped
to you from Florida for only §1
each, or send $2 for a Mated
Pair. (Include 25¢ postage, all
orders.) Get started with this
mterestmg hobby . . . fascinat-
i ing project for ynung and old.
¢ Raise them in an ordinary gold-
fish bow! or jar. Most unusual
and intriguing to watch. Hours
of fun . . . see the FATHER
Seahorse give birth to live baby
Seahorses! Free food & instruc-
tions included. Live delivery
guaranteed. SPECIAL OFFER:
Order 2 Mated Pairs for $2.98.
Florida Seahorse Co, Dept. A(;.] Box 300, Miami Beach 39, Fla.

FOR OFFICE . ..
BEACH. . . POOL
...0OR PARTY!

Here's today's newest
fun toy ! She sits, stands,
dances and floats.

This Instant Party Girl is
a new dimension in dolls
...stands 5’5” and
measures 40-20-40. An
instantly inflatable beauty
molded of flesh vinyl with
lovely soft-skin finish.
Here's a great gift idea, too,
and an instant success for
gaiety. lllustrated fun
booklet included.

SHE’S THE DOLL WITH THE
INFLATED EGO. Available as
Blonde, Brunette or Redhead.
Wig and bikini

subject to styling changes.
(shoes not included) Boxed
5x30x15

Iease add
$2996 1.00 postage

& shipping

Moncy Back Guarantee

® 196:“

INSTANT, INC. A-10

444 West Cametback, Phoenix, Arizona 85013
| enclose $30.95. Please ship my Instant Party Doil

as a [] BLONDE [0 BRUNETTE [ REDHEAD
NAME
ADDRESS
cIty
STATE

ZONE

TITANIA

the miracle L’mei' stone you read
about in The REaper’s Dicest

s susiat s DIAMONDS

Unset *“'Titania'’
ieual 1 w 3 carats,
or vou . v
Per r.arn
ONLY

1 earat **Titania"" Solitaire 1 carat "Tlhnla let in a

set in a hnum‘ul 14 kt gold Masculine box 14 kt
m

o O~ et 335.1]0

Write Icr r!ll HANDY RING SIZE CHART
AND 48 PAGE FULL COLOR JEWELRY CATALOG.
* All prices Plus 109 Federal tax

10 DAT MONET BACK GUARANTEE

LAPIDARY 00.

Dept, AR-57, 511 EAST 12 ST., NEW YORK 9, N.

CATALOG

Now you can
buy clothes
in your big or tall
size without paying a premium!
Suits, topcoats, sport coats . . . rainwear, jackets
and slacks . . . shirts to size 22, sleeve lengths to
38”... work clothes, underwear, pajamas, robes

. shoes to size 16. Finest quality and perfect fit
at amazingly low prices! Satisfaction guaranteed
or moncey refunded. Write for FREE CATALOG.

JERRY LEONARD e oept. 23

1419 Farnam Omaha, Nebr.

'B qm TRY THIS AMAZING
B LUABNEW INVENTION!

IT SHOOTS BB'S WITH TREMENDOUS
POWER AND ACCURACY,
YET IS ONLY 2” I.lIHG

Only 2° bong x 1" dismete, this new
device has amazing power and ac-
curacy. Scientifically designed to
give you the utmost in opersting
ease, power and safety, Greal for
targets, hunting and pests.

Order now and gl
FRE ihese valuable l':lm

FREE: A handy auto-
matic B8 Dispenser, smw Velocity
CI'.UFN.I nunarrm 5I|PDI'\| -1 p:sf
# Target .. . all for only $1.
$or 500 ot Nt 308 10T MAKE THIS POWER TEST...
residents er minors.  Guaranteed! Shook gt a magazine ar newspaper. This pocket sine
GRAYSOM PROD.. IMC., Dept E-BA powsrhoise drives Bs thru mare (han l&pagu—
210 Fifth Avenue, Bew York 10, LY. proof of iis power and accuwracy.

The Invisil;le Troser Suport

Keeps SHIRT DOWN, TROUSERS UP. Worn inside your
trousers, over shirt. Designed for comfort and to keep
trousers hanging correctly, no matter how active you are.

IDEAL for the MILITARY and SPORTSMAN. INVISIBELT
seems to ELIMINATE INCHES from the waistline. Small,
medium, large, extra large. Each size adjusts to four
waist lengths. Specify Size. $2.98 ppd. INVISIBELT CO.
:-OICOBD" 544, DEPT. NA-1, STUDIO CITY, CALIF.
o 's.

DISCOVER NEW YOUTH
THE UNDETECTABLE HAIRPIECE
YOU CAN AFFORD TO OWN

a-Be i v PR
only $19.95 complete
$5.00 NOW, BALANCE C.0.D.
NAIR THINNING OUT or gone completely on top?

Fit **New Youth™ over the bald spot and you'll
look younger instantly. New Hairpiece acts, combs,
looks and feels like your own hair; can be fit to
any degree of baldness. Secure in wind and water.
Custom-color matched. New Youth, 39 Raymond
Plaza, West, Newark, N. J. or send hair sample and
£19.95 or send $5.00 now, balance C.0.D. Dept. A212

TINY RADIO with big performance. The
Micronic Ruby, a 7-transistor radio, oper-
ates on 2 miniature mercury batteries.
Comes with earphone, carrying strap and in
gift case. Measures a mere 174" x 1940”
x 9%”. “"Wear" like a wrist watch or clip to
pocket. Beautiful sound. $29.95 ppd. S & K
Products, Dept. AR-10, Box 445, Skokie, .

T

DARING BIKINIS! Exclusive creations and
exact copies of French designs in fine qual-
ity cotton. Halter bra has adjustable cups.
Briefs have form-fitting elasticized waist
and leg bands. In red, black, turquoise or
lavender stripes on foam white. Sizes: small,
medium, large. $3.98 ppd. Originals, Inc.,
Dept. 394, 543 Madison Ave., New York 22.

ANTIQUE PRICE GUIDE lists the 1963 value
of more than 32,000 American antiques!
The only accredited antique dealer’'s hand-
book (1lst time released to public), it in-
cludes pictures and prices of glass, furni-
ture, toys, guns, 200 other groups. Fasci-
nating. Save money! $5.95. Madison House,
Dept. AR-10, 380 Lexington Ave, N.Y. 17.

SAGGING STOMACH? Appear inches slim-
mer in a Pi Peer Slim-R. Broad, powerful
elastic belt pulls in muscles, helps relieve
minor aches and pains caused by back-
strain. Detachable pouch. Completely wash-
able. $4.98 plus 25¢ postage. Send hip
measure. Piper Brace, Dept. AG-104R, 811
Wyandotte, Kansas City, Mo.



HOT-TER HEATER is a unique combination
heater-stove. It's the ideal setup for you
outdoorsmen—keeps tents, cars, cabins
warm in coldest weather. Cooks food per-
fectly, provides controlled heat. It's wind-
proof, waterproof, explosionproof, leak-
proof. Uses safe, sure, nontoxic, denatured
alcohol. A product of American ingenuity
and engineering research, this all-steel
unit, precision-made, gives you a lifetime
of service. 4 steel fuel containers; each
holds 1 pint of fuel. Can be used anywhere
—in a boat, on dry grass, in car, tent or
cabin. Comes with a plastic grip-carrying
handle. $19.95 value. You get it for $12.95
plus $1 shipping. Scott-Mitchell House,
Dept. AR-10, 415 S. Broadway, Yonkers, N.Y.

TELEPHONE SNOOPER lets you hear two-
way conversations without lifting the re-
ceiver! Just place tiny unit against back of
phone and you'll pick up everything clear
enough to record it. Pretty sly little gadget,
an outgrowth of one made for the military.
Fits in pocket. $18.95. Lincoln Electronics,
Dept. AR-10, 122 East 42, New York 17.

The editorial portion
of the STOP TO SHOP
section is not composed

of paid advertising.

(X

LETVERS

-

Argosy Classified

For rates, write Argosy Classified, 380 Lexington Ave., N. Y. 17, N. Y.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

INVENTIONS WANTED

INVESTIGATE ACCIDENTS. Earn $750 to
$1,000 monthly. Men urgently needed. Car
furnished. Business expenses paid. No sell-
ing. No college education necessary. Pick
own job location. Investigate full time. Or
carn $8.44 hour spare time. Write for Free
Literature. No obligation. Universal, CY-10,
6801 Hillerest. Dallas 5. Texas.

INVENTIONS WANTED: Patented, Un-
patented. Global Marketing Service, 2420-D
77th, Oakland 5, California.
Music
POENS NEEDED for songs. Send pocms.
Crown Music, 19-RA West 32, New York 1.
AUTHORS WANTED

HOME—Import Mail Order Business—Im-
port profitable items below wholesale. Expe-
rience and product investment unnecessary.
Full spare time. Famous world trader guides
vou. Free list <157 imports,” Mellinger, Dept.
M2\, Los Angeles 25.

I MADE $10,000.00 YEAR by Mailorder!
Helped others make money! Start  with
$10.00—Free Proot. ‘Torrey, Box 3566-U,
Oklahoma City 6, Oklahoma.

“THE TRUTH ABOU'T" MAILORDER™
Send 82, BENMARK BOOKS, Box 5238,
Scattle 7.

DRUG SUNDRIES—Complete line of Rub-
ber goods. Nationally advertised  brands.
Vitamins, cte. Write for FREFE catalog. Fed-
cral Pharmacal Supply. Inc, Dept. ACIL
6652 North Western Avenue, Chicago 5.
Ilinois.

NOT FOR THE NARROW MINDED.
Adult Party Items and Novelties. Brochure
10¢. Hall's Half-Acre. Box 382, Orvem, Utah.
MEN! Drug Sundries. Plaving Cards. Oint-
ments, cte. Free Wholesale Catalog. Trets
Co., Box 186, Buffalo, N.Y. 11201,

STRIP CHECKERS. Stimulating new game.
Outmodes strip poker. Details free. Space-
tron, Box 8IB. Broadview, Illinois.

BIG 259, COMMISSIONS SPARE TIME!
Independence, Dignity. Selling  Calendars,
Advertising. AAAD Firm. Beautiful Color
Catalog Free! NATIONWIDE CO., Ailing-
ton. Texas.

ALERT YOURSELF to opportunities for
ownership  of profitable  franchised  busi-
ness. Write today for free details. National
Franchise Reports, A-528, 333 North Michi-
gan, Chicago 60601.

CASH PROFI'TS DAILY! Mail letters offer-
ing genuine merchandise. Receive S10 with
cvery order—keep 88 profit. Orders drop-
shipped. Full-spare time. Details free. Mod-
ern Merchandising, PO Box 357, Occanside,
New York.

SALESMEN WANTED

MAKE BIG MONEY wking orders for
Stark DWARF Pruit ‘T'rees. Everybody can

now grow Giant Size Apples,  Peaches,
Pcars in their yards. Also  Shade  ‘T'rees,
Shrubs, Vines, Roses, cte. Outfit FREE.

Stark Bro's, Desk 30105, Loutsiana. Missounri.

AGENTS WANTED

BUSINESS KU'I' FREF! Postcard puts you
in business! Complete line 275 shoe styles,
Jackets! New Discoveries pay Big Commis-
sions.  No investment. Send for Free Kit.
Mason, Chippewa Falls K-192, Wisconsin.

MEN! Show wife this amazing offer! Famous
nationally advertised Hollywood Cosmetics

" pay 60%,. Make %25 day up. Hire others. For

free samples. details. write Studio Girl, Glen-
dale, Calif., Dept. NAI3L

HELP WANTED

FOREIGN  EMPLOYMENT INFORMA-
TION. Construction. other work projects.
Good paving overseas jobs with extras, travel
expenses. Write only: Foreign Service Bu-
reau, Dept. AR, Bradenton Beach, Florvida.

OF INTEREST TO WOMEN

HOME T'YPING—S875 Possible Weeklyv! In-
struction  Booklet, S1.00. Research Lnter-
prises, 29- 166 Samoset Road. Woburn, Mass.

WRITERS! Book manuscripts wanted. All
subjects,  fiction, nonfiction. FREE  Iro-
chures give writing, publishing tips. Write
Department 117], EXPOSITION, 386 Park
Avenue South, New York 16.

AUTHORS & PUBLISHERS

LOOKING FOR a Publisher? Learn how
vou can have your book published, pro-
moted, distributed. Send for FREE Book-
Tet “A™ Vantage Press, 120 West 31st Street,
New York 1.

BOOKS AND PERIODICALS

WHY BUY? Economical rentals, FREE IN-
FORMATION, SFCIL., Box 1308, So. San
Cabriel, Calif.

GOLF
GOLFERS: New practice device guaranteed
to knock seven or more strokes off vour
game. FREE information. A, Anderson,
K873 Kenwood Road, Cincinnati 12, Ohio.
STAMPS
KENNEDY STAMP FREE! US. Dollar,
Stamps, Columbhus Issuc. Pony Express, All
Genuine and FREE: Send 10¢ for mailing.
Empire Stamp Corp., Dept. 'T'M, Toronto,
Canada.

REAL ESTATE
GOVERNMENT LAND NOW AVAIL-
ABLE in 25 States. Millions of acres low as
$1.00 acre. Exclusive copyrighted Report!
Send $1.00 to ULS. Land Disposal. 2230-Y
Wisconsin, Washington, D.C. 20007,
FLORIDA WATER WONDERLAND
Homesites, Cottagesites, Mobilesites. Estab-
lished area. 8390 Full Price, $5.00 Month.
Swimming, Fishing, Boating, Hunting, Goll.
Write, Lake Weir 91, Silver Springs, Florida.

SPORTING EQUIPMENT
30 CARBINE $65. .22-30 Carbine $80. Youwrs
converted S$15. VonCacdenberg. Westwood,
California.

EARTHWORMS

EARN MONEY raising fishworms for us!
Exciting details free! Oakhaven-18. Cedar
Hill. "T'exas,

MAKE BIG MONEY nraising  fishworms,
crickets.  FRELF. LI'TERATURE. Carter
Farm-1, Plains, Georgia.

RUBBER AND SILK GARMENTS

RUBBER Garments cte. made to order.
Profusely illustrated  hrochure and  sam-
ples  $1.00  deductible from st order.

Olympia, 126-LL, Brooklyn I8, New York.
RUBBER A'T'TIRE, novelties, cte. Catalog
and sample $2.00, deductible first order. None
free. SELECTIONS. Drawer B-2, Brookhvn
11218, New York. '

MERCHANT MARINE CAREERS at sca.
Good pay, forcign travel. Send $2.00, SEA-
MAN, Box 822, \nderson. S.C.
HOLLYWOOD is raving about two new hu-
morous bathroom sensations. IMA PEEPER
and TOMNMY SCALES. They make yow
party and treasured gifts. 85 buys this pair.
IDOSO Company, 7250 Beverly, Los Angeles,
California.

EARN MONEY Assembling, Sewing onr

MICELLANEOUS

products for stores. Write: Jilfy. “Long T000 BUSINESS CARDS. Send Tayout and
Beach 28, Mississippi. S1.95—BENMARK., Box 5238, Seattie 7.
HYPNOTISM FOR MEN

SLEEP-LEARNING—Hypnotism!  Strange
tapes, records. cquipment! Gigantic catalog
free! Rescarch  Association,  Box  21-AC.
Olympia, Washington.

DRUG SUNDRIES. Nationally Advertised
Rubher Goods. Vitamins, Drug Products.
Iree Catalog, Fenairve, Inc., Box 33-181-K,
Miami, Florida.
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on Byan’s

Expross

by DAVID WESTHEIMER

It was the damnedest passenger list any railroad ever had: 1,500 escaping

Allied prisoners of war, led by an American colonel in a German uniform.

Destination: GERMANY!

he small Italian sentry was loung-

ing placidly in the plum-colored
shade of the prison-camp wall, his toy-
like carbine propped near his leg, when
the new prisoner was brought in. The
sentry had seen many American and
British officers enter Campo Concen-
tramento Prigionieri di Guerra 202 and
had long since lost interest in them.

Then a scalding voice pinned him
against the wall. The sentry shrank
back, his elbows and shoulderblades
grinding into the warm dun brick, his
carbine clattering to the baked earth.

“Don’t you salute officers in your
army, soldier?” the newcomer demand-
ed in a hard voice. “And pick up that
popgun before you trip over it.”

The sentry gaped.

“Colonello,” stammered the boyish
Italian second lieutenant escorting the
officer, “he is not understand.”

“Then explain it to him,” the Ameri-
can ordered.

The lieutenant shouted at the sentry.
The sentry fumbled for his carbine,
came rigidly to attention and, shaking,
presented arms.

The American responded with a crisp
salute, then studied the dusty weapon.
“Disgraceful.” He turned to the lieu-
tenant. “Have him clean that piece.
I wouldn’t want anybody shot by a
filthy carbine.”

“Si. Colonello,” the lieutenant said
hastily, wondering why he was taking
orders when he should be giving them,
but unable to withstand the prisoner’s
cold assurance. “Domani. Tomorrow.”

“Domani,” the American said. “God
knows how many times I've heard that
word in the last six hours!”

Without another glance at the lieu-
tenant or the sentry, he turned and
strode toward the barricade of timbers
and barbed wire separating the fore-
court from the prison compound, where
a jostling throng of prisoners waited.

The colonel was tall and conspicu-
ously erect. His dark blond hair was
short and bristling, with a scatter of

gray at the temples. His face was deep-
ly tanned except for two ovals around
the unblinking gray eyes where the
skin had been shielded by sunglasses.
His eyes were finely wrinkled at the
corners and squinted a little from look-
ing into the sun for enemy fighters.
His was a tough face, grim almost, with
no vestige of softness of any kind. It
looked older than its thirty-six years.
There was a soiled lump of blood-
stained bandage on the side of his head,
held there by dirty adhesive tape which
came down over one ear and within an
inch of a heavy dark eyebrow. His fly-
ing suit was oil-stained and rusty with
dried blood. On his shoulders, stamped
on squares of brown leather, perched
the silver eagles of a colonel. On his
left breast, the wreathed wings of a
command pilot glinted in the sun.

hen the colonel had first come
through the prison camp gate, a
prisoner shouted, “Fresh meat!”

It had quickly brought to the wire a
crowd of fellow prisoners who had been
taking the sun or were otherwise en-
gaged in meaningless outdoor preoccu-
pations. They were joined in turn by a
horde of prisoners who came tumbling
out of every barracks exit, thick as ants
around a stickthrust. Their hair was
long and unkempt and many of them
had inventive beards and mustaches.
Some wore eyeshades made of card-
board and twine and one man had a tin
plate on his head, held there with a
black shoelace tied beneath his chin.

The prisoners jeered and applauded,
a holiday crowd at a ragpickers’ carni-
val, while the colonel toyed with the
sentry. When the colonel approached
them, they pressed closer.

The newcomer did not smile. He sur-
veyed the mob with a look of distaste
on his hard, brown face, his eyes frosty.
The prisoners, unabashed, continued
their clamor. The sentry at the barri-
cade threw open his gate and came to
attention. The colonel returned his sa-

lute and stepped through, followed by
the lieutenant.

“I bring you a new companion,” said
the Italian lieutenant, smiling.

A sturdy man in a broad-brimmed
Australian hat came shoving through
the press toward the newcomer. “Stand
aside, you buggers,” he said in a deep,
good-natured voice.

He had a black mustache like the
horns of a Cape buffalo, immensely
thick in the middle and curving out and
up in a noble sweep of luxuriant jet.
His eyes were blue, his chin and jaw
heavy. His skin was more pink than
tanned. He wore greasy British battle-
dress trousers hacked off at the knee,
and broken desert boots.

“Who'’s the senior officer here?” the
American colonel demanded.

The sturdy man stepped forward.
“Fincham here,” he said. “Eric Finch-
am, leftenant colonel, Royal Army.
Welcome to P. G. Two-oh-bloody-two.
Colonel.”

“A light colonel,” said the American.
“I'm a bird colonel.”

He shook the Englishman’s hand,
then turned to face the throrg. *“I
am Colonel Joseph Ryan,” he an-
nounced. “Your new senior officer.”

“Iron-ass Ryan,” exclaimed a burly
man with a big peeling nose who had
just rushed from the barracks to join
the mob at the gate. “I had him at ad-
vanced. Only he was a captain then.”

If Ryan heard him, he gave no indi-
cation of it. “I’ll want a talk with you
after a while, Colonel,” Ryan said to
Fincham. He turned to the prisoners.
“Break up this high-school pep rally
and go back to your quarters.”

The prisoners stared at him in un-
comprehending silence.

“I gave an order!” Ryan snapped.
“Move.”

Muttering, the prisoners began mov-
ing toward the surrounding barracks.

“A pretty raunchy bunch, Colonel,”
Ryan said, turning to Fincham.-

Fincham’s pink deepened again and
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his lips parted as if to retort, but in-
stead of answering, he pressed them
together firmly.

“Where can we talk?” said Ryan.

“My quarters . . . sir,” Fincham said
with savage courtesy.

Fincham led him across the courtyard
and up iron-bound cement steps to the
top floor of the two-story, U-shaped
barracks. Socks and less identifiable
articles of clothing hung on the iron
guardrails like the banners of some
ragged but dauntless army.

Fincham bowed mockingly. “My
humble quarters are at your disposal.”

“Thank you,” said Ryan, ignoring the
deliberate irony.

he room was dim and cool after the

penetrating glare of the untempered
sun. It was six feet wide, eight deep,
and eight high. The only furniture was
a heavy, four-sided stool of solid un-
painted wood and a rickety two-deck
bunk, also of unpainted wood.

Ryan ran a finger along an inch-wide
wall projection and looked casually at
the grime he collected. “I used to do
this wearing white gloves,” he said,
“and gigged a man when I found a
speck on ’em. When was the last time
this room was policed?”

“Policed? Oh. What month is this—
July? Yes, so it is, July. June, I be-
lieve it was. Or was it May? You know
how time flies when you’re on holiday.”

Suddenly, Ryan’s legs buckled. Finch-
am grabbed him before he hit the floor.
“Are you all right?”

“Damn!” Ryan said angrily. “I must

have lost more blood than I . . . I'm
all right, Colonel.”
Fincham went to the door. “Fetch

Captain Stein,” he called.

Stein was a spare man of medium
height with a shock of wiry brown hair,
alert brown eyes, and a brown mustache
which looked as if it had just been
clipped and combed. He wore a neat
khaki uniform with the shirtsleeves but-
toned at the wrists. His GI shoes were
glossy.

“I'd like a look at that scalp of
yours,” Stein said. “I'm a doctor.”

Deftly Stein pulled the adhesive tape
away and worked the bandage free of
the crusted wound. “Ugh,” he grunted.
“Doctor who did this should have
stitched you up. I'll just run down and
get my tool kit. Be right back.”

He left, carrying the bloody bandage
dangling from his hand.

“He’s got a clean uniform,” Ryan
said. “Does he wear it all the time or
did he put it on in my honor?”

“He put it on for you, but I dare say
not in your honor,” Fincham said dry-
ly. “He wears his clean uniform when
he visits any patient. Even an OR.”

“OR? Oh, Other Rank. Enlisted
man. Tell me something, Colonel. If
Captain Stein can keep himself pre-
sentable in here, why can’t the other
officers?”

“We weren't all fortunate enough to
be put in the bag with full kit, Colonel.
You tell me something, if you please.”

G(Yes?li

“What exactly do you hope to gain

130 with this headmaster manner of yours?”

“You can call my manner what you
want to, Colonel,” Ryan said icily.
“Maybe if you had some of it, this
place wouldn’t be in such miserable
shape. It’s a disgrace. It’s filthy. And
you’ve let the men get raunchy, child-
ish and undisciplined. They’ve forgot-
ten what it means to be soldiers—if they
ever knew.”

Fincham thrust his face close to
Ryan’s. “See here, you bloody Yank!
You stroll in from bacon-and-egg break-
fasts and a cushy billet and expect to
find things the same here. This is no
bloody picnic, and you’ll find that out
if you don’t get your bloody head
bashed in first.”

Stein came in carrying a medical
field pack.

“Colonel, I'll get back to you after
Captain Stein gets through with me,”
Ryan said coldly.

Stein set out a square of rough white
cloth on which he placed a bottle of
alcohol, cotton and swab sticks. “You
may find this a little uncomfortable,” he
said conversationally as he began clean-
ing the wound. . . .

When Stein had gone, Ryan turned
to Fincham. “The first thing I want is
an explanation of why you’ve permitted
discipline to deteriorate so shockingly.”

“There happens to be a bit of a war
on, Colonel,” said Fincham angrily.
“We're fighting our share of it as best
we can. The bloody little buggers are
still the enemy and we've damn well let
them know it.”

“I fail to see how filth and shaggy
hair and a complete breakdown in dis-
cipline indicate a signal victory over
the Italians,” Ryan said. “And tell me
something. How many casualties have
you inflicted and how many escapes
have you effected with this victory-or-
death policy of yours?”

Fincham’s face knotted with fury.
“None!” he spat. “But ...”

Ryan cut him short. “I don’t intend
to debate tactics with you, Colonel.
I intend to give orders. Which I ex-
pect to be obeyed. Is that clear? But
now I want a look around to see just
how bad things are. Shall we go?”

x they walked out into the prison
camp courtyard, Ryan said, “Brief
me on the layout before we go inside.”

Fincham’s manner changed when he
described the camp to Ryan. He was
precise and knowing and showed no
trace of his previous truculence. He
was giving a military report and he did
it in correct military fashion.

The commandant, Colonel Basilio
Battaglia, had little direct contact with
the prisoners, leaving most of the oper-
ation of the camp to the executive offi-
cer, Major Vittorio Oriani. Lieutenant
Roberto Falvi, who had escorted Ryan
into the compound, was responsible for
the American sector of the camp, Set-
tore I, and a Captain Pietro Alessandro
for the British sector, Settore II. There
were other officers involved in the ad-
ministration of the camp but the prison-
ers seldom saw them.

“Battaglia’s a stick, Oriani’s a swine,
Falvi’s a friendly ass, and Alessandro’s
mad for another pip,” Fincham said.

“I assume that means he’s bucking
for a promotion,” Ryan said agreeably.

There were nine hundred and eleven
officers in P. G. 202, six hundred and
two British and three hundred and nine
American. In addition, there were
fifty-three British Other Ranks who
worked in the kitchen and did other
camp chores. Officers were not per-
mitted to work except as supervisors of
functions related to their own welfare.

In addition to a Red Cross parcel
issue, the prisoners received Italian ra-
tions which were cooked in the com-
munal kitchen and served in two mess
halls flanking it.

“That’s the gen,” Fincham said.
“Yours call it the poop,” he added in
answer to Ryan’s unspoken question.
“I expect you’ll want to know a good
deal more, but 1 can fill it in while
you're having your look around.”

yan began with the ground floor of
Settore I, the American side.

A bay was long and narrow, lined on
either side with double-deck wooden
bunks a foot apart. It was dark inside
and Ryan could see little at first.

He stood just inside the doorway,
letting his eyes adjust to the gloom.
The bay was crowded as a hive and the
buzz of conversations was beelike. The
buzz subsided as awareness of Ryan’s
presence spread through the bay. Suvon
the occupants were looking his way in
sullen silence.

“The next time I enter this bay, the
first man to see me will call the room
to attention,” Ryan said. “And you
will remain at attention until you are
given ‘at ease.””

He turned and walked out, motion-
ing to Fincham to follow. “Let’s try
again,” said Ryan, and he turned back
to re-enter.

“Ten-hut!” bawled the first man to
see him.

Caught by surprise, the men leaped
up, jostling one another in the narrow
aisle. Ryan threaded his way through
the crush, pausing to examine bunks
at random.

He stopped before the big man who
had recognized him outside earlier. The
man had a thick chest, thick waist, and
broad hips—not a handsome physique
but one of great power and stamina.
His matted hair, a tarnished gold, was
kinky, and his eyebrows, also tarnished
gold, were shaggy. Despite the craggy
strength of his features and the resent-
ment which now possessed him, his face
was good-natured, almost clownish.

“Emil Bostick, isn’t it?” said Ryan.
“Goon Bostick.”

“Yes, sir,” the big man said with
undisguised hostility.

“If I'd washed you out on that check
ride, you wouldn’t be in this fix, would
you, Lieutenant Bostick?”

“No, sir. And it’s Captain Bostick.”

“My apologies, Captain. And con-
gratulations.”

Ryan picked his way back to the
door. “Carry on, gentlemen,” he said,
just before stepping out on the porch.

A wave of angry- sound lashed after
him. Fincham grinned. Ryan gave no
sign that he had heard the remarks.



Before Fincham could conduct him
farther, a bugler sounded a call.

“Evening parade,” Fincham ex-
plained. “We form in the courtyard to
be counted.”

“Order the men to fall out, Colonel.”

“Yes, sir. Very good, sir,” Fincham
said mockingly.

He went to the rail and shouted an
order. The prisoners poured out into
the courtyard, catcalling and rough-
housing, and formed wavering lines
around its perimeter. Major Oriani,
Captain Alessandro and Lieutenant
Falvi came through the barricade gate
followed by a detail of tiny soldiers
who had to trot to keep up with the
long-limbed major.

Trailed by a soldier with pencil and
paper, Falvi began counting the Ameri-
cans while Alessandro and another sol-
dier counted the British. The prisoners
talked and moved about in ranks.

Ryan stepped out. “This is a military
formation. Knock it off, you men!”

Startled, the prisoners fell silent.
Ryan stepped back to his place.

Oriani smiled thinly and gave him a
travesty of a salute.

“Now that we are all here, may we
proceed, gentlemen?” Oriani asked with
mock weariness.

bugle awakened Ryan in the morn-
ing. He took knife, fork, and
spoon and his cardboard box of tin cans
and joined the throng of similarly laden
men moving toward the mess halls.
There was nothing on the tables but tea
in large, cracked bowls.

A small, dark man with mischievous
black eyes and a bowl haircut ap-
proached Ryan and offered him a clean
food tin with a wire handle. “Ah’ve
got another one, Cuhnel.”

His arms were like sticks and his
body was matted with stiff black hairs.
He wore shorts and a reversed collar
made of white paper. His self-possession
was enormous. “Colonel Ryan,” he said,
“Ah’m Chaplain Gregory Costanzo.”

“Padre, I appreciate the loan of the
cup. but do you consider your costume
appropriate for a chaplain in the United
States Army?”

“This?” said Costanzo, touching the
paper collar. “Ah just wear this to give
the Ites a hard time. They don’t ap-
prove of me at all, bein’ an Italian and
a Jesuit and on the other side.”

“That's very interesting, Padre, but
I suggest you either get the rest of the
rig to go with the collar or leave it off.”

“Why, sure, Cuhnel. . . . Would you
mind if Ah gave you a little advice?”
“I would.”

“Ah’ll give it to you anyway,” said
Costanzo, serious now. “Don’t be too
hard on the boys. They've come
through some rough times.”

“They’re not boys,” Ryan said curtly.
“And things are rough all over.”

“Ah’ll pray for your enlightenment.
See you in church, Cuhnel.”

He went back to his own table. . . .

At morning roll call, inhibited by
Ryan’s presence, the prisoners were less
unruly than usual and the count was
quickly taken.

After the Italians had left, Ryan

took a position in front of the forma-
tion midway between the ranks. He
stood looking at the men in silence
until all talking and movement ceased.

“Gentlemen,” Ryan shouted, “effec-
tive as of now we will begin a number
of changes in the conduct of P. G.
Two-oh-two. I am sure they will be
accomplished cheerfully and efficiently.”

A chorus of groans swept over the
formation. And once again, Ryan
waited for silence.

“Cheerfulness is not mandatory,” he
said. “But efficiency will be. The fol-
lowing orders are effective immediately.
One: When the water comes on, bays
will be scrubbed down, beginning with
A Bay, Settore I. Two: Every man is
to have a haircut. All clippers and scis-
sors will be delivered to D Bay, Set-
tore 1. The equipment will go from
bay to bay in the same manner as the
brooms. I do not expect a professignal
job, but I do expect a military haircut.
Three: You will shave every other day.
Mustaches are permitted, if neat and
military. There will be no beards. Four:
Enlisted men, Other Ranks, will salute
all officers except when engaged in their
duties. Company-grade officers will sa-
lute field-grade officers. This applies to
both Allied and Italian personnel.”

Bostick’s high voice sounded clearly
above the hush. “Von Ryan, you're in
the wrong army.”

The prisoners waited for Ryan’s re-
action in challenging though apprehen-
sive silence. He did nothing, giving no
indication that he had heard.

“You will receive further orders as I
see a necessity for them,” he said.
“Either directly from me or from Colo-
nel Fincham. Thank you, gentlemen.”

The prisoners began complaining
loudly among themselves and a few
broke ranks.

“You have not been dismissed!”

The noise stopped immediately.

Ryan turned. “Colonel Fincham.
Dismiss the troops.”

“Parade!” Fincham bawled.
missed!”

The ensuing storm of resentful com-
ment broke over Ryan without effect.
He stood on his familiar stance, hands
clasped behind him, as if inviting direct
protest, but none of the men straggling
back to their quarters accepted the
invitation. Ryan watched them go.

CHAPTER TWO

WITHIN days, Ryan had transformed
P. G. 202. The prisoners, clean-shaven
and with neatly cropped hair, main-
tained rigid discipline in ranks during
roll-call formations, coming to attention
and saluting when Oriani entered the
compound to conduct the count, oblig-
ing Oriani to return the courtesy. They
gave their living quarters a thorough
scrubbing once a week and the porches
and stairs were swept every day.

It was a week from the time Ryan
arrived that the compound was swept
by a rumor that the Italians had re-
ceived disturbing news. The rumor was
reinforced by Oriani’s unusually venom-
ous sarcasm with the prisoners and his
own men and by an air of apprehen-
sion and uncertainty which surrounded

“Dis-

the Jtalian soldiers. Alessandro was
nervous and Ialvi was bursting with
suppresser exciicment.

When the prisoners whispered ques-
tions, Falvi shook his head and indi-
cated with surreptitious gestures he
could say nothing because of Oriani.
After roll call, he had a quick, furtive
conference with Chaplain Costanzo be-
fore hurrying from the compound, pull-
ing away from the prisoners who
plucked at his arm.

The prisoners turned their attention
to Costanzo, who followed Ryan into
the latter’'s room after telling them
that Falvi had pledzed him to secrecy.
Ryan was waiting {or him in his room.

he Allies crossed the straits at Mes-

sina and landed on the mainland.”
Costanzo said. “Falvi said they just
got the gen this morning.”

“I was afraid of that. A landing
north of here would be a hell of a lot
better for us,” Ryan said thoughtfully.

“Ah think it's pretty good news, my-
self, Cuhnel.”

“Oh, it is, Padre. It is. And maybe
it's what we need to get Battaglia off
his duff. I thought he’d be sending for
me before now. I'll bet he doesn’t know
which way the cat will jump, either. We
could be cut off by new landings north
of us. On the other hand, there may
not be any new landings and the Krauts
might stall us down south and we'll be
sitting here for weeks. Our big concern
is whether the Italians will try to move
us north if our troops get close.
That’s where you come in, Padre.”

“Yes, Cuhnel?”

“Make yourself available to Falvi as
much as you can. Get him to talking
about the military situation and Colo-
nel Battaglia’s intentions. If they de-
cide to move us, we want as much
advance warning as we can get.”

“Ah’'m a priest, Cuhnel,” Costanzo
said quietly.

“You're also a soldier—Captain. I'm
not asking for secrets of the confes-
sional. I want military intelligence.”

Surveillance of the road during the
next few days indicated some move-
ment of matériel but definitely not a
rout. The road past P. G. 202 was not
a main one and Ryan did not feel he
could draw any definite conclusions
from the amount of German traflic his
men reported. More important, how-
ever, he learned through Costanzo that
Falvi had heard nothing of any plan
to move the prisoners north.

The prisoners were in an unremitting
ferment, gathering in knots to exchange
rumors and predictions and staying up
at night for more talk. At roll call, they
attempted to taunt Oriani and the sol-
diers, but Ryan kept them tightly in
check. The morale of the guards de-
teriorated noticeably and some tried to
make friends with the prisoners.

“Piece of cake to take over the lot,”
Fincham muttered.

“You've seen the stuff on the road,”
Ryan said. “There must be more where
that came from. So far, the Krauts
haven’t noticed us. I'd like to keep it
that way. We'll sit tight.”

Five days after the invasion of the
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mainland, Oriani came into the com-
pound before morning roll call and
summoned Ryan to Battaglia.

The commandant’s office was in a
grim, two-story building of gray stone
with windows and doorways edged in
green-veined, pitted marble. On the
wall was a portrait of King Victor Em-
manuel and a rectangular area lighter
than the rest of the wall where, Ryan
surmised, Mussolini’s picture had hung
until his deposition.

Battaglia was a spare, harassed, truc-
ulent man with a ruddy face and beau-
tiful silver hair. His nose was large,
with a hook in it. His eyes were dark
pits of agony framed above by heavy
black brows and below by black smudges
of fatigue. He greeted Ryan solemnly,
then peered outside as if making cer-
tain no one was eavesdropping and
closed the door softly behind him.

He stood looking out the window, his
hands behind him, the thumb and fore-
finger of his right hand aimlessly turn-
ing a signet ring on the little finger of
the left. He took a deep breath and
turned to face Ryan.

“Colonnello Ry-an,” he said in a low
voice, “it is my unhappy duty to inform
you that Italia has capitulated.”

Ryan rose deliberately to his feet.
“Colonel Battaglia,” he said gravely,
“I hope that your company will be
spared further sacrifices. And may I
say I completely understand and re-
spect your feelings.”

“Thank you,” Battaglia said, adding
without bitterness, *“Congratulations,
Colonnello Ry-an.”

Ryan held out his hand and Battag-
lia shook it with melancholy ceremony.

Now," Battaglia said with something
of his former briskness, ‘“we must
talk. I have received no instructions,
only that I continue to be responsible
for the safety of all until you are re-
stored to your own forces.”

“Would this include intervening if
the Germans try to take over?”’

Battaglia spread his hands. “I would
resist such an attempt, but unless I
receive additional troops, I can promise
you nothing.”

“For the time being, I think it will
be best for you to continue your regular
routine,” Ryan said, assuming author-
ity with the statement.

“Very well,” said Battaglia, surrend-
ering it.

“After I've had a meeting with my
staff, we can get together and work out
a plan for administering the camp
jointly. We’ll probably need your help.”

Battaglia nodded.

“Colonel,” said Ryan, “I can promise
you fair treatment when Allied troops
arrive.”

Ryan returned to the compound, leav-
ing Battaglia sitting motionless at his
desk. Ryan’s expression revealed noth-
ing and his voice betrayed no emotion
when he told Fincham and Costanzo to
come to his quarters.

Ryan was hardly inside the door
when Fincham said, “All right, out with
it. What'’s the gen?”

“Gentlemen,” Ryan said very simply,
“Italy has quit.”

Fincham whistled. Costanzo’s lips
moved in silent prayer. In a moment,
they were shaking hands all around.

“Did Colonel Battaglia say when
we’d be leaving?”’ Costanzo asked.

“He had no details. I don’t want a
word of this to leak out before I make
the announcement. I want every man
in the mess hall in thirty-five minutes.”

ttention!” Fincham bawled when
Ryan entered.

The prisoners sprang to straggling
attention.

“At ease, gentlemen,” Ryan said. “I
know you will receive this information
like officers and adults. One hour ago,
Colonel Battaglia informed me that
Italy has capitulated.”

For a moment, there was no indica-
tion that anyone had understood. There
was complete silence, utter blankness
of expression. Then someone shouted
a joyous, obscene word. It sparked an
explosion of sound and movement. Men
yelled incoherently and knocked one
another over benches in laughing heaps.

“I'd like to be able to tell you exactly
when, where, and how we leave here,”
Ryan went on. “Unfortunately, I have
no specific information at this time.
Colonel Battaglia has informed me that
his orders are to insure our safety until
céntact is made with our own troops.
Beyond that, he has no instructions.
I'm confident the return of prisoners of
war is spelled out in detail under terms
of the surrender but they just haven’t
trickled down to the operational level
yet. What the Germans intend to do
now is still a big mystery. We will
carry on as usual until we receive in-
structions from higher headquarters, or
circumstances dictate that we initiate
action of our own.”

“I say, let’s get cracking now,” Finch-
am said.

“I second the motion,” cried Bostick.

“Hear, hear!” an English voice cried,
and instantly the mess hall was in an
utter uproar.

Ryan held up his hand for silence.
“I did not ask for a vote, gentlemen,”
he said. “I understand your feelings.
Some of you have been in the bag a
long time. But I don’t want any of you
getting yourselves killed just when the
worst is over. No one is going to stay
in P. G. Two-oh-two a minute longer
than necessary. I will do everything
possible to contact our forces for in-
structions. You will be kept informed
at all times. That’s all, gentlemen.
When you're dismissed, leave the mess
hall in an orderly manner and hold
things down to a dull roar. Members
of the staff and company commanders
will remain. Colonel Fincham, you may
dismiss the troops.”

he very next morning, the profane
shouts of the ORs who rose early

to prepare morning brew brought Ryan
and the others thronging into the court-
yard. During the night, German para-
troopers had quietly taken over the
camp and now stood in the sentry boxes.
The news spread with shocking speed.
The men crowded around Ryan,

stunned and seeking reassurance. Their
insistent questions grew into an unin-
telligible roar. Ryan looked into the
agitated faces around him and, for an
instant, withered inside, though his
stolid expression did not change.

Moments later, the front gate opened
and Lieutenant Falvi came in. With
him was a German soldier, his machine
pistol slung carelessly from his shoulder.
Falvi hurried for the porch.

“Colonnello,” he gasped. “They came
in the night.

“Does Colonel Battaglia know?”

“He is in his office, sir. He requests
you come at once. A German officer is
with him. A tenente colonnello.”

Battaglia’s face bore signs of worry
and a sleepless night. The German
officer with him was prematurely bald,
his scalp as deeply tanned as his seamed
face. His big, crooked nose divided his
face into unequal parts which looked
as if they belonged to two different per-
sons. He sprang to his feet and saluted
when Ryan entered the office.

“Colonnello Ry-an,” Battaglia said
unhappily. “Tenente Colonnello Spoetzl
desires to speak with you.”

“What's the meaning of this, Colo-
nel?” Ryan demanded.

“The Wehrmacht did not surrender,
Herr Oberst,” Spoetzl replied, stiffly
respectful. *“Only our Italian allies. I
regret the necessity of placing your
troops under guard. We will remain
only a day or two—until we with-
draw to the north.”

“What happens to us when you with-
draw?”

“You will remain where you are, sir.
We have scarcely enough transport for
our own troops.”

Spoetzl came to attention and sa-
luted. Colonel Battaglia walked outside
with Ryan.

“Can I believe him, Colonel?”’ Ryan
wanted to know.

Battaglia shrugged. *“One is never
able to believe the Tedeschi,” he said.
“But he has brought no transport.”

“See if you can find out if Spoetzl
was telling the truth. Have Falvi keep
me informed.”

t four next morning, the sound of

a shot awakened Ryan. He ran

barefoot to the porch and looked into

the courtyard. When he heard nothing
more, he returned to his bunk.

Fifteen minutes later, Spoetzl
climbed quietly to Ryan’s quarters,
awakened him, and told Ryan the pris-
oners must be ready to leave P. G. 202
in two hours.

Ryan clenched his fists. “Where are
we going?” he demanded.

“I am not permitted to say.”

“Germany, isn’t it, you bastard? Con-
gratulations, Colonel Spoetzl. You lied
magnificently.”

“One does one’s duty,” Spoetzl said
stifly. “You are a soldier. You should
understand that.”

Ryan slid from his bunk. “I could kill
you where you stand if I wanted to,”
he said quietly.

Spoetzl stepped quickly back against
the wall, reaching for his holstered pis-
tol. Before he could draw it, Ryan was



there, his fingers biting into Spoetzl’s
wrist, a forearm across Spoetzl’s chest
grinding him into the wall.

“I could,” Ryan whispered. “But I'm
not that stupid. Now, get out of my
quarters.”

The outside lights came on while he
was dressing. Spoetzl was standing in
the center of the courtyard, an ampli-
fied megaphone in his hand.

“Officers and men of P. G. Two-oh-
two,” Spoetzl boomed from the court-
yard. “You will dress yourselves and
assemble for an announcement.”

The men were close to panic, cursing
and trying to pull on clothes with hands
that seemed to have lost co-ordination.
They poured into the courtyard with
shoes unlaced and shirttails dangling.
Ryan was the first man down. Spoetzl
came to him and the men collected
around them in a growing mass.

He raised the megaphone to his lips.
Before he could speak, the front gate
opened and Oriani appeared in a pool
of light. Falvi was with the major, his
face tearstained. Oriani was smiling.
Falvi rushed to Ryan’s side.

“Colonnello,” he said brokenly. “Col-
onel Battaglia is dead.”

“What! Did the Germans . ..”

“By his own hand. When he learned
what the Tedeschi proposed.”

“Officers and men,” Spoetzl said, “out
of regard for your continued safety, I
am ordered to remove you from the
path of anticipated military actions.”

A rolling swell of groans and protests
filled the air. Spoetzl waited until it
subsided.

“Breakfast is to be prepared as
quickly as possible. You will then as-
semble your kits and await further in-
structions. Orders are to be obeyed
promptly. That is all.”

*All right, knock it off,” Ryan shout-
ed above the din following the news.
“I've got something to say.”

The men booed him.

“Colonel Spoetzl has told you we're
being moved for our own safety,” Ryan
continued patiently. “Which may or
may not be true. But it won’t help to
get into a flap. We must be disciplined
and resolute.”

The men booed again.

“The kitchen crew will report at once
and prepare breakfast,” Ryan cried.
“Double rations. Distribute all remain-
ing Red Cross parcels among the men
right after breakfast. Now get back to
your quarters and start packing.”

The boos grew louder.

“Get going!” Ryan ordered. “It’s
your own time that you’re all wasting.
Dismissed.”

wo wooden desks were brought into

the courtyard and set facing each
other six feet apart. The prisoners,
laden with their belongings and an un-
opened Red Cross parcel each, as-
sembled beyond the desks in roll-call
formation.

“You will make a single line and
proceed between the desks,” Spoetzl
said. “Name and rank will be stated be-
fore proceeding beyond the desks. You
will then re-form and remain in place
until you receive further instructions.”

When the last man was checked off,
the prisoners were marched outside the
gate, where rickety, coke-burning Italian
trucks were lined along the road in a
motley convoy. There the prisoners
were wedged tightly into the trucks.

In a half-hour, the truck convoy
reached a siding where a long string of
boxcars waited, shimmering in the
morning heat. A groan went up from
the prisoners. German soldiers were
perched on the tracks like ungainly
gray birds. They leaped to attention at
Spoetzl’s approach.

A fat face wearing steel-rimmed
spectacles appeared in the door of the
boxcar second from the locomotive, and
a moment later its owner was scram-
bling to the ground. He was a short,
obese man, stuffed to bursting into the
uniform of a Wehrmacht major.

Fincham, Costanzo and Stein were
called from the trucks to join Ryan,
and the others were formed into four
lines with their bundles and boxes piled
at their feet. A sergeant went down the
line dividing them into groups of forty-
four. As each group was counted off,
the prisoners shouldered their posses-
sions and were marched to a boxcar by
two paratroopers who slid the door shut
behind them.

When all but the two cars next to the
engine had been loaded and locked,
only Ryan, Fincham, Costanzo and
Stein were left standing in the road.

“Now, if you will come with me,”
said Spoetzl.

The four prisoners and the fat major
followed him toward the head of the
train. They moved on to the first car
where the fat major threw back the
sliding door and stood aside.

“Please enter,” said Spoetzl.

Ryan climbed in without a word, fol-
lowed by Costanzo, Stein and Fincham.
Spoetzl stuck his head in the door.

“This is as far as I accompany you,
Herr Oberst. 1 return to the fighting.
You will find honorable treatment at
your destination.”

“Carry on, Colonel,” Ryan replied
somewhat absently.

Spoetzl saluted and was gone. Two
German soldiers climbed into the box-
car and took stations at either end.
Four narrow wooden benches, set cross-
ways and bolted to the floor, occupied
the front half of the boxcar.

The fat major stood peeking out the
door until Spoetzl’s sedan was on its
way. He walked to the center of the
boxcar and assumed a stern expression.

“I am Major Hubertus von Klement,”
he announced. “I am Kommandant
here iiber alles.”

“dJawohl, Herr Kommandant,” Cos-
tanzo said. “Wir verstehen.”

Klement turned his attention to Cos-
tanzo. “Ah, Sie sprechen Deutsch.”

He addressed himself to Costanzo,
speaking in rapid German.

“He says he is in absolute charge of
this train,” Costanzo translated. “Re-
sponsible to no one except the Fuehrer
himself. He has the Fuehrer’s complete
confidence. Anyone attempting to es-
cape will be shot. Also nine other men
in the escaping man’s car.”

“He’s not bluffing,” Stein whispered.
“He’s scared out of his drawers we’ll
try something. And he’s trying to prove
he’s tougher than we are.”

“Cuhnel Ryan,” Costanzo said, “don’t
you think we better make sure the
others know about it? About shooting
ten men for every man who tries to es-
cape, I mean?”

“All right,” Ryan said. “Tell ’em.”

Klement agreed with a smile of
smug triumph when Costanzo asked
permission to pass along his announce-
ment. He motioned Costanzo out of
the boxcar and followed with drawn
pistol, locking the door behind them.

After fifteen minutes, the car door
slid open and Costanzo sprawled on the
floor, pushed from behind by Klement,
who slammed the door shut from the
outside and locked it.

“They’re like cattle in those boxcars,”
Costanzo told Ryan, brushing himself
off. “Jammed in with their gear, with-
out room to move. And it’s stifling.”

“Did you notice if there was a guard
on top of our car?” Ryan asked.

“Sir? Ah don’t think so. No. There
wasn’t.”

“How about the one behind us?
Klement’s car?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Thanks, Padre.”

Ryan returned to his contemplation
of the ceiling and Costanzo knew he
was dismissed.

Late in the morning, the train started
with a jerk.

“We’re on our bloody way,” Fincham
said heavily.

CHAPTER THREE

IT WAS an unusual train for that time
and place. In the confusion and move-
ment that followed the invasion of the
mainland and Italy’s capitulation, trains
were assembled hastily and the cars
were a mixture of the obsolete and new.
But the twenty-four boxcars of the
prison train were uniform. They were
all new and strong and the prisoners
were locked inside them as securely as
in the cells of a dungeon.

Ryan had been correct in assuming
that the Germans had no transport to
spare for hauling prisoners, but he had
not anticipated that they would make
it available for so valuable a prize as
a thousand Allied officers, nor that such
rolling stock was wanted in the Father-
land as much as the prisoners.

Each boxcar had, on both sides, a
sliding loading door which locked from
without. The doors on the right-hand
side had been wired shut. The steel
mesh covering the small, retangular
openings near the roof of the cars was
riveted in place.

Ryan and his companions were in
the car next to the tender, and behind
it was Klement’s car. There were
thirty-five prisoners in the car behind
Klement’s and forty-four in each of the
other twenty-one cars. On top of each
car, except Ryan’s, a guard sat on his
folded greatcoat, legs dangling over the
back, facing the rear of the train and
watching the right of way and the door
of the boxcar behind him.
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to the Brenner Pass would follow the
long spine of Italy from the stony fields
of the Abruzzi to the mountains and
plunging valleys of the Trentino,
through Rome, Florence, Bologna, Ve-
rona and Bolzano, a journey two-thirds
the length of Italy.

At a stop early in the afternoon, the
door was flung open and a German
soldier slid two cans of meat and a
wedge of bread across the floor. The
other guard came forward to get his
share and waited while the corporal
cut the bread in half with his bayonet.
Rvan watched from his bench.

Fincham, Costanzo, and Stein spread
food on a bench and ate together.

In midafternoon, after some minutes
of creeping motion, the train halted,
and the hiss and throb of the engine
stopped. In a little while, the door
was thrown back and Klement thrust
his round, satisfied face into the car.

“*Out,” he ordered. “I give you walk
for limbs.”

The four prisoners jumped down
from the car, followed closely by their
guards. They were in a busy, cavernous
depot, with row after row of tracks and
platforms lined with trains. Civilians
and uniformed Italians and Germans
stared at them from a passenger train
on the next track.

“Rome.” said Costanzo.

“Komm. Klement ordered.
zier. Walk.”

He strutted ahead of them, leading
them along the passenger train. Back
in the locked cars, the prisoners were
pounding the walls and cursing. “Let
us out, you stinking Krautheads!”

Klement flushed but gave no further
acknowledgement of the clamor.

*Cuhnel, the men,” said Costanzo.
“They’ve been packed in there the last
six hours.”

“I know, Padre,” said Ryan.

He drew alongside Klement. “Herr
Kommandant,” he said politely. “Those
people on the train. Don’t you realize
what a poor impression they're getting
of you?"

“Bitte?”

“Padre, ask him if he doesn’t realize
those civilians can hear the prisoners
complaining. Doesn’t make him look
very good, keeping them locked up.
And for all they know, he may have
Italians in there.”

Klement looked at the faces in the
passenger train and saw disapproval in-
stead of the admiration he had sought.
He bit his lower lip and spoke swiftly
to Costanzo.

“He’'ll let them out for five minutes,”
Costanzo translated. “For every man
who tries to escape, he will shoot ten
when we get away from the station.”

The prisoners stumbled out of the
cars, stiff and rebellious. The passen-
gers in the train at the next track
crowded to the windows to see them.

The British built fires of scraps of
paper and bits of Red Cross boxes and
began heating hoarded water for tea.
Before the water was hot, they were
herded back into the cars with the
others, protesting bitterly.

Once invide again, Fincham sat close

“Spa-

to Ryan. “Ryan,” he said in a low
voice, “I'm no more fond of you than
you are of me, but if we’re to get out
of this bloody car, we've got to work
together. I had a look at the lock on
the door. A bit of metal from a tin in
the proper place will stop it engaging.
When it's dark, we can prang the
guards and jump. Piece of cake.”

“What about the others back there?
If we go, everybody goes.”

“Everybody? How do you propose
that, pray?”

“Take the train.”

“Take the train!”

“We start with our two guards and
work back,” Ryan said quickly. “We
get into their uniforms and then we
take Klement at the first opportunity.”

“What if the clot’s got a car full of
relief troops?”

“He hasn’t. I had a good look in it
when we got on this morning. Klem-
ent’s got it fixed up like a home away
from home. There’s a young guy in
there who must be the radio operator.
There’s also a transmitter. And two
other soldiers with Schmeissers. And
that’s all. We'll want Klement and the
radio operator in one piece. We've got
to know just how this train operates in
case we run into problems before we've
got it completely under control. What
our schedule is. What's the routine at
stops. Whether Klement files regular
position reports or gets instructions on
that radio. And if so, to and from
whom. And when this set of guards is
due for relief. That’s what we've got to
find out before we make the first move.

“Once we take over this car, we're
committed. We've got to keep going
until we take the whole train. If they
change guards before we control the
train, we've had it.”

The train was moving now and the
car rocked as they moved slowly from
the station. Costanzo was talking quiet-
ly with the tall guard and Stein was
standing on a Red Cross parcel, looking
out the mesh-covered window.

“P’raps Klement's gol his relief
troops in a separate car,” Fincham said.
“We could 16ck them in.”

“Negative,” said Ryan. *“I checked
the train out when we loaded this
morning. Exactly twenty-four boxcars.
Except for this car and Klement’s,
they’re all loaded with prisoners.
There’s a guard sitting on top of every
car except this one, and there's one in
thecab of the locomotive.”

yan called to Costanzo. “Can vou
come here a minute, Padre?”
When Costanzo reached him, Ryan
said, “After a couple of minutes, go
back and talk to the guard again. Find
out when he expects to be relieved and
where. And tell Stein to keep looking
out the window and keep his eyes open
for town names.”
Costanzo spoke to Stein and resumed
his conversation with the guard.
“Granted we take this car and Klem-
ent’s without causing a flap, how do
we get at the Jerries on top?”’ Fincham
demanded. *“‘Sticky business, that.”
“We’ll have Klement call down the
one on his car. Once we have him, it’s

routine. T'll take his place and get the
Kraut on the next car. Then you get
into the act. After we knock off a
guard, we'll lower him into the car be-
low and replace him with our own man.
We do that until we've got all our men
up there. Then we open all the car
doors and start bailing out.”

“Why don’t we simply have the chaps
leave directly we take a car?”

“We have to get the front guards
first. Anybody jumping out of a front
car will practically pass in review for
the guards on the rear cars as the train
moves along.”

After a while, Costanzo returned.
“His name is Julius Schnitzler and his
sergeant told him he'd be on duty for
at least eighteen hours.”

Ryan gave Fincham a swift, signifi-
cant look. “All the time we need,” he
said. “We'll get ours the first chance
we have after about six. We'll have to
wait until after dark to start operating
outside. That’s around seven-thirty.”

“Right.” Fincham said.

“The Obergefreiter keeps looking at
his watch,” Ryan said. “Must he time
for chow. At noon, Schnitzler came
back to get his rations. If he does the
same thing again, that’s the best {ime
to jump ’em. As soon as they're out of
commission, we’ll slip into their uni-
forms. You take the Obergefreiter’s.
I'll take Schnitzler’s.”

rThe train slowed down.
“Orte,” Stein said from his window.
“We're stopping.”

When the train had halted, someone
fumbled at the door. Then it was flung
back and a soldier shoved two cans,
bread and a wedge of cheese inside.
The corporal called io Schnitzler, who
slung his rifle over his shoulder and
shambled back to pick up the rations.
He divided the bread and cheese with
a pocketknife, and the corporal, holding
his rifle loosely in his left hand, took a

step toward him with his Iree hand
outstretched. Schnitzler handed the
corporal his share of the rations.

Ryan touched Fincham's knee.

The two of them charged off the

bench like football linemen on a power
play. taking the guards completely hy
surprise. The corporal's rifle and the
two cans of meat clattered on the floor.

Ryan jammed a fist into Schnitzler's
spine just above the belt and arched the
tall man backward with a forearm
hooked under his chin. Fincham came
up low, driving the corporal back
against the wall with a thick forearm
across the German’s throat. The fore-
arm blow crushed his larynx and he
was unconscious when he hit the wall.

Schnitzler struggled but Ryan con-
tinued the pressure on his throat. There
was silence in the car except for the
heavy breathing of Ryan and Fincham,
and Costanzo’s whispered prayers.
Stein had not moved or said a word.

Ryan eased Schnitzler’s body to the
floor. Stein went quickly to the bodies
and felt the pulses in turn. “Dead,” he
said. “Both dead.”

“Good show,” said Fincham. “Piece
of cake. No noise, no blood.”

“We're wasting valuable time.” said



Ryan. “We'll get into their uniforms
and stretch ’em out between the
benches.”

The two men dressed quickly. “Bit
tight across the shoulders, but other-
wise, a rather decent fit,”” Fincham
said. His eyes bulged when he turned
turned to Ryan. “Great God!” he
blurted. “If the Fuehrer saw you, he’d
have you on a bloody postal stamp.”

With his hard, flat-planed face and
closely cropped blond hair, Ryan, in
the German uniform, looked like a
Nazi propaganda poster.

“Let’s get these men out of the way,”
he said. “And be sure the blankets
cover them completely.”

“Jawohl, Herr Oberst von Ryan,”
said Fincham.

“There’s nothing funny in this, Colo-
nel,” said Ryan.

“No fault of mine you sort out to a
smashing Jerry. What now?”

“Six twenty-five,” said Ryan. We've
got about an hour before dark. I’ll just
slide the door back a crack and take a
look. If there’s nobody around, we’ll
pay a little courtesy call on Klement.”

The door was locked.

“Damn!” said Ryan.
until somebody opens up.”

The train started moving.

“We're stuck

t was almost dark when the train

slowed.

“Attigliano,” said Stein. “Looks like
it’ll be dark before long.”

“Any activity?” said Ryan.

“The guards have climbed down,”
Stein whispered.

Someone banged on the door and
called out. Ryan and Fincham stiffened.

“Padre,” Ryan said in a low voice,
“what’s he saying?”

“VWe're ready to pull out,” Costanzo
replied. “He wants to know if every-
thing is all right. What shall Ah say?”

“With that Southern accent? Don't
say anything. Don’t anybody open his
mouth.”

The voice outside grew insistent.
There was a fumbling at the door. The
door slid back and a German soldier
stood outlined in the dusk.

“Was ist los?” he demanded.

He leaned inside the darkened car
for a better look. Ryan brought his rifle
butt crashing down on the German’s
head. Almost simultaneously, Fincham
bent forward and pulled the man into
the car. Ryan slid the door shut, mak-
ing sure the lock did not engage.

A train whistle blew. Feet pattered
by the car and an anxious voice called,
“Heinz! Wo bist Du, Du Esel?”

The caller ran past and back again.
Ryan slid the door open a foot. The
German reached out to open it wider.
Ryan brought his heavy shoe down on
the man’s neck where it joined his
shoulder. Ryan grabbed the German
by his tunic and dragged the flounder-
ing man inside. Fincham smashed his
skull with his rifle butt.

“That’s four of the perishers,” he
said with satisfaction.

“We're in luck,” Ryan said.
must be from Klement’s car.”

“If they’re Klement’s two, I'd say
he’ll be screaming his bloody head off

“They

for them any moment,” Fincham said.

“Captain Stein, close the door behind
us, but be damn sure it doesn’t lock,”
Ryan said. “Fincham, we've got to
have Klement in one piece. The radio
operator, too, if we can. Let’s go.”

Ryan leaped to the ground with
Fincham at his heels. They ran quietly
to Klement'’s car in the thickening dusk.
Klement was standing in the door, look-
ing out. He did not recognize Ryan
until the colonel was quite close.
Ryan’s fist in the groin crumpled the
fat little man in his tracks.

he radio operator was sitting in

front of his transmitter, studying a
manual. Recognizing Ryan immediate-
ly, he sprang from his folding stool and
darted for a rifle leaning in the corner.
Ryan reached him just as the young
soldier got his hands on the rifle. Ryan
hit him a clubbing blow on the temple
which sent the German bouncing off
the wall to slide to the floor, stunned.

The car creaked. The train was
starting to move.

“Fincham!” Ryan cried. “Get Padre
Costanzo here on the double! Tell Stein
to sit tight!”

The car moved a little faster. Finch-
am and Costanzo came pounding back.
As soon as they were inside, Ryan slid
the door shut.

“Are they . . .” Costanzo nodded at
the Germans on the floor, one still
writhing in agony, the other inert.

“They’ll be okay,” Ryan said.

Fincham grabbed Klement by the col-
lar and dragged him across the floor to
a narrow bed in the corner.

Costanzo knelt by the radio operator,
chafing his wrists. After a moment, the
German groaned and opened his eyes.

Ryan surveyed the car. It was bright-
ly illuminated by two electric lights
strung to the ceiling. A pot bubbled on
a gasoline stove. Near it was a folding
table. There were two bottles of wine
on the table, a salver heaped with
wedges of cheese, sliced meats, olives
and green onions, and a cut-glass dish
of anchovy fillets.

The back quarter of the car was piled
high with a jumble of goods—boxes,
cartons, whole cheeses, paintings in or-
nate frames, sausages the size of a
man’s arm, small pieces of statuary, an
accordion, books in gilt-leather bindings,
rolled tapestries, bolts of cloth and a
tall, richly carved clock. Next to Klem-
ent’'s bed was a deep leather chair
with a matching hassock over which
was flung a soft laprobe of blue mohair.

The radio transmitter and receiver
were on a steel folding desk against the
wired-up far door. A small folding table
alongside held pencils, a notebook, radio
handbooks, a pad of message forms and
a map.

Ryan bent over the map. A heavy
line was drawn from their starting point
in the Abruzzi through Rome to Inns-
bruck, with Rome, Florence, Bologna,
Verona, Trento and Bolzano circled in
red. Verona was further marked with
a bold X.

Klement had stopped writhing and
begun moaning monotonously. The ra-
dio operator appeared fully recovered.

“Tell him you're a priest, Padre,”
Ryan said. “ You’ll see he’s not harmed
if he co-operates.”

The youth listened, stony-faced, then
spat on the floor at Costanzo’s feet.

“Tie him up,” Ryan said.

Fincham trussed the German and
propped him in the corner.

Klement sat up and put his hand to
his face.

“Feeling better, Major?” Ryan asked
solicitously.

“For this, you die,” Klement said.

“Major Klement,” Ryan said, “four
of your men are lying dead in the box-
car up ahead. Nothing we do from now
on could possibly make things worse
for us. You're going to stay alive only
as long as you answer my questions and
do exactly as I tell you.”

Klement squared his plump shoul-
ders defiantly.

“First question,” said Ryan. “Why
are those cities circled on the route?”

Klement clenched his teeth stub-
bornly when Costanzo translated the
question. Ryan reached out deliberate-
ly and hooked a forefinger in Klement’s
collar. He gave a twist. The major
gasped for air. He spoke.

“That’s where the train stops for in-
structions,” Costanzo translated. “He
and the engineer get orders telling them
where the train has to clear the track
and for how long.”

“What'’s the X at Verona for?”

“The train changes guards there.”

“What’s the radio for? Does he get
instructions on it, or file reports? If so,
from whom and to whom?”

Klement’s instructions came only
from dispatchers in the circled stations.
The radio, he said, was for emergency
use only. If there was trouble en route,
he was to radio to the next station.

“How long do we stop at the next
station? Chiusi?”

Klement said he was not sure. The
engineer had the schedule. They were
due there a little after eight p.m. Ryan
looked at his watch.

“That means we’ll hit Chiusi in ten
or fifteen minutes,” he said. ‘‘Major
Klement, when we get there, I want
you to order the guards to stay at their
posts. Tell ’em they’ll get a break at
the next stop. I'll tell you what else
to do after we'’re there.”

Klement nodded bitterly.

“You better eat a little something,
Padre,” Ryan said. “Before you start,
I want you to slip into the radio oper-
ator’s uniform. You'll have to come
outside with Klement and me to make
sure he tells the guards what he’s sup-
posed to.”

“Ah'm a noncombatant,
Costanzo said quietly.

“I'm not asking you to kill anybody,
Padre. Just to take a chance on getting
yourself killed.”

“That’s different, Cuhnel.” Costanzo
grinned. “Ab’ll be right with you.”

CHAPTER FOUR

THE train stopped with a sudden jerk.

“Tell Klement that when we step out
of the car, I'll be right behind him
with a Schmeisser in his back,” said

Cuhnel,”
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to stay at his post and pass the order
on down the line. That stands until
further orders. Then we get back in-
side and keep an eye on that radio
man. Fincham, while you're resting,
dig up Klement’s razor and shave that
mustache.”

“What!” Fincham bellowed, outraged.

“You couldn’t show your face out-
side this car with that brush,” Ryan
said. “It’s a dead giveaway.”

Ryan opened the door and looked out
into a hlacked-out and almost empty
station. He jumped to the ground.
‘The guards were already starting to
climh down from their stations.

Klement scrambled out with Cos-
tanzo behind him. He shouted an order
and the men on the first cars began
climbing back up reluctantly.

“I'lm taking Klement back in the
car,” Rvan whispered to Costanzo.
“You slip up front to our car and tell
Captain Stein to come back here with
us. But he's to put on a Kraut uni-
form first.”

Back in the car, Fincham was busy
with his mustache. Instead of shaving
it off completely, he had left a Hit-
lerian brush.

“Now who's the better bloody Jerry?”
he demanded.

Ryan looked at his watch. “We
should be moving out in a few minutes.
Major Klement, stick your head out the
door and tell the guard on this car you
want to see him. Fincham, when the
Kraut gets to the door, I'll pull him in.
You know what to do.”

Ryan pulled back the door and Klem-
ent called up to the guard. Inside the
car, they could hear the soldier’s boots
on the steel rungs. Ryan motioned
Klement back from the door and stood
concealed behind it. When the guard
put his hands on the floor of the car
to climb inside, Ryan reached down
and pulled him in with a jerk, like
landing a fish. The German was still
on his hands and knees when Fincham
broke his neck with a neat thrust of
his rifle butt.

“I'll get on top just before we pull
out,” Ryan said. “Can’'t take a chance
on the next guard getting a close look
at me. After we start rolling, I'll get
him. When you hear a rap on the door,
open up. Have Stein and the padre
tear up Klement’s sheets and make a
stout rope. We'll need it.”

Ryan tore a yard-long strip from
Klement's silk sheet and stuffed it
inside his tunic. “See you later, gentle-
men.”

He climbed quickly to the top of the
car as the train started rolling and
looked along the line of rattling box-
cars stretching behind him. Twenty-
two boxcars, and each with an armed
man on it who must be killed.

Ryan leaped silently to the car be-
hind. The next station was Terontola,
twenty miles away. He had at least
thirty minutes.

Lying flat on his belly, he inched
toward the guard at the far end of the
car, a formless shadow in the darkness
thirty feet away.

Midway along the car, he halted to

wind an end of his silken garrot around
each fist before resuming his stealthy
crawl toward the guard.

Ryan hugged the top of the car and
studied the guard’s back and the tilt of
his head. He raised himself silently to
his knees, and lifted his flexed arms, his
hands as far apart as the twist of silk
permitted.

*Psst,” he hissed.

The guard jerked erect. Ryan slipped
the garrot over his head and jerked it
tight before the man could turn. The
German’s arms flailed, sending his rifle
flying into the darkness, and his feet
drummed against the car. The ends
of the silk bit into Ryan's palms but
he did not slacken his grip.

The German stopped kicking. Ryan
stuffed the garrot back in his tunic and
dragged the by forward to the ¢nd of
the car. He swung the corpse across
to the next car and leaped after it.

Hanging over the side of the car as
far as he dared. Ryan banged on the
door. The door slid open almost im-
mediately in a burst of light and Fin-
cham was looking into his face from
only a few inches away.

“I'll swing him down,” Ryan whis-
pered. “You grap him and pull him in.”

*“Good show,” said Fincham.

“Have the padre take off the Kraut’s
uniform and roll it up in his greatcoat.
Hand me the end of the rope they made
out of the sheets. I'll haul you up.”

“Right,” said Fincham.

fter a couple of minutes, Fincham

said, “Here we are,” and handed

up the German uniform balled in a

greatcoat. Ryan held it against the car

with his body and reached down for the

silken rope. When he had it, he hauled
Fincham up.

“Lovely view,” the Englishman said.
“But bloody cold.”

“Come on,” said Ryan. “Bring the
uniform with you. Sit down where the
guard’s supposed to be and wait for
me,” he whispered. “I'll be back in a
minute.”

The guard on the next car was lying
on his back, his arms folded across his
rifle. He died more quietly than his
comrade before him. Ryan dragged the
body back to the middle of the car and
rejoined Fincham.

“Here’s the drill,” he said. “l want
to hang over the side and open the car
door. I'll tie the rope around my waist,
and when I go over, you anchor me.”

Ryan folded himself down against
the side of the car and banged a stiff
hand against the door. “Open up.”

The door slid open and he was dan-
gling head down, looking into darkness.
A face thrust close to his and a startled
voice cried out.

“My God! It's Von Ryan!”

“Pull me in,” Ryan ordered.

Ryan was hauled inside. Suddenly,
everyone was shouting questions.

“Quiet!” Ryan yelled. “Just listen.
Colonel Fincham and I are taking over
this train. The whole train. Nobody’s
leaving until we've got it. Then we
all leave. I need two of you men to
get into Kraut uniforms and replace
the roof zuards. You should know that

if you're caught in a German uniform,
you'll be shot.”

“Why don't you do it, Von Ryan?”
Bostick's high voice demanded. “It's
the kind you ought to be wearing.”

Ryan lit a match. Eyeballs gleamed
in the wavering light.

“Looka that!” a voice said incredu-
lously. “Ain’t he the Jerriest looking
Jerry you ever saw?”

Ryan turned and called up to Finch-
am. “Lob that uniform in here, then
ease the Kraut down.”

The German uniform came sailing
into the car and the prisoners began
fighting for it.

“That’s the small one. The nearest
one to it the right size gets it. The
rest of you quit shoving.”

he body of the German came dan-
«ling down from the roof and a
dozen hands pulled it into the car.

“Strip him and hide the body under
vour gear,” Ryan said. “Get into those
uniforms fast. Sing out when you're
ready and we'll pull you up.”

He thrust the free end of the rope
up to Fincham.

Fincham hauled him up. Then Ryan
and Fincham pulled the other two men
to the roof.

“You're replacing the guards on the
commander’s car and your own car,”
Ryan explained. “We've got the com-
mander. Padre Costanzo and Captain
Stein are in there with him. There's
nobady on the next car at the moment,
hut from there on hack there’s a Kraut
on every car. So if and when we stop,
stay where 1 put you. Don't talk to
anybody, including me, and try not to
let any of the guards get a good look
at vou. Got that?”

Both nodded, plainly nervous.

“Twenty guards to go,” Ryan said.
“Plus the one in the cab. I make it
about fifty, sixty miles to Florence.
We'll alternite from here on out. One
can fill in for the zuard and keep his
eyes peeled while the other one works.”

“I believe it’s my turn at the wick-
et,” Fincham said.

He crawled hack toward the next
guard. Ryan heard no sounds of strug-
gle, only the creak and click of metal.

In a moment, Fincham came crawl-
ing back. dragging a limp body. “Piece
of cake,” he murmured.

They worked smoothly together this
time, getting the car door open and
the body inside without difficulty.

The train churned through the night,
now speeding along in the level valleys,
now slowing as it climbed or skirted
foothills of the Apennines, pausing at
sidings as faster trains sped by, stop-
ping at times for ten or fifteen minutes.

Alternating as lookout and execu-
tioner, Ryan and Fincham had disposed
of five more guards and Ryan was in a
boxcar with the body of the latest vic-
tim when Fincham thrust his head
down into the car and said, “We're
amongst buildings of some sort.”

“Damn,” said Ryan. “I didn’t expect
Florence quite so soon.”

It was quiet outside when the train
stopped. Ryan rapped on the door of
the commander’s car.



“It's me—Colonel Ryan,” he said.

The door slid open. Klement was ly-
ing in his bed, his face sullen, his pudgy
arms folded across his stomach. Stein
was sitting at the table, holding Klem-
ent’s pistol. The radio operator was
stretched out on the boxes, under the
lap robe, a pillow beneath his head.

“Private Pleschke’s been giving the
major a hard time,” Stein said, nod-
ding toward the radio operator. “Called
him a traitor and a coward and some
other things I never learned in college
German.”

“How long have your men been to-
zether?” Ryan demanded of Klement.

*Since last night,” Costanzo translat-
ed. “They were pulled out of different
headquarters units for this detail.”

“Good,” Ryan said. *“That helps
some. But we still can’t let 'em roam
around the station at Florence.”

He gave instructions swiftly. Klem-
ent was to walk along the train giving
his men their orders for Florence. The
Allied prisoners in German uniforms,
on the first nine cars, were to descend
to the offside of the train. The four-
teen surviving Germans were to de-
scend on the other side, keeping the
train between the real and the pre-
tended.

Stein was to accompany Ryan and
Klement to make sure Klement told
his men only what he had been ordered.
Costanzo was to remain in the boxcar
until Fincham came back with further
instructions.

“This place is just a few miles out-
side of Florence,” said Costanzo as they
returned to Klement’'s car. “We'll be
here another ten minutes. We're wait-
ing to let a train by. We'll pull out as
soon as it passes.”

Fincham slid the door open. He froze
in the act of vaulting in. “He’s gone!”

“What!” Ryan demanded.

Then he saw that the spot where
Private Pleschke had lain was empty
except for a twisted strip of silk.

Rvan's consternation lasted only an
instant. He stared at the twist of
stlk, his mind racing. Only one strip
meant the German had not freed him-
self completely of his bonds; his hands
were tied. Pleschke could not have run
along the train in either direction with-
out being scen. He could only have
crawled under the boxcar or slipped
under the cars on the next siding.

*‘Stein,” Ryan snapped, “get Klement
inside and keep him there. Padre, get
up with the engineer. Fincham, come
with me.”

With Fincham at his heels, he
crawled under the string of boxcars and
found himself facing a long, low build-
mg. A high mesh fence topped with
barbed wire extended from the end of
the building.

“Check the cars from here on back,”
Ryan said. “I’'ll go the other way.”

Ryan moved slowly along the box-
cars, crouching to pcer beneath them.
A smear of white on the ground caught
his eye. He ran to it. A twist of silk
from Klement's sheet. Pleschke had
come this way. Ryan struined to hear.

Pebbles rattled a car-length ahead.

Ryan tensed. The noise was not re-
peated. Ryan walked toward the noise
and went beyond its point of origin be-
fore he stopped, deliberately offering
his back to anyone who might be lurk-
ing in the shadows. He waited.

Pebbles rattled, then came a quick
patter of feet. Ryan crouched and
whirled just in time to avoid the down-
ward smash of a heavy stick. Pleschke
jerked the club back to launch another
blow. Before it could descend, Ryan
hurled himself, shoulder first. against
the slighter man. Pleschke was dashed
back against a boxcar. Ryan was upon
him, his thumbs digging into the Ger-
man’s throat.

Ryan beat the German’s head against
the car. The locomotive whistle signaled
imminent departure. Fincham came
pounding up. “The bloody train’s . ..”
he cried. “Oh. Good show.”

“Slide the car door open,” Ryan said
quickly. He tossed Pleschke’s body in-
side and Fincham slid the door shut
again. Together they raced for the
slowly moving prison train.

“Get back to your car!” Ryan pant-
ed. “Come to Klement’s as soon as we
stop rolling in Florence.”

lement took the news of his radio
operator’s death hard.

“I want you to pay careful attention,
Major,” Ryan said, Stein translating.
“Your life depends on whether you do
exactly as I say. When we reach Flor-
ence, you will go wherever you have to
go as if everything is normal. T'll be
right there with you. If you make a
false move I'll kill you.”

“Versteh’”” Klement said.

The car clacked slowly over the rails.
When the train stopped at Florence,
Ryan cracked the door and looked out
into semi-darkness glowing with pur-
plish blackout lights.

“Stein, go get Padre Costanzo,” Ryan
said. “Talk German to him.”

Stein left at a trot as Fincham came
up to join Ryan.

“As soon as the padre gets here, I'm
taking Klement into the station to pick
up his schedule,” Ryan said. “You stay
here and keep an eye on things.”

“What’s to keep him from turning
you in?”

“Got a better suggestion, Colonel?”

Stein returned with Costanzo. “Well,
Padre,” he said. “We can’t put it off
any longer. Let's go to the dispatcher’s
office and get it over with.”

“It’s called the Ufficio Movimento,”
Costanzo said. “The engineer told me.
He and I got right cozy.”

Costanzo walked abreast of Klement,
with Ryan a pace behind, his Schmeis-
ser slung from his shoulder.

A German soldier inside the door of
the office came briskly to attention and
saluted when Klement entered. Sweat
was beginning to form on Klement’s
upper lip.

A large wall diagram behind the
counter marked with electric lights the
position and movements of trains in the
station. Klement approached a dis-
patcher already conferring with an
Italian in a trainman’s uniform. Cos-
tanzo turned to Ryan, pointing sur-

reptitiously at the Ttalian and then at
himself. At the same time, his lips
soundlessly formed the words, *“Our
engineer.”

The engineer smiled when he saw
Costanzo and called out a greeting. He
was a pleasantly ugly man of middle
age with a pitted, bulbous nose. Cos-
tanzo chatted with him while the dis-
patcher checked his traffic-control chart
and filled out a form. The dispatcher
made a copy of the order and gave it
to Klement. . . .

Fincham and Stein were waiting
anxiously in the commander’s car.

“You actually brought it off,” Fin-
cham said. “How did you manage it?”

“Klement was a perfect little gentle-
man,” Ryan said.

Ryan and Fincham leaned over the
table with the map and the dispatcher’s
form between them. They were sched-
uled to leave at twenty after twelve,
Costanzo said. It was then eleven after.
They were to make two stops before
Bologna, Costanzo continued, both only
a few miles north of Florence, and then
have a straight run-in. They were due
at Bologna at two forty-five. Ryan
measured the distance on the map.

“That’s a straight run of about fiity
miles from Prato to Bologna,” he said.
“And if we're not due until two {orty-
five, we won’t be making too many
knots. If we can get all the Krauts be-
fore Bologna, we'll bail out right after
we pull out for Verona.”

“What about your chap in the loco-
motive?” Fincham demanded.

“I'll trade places with him at Bo-
logna. At the first stop after that, I'll
just walk off and not come back.”

Ryan sent Costanzo to the cab to
replace the man he had posted there
earlier. Fincham joined the American
as soon as the train cleared the station.

“We've got less than two and a half
hours minus stops to get {fourteen
Krauts,” Ryan said. “Let’s get going.”

They moved about their task with
deadly precision, needing to exchange
few words as they stole from car to
car, killing Germans and substituting
prisoners for them. It went more quick-
ly now. At one-thirty, the train was
deep in the Apennines, toiling up steep
grades in the chill darkness. The
guards, huddled in their greatcoats.
were easy prey. Eight remained, and
with an hour and fifteen minutes to yo,
Ryan hoped to get them before Bo-
logna. But when they pulled into the
station at Bologna at two forty-seven,
there were Germans still mounting
guard on the last four cars.

CHAPTER FIVE

RYAN was on the ground before the
train stopped rolling. He hustled Klem-
ent to the rear cars, with Stein trans-
lating his instructions as they hurried
along. The four Germans were ordered
down to guard the offside of the train.
The engineer was with the dispatch-
er when they reached the crowded
Ufficio Movimento. They were argu-
ing. When Klement and Costanzo
joined them, the dispatcher spoke to
Klement in German, jabbing his finger
emphatically at a clipboard on the 1
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counter. The engineer was furious. He
threw his cap down on the counter,
scowling, and turned to Costanzo as if
for sympathy. Costanzo turned to Ryan
with an expression of dismay, shrug-
ging his shoulders helplessly, unable to
give Ryan an explanation on the spot.

When they were outside he explained.
“We're being held here until morning.
The line’s been sabotaged up north and
traffic’s backed up all over the place.”

“We can’t afford to stay overnight,”
Ryan said. “It would mean a daylight
run all the way to the Brenner. Isn’t
there an alternate route?”

“That’s what the engineer was so
sore about. He’s supposed to go off
duty at Verona. That’s where he lives.
And the dispatcher told him the al-
ternate routes were all jammed.”

Back in the commander’s car, the sit-
uation was explained to Fincham.

“Let’s have a look at that map,” said
Ryan after a moment’s thought. He
studied it. “We can’t go north, but
maybe we can go east or west.”” He
pointed at the rail line running north-
west through Modena and Parma.
“Why don’t we ask to be routed this
way? They can switch us north when
the traffic thins down.”

“The dispatcher’s already turned us
down on that, Cuhnel,” said Costanzo.
“Traffic’s moving fine through Parma
all the way to Milan, but he wouldn’t
give the engineer a thing going north,
anywhere along the line.

Ryan rubbed his chin thoughtfully

and bent over the map again. “We’ll
have him route us to Milan.”
“Milan?” Fincham cried. “Are you

around the bend?”

“We've got to get rolling. It doesn’t
matter if it’s toward Verona or where.
Just so we can get out into open
country and bail out before dawn.”

“They’d never permit a train bound
for Verona to alter for Milan,” Fin-
cham protested. “It’s the wrong bloody
direction.”

“They might, if we had the right
story,” Ryan said. “Between the capit-
ulation and the German take-over and
the general confusion, they hardly
know if they’re coming or going. Padre,
how's your written German?”

“Fine, if Ah can print.”

“I want you to write what I tell you
on one of those radio message forms.
Express it in German construction.”

Costanzo sat down at the table.

“You are instructed to proceed to
Milan without delay,” Ryan dictated.
“At Milan, you will take on twelve Al-
lied oflicer prisoners and fresh security
troops, and receive special instructions
regarding a consignment from Grup-
penfuehrer—ugh—Dietrich to be deliv-
ered personally by you immediately
upon arrival in Innsbruck en route to
originally planned destination.’

“When you’ve got that down, sign it
Obergruppenfuehrer something-or-other,
SS, Rome. Not too legibly, in case
somebody takes a close look.”

Costanzo handed the message form
to Ryan when he finished. Ryan sat
Klement down with Costanzo and be-

138 gan coaching him in his role.

The engine had already been de-
tached from the train when Ryan
climbed down from the boxcar with
Klement and Costanzo. The dispatch-
er shook his head as Klement present-
ed his radioed order. Klement jutted
his chin and insisted, browbeating the
dispatcher. In the midst of his ha-
rangue, he shot a quick look at Ryan.
The dispatcher picked up a telephone.
He spoke rapidly. Ryan looked to Cos-
tanzo for a clue. Costanzo raised one
shoulder a quarter of an inch and
crossed his fingers behind the conceal-
ment of his leg.

They waited.

The dispatcher looked up and beck-
oned when a middle-aged Italian civil-
ian with a Fascist party button on his
lapel entered with a short, well-knit
German colonel. Ryan came immedi-
ately to attention, though holding his
Schmeisser so that a slight movement
would bring it to bear on Klement.

The colonel looked up approvingly
at Ryan and said something to the
Italian, who looked at Ryan and nod-
ded agreement. The colonel spoke to
Klement. Klement muttered a reply.

The Italian held out his hand and
the dispatcher gave him the radio mes-
sage form. The Italian read it quickly,
shook his head, and gave it to the
colonel. Ryan’s hand stole to the trig-
ger of the Schmeisser as the colonel
read the message.

The colonel said, “Gruppenfuehrer
Dietrich?” shrugged, and returned the
message form to the Italian. The Ital-
ian shook his head again and said
something to Klement. Klement wet
his lips and spoke insistently to the
Italian. The Italian lost his temper
and began berating Klement.

he colonel’s manner underwent an

abruptchange. He silenced the Ital-
ian with a curt word and took the mes-
sage form from him, scrawled something
on it and thrust it at the dispatcher.

The dispatcher nodded reluctantly,
then stalked angrily from the office.

The colonel shook hands with Klem-
ent. When he turned to leave, he
smiled at Ryan, then stopped and
spoke to him. Ryan came to attention
again. The colonel had asked him a
question. Ryan caught the word “wo.”
He knew it meant “where.” The colonel
must have asked where he was from.

“Hamburg, Herr Oberst,” Ryan said,
pronouncing the words carefully.

Costanzo blanched, and the colonel’s
jaw dropped. He stared at Ryan for
a moment, then suddenly threw back
his shoulders and roared with laughter.
Wiping the tears from his eyes, he
spoke a few words and patted Ryan on
the back before leaving.

Klement and Costanzo conferred
with the dispatcher, who was checking
traffic reports and making phone calls.
At last the dispatcher handed Klement
his orders.

As soon as they were outside, Cos-
tanzo turned to Ryan with a look of
dismay. “It’s bad, Cuhnel,” he said.
“They’re routing us to Milan, but things
are so jammed up they can’t give us
an engine and crew until after five.”

“We'll try to work out something
when we get back to the car,” Ryan
said. ‘“Padre, what was that all about
when the colonel talked to me back
there?”

“Ah thought we’d had it for sure. He
asked you where a magnificent German
soldier like you would like to serve, in
Italy or on the Eastern front. And you
said Hamburg.”

“What was that he said at the last?”

“If the Third Reich had ten thou-
sand like you in Italy, we would drive
the enemy into the sea,” Costanzo an-
swered, grinning.

When they reached the train, Ryan
said, “We’re moving out. To Milan.”

Fincham stared incredulously.

“Only one catch to it,” Ryan said.
“Not until after five.”

“Let’s get the last three Krauts as
soon as we get moving. Then we’ll at
least have the whole train.”

t was five twenty-five before the train

was out of the station and moving
into open country. When they had
killed the guard on the third car from
the end and replaced him with a pris-
oner, Ryan no longer needed to look
at his watch to know that dawn was
near. A narrow edge of gray suffused
the eastern horizon.

“In a few minutes, it'll be light
enough to see,” Ryan said. “We'll
have to get the last two without stop-
ping to get one into a car. And hope
we can get 'em inside before we hit a
town. Keep right behind me. As soon
as I get the next one, you go on by and
knock off the last man. Let’s go.”

Before Ryan’s man had stopped
struggling, Fincham crept by in a
crouch. Ryan arranged the body so it
would not roll from the car and crawled
after Fincham. When he reached the
Englishman, the last guard was al-
ready sprawled at his feet.

Fincham leaped into the air and
clicked his heels. “Finito!” he cried.

They shook hands solemnly. The
guards were all dead now. Every one.
They controlled the train.

ar up ahead was a sprawling hud-
dle of indistinct buildings.
“Modena!” Ryan exclaimed. “We
really made time.” And he pitched
the dead German from the train.
“What the devil!” Fincham cried.
“See you later,” Ryan called back,
running forward toward the engine.
He pounded over the cars, jumping
from one to the other without break-
ing stride. He leaped to the locomotive
tender, shouting. Costanzo, the en-
gineer and the fireman all stared.
“Halt! Halt!”” Ryan cried, gesturing
violently toward the rear. “Mein Kam-

erad . .. gefallen!”
Costanzo, responding quickly, told
the engineer to stop the train. The

Italian, who knew no more German
than Ryan, understood Ryan’s words
and gestures without translation and
was already bringing the train to a halt.
Ryan motioned Costanzo to join him.

“Tell the engineer to back up, one of
the guards fell off. When you see my



signal, tell him to stop. And then get
him away from the window so he can’t
see what’s going on.”

Castanzo nodded. Fincham was run-
ning forward on top of the cars and
Ryan trotted to meet him.

“Get on back. When we stop, shove
the last Kraut off,” he told Fincham
when the train started backing. ‘‘Then
et down fast and get both of ’em in-
side cars. I want our men on top in a
hurry. Come on back to the command-
er's car after theyre in place.”

hen the end of the train neared

the body by the tracks, Ryan
turned and signaled to Costanzo. The
train stopped almost immediately. Mo-
ments later, another body came tum-
bling to the ground. Fincham scrambled
down after it. He slid over the door of
the car next to last and tossed it inside.
He did the same at the last car with
the remaining German.

Ryan went back to the locomotive.
Costanzo was standing in the window
of the cab. the engineer was leaning
against the tender and both he and
the fireman were smoking.

“He gelikes FEnglosen cigaretten.”’
Costanzo said with a nod toward the
engineer. “Ich egtold him wir from der
Fnglosen getoolen dem.”

“Mein Deutsch ist better getten.”
Ryan said. "'Ich Du geunderstanden.”

Fincham was approaching the head
of the train. “How ist our Kamerad?”
Ryan called.

“Kaput,” Fincham replied.

Kaput was a familiar word to the en-
rvineer. He clucked his tongue and
crossed himself. Costanzo crossed him-
self, too. An expression of pleased
surprise lit the engineer’s face. “Catto-
tico?”” he asked.

“Si." Costanzo replied.

Motioning Costanzo to follow, Ryan
dropped to the ground. Fincham was
al the door of the commander’s car.

“They're all ours now, Padre,” Ryan
said, looking hack along the train. “Get
back in the cab and find out as much
as you can about how the Ites run their
railroads. It might come in handy.”

Costanzo went hack to the engine,
and Ryan and Fincham climbed into
the commander’s car. Klement was on
his back, snoring. Stein sat wearily at
the table, blearv eyed and stubble-
chinned. The whistle blew and the
train begzan moving. Ryan sat down
at the table. studying the map and the
route order Costitnzo had given him.

“We check in at Parma,” he said.
“At the rite we're going, it shouldn’t
t:tke more than forty minutes or so.
We'll be in Milan in three, four hours,
even with stops. That means we’ll be
heading back for Verona and the Bren-
ner Pass with lots of daylight left. And
the Krauts may still be holding those
relief troops in Verona to take over.”

“Bit sticky, that,” Fincham said.

“But supposing we got orders to lay
over somewhere and not get to Milan
before dark?” Ryan continued.

“Another wireless chit?”

“1t worked once. No reason it won’t
axain. All we need’s a halfway plausi-
ble reason for the lay-over.”

Fincham studied the map. “It's
bloody deep in Italy, isn't it? We'll
have our work cut out for us making
our way back to our own chaps.”

“I was thinking that,” Ryan said.

Something in Ryan’s tone made
Fincham eye him speculatively.

“A thousand British and American
officers right in the big middle of Italy.
The civilian population might be friend-
ly enough, but the country’s swarming
with Krauts. We couldn’t expect much
help from the Italians.”

Ryan traced a line on the map with
his forefinger.

“Switzerland?” Fincham exclaimed.

“Train and all,” Ryan said calmly.

“You're quite mad, you know.”

“When we reach Milan, the Ufficio
Movimento won’t know what the hell
we're supposed to be doing except what
we tell ’'em. Our order from Bologna
just clears us to there. It doesn't say
what for.”

“They’re expecting us in Verona.”

“All they know is the train was held
up at Bologna and rerouted. Until they
hear from Milan, they won’t know
when to expect us. It’s a hundred and
fifty kilometers from Milan to Verona.
A hundred and sixty to Tirano, where
we cross into Switzerland. Are you
with me?”

“I'm with you, right enough,” Fin-
cham growled. “You’re bloody difficult
at times, but you're an absolute smash-
er when there’s work to be done.”

“Exactly my sentiments about you,
Colonel Fincham.”

yan sent for Costanzo and had him
shave his heavy whiskers. He told
him of his decision to go to Switzerland.

“You thing it’s possible, Cuhnel?”

“It's no milk run, but we've got a
fighting chance. I'll need your help.
You're the only one who speaks both
German and Italian well.”

“Ah’ll do my best, Cuhnel.”

By the time Costanzo finished shav-
ing, Ryan had told him what was want-
ed from the Parma dispatcher. They
prepared a new radio message form in-
structing them not to arrive in Milan
before eight that night.

The message further instructed them
to make their delay en route at some
point away from main stations and
heavily populated areas to minimize
the risk of the prisoners communicating
with the civilian population.

Costanzo was to explain to the dis-
patcher that they were scheduled to
pick up more prisoners in Milan and
that the new prisoners would not reach
the station until after seven. He was
to add, in strict confidence, that the
real reason was that a personal ship-
ment from a high SS officer would not
be ready until then.

The engineer was waiting for them
in the Ufficio Movimento. He greeted
Costanzo warmly although it had been
only half an hour since they had last
been together. He had already re-
ceived instructions as far as Piacenza, a
major rail junction a little less than
half the distance to Milan, but when
Costanzo presented his radio message
and explained his commander’s needs,

the engineer supported him with en-
thusiasm.

“I had no idea you were so cozy with
the engineer,” Ryan said when they
were returning to the train with orders
permitting them to make a nine-hour
halt before Piacenza.

Costanzo grinned. ‘*Maurizio told
me confidentially that he hasn’t any
use for most Tedeschi. He says I'm
more like an Italian than a German.”

As soon as the train left the outskirts
of Parma, Ryan opened the car door.
It was a fine, clear morning.

“Makes me feel guilty about the guys
locked in back there,” said Stein, filling
his lungs.

“They’ll all be out in the open in a
few minutes,” Ryan said. ‘“When we
get to the siding, I'm going to let every-
body out for a few hours. Fincham, be-
fore I do, we've got to be damn sure
they know what’s expected of them.”

Together they worked out the details
of the stop.

CHAPTER SIX

THE siding into which the train backed
twenty minutes later was but a single
dead-end track, rusty with disuse, be-
side the rectangular outline of a con-
crete-block foundation where once a
warehouse or factory had stood. Across
the main line, to the west, was a long,
sloping meadow, bounded a quarter of
a mile away by a highway. In the dis-
tance, stood a small village.

The fireman was uncoupling the
tender from the first car and Costanzo
was on his way back to the command-
er’'s car when Ryan dropped to the
ground.

“What's going on?”’ he demanded in
a low voice.

“The locomotive’s leaving us,” Cos-
tanzo said. “The engineer said they
can’t let a locomotive sit here idle all
day. Another one from Piacenza 1s
supposed to pick us up at five-thirty.”

“Hadn’t planned on that, had you,
Ryan?” Fincham asked.

“I don’t know that it matters,” Ryan
said. “Unless there’s a foul-up and
we'’re stuck here.”

He gazed along the two-hundred-
fifty-yard stretch of laden boxcars from
which twenty-three anxious men looked
at him expectantly, awaiting orders.

“In that case, we’ll have to go back
to our original plan and head for the
hills,” he continued. *“And lose too
many of those men back there. But
we’ll cross that bridge when we corme to
it. Colonel, go down the line and tell
the men on the cars to get down and
form up outside our car.” Turning back
to Costanzo, he said, “Padre, I'm afraid
you’ll have to put off sleeping a while
longer. When I've got the men briefed,
I want you to take a party up to that
village ahead and locate water and dig-
ging tools.”

The men from the car tops gathered
around asking questions.

“At ease, gentlemen,” Ryan said after
allowing them a moment to stretch
their legs and ease their tensions in
talk. “The sooner we get this over with,
the sooner the others can get out of
those cars.”
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The men fell silent and waited for
him to continue.

“It took real courage for you to put
on German uniforms and sit on those
cars,” Ryan said. “I commend you.”

He gave them the instructions he had
discussed earlier with Fincham and
deployed them along the train, a man
to each car. At his signal, they slid
back the doors. The men spewed out,
cramped and stiff from their hours of
crowded confinement, to stretch and
blink in the sun.

With Fincham at his side, Ryan ad-
dressed them. They listened attentive-
ly, with mixed resentment, curiosity
and grudging respect.

“We're fifty or sixty miles from Mi-
lan,” he said. “We're stopping here for
the day so we can get there after dark.
You will take food and what articles
you’ll need for the next few hours into
the field with you. You will conduct
yourselves as if still under guard by
Germans who will shoot without hesi-
tation. You men in German uniform
will conduct yourselves as if you were
disciplined German soldiers. Do not
fraternize with the others in any way.

“You will remain together in your
boxcar groups. Fires are permitted if
you can find fuel in your immediate
area, but there will be no straggling
away from your groups. Padre Cos-
tanzo will be taking a detail to the vil-
lage ahead for spades and water. A la-
trine will be dug. When you’re set-
tled in, eat well and get some rest.”

ithin an hour, latrines had been

dug and men from each boxcar
had gone into the village to fill water
bottles and canteens for their compan-
ions. The men spread out across the
meadow, maintaining several yards’ dis-
tance between groups. They sprawled
on the ground, eating and smoking, en-
joying the luxury of space and clean
air. The British, as usual, brewed tea
over little fires of twigs and grasses.

When he was satisfied that the men
were comfortably settled, Ryan went
back to the commander’s car.

There he stretched out on Pleschke’s
sleeping bag and was asleep within
minutes. After lunch, Fincham lay
down and Ryan remained awake. Cos-
tanzo and Stein slept.

At three, he awakened Costanzo and
called him into conference with him-
self and Fincham.

“We’ve got to brief Klement on what
to say at Milan,” Ryan said. ‘“Once
we’re past Milan, we should be able to
make it to Tirano before Verona starts
worrying.”

“Ah’m afraid it won’t be that easy,
Cuhnel,” Costanzo said. “Ah talked
with the engineer like you asked. We
can’t go north out of Milan without
orders. The switching is centrally con-
trolled and the train goes the way they
throw the switch at the control board.”

“Let’s have a look at that map again,”
said Ryan. He studied it a moment.
“Look here,” he said. “Here’s Monza,
just north of Milan. Seven, eight miles.
If we had an excuse to go there, we’'d
have to go on a little farther to this

0 junction, Carnate, to head back for the

Verona line through Bergamo. They
must have manual switches at a little
station like Carnate. Supposing we
kept going on the main line out of
Carnate instead of heading back?”

“They’d still know at Milan, Cuhnel.
When a train passes a station, the dis-
patcher reports it to the station before
and the one after. By telegraph.”

“In that case, if we can just bluff our
way to Monza, I don’t think there’ll be
any problem,” Ryan said. “At least, not
about getting on the northbound line.”

Soon Ryan and Costanzo sat down to
work out a radio order to present to the
Milan Ufficio Movimento.

“This time, instead of a pickup, we’ll
say we’re making a delivery,” Ryan
said. “Putting off a consignment for
Gruppenfuehrer Dietrich at Monza.”

It was after four when Ryan finished
working out the details of the radio
message and drilling Klement in his
duties at Milan.

Outside in the meadow, the men were
restless and inclined to wander aim-
lessly from group to group. The men
in German uniform were finding it dif-
ficult to keep them under control.

-“We better get ’em back inside,”
Ryan said. “The locomotive’ll be here
in another hour.”

“If the bloody Ites haven’t simply
forgotten us,” Fincham said.

“Not much chance of that, Colonel.
Go on out and re-form the men. I've
got a few things I want to go over with
Costanzo. Have the guards count ’em.
I want to be sure every man is where
he belongs. And Colonel, see if you can
find me a good radio man who under-
stands German, and an engineer who’s
had experience cutting wire.”

An hour later, the locomotive coupled
on. Fincham was waiting for Ryan with
a sharp-faced little Italian in a train-
man’s uniform. He had a narrow head
and a Hitler mustache. There was a
black mourning band on his arm. When
Ryan and his group drew near, the
Italian gave a Fascist salute and cried,
“Heil Hitler!”

Ryan returned the salute.

The engineer said something and left.

“We leave in five minutes,” Costan-
zo said. “Cleared through to Milan.”

yan went into the commander’s car.

R A man in German uniform was
tinkering with the radio.

“Lieutenant Heinke,” Fincham said.
“One of yours.”

The man turned to face Ryan. “Gus
Heinke, sir,” he said.

“How’s your German, Lieutenant?”
Ryan demanded.

“Good, sir. We spoke it at home in
Texas,” Heinke said.

“Would a Kraut think you’re really
a German?”

“I doubt it, sir. I'm third generation.
I guess the way we speak it’s a little
different from in the old country.”

“You know how to operate that ra-
dio? Just the receiver, I mean?”

“I’m figuring it out, sir. It’s not much
different from ours.”

“When you get it figured, see what
you can pick up. Let me know if there’s
anything about us. There won't be any

reason there should be for a while, but
keep listening anyhow.”

“It’ll be like looking for a needle in a
hapstack, Colonel. Trying to find the
frequency they’d be operating on.”

“I know, Lieutenant. But if you
stumble over any German communica-
tions out of Verona, just lock onto that
frequency.”

“Verona. Yes, sir.”

Ryan turned to Fincham. “You got
that engineer on our car, Colonel?”

“A sapper,’” Fincham said. “One of
mine. OR. But a wizard at his job.”

he train backed into Milan at eight-

fifteen after delays at Piacenza and
a smaller station. Klement was dan-
gerously close to nervous collapse at the
prospect of having to visit the Milan
Ufficio Movimento with Ryan.

“Padre, you better do the talking in
there. Tell the dispatcher the Herr
Kommandant isn’t feeling well.”

Directly across from the commander’s
car was a long line of German soldiers
being served hot soup from a steaming
kettle presided over by two women
wearing Fascist-party armbands.

The Ufficio Movimento was teeming
with activity and they had to wait for
a dispatcher. The feisty little engineer
was in a friendly mood and chatted
with Costanzo while they waited.

“He’s going all the way to Verona
with us, he says,” Costanzo reported.

Klement was noticeably pale and
kept wetting his lips. When a dispatch-
er was free, Ryan had Costanzo present
the radio message and request to be
routed to Monza, as ordered by SS
headquarters in Rome. The dispatcher
read the message without changing ex-
pression. After a few minutes’ study,
he wrote out a train order.

Costanzo took it from the dispatcher
and handed it to Klement. “Alles ist in
Ordnung, Herr Kommandant,” he said,
stepping back to salute.

Klement nodded vaguely.

The dispatcher and engineer looked
at each other, then at Costanzo.

“Malato.” Costanzo said with a def-
erential nod at the major.

The engineer shook his head and
clucked sympathetically. Costanzo re-
trieved the order from Klement’s hand,
studied it, and gave it to the new engi-
neer. The engineer read it, shoved it
in his pocket, and left them.

“We’ll be here another hour and a
half, Cuhnel,” Costanzo said. “What
does that do to us?”

“It’'s only nine,” Ryan said. “That’ll
give us over seven hours to make it to
Tirano before dawn, and Tirano’s only
a hundred miles. Time’s not the prob-
lem. The problem’s getting to Tirano
before we’re missed.”

Ryan took Klement’s arm and was
guiding him across the busy platform
when, from a few feet ahead of them, a
voice cried, “Hubertus!”

Klement looked up, shaken from his
stupor, as a smiling officer in the black
uniform of an SS Obersturmfuehrer
stepped toward him, a hand out-
stretched in greeting. Shielded by
Klement’s body, Ryan pushed him to-
ward the SS man with his Schmeisser.



Klement reached out and clasped the
outstretched hand and gave it one
quick, limp shake. The smile died on
the S8 officer’s face.

“Hubertus,” he said anxiously, peer-
ing into Klement’s face, “was ist los?
Bist Du krank?”

Costanzo looked helplessly at Ryan.

“Was ist los, Hubertus?” the SS offi-
cer said more sharply. “Was machst
Du hier im Norden?”

Klement’s lips moved but no sound
came out. The SS man took Klement
by the arm and turned his attention to
Ryan, speaking with quick, demanding
authority. Ryan took refuge in coming
to attention. Costanzo came to his res-
cue, speaking very carefully and eco-
nomically, telling the SS officer the
Herr Kommandant was ill.

The Obersturmfuehrer appeared sat-
isfied with the explanation but Ryan
saw that, as the German listened to
Costanzo, he was studying him. The
German’s eyes lingered for a moment
on Costanzo, then quickly—too quickly
—looked away and, with feigned disin-
terest, gave Ryan the same scrutiny.

“Ach, so,” he said with a sigh. "‘Gute
Besserung. Hubertus.” He took Klem-
ent’s flaccid hand, gave it a shake, and
left them, walking slowly.

“Take Klement back to the train,”
Ryan said urgently. “I'll be there as
quick as I can.”

alling in behind a knot of passers-

by, he hurried after the black-clad
officer. He did not like the way the SS
man walked with such elaborate casual-
ness. Far down the platform, dimly
visibly in the eerie glow of a purplish
blackout light, was a German soldier
with the silver breastplate of a military
policeman dangling from his neck. It
was toward this soldier that Klement’s
friend seemed to be going.

The officer approached a long rank
of racks holding row upon row of stor-
age batteries. As he drew almost
abreast of an opening between the
racks, Ryan hurried forward and
reached him just as he arrived at the
opening. With a sudden lunge, Ryan
shouldered him into the opening.

The SS man gave a cry of surprise
and annoyance and struggled to regain
his balance. He turned as he stumbled
back between the racks, opening his
mouth to cry out when he saw Ryan,
but the barrel of Ryan’s Schmeisser was
already crashing against his neck. The
German fell to his knees with a gasp.
Stooping, Ryan bundled him farther
back among the racks and quietly
strangled him.

He crouched over the German a mo-
ment, breathing heavily, then dragged
the body as far back among the battery
racks as he could.

Fincham and Costanzo were waiting
at the door of the commander’s car.

“We thought you’d had it for fair,”
said Fincham. “What happened?”

“That friend of Klement’s,” Ryan
said. ‘“He smelled something. So I had
to kil him.”

Heinke was still working tirelessly at
the radio, without results. “There’s a
lot of radio traffic, Colonel. Most of it

coded. If I do stumble onto Verona, I
might not know what I'm getting.”

“You picking up anything out of
Rome?” Ryan asked.

“Plenty, sir. Voice and code. But
nothing that amounts to anything.”

Ryan put Stein to work lettering
“DieTricH, W. E. GRUPPENFUEHRER,
SS,” on half a dozen of Klement’s
boxes.

The train left Milan at ten thirty-five
and fourteen minutes later was in
Monza.

“What’s your man’s name?”’ Ryan
asked Fincham. “The one on our car?”

“Evans,” said Fincham.

Ryan climbed to the top of the car
and ordered Evans to get down on
the offside and cut the telegraph lines
a quarter-mile ahead.

“You’ve got ten minutes,” he said.

Returning to the car, Ryan had
Fincham and Heinke help him unload
the six boxes for Gruppenfuehrer Die-
trich and then found an Italian station
man to take them in charge. Costanzo
told the Italian that Gruppenfuehrer
Dietrich would send for his shipment
in the morning and demanded a receipt.

Evans was back at his post when,
Ryan returned. “Everything go okay?”
Ryan asked.

Evans nodded.

“Good work. Know anything about
railroad switches?”

Evans nodded again.

“When we stop at the next station,
climb down and cut the wires from the
station control. Can you do it with
your bayonet?”’

“Aye, sir.”

“Set the switch manually to take us
north if it’s not already that way. Then
get up ahead and cut the telegraph
lines and get back here on the double.”

Ryan sent the cab guard back to join
Fincham in the commander’s car and
climbed up with Costanzo. The engi-
neer was glad to see Costanzo but puz-
zled at the presence of two Germans
in his cab.

It was eleven-sixteen when they
reached the junction at Carnate. Ryan
waited, listening. When he heard Evans
returning on the offside of the train, he
dropped from the cab and caught up
with him at the commander’s car.

“Okay?” he asked.

“Done, sir.”

Ryan crawled over the coupling and
went into the commander’s car.

“Fincham,” he said, keeping his voice
too low for the German on the platform
to hear, “we’re ready to switch north.
When we leave the station, get on the
last car. We'll be stopping right after
that. Throw the switch back the other
way, so if anybody looks they’ll think
we switched for Bergamo. Then hang
on until we stop again a few miles up
the line. I'll meet you at our car.”

He returned to the cab to find the
engineer chatting with Costanzo.

“Tell him we’re going north, Padre,”
Ryan said in English. “If he does as
he’s ordered, he won’t get hurt.”

Costanzo was startled by Ryan’s use
of English. And the engineer was dum-
founded. The fireman Jonked up from

his shovel, his dull, pleasant face
creased in a puzzled frown.

“You can talk English now, Padre,”
Ryan said. “We’re making our move.
He’s got to know who we are.”

When Costanzo told him what Ryan
had said, the engineer folded his arms,
spat on the floor, and shook his head
violently. Ryan slapped him with his
open hand, knocking him back against
the tender. The fireman shrank back
against the far side of the cab. Ryan
jerked the engineer to his feet.

“Tell him he’s got thirty seconds to
make up his mind whether he wants to
live or die.”

Costanzo translated.

“Tell the engineer to start rolling.”
Ryan said. “When the last car’s past
the switch, stop.”

The train rolled forward a few hun-
dred yards and stopped. Ryan leaned
out of the cab and looked back. A brief
stab of light from Fincham’s flash-
light told him the switch was thrown.

“Start him again,” Ryan said.

They rode on in silence.

After ten minutes, Ryan said, “Tell
him to stop.”

The train slowed to a halt.

Ryan met Fincham outside the com-
mander’s car.

“What's the
Fincham asked.

“Help me get the men off the cars
and back inside. I want everybody out
of German uniform except Evans and
the men in our car.”

“Off the cars?” Fincham demanded.

“As of now, we're not a prison train
any more, Colonel. We're empties
heading for Sondrio to pick up freight.”

The air grew colder as the train bur-
rowed deeper into the night and the
high country, pinned between Como on
one side and the towering Grigne on
the other. The engineer maintained a
righteous silence, staring straight ahead
into the narrow beam escaping from an
opening in the blue-coated headlight.

Ryan leaned back against the side of
the cab and huddled into his German
greatcoat. He closed his eyes in brief
surrender to fatigue.

A cry from Costanzo jarred him to
full wakefulness. *“Cuhnel! There’s a
flare up ahead!”

CHAPTER SEVEN

THE engineer hit the brakes and the
train began sliding, metal gripping
against metal. When it stopped,
Fincham came running up with Klem-
ent, who was buttoning his tunic over
his paunch.

“Padre,” said Ryan, “tell Klement,
if he’s questioned, he’s on his way to
Sondrio to pick up a special shipment.
He’s under orders not to divulge what
it is because it would jeopardize Swiss
neutrality. If they ask for orders, he’s
to say they’re back in the command car
and he’ll send you for them. You start
back, then take off like a bird.

‘“Padre, tell the engineer to get mov-
ing,” Ryan continued. “Slow. As soon
as we're close enough to see what that
is up there, stop.”

The train crept toward the flare. The

drill, Herr Oberst?”’

splash of red deepened and expanded 141
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as they approached, spilling out over
the nearby waters of the lake in a
shadow-edged pool of blood. A bulky
mass took shape astride the tracks,
bathed in red by the glow of the flare.

“Panzer!” Klement grunted.

The train stopped.

The barrel of the tank’s eighty-eight-
millimeter gun was clearly outlined
against the crimson light. The turret
was facing almost directly down the
tracks. Two helmeted figures detached
themselves from the shadow of the tank
and ran toward the engine.

hen they neared the locomotive,

the engineer made a sudden move-
ment and called out. Ryan whirled, the
Schmeisser at shoulder level. The short
barrel caught the Italian across the
bridge of the nose and he fell to the
floor.

“Tell Klement to ask them what they
want. He knows what he’s supposed to
say if they ask questions.”

The Germans were at the engine now,
looking up into the crowded cab.

“They say there’s a dangerous cross-
ing up ahead. Italian bandits tried to
blow up the road and railway bridges.
The track’s not damaged, but they’re
afraid the trestle won’t hold the weight
of the train.”

“Have Klement tell ’em the train’s
empty and should be light enough to
make it. We've got an important pickup
in Sondrio.”

The soldier listened respectfully to
Klement. “He says it's too dangerous,”
Costanzo translated. “But if the major
insists, he must obey.”

The sergeant returned to the tank.
The two soldiers had already climbed
inside and now started backing the
tank from the tracks. Fincham saun-
tered to the cab and handed a cigarette
up to Ryan.

“Has Heinke come up
thing?” Ryan asked.

“He’s identified SS headquarters
transmissions from Rome. Some coded,
some not.”

“If he hears anything I ought to
know, shine a light toward the cab.”

“Righty-ho.”

“Soon's the Feldwebel give the go-
ahead, we’re moving on.”

“Risky business, that railway bridge.”

Costanzo propped the engineer against
the tender in a sitting position and
wiped the blood from his face. The
fireman continued his stoking.

“HHe may have a broken nose, but he
won't die from it, Padre,” Ryan said.
“Get him on his feet and tell him to
move us out. Tell him to take it slow,
and if he feels the bridge going, to throw
her into reverse. Then you get back to
the front of the second car and stand
by to uncouple if it looks necessary.”

The train moved forward. There was
a soldier standing guard on the trestle
when they reached it.

The locomotive inched onto the tres-
tle. The span seemed sturdy enough
but it creaked and groaned, and when
it took the full weight of the heavy en-
gine, it gave off sharp, cracking sounds
like pistol shots. Though the engineer

with any-

2 had not understood the conversation

about the bridge, the situation was ob-
vious to him. He held his breath and
nursed the lumbering engine along the
trestle as if leading a kitten by a
string. The span sagged noticeably
when they reached the center and the
fireman looked up from the firebox in
panic. Past the center, the trestle
seemed firmer.

Then they were on solid ground
again. The fireman crossed himself.
The boxcars, much lighter than the
engine, rolled across safely. The mid-
dle cars were still on the trestle when
Costanzo came crawling back to the cab.

“Have a good pray, Padre?” Ryan
asked him.

“Couldn’t you tell from the results,
Cuhnel?” Costanzo said.

Ryan looked at the luminous dial of
his watch. “I make us about twelve,
fifteen miles from Colico. Another forty-
five or less to Tirano. It’s one-thirteen
now, which ought to put us at Tirano
by three at the latest. Gives us a three-
hour spread before dawn.”

The locomotive rolled on between
Como and the Grigne, now moving
easily, now toiling up the shoulder of
a slope leaning down toward the lake.
Ryan had the engineer slow the train
so they would not overrun the junction.
Ryan and Costanzo spied the dividing
tracks almost simultaneously. When
the train stopped, Ryan sent Costanzo
back to the commander’s car.

“Send Evans up ahead to make sure
the Sondrio switch is open for us. And
tell Colonel Fincham to get up here.”

In a moment, Evans trotted by the
engine and Fincham came hurrying
along behind him. “What's the drill?”

“We're on our final approach,” Ryan
said. “About forty miles to go.”

“What will you do at Tirano?”

“That’s what I wanted to see you
about. We'll stop at the station and
have Klement call the station guards to
his car. Then we’ll cut the lines in and
out of the station before we go on.
Tirano’s not right on the border. We’ll
slow down at the checkpoint on the
border as if we're stopping, then barrel
on across before they can get a rail
block up.”

Evans returned to report that the
track to Sondrio was open.

“We'll be moving on then,” said
Ryan. “How's Klement holding up?”

“The bloody bugger’s sleeping like a
baby. What’ll we do with him after
Tirano?”

“Shove him out with the engineer.”

hey ran smoothly between the high-
way and the River Adda in the
broad valley of the Valtellina.

It was three-forty when they reached
the outskirts of Sondrio. Minutes later,
they glided through the station. The
town was completely dark.

“We’ll be in Tirano in half an hour,”
Ryan said. “We'll stop the train be-
fore we get in and I'll sneak up ahead
for a look.”

The engineer began singing to him-
self in a raspy, nasal voice.

“What’s he so cheerful about all of a
sudden?” Ry:an demanded. “A few min-
utes ago, he wuas ~o damn spittin’ mad.”

“Ah don’t know,” said Costanzo.
“Maybe he’s decided Switzerland might
not be so bad.”

“I don’t like it. He doesn’t want to
see us make it.”

The engineer kept singing. Once, he
turned to stare at Ryan with a curiously
smug expression on his battered face.

“He knows something we don’t. And
I wish to hell I knew what it was.”

Suddenly the steady throb of the
engine stopped and the train lost speed.

“What’s going on?” Ryan demanded,
seizing the engineer.

The engineer said nothing.

“Padre, find out why the engine’s
stopped. And tell him to start it up.”

The train was coasting and losing
speed. The engineer pointed at the wa-
ter gauge. There was no water level.

“He says we’re out of water.”

The engineer unleashed a spate of
words, his voice full of triumph.

“He's been releasing waler since
Colico,” Costanzo said. “Something
about priming the injectors, as near as
Ah can make out.”

The train slowed to a halt, hung
poised a moment on the grade, then
began rolling back. The engineer hit
the brakes.

They were enveloped in chill dark-
ness and a tense, penetrating silence,
the locomotive and its twenty-four cars
pinned to the long grade by its brakes,
like a worm rigid in death on a mount-
ing board.

To the north was the Swiss border
and refuge, as inaccessible behind its
bastion of mountains as if it were a
continent away. To the south lay all
of Italy, a vast enemy camp. Soon men
would be probing the main lines and
sidings, searching for the missing train.
But ten miles ahead, rails pierced the
mountains. Ten miles away lay free-
dom, receding now with every minute.

What do we do now, Cuhnel?” Cos-
tanzo asked. “Start walking?”

Before Ryan could answer, Fincham
came running up. “What’s up?” he de-
manded. “Why've we stopped here?”

“We're out of water,” said Ryan.
“The engineer ran us out of water.
Come on back to the car, where it's
warm. Padre, tell the engineer and the
fireman to come along.”

Klement was sleeping and Stein and
Evans were sitting at the table drink-
ing coffee. Heinke was at the radio.

Ryan bent over the map with Fin-
cham. “I make us about here,” he said,
pointing to a spot three miles east of
Sondrio. “That puts us about five, six
miles from the nearest border point.
About twelve from Tirano.”

“It’s only oh-three-hundred hours,”
Fincham said, studying the map. “We’ll
simply spread out and try for the bor-
der in small groups.”

“Spread out where, Colonel? We're
in a funnel—-mountains to the south and
mountains to the north and the valley
getting narrower and narrower up
ahead. And if we go back, we're that
much farther away from the border.”

“What else is there to do, Ryan?”
Fincham demanded.

“Tirano’s still our only real chance,”



Ryan said. “We're close to Sondrio.
I'm going back there and try to steal a
water truck. I'm taking Padre with
me. I may need an interpreter. Send
Evans a quarter of a mile back and,
Captain Stein the same distance ahead.
If they hear a train coming, they can
flag it down before it rams into us. If
they spot a Kraut patrol, they're to get
back here on the double. Either way, I
want you to let the men out of the cars
and start 'em for the border if I'm not
back in an hour.

“And Lieutenant Heinke, you keep
listening out on that SS frequency,”
Ryan went on. “If you hear anything
that sounds like they're on to us, tell
Colonel Fincham immediately.”

hough he was bone-tired and ached

in every joint, Ryan maintained
such a rapid pace that Costanzo had to
trot to keep up with him. They had
been walking only a few minutes when
a figure stepped from the darkness
alongside the tracks.

“Buon giorno, amici,” the newcomer
said pleasantly. “Dove andate?”

Ryan covered him immediately with
his Schmeisser and motioned Costanzo
to approach the man. Costanzo spoke
to the Italian, but before he could step
aside, the Italian whistled and a dozen
men came running out of the darkness
to surround them.

Ryan made an involuntary movement
with the Schmeisser, then lowered it.
He could not possibly get them all. The
Italian thrust his face close to Ryan’s,
no longer deferential and pleasant but
harshly demanding.

“He’s taking us back to the train to
see for himself,” Costanzo whispered.
“If we try to warn our comrades, he’ll
kill us.”

“It doesn’t figure,” Ryan whispered.

“Inglesi!” the Italian blurted, show-
ing his teeth in an incredulous grin.

“Americani,” Ryan said calmly.

The Italian grabbed his hand and
pumped it, then embraced Costanzo.

“Amico,” he said. “Fren’.”

“Give him the story,” Ryan told
Costanzo. “Find out what he’s up to.”

“Some of his men are from around
here and some slipped back over the
border after the capitulation,” Costanzo
explained. “They’re operating against
the Fascists and Germans up here until
they decide whether to work their way
south or go on over to the Brenner
area. Everything’s too unsettled now.
They need weapons and explosives.
And a radio.”

“Are they the ones who tried to blow
up the bridge out of Lecco?”’

The Italian nodded.

“Find out if he can get us some water
and if he knows the Tirano area.”

The Italian had two trucks and
twenty-one more men just off the high-
way. He would send men back to Son-
drio to steal a tank truck.

‘“He can tell you whatever you want
to know about Tirano,” Costanzo said.
“He knows it very well.”

“Tell him to come on back to the
train with us,” Ryan said. “We can
talk it over there. I want Fincham to
know we’ve got water coming.”

The Italian gave an order and his
men faded into the night.

The train was dark. “Back so soon?”
Fincham demanded when Ryan’s face
appeared in the car door.

Ryan climbed in, followed by Cos-
tanzo and the Italian. “We found a
friend,” Ryan said.

The Italian moved to the radio and
fondled it. His eyes lingered on the
rifles Fincham had stacked at one end
of the car, and then on Klement’s bozes
and bundles. :

“He wants the radio and the rifles
and whatever else his men can use
against the Fascists,” Costanzo said.

“Everything but the radio,” Ryan
replied firmly.

The Italian nodded in agreement and
stepped back from the radio with a last
reluctant pat. He joined Ryan, Fin-
cham and Costanzo at the table, where
the map was spread out.

“Tell him what we intend to do,”
Ryan said.

The Italian spoke rapidly, making
stabbing gestures at Tirano. Costanzo’s
face grew somber. :

&’m afraid it’s bad news, Cuhnel,” he

said. “The tracks don’t go right "

through Tirano. It's what he calls a
head-in station. You go in and then
have to back out and switch onto a
different track for the border.”

“We’'ll work something out,” Ryan
said. “Find out how far it is to the bor-
der and whether they keep it blocked.”

It was five uphill kilometers to the
border crossing at Campo Cologno,
which had a well guarded check-
point but no fixed barricade. It could,
however; be quickly blocked if the
guards wanted to stop a train.

Ryan rubbed his chin. “Ask him if
he thinks he could take the checkpoint
and.hold it ten minutes,” he said.

The Italian said he could.

Heinke said, “Colonel!” and held up
his hand. “Milan just told SS head-
quarters we've been reported overdue at
Verona. SS headquarters is trying to
contact us.”

Ryan pondered a moment. “Here’s
what we’ll do,” he said. “When we roll
into Tirano, they won’t be expecting us
or know who we are. Unless Rome has
alerted ’em by radio. In that case, we've
had it. We’ll know when we get there.
We head into the station as if we in-
tend to stop and report in. We'll have
a man in German uniform hanging on
the end of the last car. The minute we
roll past the switch to the outbound
track, he’ll signal us with his flashlight
and drop off. As soon as he’s thrown it,
he’ll give us another signal. Then we
start backing out. That’s when we tip
our hand. We should be out of the
depot before they can stop us. But from
then on, everything they've got will be
alerted. Including the checkpoint.”

Fincham nodded.

“This is where timing becomes im-
portant,” Ryan continued. “We’ll have
to work out a signal. We'll give him red
and green flares. When we enter the
depot, we’ll give him two short blasts on
the whistle. That's his signal to move.
As soon as he has the checkpoint se-

cured, he gives us a green flare. If
they’re beaten off, he'll fire a red. If he
gives us a red, we’ll abandon the train
and start scrambling. We’ll unlock all
the doors before we pull out of here.”

Fincham touched his mustache with
a knuckle. “Seems sound enough.”

“All right,” said Ryan. “Padre and
I'll ride in the cab. Everybody else ex-
cept the man on the last car gets back
into his own uniform. Fincham, tell
Evans to get Captain Stein and report
back here. Then go down the line and
tell every car we're on the last leg and
nobody’s to move until they hear one
long blast of the whistle. At the long
blast, they’re to take off and scatter.
And, Colonel, I want every dead German
moved into the car behind the engine.”

Fincham shot him a questioning look.

“We’re not going into a neutral coun-
try with a load of dead Krauts,” Ryan
said. “We’'ll send the car back with the
engine.

“I'm going outside to wait for the
tank truck,” Ryan went on. “If Heinke
picks up anything, let me know.”

He took Costanzo and the Italian for-
ward. At five after four, Fincham came
running out of the darkness. ‘“Heard
something coming our way,” he said.
“Think it’s our bowser?”

“It’s due,” said Ryan.

They could all hear the grinding
sound of a heavy vehicle running slowly
and a pair of dim, bluish lights nmicked
the darkness like the eyes of some mon-
strous cat. A tank truck marked with
a swastika lurched to a halt abreast of
the locomotive. Two grinning Italians
climbed from the cab.

Costanzo spoke to the man who
seemed to be in charge, then turned a
stricken face toward Ryan.

“Cuhnel,” he said. “He says it’ll take
an hour to get up steam again.”

CHAPTER EIGHT

RYAN looked at his watch. “Four-ten,”
he said. “Yesterday morning, dawn was
at six-six. Up here, it'll be four or five
minutes later. If we can get up steam
by five-ten, we'll still have about an
hour before dawn. We’re not dead yet.
Let’s get back inside.”

Inside the commander’s car, Stein
and Evans had already changed uni-
form and Heinke was buttoning a
khaki shirt.

“What's
Ryan asked.

“They couldn’t find any Gruppen-
fuehrer Dietrich. Just a Hauptmann
Diederich. Now they think the diver-
sion to Monza was some personal busi-
ness of Major’s Klement’s. They opened
the boxes and found ’em full of loot.
He’s in big trouble with the SS.”

Klement looked up.

“That’s a break,” said Ryan.
what about the train?”

“They think we must be stalled some-
where between Carnate and Bergamo,
sir. They've got patrols out.”

Ryan looked at the map. “We can
make it to Tirano in under twenty
minutes. Then another fifteen to the
checkpoint. Thirty-five minutes at the
outside. That’ll leave our friends a

the latest,
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ness to cover their pullout. Padre, let’s
get to the engine and see how our
steam’s coming.”

One of the Italians took them into
the cab and showed them a gauge. “He
says fifteen to twenty minutes, Cuhnel,”
Costanzo said.

“Then let’s get our friends started
for the checkpoint,” Ryan said.

The Italian leader brought his trucks
up, and his men quickly loaded the Ger-
man weapons and supplies.

“It’'s ten to five,” Ryan said. “We'll
be on our way in another fifteen min-
utes. Padre, tell him if he doesn’t get
our signal by five-forty, it'll mean we
got held up and he won’t have time to
pull out before first light. And he’d bet-
ter not wait any longer.”

The Italian pointed at the radio.

“He’d sure like to have it,” Costanzo
said, looking at Ryan.

“Captain Stein,” Ryan said, “as soon
as we start backing out of the station,
you and Evans bundle up the radio in
Klement’s mattress and button it in that
sleeping bag. Then drop it out the door
when we get close to the crossing. May-
be it won’t get too banged wup.”

“Grazie, Colonnello, mille grazie,”
the Italian said when it was trans-
lated for him. He shook Ryan’s hand,
saluted and kissed him on both cheeks
before departing.

Ryan took Klement, the engineer, the
fireman and Costanzo to the cab. He
ordered Klement to sit on the floor.

hen Ryan watched the gauge. The

indicator crept toward the mark with
excruciating slowness. Twenty minutes
later, it reached the mark.

“Let’s roll,” Ryan cried.

The engineer backed against the
tender and crossed his arms.

“He says he won’t do it,” Costanzo
said. “Not even if you kill him.”

“We’ll see about that,” Ryan said,
reaching out for the engineer.

Costanzo put a hand on his arm.
“Ah' think Ah can run the engine,
Cuhnel. Ah've been watching them.
There’s not that much to it.”

“All right. I'm taking the engineer
back to our car for safekeeping. Here’s
my rifle. Keep your eye on Klement.”

Ryan hustled the engineer back to
the commander’s car and instructed
Fincham to push him out when they

got outside the station at Tirano. He.

was returning to the engine when
Fincham called him back.

“Milan’s got through to Lecco,”
Fincham said. “Lecco told Milan about
the bridge. Said nothing could have
gone past it. They’ve a party out hav-
ing a look from Lecco to the bridge.”

Costanzo was looking back anxiously
from the cab. “Ah was wondering what
was keeping you, Cuhnel.”

Ryan mounted to the cab. “Where’s
the fireman?”

The fireman was gone.

“He was here just now,” Costanzo"

said. “He must have . . . When Ah
looked back for you. Ah’m sorry.”
Ryan looked at his watch. Five-six-
teen. “Nothing we can do about it now,
Padre. Get her rolling. I'll fire.”
The train edzed forward, gathering

speed as the great drive wheels took
hold. Ryan shoveled coal into the’fire-
box. After fifteen minutes, he told
Costanzo to ease back on the throttles.

“We must be getting close now,” he
said. “We can’t just go barreling into
the station.”

At five thirty-four, they recognized
the outlines of a town against the dark
sky, and at five thirty-eight, they began
creeping into the station.

Two German soldiers with rifles slung
over their shoulders watched them ap-
proach. Ryan looked back along. the
train. A short flash of light cleaved the
darkness.

“Two blasts on the whistle, Padre!”
Ryan said urgently.

The light gleamed a second time.

“That’s it!” Ryan cried.

The train stopped with a grinding
shudder, poised motionless for a mo-
ment, then crept backward. The soldiers
began walking toward the train. As the
train increased speed, the sound of gun-
fire came from far up the slope.

“Halt!” shouted the first soldier. He
stopped and raised his rifle to his
shoulder as the other one caught up
with him. Ryan took careful aim and
shot the German in the head. The other
soldier threw himself to the ground and
began firing.

“Kill the headlight!” Ryan cried.

The train was now moving as fast as
a fat man could run, and the German
soldier had stopped firing and run to
the fallen man.

“Let’s jettison Klement,” Ryan said.
“He can’t hurt us now.”

He pulled Klement to his feet. “Over
you go!”

Klement hit and rolled like a ball,
almost colliding with the engineer, who
had just come tumbling out of the com-
mander’s car. The engineer rolled once
and sprang to his feet, shaking his fist.
Then Klement was on his feet, too, and
running after the locomotive, shouting.

ow the train was pushing laborious-

ly up a long grade. Far up ahead,

the snow-clad tops of mountains were

whitening in the refracted rays of a sun

still far below the horizon. The gunfire

at the checkpoint had diminished to
sporadic bursts.

Off to the left, a burst of red and
yellow fire bloomed in the night and
the air reverberated with thunder as
concussion sent a wave of shock rippling
along the train. Ryan looked back to-
ward the road from Sondrio to see a
flash of light as a second explosion
shook the train.

“Tank!” he cried.

Up ahead, a green flare hung in the
air for a moment, then arched toward
the ground. Shells were now. exploding
ahead of the front cars.

“They’re trying to hit the tracks,”
Ryan said.

A stream of tracers lobbed at the
locomotive with illusory slowness from
the darkness behind them, and bullets
ripped the tender.

“Armored car!” Ryan cried.
ing on us! Fireball her, Padre!”

“We're going just as fast as we possi-
bly can,” Costanzo said huskily.

“Gain-

A flickering, candlelike light arced
through the air a hundred yards behind
them and suddenly the armored car was
sharply visible, painted in fire. An ex-
plosion sent flames spurting ftom its
ports and it fell on its side, one blazing
tire spinning in a circle of fire.

“Molotov cocktail!” Ryan cried. “He
had a man covering our rear.”

“Good show!” Fincham bellowed from
the open door of the commander’s car,
almost as if in answer to Ryan’s words.

A bundle flew out of the commander’s
car to roll along the right of way. It
was the radio.

A truck loomed out of the darkness
and passed the engine. The Italian
leaned half out of the cab, his fingers
held in the victory sign.

“Arrivederci, - amico!” he bawled.
“Buona fortuna.” '

he first cars were crossing into
Switzerland now. And then they
were all across the border.

Costanzo set the brakes and the train
slid over the smooth rails. The German
tank had stopped firing and the last
echoes died away in the surrounding
hills to leave a plangent silence.

The car doors popped open and men
came spilling out as if poured from
buckets, to roll on the ground, jump to
their feet and shout, to leap into the
air and beat one another on back and
shoulders. Some of them knelt and
kissed the earth. The Swiss border
guards came from their posts to look on
incredulously.

Ryan gave a long sigh and climbed
down stifly from the cab. His body was
a lump of aches and his mind was
blurred writh fatigue. He wanted to lie
down in his tracks and sleep. He pulled
himself erect and faced the prisoners,
as straight and controlled as the day he
walked into P. G. 202.

Fincham had uncoupled the car.

“Start her back toward Tirano and
bail out, Padre,” Ryan ordered.

Then the throng of men was upon
him. Still cheering, they raised him to
their shoulders and bore him back along
the train. At every car, exultant men
called out his name and pressed around
him to shake his hand.

Fincham was busy at the last car.
He had found a bucket of paint and a
brush by an unfinished shed and was
slopping hasty letters on the side of
the car. Ryan climbed down from the
eagerly clutching hands and looked at
the boxcar.

He threw back his head and laughed.

The sign said: VoN RYAN’S EXPRESS.

“Look at von Ryan! He’s laughing!”

The cheering swelled to a great roar.

“Damn it, Colonel!” Fincham yelled.
“You did it!” )

“Congratulations, gentlemen,” Ryan
said. “And thanks.”

Ryan stood back and surveyed the
dripping letters on the boxcar again,
his hands clasped behind him in the
old, familiar manner. ‘Suddenly, his ex-
pression changed.

“Colonel,” he snapped. “You know
better than to deface government issue.
You’ve got exactly five minutes to police
up that mess.” e o o
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