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WE'RE MAKING

IT EASIER THAN EVER TO BECOME A WELL PAID

RADIO-TELEVISION SERVICE TECHNICIAN

MOW -Just {/ StartsYou Training in

the SPRAYBERRY Learn-by-Doing” Way

BIG, COMPLETE KITS
of PARTS & EQUIPMENT

To help you learn fast the practical aide
f Radio-Television, we

send you expertly engi-

neered training kits to

test and assemble for

interesting.

valuable

shop-bench

practice!

o The new Sprayberry
Training Television Re-
ceiver, built and

in 5sections.

o You build Now offered ... this fine

this power-
ful two-

band radio
receiver.

LEARN
SPARE

You build the
new Spray-
berry tester
—acomplete

meter test
meter.

ODD AVDETDDV ACADEMY OF
drKAID tK K| RADIO-TELEVISION

1512 Jarvis Ave., Dept. 103-E, Chicago 26, lllinois

I’ll prove to you that | can prepare you to
become a trained Radio and Television
Serviceman in a few months’ time . . .
ready to step into a good paying job with
a real future! Mail coupon-postcard now! MASON = WARNER.

Men by the thousands .. .trained Radio-Television Service Technicians ...are needed
at once! Perhaps you’ve thought about entering this interesting, top paying field, but
lack of ready money held you back. Now—just $6 enrolls you for America’s finest,
most up-to-date home study training in Radio-Television! This offer is made because
Radio-Television must have the additional men it needs as quickly as possible. We are
willing to do our part by making Sprayberry Training available for less money down
and on easier terms than ever before. This is your big opportunity to get the training
you need ... to step into a fine job or your own Radio-Television Service Business*

Get Practical Experience Radio-TV Needs You Now!

with 25 Kits of Radio-TV Parts

In addition to modern lessons, you train
with actual parts and equipment. Build

the famous Sprayberry Training Televi-

sion Set, Multi-Range Tester, 2-Band
Radio, other Test Equipment—all yours
to keep. Get latest training on Color TV,
Transistors, Hi-Fi and UHF Conversions
to make your training more valuable.

Get all the facts... FREE!

Radio-Television needs you! See how and
why Sprayberry Radio-Television home
training offers you more. Three training
plans to suit your exact needs. Low pay-
ment ... only $6 starts you. Backed by over
27 years of distinguished training expe-
rience. Rush special postcard—reply cou-
pon for catalog and free sample lesson.

The Radio-Television industry is begging for trained men for
interesting, profitable service work ... get set now!

new 60 page catalog and actual sample lesson
This coupon needs no stamp or envelope. Just write name in
upper left corner, cut out along dotted line and drop in any mail
box. Pay no attention to printing on back of the card. By return
mail you’ll receive our big 60 page catalog and free sample lesson.

WRITE NAME AND ADDRESS-Cut out card and mail.A(

YOUR ro N »
NAME. Postage Stamp
Necessary
ADDRESS. If Mailed in the
United States
TOWN- -STATE.
BUSINESS REPLY MAIL
First Class Permit No. 34316, Chicago, 111
SPRAYBERRY AcaDemy
OF RADIO-TELEVISION
Dept. 103E 1512 Jarvis, Chicago 26,



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

IT TAKES A REAL
MAN TO WIN AN
|.C.S. DIPLOMA!

Here’s training for the man who can take it
“straight”—without the fancy trimmings.

With I.C.S., your “classroom” is your home.
Your “laboratory” or “shop” is the place you
work. Every minute you spend is productive—no
commuting, no long-winded discussion groups,
no waiting for slower students to catch up.

You gauge your progress not by marks and
grades alone but by pay boosts and promotions.
And these are likely to come fast.

This is the most demanding kind of training.
You select your own subjects, set your own pace,
apply what you learn to your own specific needs
—all while holding down a full-time job and
possibly supporting a family.

Is it any wonder that men who can win I.C.S.
diplomas often turn out to be leaders in their
fields? 1.C.S. has more of its former students
now in supervisory and management positions
than any other school.

It takes a real man to win an I.C.S. diploma.
And the first step is mailing the coupon. Such
a simple act sounds easy. Actually, it’s the one
thing that separates the “planners” from the
“plodders.” If you’re the man we think you are,

you’ll mail the coupon NOW.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 97341K, SCRANTON 15, PENNA.
Without cost or obligation, send me "HOW to SUCCEED" and the opportunity booklet about the field BEFORE which I have marked X (plus sample lesson):

ARCHITECTURE
and BUILDING
CONSTRUCTION
Air Conditioning
Architecture

Arch. Drawing and
Designing

Building Contractor
Building Estimator
Carpenter Builder
Carpentry and Millwork
Carpenter Foreman
Heating

Painting Contractor
Plumbing

Reading Arch. Blueprints
ART

Commercial Art
Magazine lilus.

Show Card and

Sign Lettering
Sketching and Painting
AUTOMOTIVE
Automobile

Auto Body Rebuilding
and Refinishing

Auto Engine Tuneup
Auto Technician
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Name.
City.

Occupation.
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AVIATION
Aero-Engineering Technology
Aircraft & Engine Mechanic
BUSINESS

Accounting

Advertising

Business Administration
Business Management

Cost Accounting

Creative Salesmanship
Managing a Small Business
Professional Secretary
Public Accounting
Purchasing Agent
Salesmanship

Salesmanship and
Management

Traffic Management
CHEMICAL

Analytical Chemistry
Chemical Engineering

Chem. Lab. Technician
Elements of Nuclear Energy
General Chemistry

Natural Gas Prod, and Trans.
Petroleum Prod, and Engr.
Professional Engineer (Chem)
Pulp and Paper Making

-Zone. .State.

-Canada....

(Partial list of 258 courses)

I. C. S., Scranton 15, Penna.

Accredited Member,
National Home Study Council

ClVIL O Good English Q Industrial Electronics
ENGINEERING O High School Mathematics O Practical Radio-TV EngTg
Civil Engineering O High School Science O Practical Telephony
Construction Engineering O Short Story Writing O Radio-TV Servicing
Highway Engineering
Professional Engineer (Civil) |Ln§UASEiE|R;:§r:|n’I1;18hip RAILROAD
Reading Struc Blueprints O Industrial Supervision O Car Inspector and Air Brake
Sanitary Engineer O Personnel-Labor Relations O Diesel Electrician
Structural Engineering O Supervision O Diesel Engr. and Fireman
O Surveying and Mapping O Diesel Locomotive
DRAFTING MECHANICAL
O Aircraft Drafting O SiggeISEﬂgﬁ)nZs STEAM and
O Architectural Drafting O Gas.Elec. Weldin DIESEL POWER
O Draftin Machine Design mEiek. fing O Combustion Engineering
afting & Machine Desig O Industrial Engineerin i
O Electrical Drafting - 9 9. O Power Plant Engineer
- ; O Industrial Instrumentation O Stati Diesel E
O Mechanical Drafting O Industrial Metallurgy ationary Diesel Engr.
O Sheet Metal Drafting O Industrial Safety 0 Stationary Fireman
O Structural Drafting 0 Machine Shop Practice TEXTILE
ELECTR | ,CAL. 0 Mechanical Engineering O Carding and Spinning
O Electrical Engineering O Professional Engineer (Mech) 5 cotton Manufacture
O Elec. Engr. Technician D Quality Control ) O Cotton Warping and Weaving
O Elec. Light and Power O Reading Shop Blueprints D Loom Fixing Technician
O Practical Electrician 0 Refrigeration and 0 Textile Designing
0 Practical Lineman Air Conditioning ) O Textile Finishing & Dyeing
O Professional Engineer (Elec) 0O Tool Design O Tool Making Throwing
HIGH SCHOOL RADIO, TELEVISION O Warping and Weaving
O General Electronics Tech. O Worsted Manufacturing

O High School Diploma

-Age.

.Home Address.

.Working Hours.

_AM. to P.M..

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

Special low monthly tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces.
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How to build a big-pay future
In the Air Conditioning and
Refrigeration industry with

CTl Home Training Kits

A Dbetter job or your own business

The news is spreading fast: America’s

finest opportunity field is now Air Con-
ditioning and Refrigeration! Today there are over 150
million domestic and industrial units in use. Over 6 mil-
lion new freezers, refrigerators and air conditioners are
manufactured annually. So quickly is the industry ex-
panding that 20,000 service technicians must he trained
each year. Yes, air conditioning is a big, uncrowded field
where the opportunities are as large as the paychecks!
Learn at home by practicing. It’s easy to master this craft.
CTI sends you 25 kits of parts and tools to build a heavy-
duty, commercial-type, V* h.p. condensing unit (illus-
trated above). You complete 23 work projects—do 10
trouble-shooting jobs. Then you build an air conditioner,
freezer, refrigerator or milk cooler.
Make money as you train. So practical is CTI training
that manﬁ students earn extra cash fixing and installing.
Some make calls on their own; others work for local appli-
ance dealers. CTI training pays its way—actually puts

FIRST GET THE FACTS-THEN DECIDE
Mail Coupon Today for 2 Free Booklets

you in a part-time business while you’re still a student!
Be a service engineer. Few universities offer refrigeration
courses. As a result, the industry chooses its engineers
from technician ranks. If you have above-average ability,
you too may get into planning and estimating—the engi-
neering phase of a great business.

Go in business. This is one of the easiest of all fields in
which to start small anddgrow big. You make friends as
you make calls, and build a list of potential customers.
You also can sign service contracts with food stores,
taverns, motels, restaurants, etc. CTI has special infor-
mation on how to get started.

Write for new catalog. Your opportunities in the air
conditioning and refrigeration industry are thoroughly
covered in our big new booklet. Mail coupon for your
free copy. We’ll also send a lesson sample so you can see
for yourself how easy it is to learn this top-pay, secure
craft. Be sure to mail coupon today.—Commercial Trades
Institute, Chicago 26, Illinois.

COMMERCIAL TRADES INSTITUTE
1400 GREENLEAF AVENUE

CHICAGO 26, ILLINOIS DEPT- R'655

Send catalog. Success in Air Conditioning A Refrigeration, and
Lesson Sample. Both FREE.

Age
Address

Zone State



THE $10,000 CHALLENGE ONLY
JOE WEIDER DARES TO MAKE!

MY GUARANTEE!

U/ Use my system
for trainin

and you will gain twice as

much muscle and triple your power in

less than Half The Time it would take
if you followed any other method.

JOE WEIDER The Muscle Builder
Trainer of The Champions

CLANCY ROSS
"MR. AMERICA"
"MR. UNIVERSE"

CLANCY ROSS, mass of power-laden muscles—
mighty 20-inch arms, 50-inch chest, shoulders of
iron a yard wide says: Do what | di
follow Weider as your leader—mail that coupon
for your Free Trial Course Today!”

IN 15 MINUTES I'LL PROVE
YOU CAN HAVE A RUGGED
VIRILE, HE-MAN BODY!

JUST 15 MINUTES TO THAT RUGGED,
DYNAMIC, HE-MAN BUILD YOU ALWAYS
WANTED! Give me 15 minutes right in the pri-
vacy of your own home and | will prove to you
that in half the time and with twice the ease, in
just a few minutes daily, | will, through my
TRIPLE-PROGRESSION COURSE, slap inches
of steel muscles to your pipe stem arms, pack
your chest with power and size, give you life-
guard shoulders, dynamic, speedy athletic legs—
add jet-charged strength to every muscle in your
body. | don’t care if you’re short or tall, skinny
or fat, office-worker, laborer, school-boy, or busi-
nessman, | must make a new virile he-man out of
you, and also . .. help you build "inner strength”
that will give you the virile look that women admire
and men envy. What | did for Andre Lepine, Jack
Delinger, Ray Schaffer and other “Mr. America”
winners—and thousands of weaklings—I can do
for you! Yes, I can turn you into a real He-Man.

Don't miss this once-in-a lifetime opportunity

LET ME PROVE TO YOU, AT MY OWN EX-
PENSE, EVERYTHING | SAY CAN BE DONE!

Free Muscle Building Trial
Offer. Fill out coupon and
mail to me. I’ll rush you my
GIANT 48 page course, filled
with exercises, training
secrets, heroic photos of
mighty champions and pri-
vate advice on how you can
become a muscle star fast!
This sensational offer is
%ood only to males between
3 and 65 in good health.

AMAZING FREE TRIAL OFFER

JOE WEIDER Dept. 41-129]
801 Palisades Avenue, Union City, N. J.

Shoot the works, Joe! Rush me my FREE INTRO-
DUCTORY POWER-PACKED, MUSCLE-BUILDING
COURSE. (I enclose only 10c to cover cost of han-
dling and mailing.) | am under no obligation.

Name- -Age-
Address-

City

1Cclito rn

THE RICHTHOFEN RIDDLE

Getting and running a story such as
i KILLED RICHTHOFEN is quite an
experience. This story demands that just
about every World War | aviation book
he rewritten. Naturally we were very
curious as to why this story never came
out before and asked writer Dale Titler
how come. Here is his answer:

“As a boy of twelve, | read Floyd Gib-
bon’s account of Baron von Richthofen’s
death under the guns of A Roy Brown, a
Canadian fighter pilot of 209 Squadron,
R.A.F. Australian ground fire was also
noted, and something was said about the
Aussies putting in a claim for Richt-
hofen, although the author declined to
elaborate.

That vague reference lodged in the
back of my mind where it has haunted me
for twenty-one years, Fourteen months
ago | decided to banish this ghost when
| undertook the job of finding out what,
if anything, was behind that stifled cry of
protest that had emanated from the
muddy trenches of 1918 France.

f couldn’t find the answers in England,
Canada or America. So | turned to
Australia. There, to my surprise, |1 was
able to contact a former Gunner of the
53rd Battery, Australian Field Artillery,
a man who can reveal what actually hap-
pened on that fateful morning of April
21st. His name is Robert Buie. He is no
stranger to Australians. His story is true.

The reason | know this, Mr. Curran,
is because 1 have seen the official docu-
ments and papers in his possession. He
has sworn to them and has agreed to
present them for American publication.

In the event your readers may wonder
why this man has never been brought to
light before, let me say that the facts
have aliuays been available. Just why two
generations of writers never bothered
to take the time and trouble to dig them
out, is as much a mystery to me as it may

be to them.”
-Dale M. Titler
Marianna, Fla.

In the meantime we had also checked
with the Australian War Memorial at
Canberra, inquiring particularly about
the documents on page 15. Herewith the
answer:

“With reference to your letter dated
8th September, 1959, it is advised that
the photostat is of two documents in-
cluded in the Library of the Australian
War Memorial and presented for inclu-
sion in the collection by Gunner R. Buie,
53rd Battery, A.F.A., on 20th July, 1931.”

—J. McGrath
Australian War Memorial
Canberra, A.C.T.
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HULIE AND SPRINGS WILL BE COMING

We felt the Richthofen story was so
hot we rammed it into this issue at the
expense of two stories we advertised—
The Huey Long story by William
Bradford Huie and the Elliott White
Springs story by William E Barrett.
They'll be with us soon—though we have
another WW 1 ace already on our Janu-
ary cover. He is Hermann Goering—that’s
right—who won the Pour Le Merite as a
pilot in WW 1

DILUNGER AND THE F.B.I. . ..

... will be fighting their war over again
in another story we have in the works.
In the meantime we recommend the
F.B.l. story—a top-notch movie starring
Jimmy Stewart. Not only is this loaded
with action but—and how did this hap-
pen, fellas>—June Allyson does not play
Jimmy’s wife in the movie.

Another good action flick is The Horse
Soldiers, starring John Wayne. This is
based on the novel of the same name and
the novel was based on Grierson’s raid—
The Dash That Derailed Dixie you’ll
read about on pg. 44. Remember we said
"based on” when you see a lovely lass
joining the troop.

Speaking of lovely lasses, the January
issue will introduce a new feature—Hur-
rell Visits—which will have ace photog-
rapher George Hurrell snapping a new
beauty every month.

BEST BARROOM BET OF THE MONTH

—Just bet anyone that he can’t spell the
name of the Russian’s head man,
Khrushchev. Only trouble there is he
mightn’t be head man by the time you

read this.
—Bob Curran

THIS MAGAZINE GUARANTEED
OR DOUBLE YOUR MONEY BACK

We make such an offer for one reason only
— to get new readers by calling attention forci-
bly to CAVALIER as a magazine whose editors
are so proud of the material between its covers
that they will make this sensational offer.

All we ask in making this offer is that you
give us a "fair shake.” Read every story in the
magazine, then ask yourself this question: Have
| received the value of the purchase price of
CAVALIER in reading entertainment?

If the answer is "Yes,” then we know we
have gained another steady reader.

If the answer is "No,” then:

1. Return the complete front cover of this
magazine to us.

2. Write us a letter (pen and ink or type-
written) of not less than 50 words telling us
why you did not like the magazine.

3. Send your letter and the front cover of
CAVALIER in the same envelope by first class
mail to CAVALIER, Department 2, New York 36,

Y.
This offer closes December 1, 1959.



CASH! CASH! CASH! FASCINATIHG PUZZLES! FABULOUS PRIZES!

HERE right in your hand is the opportunity to enter this great new Puzzle Game in which you
may personally WIN A CASH FORTUNE OF $75,000.00. Thats right, as much as $75,000.00
is what YOU may win in this fabulous Hammond Atlas “Everybody Wins” TREASURE ISLAND
GAME! Stop and think what you could do with an amount of cash, so large, that only a select few
people ever accumulate it in a lifetime! Now that “House of your Dreams” could be within reach . ..
Education for your children assured ...
Capital to start a business of your own ...

yearned for . ..

>/

a magnificent World Tour ...

now come true. This may be the Big Chance you've been hoping for!

YOU ENTER FREE! No Statements — No Jingles — No Box Tops — No Guesswork — Only Skill Counts!
we’ll send you Puzzles #5-#8 by RETURN MAIL (within
14 days) together with the official rules and complete de-
tails of how you may win up to S$75.000.00 in this exciting
game (which for lack of space have not been printed here).
Now study the sample puzzle below.

Yes, you enter this contest FREE. Everything you need to
start is right on this page before you. The first four Official
Puzzles (#1-#4) are at right below. Simply send in your
solution to these four puzzles on one of the FREE Entry
. that's all you have to do to enter . . .

Coupons below . .

SAMPLE PUZZLE

In this Samﬂle Puzzle which is typical of all basic
Official Puzzles tl

ere are just enough letters scrambled

to correctly spell out the name of a certain island. Now
look at the Clues. "Largest island in the Mediterranean.”

Of course you know this is Sicily and, sure enough, when
you unscramble the letters, that’s exactly the island name
you come up with. Furthermore, you can tell by the outline
of the island that you've got the correct answer. Finally,

I~ w S
Largest Island in the Mediterranean.

000000

the pictured objects in the puzzle (Mt. Etna—a hot sun),
also suggest Sicily. (NOTE: An additional clue with each set
of basic Official Puzzles will be a list of island names from
which to select your answers.)

WHY DO WE OFFER THIS EXCITING FREE ENTRY CONTEST?

C. S. HAMMOND & CO. for over half a century has been one of the foremost publishers of
Maps and Atlases in the world* Perhaps you have an old edition in your home. But the world
is changing — up-to-date geographic material is a must if you and your family are to keep
abreast of the momentous changes going on in the world today. Particularly if there are chil-
dren, we urge that you make this contest one for the whole family. The purpose of this contest

is to make you conscious of the wealth of in-
formation available in Hammond Maps and
Atlases, as well as to give you the opportunity
to win huge Cash Prizes. We know that this
contest will win new friends for Hammond
because you will enjoy the Fun and Excitement
and the truly Educational Challenge these
Puzzles represent. This intriguing game is of
great pride to us and you can be sure that we
will conduct the finest and fairest contest ever
offered. Winning solutions will be certified by
one of America’s outstanding independent
firms of Public Accountants
MAIL SOLUTIONS TO PUZZLES
#1, #2, #3 AND #4 TODAY!

Solve the first four OFFICIAL PUZZLES,
enter your solutions on one Coupon below,
and get it into the mail to us at once, together
with a stamped, self-addressed envelope, in
whlch we will RUSH to you Puzzles #5, #6,
3y7 LA Sometimes, things put off never get
done and with all that cash waiting for the
winners this may be one of the MOST—AM-
PORTANT DECISTONS ywni wilt ever b#
called upon to make.

m-m m a i THIS COUPON FOR a
1 Mail To: TRKASURI ISLAND OAMI

m Box 3715, Grand Central Station I
2New York 17, N. Y.

| Please RUSH Puzzles #5, #6. tt7 and it8 together
| with official rules and details of this exciting
I understand this obligates me in no way.

| NAME

| ADDRESS

jemr...
I O lenclose a stamped, self-addrtssed envelope 19

relative or

FREE ENTRY COUPON

‘EVERYBODY WINS THIS PRIZE!

Even tho 08 d n one he 500 m%—s&
w8 wm p smve n you
Color "FABU_CIJS

ideal for framin
1ACand locatbs_ fambis' lost treasur\lfggf(otahng millions g%
dollars still waiting to be found. Retails at $3.

friend

Print Four Areners below

YOU MUST ENCLOSE A STAMPED SELF-ADDRESSED ENVaOPE

the Pleasure Boat you've always
a thousand and one hopes and dreams could

500
CASH

f« « s

YOU MAY WIN:

HRST PRZE. <5000

2nd PRIZE $17,000.00
3rd PRIZE $9,000.00
PRIZE $5 000.00
PRIZE $3,000.00
PRIZE $1,500.00
PRIZE $1,000.00
PRIZE $500.00
9th Through 36th PRIZES
$50.00 Each
37th Through 500th PRIZES
$25.00 Each

t» SSSS5

HOW TO PLAY THIS GAME
The correct answer to each of the four FREE Puzzles below is the name of an island. The
object of the game is to spell out the correct island name in each puzzle by unscrambling
the letters in the puzzle. The pictured objects and other clues will help you verify your
solutions.
The correct answer to each of the four puzzles below is among the following island names.
ICELAND PALMERSTON PUERTO RICO OAHU
CUBA HAWAII IRELAND HAINAN

PUZZLES 1-4 INCLUSIVE S50 0n s o Do0r o iy

C Inhabitants of this island are
United States Citizens.

[ICX

Famous for cigars

ooono

Isle of the Hule Hula.

oooooo

Saint Patrick drove out the snakes from this
shamrock [ ] O O O O O O

mmmmmmmmm this coupon

FREE ENTRY COUPON
Print Your Arewers bdew

you enter on
Mail To: TREASURE ISLAND GAME

Box 2715, Grand Central Station
New York 17, N. Y.

Please RUSH Puzzles #5, #6, tt7 and #8 t
with official rules and details of this exciting
I understand this obligates me In no way.

jether

j NAME
C. S HAMMOND | ADORESS
&CO Puzzle #3
. CITY..oooivviviieiiiiiieieniennen. ZONE..... STATE
puzzle #4 . MAP PUBLISHERS O 1 enclose a stamped, self-addressed envelope 19 Puzzle # 4o, |
Since 1900
mimm you must enclose a staaaped selfaddressed ENvaopi m m Ji
*

5



THRUST X PARRY

Address all beefs and comments to cavaiier Magazine, 67 W. 44th St., New York City 36, N. Y.

CONGRESS REPORTS

Thank you very much for giving me an
opportunity to read William Bradford
Huie’s story on the "Servant-Athlete.”
(“The Great Service Servant-Athlete
Swindle,” Oct.)

It was one of the most forthright and
informative pieces | have read on the
subject. Mr. Huie and Cavalier have
struck a powerful blow for a more effec-
tive and efficient military force. . .

Frank Kowalski, U.S. Congressman
Washington, D.C.

I think this (“The Great Service
Servant-Athlete Swindle™) was a provoca-
tive and well-written article which will
contribute in some measure toward the
effort of those interested in eliminating
waste of military manpower. Our objec-
tive in the House Armed Services Com-
mittee is to encourage the Department
of Defense to make certain that in each
of the Armed Services necessary precau-
tions are taken to avoid mal-assignment
of military manpower.

Mr. Huie’s article was very interesting
and brought forth several matters which
I am certain the Subcommittee on the
Utilization of Military Manpower will
want to look into.

Melvin Price, U.S. Congressman
Washington, D.C.

MONTY’S BROTHER COUNTER-
ATTACKS

I am an elder brother of Field-Marshal
Viscount Montgomery and | have read
the article on Page 48 of your September
issue ("The Flat of Our Blade™) with
considerable amusement, although it is
unnecessarily scurrilous.

| yield to no man in my belief that
everyone is entitled to his opinion, but
only if it is based on facts, which is far
from the case in the article in question.
The most glaring errors are the following:

1 In pouring scorn on the British effort
at Falaise you obviously do not under-
stand the master plan for the Normandy
campaign, which was such a tremendous
success. To reach Falaise the British
Second Army had to fight its way through
practically the whole of the German
armour, whereas the American forces in
executing the end sweep from St. Lo
came in behind it.

2. Arnhem of course was a deliberate
gamble for very high stakes which, if
successful, would have ended the war in
1944 and saved countless lives—about
which my brother was always very con-
cerned.

3. What you said about the Scheldt
Estuary makes no sense and is, | think,
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the first criticism voiced on that score.
You have probably thrown it in for good
measure.

way any man does who has known a
woman long and intimately—he takes
her for granted. There's something very

4. You say that Montgomery ignorantly touching in your concern over Kitty. Is

predicted that the Germans could not
possibly attack at the Ardennes, which
is directly contrary to the facts. He was
fully conscious of the danger created by
the thinness of the American lines and
warned General Eisenhower about it, but
a calculated risk was taken.

In writing this letter to you | rest
secure in the belief that 1 am not suf-
ficiently important to incur “The Flat
of Your Blade.”

D. S. Montgomery
Vancouver, Canada

In answer to Mr. Montgomery and
others we’ll review the criticisms of
Monty’s tactics:

Point 1. Falaise Gap. Gen, Omar
Bradley who was there said Monty’s tac-
tics “mystified”” him and “dismayed Eisen-
hower even more” and that they
“shocked” the Third Army which “looked
on helplessly as its quarry fled.”

2. Arnhem. No one denies this was a
disaster.

3. The Scheldt and Antwerp. Again
Bradley speaks to say “Indeed of all the
might-have-beens in the European cam-
paign, none was more agonizing than
this failure of Monty to open Antwerp.”

4. The Ardennes. On Dec. 15, 1944,
the day before the start of the German
offensive Monty issued a directive which
said, “His (the enemy?’s) situation is such
that he cannot stage major offensive op-
erations.”

MATT’S THE MATTER

Just now read the current "Blade”
episode, a truly wonderful character
analysis. 1 kept gettin' madder’n’ mad-
der, till 1 came to the reference to
Chester, then my attitude changed.

Agreed that “adult” westerns are de-
cidedly childish, but “Gunsmoke” is
about the easiest on the “adult” male
constitution. Cavalier is the “mosht.”

I, E. Gibson
New Philadelphia, Ohio

We like “Gunsmoke” too. Just tuould
like to see Matt Dillon loosen up.

Regarding Matt Dillon’s according-to-
you “dubious” and un-male relationship
with Kitty, my husband and | feel you
couldn’t be more wrong. Based upon the
very same data you have, we have reached
a completely opposite conclusion—ene
that’s far more logical, If | do say so
myself!

Matt reacts to Kitty in much the same

a woman writing "The Flat of Our
Blade?” Or has TOGETHERNESS
slopped over into your pages from the
women’s magazines?

“Gunsmoke” is the story of Dillon’s
public life, anyway. They don’t show how
he gets his laundry done, either.

Margaret Q. Wehinger
Fong Beach, Calif.

Yoicks! A woman write the Flat of the
Blade??!!! Where would you find one with
enough common sense? In re your ex-
planation: why then does Kitty always
look so downcast?

JUST THE FACTS, MAN

Cavalier’s editors deserve the Flat of
the Blade for including horror fiction in
its pages.

Such material is nothing more than
imaginative nonsense based on medieval
superstition and supernatural humbug—
hardly suitable fare for a magazine of the
mature and realistic nature of Cavalier.

Use this space for another good fact
story and forget about fiction.

Joseph liobinsky
Elizabeth, N. J-

HOOSIER HOT-TALK

We think William Seabrook must be
some kind of dope, wanting to eat human
flesh. (“Why | Wanted to Eat Human
Flesh,” Aug. Cavalier) | don’t like
those kind of stories. It made me sick.
My husband said he must be nuts. Cava-
tier has some good stories in it but leave
the naked women and girls out.

Mrs. Bess Campbell
Indianapolis. Ind.
[Continued on page 8]
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Thousands of Jobs
An Waiting for Trained Man

TN good times or bad, the man with

"know-how" is the man with a
secure future. Trained mechanics
and technicians are always in urgent
demand, and in practically ALL OP
THESE JOBS a knowledge of mathe-
matics is required.

Remember, mathematics is the
foundation of all technical work.
Give yourself this basic preparation
now by this quick, convenient, inex-
pensive method.

A COMPLETE MASTERY OF

MATHEMATICS

EASILY, QUICKLY

Learn Mathematics...get a BETTER JOB!

nuclear science, automation, jets and mis-
siles. In fact, the man who has prepared
himself can practically “write "his own

ow you, too, can learn mathematics
.and get the basic training for a bet-
ter_job .~ . the kind of training that is

quickly recognized today and gladly
paid for.

In today’s fast-moving scientific age,
there are Countless wonderful opportuni-
ties for men who know mathematics:
superintendents and foremen, technicians
and laboratory workers, designers, drafts-
men, mathematicians and engineers.
Companies are continually looking for

ticket.”

Now you can learn mathematics - the
foundation of all technical work - quick-
ly, easily, inexpensively and right in your
own home. A very simiple and interestin
course in book form has been dprepare
for you by an expert who has devoted a
lifetime fo teaching practical men _the
fundamentals of this important subject.

trained men, men who know mathematics, Every minute you spend on this com-
to help them keep up with the ever-in-  plete, practical course in mathematics
creasing demands in aviation, electronics,  will pay you big dividends.
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You start right from the beginning with a review_of

arithmetic that gives the special short cuts_and trick
oblems that save countless hours of time. Then, step
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minutes each day to these easy, practical lessons:

Here are but a few of the hundreds of subjects simplified and
explained in this complete self-study course in mathematics:

ARITHMETIC: Starting with a quick review
of principles, this book glyes you the special
calculation methods used in business and in-
dustry that every practical man should
know. Above all else it shows you how to
attain speed and accuracy with fractions
and decimals, ratio and ~proportion, etc.
Fundamentals in all computations in en%l—
neering—in both plant and field—and the
essential methods for rapid calculation are
made clear and simple.

ALGEBRA: This volume makes algebra a
live, interesting subject. The “author
starts with smﬁle problems that can be
solved by arithmetic and then shows
you how to applg_ algebraic methods.
Among other subjects, it teaches you

all about logarlthms-the method

of computation that engineers use

to save time. It also shows you

5 VOLUMES how to solve problems which are
1,598 Pages involved in business and industrial
llustrated work relating to machines, engines,

ships, autos, planes etc.

SEND NO MONEY

GEOMETRY: This book gives you the prac-
tical, common-sense method for solving all
problems in both plane and solid %eomet_ry
-problems ranging from the simplest dis-
tance ﬁroblems to the geometry of spheres
which have applications ranging all the way
from the atom to the earth Itself.
TRIGONOMETRY: Practically every problem
in machine work, land _surv_eyinP, mechanics,
astronomy and navigation is solved by meth-
ods of trigonometry, and this interesting
volume makes the methods of solving them
clear and easy. These methods are explained
simply with actual examples of calculations
of height and distance as applied to meteor-
ology, the position of a ship at sea. the con-
struction of buildings, bridges and dams, the
cutting of gears, etc.

CALCULUS: This branch of mathematics
deals with rate problems and is essential in
computations involving objects moving with
varfylng rates of sPeg . It also enables you
to find the most efficient design for any Kind
of mechanism, engine, or moving vehicle.

sMAIL THIS COUPON
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are convinced that this course is
exactly what you need and want
you may return the books and
owe nothing; or you may kee
them by sending us the small
down payment of $1.85, balance
In four monthly payments of $2.00
each. Take advantage of this op-
portunity. Mall the coupon NOW!
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Continued from page 6

ORDER, ORDER WHO
RUINED THE ORDER?

It was with great interest that | read
the story of the "Laconia Order” in your
September issue. (“The Bloodiest Allied
Double-Cross of World War 11.”) In your
article the author states that the plane
bombing the helpless survivors was a
"four motor Liberator with Allied identi-
fication markings” (English, according to
the illustration) .

In Defeat at Sea by C. D. Bekkar, who
was a member of the German Navy, the
author states “The Liberator with Ameri-
can identification marks came roaring
up.” Could you clarify this for me?

Albert Rayner
Kirkland Lake, Can.

Author Edward F. Oliver replies:

Mr. Rayner’s source of information ap-
pears to be Mr. C. D. Bekker who was
a member of the German Navy. Mere
naval service does not qualify Bekker as
an eyewitness to the Laconia affair.

In view of the fact that the Depart-
ment of Air Force has no record of such
an incident, 1 maintain there will always
be a question as to whether the aircraft
was British or American manned.

The article quite correctly used the
word “‘allied” and there can be no argu-
ment but what this word is technically
correct.

NEWS FOR PIN-UP PINERS

I enjoy your fine magazine very much,
especially the stories about the War be-
tween the States. But, being an ardent
admirer of the more beautiful category
of the female sex, | would greatly ap-
preciate more Pin-Up art. Much more.
Very much more. | would consider it
very kind of you to honor my humble
request. Thank you.

Reader ir Student of Pin-Ups
Houston, Texas

Starting with our January issue we will
introduce a new Cavalier feature, Hur-
rell Visits . . , which will have George
Hurrell, the Hollywood glamor photog-

rapher, shooting an outstanding beauty
each month.

His first choice is Diane Webber and
even if youVve seen Diane before you've
never really seen her until you see her
through Hurrell’s camera’s eye. You’ll see
four pages of full color, in keeping with

Diane, No. 1 choice

Cavalier’s policy of trying to find the
best man for the job of satisfying each
special interest of our readers.

STRIPPER TEED - - OFF

I have a beef. | refer to Mr. Charles
Barton’s letter in the August Cavalier.
| agree with Mr. Barton that drag racing
on public streets is very dangerous and
should not be allowed, but under proper
supervision and on a private drag strip,
this sport is very safe.

Since our strip opened about two years
ago we have had no accidents at all and
reckless driving (due to dragging on pub-
lic streets) has dropped to almost noth-
ing.

g Lloyd W. Jones

Lawrence, Kan.

Looking through the August Cavalier
I came across the letter sent in by Charles
Barton.

How can he call dragster drivers mo-
rons? These youths need skill and knowl-
edge to build their highly specialized
machines. They endanger no one since
they run the dragsters only on strips
made for the purpose and not against
each other but against a clock. . .

If rodders are so dangerous, then why
all the police-sanctioned hot rod clubs?
Why doesn’t Mr. Barton tend to his own

HOW TO SUBSCRIBE TO CAVALIER

ENTER MY SUBSCRIPTION TO CAVALIER AS INDICATED
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aEaasEE3BpBFgaa3
3

Mail your order to CAVALIER Magazine, Fawcett Building, Greenwich, Conn.

sasBssssEEisisB BisissEEisiaasissam

knitting or other athletic pursuits in
which he may partake?
Martin Rosenfield
Brighton, Mass.

Am a regular reader of Cavalier. Let
me congratulate you on a fine magazine.
There are a couple of hep-cat girls living
across the hall from me here in the hotel
and around the last of every month | am
sure to receive a visit from one or both
of them to see if | have finished reading
my Cavalier.

Being a bachelor without scruples, |
look forward to their visits. . . .

R.H.M.
Detroit, Mich.

We dig you, R.H. Right after the four
dots, someone should insert the line
“later we had coffee.”

Please inform “rail enthusiast” C. A
Eggleston of Williamsburg, Va. that
Spencer is in North Carolina. | enclose
visual proof of my statement.

The Southern Ry. has been my hobby
ever since | was old enough to know what
a train was. | welcome any disagreement.

Keep up your fine work.

C. G. Heflin
Arlington, Va

KING CAN DO NO WRONG

I sincerely enjoyed the article by Alex-
ander King titled “My Days with a Zoo
on My Back,” in the Sept. Cavalier. The
sense of humor with which he told his
story was wonderful. Too bad Jack Paar
isn’t the comedian this man seems to be.

By the way, | am a female but | read
Cavalier as an escape from daily drudg-
ery. Perhaps sometimes it takes up too
much of my time.

Lee Jackson
Alamogordo, N.M.

DON'T TELL IT TO THE MARINES

In regard to the ridiculous letter you
published in your September edition
written by Paul Harrington, obviously a
Marine Corps reject or a brain-washed
“Doggie,” we would like to bring it to
the readers attention that the US. Ma-
rine Corps won World War II. If the
Marine Corps had received orders to the
E.T.O., Hitler would have surrendered
immediately.

As to the letter published knocking
Matt McKeon, written by another idiot,
McKeon was just trying to prevent the
weakness in discipline shown by the
Army in Korea. There is no doubt that
the Marine Corps is the greatest fighting
unit in the world. . .

Cpl. T. E. Hinds, USMC
A/Cpl. V. J. Atkinson
Santa Ana, Calif.
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Theéb BIG FAT

We were stuck in the busy

mid-Manhattan street. Behind

us the traffic piled bumper to

bumper, horns screeching indig-

nantly. The Colonel leaned over to

our cab driver. “What’s wrong?”
he asked.

The cabbie pointed with his cigarette to the car in
front, “Look.”

We did. The car ahead of us—a shiny 1959 model
—had stalled and the starter clattered endlessly with
that empty metallic sound that you know in advance
is not going to make the motor catch. Twisting the
ignition key in helpless fury, the unfortunate motorist
at the same time was exchanging uncomplimentary
opinions with the drivers of the vehicles snarled be-
hind him. At length he piled out of the car, wrenched
at the hood, and looked fiercely at the inert engine.
To no one in particular, but as though to vindicate
himself to his tormenters, he shouted: “Ijust know it's
those damned spark plugs. Only two thousand miles
and already they're shot!”

Startled, | turned to my companion. “Colonel,” 1|
demanded, “is this a plant?” He stared back at me,
then he got it and he began to laugh. So did I, in a
moment and there we were in this taxicab, stalled
between skyscrapers and going no place, roaring as
though we'’d never stop.

Spar* plugs! That was the joke. The Colonel and |
were on our way to his downtown office where | was
scheduled to interview him for a magazine story. The
subject-spark plugs.

You see, Col. Fred Dollenberg is the inventor and
manufacturer of a device which is designed to allow
automobiles to run without spark plugs!

Later, sitting in his top floor office, with the drapes
parted to reveal the exciting lower Manhattan skyline,
| got a more leisurely look at the Colonel. | wondered
and asked about his smashed nose,—the war maybe?
—and he smiled and said no, just an opposing tackle
with a very hard head. Dollenberg was a star fullback
at St. Joseph's in Philadelphia before he joined the
Army Air Force as a pilot immediately after he got his
degree as an engineer. After war was declared against
Japan and Germany, he saw enough action to later
receive the Inquirer Hero Award as Philadelphia‘'s most
decorated flyer, succeeding a similar award to Marine
hero Al (Pride of the Marines) Schmid. He was one of
the first to personally pilot Gen. Douglas MacArthur.
Evidently there was considerable brilliance to this
young fighter; he started the climb up to the brain
brass, and some of the military manuals he was
charged with preparing are still used by the Air Force.
(Only part of this did I drag out of Dollenberg. Indeed
it was only through reading a newspaper file that |
learned of the Colonel's outstanding combat record!)

It was while Dollenberg was in command of a task
force of seasoned P-40 pilots that a grim incident took
place which set the then Capt. Dollenberg off on his
restless search for perfection. A young ace. coming
in safe and sound from a mission where he had gone
through murderous enemy fire, never made it to his
safe hut a few hundred yards away. He nosed a bit
too low—no engine power to get the plane up quickly
—and the trees that lay just short of the runway

FLAME

by Harry Mayer
As told to him by
Colonel Fred P. Dollenberg

caught the plane and pilot and crashed both. Dollen-
berg was horrified at the accident and at the paralysis
of fatalism that seemed to settle on the shoulders of
officers and enlisted men alike in the face of a tragedy
so senseless. . . . After all, it seemed to say, it is true,
isn't it, that more planes are lost through engine failure
and other non-combat accidents than are brought down
py the Japs? You had to expect such things-and accept
them . .. But Dollenberg couldn't accept them. Not
when the cause of this type of accident could be ripped
out of the engine.

| asked. He nodded, shortly. “This
tragedy and others, too. Too many others. Did you
know that spark plugs were invented more than 40
years ago for engines whose limit was 20 miles an
hour? These very same spark plugs? And that in princi-
ple they haven't changed an iota since? Can you imagine
a 2000 horsepower motor depending for ignition on a
skinny little spark that had been intended to help

“Plug failure?”,

“The spark plug was invented more than 40
years ago. For the last 20 years it has not
been doing an adequate job. The U. S. Navy
and Air Force knew this only too well. The
Naval Bureau of Aeronautics cooperated with
me by undertaking extensive, expensive test-
ing to replace obsolete spark plugs with this
new efficient tyﬁe of fuel ignition. We were
successful with the LS-702—the aircraft prede-
cessor of the present Lectra Fuel Igniter for
automobiles. Today this extraordinary inven-
tion is replacing spark plugs in tens of thou-
sands of automobiles throughout the country.
By 1961 every car made will carry fuel igniters
not spark plugs” ... Col. Fred P. Dollenberg,
U. S. Air Force, from a speech at the Conrad
Hilton Hotel, Chicago, January 8, 1958.

Grandpa toot around the square on a Sun-

day afternoon? Well, that's what these boys

had under their P-40 hoods.” The accident

had started#im off on his search, I supposed,

and again he nodded. It hadn't been an easy
journey. Apathy, defeatism - a young enthu-
siasm will always encounter these. I've done many suc-
cess interviews, and it's a rare success that has been a
joy ride. Dollenberg spent long hours off duty working
on the problem of the antiquated spark plug, but when
the war ended he still hadn't cracked it. Returning to a
young wife and family the Colonel organized a non-
scheduled commercial airline and operated it for 3
million miles, even introducing gliders for the first time
in commercial aviation.

If it hadn’'t been for some weight-throwing on the
part of one of the larger airlines which had begun to
smart under the irritating competition it was getting
from the Dollenberg outfit, the young man would un-
doubtedly have succeeded in commercial aviation and
this particular story wouldn't have been written. But
as it was, Dollenberg was forced out of business on
the sort of technicality that somehow seems always to
crop out against the small business, not the big. He
had to sell.

Well, there he was — with a little money left from
the debacle, a family, and a living to make for them.
He turned his attention once more to the anachronism
of modern engines — the spark plug. Starting again
from scratch, he reviewed the problem.

“It's really quite simple,” said Col. Dollenberg.
“An engine provides power for a vehicle because
gasoline, sprayed into the cylinder, is ignited by a

spark. When ignited the gasoline burns pushing the
piston down into the cylinder. The more complete the
burning of the gas the more force in the cylinder. The
more force, the more power. Obviously, therefore, the
larger the spark the more gas ignited and burned.
What we were after was a much larger spark, a big, fat
flame!”

“And the conventional spark plug can’t provide it?”
“No, it cannot. Every mechanic knows that.”
“And the kid in the plane?”

“The P-40? What killed him was insufficient fire-a
spark too skinny to ignite sufficient gas to give the
engine instant power to climb up and over those
trees.”

“Why can't the spark plug give a fat spark?" | per-
sisted.

The colonel spoke simply. “Because of its basic
design. Every spark plug has an air gap—.025 to .035
of an inch—and the spark is no larger than the gap.
No larger did | say? Only when the plugs are brand
new is the spark even as large! Carbon forming im-
mediately as the plug is put into use begins fouling,
then ruining, the tip. The thin wire electrodes begin to
wear away. The danger—and enormous expense—of
this obsolete mechanism lies In these factors.”

The answer to the spark plug was an igniter which
had no airgap—which contained no wire electrodes—
whose tip would not foul—which would not blow out
even at the highest compressions . which would
never need a replacement for the life of the engine.

Colonel Dollenberg went to Washington.

The Navy didn't accept him with open arms. The
principle — fine! Let's see it work. And Dollenberg
made it work. After the most exhaustive tests, he knew
he was in. His LS-702 proto- (Continued on next page)
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-HOW MOTORISTS ARE SAVING $100 A YIAR-

SPARK PLUGS

Cleaning | .

Gapping \/ sevzral times
; . year

Replacing

Gas Consumption 600 gallons

Additional cost $50 a year

of premium gas

type was approved for U. S. Navy high-
compression engine use.

If that had been it, it still would have
made a good story — the revolutionary
change that a former fighter pilot had
effected in military aircraft. But that
wasn't all. Dollenberg turned to the field
of automobiles.

For more than 40 years the old-fash-
ioned spark plug had been the standard
gas igniter for every car made. During
that time engine power had soared from
less than 20 horse to more than 300.
Every year the puny spark plug with its
skinny little flame became less able to
do its job. The new high compression
engines were now burning out spark
plugs in a few thousand miles of driving.
In 1958 Americans paid more than 500
million dollars merely to replace worn-out
spark plugs. To provide what spark
plugs could not do, the big oil companies
began to produce super and then super-
super gas - at super prices! Not only
were car owners spending a huge sum
for plugs each year — they were also
spending a fortune in premium gas for
the privilege of keeping spark plugs in
their engines. And even at that they
were not getting their money's worth, as
the new cars they bought very soon be-
came sluggish ones.

If ever there was a call for a modern,
efficient ignition mechanism to go with
the modern automobile, this was it. Dol-
lenberg heard the call. He marketed the
LECTRA FUEL IGNITER!

There were problems. Little ones like
designing the aircraft igniter to the same
size and shape as the conventional auto-
mobile spark plug it was to replace. And
big ones such as getting a small voice
heard in the towering wilderness of the
Detroit automobile kingdom. Dollenberg
was helped by the shrewdness of fleet
operators whose business depended upon
efficiency and economy. Taxicabs running
triple-shift around the clock installed the
Fuel Igniter and reported a 10-20% in-
creased gas mileage per car! Truck owners
followed suit—and then the motorist. In
less than 12 months, sales of the Lectra
Fuel Igniter zoomed into the million
dollar stratosphere!

| asked Dollenberg about the Lectra
advertising claim  that had jolted
motorists all over the country. "Colonel,
you've made the guarantee that LECTRA
FUEL IGNITER will save a car owner
$100 a year or that you will take back
the igniters and refund their money.
How do you arrive at that one hundred
dollars figure?”

"It's based on the average of 10,000
miles of driving in one year. First there
will be a saving of from $10 to $12 a
year in eliminating spark-plug cleaning,
gapping, and adjusting at 5,000 miles,
replacement at 10,000 miles."

"Does that mean that the Fuel Igniter
will need no cleaning or replacing for a
whole year?”

"It means that the Fuel Igniter will
never have to be cleaned or replaced! |

I
Ordinary plus
with air
on thin w
electrode
single snort
thin apart.

LECTRA FUEL IGNITERS

never $10 peryear
465 gallons $40 peryear
not a cent $50 peryear

TOTAL SAVINGS = $100 per year

mean that we guarantee that It will out-
last the life of any car! Not only that: we
are also guaranteeing that the Fuel Ig-
niter will squeeze up to 6 — maybe 8 —
more miles out of every gallon of gas
purchased the first year and every year
—or we will replace them free until they
do. That's a saving of $40 per year. And
it will do this wusing regular gas —
economy gas—not the super gas bought
at such walloping prices. That means a
saving of $50 each year. And the Ig-
niters will do this every year of the car’s
life—they improve with age. They never
wear out!"

As Dollenberg talked 1 drew up a
chart. You can see it at the top of
this page.

| said to Dollenberg, "Colonel, to a
person like myself —a guy who drives
a car well but knows next to nothing
about its mechanism—who’s always felt
the car runs better after it's had a wash
-how will I know right away I've really
got something after I've switched from
spark plugs to Fuel Igniters?”

The Colonel twinkled at me in sym-
pathy. "I've always felt it a pity they
don’t teach mechanics to all school chil-
dren. I think I know just how you feel.
Anyway — very seriously — please listen
to this: The first time you press the
starter after you've installed the Igniters
(very simple — by the way), you’ll hear
and feel an instant clean throb and an
immediate even roar of the engine. | tell
you, you'll be astonished. Even on the
coldest morning you'll get a thrill, listen-
ing to your engine kicking over instantly
and then settling quickly into a smooth
purr. As for stalling in traffic, like that fel-
low did this afternoon, that won't happen
to you. Stalling is almost always traceable
to a faulty spark—and the Igniter will not
fault. Climbing and passing? Even a big
325 horsepower car can and does falter
on a hill or when it tries to pass if sud-
denly the spark plugs aren’'t burning
sufficient gas. That won't happen to
you. Instead you'll climb and pass more
swiftly than you've ever known because
you'll be burning gas, not wasting it.
You've heard about the simple exhaust
test? Try it. First, with the spark plugs in
place, let the engine idle and stuff a ball
of white absorbent cotton into the mouth
of the exhaust. It will come out soaking
with unused gasoline. Then try it with
Igniters replacing the plugs. The cotton
ball will be almost dry. The gas burned
instead of escaping through the exhaust.
Or here’s something else. Again with
spark plugs in the car go into gear — or
in drive if you have an automatic trans-
mission. Don't touch the accelerator.
Now note how much the car moves for-
ward — if at all. Then unscrew the plugs
and put back the Igniters. If you stood
still with spark plugs you'll move forward
from 4 to 6 miles an hour with the Ig-
niters while not touching the gas pedal!
The gas that was required with spark
plugs in your car merely to idle your
motor without being able to move it
forward, carries you forward up to six
miles an hour with Igniters in the engine!
One more final thing — with spark plugs
a car must be looked over and adjusted
several times a year. You know that from
your own experience. But can you ap-
preciate the concept of never, never hav-
ing to remove or change spark plugs
because you don’'t carry any? The con-
cept of Fuel Igniters becoming perma-
nent installations in your engine — for
the life of your engine?

"Yet, with all this—believe it or not—

I still haven't fully answered your ques-
tion. . How you'll use more air and
less gas . . . the savings on your battery
.. .increased RPM ... how carbon — the
enemy of spark plugs — actually in-
creases the efficiency of Fuel Igniters.
But what I've tried to say is that the
spark plug is as inferior to the Fuel Ig-
niter as the wagon is to the modern
automobile. And just as out dated. Auto
mechanics know this now. The ordinary
motorist is learning about it fast.”

"One last question: What about De-
troit, Col. Dollenberg? Do you feel you're
fighting a crusade?”

Dollenberg looked out of the window,
out into the dusk of the city. There was
a reflective quietness about him as he
thought of his reply. Then he said: "No,
we don't believe we're fighting the big
spark plug manufacturers. Oh, there's
bound to be a competitive fight soon be-
cause it's a matter of only a short time
before these giants will all scrap their
investments in the obsolete spark plug
and turn to the manufacture of fuel ig-
niters. Meanwhile — to put it quite can-
didly—there is, of course, that huge in-
vestment in stocks of spark plugs to
liguidate and while the big fellows are
attempting to unload, LECTRA will be
booming along." The grin came out
again as he said: "I hope they take their
time about it. At the rate we're going
we’'ll be big enough to take care of our-
selves shortly.”

I got up to go. convinced that Dollen-
berg's quiet confidence was well-
founded. The product and the man were
right for each other. Here's an incident
which impressed me. A short time ago.
LECTRA ran a mail order advertisement
in the sober New York Times. One of the
replies they got was from a gentleman in
Pennsylvania who put it to LECTRA right
on the line. Said the Pennsylvania man:

"I've read your ad in the New York
Times. What | want you to do before 1
order a set is for you to send me a copy
of that ad through the United States
mails. Then if your Fuel Igniters won't
come through with all those fancy prom-
ises — and if you don't send my money
back if they don’'t perform as you say —
I'll have Uncle Sam on my side while |
go after you." The hard-bitten Pennsyl-
vania man was sent the ad through the
mails, all right. And he ordered a set of
Fuel Igniters. LECTRA wasn't fearful that
Uncle Sam would be after them. Be-
cause—and here was the kicker—Uncle
is a LECTRA customer! Many military in-
stallations have field-tested the Fuel
Igniter. As a result of these field tests,
many thousand Fuel Igniters have been
purchased by these government units.

So that's the story of The Big Fat
Flame. I'm leaving a little space for a
message from Col, Dollenberg. Mean-
while I'm on my way outside to the
garage with my set of Fuel Igniters. |
can’t wait to get rid of those spark plugs!

This article has been presented both as an advertisement for the Lectra Fuel Igniter and
as a public service. Especially do | wish to emphasize the words public service. It is flattering
to be imitated, it is said, but since the invention of the Lectra Fuel Igniter, there have
appeared so-called "imitations" which have failed to perform as promised.

We state, flatly and sincerely, that we can back every claim that appears in Mr. Mayer's
story. Please look very carefully at the table which follows: The fuel consumption figures in
this chart are compiled from extensive field tests by industrial and private users.

RECORD OF PERFORMANCE -

LECTRA FUEL IGNITERS

NOTE—AIl Lectra-equipped cars in these tests used REGULAR GAS
(compiled from survey reports and field tests)

Spark Plug
Miles

YEAR  Make of Car Per Gallon
1956 Chevrolet V8 17.7
1959  Oldsmobile 17.1
1955  Nash Rambler 20.0
1954  Plymouth 6 22.2
1955  Ford Fairlane 14.0
1957  Chrysler Windsor 16.5
1954  Oldsmobile 98 155
1958 Pontiac 15.6
1957 Dodge D-500 16.0
1951  Buick Super 13.0
1958 Chevrolet 16.9
1956  Plymouth V-8 16.0
1955  Oldsmobile 98 15.0

(air-conditioned)

Lectra Fuel
Igniters (Gain) Extra

Miles Miles Miles

Per Gallon Increase Per Gallon
22.2 24% 45
20.3 18.7% 32
27.6 38% 76
26.0 17% 38
21.2 50% 72
21.0 20% 35
18.0 14% 25
191 22.4% 35
215 35% 55
17.0 22% 4.0
23.8 40.8% 6.9
20.0 25% 4.0
20.9 40% 6.0

All above figures confirmed by letters and reports available from our files in New York City.

Nothing is as exacting-as compromising-as cold statistics. In the final analysis, noth-
ing will prove to you the extraordinary benefits of the Lectra Fuel Igniter as its perform-

ance in your own automobile.

Therefore we guarantee (and stake our reputation and our business on this guarantee):

That Lectra Fuel Igniters must be everything we say they are, everything
we have led you to expect. They must make your car perform as you never
thought it wquld and on regular gas. You must IN YOUR OWN JUDGMENT
get easier starting, faster pick-up, improved economy (to conform to the
table above) or you can return them after 10-day trial and get back every
cent you paid—without question and without delay. What's more—they
must continue to function properly for the life of your car or they will be

replaced until they do.

We've taken a lot of your time in presenting our story. Now there's nothing else to say;
the rest is up to our Fuel Igniter. If you want to try them (bear in mind our guarantee) they
will be rushed to you as soon as we receive your order. Fora/our convenience we are adding

a coupon to the bottom of this page. If yourll *M if out anl
most exciting automobile experience you've ever known-

sinmreyN N <viP

Lectra Fuel Igniter Co., Dept. K-12
11 East 47 Street, New York 17. N. Y.

mail it Lcan promise ypu the
ruum /

Lectra Fuel Igniter Co.

Rush my Lectra Fuel Igniters by return mail on your money-back guarantee.

O lenclose $12.60 for 6 Igniters
O lenclose $16.80 for 8 Igniters

O lenclose $... ieeee vevvsienie = = = f O [ mmeeeee eI gniiters at $2.10 each

O Send Igniters COD. | enclose $1 deposit and will pay postman balance
on delivery plus shipping charges.
My car is_. _year ____make-—-—--—--—--. model
P no. of cylinders

Name___

Address

City Zone..... State-




THS IS THE MCBT AVIANG WARR STARY VE HAE BER FRNTED

— The Editors

This man is Robert Buie, a retired
Australian fisherman. Here is his story
of how he killed Manfred von Rich-
thofen, greatest ace of WW L IT IS
A STORY THAT DEMANDS
THAT EVERY BOOK ABOUT
THE MOST FAMOUS KILL OF
WORLD WAR AVIATION BE
REWRITTEN

Killed
RICHTHOFEN

I t 10:40 on the Sunday morn-
m ing of April 21, 1918, over the
IX Morlancourt Ridge in France,
a brief but vicious air battle
took place between British and German fighter
planes.

streaking in at low level, a red Fokker triplane
skilfully positioned itself for a quick kill on an
enemy Sopwith Camel. As the pair flashed over the
Somme River two miles behind the lines, the pur-
suing triplane was suddenly caught in a hail of
machine-gun fire. It swerved drunkenly, nosed
downward and crash-landed near the 53rd Battery
of the Australian Field Artillery.

Another Camel droned in a wide arc to the south,
headed for base.

Thus was born a fallacy which for 42 years was
accepted as fact—that Baron von Richthofen, Ger-
many's greatest war ace, was shot down by an enemy
airman in a Sopwith fighter.

by Gunner Robert Buie

as fold to Dale Titler
Illustrated by Frank McCarthy

Before that fateful day drew to
a close, two air squadrons and a
machine gun battery claimed the
kill. The first claim, made by the
two-man crew of a lumbering R.E.8 Reconnaissance
plane which had earlier photographed the area, was
promptly dismissed as pure fantasy. It was as far-
fetched as another claim made years later, when a
former Australian rifleman, writing anonymously
for an Australian publication, related with great
detail how he had downed the celebrated flier with
a single shot as his red triplane roared low over the
trenches. Other claims were likewise discounted.
One English Squadron Commander fairly well
summed up the false claims in 1923 when he re-
marked, "Every new kid in my squadron thought he
was fighting Richthofen.”

Captain Arthur Royal Brown was a Flight Com-
mander in 209 Squadron, Royal Air Force. He sur-
vived the war with 12 aerial victories. On that April



At 200 yards, with his peep sight directly on Richthofen’s body, Gunner Robert Buie began firing in steady bursts. Still

morning he led his flight into the mad melee of swirling,
roaring machines that traded fire over the Western Front.
As the dogfight reached fever pitch, Australian observers
on the forward positions saw Brown’s plane—for a few
brief moments—dive on the pure red triplane. Manfred
von Richthofen, the Kaiser's deadliest ace, was aiming that
triplane at a young Canadian officer on his first combat
mission—Lieutenant Wilfred May.

May, in his cherry-nosed Camel, was defenseless, high tail-
ing it for home with both of his guns jammed. Looking back

at the ugly snout of the Fokker with its flickering machine
guns clattering full in his ears, he realized that he was
dancing with death. He maneuvered desperately. Later he
said, “If 1 had been experienced, he would have got me,
because he would have known what | was going to do next.
As it was, | didn’t know myself, and my erratic maneuvers
baffled him. . .”

The Baron followed May across the lines, and May re-
called that, “Richthofen usually stayed within his own lines,
but he got so mad at me that he followed me over into



Richthofen came on, both guns blazing. Then, abruptly, the Red Baron stopped firing.

”

our own lines . . . and | almost became his 81st victory.

In his combat report for that day, Brown wrote that he
had gotten in “a long burst” at the German machine, after
which “he went down vertically and was observed to
crash. . .” But ground observers later testified that actually
Brown’s Camel veered sharply up and away to the left,
leaving the two to fly on.

Still pursuing, Richthofen rapidly gained on May, firing
short bursts from his guns all the while. Both planes were
now hedge-hopping over hilly terrain almost two miles

behind the lines. Near a sharp bend in the Somme River,
as Richthofen closed to within 20 yards of the Camel, 45
rounds from a post-mounted Lewis anti-aircraft gun, firing
at point-blank range, reached out for the flashing triplane.
Fragments flew from the machine. The roaring engine
coughed and sputtered. The propeller slowed and the plane
glided drunkenly into the ground.

In England, Captain Brown was decorated for his action
in the encounter. He was accepted—and widely praised by
the Air Services—as “the man who shot clown von

13



| Killed RICHTHOFEN!!
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Capt. Roy Brown’s combat report. Note that he does not
mention Richthofen’s name, or say he saw the plane crash.

At 26 von Richthofen was top ace with 80 kills to his
credit. There have been many rumors about his fate, but
Brown story always had preference—perhaps because
airmen hate idea of ignominious death from groundfire.

Richthofen.”

During the post-war years, articles in magazines and
newspapers endorsed Brown’s part in the fight. The Red
Knight of Germany, by Floyd Gibbons, was published in
1927. It carried a blazing—and highly dramatic-account
of the Baron’s fall under Brown's guns. Although tempers
Hared in Australia, it nevertheless became the authoritative
account of the life and death of the great airman. World
War | pilots, inspired to pen the adventures of War in the
Sky, dedicated themselves to promoting the glory of aerial
warfare. To their thinking, Richthofen could only have
been felled by an aerial opponent. It was simply not fitting
that he should have died by any other means. A fighter pilot
who lived by the axle of aerial combat must die by its rules.

In 1928 the controversy erupted openly, largely as a
result of Gibbons’ book. War buddies of Brown rose to his
defense in London, and bitterly assailed an Australian
publication of General Rawlinson’s Report—a document
which tended to disprove the R.A.F. claim. Earlier, Brown
had contributed to several American and Canadian news-
paper serials under the title: My Fight With Richthofen.
It is strange that seven years after these serials were pub-
lished—in April of 1934—Brown, when interviewed by the
Toronto Star, flatly declined to comment on the fight. “I
am not particularly interested now,” he said.

In 1937 Wilfred May described his narrow escape for
the same paper. He credited Brown with having saved his
life, yet omitted any mention of having actually seeti Brown
shoot Richthofen from behind.

If Brown had pulled up and away from Richthofen as
they crossed the lines, what happened in the interim? If
Brown’s burst struck the enemy ace, did Richthofen con-
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Report from General Hobb’s Fifth Division
went out immediately, informing other com-
mands of Gunner Buie's exploit. Document
is on file with Australian War Memorial.



A month after Richthofen was shot down, Gunner Buie received this telegram of thanks from General Rawlin-
son, Commander-in-Chief of the Australian Expeditionary Force.
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Richthofen’s fur-lined boot, taken from his
right foot after crash.Note bullet hole at top.

tinue his pursuit of May for two miles, firing continuously, with a bul-
let through his breast?

What made the Australians angry? What was behind the stifled cry
of protest that had emanated from the muddy fields of 1918 France?
What documentary evidence—if any—exists today? Were any of the
Diggers—eye witnesses to the Baron’s fall—still living?

With the assistance of the Australian War Memorial, 1 finally was
able to locate the man who could answer these questions. He was
officially credited by the British Fourth Army as the man who un-
questionably killed Richthofen! He survived the “blood bath.” His
file of documents prove his statements. Not only is he alive today, but
S0 are a sizeable number of his Digger mates who shared the experience
of that fateful April morning in 1918,

This man is Robert Buie.

He can prove that the truth has- been ignored for 42 years, and he
challenges anyone to uncover one document—efficial or otherwise—
which credits Brown with Richthofen’s death, for the commendation
given Brown in England carefully omitted reference to the plane as
Richthofen’s!

The medical reports, contradictory, hastily made by two officers
attached to the air service, have been submitted as conclusive. Two
other medical officers examined Richthofen’s body and came up with
an entirely different set of conclusions!

To fall by ground fire was an ignominious ending for an airman,
especially one who had gained the highest pedestal of the German

Please turn page
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Continued from preceding page

Fitter Bartlett, of the 53rd Brigade, made Buie this peep
sight from an 18-pound shell case. The sight is now on
display at the Australian War Memorial in Canberra.

Luftstreitkrafte. The Fatherland regarded its young eagle
as a veritable demi-god, for even today the German school-
boy will proudly tell you that Richthofen was unmatched
and invincible in the air.

Richthofen was neither the first nor the last fighter pilot
to fall prey to ground fire. Frank Luke, America’s second
ranking ace, fell under fire from a rapid-fire ground cannon.
Mickey Mannock, who flew for England, met a fate similar
to Richthofen’s. There were others. It was ironic indeed
that this man, who had repeatedly ordered his men never to

Gunner Robert Buie in 1919, shortly after
he returned to Australia. He was known as
a “smooth-faced, boy, quiet and modest.”

be pulled down to low altitude and become trapped behind
enemy lines, should violate his own tactical concept.

Today, the man who put Richthofen out of action lives
in New South Wales. His sole income is a small invalid
pension. Owing to poor health he cannot work, and al-
though the heart condition which took him out of the
trenches in 1918 finally disabled him, he has twice been
denied a war pension.

Undecorated and practically unrecognized for his gallant
action, Robert Buie’s concern is not for personal glory. A
patriot still, he asks only “that the honor of destroying
Germany’s ace pilot belongs to Australia.”

Here, appearing for the first time in any American publi-
cation, as told by former Gunner Robert Buie, is the true
and complete account of Baron Manfred von Richthofen’s
last fight—and death.

It should be the death of the Richthofen controversy.

—Dale Tiller

In October of 1916, | enlisted in the Australian Army and
three months later sailed for France. On the 21st of April,
1918, 1 was with the 53rd Battery of the 14th Australian
Field Artillery Brigade as an anti-aircraft gunner. Our
position was roughly two miles behind the front lines on
the crest of the Morlancourt Ridge overlooking the Somme
River Valley.

The Battle of the Ancre had slackened. We had held our
present position for about four months, manning our two
anti-aircraft guns 24 hours a day by shifts.

The big guns had been quiet the night before and | got
fair sleep, arising from my dugout at 6:00 to prepare for
my duty beginning at 8:00. My dugout mate, Bombardier
Seccold, also arose and we ate together our customary break-
fast of bread and marmalade with hot tea. Snowy Evans, our
other gunner, was also stirring about, noisy, talking a blue
streak and joking with us as usual. We stood and sat in a
small group, for the most part young boys dressed in khaki
tunics, riding breeches and putties. We wore our helmets
constantly as our position was fairly hot most of the time
with a good share of shelling by German artillery.

Although it was a cool, cloudless Spring morning, the
usual early air activity was delayed until mid-morning,
when, at 10:40, a sizeable dogfight between British and
German fighter planes centered on our front directly over
the lines. The German machines were brightly painted
Albatros scouts and Fokker triplanes, and the British squad-
ron was composed of about 15 Sopwith Camels. A
moderate East wind, unfavorable for the Germans, slowly
drifted the engagement toward us.

The German Red Circus—er “Red Devil Squadron,” as
we called it—was in the melee. Their red machines were
known to most of us and were led by Baron von Richthofen,
Germany’s crack ace, who had only the day before brought
down his 80th plane. To single him out amid the 25 or
30 circling planes, however, would have been almost im-
possible.

| was standing by my Lewis gun, watching the air battle
drift closer. Our guns were post mounted, especially fitted
for anti-aircraft use, and could hold a pannier of 45 .303
calibre bullets, four of which were tracers equally spaced
as every tenth shot. These were to help us judge where
our fire was going so we could make corrections. As yet we
had not received a newly designed gunsight which was to
be used on our Lewis mounts, but Fitter Bartlett of our
battery had studied a picture of [Continued on page 48]
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New Blonde Challenger



f some enterprising gent in
IHoIIywood should borrow a

page from boxing’s book and

list the champ in each field
and all the logical contenders
for the title, it would help
girls like Juli Redding, the
blonde you’re meeting here.
It would also make girl watch-
ing— especially blonde watch-
ing—an easier sport to keep
track of. Instead of guys
looking out for dames like
Ekberg long after this gifted
“actress” has forsaken cheese-
cake, they’d be aware of new
threats like Juli here. Unless
our eyes are going back on us,
we’ll say Juli will be the
blonde who succeeds June
Wilkinson after she becomes
an “actress” (oh, yes, it’s
bound to happen). Indeed,
we feel an enterprising press
agent could make hay with
Juli. Just bill her as the he-
man’s Lizabeth Scott. Her
face is reminiscent of Liz’s
(though the frame sure isn’t)
and like Liz she seems to have
lost an E someplace. But
that’s all that’s missing—as
you can see. The statistics:
40.22.36. -









'Tlrwe Adventure

T he
$12,000,000 Diwve

mriital Saved Tlio 1SrilinNM

The gold was 400 feet down—an “impossible” depth—in enemy
patrolled waters, but that didn’t worry John Johnstone and his “sea bums.” They figured

their leaky old tub would sink before they even got there

by John Carlova

lllustrated by William George

nd a bulldog.” The description is apt. For sheer daring and determination, few

en have matched Johnstone as a deep-sea diver. In the ports of Australia and New

Zealand out of which he worked, his exploits are told and retold wherever seamen

gather. Some of his admirers even claim that Johnstone, in the early days of World War I,
saved Britain from defeat.

Johnstone, a big, rugged man with a wry sense of humor, would be the first to scoff at
such an idea. Yet it has some basis in fact. In a fabulous underwater epic which made
maritime history, he did indeed help Britain out of a pretty tight spot.

It all began one day in 1940, when Johnstone received a message reading, “Have a job
which I’ve been told is impossible. Since you don’t know the meaning of the word, | figure
this is just the job for you. Get over here at once.”

Johnstone grinned. The message was from an old friend, Captain J. P. Williams, an
Australian salvage expert with whom the diver had often worked. He lost no time in
getting to Williams’ office in Melbourne, where the stenographers eyed Johnstone ap-
preciatively. Although his nose was broken and he sometimes moved as though divers’
weights were still on his feet, he had the rangy grace and craggy good looks of an outdoor
movie star.

Williams ushered Johnstone into his private office, closed the door, locked it and said,

“First of all, everything | have to tell you is strictly in confidence. Is that understood?”

"Sure,” said the diver, mystified. "What’s up?”

“We’ve got a helluva tough job on our hands—and a highly secret one. Sit down.”

Johnstone sat down, and Williams said, “l suppose you’ve heard about the Niagara?” Capt. John Johnstone

P/ecrse turn page

nwaterfront bartender once described John Johnstone as “a cross between a barracuda

Another two feet and the mine would blow the Claymore sky-high. And Johnstone’s lifeline was hooked on a horn.
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Continued from preceding page

“Sure. Who hasnt?”

A short while previously, on June 18, 1940, the liner
Niagara had struck two German mines while making her
way out to sea from Auckland, New Zealand. The 18415
ton veteran of the Australia-New Zealand-Canada run had
gone down in more than 400 feet of water. Although the
351 passengers and crew had been saved, the ship itself
was beyond recovery.

“Think you can get down to her?” Williams now asked
Johnstone. "It’s damned important.”

“Why?” countered the diver.

Williams told him. Although few people knew it, the
Niagara held a fortune in gold—295 stout pine boxes con-
taining a total of 590 ingots from the goldfields of South
Africa. The value of this treasure was £2,500,000, the
equivalent at that time of $12,000,000. The secret hoard
had been on its way to America, where it was to have been
used to pay for urgently needed arms for beleaguered
Britain.

In those early war days, when the U.S. was technically
neutral, American law forbade the delivery of arms on
credit. All payments had to be made in hard cash. To
Britain, therefore, fighting alone, the fortune in the sunken
Niagara represented desperately needed arms to hold off the
onslaughts of Germany.

Johnstone gave a low soft whistle. “Looks tough for old
Blighty, eh?”

"Tougher than you think!” responded Williams.

He went on with his story. As soon as word of the Niagara
disaster had reached London, officials of the Bank Of
England had hurriedly met in their gloomy headquarters in
Threadneedle Street. “Countinghouse commandos” had
made a rapid check of the British Commonwealth’s cash
and gold reserves, and their worst fears had been verified.
Unless the gold in the Niagara was recovered—and quickly—
Britain’s war effort would be seriously hampered financially.

An appeal for help had then been flashed to the
Admiralty. Within minutes the Empire’s maritime leaders
had gathered in a "top secret” room in Whitehall. The best
salvage experts in England were called in. To a man, they
declared it would be impossible for divers to reach the
Niagara, let alone get the gold out of her. The ship was lying
more than 400 feet down in waters notorious for their fury—
a stormy “sea graveyard” located near Hauraki Gulf off
New Zealand’s North Island, which held the wrecks of scores
of unfortunate craft. Even if the waters were calm, the sal-
vage experts emphasized, it would be suicidal for divers to
try to work at a depth of more than 275 feet,

Nevertheless, apparently hoping for a miracle, the Bank
of England had commissioned Captain Williams to explore
the possibilities of salvaging the gold in the Niagara.

"And that's how we stand as of now,” Williams told
Johnstone. "What do you think?”

“l think we'd better get to work,” promptly replied the
diver, “and damned quick!”

Williams had a map of Hauraki Gulf ready, but John-
stone didn't need it. He had worked in those waters before
and knew them well.

“Those English salvage blokes were right about one
thing,” he informed Williams. "The Niagara is down too
deep and the waters are too rough for ordinary diving
operations. A man in a diving suit couldn’t work down
there—probably couldn’t even live. We’ll need a diving
bell.”

"But there isn't a diving bell in this part of the world!”
the Captain protested.

"l know. We'll have to make one. Come on, let’s go!”

The two men went to David Isaacs, a Melbourne consult-
ing engineer, and told him what they wanted. Isaacs
listened, took notes, drew a rough sketch, and then turned
out a strange object that looked like an enormous rivet.
It had a long, cylindrical body, reinforced to stand terrific
underwater pressure. On the top was a manganese bronze
dome, fitted with 14 quartz windows. This formed an
observation center which, with its strong overhead search-
lights, could afford views into the dark depths in all
directions.

While the diving bell was being built and shipped to
Auckland, John Johnstone rounded up a salvage crew.
There weren’t many young men available. Most young
Australians and New Zealanders had already responded
to the Commonwealth’s call to arms and were in the serv-
ices. The grizzled old sailors of fortune whom Johnstone
finally gathered together looked more like tramps than
possible heroes. As veteran salvage operators, they good-
naturedly and even proudly bore such labels as "scavengers
of the sea” and "sea bums.”

Yet they had a spirit as strong and salty as the ocean itself.
This was demonstrated the night in September, 1940, when
Johnstone assembled his prospective crew in Auckland.
In the murky light of a waterfront tavern, the diver warned
the men, "This is the toughest job any salvage crew ever
tackled. All 1 can tell you is that it’s going to be hard and
dangerous for everybody who goes out on it. Some of us—
or maybe all of us—may not come back. If any of you
want to back out, now’s the time to quit.”

One of the old seadogs shifted his pipe, spat disgustedly
and spoke for the whole crew, “Hell, Johnny, you know
we ain’t quitters!”

Johnstone’s next problem was to find a salvage craft.
There was none. Everything that could float had been
pressed into service to replace war casualties. A tiny, ancient
steamer was finally found rusting away on a mud flat near
Auckland. This was die 200-ton Claymore, a paintless dere-
lict punctured by at least a dozen holes. It had no steering
wheel, compass or doors, and looked absolutely hopeless—
that is, to everyone but Johnstone's “sea bums.” They
hauled the old ship off the mud flat, patched up the holes
and fitted her with a cockeyed assortment of bought,
begged and “borrowed” gear.

The Claymore, ready for sea, looked as piratical as the
crew itself. Observers who watched the floating junkpile
heading out of Auckland harbor either laughed at it or
shook their heads in disgust. Considerable wonderment
was expressed, too, over the strange looking object on deck—
the diving bell.

It was not until the Claymore was out of harbor that the
crewmen were told exactly what they were after. They were
then sworn to secrecy—more for their own sakes than the
gold in the Niagara. German [Continued on page 71]
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AMerica’s Billion Dollar

SEX RACKET

Here a lop investigator reveals the
inside workings of one of America’s

most lucrative businesses—FILTH

by Ernest A. Mitler

Former Assistant District Attorney, New
York County and former Special Counsel,
U. S. Senate Subcommittee to Investigate
Juvenile Delinquency

Its big warehouse-like office occupies what otherwise would lie two
retail stores on the ground floor of a building on Ventura Boulevard
in Los Angeles. Near the doorway, a dozen girls sit addressing and
stuffing envelopes. In the rear, perhaps 20 more men and women process
the pictures or work on advertising circulars that will go into odier envelopes.

It is the circulars—eleverly worded, highly suggestive, sent by the hun-
dreds of thousands to every name on huge, purchased mailing lists—which
attract the cash business. One circular which has brought in thousands of
filled-in order blanks is designed to look like a hand-written, personal note.
It has a snapshot of an almost naked girl attached, and starts Out, seduc-
tively, this way:

“My name is Mary and | think | have something you want. I'm an art
model—pose in the nude, you know, and | thought maybe you would like
me or my girl friends to pose for you in a very special way ... | know exactly
what you want (all you men are alike), and I’'m one of the few gals you’ll
find who enjoys pleasing you all the way.”

Another not untypical circular that has been flooding the mails pant-
ingly promises: "GENUINE STAG MOVIES . . . Absolutely nothing held
back! Uninhibited showing of unobstructed situations!”

But the delivered pictures (stills start at about 35 cents: 50-foot movies
from $3) prove to be quite a bit different from the promised ones. Instead
of unobstructed views of lurid scenes, they usually show a series of girls
bare from the waist up and reveal less of what is below than can be seen
by a balcony viewer in the average burlesque house.

To keep disgruntled customers as well as postal and police officials off
its neck, this mail order house, like its competitors, operates under different
names from month to month and is constantly changing the box numbers
it uses as a mailing address. The ruses are financially well worth the effort.

We are inside a mail order house that specializes in “girlie” photos.
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Last year, the stocky, well-dressed and well-educated owner
of the firm netted $100,000 on his mail order operations.

The pictures he peddles, preceded as they are by enticing,
strongly sexual circulars, are what law officers term the
“soft” side of the half-billion dollar a year pornography
business.

Three thousand miles away, behind the facade of a small,
second-hand book and magazine shop in the Times Square
section of New York, is another side of the pornography
mill. The proprietor here is known to pimps and perverts
(and their employees or partners) throughout the coun-
try as a man who will buy any pictures they’ve got or are
willing to set up, no matter how hot. He also is known to
a growing number of carefully screened customers as an
operator who can be counted on to sell erotica of every de-
scription, written or pictured.

There is no mail order business
here, bringing with it the pos-
sibility of frequent, oppressive fed-
eral snooping. All sales and rentals
are by personal contact—and in his
case the merchandise is so obscene
and in such demand that little or no
sales persuasion is needed.

Prices are also higher, reflecting
the demand. A deck of cards depict-
ing in sketches different methods of
sexual intercourse will sell for from
$3 to $5. Scratchy, one-reel movies,
elaborating on the same subject
with live actors, sell for $25 and
up.

Books and pamphlets are also a
big source of revenue. Typical is a
little paperbound booklet called
“Love in a Pool,” which sells for $5.
On page after page the booklet de-
scribes in detail the purported amor-
ous adventures of a circus hanger-on
with members of the troupe, includ-
ing five English girl acrobats at one
time. The booklet contains three
photographs. Two show a man and
woman practicing oral variations of
sexual intercourse; the other shows

Jﬁh mCcsSs =
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two naked women committing perversions on each other.
The booklet consists of 32 cheaply printed pages, and in
appearance and subject matter resembles dozens of others
the dealer has for sale.

In the New York area, this dealer’s steady customers
include: 1) the program directors of men’s clubs in search
of extra-spicy movies for a particular party; 2) salesmen
who find that the gift of a dirty little book or an obscene
photograph brings an appreciative chuckle from earthy
customers and is good public relations; 3) promoters who
need to corral the filthiest possible films in order to justify
$5 and $10 admission charges to stag affairs they put on in
basements and dingy rented halls; 4) men (and some
women) who have built up extensive collections of por-
nography—usually as a very secret hobby.

Several times a year, this dealer also sends salesmen on

Some of the pornography put into evidence at Senate subcommittee hearing.
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Irving Klaw, alleged operator of $1,000,000 a year pornog-
raphy business, pleaded Fifth Amendment at hearings.

the road, with car trunks loaded, to supply trusted indi-
viduals in cities as distant as New Orleans with obscene
films, pamphlets and an assortment of pornographic
gadgets for men and women. His gross sales are estimated
to be at least $2,000,000 a year. To authorities, the fact that
much of his material deals graphically and in considerable
detail with sexual intercourse makes him what is termed a
“hard core” pornographer.

Multiply the Los Angeles mail order firm by about 100
and the hard core Times Square book store operator by a
dozen or so and we have the chief sources for the incredible
amount of pornographic material now flooding the coun-
try. With hundreds of millions of dollars spent annually
for "indecent” pictures, drawings, movies and stories, gov-
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ernment officials wryly concede that traffic in obscenity
has never been bigger or more blatant. These officials also
grimly point out that the availability of pornography can
be—and too often has been—a contributing factor in sex
crimes of every sort from rape and physical mauling, to
murder. Psychiatrists agree with them.

Yet while some stronger laws aimed at suppressing smut
peddlers have been recently enacted, no appreciable reduc-
tion in the huge present volume of pornography is in sight.
For there are three major reasons why smut-the rougher
the better—figures to remain the big business it is by any-
body’s standards.

The first reason is the insatiable curiosity most of us
have about anything concerning sex, and the titillating—
though it is often denied—enjoyment people in general get
out of seeing “dirty pictures.”

Secondly, there is a maze of legalisms which seriously
hampers the prosecution of obscenity vendors. In many
courts, in fact, the most truly vicious and potentially most
dangerous type of material is not considered pornographic
at all.

Thirdly, new men and women are continually being-
lured into the sordid pornography fold for the same reason
that bind the veterans to it. For some the appeal is dollars
and cents; for others, direct participation in a pornography
business provides a personal and frequently abnormal kind
of sexual satisfaction they may not even have known they
were seeking. In many cases, of course, the goals are a com-
bination of the two: apparently more money than can
otherwise be earned and sex thrills to go along with it.

Now let’s explore each of these factors in more detail:

When 1 was with the District Attorney’s office in New
York County, we took it for granted that at least some of
the pictures and books seized in a raid on a pornography
dealer would never reach our office as evidence. A few of
the raiding policemen could always be counted on to
pocket the smuttiest ones and take them home to show
relatives and friends.

On to Washington a few years later and a noticeable
upsurge of interest in the activities of the Senate Committee
to Investigate Juvenile Delinquency when it turned its
attention to “obscene and pornographic materials.” | was
working for the Subcommittee then as an associate counsel
and people who had never even greeted me before suddenly
became back-slapping friends. [Continued on page 55]
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These guys (and gals) get a whack on the backside from the flat of

to

Yves Saint-Leu rent
and the Fashion Racket

“Fashion is a form of ugliness so intolerable that
we have to alter it every six months.”— Oscar Wilde

rackbrained than in the glittering, glamorous realm

of fashion. What goes on there you would never, never

believe if you didnt have the proof right under your
very eyes year in and year out. Consider:

Every six months or so a little shnook with horn rims
and round shoulders sits down at a drawing board in
Paris and perpetrates some abomination like the sack
dress or the “trapeze” look. Do the authorities then lead
him gently away to the nearest funny farm and chain
him to a wall for his own protection and the good of
society? They do not.

Instead, swarms of dressmakers fail furiously to work
cutting and stitching, and pretty soon the newest abom-
ination is being paraded through gilt-and-gold fashion
salons by cadaverous models who seem to be in dire need
of intravenous feeding. They look terrible and the clothes
look awful. Does everybody have a good, hearty horse-
Iaugilp and then ignore the whole horrid spectacle? Not
at all.

Before you know it, uncounted thousands of American
women are spending untold millions of dollars for the
privilege of looking as ridiculous as the shnook in Paris
wants them to look.

The latest of the shnooks to make a major splash in
fashion design is Ywves (pronounced “Eve”) Saint-
Laurent of the House of Dior, a boy wonder whose crea-
tions have already proved to be idiotic enough to assure
him a long and lucrative career in a field where foolish-
ness and frivolity reign supreme. Barely in his twenties,
Little Evie scored a brilliant success with the sack dress
which made women with good shapes look shapeless and
women with bad shapes look hideous. Not content with

Itc’s a mad world, my masters, and never more incredibly

this sensational triumph of the designer’s art, Evie is
reaching for new laurels by launching a revival of the
hobble skirt. Hobble skirts date back to the year 1913
and are probably the most ungainly and ungraceful style
ever inflicted on womankind since the Chinese gave up
mutilating the feet of their girl babies in the interest of
chic.

As this is written, all Paris is holding its breath to see
whether Evie’s revival is going to catch on and make him
the hero of haute couture or whether the girls will show
some sense for once and pass it up, thus making a bum
of him. The chances are good that the hobble will be-
come all the rage again. Experience clearly shows that
nothing is too preposterous to fetch the fancy of a female
in pursuit of fashion. As the immortal saying goes: Never
Underestimate the Dizziness of a Dame.

It seems that the more freedom and independence the
little darlings achieve in other directions, the more slavish
and abject they become when fashion cracks the whip.
Over the years they have given in, meekly and in droves,
to every abberation dreamed up in Paris, no matter how
senseless or grotesque. Right on cue, and with no back
talk, they have submitted to having no bosoms at all
(in the 1920s), or enormous bosoms (the ’40s and
’50s), big behinds (the bustle), or no behinds, hips that
bulge and hips that vanish, waistlines that wander all
over the anatomy from knee to throat, needle-point shoes
that make your feet hurt just to look at them, hair that
seems to have been cut by an electric fan, etc., etc., and
if next year’s style asks them to wear a bone through the
nose and paint their ears green, they will doubtless do
that as well and imagine it makes them look too ravishing
for words.



Cavalier’s blade because we think they deserve it. Nominees are welcome

Al the while they act as if they are being favored—as
if these “precious” men in Paris are making them more
attractive to their men-folk. Actually—and they’ve been
told this more than once—it’s no secret that many of
the “precious” men in Paris hate women and take out
their hatred for women by designing clothes that make
them look repulsive.

But in the midst of all this feminine foolishness, there
is one enduring comfort for the male of the species and
nothing that Saint-Laurent and his tribe can do will ever
alter it. However appalling the styles of the future may
be, the basic composition of the female form will con-
tinue unchanged and unchanging. Beneath the craziest
Parisian fashion, baby’s essential assets remain un-
altered. No matter how wildly the outer contour of bust,
hip and waist may be shifted, underneath they remain in
their proper places, eternally the same from style to style,

from generation to generation. And that’s what counts.
Always has. Always will.

A delicious irony currently emphasizes this point and
reduces all the exaggerated to-do about Paris styles to
sheer absurdity and makes a tremendous joke out of the
billion-dollar fashion industry.

The most celebrated French woman alive today, the
one most widely adored and idolized for her femininity
and sex appeal, is Brigitte Bardot.

And did she achieve her enormous fame and popu-
larity by tricking herself out in the costly and exclusive
creations of the House of Dior, or Lanvin, or Balenciaga,
or Mangin?

Don't be silly.

She did it by wearing a towel. ¢
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INQUEST JURY gathered by show biz expert Charles Samuels, author of His Eye Is on
the Sparrow, includes 1. John Lardner 2. Charlie Weaver 3. Jack Douglas, Paars writer
for 12 years 4. Jazz expert Eddie Condon 5. Comedian Henry Morgan 6. Zsa Zsa Gabor

Jeck Pear?

Here a show biz expert examines the
most popular yet hardest-to-under-
stand entertainer on TV— and comes
up with some strange new theories

by Charles Samuels

Drawing by Jack Davis



7. Man-about-Broadway Irving Hoffman 8. Tallulah Bankhead 9. Ben Hecht 10. Dodie
Goodman 11. Lee Barker, Editor 12. Press Agent Richard Maney. They help paint a pic-
ture of the strangest figure the entertainment field has seen since TV came into its own.

When John Crosby, star TV critic of the New York Herald
Tribune, returned from a vacation trip recently, he said
that the one big question he ran into everywhere he went
was ‘*What is Jack Paar really like?” Another question
intrigued us more: Why do so many people in show biz
hate Jack Paar? To get the answer and to find out what
makes this new American phenomenon run, we commis-
sioned writer Charlie Samuels to go out into the field and
find out. Here's his report.—The Editors.

uman riddle. The more people you talk to about him,
he more puzzled you get.

The more you watch his show the more you wonder.
Here is a guy who has none of the talents that made other
names in television—he is hot a star singer, dancer, actor
or comedian—yet who is reaching a peak of success no
other TV personality ever achieved before.

Indeed it would not be much of a gamble to predict
that he will become the best-known entertainment per-
sonality this country has ever seen.

Why is he such a success? A good question. There could
be only one way to get the answer—ask the brightest people
in show business, the people whose success over the years
has depended on their ability to know what the public
wants and how to give it to them.

While doing that | could find the answer to another

Jck Parr is fast becoming the century’s most debated



Why Do They Hate Jack Paar?

Continued from preceding page

question: WHY DO THEY HATE JACK PAAR? The
"they” here means the people of show business. If you
listen to Jack long enough, youre convinced he and the
regulars of his show are targets for a master show biz plot
designed to make life miserable for the Paar troupe, espe-
cially Jack.

Tallulah Bankhead seemed the perfect person to start
with. This veteran stage' screen, movie and radio star has
never been afraid of anyone, has opinions on everything
and is happy to slug it out with one and all. One of her
most impressive outbursts was against Billy Rose whom she
ordered thrown out of the theatre where she was rehearsing
a play called “Clash by Night.” What made the event im-
portant was that Billy, better known as The Little Monster,
happened to be producing the show and had every right
to be there.

Well, here is what this fire-eater from Alabama had to say
about Jack Paar.

"I adore him, dahling, I find him perfectly .fascinating,
terribly amusing. | happen to be leaving tonight for a vaca-
tion in British Columbia. If the stations there do not carry
the Jack Paar show | will come right back here and the hell
with the vacation.

"It is not merely as a performer that | like Jack. He is
most gracious, personally. When | wanted to go on the air
and tell everybody what | thought of that stinking, lousy
-little magazine, Time, Jack permitted me to say everything
| wanted to.

"Jack has wonderful guests on the air, but he is the
mainstay, the anchor man. He has fine entertainers subbing
for him, but something.is missing when Jackie isn’t on.
Somehow it loses its suspense, its air of being a show- on
which anything can happen, and usually does.”

However, | thought her press agent, Dick Maney, another

"I don’t care what other people think
about Jack Paar. As far as I'm con-
cerned | think Paar is one of the under-
estimated talents in show business,
because he makes what he does appear
so easy anyone could do it. However,
up to now | haven't seen anyone do it
as well as he. He's got no big forte—
but he's fresh and interesting and
knows how to keep it moving."

—Jackie Gleason

"I have always thought of Jack Paar
as America's Number One Sleeping
Pill."

— Ben Hecht

Broadwayite who always speaks his mind, might have a
different opinion. Maney is an oddity among Broadway
publicists: he writes so well that magazines often pay him
for pieces about his own clients.

‘Tin not as hysterical about Paar as Miss Bankhead. |
think he’s funnier than Ed Sullivan, or Bennett Cerf or
Henry Morgan, and if that be flattery make the most of it.
Paar is at his best when cueing such rabble-rousers as Elsa
Maxwell, Alexander King and Hans Conried, at his worst
when his persecution complex shows. He can dish it out
but he can’t take it. Let critic or reporter hint that he is
somewhat south of Dean Swift or James 7'hurber and he
waxes petulant and peevish. His greatest talent is the
skill with which he snakes his way through that mess of
commercials.”

Ben Hecht, the famous playwright and author, is a happy
cynic who once wrote a book called 1 Hate Acton! He is
Hollywood’s highest paid script, writer and was co-author
of the raucous, rollicking, ribald The Front Page. He says:

“I have always thought of Jack Paar as America’s Number
One Free Sleeping Pill. Now you tell me he has become one
of the country’s favorite television stars. That only proves
what | have always claimed: audiences don’t like talent.
| have been on Jack’s show once or twice and have seen him
a few times: that was all | could take of that smooth artist.
He is an amiable, non-functioning artist who is good only
because of the late hour he goes on. If he is liked late at
night, it must be because he interferes with no one’
drowsiness or digestion.”

One runs into a surprising shyness on questioning im-
portant television people on the subject of Jack Paar.
Practically none of them cares to be quoted—for business
reasons. But they will talk very freely if you promise not
to use their names.

One big shot in TV, like Ben Hecht, was cruel enough to
attribute Jack’s success to the fact that he appears on the
country’ screens so late at night. “Whitt else can you get
on TV around midnight? The crummy old movies that they
have on the late show? His public is like the gambler who
will play at a crooked gambling house if it is the only one
in town. They will listen to anything.”

Another top TV producer said, “Do not forget that when
this wonder boy came on the New York scene when the
rest of TV was in such dismal shape that anything half-
way new, fresh or original looked wonderful by comparison.
Yes, the real secret of Jack Paar’s success is that he has the
best store-front in a disaster period. He is king only of the
rear end of the TV schedule.

“In our business there are sponsors stupid beyond belief.
But not one of them has been dumb enough to pull this
guy out of TV’s slum area and make a. competitor and a
gentleman out of him by giving him a showcase at a decent
hour. Any of the big comedians who worked at the same
time would murder Jack Paar. He’d be off the air within
a couple of weeks.”

Another show biz guy who didn't want his name used
because he can use TV work said, “I do not even class him
as an entertainer. At least he has never entertained me. |
have been on his show but 1did not find him funny. The
kindest thing | can say about Paar is that he is the least
offensive of the people who appear at that late hour of
the night.

“1must also say, however, that he does not give off with
the hideous cackle that Steve Allen throws off after each of
his feeble jokes. He also admits he cannot act which is very
shrewd of him. Steve Allen suffers from the delusion that
in those little sketches of his he turns into a Henry Irving.

“But perhaps | am not. the one to ask about TV—



"l can't bear to watch Jack Paar. TV
people's favorite description of him is
‘oldest little girl in television'. He
can't tell jokes because he has not the
guts. When you tell a joke you have to
believe in it, not wait nervously for the
response and when it flops blame your
writers.

"He is the most complete non-show-
man in the trade. His show is popular
because the spot was built up for years
beginning with Jerry Lester and con-
tinuing with Steve Allen. He doesn't
generate any humor. His luck is in hav-
ing Charlie Weaver and those other
people on with him.

"The bulk of his audience is ladies—m
not girls, ladies, old ladies— and they
love the dirty stuff he gives them. Be-
cause of his innocent face they feel he
does not really know what he is saying.
What Jack Paar really reminds me of
is a waspish kind of old spinster.'

— Henry Morgan

don’t like any of it. |1 agree with the brilliant man who
described television as the medium in which Ired Allen
failed and Steve Allen succeeded. Fred had more talent
in his big toe than Paar and Steve Allen combined,”

But some of America’s most brilliant showmen are on
Paar’s side of the fence. Consider what Irving Berlin says
about him. Berlin has been writing America’s favorite love
songs for 50 yean. He also spark-plugged the best service-
men’s shows in both World War | and World War II. If
anyone knows what the world wants in entertainment, it
should be a fellow like Irving Berlin. And he told us, “Jack
Paar is a truly great showman. To be that means one has
to know how to handle performers with tact, skill and
intelligence. Jack Paar’s extraordinary gift is hard to de-
scribe in detail. The magic of any star personality is. There
is always a little mystery about it that we sense rather than
understand.

“However, | would say that this young man has a fine,
warm personality and a good sense of humor. Most im-
portant though is his uncanny ability to connect with his
audience. It is true as Jack Paar says that he does not rely
on jokes. He does not have to.”

After listening to that, we were eager to hear the opinion
of Irving Hoffman, better known as “Broadway’s best
friend." This Irving for over 30 years has been a
cartoonist, a globe-trotting writer, a theatrical critic and
a columnist for The Hollywood Reporter. He has never
hesitated to criticize sharply the shows of his best producer
friends and the poor performances by stars who are pals
of his. Some of them bristled and burned, but never for
long. If he said you were lousy he believed it and was
probably right. The reason he hasn’t an enemy in or
out of show business is that he never wrote a bad notice

out of anger, spite or to settle a grudge. His only vice is
making puns, and | must say he did not spare us when he
delivered his opinion of Jack Paar. Here it is:

“If you are looking for a jury among Jack Paar fans you
will get a hung jury—because everyone who watches him
hangs on every word. | like him and | do not believe he
could be replaced except by somebody like Dr. Gregory
Zilborg, the famous psychiatrist. This is because what
Jack presents as Paarticipants is a collection of cracked,
crocked and crooked characters. How good he is we realize
when he has a substitute. | except Arlene Francis who is
wonderful always.

“When you have any of the others subbing for Paar you
kill an evening. When he is on, you kill an evening. But
like the rest of us he doesn’t know everything and when he
makes a flub it is a beaut. He thought Bob Kennedy was
the most exciting guest he had on his show. Yet within the
next night or two he called him the son of Senator Ken-
nedy.

“Paar’s personality is that of a boy scout who is going to
help an old lady across the street, and he has helped many
a budding talent just in that wonderful good-hearted boy
scout manner. As everyone will understand, sophisticates
feel that he suffers from an acute case of the cutes.

“| also believe he is in awe of royalty. Do you remember
how often he practiced bowing when Elsa Maxwell prom-
ised to bring the Duke and Duchess of Windsor on the
show? The boy has made it in front of Eisenhower but he
is still shooting and dreaming of that command perform-
ance at the Court of St. James. Yet | wouldn’t be surprised
if all of that awe is a gag, a gimmick, a device.

“I find the ad-liberties Jack allows his guests very pleas-
ant. I mean, as an example, the way he lets Genevieve
ramble on. And he never gets in the way of his talent the
way Jerry Lewis did when he was on the Paar show with
Hines and Ford. Jerry kept interrupting until the girl
began to cry.

“Jack Paar has the gift of eating his humble pie and
having it too. Above all, he seems like such a nice boy.
I mean the kind who was so handy to have around when
the gang broke a window while playing baseball. If there
was a Jack Paar on the team the bunch sent him over to
apologize, knowing he would come back with the lady’s
subscriptions to whatever magazines he and the others were
selling to get through college.”

Eddie Condon, the bandleader and banjoist, is another
showman whose opinions of theatrical performers are worth
listening to. Eddie has been a pro jazz musician since his
days with Bix Beiderbecke. He has been running his own
night club successfully in New York now for about 15
years. On the whole he thinks pretty well of our hero.

“l was on his show,” says Eddie, “and he’s sort of a
smooth guy. The way he introduces everybody makes each
one look like a champ, a winner. That’s quite a trick.
Some people will tell you he is smug but I didn’t get any
sense of that.

“And look what he did for my pal, Pat Harrington, Jr.
Young Pat was always a good comic but it was his ap-
pearances on Paar’s show that got him into the money,
a one-year contract with Danny Thomas with sure stardom
straight ahead.

“The point is that Paar, being a real showman, liked
Pat’s work and turned him loose on the show. And when
I was on the show Jack showed what he could do in an
emergency, one that put him on the spot.

“He had set up everything for a discussion between me
and some long-hair guy, [Continued on page 66]
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Horror Fiction to Remember

Hartley was a skeptic. He thought the stuff about the Curse of the Scarab on
the mummy’s tomb was hogwash. But that was before his first night visitors



"They come every night and crawl up the sides of my bed and try to get at my face. They crawl on my face, they...

hen Hartley returned from Egypt, his

friends said he had changed.

It caused considerable talk at the time.

Hartley had been known as a keen
scholar, a singularly erudite fieldworker in his chosen
profession of archeology; but at the same time he had
been a peculiarly charming person. He had a worldly
flair and a sense of humor which mocked and belittled it.
He had carried this sense of the ridiculous over into his
work; and while it was known that he was very much in-
terested in archeology, and a notable figure in the field, he
inevitably referred to his studies as “pottering around with
old fossils and the old fossils that discovered them.”

by Robert Bloch
Illusfrated by Dom Lupo

Consequently, his curious reversal follow-
ing his trip came as a complete surprise.

All that was definitely known was that
he had spent some eight months on a field
trip to the Egyptian Sudan. Upon his return he had im-
mediately severed all connections with the institute he
had been associated with. Just what had occurred during
the expedition was a matter of excited conjecture among
his former intimates. But something had definitely hap-
pened; it was unmistakable.

The night he spent at the club proved that. He had
come in quietly, too quietly. Hartley was one of those
persons who usually made an entrance, in the true sense

Please turn page
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Continued from preceding page

of the word. His tall, graceful figure, attired in the im-
maculate evening dress so seldom found outside of the
pages of melodramatic fiction; his leonine head with its
Stokowski-like bristle of gray hair; these attributes com-
manded attention. He could have passed anywhere as a
man of the world, or a stage magician awaiting his cue to
step onto the platform.

But this evening he entered quietly, unobtrusively. He
wore dinner clothes, but his shoulders sagged, and the
spring was gone from his walk. His hair was grayer, and it
hung pallidly over his tanned forehead. Despite the bronze
of Egyptian sun on his features, there was a sickly tinge to
his countenance. His eyes peered mistily from amidst un-
sightly folds. His face seemed to have lost its mold; the
mouth hung loosely.

JJe greeted no one; and took a table alone. Of. course
cronies came up and chatted, but he did not invite them to
join him. And oddly enough, none of them insisted.

They must have felt it even then. From their shocked
descriptions of the man they seemed one and all to sense
the peculiar alien quality about him. This was an Arthur
Hartley they had never known, an aged stranger, with a
querulous voice which rose in suspicion when he was
questioned about his journey.

That was the strangeness they all grasped in Hartley.
He was afraid.

They told me, and that is why | went round to see
Arthur Hartley in his rooms. Others had spoken of their
efforts, in the week following his appearance at the club,
to gain admittance to his apartment. They said he did not
answer the bell, and complained that the phone had been
disconnected.

I went up to his flat one afternoon and rang.

No answer. | went into the dim hallway and listened
for footsteps, some sign of life from within. No answer.
Complete, utter silence. For a moment | thought crazily
of suicide, then laughed the dread away. It was absurd—
and still, there had been a certain dismaying unanimity in
all the reports | had heard of Hartley’s mental state.

I rang again, more as a gesture than in expectation of
tangible results, and then | turned and descended the
stairs. | felt, I recall, a little twinge of inexplicable relief
upon leaving the place. The thought of suicide in that
gloomy hallway had not been pleasant.

| reached the lower door and opened it, and a familiar
figure scurried past me on the landing. | turned. It was
Hartley.

For the first time since his return | got a look at the
man, and in the hallway shadows he was ghastly. Whatever
his condition at the club, a week must have accentuated it
tremendously. His head was lowered, and as | greeted him
he looked up. His eyes gave me a terriffic shock. There was
a stranger dwelling in their depths—a haunted stranger. |
swear he shook when | addressed him.

He was wearing a tattered topcoat, but it hung loosely
over his gauntness. | noticed that he was carrying a large
bundle done up in brown paper.

| said something, | don’t remember what; at any rate, |
was at some pains to conceal my confusion as | greeted
him. I was rather insistently cordial, | believe, for I could

see that he would just as soon have hurried up the stairs
without even speaking to me. The astonishment | felt con-
verted itself into heartiness. Rather reluctantly he invited
me u>,

We entered the flat, and | noticed that Hartley double-
locked the door behind him. That, to me, characterized his
metamorphosis. In the old days, Hartley had always kept
open house, in the literal sense of the word. Studies might
have kept him late at the institute, but a chance visitor
found his door open wide. And now, he double-
locked it.

I turned around and surveyed the apartment. Just what |
expected to see | cannot say, but certainly my mind was
prepared for some sign of radical alteration. There was
none. The furniture had not been moved; the pictures
hung in their original places; the vast bookcases still stood
in the shadows.

Hartley excused himself, entered the bedroom, and pres-
ently emerged after discarding his topcoat. Before he sat
down he walked over to the mantel and struck a match
before a little bronze figurine of Horus, A second later the
thick gray spirals of smoke arose in the approved style of
exotic fiction, and | smelt the pungent tang of strong
incense.

That was the first puzzler. The incense was definitely
alien to the Arthur Hartley I knew.

"Clears away the smel'l," he remarked.

I didn't ask “What smell?” Nor did | begin to question
him as to his trip, his inexplicable conduct in not answer-
ing my correspondence after he left Khartoum, or his
avoidance of my company in this week following his return.
Instead, | let him talk.

He said nothing at first. His conversation rambled, and
behind it all 1 sensed the abstraction | had been warned
about. He spoke of having given up his work, and hinted
that he might leave the city shortly and go up to his family
home in the country. He had been ill. He was disappointed
in Egyptology, and its limitations. He hated darkness. The
locust plagues had increased in Kansas.

This rambling was—insane.

I knew it then, and | hugged the thought to me in the
perverse delight which is born of dread. Hartley was
mad.

But | sat silently when he lighted the great candles
about the room; sat silently staring through the incense
clouds to where the flaming tapers illuminated his twitch-
ing features. And then he broke.

Y >uare my friend?” he said. There was a question in
his voice, a puzzled suspicion in his words that brought
sudden pity to me. His derangement was terrible to witness.
Still, 1 nodded gravely.

"You are my friend,” he continued. This time the words
were a statement. The deep breath which followed be-
tokened resolution on his part.

“Do you know what was in that bundle | brought in?”
he asked suddenly.

"No.”

“I’ll tell you.
secticide!”

His eyes flamed in triumph.

“l havent left this house for a week. | dare npt spread
the plague. They follow me, you know. But today | thought
of the way—absurdly simple, too. I went out and bought
insecticide. Pounds of it. And liquid spray. Special formula
stuff, more deadly than arsenic. [Continued on page 52]

Insecticide. That’s what it was. In-



FROM . HETU-

The “wet handkerchief” partis still agag. But
with guys like Henri La Mothe plowing into
18 inches of water, and Vic Zoble diving

while set on fire, anything can happen next

by Bill Ballantine

first-class high-diving wonder man is Henri La Mothe,
Aa balding, cheerful fatalist whose spectacular specialty

is the most unorthodox dive in the acrobatic diving

trade, a belly-whopper from the height of 40 feet into
a pool of water only two feet deep.

La Mothe calls his 30-mph splash the most successful flop
in show business. He is the only person in the world ever to
perform this suicidal feat successfully—the admiration though
not the envy of every professional aqua-actor.

This unique stunt was devised by Henri, when he was a
runty four-year-old in the slums of Chicago, so that he’d be
accepted by a gang of fuzz-cheeked toughs who were
monopolizing the neighborhood’s best swimming hole, a
reedy pond under a Southside railroad trestle.

Recently Mr. La Mothe told me that he intends to continue
making his fabulous belly-slappers for another 10 or 15
years. He is now 55.

I first saw Henri La Mothe’s thriller at an upstate New
York pumpkin-fair. For his feature dive in the Grand Finale,
La Mothe was costumed as Superman, in long underwear
dyed yellow, brief cerise trunks, oilcloth cape of royal-blue
and heroic-sized false biceps.

After a grandiose introduction, Henri plunged an iron
bar into a circular canvas pool to prove its shallowness. With
broad pantomime, the bar then was bent into pretzel shape

Please turn page

La Mothe inflates his belly like a frog and plunges 40 feet.



FROM 72 FEET UP

Continued from, preceding page

(after sly substitution of a length of rubber hose).

Aslim wooden ladder (on loan from the local Volun-
teer Fire Dept,) shivered 40 feet skyward from the tiny
pool’sedge. Accompanied by ominous drum-roll, Henri
began to ascend it slowly, rung by careful rung.

At the top of his perilous climb, La Mothe gingerly
mounted a board hardly big enough for both his feet.
After cautiously testing the ladder’s four guy-out ropes,
he paused and looked about calmly. He inhaled
deeply—six, seven times, expanding his chest; his
stomach bulged astoundinglyl He crouched then,
leaning well forward, and pretty much sneaked
off the perch in a crawling position.

With toes barely clear of the ladder, La Mothe flung
out his arms sideways in what | can only describe as a
Hallelujah! gesture—elbows bent, fingers spread. Legs
were crooked to a right angle at knees; toes pointed to
Heaven. The man’s back was well-arched, head thrown
back. His rounded stomach paralleled the water’s sur-
face. Down he plummeted like a rock dropped from
a bridge.

With a great smack the falling man slapped the
water. There was an explosive splash that rose eight

feet above the surface. The shock sucked the breath
from the audience. Everyone (including me) remem-
bered every horrible belly-stinging dive he’d ever made,
and felt the impact sickeningly in the pit of his own
stomach.

Superman Henri bounded upright. Looking silly
standing in water hardly to his calves, he smiled and
waved reassuringly. His cap wasn’t even wet.

"My cap hardly ever gets wet,” Mr. La Mothe told
me later as we sat in the shade of the Fairgrounds
empty grandstand. "The displacement, 1°ve deter-
mined by careful experiment, is about eighteen inches,
though I have come down in even less water than that,
using my palms and forearms as a brake a bit stronger
than usual.

“l learned that too when | was a kid—how to stop a
dive. We had one called the Flying Elephant. The idea
was to keep your head and shoulders out of water.
Soon as you hit you’d scissors-out arms and legs—tike
putting an airplane prop into reverse. Sometimes you
could keep out all the way from the waist up.”

La Mothe’s impossible leap is made possible by his
remarkably controlled [Continued on page 81]

Henri La Mothe is still trim and elegant at 55, but he cheerfully abandons this
elegance when he takes off, arms and legs flying, in one of his great comic dives.



OFF THE TOP of 40-foot tower . . .

... out into swan dive, Vic Zoble . . .

. . . plunges through the air engulfed in a sheet of blazing gasoline . . .

o end head-first in tank.



"Jump, Sim, jump!" Casey yelled as he frantically tried to halt the engine that was highballing him to his grave.

D-ue Adventure

Ap=ril 30,1900

The Day Casey Jones Died

by Millie McW hirfer and John M. Maloney
Illustrated by Herb Mott



All Casey Jones wanted to do was bring the Cannonball Express in “on the advertised.”

But with the help of an engine wiper he became the most famous railroader of all time

n the engineer pulled her out of Memphis, and
tarted his 188-mile run to Canton, Mississippi, he

was an hour and 35 minutes behind schedule. But
he’d been highballing it all the way. Now there were
only 13 miles to go. Only two minutes to make up and the
Cannonball Express would arrive on time!
The fireman shoveled in the coal. The engineer pulled
back the throttle, peered into the ghostly fog that grayed
the Mississippi rails. The time was 3:45 am., April 30, 1900.

“We’re gonna’ make it,” the engineer shouted to his
fireman. “We’re gonna’ bring ’er in on the advertised!”

But Casey Jones didn’t make it. A few moments later,
he was lying under Engine 382, his neck broken, steam
shrouding his body. His right hand still clutched the broken
cord of his Whippoorwill whistle, his left hand groped for
the throttle.

One of the passengers on that ill-fated train wés a re-
porter from the New Orleans [Continued on page 60]



Milt Gallop, an insurance executive, chugs up Cleveland’s Rocky River in his 22-foot steamboat.

Gallop’s “folly,” a triple expansion en-
gine, develops 8.9 h.p. and
drives boat at top speed of 15 mph.



Gallop brings his folly into crowded anchorage.

W
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Steamboat Afloat

Here’s the story behind the shriek Clevelanders hear from June to October

Phofos by Frank A. Muih

teamcars died more than 20 years ago, but there

are still thousands of guys who say the internal
combustion engine is a smelly, noisy mistake, and
that the steam-driven car will make a comeback.
And now the “steambuffs” have invaded boating.
One of these buffs is Milton Gallop, an insurance
company executive from Cleveland, Ohio.

When Gallop toots his big chrome-plated whistle,
the folks in the yacht club perk up their ears and
smile. Gallop’ “folly” has become a sort of land-
mark—er watermark—in the Clifton Park Lagoon,
on the Rocky River, and on the Great Lakes.

The “folly” is 25 feet long from stem-post to
transom, has an 8'6" beam and draws four feet with
bunkers full. The power plant, a triple-expansion
Sissons which was made in England about 1900,
turns up 8.9 hp and drives the boat at a top speed
of about 15 m.p.h. There is a six-volt, battery under
the seat, which is used for lighting only, and a 20
gallon square fuel tank under the deck. The boiler
is of the vertical live tube type, with 208 five-eighth
inch tubes, and is welded top and bottom. There
are two safety valves, one set at 125 degrees and
one at 150. The boiler has been tested, cold, to 800

degrees. The burner is gun-type, and is steam-ac-
tuated, and the feed water passes through a tank
of Zeolite on the port side under the planking,
which is one inch cypress.

The whole affair is so bulky that it doesn’t leave
much room for anyone but Gallop and perhaps
one or two small friends.

Gallop bought the folly 15 years ago from a man
who was about to destroy her, and even though
he’s often kidded, he means to hold on to her.
“I'm chief engineer,” he says, “deck-hand, dock-
hand, oiler, captain, chief-cook-and-bottle-washer,
and of course | do all the necessary cleaning
and repairing. So | wouldn’t advise anyone but a
real steam buff like me to get one!”

The “folly” will run on anything from old cook-
ing oil to chunks of wood, but Gallop tries to feed
her on a diet of coal oil. "She gives a smoother run
that way,” he says.

So if you should happen to be out Cleveland way,
and hear the clear piping toot of a steamboat
whistle, don’t look for a Mississippi riverboat. It’s
just Milt Gallop cornin’ round the bend.
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“DRESS-UP” is a new method of shoe care.
It’snot a polish but an enriching conditioner
that goes deep into the leather to bring out
the natural, healthy lustre. Keeps the leather
soft and pliable. Easy to apply, “Dress-Up”
avoids the mess that comes with polish. $1
plus 25c postage. International Cleaning
Products, Department K-C, 9 Wyckoff Ave-
nue, Brooklyn 37, N. Y.

PORTABLE GARAGE protects your car
against the elements. Made of heavy gauge
vinyl plastic, it fits all makes and models.
Folds compactly when not in use. Elasti-
cized bottom always holds securely. Nylon
threads add extra security to the cover.
$6.95 plus 45c postage. Extra heavy plastic
$8.95 plus 55c postage. Cryder Sales, Dept.
G-24, Box 79, Whitestone 57, N. Y.

ANALYZE HANDWRITING for pleasure
and profit. New book by M. N. Bunker gives
you the techniques. Bunker, founder of
the International Grapho Analysis Society,
teaches you how to see through people, un-
cover hidden meanings in letters, notes, etc.
Coupon entitles you to analysis of your own
handwriting. $5.95 postpaid. Nelson-Hall,
Dept. 49, 210 S. Clinton St.,, Chicago 6, 111,

HOLIDAY FUN BOW TIES provide an
extra lift to holiday parties at the office, club
or home. Gay red and green felt with a reg-
ulation clip-on mechanism to hold it se-
curely throughout the festivities. Makes a
uniquely different gift. Be sure you specify
Santa or Holly Berry design. You get them
for$! each postpaid from Greenland Studios,
Dept. CA, 5858 Forbes St., Pittsburgh 16, Pa.

MORE DAZZLING THAN DIAMONDS
are these man-made scientific gems. Bril-
liantly hand cut and hand polished, a 1 carat
gem sells for only $27, including tax. Here
is a gift for someone special to you. Write
for free booklet describing the many styles.
There is also an easy payment plan avail-
able to you. Capra Gem Co., Dept. FM-129,
P. O. Box 5145, Philadelphia 41, Pa.

CRIME DETECTION is a profitable pro-
fession. Institute of Applied Science teaches
you how' to get into this exciting and reward-
ing work. Learn fingerprinting and scientific
criminal investigation quickly and at low
cost. Pay as you learn. Send for free Blue
Book of Crime. Be sure to state your age.
Institute of Applied Science® Dept. CAV,,
1920 Sunnyside Avenue, Chicago 30, 111

ELECTRIC BURGLAR ALARM fits every
door, window, dresser. Requires no wiring
or installation, works off single flashlight
battery. Small enough to fit in your pocket,
this baby sets off a loud wail that can be
heard for blocks. Order a few of these for
various parts of your home or office. $2.98
ppd. Big Three Ent., Dept. C-12, 1109 6th
Ave., New York 36, N. Y.

LIGHT UP with this combination cigarette
case and lighter. “Razzia” looks and feels
like the real thing. Pull the trigger and the
top flies open to reveal the cigarettes. The
next shot brings a light from the nozzle.
Lightweight so it can be easily carried.
Lighter works every time. Get it for $2,25
postpaid. M. Marshall & Co., Box 111-L,
Elmwood Place, Cincinnati 16, Ohio.

BECOME A GAME WARDEN or a Forest
Ranger. You can begin preparation now for
a career in conservation. Jobs call for pro-
tecting natural resources and wildlife. Good
pay, security, prestige. Send for free facts
and how to obtain “select-a-job chart” and
Employment Opportunities listings. Write
Forestry & Wildlife Course, Dept. FM-12,
1038 South La Brea, Los Angeles 19, Calif.



month. They are believed to be good values. The firms listed guarantee immediate refund of your money if you are not satisfied.

PHOTO CHRISTMAS CARDS IN COLOR.
Send an ordinary snapshot or negative and
receive 40 cards with photo and name
printed on each card. Cards and envelopes
come to you for $1. They extend a truly
personal greeting and show a little extra
thought and originality. Add 25c postage
with each order. Order them from Christmas
Cards, Department S-17, Topeka, Kansas.

POCKET COMBINATION TOOL can be
used as a screw driver, nail puller, wire cut-
ter, bottle opener, cigar cutter, scissors,
knife, nail file, letter opener and as a IVi”
ruler. Made of stainless steel, it weighs less
than 1 ounce. Carry it in your pocket. You’ll
use it constantly. With leather carrying case
and gift box. $1.50 ppd. Hollis Co., Dept. C,
1133 Broadway, New York 10, N. Y.

WALL TROPHY for collectors of gun mod-
els. It’s a handsomely mounted 9"xI5"
plaque with an antlered deer head and 2 de-
tailed scale models of Winchester Model 94
and German Mannlicher-Schoenaur Model
52. One-third actual size with movable lock
and trigger. Natural color deer head on
walnut plaque. $7.98 ppd. Thoresen, Dept.
TR-235, 585 Water St.,, New York 2, N. Y.

BETTER SPEECH is yours through this
new self-teaching course. It increases your
vocabulary, corrects pronunciation and helps
you speak more effectively. The course con-
sists of 6 manuals, instructions, tests, a 300
page book and four 78 rpm records that let
you hear how the words should be pro-
nounced. $9.95 ppd. Post-Way Course, Dept.
C-12, 1133 Bx-oadway, New York 10, N. Y.

ADDRESS AND PHONE BOOK in em-
bossed Florentine leather cover. Complete
alphabet is visible. Space for over 2,000 list-
ings with special 2-color index. Book is hand
stiched along the edges, typical of the skilled
craftsmen of Florence, Italy. Cover is moire
lined. 8*4"x11% ". Gift boxed. Price is $1.49
postpaid. Tecla Evans, 87-C Prospect Ave-
nue, Mt. Vernon, N. Y.

BIGGEST STONE IN THE WORLD is this
simulated diamond. The glittering particles
send forth rays of dazzling color. As big as
your hand, the stone will be the hit of any
party. Great for gag engagements. Makes a
fancy paperweight, too. Price of this really
big sparkler (unbreakable! and case is $1.98
ppd. Western World, Dept. F, 2611 Tilden
Ave., Los Angeles 64, Calif.

AIR CONDITIONING TRAINING pre-
pares you for a rewarding career as a tech-
nician or a service engineer. Train at home
by practicing with 25 kits of parts and tools.
Build a Vi h.p. commercial-type condenser;
then an air conditioner, refrigerator, freezer
or milk cooler. Write, stating age, to Com-
mercial Trades Institute, Dept. C-Il, 1400
Greenleaf Avenue, Chicago 26, 111

FISH PLAQUES are made of colorful life-
like china. High fired to a glistening glaze,
the fish seem real enough t6 swim off the
mount. Fully sculptured, not flat. Average
fish is 6" on 4"x7" plaque. Complete set
includes 6 different fish and you get the
entire set for $5.95 postpaid. Order from
Greenland Studios, Department CA, 5858
Forbes Street, Pittsburgh 17, Pa.

COMBINATION FLARE GUN and .22 cal-
iber blank 7-shot repeater German Auto-
matic. Just 4% inches long. Handy for boat-
ing, stage use, sporting events, etc. Flares
climb 120 to 150 ft. Ammo and assorted
color flares obtainable (not available to
California residents). $6.95 without ammo
or complete for $12.98. Ppd. Best Values,
Dept. F-43, 403 Market St.,, Newark, N. J.
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Colonel Ben Grierson was no John Wayne, but they handed him a movie-sized job
anyhow’. “Take 1,200 men across 600 miles of Rebel-held territory and destroy the

railroads to Vicksburg.” How was he to get back? ... There were no plans for that

of some 1,200 troopers rode into the little

Mississippi  town of Starkville, arousing

the inhabitants with their whoops and shouts. The
citizens of Starkville grumbled mightily as they rose from
their beds. They were quite used to the comings and goings
of their Confederate troops, and of course they made al-
lowances. Still, the shouting seemed unnecessarily warlike.
After all, the Union lines were 80 miles away, a good safe
distance in a day when armies moved only as fast as a team
of horses. In any case, the citizenry went to the windows,
cheered indolently in the voice of sleepy patriotism, and

On the morning of April 21st, 1863, a force

by James Collier
Illustrated by John Scott

prepared to get back into their beds.

But the troopers changed their minds about
that. Instead of riding through, the horsemen
stopped at the end of the main street and set fire to the
shoe-and-saddle factory. Then, when the leather manufac-
tory was flaming nicely, the troopers rode back to the
middle of town, robbed the Post Office, broke into all the
shops and scattered the merchandise up and down the
muddy streets, beat up one or two protesting shopkeepers,
and then rode out of town as quickly as they had come—
heading south.

The good people of Starkville were not aware that they



sjimm

Grierson’s men were already cracking open the whisky barrels when the locomotives met head-on with a satisfying crash.

had seen a small portion of what was perhaps the most
daring enterprise of the entire Civil conflagration. And
it was not really until two years later, when the war was
over, that Starkville’s residents—er the residents of such
populated places as Westville, Macon, Decatur, or Hazel-
hurst, for that matter—knew what had hit them. For al-
though they had heard rumors, they could not really believe
that a Union force of 1,200 men had in 16 days ridden 600
miles completely across one of the most heavily fortified
sections of the South. Oh, perhaps a party of four or five
scouts might have crossed the countryside and escaped de-
tection. But not 1,200 men. Impossible.

The man to whom this incredible story belongs is Col.
Benjamin H. Grierson. He was born in Pittsburgh and
raised in Youngstown, Ohio. His particular talent was
music. He could play any instrument he laid his hands on.
At the age of 13 his enterprising spirit led him to start an
orchestra, which played for dances in the Youngstown area.
But enterprising or not, as he grew up, he realized that
music was a poor way to make a living. He became a busi-
nessman in Meredosia, Ohio, married, had children and
embarked on what might have been a singularly ordinary
life. However, circumstances have a way of dictating for-
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tunes. In 1860 the Civil War broke out. A patriotic man,
Grierson offered his services to the North. Because of his
abilities, he rose rapidly in command. On March 28, 1862,
he became a full colonel, commanding the 6th and 7th
Illinois and the 82nd lowa Cavalries. And it was with
these troops that he reported to the dismal little Tennessee
town of La Grange, the jumping off point for his incredible
adventure.

Now, let us have a look at the situation of the war at
that moment. Union troops were in possession of both ends
of the Mississippi. They held Baton Rouge in the south,
and of course the upper river in the north. But the mid-
section lay in Southern hands. The great river was therefore
of little use to the Union. Grant was determined to take it.

The pivot point of the Rebel holdings on the river was
Vicksburg. In the spring of 1863 it was quite clear to every-
body concerned that if Vicksburg could be taken, the South
would be in a parlous way. Furthermore, everybody knew
that the battle for the city would begin shortly. Grant was
at the gates, waiting. But the Rebel commanders were not
dismayed. Three important rail lines—the Mobile and
Ohio, the Southern, and the Mississippi Central—fed into
Vicksburg. The city could be supplied and reinforced
easily.

It began to dawn on General Grant that the railroad
lines had to be cut shortly before his attack. The only diffi-
culty was that the tracks lay 200 miles inside Rebel ter-
ritory.

But to an enterprising man, there is a way around every

difficulty. And so, on the morning of April 17th, 1863, Col.
Ben Grierson led 1,500 men out of La Grange, Tennessee,
heading south. His orders were simple: “Cut the railroad
lines and create as much general mischief as possible.” That
was all. Nothing was said, for example, about getting back
out of Rebel territory, for the very good reason that it was
going to be difficult enough simply to get in. But then, of
course, Grant knew that Grierson was an enterprising man.

Think for a moment of the problems. Where, for ex-
ample, was Grierson going to bivouac 1,500 men, 2,000
horses and two field pieces? You can’t hide a force like
that in a cornfield. And how was he going to feed them?
They had drawn only five days’ rations before leaving. Since
nobody knew how long they would be gone, there was no
point in drawing more. And what about medicine? What
about ammunition? Once he penetrated a few miles into
Rebel country he’d be completely cut off from his supplies.
And plainly, he was not going to be able to conceal the
presence of his troops from the enemy. Every 12-year-old
boy in the countryside would be reporting his position to
General Pemberton in Vicksburg. Nonetheless, Grierson
was happy with the job. He liked being enterprising.

For the first four days out of La Grange the Grierson
troopers rode rapidly south with little interference. Grier-
son kept a scouting force of six or eight men a mile in
front of him at all times. This little detachment was a fine
example of his enterprise. Any commander would have put
out scouts. Grierson went one better. Choosing Southern-
accented men for the party, he dressed them in the butter-
nut clothes of Rebel irregulars, and had them pass
themselves off as Southerners. They were to strike up con-
versations with townsfolk as they went by for the purpose
of extracting information about Rebel troop movements.
The troops called them the Butternut Guerrillas.



Colonel Ben Grierson (seated, center) and his staff before
the raid. As the song goes: where did they get those hats?

The plan worked brilliantly. For on the 21st, Grierson
discovered that 1,800 men under Colonel Barteau had
picked up their track and were only 20 miles behind. He
called his Regimental commanders together.

“Gentlemen,” he said mildly, his evening cigar clutched
lightly in his fingers. “We are now on our own. Barteau is
between us and our own lines.” He paused to consider. “I
suppose a man of honor would turn and fight him. But |
rather think we’d better have a look at the Vicksburg rail-
road first.” He turned to Colonel Hatch, his mild blue eyes
as unconcerned as if he were planning a program of music
for the Youngstown Ladies Club. “Hatch, why don’t you
run east and see what you can do about the Mobile and
Ohio at Columbus? 1 rather imagine that since Barteau’s
chasing us, nobody much will be around the depot. And
then while you’re at it, you might run on back to La Grange.
Perhaps you can give Barteau the impression that we've all
gone home.”

Colonel Hatch was perplexed. "I don’t object to the
assignment, Colonel,” he said, “but you’re cutting away a
third of your forces.”

“Yes,” Grierson said blandly, “I suppose | am. That will
be all.”

It was an act of considerable daring. Already extraordi-
narily out-numbered, Grierson was taking what appeared
to be a frighLful chance. He had eliminated the possibility
of standing and fighting. From now on it would be run and
hide. Yet, he was buying time. It was only a couple of days’
riding to the Vicksburg Railroad at a place called Newton
Station. If he could destroy the line there, Vicksburg would
be cut off from the east. It was, Grierson figured, worth the
chance. He’d worry about getting home another time.

And so Hatch moved off with the 500 men of the lowa
82nd, driving toward Columbus. The move worked. Bar-
teau took off after him. But Hatch had the jump. He de-
stroyed the Mobile and Ohio in three places, burned the
station at Okolona, and so confused Barteau that he wired
to General Pemberton in Vicksburg that the Grierson
force was heading north. In Vicksburg, Pemberton relaxed.

The bug was out of his ear before it had begun to bite.

Now Grierson rode for Newton Station, 100 miles away.
If he could reach the railroad before Pemberton found out
he was still loose in the country, he could call his mission
a success. With his scouts—the Butternut Guerrillas—un-
ning on before, he pushed toward the Okaxuler River.
This small scouting detachment was turning out to be in-
valuable. The force was now nearly 100 miles inside Rebel
lines. The inhabitants simply assumed that any troops they
saw were Confederate—even when face to face with the
blue uniforms of the regular Union force.

On the 21st Grierson hit Starkville, burning the saddle
factory and doing other damage. He hardly paused to
assess his work, but pushed on south. Newton Station was
the goal; the rest did not matter.

But now the weather went against him. It began to
pour down a fat spring rain, turning the roads into quag-
mires, and the little streams into rushing torrents. For
two days the troopers plowed forward through the thick
mud, soaked to the skin, unable to find dry ground for
sleeping or dry wood for a fire. It didn’t matter much.
Grierson was not allowing them much time for sleep.

On the 22nd they reached the Okaxuler River. It had
stopped raining, but the river, swollen by the torrents, had
over-flown its banks, creating a swamp three feet deep and
six miles across. If Grierson was dismayed, he did not show
it. If he got caught by Rebel forces when he was in the
middle of this, he’d be cut to pieces. He sent out his scouts
for information. “Find out if Pemberton has the wind up,”
he said. “And see if the locals know we’re about.”

The Butternut Guerrillas rode off. For two hours Grier-
son sat at the edge of the vast swamp, calmly smoking a
cigar and waiting for his vital news. Then the scouts re-
turned. They were grinning. “Well, Sergeant?”” Grierson
said.

“I guess it’s okay, sir. The people around here are trust-
ing as babies.

“There’s a school up the road a piece, sir. They let all
the kids come out and cheer us as we rode by."

Grierson smiled. “That’s fine, Sergeant,” he said. “I’'m
glad to find we’re welcome.”

And so they pushed their horses into the flood. The
footing was slick and treacherous, and in the center of the
swamp, as they passed through the bed of the river, the
water was running swift. Horse after horse stumbled, throw-
ing a cursing rider into the muddy wet. A dozen mounts
drowned, caught in the heavy push of water. But four hours
later Grierson had his troops safe on the other side.
Without pausing to rest they went on toward Newton
Station.

Ahead lay the little town of Philadelphia, on the banks
of the Pearl River. One small plank bridge crossed the
Pearl: nothing more. If the Rebels burned the bridge be-
fore Grierson could cross he’d be held up indefinitely
looking for a ford. There was, Grierson knew, a time for
finesse and a time for the direct blow. And so he charged.
He ran his troops as hard as he could run them for 20 miles.
They raced through the countryside, dumping astonished
wagoners into ditches, fluttering up behind them clouds of
chickens and leaving farmers standing stunned by the road-
side at this miraculous appearance of 1,000 bleary-eyed
Union troops charging like madmen through their peaceful
countryside. The men were [Continued on page 76]
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THE DAY | SHOT RICHTHOFEN

Continued from page 16

one in a new ordnance manual and had
made me one to scale from a discarded
18-pounder shell case.

Two German machines had fallen out
of the fight when | noticed one of our
machines corkscrewing from the melee
and falling toward the ground in the
vicinity of Vaux-sur-Somme. It straight-
ened out at a low level and darted across
our lines for safety. An all-red Fokker
triplane immediately gave chase, and al-
though our airman had a fair lead, the
German rapidly gained on him.

By this time our C.O., Major Beavis,
had received a telephone message from
our forward observing post, informing us
that these two machines had separated
from the fight and were flying directly
down the Somme Valley toward our bat-
tery. | had already cleared my gun and
made ready for action.

The pilot in the Sopwith was twisting
and turning to escape the short, erratic
machine gun bursts fired by the German
airman, but he continued to be forced
lower and lower toward our position.

1 was not then aware that the Camel
was being flown by Lieutenant Wilfred
May of 209 Squadron, and the pursuing
red triplane by Baron von Richthofen.

We were free to fire at any time with-
out command, but as the planes neared
us, barely 50 feet off the brow of the
ridge, | was prevented from firing im-
mediately, as the two machines were
almost In line, with Lt. May’s plane
blocking my line of fire.

Major Beavis and Lieutenant Doyle
were on my right and left respectively,
each about 30 yards away. Captain Ellis,
on slightly lower ground at my center,
observed the oncoming planes from the
flank and shouted, “Fire on that plane,
Buie!” But 1still could not, owing to Lt.
May’s position.

1 had swiveled my gun to follow the
red machine, and Snowy Evans, manning
the other gun on my right, got first clear-
ance and opened up at a range of slightly
more than 300 yards. The triplane flew
steadily on, still firing short bursts at the
Camel. It was now barely 20 yards
behind and 10feet above May. Very close,
indeed. | was at the ready with my finger
on the trigger, waiting the clearance.

It came.

1 can still remember Richthofen
clearly. His helmet and goggles covered
most of his face and he was hunched in
the cockpit aiming over his guns at the
lead plane. It: seems that with every burst
he leaned forward in the cockpit as
though concentrating very intently on his
fire. Certainly he was not aware of the
danger of his position or of the close
range of our guns. Had he seen our bat-
tery so near at hand and had been so
inclined, he could easily have leveled his
machine guns on us with devastating
results.

At 200 yards, with my peep sight di-
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rectly on Richthofen’s body, | began
firing with steady bursts. His plane was
bearing frontal and just a little to the
right of me and after 20 rounds | knew
that the bullets were striking the right
side and front of the machine, for 1
clearly saw fragments flying.

Still Richthofen came on, firing at Lt.
May with both guns blazing. Then, just
before my last shots finished at a range of
40 yards, Richthofen’s guns stopped ab-
ruptly. The thought flashed through my
mind—ve hit him!'—and immediately |
noticed a sharp change in engine sound
as the red triplane passed over our gun
position at less than 50 feet and still a
little to my right. It slackened speed con-
siderably and the propeller slowed down,
although the machine still appeared to be
under control. Then it veered a bit to the
right and then back to the left and lost
height gradually, coming down near an
abandoned brick kiln, 400 yards away on
the Bray-Corbie road.

| looked to my gun. It was empty. |
had fired a full pannier.

Richthofen’s plane did not come to
earth in a spin, or vertically with full
power as some writers have stated. It was
far from demolished. Rather, it came
down as though the pilot was bringing it
down, although on landing parts of the
wing and the forward section of the fuse-
lage were damaged quite badly.

I remember looking up and seeing Lt.
May, who had flown on a little way, turn
back. He circled once around our battery
before flying into the West, toward, |
presume, his base.

I remained near my gun post, for it was
a standing order that no men were to
show themselves in the open ground
where the plane had landed as it was in
full view of the German batteries.

Despite the order, souvenir hunters
streamed from all directions. Men from
the 108th Howitzer Batter)" arrived first
on the scene. | understand that Lt. Frazer,
an Intelligence Officer of the 11th Bri-
gade, was among them. He released
Richthofen’s safety belt and had him
lowered to the ground, and upon exam-
ining his papers, found his name. The
rush for souvenirs then began in earnest
and a padre of the 8th Field Artillery
Brigade is said to have tried to recover
as many of Richthofen’s personal effects
from the "souvenir kings” as he could.

As | watched the activity at the plane,
I remarked to some of the Diggers from
the other positions, “He flew that low
over us that we couldn’t miss him.” Forty
years later, almost to the day, | received
a letter from James V. Rake of Brisbane,
a 3rd Division Headquarters Signaller,
who had overheard me, and repeated my
words in his letter exactly!

In a few minutes the word came back.
“It’s Richthofen, the German ace!”

My Digger mates slapped me on the
back and congratulated me. At first |
thought they were carrying on with me,
but some others came up and confirmed
it. 1 felt very proud. It has been the most
thrilling experience of my life.

A guard was placed over the body and
plane, and within half an hour Major
Beavis, having claimed the body for the
53rd, had it wrapped in a blanket and
carried to our battery dugout on a
stretcher. There | saw it.

In the crash Richthofen’s face had been
thrown against the gun butts and suf-
fered minor injuries. Blood had come
from his mouth which indicated at first
glance that a fatal bullet had pierced a
lung.

A?ccording to the popular versions,
death came from a single bullet which
had entered his back and passed forward
through the chest.

This is not true!

Richthofen was struck in the left
breast, abdomen and right knee! | ex-
amined these wounds as his body lay on
the stretcher. His fur-lined boots were
missing, as were his helmet and goggles
and other personal effects, these having
been taken by the souvenir hunters be-
fore his body arrived at the battery. He
was wearing red silk pajamas under his
flying clothes.

The wounds were all frontal. Their
entrances were small and clean and the
exit points were slightly larger and ir-
regular in the back. Later, Colonel
Barber of the Australian Corps and
Colonel Sinclair of the Fourth Army,
both medical officers, made separate ex-
aminations of the body and their reports
agreed that the fatal chest wound was
definitely frontal.

At about 1:00 that afternoon, there
arrived at our station the Wing Com-
mander of 209 Squadron, Lt. Colonel
Cairns, accompanied by another officer
and Captain Roy Brown, who, to every-
ones amazement, claimed to have
brought the Baron down. He appeared
very sincere in his claim, but Major
Beavis and our other officers would have
none of it. By then | had learned that a
third Camel piloted by Captain Brown
was supposed to have followed Rich-
thofen from the fight, but while still two
miles distant, had broken away and made
a wide curve to the right of our battery,
being, at the moment of my fire, well
south of us over Corbie, a mile and a half
distant.

Brown’s machine was definitely not in
the action at all. No plane pursued Rich-
thofen. There was only May pursued by
Richthofen. Two planes only!

Certainly no third plane had been in
my line of vision when | first sighted the
two oncoming machines crossing the lines
two miles away.

I have a vivid recollection of Captain
Brown. He appeared quite well and
fresh, hardly the sick and exhausted man
described by some writers. He got a
glimpse of Richthofen’s body on the
stretcher. | shook hands with him, after
which Major Beavis, Captain Ellis and |
reviewed the action and showed the air
officers where Richthofen fell. When
confronted with the facts—that scores of
officers and men had seen his plane on



A Funny One for the Road

Pausing in his lecture to a group of
army recruits, the security officer said,
“Sergeant Benton, you must often have
done sentry duty and you can give the
men an example of proper procedure.
Suppose you were patrolling your post at
night and you saw a figure stealthily
crawling towards camp in the dark. What
would you do?"

“lI would call for assistance, sir, and
help the officer to his quarte

c., Norwnch Conn.

Grandpa was interviewed on his 90th
birthday. The reporter asked, “If you
had your life to live all over again, do
you think you’d make the same mis-
takes?”

“Sure,” said the lively old man, “but
1'd start sooner!”

L. W., New York City

First morning after the honeymoon,
hubby got up early and prepared a fine
breakfast of orange juice, coffee, bacon,
eggs and golden brown, buttered toast.
He served this to his delighted bride in
bed, then asked, “Have you noticed ex-
actly what I've done?”

“Of course, darling," she replied. “It’s
absolutely perfect.”

“Okay,” said the husband, *"this is how
I want my breakfast served every morn-
ing from now on!”

E. R., Columbus, Go.

Note for a new dictionary:

Cavalier—A gentleman who winters
at Nassau, summers at Monte Carlo and
springs at blondes.

The former play-for-pay girl fell in
love with and married a wealthy gent
who knew nothing of her past. On the
honeymoon she was horrified to en-
counter an old customer who also hap-
pened to be a friend of the groom.

“Oh, you've already met my wife?” said
the husband.

“Yes, we got acquainted some years
ago when she was in business,” replied
the friend, a roguish twinkle in his eye.

“Why, sweetheart, |1 didn’t know you
were a business woman,” the groom ex-
claimed. “What line were you in?”

Before the embarrassed babe could
stammer a reply, her old customer spoke
up. “Women’s clothes—and she was quite
successful with them, on and off.”

D. B., Pacific Palisades, Calif.

Colonel Bloobstutter says, “l woke up
this morning feeling like a 20-year-old.
But where could I get one at that hour?”

A Dblue nose, lecturing on the evils of
whiskey, shouted excitedly, “Drink is un-
doubtedly the greatest curse of mankind!
It makes you insult your boss! It makes
you quarrel with your neighbor! It makes
you take a death-dealing weapon in hand
and shoot at your own wife! And it makes

you miss her!”
J. P., Coshocton, Ohio

Sorry Sportsman: Golfing he hooks
’em; fishing he doesn’t!

Then there were the two starlets who
by mistake walked into amen’s club. The
first panicked—and ran, but the second
stayed calm—and collected.
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“Funny how a kid’s ambitions change,”
reflected the proud papa. “When my boy
was six he wanted to be a cowboy, when
he was nine he got all steamed up about
being a jet pilot and when he got to be
twelve 1’'m hanged if he didn’t decide to
be a nuclear scientist!”

""He’s fourteen now, isn’t he?”” said the
friend. “Has he changed again?”

“Yes,” daddy admitted. “He got a look
at Cavalier’s Lady and now his only am-
bition is to grow upl"

. J., Melbourne, Australia

Tootie, the Cutie, was backstage put-
ting on her makeup when her chorine
chum remarked, “That was some fight
between Johansson and Patterson!”

“Yeh?” said Tootie. “Over who?”

H. H., Washington, D. C.
("> tg8&>

In the rock’n’ roll set, you don’t just
get a haircut—you ask for it by the brand
name. So the youth sat down in the bar-
ber chair, said, “Give me a Tony Cur-
tis,” and promptly dozed off. Twenty
minutes later he awakened and was hor-
rified to see himself in the mirror as a
“baldy.”

He screamed at the haircutter, “I told
you | wanted a Tony Curtis!”

“Sure,” said the indignant barber,
“and that’s what I'm a-give you! You
think 1 no know what is a Tony Curtis?
Why only lasta week | see him three times
in “The King and I’

D. ft, Grand Falls, Canada

As usual, Ferdie Freshwater was bor-
ing the guys at the bar with his angling
tales.

“Knock it off, will ya, Ferdie?’ said a
companion. “Don’t you ever think about
anything but fishing? Don’t you ever
think about baseball—er women?”

“Sure | do!” declared Ferdie. “Only
last night | dreamed | was all alone in a
canoe with Sophia Loren!”

“Hey, hey! How’d you make out?”

“Terrific! | caught a twelve-pound
bass!”

P. C., Hollywood, Fla.

A Texan and his wife, visiting Paris,
dropped in an art gallery and within a
matter of minutes had bought up master-
pieces of Picasso, Rembrandt, Van Gogh,
etc.

“Well,"" he said to his wife, “let’s get
started on our shopping now. That takes
care of the'Christmas cards.’

R.H., Washington, D.C.
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our right and 2,000 yards away when
Richthofen went down under my gun-
they went away with Brown apparently
satisfied, for he said that he "had brought
one down, but it must have been in an-
other sector.”

The Germans refrained from shelling
the downed plane, as they wanted to al-
low time for our Diggers to remove the
body. Then too, they may have thought
that their pilot was only wounded. As
darkness fell however, they opened fire
with a barrage intended to destroy the
plane and the troops moving it, but they
were too late as it had already been dis-
mantled and was on its way to the RA.F.,
according to the general existing orders
governing captured enemy aircraft.

We all knew that the R.A.F. was con-
testing the action, but as all claims and
evidence had gone to British Army Head-
quarters for evaluation we could only
await the official decision we knew would
be in our favor. It came one month later,
while I was still in the line. The dispatch
from General Rawlinson, Commander of
the British Fourth Army in France, was
directed to the 53rd Battery and to me,
and gave me the credit for shooting down
the German ace. The findings of the
inquiry clearly stated: ",.. that after very
careful consideration and the weighing
up of all the evidence, it has been proved
beyond all doubt that No. 3801, Gunner
Robert Buie, 33rd Battery, was respon-
sible for the destruction of Baron von
Richthofen.”

Until a few years ago, there was a news-
paper printed here in Australia called
Smiths Weekly. The editor got in touch
with London, where this official docu-
ment is filed, and received a copy for
publication. It is a part of the Rawlinson
Memorial copies of the British Fourth
Army Record.

During the past 42 years I've read some
strange accounts of what was supposed
to have taken place during the action,
and each has been more fantastic than
the preceding one. But by far the most
incorrect versions are contained in Gib-
bons’ The Red Knight of Germany, and
Qkuentin Revnolcls’ They Fought for the
Sky.

Gibbons’ said that:

.. one bullet traversed May's right
arm.”

May landed back at base without a
scratch.

“There was a bullet hole in both the
right and left breast.”

Apparently Gibbons did not read the
medical reports, of which there were a
total of four. All agreed that there was
only one bullet hole through the chest.

Richthofen crashed in "no-man’s-land”
—*‘on the outskirts of Sailly-le-Sec, not far
from Corbie.”

Actually, the machine came to rest
beside the Bray-Corbie road, well behind
the front, two and one-half miles from
Corbie and two miles from Sailly-le-Sec.
These are measured air distances.

“Directly in front and beneath the pair
(Richthofen’s pursuit of May) are the
trench positions of the 33rd Australian
Field Battery.”

Our Battery was the 33rd.

“Lieutenant Mellersh (of 209 Squad-
ron) made a forced landing . . . within
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his own lines." Richthofen’s plane “came
to a stop right side up in ashell hole not
fifty yards from where Mellersh (was)
standing. .. Under Lieutenant Mellersh’s
instructions the body (was) carried . . .
to the closest underground shelter.”

This young Lieutenant, whom Gibbons
has somehow placed in charge of the
situation, later became Air Vice Marshal
of the Royal Canadian Air Force. He
died in a helicopter crash in 1952. Let-
ters which he wrote after Richthofen’s
death as well as records of 209 Squadron,
disprove Gibbons’ account. Lt. Mellersh
returned to base with Brown, May, and
other survivors of the dogfight.

Quentin Reynolds' recently published
volume, They Fought for the Skies drew
heavily from Gibbons’ faulty material
and completely ignored the ground ac-
tion. Their information is all wrong, as
is Captain Brown’s personal account
which appeared in several American and
Canadian newspapers under the title My
Fight with Richthofen.

Brown was definitely not there. His
narrative, as well as those of Gibbons and
Reynolds, are untruths—so intended or
not.

I t’s been said that the controversy over
who shot down Richthofen would never
be settled because, even granting that he
was fired upon from below, simultaneous
firing by Brown in the air complicates the
matter beyond all hope of solution. This
is utter nonsense! There was never a con-
troversy in the first place, but rather an
attempt by the R.A.F. to distort the truth
in their reluctance to accept the fact that
the greatest ace of World War | was
downed by a mere ground gunner instead
of one of their own pilots. It’s no secret
that the Air Services needed morale bol-
stering during those critical days.

Over the years I've received many
letters from my old Digger mates. H. E.
Hart, one time Battery clerk of the 53rd,
wrote the original account. James Rake
was on the spot a few moments after the
crash. T. G. Lovell stood right alongside
of me and E. C. Tibbits was within 100
yards of where the plane came down.
They were all around me when the action
took place and they all tell the same story.

The mystery' as to what one of the
fragments was that flew off Richtho-
fen’s machine was solved last February
when | received a letter from another
Digger mate—Ray McDiarmid of Moruya.

His letter said in part: “There was a
good dogfight on somewhere in front of
Corbie and one of the Pom planes
(British planes) dropped out and Rich-
thofen got on his tail. 1 was a machine
gunner in the 11th Brigade and had a
crack at him as he passed but did. no good.
About 10 seconds after | heard a gun on
my left open, | saw the plane stagger and
get out of control. Something was thrown
out of the plane, which proved to be
Richthofen’s goggles, but I’'m darned if |
can remember the bloke who picked them
up although 1 kneu’ him.

“My mate, Joe Hill of Goffs Harbor,
was one of the first, on the scene and got
a chunk of the petrol tank; he gave me a
piece and 1 cut it into a map of Australia
and made a dead, meal ticket of it. | still

have it.

“We were told in Corbie orders next
day that a Gunner Buie had shot down
Baron von Richthofen, and my diary con-
firms this. The Poms tried hard to claim
the victory, but, as an eye witness, I’ll
swear to the fact that he was shot from
the ground. The only thing I’'m croaked
about is that / missed him.”

I venture to say that 1am the only man
who can show this proof. The RAF.
certainly cannot, for they have no such
official record. The Military and Air
Force Chiefs would assuredly have given
credit to an airman if there had been any
doubt at all.

Following the results of the inquiry,
General Birdwood, General Brown and
Major-General Hobbs made a special
visit to our battery to congratulate me
for my work. General Birdwood was the
first to approach my gun. He was a small
man, very smart, and spoke quickly. He
wore a slouch hat the same as we did and
was known to all of us as "The Little
Digger.” He shook hands with me vigor-
ously and remarked that it would have
been more fitting had Richthofen been
brought down in an air engagement, and
a great pity, also, that he wasn’t just
wounded and taken prisoner.

"Richthofen,” he said, "was a very gal-
lant man, but nevertheless, he is better
out of the way. He was very destructive
toward our men. What do you think of it,
Buie?”

“I'm proud to have been the one who
brought him down, sir,” | replied. “I’ll
never forget it.”

General Birdwood nodded and
touched my arm. As he took his leave his
last words to me were, “Good luck and
goodbye. Keep on bringing them down,
Buie.”

| saluted and said, "Goodbye, sir, I'll
do my best.”

General Hobbs was next to come to me
and he greeted me in much the same
manner. He examined my gunsight care-
fully and was quite impressed with it. |
explained that it was a makeshift sight
as our new ones had not yet arrived from
Ordnance. He asked if he could have it
as a souvenir when it was replaced and |
readily agreed. Later it was sent to him,
and after his death it was handed over to
the Australian War Memorial at Can-
berra where it is on display today, along
with other items recovered from the
crashed plane.

During the night of August 8th—my
25th  birthday—after spending eight
months in the line, while large scale op-
erations were in progress on the Arniens
Front, 1 suddenly lost consciousness and
was carried to the rear. When | came to
in a field hospital. 1realized that the war
was over for me. 1 was sent to a con-
valescent camp, then to Lewisham Hos-
pital in England. A few weeks later 1was
invalided home aboard the hospital ship
Somali. On my tunic was a tag which
listed my illness. It said Myocarditis.

Back home again, 1 became an out-
patient at Randwick Military Hospital,
until, in 1919, at my request, | was dis-
charged from the Army as medically
unfit.

Before mv enlistment | had been a
professional fisherman out of Brooklyn
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on ihe Hawkesbury River, where my
parents had settled from Scotland in the
early 1800%s. | went back to work as best
I could, but my heart condition became
critical and | developed chronic bron-
chial asthma.

In 1938 | was re-admitted to Randwick
but after three months was discharged
with the usual verdict—not due to war
service. | have never been able to under-
stand their reasoning in this, for I was
marked physically fit when | enlisted.

My doctor warned me not to do any
kind of work, but I had my family to
think of so I continued on as best | could.
I’'m 66 now, retired, and my wife and |
live on a small invalid pension on a piece
of land near Calga “in the Bush.” It is a
humble old place, but it’s home and

we’re happy. Our children—five girls and
two boys—are all grown.

| often think of the war years and of
the day | downed Richthofen. Although
| officially received credit, |1 must include
my old Digger mate, Snowy Evans, who
passed away in 1925, and who manned
our battery's other gun.

Yes, the evidence has been twisted and
distorted over the years, but the facts
cannot be erased. Many people in
America, England and Canada have
never acknowledged Australia’s victory.
Documentary evidence is what counts
however—and | have it.

The honor of destroying Germany’s
greatest ace belongs only to Australia. *

For further discussion of the proof,
see Editor’s Turn on page 4.

BEETLES

Continued from page 34

Just elementary science, really—but its
very simplicity may defeat the Powers
of Evil.”

I nodded like a fool, wondering
whether 1 could arrange for him to be
taken away that evening. Perhaps my

friend, Doctor Sherman, might diag-
nose. . . .
“Now let them come! It’s my last

chance—the incense doesn’t work, and
even if 1 keep the lights burning they
creep about the corners. Funny the wood-
work holds up; it should be riddled.”

What was this?

“But | forgot,” said Hartley. “You
don’t know about it. The plague, | mean.
And the curse.” He leaned forward and
his white hands made octopus-shadows on
the wall.

“lused to laugh at it, you know,” he
said. "Archeology isn’t exactly a pursuit
for the superstitious. Too much groveling
in ruins. And putting curses on old
pottery and battered statues never seemed
important to me. But Egyptology—that's
different, it’s human bodies, there. Mum-
mified, hut still human. And the Egyp-
tians were a great race—they had scientific
secrets we haven’t yet fathomed, and of
course we cannot even begin to approach
their concepts in mysticism.

”1 learned a lot, this last trip. We were
after the excavation job in the new tombs
up the river. | brushed up on the dynastic
periods, and naturally the religious
significance entered into it. Oh, 1 know
all the myths—the Bubalis legend, the Isis
resurrection theory, tire true names of
Ra, the allegory of Set—

“We found things there, in the tombs
—wonderful things. The pottery, the
furniture, the bas-reliefs we were able
to remove. But the expeditionary reports
will be out soon; you can read of it then.
We found mummies, too. Cursed mum-
mies.”

Now | saw it, or thought I did.

“And | was a fool. 1did something |
never should have dared to do—for
ethical reasons, and for other, more im-
portant reasons. Reasons that may cost
me my soul.”

I had to keep iny grip on myself, re-
member that he was mad, remember that
his convincing tones were prompted by
the delusions of insanity. Or else, in that
dark room | might have easily believed
that there was a power which had driven
my friend to this haggard brink.

“Yes, 1did it, | tell you! I read the
Curse of Scarabaeus—sacred beetle, you
know—and | did it anyway. | couldn’t
guess that it was true. | was a skeptic;
everyone is skeptical enough until things
happen. Those things are like the
phenomenon of death; you read about
it, realize that it occurs to others, and
yet cannot quite conceive of it happen-
ing to yourself. And yet it does. The
Curse of the Scarabasus was like that."

Thoughts of the Sacred Beetle of Egypt
crossed my mind. And | remembered,
also, the seven plagues. And | knew what
he would say. .

“We came back. On the ship | noticed
them. They crawled out of the corners
every night. When | turned the light on
they went away, but they always returned
when | tried to sleep. | burned incense
to keep them off, and then | moved into
a new cabin. But they followed me.

“I did not dare tell anyone. Most of the
chaps would have laughed, and the Egyp-
tologists in the party wouldn't have
helped much. Besides, | couldn't confess
my crime. So | went on alone.”

His voice was a dry whisper.

“It was pure hell. One night on the
boat | saw the black things crawling in
my food. After that | ate in the cabin,



alone. | dared not see anyone now, for
fear they might notice how the things
followed me. They did follow me, you
know—if | walked in shadow on the deck
they crept along behind. Only the sun
kept them back, or a pure flame. | nearly
went mad trying to account logically for
their presence; trying to imagine how
they got on the boat. But all the time
I knew in my heart what the truth was.
They were a sending—the Curse!

“When | reached port | went up and
resigned. When my guilt was discovered
there would have been a scandal, any-
way, so | resigned. | couldn’t hope to
continue work with those things crawling
all over, wherever | went. | was afraid
to look anyone up. Naturally, | tried.
That one night at the club was ghastly,
though— could see them marching
across the carpet and crawling up the
sides of my chair, and it took all there
was in me to keep from screaming and
dashing out.

"Since then Ive stayed here, alone.
Before 1 decide on any course for the
future, 1 must fight the Curse and win.
Nothing else will help.”

| started to interject a phrase, but he
brushed it aside and continued desper-
ately.

"No, | couldn’t go away. They fol-
lowed me across the ocean; they haunt
me in the streets. | could be locked up
and they would still come. They come
every night and crawl up the sides of my
bed and try to get at my face and | must
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sleep’ soon or I'll go mad, they crawl
over my face at night, they crawl—

It was horrible to see the words ooze
out between his set teeth, for he was
fighting madly to control himself.

“Perhaps the insecticide will kill them.
It was the first thing | should have
thought of, but of course panic confused
me. Yes, | put my trust in the insecticide.
Grotesque, isn’t it? Fighting an ancient
curse with insect-powder?”

I spoke at last. “They’re beetles, aren’t

He nodded. “Scarabaeus beetles. You
know the curse. The mummies under the
protection of the Scarab cannot be
violated.”

I knew the curse. It was one of the
oldest known to history. Like all legends,
it has had a persistent life.

“But why should it affect you?” | asked.

He was silent for a moment before
he spoke, and then his words seemed to
be wrung out of him.

"l stole a mummy,” he said. “l stole
the mummy of a temple virgin. | must
have been crazy to do it; something hap-
pens to you under that sun. There was
gold in the case, and jewels, and orna-
ments. And there was the Curse, written.
I got them—both.”

I stared at him, and knew that in this
he spoke the truth.

“That’s why | cannot keep up my
work. | stole the mummy, and | am
cursed. | didn’t believe, but the crawling

things came just as the inscription said.

At first | thought that was the mean-
ing of the Curse, that wherever | went
the beetles would go, too, that they
would haunt me and keep me from men
forever. But lately 1 am beginning to
think differently. I think the beetles will
act as messengers of vengance. | think
they mean to kill me.”

This was pure raving.

“l haven’t dared open the mummy-
case since. I'm afraid to read the inscrip-
tion again. | have it here in the house,
but I've locked it up and I won’t show
you. | want to burn it—but I must keep
it on hand. In a way, it’s the only proof
of my sanity. And if the things kill me—

""Snap out of it,” | commanded. Then
| started. | don’t know the exact words
I used, but | said reassuring, hearty,
wholesome things. And when 1 finished
he smiled the martyred smile of the ob-
sessed.

“Delusions? They’re real. But where do
they come from? | can’t find any cracks
in the woodwork. The walls are sound.
And yet every night the beetles come and
crawl up the bed and try to get at my
face. They don’t bite, they merely crawl.
There are thousands of them—black
thousands of silent, crawling things,
inches long. I brush them away, but when
| fall asleep they come back; they're
clever, and | can’t pretend. I’'ve never
caught one; they’re too fast-moving. They
seem to understand me—er the Power
that sends them understands.

"They crawl up from Hell night after
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night, and | can't last much longer. Some
evening 1’1l fall completely asleep and
they will creep over my face, and then—

He leaped to his feet and screamed.

“The corner—n the corner now—eut
of the walls—~

The black shadows were moving,
marching.

I saw a blur, fancied | could detect
rustling forms advancing, creeping,
spreading before the light.

Hartley sobbed.

I turned on the electric light. There
was, of course, nothing there. 1 didn’t
say a word, but left abruptly. Hartley
continued to sit huddled in his chair,
his head in his hands.

I went straight to my friend, Doctor
Sherman.

e * *

He diagnosed it as | thought he would:
phobia, accompanied by hallucinations.
Hartley’s feeling of guilt over stealing
the mummy haunted him. The visions of
beetles resulted.

All this Sherman studded with the
mumbo-jumbo technicalities of the pro-
fessional psychiatrist, but it was simple
enough. Together we phoned the in-
stitute where Hartley had worked. They
verified the story, in so far as they knew
Hartley had stolen a mummy.

After dinner Sherman had an appoint-
ment, but he promised to meet me at 10
and go with me again to Hartley’s apart-
ment. |1 was quite insistent about this,
for | felt that there was no time to lose.
| feared suicide very much, for if ever
a man was on the verge of complete
mental collapse, Arthur Hartley surely
Was.

It was nearly 11, however, before
Sherman and | rang the bell. There was
no answer. We stood in the dark hallway
as | vainly rapped, then pounded. The
silence only served to augment my
anxiety. | was truly afraid, or else | never
would have dared using my skeleton key.

As it was, | felt the end justified the
means. We entered.

The living-room was bare of occupants.
Nothing had changed since the after-
noon— could see that quite clearly, for
all the lights were on, and the guttering
candle-stumps still smoldered.

Both Sherman and | smelt the reek of
the insecticide quite strongly, and the
floor was almost evenly coated with thick
white insect powder.

We called, of course, before | ventured
to enter the bedroom. It was dark, and
I thought it was empty until | turned on
the lights and saw the figure huddled
beneath the bed-clothes. It was Arthur
Hartley, and 1 needed no second glance
to see that his white face was twisted in

death.
Omabha, Nebrasl@“
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The reek of insecticide was strongest
here, and incense burned; and yet there
was another pungent smell—a musty
odor, vaguely animal-like.

Sherman stood at my side, staring.

“What shall we do?” | asked.

"I’ll get the police,” he said. “Touch
nothing.”

He clashed out, and | followed him
from the room, sickened. | could not bear
to approach the body of my friend—that
hideous expression on the face affrighted
me. Suicide, murder, heart-attack—
didn’t even wish to know the manner
of his passing. |1 was heartsick to think
that we had been too late.

I turned from the bedroom and then
that damnable scent came to my nostrils
redoubled, and | knew. *"Beetles!”

But how could there be beetles? It was
all an illusion in poor Hartley’s brain.
Even his twisted mind had realized that
there were no apertures in the walls to
admit them.

And still the smell rose on the air—the
reek of death, of decay, of ancient cor-
ruption that reigned in Egypt. I followed
the scent to the second bedroom, forced
the door.

On the bed lay the mummy-case. Hart-
ley had said he locked it up In here. The
lid was closed, but ajar.

1 opened it. The sides bore inscrip-
tions, and one of them may have per-
tained to the Scarabaeus Curse. 1 do not
know, for | stared only at the ghastly,
unshrouded figure that lay within. It
was a mummy, and it had been sucked
dry. Tt was all shell. There was a great
cavity in the stomach, and as | peered
within | could see a few feebly-crawling
forms—inch-long, black buttons with
great writhing feelers. They shrank back
in the light, but not before | saw the
scarab patterns on the outer crusted
backs.

The secret of the Curse was here—the
beetles had dwelt within the body of
the mummy! They had eaten it out and
nested within, and at night they crawled
forth. It was true then!

1 screamed once when the thought hit
me, ancl dashed back to Hartley’s bed-
room. 1 could hear the sound of foot-
steps ascending the outer stairs; the
police were on their way, but I couldn’t
wait. | raced into the bedroom, dread
tugging at my heart.

Had Hartley’s story been true, after
all? Were the beetles really messengers
of a divine vengeance?

I ran into that bedroom where Arthur
Hartley lay, stooped over his huddled
figure on the bed. My hands fumbled
over the body, searching for a wound. |
had to know how he had died.

But there was no blood, there was no
mark, and there was no weapon beside
him. It had been shock or heart attack,
after all. I was strangely relieved when
I thought of this. | stood up and eased
die body back again on the pillows.

1 felt almost glad, because during my
search my hands had moved over the
body while my eyes roved over the room.
I was looking for beetles.

Hartley had feared the beetles—the
beetles that crawled out of the mummy.
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They had crawled every night, if his
story was to be believed; crawled into
his room, up the bed-posts, across the
pillows.

Where were they now? They had left
the mummy and disappeared, and Hart-
ley was dead. Where were they?

Suddenly | stared again at Hartley.
There was something wrong with the
body on the bed. When | had lifted the
corpse it seemed singularly light for a
man of Hartley’s build. As | gazed at
him now, he seemed empty of more than
life. 1 peered into that ravaged face
more closely, and then | shuddered. For
the cords on his neck moved convulsively,
his chest seemed to rise and fall, his head
fell sideways on the pillow. He lived—
or something inside him did!

And then as his twisted features moved,
| cried aloud, for I knew how Hartley
had died, and what had Killed him; knew
the secret of the Scarab Curse and why
the beetles crawled out of the mummy
to seek his bed. | knew what they had
meant to do—what, tonight, they had
done. | cried aloud as | saw Hartley’s
face move, in hopes that my voice would
drown that dreadful rustling sound which
filled the room and came from inside
Hartley’s body.

I knew that the Scarab Curse had killed
him, and | screamed quite wildly as his
mouth gaped slowly open. Just as |
fainted, 1 saw Arthur Hartley’s dead lips
part, allowing a rustling swarm of black
S(_:ﬁrabeeus beetles to pour out across the
pillow. *

A number of Congressional aides, it
seemed, were hoping to get a peek at the
highly obscene films the Subcommittee
had managed to lay its hands on during
the course of its investigations. “l must
see the pictures to gain a better under-
standing of the scope of the smut prob-
lem,” one after another used to tell me
with a knowing and lascivious wink. The
screenings of the films were among the
best attended movies ever shown on
Capitol Hill.

Meanwhile, the phone was ringing
almost daily with requests from many
citizens in the Washington area who
never before had shown the slightest
curiosity in the Subcommittee’s work. In
alternately belligerent and wheedling
tones they now were asking for a glimpse
of our films "'in order to be enlightened
about the horrible material which is
threatening the morals of our teen-
agers.”

We did get important anti-pornogra-
phy legislation passed. But, of course,
there is a sizable community appetite
among responsible as well as irresponsi-
ble citizens for sexually suggestive and
pornographic material. 1 have seen it ex-

SEX RACKET

from page 25

pressed each time | have worked on an
investigation involving pornography; we
all have seen it every time a movie or
book banned in Boston becomes a huge
success everywhere else.

Other examples?

When a New York State legislative
committee issued a report a few years
ago on pornographic traffic in that state,
copies of the report were gobbled up by
the citizenry in record time. Not because
the report was against obscenity, but
because it was filled with examples of the
“dirty” pictures it was fighting against.

And, of course, on any given night,
some members of organizations which
have shouted longest for stronger anti-
pornography laws will be applauding
stag shows in their meeting rooms, shows
which feature the vilest of pornographic
movies—and they get vile enough to fol-
low not only men and women into the
bedroom, but men and men, women and
women, and humans and animals.

Whether this interest by so many
people in pornography is hypocrisy or
normality does not very much concern
the obscenity peddler. The important
thing for him is that it is there and guar-
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antees him a sizable number of the “bet-
ter” people as customers. A Chicago
detective once summed the situation up
beautifully for me when he observed:
“I'm out to throw every one of those
bastards [pornography vendors] into jail,
but I have to admit I sure do like to see
their movies.”

Moving onto the legal area, most cases
of alleged pornography start the prose-
cutor off with all the disadvantages of a
man trying to secure a jail sentence for
a jaywalker. The general legal criterion
for pornography is that it be material of
a lewd nature which has been sent with
the intention of inciting lust or arousing
indecent and immoral thoughts. But
knowing that people are buying books
and pictures for these reasons and prov-
ing that they are being marketed for
obscene purposes are two very different
things. Moreover, judges have always
been extremely cautious about infringing
on the publication or distribution of any
literature for fear that they may be vio-
lating freedom of the press. As a result,
local district attorneys and federal prose-
cutors have long complained about over-
frequent acquittals or absurdly light
penalties in obscenity cases which enable
the accused to go right back into business
again.

Last year, for example, Ted Paramire
111, son of a former Hollywood motion
picture director and a big dealer in
“girlie” photos who relies heavily on the
most suggestive advertising circulars, was
picked up during an attempted general
crackdown on mail order operations in
the Los Angeles area. Paramire promptly
pleaded guilty to violating a municipal
ordinance. He was fined and smugly paid
1500—a sum representing roughly two
days’ profits for him. After his conviction,
he not only resumed business in the same
way, but soon moved to bigger and more
elaborate quarters. When | met Paramire
in Los Angeles last autumn, he had
brushed off his arrest and conviction like
the fly specks they were and was boasting
that his business had never been better
nor the future brighter.

A few years earlier, two long-time part-
ners in alleged mail order obscenity
named Roy Ross and Louis Tager suf-
fered even less damage in a bout with
federal authorities that had some comic
aspects. The men were charged specifi-
cally with distributing a large number of
obscene movies, and Tager, figuring he
had no chance for acquittal, pleaded
guilty on five counts of the indictment.

But Ross went on trial first. The prose-
cuting U. S. attorney centered his attack
on several films in particular. He noted
that in “Busy Signal,” a woman wearing
only a brassiere and panties squirms and
rolls alluringly on a bed while talking on
the telephone. In two other movies,
women with exposed, heavily-developed
breasts tie them with rope and caress
them and other body parts. In a fourth
picture, a group of nude women are
playing baseball.

Although some of these pictures had
been sold to youngsters, the judge still
refused to regard them as harmful in
themselves or obscene. Ross was ac-
quitted and the amazed Tager hastily
withdrew his guilty pleas and was ac-

quitted later also.

This courtroom leniency is not con-
fined to vendors of “soft" pornography;
it has also been welcomed appreciatively
on many occasions by hard core oper-
ators as well. A police raid on the apart-
ment of a man in Washington, D. C,
some years ago uncovered 14 boxes of
unquestionably obscene movies, slides
and pamphlets, and a 500-picture file
indexed according to types of perversion.
Some of the pictures actually showed the
man’s wife in the nude committing in-
decencies on herself while the couple's
small children looked on. Yet this dealer
drew only a 60-day jail sentence and a
[200 fine. Also in Washington, a man
who once put on a stag show complete
with the lewdest kind of films for almost
200 youngsters aged 11 and up, was
handed only a $100 fine for the offense
by the soft-hearted judge.

The case of David Stephen Alberts, for
years one of the biggest hard core op-
erators, has followed a fairly common
pattern. Alberts used the mails to sell
thousands of lewd pictures and also dis-
tributed rubber contraptions designed to
provide sexual excitement. And one of
his most popular items was a little 12-
page booklet he sold for $4 titled: “Les-
sons in Love,” that depicted 23 suggested
positions for sexual intercourse.

Alberts was arrested for violating
obscenity laws in 1949 and drew a 60-day
sentence. Arrested again in 1950, he
pleaded guilty on two counts and was
fined $200. After another arrest in 1951,
he was given a 90-day sentence that was
suspended. And in 1955 he was convicted
on two more counts—but after all these
convictions he still was only put on pro-
bation. Police feel today that Alberts is
still very much in the pornography
racket, working behind the scenes while
his wife outwardly handles their business
affairs.

Because the courtroom wheels do move
so slowly and often so lightly, govern-
ment officials have been unable to halt
sevetal other big hard core operators.
Two who have been barely scratched in
numerous brushes with the law have
been Eddie Mishkin and Irving Klaw,
both of New York City.

Mishkin, who uses book stores as a
cover for a huge traffic in obscenity, re-
fused to answer all questions thrown at
him during the Senate investigation into
pornography on grounds that the an-
swers would tend to incriminate him. But
it is estimated he still grosses at least
$1,500,000 a year and it is known that he
was the leading distributor of “Nights of
Horror,” a book dealing lewdly with les-
bianism and homosexuality that was de-
clared obscene by the U. S Supreme
Court.

Klaw also is believed to be selling
more than a million dollars worth of stuff
a year although he was identified four
years ago by the Senate Subcommittee
“as one of the largest distributors of
obscene, nude and fetish photographs.”

Every once in a while, however, por-
nography dealers do slip and give police
and Director William Callahan’s hard-
working mail frauds division of the Post



Office a much-needed break. Last April,
for example, postal officials swooped
down on Ben Himmel of New York City,
whose Pigalle Imports was identified by
Postmaster General Summerfield as “one
of the East Coast’s largest dealers in
obscenity.” Himmel’s slip, according to
reliable reports, was a humdinger. One
of the mailing lists he was sending his
smut advertisements to contained the
names of members of the National Press
Club in Washington, U. S. Senators, and
the Secretary of Defense. A few com-
plaints from these sources and Himmel
became target number one for a big raid.
But at this writing it remains to be seen
whether even the personal resentment of
influential Washington people will mean
a stiff prison sentence for Himmel.

The mail order boys can afford to work
fairly openly. Their pet precaution, as
noted earlier, is to change business names
and mailing addresses frequently. (One
of the biggest, who used to send out as
many as 60,000 pieces of mail a day, op-
erated under no less than 37 names In
eight years.)

ostal inspectors manage to get them-
selves on mailing lists using fictitious
names and, from time to time, every
mail order dealer can expect to be
charged with sending out obscenity and
find his incoming mail (filled with
orders and dollars) impounded by fed-
eral authorities. When this happens, the
dealer responds swiftly and smoothly by
getting a court order which frees his mail
until a trial can be held which may be
weeks away.

Meantime, the dealer now is able to
receive almost all the returns from his
last mailing and issue his next under a
different company name. And when his
case does reach court, the chances are he
will get off with only a token fine. As In-
spector Roy Blick of the Washington,
D. C., police, commented after witness-
ing a series of light penalties: “When
you can make such an amount of money
as the average run of these people make
on this material . . . and the penalty is
anywhere from a $100 to $500 fine, or a
year in jail, you can see why they are
willing to take their chances on it.”

Ironically, many authorities feel that
the mail order material actually is more
objectionable than hard core pornogra-
phy because it is more likely to get in
the hands of young people and give them
premature, unhealthy ideas about sex.
Every time a boy subscribes to a maga-
zine, buys a tool or toy by mail, or sends
in an entry blank for a contest, his name
goes on mailing lists compiled and sold
by commercial firms. It is just such mail-
ing lists, containing the names of young-
sters of 10 and 15 as well as men of all
ages, that the dealers in mail order ob-
scenity buy to bait over and over again
with their circulars.

Probably the nastiest, yet often legally
immune types of pornography, are the
so-called bondage and fetish books being
circulated with ever-increasing frequency
by obscenity peddlers of all sorts and
frequently displayed on newsstands as
well. The books may show no nudity at
all, no sexual manifestations in the usual
meaning of the words. Instead, they fea-
ture fights between women wearing high
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black boots or spiked heels, drawings of
persons bound and gagged in awkward
positions, beatings with long whips and
chains and, quite frequently, spankings.

For the average person, such pictures
provide no sexual stimulation and ap-
pear ridiculous and rather disgusting.
Therefore, the average law enforcement
officer and judge see little reason to asso-
ciate them with obscenity. Yet for some
people the sight of high heels, boots,
whips and other fetishes can be sexually
very arousing. These same individuals
are also likely to get erotic thrills from
the idea of either inflicting torture or
being tortured. The great tragedy of the
bondage books is that they can awaken
and develop such fetishism in younger
people, especially, and thus make them
sexual deviates. And such deviations can,
when magnified, lead to violence and
even murder.

A few years ago, for example, a 17-
year-old Florida boy was Kkilled in a man-
ner which pgychiatrists called a definite
sex crime and linked directly to bondage
literature. The youngster was discovered
hanging from a bar set between trees.
His feet were bound by a rope and the
rope also encircled his neck bending his
body back in an arc and strangling him.
A dozen variations of this unusual death
position were later discovered by police
in a number of bondage books.

In a more celebrated case, two Brook-
lyn high school seniors from good
families went off on a rampage one night.
They started off by beating up two old
men they found walking in a park. Then
they flogged a pair of teen-aged girls
with a horsehair whip. Finally, they
rounded out the evening by accosting
another old man, burning his feet with a
lighted cigarette, smashing him to a
bloody pulp with their fists and then
throwing him into the East River where
he drowned.

At their trial, young Melvin Mittman
and Jack Koslow admitted that they had
received all of their brutal, sadistic ideas
from the fetish and bondage books and
magazines they read regularly. The boys
drew 10 to 20-year prison sentences; the
book publishers were not even indicted.

Unfortunately, for those who seriously
hope to reduce the volume of pornogra-
phy, there is no more a shortage of men
and women in the business than there
are customers. Dealers enter the racket
in a variety of ways. Sometimes they are
average working-men in fields not touch-
ing pornography—tike a former San Fran-
cisco dairy worker named Joseph Schil-
laci who has become one of the biggest
dealers in mail order smut. More often,
they are in occupations that can be
adapted or utilized for pornography,
such as art, photography, printing and
the newsstand business.

The owner or employee of a camera
shop or newsstand may drift into han-
dling dirty pictures to oblige some cus-
tomers and soon find himself devoting
more time to his side line than to his
regular trade. For the artist, photogra-
pher or printer, producing off-color ma-
terial may start out as a hobby or an
occassional assignment and develop into
a specialty.

In a case that floored New York last

winter, Daniel Malone, an official in the
city’s water department, was discovered
to have produced dozens of sex movies
during his spare hours. He had devel-
oped into a fine photographer during the
war, and had turned to shooting por-
nographic movies afterward both to keep
his camera eye in shape and because of
a considerable personal interest in the
subject matter. When police finally
nailed him, they revealed he had com-
piled a list of 300 women—ranging from
not-so-ordinary housewives to bit players
on the stage—to choose for his movies.
But Malone, at least, was a skilled pho-
her. 1 once prosecuted and con-
two young men-about-New York

who knew so little about a camera that

the movies they took were often so fuzzy
it was hard to know they were filthy.

The two men used to obtain their
models by picking up the names and ad-
dresses of unemployed young actresses
from the cooperative receptionist of a
theatrical agency, and subsequently talk
the girls into posing for pin-up pictures.
Getting the unemployed girls for $25 to
$50 to strip to the waist for photos was
usually no problem; and the ones who
were most cooperative were then sounded
out about posing for stronger bedroom
stuff with men. For such efforts, the girls
would be promised thousands of dollars—
and the partners alternately played the
male lead or took the movies.

Since the pictures were of such poor
quality, they did not sell well in the
established pornographic outlets. The
partners' fun and business rudely ended
when the girls started to complain about
not being paid and one model finally
walked up to a policeman on Broadway
and revealed what had been going on.

Authorities agree that the male dealers
in pornography cover a wide spectrum
in their sexual habits. 1 have known deal-
ers whose personal lives are as clean as
the material they sell is sordid. They are
married, have children, commute daily
from the suburbs, and have only a mer-
cenary sales interest in models, pictures
and smutty books. **This is just a business
to me that is completely divorced from
my home life,” says one such operator.
"All that interests me about the material
I deal with is how high a price | can get
and how much I can sell.”

But other operators, like the pair of
New Yorkers, tend to get much more in-
volved physically and emotionally in the
material they produce or sell. And the
material is often a reflection of their
personalities. Some hard core dealers are
exhibitionists who like to be in the pic-
tures they sell; some use their business
to provide a steady flow of bedroom part-
ners. Others are decidedly homosexual-
one Los Angeles dealer, for example,
mails out thousands of pictures of naked
male models a year at $2 apiece. Still
others use their girl friends or wives as
their principal models. This is usually
explained as an “economy” measure to
save money, but there can also be a lewd
kind of delight for a certain kind of man
in knowingly tempting thousands of oth-
ers with nude, seductive pictures of his
woman.



As for the women who work in the por-
nography mill, most were or still are as-
piring actresses. Their story' is a familiar
one. The theatrical jobs did not come
through but the modeling jobs with
fringe agencies did. The agencies service
the mail order picture dealers and in Los
Angeles they also supply the talent for
the half-dozen or so photographic *'peep
show” establishments scattered about the

city.

tl1’hese are studios where for about $6
anyone who wants to call himself an
amateur photographer can spend an hour
taking pictures of a nude girl model. It
is a measure of the lofty artistic standing
of the places that the usual signs on the
walls read: ""No touching models!” “No
photographing pubic hairs!”

My investigations also disclosed that
several West Coast model agencies per-
mit any person to hire a girl for a day’s
private posing, dressed or nude, for $45
or $50. One who anted up the money
frequently last year was a short, mild-
looking television repairman named
Harvey Glatman. But three of the models
he hired never came back because Glat-
man was also a sex maniac.

The girls were taken one by one into
the desert and tied up for what they must
have expected would be typical bondage
pictures. Glatman took photographs, all
right, but then he raped each girl and
strangled her. He was finally caught when
an intended fourth victim managed to
grab his gun and hold him off until the
police arrived. Glatman was given the

“It’s easy,” says
Don Bolander . . .
“and you
don’t
have to go
back to

school!”

TTuring a recent interview, Don Bolander,

director of Career Institute of Chicago
and a leading authority on adult education,
said, “You don’t have to go back to school
in order to speak and write like a college
graduate. You can gain the ability quickly
and easily in the privacy of your own home
through the Career Institute Method.” In his
answers to the following questions, Bolander
tells how.

Question: What is so important about a per-
son’s ability to speak and write?

Answer: People judge you by the way you
speak and write. Poor English weakens
your self-confidence—handicaps you in your
dealings with other people. Good English
is absolutely necessary for getting ahead.
You can’t win the respect and confidence
of other persons without a sure command
of good English.

Question: What do you mean by a “command
of English?”

Answer: A command of English means you
can express yourself clearly and easily with-
out fear of embarrassment. It means you
can write well, carry on a good conversa-

death sentence in one of the swiftest mur-
der trials in recent California history.

The possibility of another Glatman
and the probability of numerous clients
who like to let their hands as well as their
eyes roam are occupational hazards which
models willing to pose suggestively in
the nude must face. But most of the girls
are well satisfied with their work. The
money is so good, averaging from $150 to
$200 a week, that many continue to
model for mail order firms after they get
married. The girls invariably are very
lovely and often alternate between night
club chorus jobs and *'soft” pornographic
modeling. “About the only problem they
give us,” says one veteran photographer
who does circulars and movies for mail
order houses, “is in the bondage and fet-
ish pictures. These girls are too normal
to see anything erotic about the fights
we will ask them to stage for a picture so
they are likely to wind up giggling in-
stead of battling.”

Few of these models ever drift into
hard core pornography which is a differ-
ent line of work entirely. The great ma-
jority of women in the sexual intercourse
and sodomy movies are prostitutes, drug
addicts, or both. When a dealer wants to
shoot hard core films, he will usually con-
tact a pimp who will assemble a cast of
three or four women and one or two men
—the latter probably bar or hotel em-
ployees with whom he comes in frequent
contact. The pay is high—up to as much

as $400 per person for a night's work
which may result in four movies and
dozens of obscene stills. But the films
become like an annuity for the producer,
for pictures like these never become out-
dated. Hundreds of prints of each movie
are made and sold immediately, and in
later months and years hundreds more
will be made to be distributed covertly
and show up at stag parties throughout
the country and perhaps abroad.

Some of the places where such movies
are reported to have been shot during
recent years were in a plane hanger in
Tucson, Arizona, a barn in Massachu-
setts, and two connecting rooms in a
cheap hotel in New York City.

Much of the information contained in
this article was obtained during an in-
tensive personal investigation 1 made to
determine the effectiveness of a new fed-
eral law 1 had helped draft after the
Juvenile Delinquency Subcommittee
complete its investigation into pornogra-
phy. Where previously a person mailing
pornographic material could be prose-
cuted only at point of mailing, the new
law makes it possible for him also to be
prosecuted wherever such material is de-
livered. Moreover, maximum federal
penalties for pornography have been
raised to five years in jail and/or a $5,000
fine for the first offense, and double that
for subsequent ones.

| learned that from the government's
point of view the strengthened law has
paid some dividends. Last January, a
married couple who had been mailing

HOW TO SPEAK AND WRITE
LIKE A COLLEGE GRADUATE

tion—also read rapidly and remember what
you read. Good English can help you throw
off self-doubts that may be holding you back.

Question: But isn’t it necessary for a person
to go to school in order to gain a command
of good English?

Answer: No, not any more. You can gain the
ability to speak and write like a college
graduate right in your own home—in only
a few minutes each day.

Question: Is this something new?

Answer: Career Institute of Chicago has been
helping people for many years. The Career
Institute Method quickly shows you how
to stop making embarrassing mistakes, en-
large your vocabulary, develop your writing
ability, discover the “secrets” of interesting
conversation.

Question: Does it really work?

Answer: Yes, beyond question. In my files
there are thousands of letters, case histories
and testimonials from people who have used
the Career Institute Method to achieve
amazing success in business and social life.

Question: Who are some of these people?

Answer: Almost anyone you can think of.
The Career Institute Method is used by
men and women of all ages. Some have at.
tended college, others high school, and
others only grade school. The method is
used by business men and women, typists

and secretaries, teachers, industrial work-
ers, clerks, ministers, and public speakers,
housewives, sales people, accountants, writ-
ers, foreign-born citizens, government and
military personnel, and many others.

Question: How long does it take for a per-
son to gain the ability to speak and write
like a college graduate, using the Career
Institute Method?

Answer: In some cases people take only a
few weeks to gain a command of good Eng-
lish. Others take longer. It is up to you to
set your own pace. In as little time as 15
minutes a day, you will see quick results.

Question: How may a person find out more
about the Career Institute Method?

Answer: | will gladly mail a free 32-page
booklet to anyone who is interested.

If you would like a free copy of the 32-page
booklet, “HOW to Gain a Command of Good
Engltish,” just fill out and send the coupon
below.

H iON BOLANDER !
| Career Institute, Dept. E2412, M E. Adams, Chicago 3, Ill. .

| Please mail me a free copy of your 32-page !
mbooklet, “How to Gain a Command of Good *
*English.”
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CIGAR

ADVERTISING OFFER

10— 20c Cigars $2.00
1— Cigar Case 1.00
Total $3.00
ALL FOR $1.00
Postpaid

We are looking for hun-
dreds of new cigar cus-
tomers_to éom the thou-
sands of men_smoking our
TSRS Ys Ghsa for o
i er |Is

wgeks on| _gso take ad-
¥antage|of _|sop[%ortun|ty
0 sample cigars for prac-
tlcaﬁy_pnothlﬁ . The F(’:lgar
case “is, worth the erce
alone. (Makes a wonder-
ful eyeglass case t00.)

Send your dollar_ alon
now, only one set to
customer.
P. S. You'll like these Havana Blend cigars so much
you’ll buy them by the box and get the same 40%
discount “off the list prices as all our steady cus-
tomers do.

3lofjn jg=>urrep 1211).

11 W «t 32st, Dept. 120, N.Y. 1, N.Y.

BIKINIS

Beautiful cotton
sateen, adjustable
ties to fit you
perfectly. Black,
red, turquoise or
lavender on Alpine
white. Sizes S-M-I
#324  only $3.98
#325—Same style
in polka dots and
in same color
combinations $3.98
#315—Same style
in colorful cotton
in solid red, blue,
white or black.
SPECIAL $2.98 P.P.

FREE CATALOO

of boudoir gowns,
bikinis and exotic
lingerie. Enclose $.25
for handling.

DEPT. B-10

p, 0~TaMsTriiusuiie bund, flobio*

DICE CARDS
GAMES

Machines, Devices, Gimmicks,

and Gaffs. Diamond-cut per-

fect dice, educated magic dice,

magic cards (read the backs)
inks, daubs. Poker chips, gaming layouts.
Counter games, punch boards, jar games. Ex-
pose books on every type of game.

If you play or know someone who does—
DO NOT DELAY—SEND NAME, ADDRESS & 25c
for complete 70 page illustrated catalog, plus other
valuable, confidential information.

HUNT and COMPANY established 1898

188 N. Walls St., Dept. D Chicago 6, Il

CAN PUT YOU IN A
FINE BUSINESS! w

Rush Card TO for FREE OUTFIT!
Get ‘rgo ;%'iﬁ ro Fé\\bre r%%eat—ortfe Shoﬁ busi-
ness; e(l ‘h [¢) ]JI’-CU IOH(i(Om ortshoes
Ep riends, nei s, ?Iksatﬁ/vor ! Ove;{ZIO
ress, sport, work, safety shoe styles for
men. women. Never sold E\{);tcres, Just 2 easy
ordersaday—inspare time—bringyou $217oxtra
income a month! Noinvestment. Rushnameand
address TODAY for FREE SELLING OUTFIT!

MASON SHOE. Dep*. F-657, Chippewa Falls, Wis

7/ 5POWER TS5tESEF *3»>
N EW! variable 25X-45X-’

magn It(cation.

Brass bound, 25 powegr for( uﬂtra
nd 75 power .

to bring disfant stars

moons,  abjects,

s7por_ts events

5 time#

closer.

Most powerful

. scope sold anywhere

. near this amazing low price.

American made. 5 sections.”Opens 36",

closes 1 ft.; contains 4 qround sc_polished

lenses. Can also be used as powerfu -

scope. Mass production enables us to offer telescope com-
plete at $3.98 postpaid. Money back guarantee.

CRITERION CO., Dipt. FMB-17 « 111 Church Street, Hartford, Conn.
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lewd material from California was ar-
rested on a warrant issued by the US.
Attorney at Boise, Idaho, where some of
the mail had been sent. As a result, both
Charles and Mary Hall were sentenced
to 10 years in prison, the heaviest sen-
tences postal authorities could recall in
an obscenity case.

Another plus for the new legislation
was the fact that the crackdown last au-
tumn on some dozen Los Angeles mail
order dealers—including Paramire and
Schillaci—was sparked by complaints
from irate parents in Philadelphia whose
children were being deluged with Cali-
fornia-mailed dirty circulars. And assist-
ing Los Angeles police in the raids that
uncovered more than 10 tons of obscene
or near-obscene material was Thomas Mc-
Dermott of the Philadelphia district at-
torney’s office.

But the resulting sentences were gen-
erally as light and mild as ever, with
Paramire paying his $500 fine and Schil-
laci drawing a one-year prison term that
was promptly suspended. Thus, not even
the most optimistic, police and postal
officials really believe they have put a
crimp in pornography traffic. To do so,
they sorely need some more laws and a
marked change in some judicial attitudes.

One valuable step would be to define
specifically as criminal the mailing of
advertisements soliciting orders for por-
nographic material. All too often today,

judges ignore the obscenity in the come-
ons and rule only on the material that is
sold. Since the dealer now has his dollars,
the delivered pictures and books usually
are far less smutty and suggestive than
the ads which have brought in the orders.

Another key step would be the enact-
ment of much-needed laws that would
define bondage pictures as pornographic.

Finally, and perhaps most important,
more judges should consider the whole
pattern of dealer behavior as well as the
material itself when determining penal-
ties. As Chief Justice Warren of the Su-
preme Court has said: “It is the manner
of use which should determine obscenity.
It is the conduct of the individual that
should be judged, not the quality of art
or literature.”

Meantime, the obscenity business con-
tinues on its half billion dollar a year
path with few interruptions. The mail
order people are sending their circulars
out at the rate of 200,000 a day and draw-
ing record returns and profits. The clan-
destine hard core operators are largely
still prospering mightily, and bookstores
are filled with more bondage pictures and
pamphlets and borderline obscenity
magazines than ever before.

""Let the mothers howl and the govern-
ment shout,” said one big dealer in por-
nography recently. “Business is good and
it’s going to stay that way until some-
body figures out a way to change human
nature.”

THE DAY CASEY JONES DIED

Continued from page 39

Times Democrat. “l imagine that the
Vaughan wreck,” he wrote, “will be
talked about in roundhouses, lunchrooms,
and cabooses for the next six months.”

The reporter was somewhat conserva-
tive in his estimate. The famous wreck of
the Cannonball Express has been talked
about all over the world for the past 59
years. Three generations now have
stamped their feet, have sung “Come on
you rounders if you want to hear . . .
the story ’bout that brave engineer. .

And yet, in spite of this musical invi-
tation to come hear the story, few people
have ever heard the real story of what
happened that night in Vaughan, Miss-
issippi, of who Casey Jones really was.
Many of the stories told are conflicting.
They range all the way from his being a
“brave engineer,” to the claim that he
was just “highballin® it down the rails,
paying no mind to signals to stop him.”
Some people still question the fact that
he was an honest-to-goodness man who
once “mounted to the cabin.” Or was he,
they ask, simply the legendary hero of a
ballad composed by a Negro engine-
wiper in Water Valley, Mississippi?

"What do you suppose Casey would
say,” we asked Mrs. Casey Jones, “if he
knew some people claim he was just a
legend?”

She stopped her crocheting, but she
continued rocking for a moment.

Mrs. Casey Jones, who died recently at
the age of 92, lived in Jackson, Tennes-
see, which was their home at the time of
the fatal wreck. At that time, the Jones
family was living on Chester Street,
down near the 1.C. tracks. The Chester
Street house is now the “Casey Jones
Railroad Museum,” which attracts tour-
ists from all over the United States and
foreign countries. Until her death, Mrs,
Jones had a modestly furnished room
in the Blue Haven Nursing Home, just
outside the Jackson city limits. Here, she
divided her day between seeing people
who want to hear more about her hus-
band, answering letters which request
such things as a button from Casey’s
overalls (“Imagine!”, she laughed, “after
all these years!”), and crocheting lace
doilies which she sold for one dollar. She
crocheted without benefit of glasses, her
quick moving fingers wore bright finger-
nail polish, and her hair still showed a
trace of auburn. Her voice had the soft
warmth of the South as she spoke of “my
husband” as if he died only yesterday.

“Well now,” she said, “l don’t cotton
to folks saying my husband was just a
legend.” She stopped rocking, and
laughed softly to herself. "But | reckon



he’d just laugh about it.”

For Casey was a 6-foot 4-inch Irishman
who laughed a lot, sang a lot, quilled a
train whistle the likes of which no one
has heard before or since. Railroading
was not only a love of Casey Jones, it was
a passion. And if he were around today,
he’d probably just laugh and slap his knee
and join in on the chorus of those *‘two
locomotives that’s a gonna’ bump!”

But doubtless he, like his wife, would
be sobered by the verse that begins
""Headaches and heartaches and all kinds
of pain. . .” For this is probably the
truest part <if the entire ballad. The fam-
ily of Casey Jones, both before and after
his death, suffered many heartaches,
many kinds of pain.

Casey Jones’ father was Frank F. Jones,
a country school teacher, who had four
sons and one daughter. And it was as if
tragedy held the stop watch on each of
them. Professor Jones, as he was called,
wes boarding down by the Union depot
in Jackson, Tennessee, in 1910, when a
friend came to tell him that tragedy once
again had claimed one of his children.
That day, Eugene Jones, an engineer liv-
ing at Fort Worth, Texas, left a note
saying that he had "lost his grip on life,”
and had taken his own life. The friend
who went to comfort Professor Jones re-
ported that the 88-year-old man was
“powed down with grief over the sad
news of his son’s death. In a grief shaken
voice, and with sobs and tears, the old
man told a story of misfortune and acci-
dent that had deprived him of most of
his loved ones. . .”

Professor Jones’ only daughter, Emma,
was drowned in 1896 while she was on
a train ferrying across the Ohio River
near Cairo, Illinois. A storm came up, the
ferry capsized, and Emma couldn’t
escape from the car in which she was
riding. Casey Jones died at the throttle
in 1900. In 1904, Engineer Phillip Jones
fell in front of his own engine when he
recklessly climbed out onto the running
board to make a minor repair while it
was in motion. Casey’s mother, Ann, died
in 1906. And finally, in 1918, Frank
Jones, also a railroad man, was a victim
of the flu epidemic.

But of all the [ones boys, only Casey
isstill talked about and sung about today.
It was Casey who became a part of Ameri-
can folklore, the symbol of heroism in
the romance of the rails.

The real Casey Jones was born.on
March 14th, 1863, in a backwoods region
of Southeastern Missouri. Until recently,
it was thought that he was christened
John Luther Jones. But the museum at
Jackson has just uncovered an old family
Bible which records his name as "Jona-
than Luther Jones.”

When we mentioned this to his widow,
she was not disturbed. “Well, anyway,”
she said, “folks called him Casey from the
time he was 19 and came to take dinner
at my mother’s boarding house.”

Mrs. Brady’s boarding house in Jack-
son was famous up and down the lines
for the meals she served to railroad men.
Her pretty red-haired daughter, Janie,
studied music and loved to play the piano
and sing. But on this particular night,
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sanie was helping her mother pass hot
iscuits to the men gathered around the
big walnut table.

A tall, black-haired young man came
in to be seated.

Bose Lashley, an M. & O. brakeman,
looked up from his dinner plate. ""What's
your name, son?"'

The others paused and eyed the tall
man. He blushed clear to the roots of his
hair. “J. L. Jones,” he said.

"Where you from?” Lashley asked.

“I'm from Cayce,” he said. "Cayce,
Kentucky.”

"Well, sit down, Casey,” Lashley said,
and passed the fried chicken his way.
“Make yourself at home."

Mrs. Jones was asked if that was the
first time she'd seen J. L. Jones.

She shook her head, and her gray eyes
were bright with remembering. “Oh, I'd
seen him before all right. But | didn’t
know who he was.”

Apparently, the tall man was the sort
that a girl would notice. At that time, he
was a brakeman for the M. & O. Rail-
road, and when his run brought him into
Jackson, he often walked downtown,
right past the Brady home.

The day Casey Jones arrived in Jack-
son, he'd already come a long way toward
his goal of being an engineer, a real
“hoghead,” as they called it then. He fell
in love with the railroad before he ever
laid eyes on the roaring, black engines.
Casey heard the call of the train whistle
when he was only 13 years old, years be-
fore he ever made a whistle wail “Ca-a-a-
asey Jo-0-0-0-0nes . .

Casey heard his first train whistle dur-
ing the time when his family was migrat-
ing from Southeastern Missouri Into
Western Kentucky, where his father
planned to teach near the town of Hick-
man. The wagon carrying the Joneses
and their few possessions had pulled up
at Bird’s Point, Missouri, waiting to
transfer to a steamboat to take them
across the Mississippi to Cairo, lllinois.
It was then Casey heard the wail of an
engine’s steam whistle, the puffing of the
engines, the clanking noises of freights
being assembled in the railroad yard
across the river at Cairo. From that
moment on, the promised land for Casey
Jones was the land of the steam engine,
the open throttle.

When the family was finally settled at
Cayce, Kentucky, the Jones boy spent
most of his time down by the water tank,
watching the locomotives pull under the
hinged spout to fill the tanks of their
tenders. He followed at the heels of'the
railroad crews, begging to help, asking
questions. By the time he was 15, his
mother finally resigned herself to the fact
that she couldn’t keep her oldest in
school, that the roar of the big, black
engines throbbed in his veins.

The boy’s first work for the railroad
was helping to load the cattle cars from
Cayce. He hired out to stock shippers to
go along and care for the stock in transit.
He never missed a chance to watch the
brakeman, the fireman, the engineer.
The railroad men took a liking to the
boy, and finally they helped him to be-
come an apprentice telegrapher in Co-
lumbus, Kentucky. The Jones boy loved

the rhythm of the keys, but being a
“brass pounder’ was just another step up
toward his goal, the cab. He worked his
way up to the job of brakeman, and was
transferred to Jackson, Tennessee, where
he received the name of “Casey” and met
the red-haired Janie Brady.

Casey was away on his runs a lot of
the time during the next three years. But
whenever he was in Jackson, he boarded
at the Brady’s, and on his days off, he
and Janie would ride the streetcar down
to Lancaster Park, where folks went, and
still do, to take a drink of the healthy
waters from the artesian well. Then
they’d walk over and watch the trains
puffing by. The engineers would wave to
Casey and Janie as they stood there hand
in hand—a proud, strapping man, and a
girl whom he nicknamed "‘Little Bit.”

There was only one problem in their
courtship. Jane Brady was a devout
Catholic. Now, as she spoke of it, she
stopped and pointed to one of her proud-
est possessions. Hanging in her modest
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room is a picture of Saint Jude, which
was sent to her recently by Danny
Thomas.

“But my husband,” she said, “was not
a member of any faith when 1 first knew
him.

“But you know what that man did?”,
she laughed now, remembering that un-
predictable man. “The day he asked
Papa for me, he told us that he’d just
been baptized by Father O’Reilly. And
sure enough he hadl”

They were married on November 25,
1886, at St. Mary’s Catholic Church in
Jackson. For a while, the newly-weds
lived at the Brady home. “I just moved
into Casey’s room,” she said. “And
Mama rented out mine.”

By now, Casey had become a fireman,
moving ever nearer the right hand side
of the cab. But he was impatient to
achieve his ambition, and he believed
he’d get there faster by transferring from
the M. &O. to the Illinois Central. The
name of J. L. Jones first appears on
the I. C. payroll in March, 1888, when
he was a fireman for $2.10 per day.
There, he “shoveled in the coal” for less
than two years, and finally in February
1890, Casey Jones mounted to the cabin.

He had served an apprenticeship of
six years, and now he had reached the
promised land of railroading. Casey
Jones was the man at the throttle as the
railroads roared into an era when being
a “fast roller” was the mark of a good
engineer, when the coveted mail runs
were awarded to the railroad that could
maintain the fastest schedules.

Everybody up and down the rails cot-
toned to Casey Jones. The dispatchers
liked Casey because he could be de-
pended on to take advantage of every
break they could give him at passing
points, and he’d bring ’er in “on the ad-



vertised.” The workers in the yards hero-
worshiped the man who could quill his
whistle as if it were music from his soul.
The man was the friend of everyone, of
those who worked with him, and of folks
along his run who'd stop in the fields
and wave to him.

During those 10 years at the throttle,
Casey Jones never had aserious accident,
nor contributed to the death of a fellow-
worker or passenger. It’s true that he was
suspended a few times for minor infrac-
tions of the rules, but this was not an
unusual occurrence in those days, and
his daring for highballing is attributed to
his vigorous ambition, his confidence in
his “iron horse” and in his own iron
nerve.

Mrs. Jones remembers how happy they
were during those years. Casey was doing
what he'd always wanted. They had a
home in Jackson. They were blessed with
three children: Charles, who now works
for the 1.C. in Jackson; John Lloyd, who
died in 1934; and the youngest, Helen,
now Mrs. D. G. McKenzie, living in
Alabama.

And then Casey volunteered for the
new, fast run out of Memphis. It was a
188-mile run from Memphis to Canton,
Mississippi over a single track, which
was being put into top condition. But
at the time it was still rough, and the
schedule was fast and rigorous. But this
was just another challenge to the man
who loved speed, loved a run that re-
quired skillful handling of his engine.
So Casey gave up engine 688 in Jackson,
and on January 1st, 1900, he and his
Negro fireman, Sim Webb, went to Mem-
phis and began their ride to glory on
the Cannonball Express.

“It was late in March,” Mrs. Jones
remembers, “when | went to Memphis,
and my husband and | found a home
and made plans to move the family over
in a few weeks. Then 1 went back to
Jackson and began gathering our be-
longings together.”

On the morning of April 80th, she
sent the children off to school and walked
out on the front porch to shake out her
braided rug. She looked up and there
was Mrs. O’Hanlon, a scarf tied over her
bead, coming up the walk.

Mrs. O’Hanlon, a neighbor, had come
to deliver sad news. But she never had
to.

That morning, Mrs. Jones reached into
her pocket, groped for her rosary. "*Some-
thing’s happened to my husband,” she
said.

W hat had happened down in Missis-
sippi has become a matter of controversy
over these many years. But some of the
facts ate a matter of railroad record.

On the night of April 29th, 1900, Casey
Jones and his fireman, Sim Webb, pulled
into Memphis from Canton right on
time. It was a cold night, with mist form-
ing on the kerosene headlight, dripping
like sweat from the iron horse. Casey
and Sim were bone-weary as they pushed
back their caps, wiped the soot from their
faces, climbed down from the cab.

Casey Jones was met by the dispatcher
who told him that Sam Tate, the engi-
neer who was to take No. One south-
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bound out of Memphis, had turned up
sick. Casey was asked to “double out” and
take No. One down to Canton, Missis-
sippi.

pIE)lo. One was coming in from the
north, and was already an hour overdue
into Memphis. So Casey and Sim would
have time to grab a bite to eat. But
though Casey agreed to take the run, he
insisted on having his own engine hooked
up to the incoming passenger train. He
spent his time with the roundhouse crew,
oiling, polishing, putting his engine into
top condition. By the time the engine
was coupled onto the southbound train,
they were an hour and 35 minutes be-
hind schedule. Casey Jones took his
orders in his hand, and mounted to the
cabin.

Soon the mile posts were flying by.
Sim Webb was “knocking on the firebox
door.” And through the gray Mississippi
ni%ht, people along the run heard that
Whippoorwill whistle moan out “Ca-a-a-
a-asey Jo-0-0-ones,” and some of them rose
and lit their lanterns to highball him

Age

.Hours Worked.

through.

When Casey left Sardis, Mississippi,
he had made up 35 minutes. Leaving
Grenada, he had made up an unbeliev-
able hour. On to Winona, and he was
only 15 minutes late. Only five minutes
at the Durant station. Now there were 35
miles to Canton. The Cannonball Ex-
press roared down an open track. Theyd
been given the right of way.

Thirteen miles to go!

“We’re gonna’ make it,” Casey shouted
to Sim. “We’re gonna’ bring ’er in on
the advertised!”

And now it was 3:52 am., and they
were approaching Vaughan, Mississippl.

But an unknown factor moved into the
orbit of events that were happening up
ahead at Vaughan.

Ahead of the Cannonball Express was
a two-engine freight, No. 83. going into
Vaughan. Coming up from the south was
another long freight, No. 72. and behind
it, the New Orleans-Memphis Passenger
No. 26, in two sections, running late. The
two freight trains, one from the north
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and one from the south, had orders to
meet at Vaughan, and according to in-
structions, they both pulled into the
passing track, facing each other, engine
to engine.

But the passing track was not long
enough to hold both freights, and four or
five cars of the northbound freight, No.
72, were left hanging out on the main
line at the south switch. This meant that
both ends of the passing track could not
be clear at the same time.

Now the northbound New Orleans-
Memphis Passenger, in two sections, was
coming into the south end of Vaughan,
with orders to get onto the siding back of
the station, and let the Cannonball Ex-
press come through. The problem was
not yet a difficult one. Although four or
five cars of the freight train were still on
the main line at the south switch, the
train crew simply had to clear the south
switch by using the “saw-by,” a maneuver
common to single-track railroaders.

The southbound freight backed onto
the north end of the main line, allowing
northbound freight No. 72 to pull up
and let the Passenger train through. This
they did, and now the Passenger cleared
the south switch and chugged into the
storage siding back of the station.

But now the southbound freight was
still out to the north on the main line,
and it had to get back on the passing
track before the Cannonball Express
could come through. Freight No. 72
started backing out to the south to as-
sume its original position so that Freight
No. 83 could again pull in and clear the
north switch. But the unexpected hap-
pened.

As No. 72 started to back down the
passing track, an air hose burst, cutting
the air line, breaking it to a dead stop.
The engine of No. 83, face to face with
Engine 72, couldn’t move on, couldn’t
get its cars and caboose off the main line
to the north. The train crews began
working with No. 72, replacing the hose,
pumping up the air.

Casey Jones was roaring in from the
north, the throttle pulled back into his
lap, going more than a mile a minute.

Coming into Vaughan, the track bent
into a lazy "'S” curve. As the Cannonball
Express turned into the bottom end of
that curve, the engineer, sitting on the
right side of the cab, couldn’t see the
track ahead to his left. He quilled his
whistle, kept his hand on the throttle.

Sim Webb checked his fire, and then
he rose to his window to look out the
left side of the cab.

“Through the mist,” Sim said later, “1
saw a red light. Two red lights of a
caboose up ahead on the main line!”

“Good Lawd, Mista’ Casey,” he
shouted. “We’re gonna’ hit!”

In the faint light from the firebox, Sim
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saw Casey kick his seat out from under
him, thrust the throttle forward, cutting
the steam. The Whippoorwill whistle
screamed into the night.

Casey Jones uttered his famous last
words to his beloved fireman, “JUMP,
SIM, JUMP!”

Sim jumped.

But Casey stayed with his engine. With
heroic effort, he cut the steam, grabbed
the Johnson bar, reversing his engine.
He released the sand dome, pulled a
warning scream from his whistle. In
those few moments, he reduced his speed
from 70 miles an hour to about 25 miles,
and so saved the life of every person rid-
ing with him.

But the force of the cars behind the
engine was too great.

The engine of the Cannonball Ex-
press plowed on into the caboose ahead,
through a car of baled hay, splintered an
open car of lumber, a car of bulk corn.
Casey’s baggage car straddled the track,
bq} the passenger cars remained on the
rails.

Sim Webb broke his leg when he
jumped, and as the wail of the Whippoor-
will died, Casey Jones rode his engine on
that farewell trip to the promised land. ..

A 1l of these facts are a matter of record.
What is still debated in Jackson, Tennes-
see is how or why a skilled fast-roller like
Casey Jones could have met such tragedy
head on.

There are some who say it was the en-
gineer’s fault. “Going too fast!” they say.
*Too fast, paying no mind to signals.”

But others are adamant. “In those
days,” they insist, “the fast-roller was the
idol of the rails. The fast schedule was
the pride of the railroad. Anyway, if he
was going too fast, his own conductor had
the authority to slow him down, or stop
the train at any time he felt the engineer
was driving beyond the limits of safety.
Any dispatcher who thought Casey Jones
was going too fast could’ve stopped him
by wiring on ahead to the next station.”

But nobody stopped Casey Jones. He’d
been given a clear track. And would any
engineer, they ask, run through warning
signals, roar through signals intended to
stop him? Casey Jones was no ‘‘green-
horn.” He was an experienced engineer!

The only man who could settle the
whole argument died under his engine
that night in Vaughan, Mississippi. But
Fireman Sim Webb, who died July 1957
in Memphis, made a recording before his
death. The recording, in which Sim tells
the story of that fateful night, is played
daily at the museum in Jackson.

“We saw no flagman,” Sim relates.
“We saw no fusees."

Those who take no sides say that the
wreck was the fault of no one. It was just
a series of events that came together at
the wrong time. One was that Casey was
running an hour and 35 minutes late
when he left Memphis. Naturally, no-
body thought he’d make up all that time
and come into Canton “on the adver-
tised.” So, when that air hose broke,
blocking the freight on the main line, it
was not considered a serious emergency.
The crews began working to get that
freight off the track, but they were not



frantic. They didn’t anticipate the Can-
nonball Express would be coming in
within the next few minutes.

It was Casey's ability to get the most
out of his engine that had made him such
a good engineer, such a *“fast-roller.
And it was his ability to bring her in on
time that had caused his death.

But there’s one thing everybody agrees
on. Casey Jones met a hero’s death. He
stayed with his engine, though he told
his fireman to jump. He slowed his tram
so that no crewman ahead was hurt. He
died saving the lives of the passengers
who were entrusted to him.

Casey Jones was buried at Mt. Calvary
Cemetery in Jackson, Tennessee, with a
simple wooden cross to mark his grave.

Other engines, other trains, rolled on.

Mrs. Jones took in boarders, sewed,
crocheted, worked to keep her family to-
gether, to raise her children. In time, the
wreck of the Cannonball Express might
have gone down in history as just another
wreck that occurred in the building of
the country.

But it "happened that there was a
Negro engine-wiper in Water Valley,
Mississippi, by the name of Wallace
Saunders. He'd been a “rail” for man
years, and had known and talked wit
Casey Jones around the yards. The death
of Mista’ Casey, the greatest engineer
he’d ever heard tell of, saddened his
heart, struck his very soul. And as Wal-
lace Saunders worked and polished the
engines, he began to sing . ..

Come on you rounders if you want to
hear . ... the story ’bout that brave
engineer ...”

inging as they worked, the others in
the roundhouse picked up the rhythm,
made up more verses. The Ballad of
Casey Jones became the song of the
roundhouse, the rhythm of the railroad.

Wiallace Saunders had no way of know-
ing that his music would one day be on
the Hit Parade. And perhaps it wouldn’t
have been if his song hadn’t been heard
by two men, T. Lawrence Seibert and
Eddie Newton, who thought it was a
good vaudeville tune, a tune that should
be copyrighted. “The Ballad of Casey
Jones” was copyrighted in 1909, and
since then has been heard all over the
world. Recently, Mrs. Jones received a
letter telling her that the ballad was
being sung calypso style in Port of Spain,
Trinidad.

But Mrs. Casey Jones took little com-
fort from the fact that her husband, and
even herself, is known through the words
of that song. She never liked it. Not
because neither Wallace Saunders nor
Mrs. Jones ever received a penny from
the song, but because she received
many heartaches from the verse that she
felt “"libeled” her.

She recalled the time when she was in
Memphis at a dinner and the toastmaster
announced that a duet would sing “The
Ballad of Casey Jones.”

Mrs. Jones leaned over and spoke to
the toastmaster. “All right,” she said.
""But ask them not to sing the last verse.”

She was referring to the verse that
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snap up fantastic bargains you can offer. And there
are also great opportunities exporting U.S. products.

HOW TO BUY BELOW WHOLESALE

Those who follow my plan will receive free, confi-
dential monthly bulletins which reveal suppliers of
new and desirable imports. These bulletins tell you
how to contact and deal with traders in foreign lands
who urgently need U.S. dollars and offer bargains to
get them. They are eager to trade with you or me or
anyone who knows the methods | will show you.

A THOUSAND CASH ORDERS A DAY

| have proved this plan with 103 imports —and the
opportunities for the sale of thousands more are
breathtaking. For examJ)Ie, | have received as man

as 1,000 cash orders a day for imported clocks —all
by mail order. They cost me only 63Cand I sell them
ata blg profit, far below the U.S. market. They are
shipped direct to the buyer from abroad, after 1

receive the cash.

POCKET PROFITS IN ADVANCE . .

So you see, it is even possible to do business of this
kind without investing in merchandise. You can take
cash orders, pocket your profits in advance, then
order the merchandisé. And you don’t have to travel
abroad —unless you want to. You don’t even have
to know a foreign_language. You ml\%/ht ask, "Why
do you let others in on your plan? Why don't you
keep it all for ¥ourself’?” The answer is that the
demand is virtually impossible to fill. No one person
could handle even a small portion of this gigantic
market. There's plenty of business in import-export
for you and me and many others.

'LL SEND YOU ALL DETAILS FREE

| have told you a little about the business | have
devoted the last 30 wonderfully happy and success-
ful years to, and Kd like to tell you more. But the
final decision must be up to you.”If you're sincerely
interested in learning more” about how to start a
profitable full or spare time Home-Import Business
of your own, write me today. I’ll gladly send you a
letter with full details. I’ll also enclose a list of 157
imports, showing amazing low foreign prices &re-
vealing book, describing some of the profitable busi-
nesses operated by followers of my plan. No cost or
obligation. Send coupon NOW. Air mail reaches me
overnight. B. L. MELLINGER, Director, Dept. X28C,
1717 Westwood. Los Angeles 24, California.

------- MAIL COUPON TODAY -----mmmn
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U. S. SAYINGS BONDS
Insure your future by signing up on the Payroll Savings Plan where you -work, or the Bond-A-Month Plan where
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GIRL'S PLAYHOUSE

NOW AVAILABLE!
Same size, sha{)e and price as
cabin. Imprinted brick walls,
French windows, folded wood- Ho
slat shutters, flowers, shrubs,
sloping roof, large door. etc.

Orders Shipped Within 24 Hours!

FREE —Lar
can be

s IM2'x8  Bandiing thargea. SOrmy, N6 C.O.D s &
Name Plate fits on doolr 2or 490 CUARANTEE: P
2od e AN he PETRONE T tion for ten days. Let the kids

Novel Mfg.Co. Lari

BIG ENOUGH
FOR 2-3 KIDS!

This huge, western-style cabin

K isachild’s dream cometrue. L 17T,
Size Approx. 3ft. high—9 ft. square. 23cubic ft. in-
side. Endless hours of play fun. Big enough for
2-3 kids to 'Live' in this cabin of their very own.
‘Constructed of specially treated, safe... flame-
‘and waterproof DuPontPolyethelene. Use
round, indoors or outdoors. Notools needed,
notmng to assemble. Sets upin a jiffy, folds com-
pactly for easy storage. Walls and door ar% real-
P - Istically imprinted in authentic brown split-log
- £rm design.” Peaked roof is in contrasting color. In
LX ,1ayoungster’s imagination it quickly becomes a
RANCH HOUSE... FARMHOUSE... PLAY-
1HOUSE or A LIFE-SIZE DOLL HOUSE FOR
GIRLS. A Bunkhouse—Jailhouse _Sharlff’s
~pp' Office- Secret Clubhouse for Boys. This King-
sizecabin isour greatest bargain inyears. Acompar-
able $3.98 value now only $1.00. This Sale price is made
ossible by your buying directly from factory We are
kthe largest mfrs. and Distrs. of playhouses in the U.b.
Over250,000 satisfied customers. Ttiey make wonderful
25ceach houre, postage and

3021,3L SEUAL NAGks, Nl



WORK CLOTHES!

Terrific values you've 90! to

/9«

SHIRTS
Made to sell for 2.99. Now,

4 for $2.99

4 for the price of onel Tho
used, sterilized and read% for
long, tough wear| In blue

tan or green, Sena necfc size. Isf end 2nd
color choice.

PANTS to match

Sold for 3.85, now only... 99«
Send waist measure and

inside leg length. 4 for $3.75
COVERALLS . . . wear ‘'em

used and save plenty | Were $2 2 9
6.95, NOW ..oooovriccicccccc

Send chast measurement. 3 for $6.75
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE . . if not satis*

Red. Order TODAY | Send $1.00 deposit on
C.0.D. orders. Add 25c for postage on pro*
paid orders.

GALCO SALES CO. Dept. 4212
7120 Harvard Ave. =+ Cleveland 5, Ohio

NOW THE WORLD'S FINEST POCKET
PISTOL CAN BE YOURS!

.25 AUTOMATIC

BRAND NEW

Compact! Accurate! Always, Defnendable'
Powerful ammunition available every-
where. A pocket pistol of excellence. Ideal
for the Plainclothesman or Home Protec-
tion. Reduced from $32.50. ORDIR NOW!
Send $10.00—Balance C.O.D.

KENT’S SPORTING GOODS
Dep't C-12, 114 E. Rooseralt, Phoenix, Arijona

Helps You Overcome

FALSE TEETH

Looseness and Worry

No longer be annoyed or feel Ill- at ease be-
cause of loose, wobbly false teeth. FASTEETH,
an Improved alkaline (non- aC|d)
sprinkled on your plates holds them firmer so
they feel more comfortable. Avoid emb rass
ment caused by loose plates. Get FASTEETH
at drug counters everywhere.

mmm

RECORDING CONTRACTS

FREE REVIEW

M ail to STAR-CREST Rm riiit C«
Dept. A-7,1350 N. Highland, Hollywood 28, Calif.
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Just received a message that Casey was
dyin

Sala/ gg to bed chillun and hush your
crying

"Cause you got another papa on the
Salt Lake Line.”

The duet started. They’d gone through
all the verses, and then they began, “Mrs.
Jones sat on her bed asighing .. .”

Mrs. Casey Jones stood up. *'Stop the
music!” she said.

She smiled when she told us about it.

"They looked at me like they thought
I was right crazy,” she said, and laughed
aloud. “But they stopped it!”

Even though the song is generally ac-
cepted as folklore rather than fact, Mrs.
Jones resented that verse. Casey was
the only man in her life, and after his
death she wore black every day. She
never remarried.

But Mrs. Jones did like the museum
of her old home in Jackson. "It looks
nice,” she said. “I like to go there.”

The museum has been furnished with
authentic furniture of the 1900 era.

Mrs. Martha Gilland, hostess at the
museum, insists that the museum be
known as a tribute to all railroad men,
as well as to Casey Jones. In the display
cases are old railroad passes, historic
timetables, early dining car menus, tele-
graph instruments, lanterns, steam
whistles, and other memorials to the Age
of Steam on the rails. One of the most
prized displays is the cache showing the
first issue of the stamp "*Honoring Rail-
road Engineers of America,” which went

on sale in Jackson on April 29, 1950.

The stamp was the dream of Mr. D. D.
Crocker, a Jacksonian, a staunch admirer
of Casey Jones. For years, Mr. Crocker
had worked to bring his idea for a stamp
honoring railroad engineers to the atten-
tion of the Postmaster General.

Finally, in 1949, Mr. Crocker received
a letter from the office of the Postmaster
General. Would he suggest a design, a
color, for such a stamp?

The design suggested by Mr. Crocker
is one showing the old steam engine, the
modern diesel, and a picture of Casey
Jones in the middle. The color is maroon.
This was the first stamp ever to be issued
to honor the common working man of
America, the first time the design for a
stamp had been suggested simply by
correspondence. The first day of issue
stamps can be purchased by visitors to
the museum.

In the two years since the museum
opened, Mrs. Gilland has welcomed hun-
dreds of visitors. There are a few who
still remember Casey Jones. They re-
member that Casey used to put coins in
the axle cup to polish them, and then
he’d give the bright coins to children
gathered at the whistle stops.

Recently, a gray-haired man from
Mississippi came into the Museum. "I
remember,” he told Mrs. Gilland, “when
Casey Jones would let the children climb
up into his cab and toot that whistle.”

He reached out and touched the six-
chime Whippoorwill. **And | was one of
those children,” he said. *

WHY DO THEY HATE JACK PAAR?

Continued from page 31

feller named Freeman or something
like that, about jazz versus Legitimate
Music. We are there three or four hours
ahead of time, talking it over. But when
we get on, this long hair feller has lock-
jaw. He turns to stone, can’t say a thing.
But Paar picked it right up, took it over
so skillfully that we got off fine.”

Which reminds us that what happened
to Harrington (imitating an Italian)
happened also to Dody Goodman, Cliff
(Charley Weaver) Arquette, Genevieve
and at least a dozen others who appeared
on his show to achieve prominence over-
night. The young team of Hines and
Ford which Irving Hoffman mentioned
made so much money in a few months
after appearing on the show that they
were able to buy a S200.000 building in
midtown Manhattan.

But far more extraordinary is Paar’s
ability to make overnight best sellers.
Here is a partial list of them: Harry
Golden’s two books, Only in America
and For 2 Cents Plain, Alexander King's
autobiography, Mine Enemy Grows
Older, CIliff Arquette’s Charley Weaver’s
Letters From Momma and My Brother
Was an Only Child by Jack Douglas,
Paar’s chief comedy writer for 12 years.

Jack’s greatest feat as a book sales-
man was putting over Alexander King’s
Mine Enemy Grows Older. King, a
Viennese adventurer and artist, had been
a distinguished illustrator back in the
Twenties. But little had been heard of
him in recent years, largely because he
had become a hophead, as described in
his book, Paar went to town on both old
Alex and his life story. Not only did he
kick the book’s sales through the roof,
but Alex’ appearance on the Paar show
got him aweekly TV show on his own.

When Jack Paar’s own book was
offered to publishers, the bids ran very
high. The book companies all figured
that if he could put over the Works of
other people he ought to be able to plug
his own autobiography right into the big
money.

Other TV shows have put books over
from time to time; Dave Garroway's,
Arthur Godfrey’s, and “This Is Your
Life,” which made the fortune of Lillian
Roth’s I’ll Cry Tomorrow. But none of
them has proved to be the book sales-
man that Paar is.

The man 1 chose to ask about all this
is the smartest book editor 1 know.

He is Lebaron B. Barker, executive



editor of Doubleday and a guy who has
found plenty of winners for his house.
Among other distinctions, Lee is the
editor for Herman Wouk, Van Wyck
Mason, Hamilton Basso, Thomas B.
Costain, Richard Llewellyn, Taylor Cald-
well and over a hundred others. He sur-
prised the public with The Search for
Bridey Murphy and started the success-
ful Mainstream of America series. | knew
that he had bid an unusually large sum
for the rights to Jack Paar’s own biog-
raphy which meant-knowing how his
mind worked-that he believed Jack
would be around for quite a while. The
whole street called Publishers Row floats
with the tears and broken hearts of pub-
lishers who picked the life stories of TV
stars who were off the air before they
could get the life stories into print.

"You are right,” Lee Barker said on
the phone. "We think that Paar has a
continuing genius and that his vast popu-
larity will last for a long time. Why
shouldn’t we have bid high for the Jack
Paar book? Fifty million persons are in-
terested in him. .

“For one thing, he is the only per-
former who has conquered the medium,
understands it and knows how to use it
properly. He has realized that the great
trick is to submerge his personality to
bring out the color in the personality of
his guests. He does not compete with his
guests, but aids and abets them. Rarest
of all, he knows what the public wants
and how to give it to them.”

Mr. Barker pointed out that even Paar
could only sell a book that had some

ublic appeal and it helped plenty when

e had a writer with a personality to
build up the interest.

After listening to these and other
experts, studying hundreds of newspaper
clippings and watching the Jack Paar
show for quite a few nights, this non-
expert was willing to give his opinion of
this wonder boy of the air waves.

His popularity is neither a mystery
nor an accident.

When Jack comes out on the TV stage
and gives that "Oh you wonderful
people, youl” smile, complete with
dimple, you need little imagination to
visualize little old ladies all over the
nation gasping with love and admiration
for him. He gets quite a lot of men also,
including those who do not know what
is going to happen next on his show,
those who are delighted to listen to in-
teresting people and many old sourpusses
who just like to sit, watch and sneer.

Despite his gifts as a personality kid,
this Jack Paar is a grown-up spoiled
brat. 1 say this because of the way he
neglects to and instead bellyaches end-
lessly both in private and in public
about his pains, aches, worries, fears
and enemies. Those blessings are of
the sort most other men never achieve:
an annual income well up in six figures,
a dream wife, a nice child, a fine home
and millions of admirers from here to
the Gobi Desert and back.

If there was ever a star who wallowed
in such public self-pity as Jack Paar does,
we never heard of him. Or a star who
preferred to fight his battles while work-

ing, supposedly, as an entertainer. In his
days as a stage star, John Barrymore
occasionally stopped a show, stepped out
of character to bawl out women in the
audience for talking too loudly, then
stepped back into character and went on
with the show. But that was only once in
a while. And even Frankie Sinatra, the
second biggest cry baby in show business,
thinks the show should go on.

Now the test of such cantankerous be-
havior as Paar exhibits whenever over-
taken by a naughty-boy mood lies in
whether he gets away with it or not. And
nobody can deny that up to the time this
was written Jack has got away with hav-
ing fits of tantrums, name-calling ses-
sions and feuding with everybody who
does not agree with him.

How long he will continue to get away
with it is something else again. When the
public starts turning on a star it often
does a complete job.

Like many other actors, Jack left school
when he was fairly young. His first job in
a local radio station in Ohio consisted of
sweeping out the place and other menial
chores. In 1942, when he was drafted, he
had moved on to the modest job of com-
bined disc jockey and radio announcer
in a Buffalo, New York, radio station.

It may have been in the Army that
Jack decided he would be the cute,
cherubic type that can get away with
anything. One night while he was work-
ing before a Navy audience a commodore
came in late. The officer was with five

retty USO qgirls. Any entertainer would

ave been annoyed but it is hard to think
of anyone but Jack Paar turning on the
Commodore with ""What is this—a short
cut to Bougainville?”

That got a laugh that rocked the place.
Jack went on with this two-fisted line:
""Those girls were supposed to do the
Dance of the Seven Virgins, but last night
they went to the officers’ club and broke
the contract.”

Everybody present roared except the
touchy Commodore. All he did was try
to get Jack Paar court-martialed. He
failed but only because Jack’s Army
superiors convinced the Navy it had no
jurisdiction over their sassy, outspoken
lad.

The first big break of Jack's life came
in the Army when his performance was
caught by a likeable, well-known writer
named Sidney Carroll. In a magazine
piece Carroll proclaimed Paar funnier
than Jack Benny, Bob Hope and the
other name comedians who were mak-
ing USO appearances.

On coming out of the service, Jack
was screen tested, because of the Carroll
article, and given a S300-a-week movie
contract by RKO. Then he was handed
the summer replacement job for the Jack
Benny show.

Now little $300-a-week actors in Holly-
wood are supposed to be all ears, even
with a good summer replacement spot
thrown in. Jack was all mouth, screaming
"That isn’t for me!” and “l won’t stand
for it!” whenever displeased by anything.
He also would not take advice from Jack
Benny who was doing all right in vaude-
ville before Jack knew how to spell
"'show business."

It is difficult to find show people who
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EAR NOISES

...thousands reported.
Wonderful relief from years
of suffering from miserable
ear noises and poor hearing
caused by catarrhal con-
ditions (excess mucus flow)

This may be the answer to your prayer.
NOTHING TO WEAR. Here'are SOME of
the symptoms that may likely go with your
catarrhal deafness and ear noises: Mucus
droppinginthroat. Head feelsstopped up by
mucus. Mucus in nose or throat every day.
Hear—butdon’t understand words. Hear bet-
ter on clear days—worse on rainy days, or
with a cold. Ear noises like crickets, bells,
whistles, clicking or escaping steam or others.
Ifyour condition iscaused by catarrh ofthe
head, you, too, may enjoy wonderful relief
suchasothers have reported during our past
22 years. WRITE TODAY FOR PROOF
OFRELIEF and 30 DAY TRIAL OFFER.

THE ELMO CO., Dept 0F® Davenport lona

Fires both .22 short & long ammo.
sensational NEW 6-shot Rosco Vest Pocket .22 long
Iver would be a tremendous value at 3.times Its l:F_rlce.

de in W. German&/, It Is a tight, well-made, exceedingly
rate handgun. Fires easy-to-get Win., Rem., Western

D

em.,

Peters .22 Long & Short ammo. Features side gate load-
% trlg%er acgustment. screw-in ejector rod. Has STEEL

ARREL with blade front sights. Easy and fun to
oot. Terrific for target shooting, varmint hunting or as
ome defense weapon. Only $12.95. Leather “holster
5. 100 rds. of .22 short french ball ammo only .
ped F.O.B. Los Angeles, express_charges collect.” Send
s .0. COD’S require $7.50 deposit. Satisfac-
n guaranteed. Purchasers must be 18 years old. Res.
f L.A. and vicinity, please purchase at our store.

SEAPORT TRADERS. INC., Dept. FM-12

1221 s. Grand Ave., Los Angeles 15, Calif

ARANANHRING HYPHO-COIN

“"HYPNOTIZE

othasm

c ,JINUTES!

JL FASCINATING POCKET-SIZE INVENTION.
Mold the plastic HYPNO-COIN in front of the person you want to
hypnotize. Then, make the hypnotic pattern whirl by gently vi-
brating the coin. This whirling motion is so fascinating, so eye
arresting ... it captures and holds your subject's gaze. Now—
you are ready to hi/f)notize. Get this amazing hypnotic aid plus a
Frﬁe revealing tli)og eth of secrets ang il.rlwstrulctlons, It tells you
what to say and do, how to comman ow
to re-hypnotize with the snap of a finger. ;. GUARANTEED!
Also-entertaining feats that will thrill and |
amaze them at parties. Both the COIN and |
booklet—only 99* ppd. Sent in plain wrap-f
per. Your money back if not delighted.

HYPNOTIC-AIDS - Dept. 12G 1133 Broadway, N.Y.C. 10

ITCHING Torture
Stopped Like Magic

Here’s blessed relief from torture and misery of
rectal itch, channg, rash and eczema with a hew
amazing scientific formula called LANACANE. This
fast-acting, stainless medicated creme kills harmful
bacteria germs _while it soothes raw, irritated and
inflamed skin tissue. Stops scratching and so speeds
healing. Don’t suffer! Get LANACANE at druggists!

New transistor metal detector
finds Iofé or hidden treasure,
coins, go , silver, jewelry, relics.

le hobby. New underwater

0
ter. Operates from a
Scintillation counters. Many other
models. Free catalog.
GARDINER ELECTRONICS CO.
Dept. 30, 2545 East Indian School
Phoenix, Arizona

were in Hollywood in the middle and
late 40\s who liked the young whipper-
snapper. One who did admire him is
Robert Preston, who came into his own
as star of “The Music Man,” the smash
hit stage musical. Like everyone who has
been to Hollywood, Preston knows that
the way to get on in that foot-Kkissing
town is by saying “yes” to the boss before
he ever finishes what he’s saying. Preston
explains: “Jack Paar had the same repu-
tation out there as Henry Morgan had in
his radio days. He wasn't a yes-man. He
wouldn’t kow-tow to the big shots. He
was a guy people stayed away from but
if they let themselves go they got to like
him. The trouble was that not too many
of them let themselves go.”

And one agent whose company han-
dled Jack as long as its people could
endure him, says, “Away from the studio
Jack was a wonderful guy. He was con-
siderate, loyal, charming, witty, generous
with his time and money. But not every-
one wanted to know him because of the
way he slammed out at people.™

Largely because of his truculence,
Jack, his wife (the former Miriam Wag-
ner whom he had married while he was
in the Army) and little girl Randy ran
into very rugged times before he got out
of Hollywood in the early 50s. For
quite a while he lived on his weekly $25
unemployment checks.

In New York he had in-and-out go-
ing there until NBC called him in to
do his night show. They had just suf-
fered a catastrophe with a mish-mash
called “America After Dark.” Jack went
over big and has been getting bigger
ever since.

Jack got his revenge on Hollywood
last summer after NBC conned him into
taking his troupe there for a while. He
claimed later the network had promised
it would get him such guest stars as
George Burns, Milton Berle, Dean Mar-
tin, George Gobel and Dennis Day, and
he did a typical burn when they could
deliver only one of them, Bob Hope.

Jack told newspaper reporter Vernon
Scott that he preferred Hollywood
audiences to New York ones. In New
York, he explained, a lot of “old ladies
who like to think of me as their son show
up,” but those in Hollywood were
younger.

Having insulted the old ladies among
his admirers, Jack went on to take on all
the big name actors in movieville. He
told Scott, “The big stars can’t ad lib at
all, and they don't know how to have fun
on a show like ours. Comedians are the
worst of all. They only do one-line insult
jokes. Funny that their reputations are
built on glibness, yet they can’t speak so
who needs them?

“I don’t like show business people,” he
added. “I never see them when I'm not
working. Most of them are the biggest
phonies in the world. They don’t like me
because 1I’'m honest with them and they
don’t know where 1 stand.

“For the same reason | won’t indulge
in phony feuds. When I’m involved in a
feud its for real and 1 go for their
throats.”

As though all this was not enough, he
told Marie Torre, a newspaper TV
columnist, “This trip has shattered for

me the myth of the great glib artists out
there. They can’t put a sentence to-
gether. Without scripts, they’re dead.
They’re afraid to come on the show and
engage in a little conversation, because
they cant talk without their writers.
They’re nothing without their writers.
Oh, they’re great when it comes to one-
line gags, though.” He made the point
that movie stars only could say “It was
fun” when he asked them about their
last picture.

And talking to Miss Torre he again
tore into the Hollywood comics whom
he had been promised for his sessions.
“They’re afraid,” he said. ""The stars out
here don’t twinkle.”

Next he took a good whack at his net-
work, saying, “NBC has had $250,000
worth of executives here and none of
them can deliver . . . My show couldn’t
exist in Hollywood. The real talkers are
in New York, the people who've been
trained in radio and the theatre. We can
%d lib funnier stuff than they’re writing

ere.”

That completed the interview with
Jack having polished off the Hollywood
comics, its tongue-tied stars and NBC.

Nothing could better illustrate the
fat-headedness of this non-performer
than such talk. It never seems to occur
to him that some of these big comedy
stars might not be afraid to ad lib with
him at all. Years before many of them
had gone on his program just for
laughs. It may be that now Paar has
a big-money show going they feel he
should pay them more than the $320 an
appearance he pays one and all. They
get $5,000 a shot, sometimes more, for a
single appearance on other shows.

Those tongue-tied stars he sneers at
may be able to act, something he does not
even claim he can do. An inability to ad
lib was never held against Edwin Booth
and other stage immortals. They were
judged on their performances, not their
ability to be fast with a wise crack or
smart line.

Nobody denies that ad-lib ability of
Jack Paar but there are other kinds of
entertaining that millions of people con-
sider more important. Bugs Baer, the
veteran newspaper humorist, once told
me that the best ad libbers he ever heard
were not show guys at all but street
corner loafers. Maybe Jack should find
some of those for his show if he doesn’t
fear being over-matched.

That ad-lib ability of his takes a crazy
form sometimes. 11 was partly responsible
for his break (now partly repaired) with
that queen of addle-witted performers,
Dody Goodman. Jack likes to say he is a
humorist, rather than a comedian, be-
cause he “thinks funny.” This goes dou-
ble, of course, for our Miss Dody. Every-
thing is funny about that girl, her looks,
her way of talking and what she says.

The funny stuff pops out of both these
people, sometimes when they do not
mean to be funny. The perfect example
came on the night Jack squirted some
water into the air as part of a gag. The
water spattered on an over-heated light
bulb in the ceiling. The bulb exploded,
showering glass all over Jack. He
nervously brushed the broken glass from
his coat, and said.
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“I knew Jack Douglas was a writer but
I didn’t know he was working the lights.
I like a show unrehearsed, but not lethal
... Frankly I was scared, I thought John
Wilkes Booth was out there.”

When the audience roared, he turned
on the people out front, saying, ""Why is
it that when we work so hard to do a joke
and something does wrong, | almost get
killed, why do you laugh?”

“Did you get cut?” asked Dody Good-

man.

“Where?” cried Paar in anguish.
"Where? Blood? | think I'm cut, and
you’re trying to keep it from me.

“If you were bleeding, 1 would tell

“That’s friendshiﬁ."

Soon after this he began to quarrel
publicly with Dody. When he first met
her, Jack, being a showman, saw imme-
diately how terrific she would be on his
show. She was told to talk naturally and
not try to kill the people.

Before long Dody, who was practically
his creation, was getting barrels of pub-
licity. Jimmy Cannon, the sentimental
bachelor sports writer, one day repeated
“I love you Dody Goodman” on every
other line of his column. She became the
talk of Broadway, Hollywood and a
thousand main streets in between them.

Jack, who had been crazy about Dody’s
work, suddenly started to battle with her
right on the nightly program. He be-
lieved she was trying to steal the show.
Maybe she was. Their quarreling seems
to have begun the night Dody pretended
to think Dick Haymes, a guest that eve-
ning, was Frank Sinatra. The night Dody
translated a Latin quotation that Jack
had admitted not knowing, the war
against the comedienne started in earn-
est.

To him, she seemed to be trying to
steal the spotlight when she told a guy
dressed in overalls “Your fly’s open.” But
the killer came when he asked her to
open her purse and she pulled out a
falsie. There is no way to top that one
and later he asked “Do you think it is
nice to tell somebody his fly is open or
to take out a falsie in front of an
audience?”

Dody was dropped from the show soon

after all this and only recently had been
accepted back as an occasional visitor.

What threatened to be worse trouble
came on another night when he egged
on Elsa Maxwell on the subject of Walter
Winched. She finally said that Winched
had never voted. Walter, the good gray
columnist, acted as though he had been
accused of being a Russian agent. He pro-
duced proof that he had voted, threat-
ened to sue, and finally got a retraction.

The best example of Jack over-match-
ing himself came after Newsweek had
published his picture on the cover and
run a long story about him. Jack de-
nounced the magazine at length and re-
peatedly, though most people thought
the story not only fair on the whole, but
rather flattering.

At least once he said that magazines
only publish his picture on the cover
because it increases circulation. If any-
one has ever heard of a better reason for
publishing a guy's picture on the cover
he has not mentioned it to me. But just
for fun 1 called a Newsweek editor I
know to check on how much circulation
Paar’s picture brought.

A Newsiueek spokesman called back
a few minutes later, and told me,
“Jack Paar has a habit of saying maga-
zines only put his picture on the cover
because that increases circulation. Well,
the number of letters we received about
his cover picture and story were negligi-
ble. And the week after that we ran on
the cover a picture of a diseased lung to
illustrate a story about cancer. That issue
sold 10,000 more than the one with Paar’s
picture. So all we can conclude is that a
diseased lung is more popular than tele-
vision’s big mouth.”

Recently | talked over Jack’s never
ending quarrels with one of the most per-
ceptive and intelligent TV executives |
know. | asked whether he thought Jack
Paar could go on for years. He replied,

“Only one guy can stop him. That guy
is Jack Paar. He seems to think he is popu-
lar because of his quarrelsomeness. The
truth, in my opinion, is that he is popular
in spite of his battling. He also keeps
shooting off his mouth about important
world affairs. Anyone who talks that
much is headed for disaster, sooner or
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later. He just has to say something so
stupid and offensive that his audience
will turn against him in disgust. And as
we all know, a quarrelsome person is
amusing only up to a certain point. Then
people get fed up on the never-ending
battling and blasting.”

One of the Lindy Comedians—the
bunch that hangs around Lindy’s restau-
rant in New York, a gang Jack says he
despises—was quoted on Paar this way,
""This man does have a sense of honor,
integrity and humility like they say. But
the trouble is that he never makes al-
lowances for anyone else’s integrity,
honor and humility. He is the kind of
man who on Judgment Day with two
billion other people milling around, is
going to rush up and say to The Judge,
‘Well—how did | do?’”

These are the opinions. Do they ex-
plain Paar’s success? Who can say? To
date no one has shown enough confi-
dence in his ability to diagnose the Paar
success to try to make money out of it.
Generally success breeds imitators—but
we’ve seen no one imitating Jack so far.
Why? Because no one whod like to—
and there are many of those—elares to or
can convince a bankroller he could do
the job.

But the opinions weve gathered do
help give a good idea of why Jack Paar
is bated in entertainment circles. First,
let’s say Jack is not as hated as he feels.
Nobody could he. But he does come close.

Why not? Most guys in show biz are
talented and most have had to work like
mad to get what little success they've
achieved in the most competitive and un-
predictable of all businesses. Imagine
their natural reaction then to the guy
who, with an intangible something they
can’t appreciate, becomes the success story
of the decade. It’s the same sort of feel-
ing youd get if the boss’s son got the
job you’d worked so hard to get.

Add to this the fact that so many peo-
ple in show business today are currying
his favor—and accordingly can’t afford to
give a straight opinion of how they feel
about him. Swallowing resentment is not
easy—but swallow they must because a
nod from Paar can make them. Just ask
Zsa Zsa Gabor, who’ll say she just loves
him, Gliff Arquette, Alexander King,
Hans Gonreid or any of the others Jack
moved from the second-string team to
stardom and all the nice things that
brings with it.

Even the most enlightened of us has
to admit he's not going to feel well-dis-
posed towards a guy he envies, perhaps
despises and yet pursues all at the same
time. Nope, 1t couldn’t be—even if the
guy involved was the nicest guy in the
business. And nobody has ever called
Jack that yet.

No doubt the No. 1 reason why most
show biz people find Jack hard to take
is the way he’s taken success—the test of
the great so far as show biz people are
concerned. Listen to Jack complain and
youd think he was doing five-a-day in a
tank town burlesque show.

There are funny things about all of the
yapping he does on camera and off. It
never dawns on Jack that often he does
not know what he is talking about, or
that he can be wrong. Sometimes he gives

ideas off the top of his head about global
problems and world-famous figures that
betray a complete unawareness that any-
thing has been said about these problems
and celebrities before.

At least one important showman gave
the opinion that Paar is smarter than he
sounds at such moments, and is playing
down to his audience. I disagree. | think
one of the secrets of his popularity is that
he is always on the same mental level as
his audience, understands it perfectly.

With an audience of 5,000,000 he man-
ages to make each admirer think he is
talking directly to him or her. That’s
genius, brotherl What other performer
ever got away with so many laments
about his pains and aches, the crabgrass
killing his lawn and all the rest? That
sure gets the old ladies in the mob of
listeners. Their battered old hearts ache
in his behalf.

A legitimate beef against Jack Paar
is his whole-hearted belief in one-way
free speech. He honestly believes that it
is okay for him to lash out at everyone
who annoys or fails to appreciate him,
but anyone who slams back is vicious,
unfair and a 14-carat louse.

But let this he said for Jack. He sure
isn’t sneaky about his squabbles. No
matter whom he’s fighting—sponsor, net-
work, writers, columnists, magazines—he
lets it be known. His fights with column-
ists have even delighted some of his bit-
terest critics because most show biz people
are afraid to battle a columnist. When
Jack does this he’s doing the equivalent
of kicking the boss in the pants. A lot of
guys would like to do it, hut don’t dare.

You also cannot write off certain ad-
mirable personal traits of his even while
deploring those that make many folks
dislike him. He is loyal to old friends.
Jose Melis, his orchestra leader, is only
one of Jackie’s pals from his old Army
days who still works with him. Paar is
generous with money, and never has tried
to cash in financially on his ability to
make stars of unknowns or best-selling
books.

Here let me add my opinion about
Paar’s ability as a performer. He has
made scores as a TV personality that no
one can write off. Four nights a week
he holds an audience of millions of lis-
teners. Most of them are staying up long
past their regular bedtime to see him and
his guests pull their unrehearsed capers.

He has no equal as an interviewer (and
that is one thing this writer knows about,
having done it most of his life.) Jack
Paar can draw fascinating stories out of
people better than anyone 1 have ever
seen and can make jerks look like wise
men.

He has made his “Night Show” into
the world’s greatest showcase for fresh,
new talent and also neglected old talent.

All in all, Jack Paar is a strange and
fascinating guy. Perhaps he is the fore-
runner of a new breed of show biz per-
sonalities. Perhaps he will continue to
be the only one of his kind.

With someone like Paar as a subject,
predictions are dangerous. But this I will
predict. So long as he’s riding high he
will be a storm center. The day he
changes is the day he will start on the
road to oblivion.



THE $12,000,000 DIVE

Continued from page 22

raiders were active in New Zealand-Aus-
tralian waters. If word of the salvage op-
eration got out, the Claymore would
surely be blasted out of the sea.

First, the sunken Niagara had to be
found. John Johnstone and his younger
brother Bill—who was in charge of deck
operations on the Claymore—had de-
signed a long wire "‘sweep™ for dragging
the ocean bed at great depths. This was
trailed back and forth in the area where
the Niagara had gone down.

There were plenty of wrecks in the
vicinity, and it wasn’t long before the
Johnstones had a**catch.” The anchor was
dropped, John clambered into his diving
bell and was lowered into the water. Al-
though the bell had been tested before,
this was its first dive under actual opera-
tional conditions. It was suspended from
the Claymore by means of a crane-oper-
ated cable.

As it dropped deeper and deeper, John
Johnstone peered out of his cramped
little observation dome. The swirling sea
closed in tighter and tighter, turning
from green to murky gray to black.
Strong undercurrents caught the heavy
bell and literally began to toll it. The
underwater pressure grew greater and
greater. Although it couldn’t be felt
within the pressurized bell, it could be
suffocatingly sensed.

“Hows’s it feel down there?” Bill called
over the ship-to-bell telephone.

"Like 1 was hanging in a telephone
booth!” cracked his brother.

The searchlights were working fine,
however, and their piercing rays cut
through the underwater gloom. Dis-
turbed fish scampered in all directions.
Jungles of seaweed writhed fiercely, and
great flashing dark shapes slashed through
the light from the bell.

When Johnstone went past the 400-foot
mark, he set a new underwater record
for salvage operations. Up to that time,
the record had been held by Italian
divers who had used a bell to go down
nearly 400 feet to work on the British
liner Egypt, which had sunk in the Bay
Of Biscay in 1922. It had taken the Ital-
ians three years to recover $5,000,000 in
gold and silver in the Egypt—a fortune
which, up to the time John Johnstone
went after the $12,000,000 in the Niagara,
was the richest ever salvaged from a
sunken ship. Therefore Johnstone, who
had just broken one record, had a chance
of breaking another.

But not on this dive. The wreck on the
ocean bed was not the Niagara.

“Wrong ship,” Johnstone reported
over the telephone. “Pull me up!”

The search went on. Several times the
“sweep” snagged wrecks and Johnstone
went down in his bell to investigate. Still
no Niagara. After one such dive, John-
stone had climbed out of the bell and
was standing on deck, smoking a cigarette
and watching the anchor being hauled

up. Suddenly an ominous dark shape
bulged out of the water. It was a German
mine, caught in the anchor cablel

“Stop the windlass!” Johnstone
shouted.

The order was immediately obeyed—
and not a moment too soon. The mine
swayed perilously close to the Claymore’s
bow. The contact “horns” were pointed
straight at the bobbing ship, and the
slightest touch would blow up the Clay-
more and everyone on her.

""Looks like we got a tiger by the tail,”
commented one old “sea bum,” casually
spitting overboard.

The other crewmen were not so casual
about the situation. John Johnstone was
already struggling into a rubber diving
suit. He went over the side, worked his
way up to the bow of the Claymore and,
with a boathook, tried to pry the mine
loose. It stuck fast.

Johnstone then signalled for the an-
chor cable to be lowered, allowing the
mine to settle into the water, where he
could get at it better. This was a ticklish
operation. Even with the cable taut, the
mine was only a few feet from the Clay-
more's plates. In the grip of the choppy
sea, there was a chance the mine would
be rapped against the ship. To minimize
this possibility, Johnstone held to the
deadly metallic mass with his boathook,
trying to keep the contact “horns” away
from the Claymore. As the mine settled
into the water, however, one of the
sensitive "horns” dipped beneath the
diver’s airline and hooked it.

It was an explosive moment. Up on
the Claymore, some of the “sea bums”
were so certain of a blast that they in-
stinctively dropped to the deck. There
was only a shattering silence.

Then, calmly, carefully, Johnstone
slowly eased his airline off the mine and
went on with his work. He eventually
freed the mine, which was towed off by a
lifeboat crew and, from a safe distance,
set off by rifle fire.

Apparently not in the least unnerved
by his brush with violent death, John-
stone continued his search for the
Niagara. That very afternoon, after the
“sweep” had caught another underwater
obstruction, the diver went down in his
bell again. This time his voice crackled
over the telephone, “Weve found her!
This is the Niagara all right!”

The ship was lying on her side in
exactly 438 feet of water. The holes
blasted in her hull by the German mines
gaped darkly in the underwater murk.
Jonnstone spent an hour inspecting the
hulk from his observation dome, then
had himself hauled to the surface.

The next morning, despite a lowering
sky, he went back down in the diving
bell. He now had to figure out the tough-
est problem of all—-how to get the gold
out of the Niagara. Johnstone never even
had a chance to get started on the prob-
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lem. The bell had hardly reached the
sea bed before a sudden, vicious storm
struck. The Claymore was buffeted so
badly that her bow anchor was tom
away. This caused the little ship to buck
and toss, swinging and bouncing the
diving bell back and forth across the
wreck of the Niagara like an enormous
0-YO.

4 ohnstone, inside the bell, nearly had
the life shaken out of him. First he was
thrown on one side, then the other, then
on his head, then on his back He was
bruised, battered and almost broken in
two. He held his hands above his head to
keep his skull from being cracked open.
His legs, fortunately, had folded beneath
him, which saved them from being
snapped off like matchsticks.

Several times the wildly swinging bell
just missed the mine holes in the Niagara.
If the heavy diving chamber had plunged
into one of those holes, it would have
been firmly trapped. There would have
been no possible way to get it back to
the surface-and Johnstone would have
perished in a particularly horrible man-
ner, buried alive in an underwater tomb.

As it was, the diver appeared barely
alive when the desperately working “sea
bums” hauled him back to the Claymore.
Johnstone’s head was covered with blood,
but his brain was as sharp as ever.

“Got a great idea,” he muttered be-
tween gulps of rum. “Head back to
Auckland.”

Back in port, Johnstone ordered six
huge concrete blocks to be made, weigh-
ing five tons each. These were to be
taken to sea and lowered on strong cables
in such a position that they would hold
the Claymore in place over the wreck of
the Niagara. This would give the little
salvage ship greater stability in the
cumbersome, yet delicate operations that
were to follow.

While the big blocks were being made,
the Claymore steamed back to the area
where the Niagara had been sunk. John-
stone, despite the fearful experience of
his previous dive, went down in the bell
again. From a detailed blueprint of the
Niagara which he carried, he figured out
where the gold was lying in the hold.
The only way to get through to the
treasure, Johnstone finally decided, was
to blast die hold open.

This was easier decided than done.
Underwater blasting, at best, is pre-
carious. In astormy sea, at a depth of 438
feet, anything can happen. Nevertheless,
when Johnstone explained his risky plan
to his crew, no one protested.

Again the diver went down in the bell,
and, over the telephone, directed the
lowering of explosives into place on the
wreck of the Niagara. The blasting equip-
ment and materials were crude. The
slightest accident or miscalculation could
have set off an underwater volcano that
would have wiped out Johnstone and his
bell and erupted directly beneath the
Claymore. Several times, in fact, as the
explosives swayed back and forth just
above the hulk of the Niagara, John-
stone had to hold back the final drop of
the lethal deposit. In a temporary lull,
the drop was finally made—safely, and
almost exactly where Johnstone wanted
it. Everyone breathed easier.

Harry Rieseberg’s

Tressure
Cet

I f you happen to live near the outer
entrance to Long Island Sound, possess
good diving equipment—and some luck—
here are two possibilities not only for
real treasure in “golden eagles,” but also
gold, silver, and historical relics of great
value.

On the evening of January 22, 1909,
the British White Star liner Republic,
bound for Gibraltar, Genoa, and Naples,
was groping her way through a dense fog
26 miles southwest of Nantucket South
Shoals Lightship. When the steamer
passed out of the Narrows the fog
thickened to such an extent that it was
almost impossible to make any headway
at all.

The Republic, a luxurious liner of
some 15,000 tons, carrying a passen-
ger list of 440 tourists besides her
general cargo of merchandise, was also
laden with a quantity of supplies for Ad-
miral Sperry’s fleet returning from its
triumphant cruise around die world, to-
gether with provisions and other mer-
chandise for the relief of the Messina
earthquake victims. And in the vessel’s
strong-room safes was a large consign-
ment of American “gold eagles” valued
in excess of $3,000,000.

Suddenly, at 5:40 am. a tremendous
tremor ran through the huge liner as
her engines were hastily stopped. Then
followed a terrific crash. The port side
was wrenched away where the steamer
had been struck amidships by the shaqi
bow of the Italian steamer Florida.

Realizing the situation, the wireless
operator Jack Binns hurried to the radio
room and sent out his historic CQD
message (before SOS): “REPUBLIC
RAMMED BY UNKNOWN STEAM-
SHIP, TWENTY-SIX MILES SOUTH-
WEST OF NANTUCKET. BADLY IN
NEED OF ASSISTANCE.” That mes-
sage which Jack Binns sent out to the
world that night was the first time that
radio was used in a sea rescue, and as a
result only six lives were lost.

The Republic became so badly crip-
pled that it became necessary to abandon
her in a short time. Later, the United
States Coast Guard cutters Gresham and
Seneca endeavored to tow the disabled
liner toward the port of Boston, but
unfortunately the rammed liner began
to settle so rapidly that her master, Cap-
tain Sealby, seeing no further hope of
saving his ship, finally gave the order

to abandon ship. This was done imme-
diately.

Then the Gresham, casting loose from
the Republic, took her crew and passen-
gers aboard and stood by until she sank.
At 8:10 p.m. the Republic passed be-
neath the surface waters, sinking in 38
fathoms of water—228 feet. Many of the
passengers and crew were killed by the
collision while in their staterooms and
quarters.

Only one known attempt has been
made to bring this vast cargo of riches
in “golden eagles” to the surface, and
that was in 1919. It failed due to the
great depth of the water and the inade-
quate equipment and gear which the
salvors used.

Those who contemplate salvage oper-
ations on this wreck will not require
underwater metal locating devices, for
the steel-hull wreck itself still rests intact
where it went down. But this treasure-
laden ship can be salvaged with suited
diving equipment only.

The other treasure rests deep down
in the murky waters off Stonington, Con-
necticut, where the privateer frigate De-
fense, once a pride of the Revolutionary
Wars, met her final anchorage on No-
vember 3, 1779, after striking the reefs
just off the east end of what is today
known as Fishers Island.

During the fall of that year, after
having captured several British frigates
and men-of-war whose cargoes had been
transferred to her own hold, the Defense,
fleeing from a British corvette while
heading for port, struck one of the nu-
merous treacherous reefs which abound
in these waters.

Today, the wreck itself no longer
exists on the seaway, but the gold and
silver specie of the time, amounting to
more than $200,000, rests somewhere
close offshore to Stonington in its origi-
nal resting place. A lucky finder would
without question have a treasure of great
historical value quite apart from the
small fortune in loot in relics alone. As
the water thereabouts is not too deep, an
aqualung apparatus might be used to
locate this cache.

However, to aid in such a search, a
Bludworth UML-20 underwater metal
locator might be used on such opera-
tions. This device is used by the United
States Navy as well as by aqualung divers
throughout the world.
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Much still remained to be done, how-
ever, and much still depended on chance.
After Johnstone had been hauled aboard
the Claymore, the little ship backed away
from the danger area and the explosives
were set off. An underwater rumble was
followed by a vast, boiling bubble which
burst thunderously out of the sea and
flung a tremendous geyser skyward. When
the tower of water subsided, bits of wreck-
age and hundreds of dead fish could be
seen floating on the sea.

It was probably the dead fish that
caused the phenomenon which followed.
Scores of huge whales converged oh the
area, closing in on the Claymore and dis-
rupting operations.

“Hell!” swore John Johnstone. “As if
I didn’t have troubles enough! Bring out
the rifles!”

There were only two rifles aboard ship.
These were fired at the whales in efforts
to drive them away. Instead of being
frightened, however, the sea monsters
seemed angered by the rifle shots. Sul-
lenly, in a pack, they moved in on the
Claymore, surrounded it and, in a
strange, grinding, tightening maneuver,
tried to crush the little ship to death.

Johnstone hastily decided that this was
one time when discretion was the better
part of valor.

"Let’s get out of here!”” he ordered.

It wasn’t easy. The tough little Clay-
more had to twist, turn and bump her
way through the circle of leviathans. For-
tunately, night was falling. The darkness,
along with a driving rain, diverted the
whales’ attention from the Claymore. By
morning, the monsters had drifted away.
Relieved, the crew steamed back to the
blast area and operations were resumed.

When Johnstone went below in his
bell, he found the explosives had blown
agreat, jagged opening in the belly of the
Niagara. Heavy debris of all kinds lay
inside. The job now would be to dig this
debris out and try to get at the gold.

To keep the Claymore in place, the
concrete blocks were brought out, set
in position and firmly fixed to the little
ship. Johnstone could now remain un-
derwater long periods of time, directing
the placement of a “grab” which was
operated from the Claymore. This big
steel daw dug into the vitals of the Ni-
agara and tore out whatever it could
clamp onto. It came up with furniture,
fixtures, frozen lamb, messy tons of
spoiled butter, a toilet bowl, a basket of
fruit, a trunkful of ladies’ lingerie, just
about everything—except gold. After four
days of digging, even the nondescript
pickings got thinner.

On the fifth day, while John Johnstone
was underwater, a hurricane suddenly
struck. His bell began to toss perilously
in the raging sea.

“We’re bringing you up!” his brother
yelled over the telephone. ""Hold tight!”

The diver barely made it back to the
ship. Even for that stormy area, this was
a memorable gale. Black and fierce, it
wrenched the Claymore free of two of
her concrete anchors and caused her to
drag the others across the sea bed. The
ancient craft was nearly swamped. Half
the time her decks were awash beneath
the mountainous, onrushln% crashing
waves. Water flooded through the decks

into the quarters below, and there wasn’t
a dry spot anywhere in the ship. The
badly weakened plates threatened to
burst at every blow.

One wild wave caught a crewman un-
awares and swept him across the deck.
John Johnstone made a dive, caught the
crewman and grabbed the rail just as
both men were about to be dumped into
the boiling sea.

"Thanks!” gasped the old “‘sea bum”
—and promptly returned Johnstone's fa-
vor. He shoved the diver aside and scram-
bled after him just as a piece of heavy
equipment broke loose, rammed past
them, plunged into the sea. The Clay-
more heaved and groaned.

Somewhere, however, the gallant old
tub found the strength to fight back at
the elements—and win. Battered and
crippled, she managed to limp into
Auckland. There, while she was being
patched up, John Johnstone, his crew
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and Captain Williams held a conference.

“l guess those salvage chaps in Eng-
land were right,” Williams muttered mo-
rosely. “It looks like it's impossible to
get that gold out of the Niagara.”

“Hell,” spoke up Johnstone, “1 haven’t
said it’s impossible!” He glanced around
at his crew. “Any of you blokes think it’s
impossible?”

The *'sea bums” looked at each other.
“Well,” one said, speaking for all, “maybe
it is, but we’re not ready to quit tryin‘l”

Johnstone grinned. *Good! Let’s get
back to work!”

Now, however, there was a new danger.
A German raider had been sighted in the
sea lane near the wreck of the Niagara.
Two New Zealand warships had gone out
after the raider, and all shipping had
been warned to stay in port. Apparently
Johnstone and his "sea bums” didn’t
think thiswarning applied to them. They
put to sea in the patched-up Claymore
and took up where the hurricane had
interrupted their salvage operations.

Another interruption soon cropped up.
Johnstone had hardly gone down in his
diving bell before a strange ship appeared
over the horizon. It stopped, then slowly
began to circle the Claymore.

*John!” Bill Johnstone called to his
brother in the diving bell. *Youd better
come up! We've got company!”

By the time John had been pulled
aboard, the strange ship had moved to
within gunshot range. John grabbed a
telescope and studied the menacing
craft. It looked like an ordinary freighter
except for two things: its lines were a
little too sleek, and camouflaged cover-
ing had been torn away to reveal a set
of powerful naval guns on the bow!

To complete the picture, a German
flag was run up the mast. This was the
usual signal that a raider was about to
attack.



“What’ll we do?” Bill Johnstone asked
his brother. o

John replied calmly, *'Sit tight. That’s
all we can do.”

He could see activity around one of
the raider’s guns, and the weapon was
swung in the Claymore’s direction. The
little salvage ship was like a sitting duck
in a shooting gallery. She didn’t stand a
chance. The only arms on board were
the two rifles and a machine gun.

Sadly, John Johnstone took the tele-
scope down from his eye.

“Prepare to abandon ship,” he ordered.

It seemed as though the salvage opera-
tion, as well as the poor old Claymore,
was about to be blasted out of existence.
In confirmation of this, the raider’s gun
spewed smoke. The warning shot flung
up a waterspout only a few yards from
the Claymore’s bow.

Grumbling and swearing, angered by
their own helplessness, the *'sea bums”
unlashed the ship’s lifeboat and lowered
it into the water. Half the crew had
climbed down to the boat before a shout
was heard from John Johnstone, who was
still watching the raider.

“She's running!” he yelled, pointing.
“Look! She’s running!”

The raider, indeed, had turned and
was making full speed for the far horizon.
The reason was soon apparent. A New
Zealand warship had come over the op-
posite horizon and was in pursuit.

Johnstone lost no time in getting back
to work. Lowered in his diving bell, he
found that the hurricane had churned
the sea bottom so wildly that sand and
mud had piled onto the Niagara, dogging
the opening into the hold. This neces-
sitated a long, tedious cleaning out pro-
cess with the “grab.” Eventually, how-
ever, bits and pieces of debris again began
to appear out of the hold.

Johnstone, eager to keep dose watch,
called over the telephone, “Swing me in
closer to the Niagara!”

“You're in pretty close now,” Bill cau-
tioned him.

“l said to bring me in closer!” the
diver ordered.

He almost ordered his own death. The
big steel grab, swinging loose in a freak
current, brushed past the bell and nearly
bowled it over. Johnstone instinctively
ducked, then watched as the grab made
a circle and swept past the bell again,
barely missing it.

"1 think,” murmured Johnstone into
the telephone, in one of the master un-
derstatements of all time, “this is a
little too dose. Better take me back a
bit.”

From a safe distance, he watched the
grab bite into the Niagara. It continued
to bring out sand, mud and junk. In the
underwater gloom, tired and cramped in
his tiny observation dome, Johnstone
couldn't help feeling discouraged.

On shore, in Auckland, Captain Wil-
liams was even more discouraged. He had
just received a disheartening letter from
an explosive expert in Australia. After
studying reports of the crude blasting
methods used by Johnstone on the Ni-
agara, the expert had decided that the
gold might have been blown through the
opposite side of the hull—f, indeed, the
heavy bullion had not crashed out when
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the wreck first hit the sea bed. In either
case, the treasure was buried forever at
the bottom of the sea.

At the very moment when Williams
was trying to decide whether or not to
call off the salvage operation, Johnstone
suddenly straightened up in his diving
bell. He peered intently at a slime-cov-
ered box which had come out of the
Niagara in the jaws of the grab.

"Pull me upl” Johnstone called to his
brother Bill. I think we’ve finally struck
gold—and | want to see it!”

Johnstone was promptly brought up to
the Claymore. He was standing anxiously
on deck with the crew when the grab
holding the slimy box broke surface. It
swung inboard and the jaws parted. The
box fell to the deck, smashed open and,

amid a splash of mud and slime, revealed
the unmistakable glitter of gold!

After the first awed hush, the “sea
bums” broke out in cheers, dancing
around and clapping each other on the
back. John Johnstone, however, just
stood there, gazing at the gold, grin-
ning.

“Well,” he cracked, "it looks like Brit-
ain is going to get her liquid assets after
ali”

And she did. Practically all of the
812,000,000 fortune was recovered. The
gold was hauled up and hustled back into
the war effort in time to help Britain—
thanks to a deep-sea diver who didn't
know the meaning of the word “impos-
sible” and a bunch of “sea bums” who
refused to recognize the word **quit.”

THE DASH THAT DERAILED DIXIE

Continued from page 47

exhausted. Their clothes were thick with
mud, they had hardly eaten a decent
meal for two days, they had gone with-
out sleep. And yet Grierson was their
man. They ran.

Still, word of their presence reached
Philadelphia before them. When they
mounted the rise which looked down
upon the Pearl River, they found 30 ir-
regulars standing on the bridge, spread-
ing pitch on the planking. Grierson did
not hesitate. “Pistols,” he shouted. They
came down off the hill at full gallop. On
the bridge, the irregulars blanched at the
sight, and began to work more feverishly.
One or two snatched up their rifles and
banged a ball toward the onrushing
cavalry. It was like casting a stone into
a wave. As the Grierson troops smashed
down the road the Rebels suddenly
dropped everything and ran. A moment
later Grierson was pounding his lathered
mount across the bridge to the other side
of the Pearl.

Still he could not stop. Ahead of him
was Philadelphia, and then, just beyond,
Newton Station. And so they started
running again, driving the exhausted
mounts toward the little town two miles
ahead. As they rounded a bend, a cluster
of white houses came into view. Standing
in the middle of the main street were 100
irregulars, waiting grimly. Again Grier-
son signalled for the charge. The Rebels
fired one volley, and then broke under
the frightening sight of the stampeding
cavalry. Grierson took the town. It was
indeed an interesting situation. For 150
miles all the country around was in
Rebel hands—except for the little town
of Philadelphia. Immediately Grierson
ordered the destruction of all Confed-
erate Government property. But he per-
mitted no looting, and no wanton de-
struction of private homes. There was to
be no useless destruction under Grierson.

Now he sat down to think. Newton
Station was 25 miles away. He had no
idea if the Rebels were expecting him

there; he did not know if Pemberton
even knew he was still loose in Missis-
sippi. But plainly he could not press his
troops any further without rendering
them useless. Grierson knew when to
charge and when to wait. Now he pulled
his troops into a plantation just outside
Philadelphia, and rested them. And here,
of course, a little foraging was enter-
tained. Over the angry protests of the
plantation owner, the Union troopers
captured his henhouse and had them-
selves a chicken dinner. Despite their
hunger and bone-aching weariness, the
men were in high spirits. Ben Grierson
had taken them into the heart of the
South. They had succeeded so far. He
would bring them out. And what stories
they would have to tell back home!

Yet Grierson knew he could not linger
forever. He had work to do. His first
move was to scout out his forces for rail-
road men. He found three; a telegrapher,
and two yard workers who said they
could handle an engine. Then he spoke
to Colonel Blackburn of the 7th Illinois.
“Colonel Blackburn,” he said calmly,
puffing on the ever-present cigar, "'l want
you to run your men down to Newton
Station tonight.” He spoke casually, as
if Newton Station were a place where he
picked up supplies.

"Thats twenty-five miles away, sir,”
Blackburn said dubiously.

“I expect it is,” Grierson said. “You’ll
arrive there at dawn. I’m going to let the
remainder of the men rest. 1’ll bring up
fresh troops in the morning. If there are
no Rebels at the Station do what you can
about making it useless. If you run into
a fight, hold it until 1 come up. Good-
night.”

And that was that. At sunset Black-
burn, with the Butternut Guerrillas
going on before and three railroad men
riding uneasily beside him, began a
forced march through the unknown
countryside in the black of night. It was
no picnic. They knew nothing of the



road. Every minute they expected a storm
of Confederate troops to come piling out
of the woods on top of them. With chill
of night and fear upon them, they
pushed forward, mile after weary mile.
And then, as dawn was breaking, they
reached the little rise above Newton
Station.

Blackburn reined up, and sent the But-
ternut Guerrillas on ahead. As the morn-
ing sun came up out of the east, the
scouts rode over the rise and looked
down. They felt a little like Cortez at
the Peak of Darien. After a week of
nearly continuous riding, a week of
sleepless nights, of empty bellies, of
skirmishes, of running and fighting,
Grierson's men were looking down on
the Vicksburg Railroad.

The line ran east and west through flat
empty country. A few nondescript build-
ings—warehouses and the like—were
strung out along it. In the middle was
the depot and a pair of sidings. One of
the sidings was empty, but the other held
10 boxcars. Further along the same siding
a locomotive with a flat car attached was
taking in water from a tank. Except for
one or two casual loungers, nobody was
in sight. One building, a little bit up the
track, was marked as a hospital. A half
dozen Rebel convalescents sat in front
of the door in the early morning sun,
waiting for breakfast. It was a scene of
peace and quiet.

The scouts reported back to Black-
burn. The Colonel was elated. He imme-
diately dispatched a message to Grierson:
“Depot unguarded, am proceeding as
ordered.”

And then, as he turned to direct his
bugler to sound the charge, he heard the
distant sound of a train whistle. It could,
he knew, be carrying Confederate troops
for Vicksburg. Or it could be travelling
empty. In any case, he hesitated no
longer. The regiment swept over the rise
and charged down into the station. Bug-
eyed, the station master watched the
troopers come. And then Blackburn’s
men were swirling across the tracks.
Hastily the station master, the conva-
lescing soldiers and the town loafers, who
had not seen so much excitement in
years, were herded into the depot at gun-
point. The train whistled again, this time
quite close. Quickly Blackburn led his
troops around behind the buildings
along the tracks, and ordered them to
dismount. And there they waited.

Three minutes later the unsuspecting
engineer of the Vicksburg Railroad
eased the train into the station. Fortu-
nately, it was not carrying troops. And
so Blackburn whistled his men out from
behind the buildings, and took the train.
But hardly had they begun to pick over
the contents of the boxcars when there
was another whistle, coming this time
from the opposite direction. Blackburn
was astonished. They couldn't have
timed their arrival more fortuitously-
provided that the second train contained
no troops either. Shoving the newly ar-
rived train crew into the depot, the
troops retreated to cover of the houses
again. The second train pulled in—again
all boxcars. And again Blackburn’ men
charged out of their cover, waving sabers
and pistols, and hauled the stunned
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trainmen off to the depot.

At this point Grierson rode up with
the rest of his forces. The sight of the
three trains sitting waiting for him was
a tonic to his tired nerves. “What are you
doing here, Blackburn,” he said, “start-
ing a railroad?”

Blackburn grinned.
morning’s hunting, sir.”

“So | see.” Then began the destruction
of the railroad. The troops were like little
boys let loose with baseball bats in a glass
factory. They prised up the rails, heaped
the ties into enormous piles, and fired
them. They shoved an end of each of the
iron rails into the blaze. As soon as each
was well heated, they snatched it out,
jammed the red end between the twin
trunks of a low forked tree, and bent it
into loops.

The contents of the trains was even
more fun. All told they had 50 boxcars
to explore. Ten of them were filled with
raw cotton, ticketed for English markets.
Four were filled with ammunition. Six
contained bridge timbers and railroad
ties. The rest were loaded with a miscel-
lany of commissary supplies. And un-
fortunately, one was full of whiskey
barrels. With a joyous roar the troops
descended upon the red-eye, filling their
canteens, or simply plunging their faces
into the open barrels. They were now
almost completely out of control. Be-
tween the whiskey and the pent-up vic-
tory-emotions, they became near madmen.
They pushed the ammunition cars a little
way down the tracks and fired them with-
out unloading the powder inside. They
covered the cotton cars with pitch, and
set them blazing. They pulled down tele-
graph poles and burned them. They
chopped hundreds of yards of telegraph
wires to pieces with hatchets. They
chased the train crews out into the woods,
and burned the depot to the ground. And
as a last measure, they backed both en-
gines off a half mile down the track, and
sent them roaring open throttle toward
the place where the rails were torn out.
The first engine hit the bare spot like a
charging elephant, jumped the ralils,
rolled over on its side, and exploded,
sending a shower of shrapnel across the
depot. The second one bulled into the
first with an enormous rending of metal,
splitin half, and lay on its side with steam
escaping between the parted plates. It
was indeed a sight of hell. A pall of thick
black pitch smoke covered everything.
At one end of the station, the burning
ammunition cars exploded continuously,
spraying sparks into the air. At the other,
the two engines lay hissing wildly, like
wounded buffalo gasping out their last
breath. Between it all ran the drunken
half-mad troopers, heaping ties and tele-
graph poles onto the flames, and hoarsely
shouting incoherent victory cries.

Watching it all was Colonel Ben
Grierson. For a while he let the men en-
joy themselves. They had earned it he
knew, and he felt it best to let them get
the hi-jinks out of their systems. Further,
Grierson was an enterprising man. He
figured there was nothing better for
sweating whiskey out of the men than
fire-building. He was right. When he
finally called a halt to the merriment,
they were a grimy, dishevelled, smoke

“A pretty good

stained lot—and fearfully hung over.

But now Grierson had troubles. The
entire state of Mississippi would know
where they were within an hour. Not
only that, they would have some estimate
of his strength. Pemberton was certainly
not going to permit Grierson to ride un-
molested about his own backyard. There
was some going ahead of them.

He summoned his Regimental com-
manders. “A nice bit of work, gentle-
men,” he said.

“Do we run for La Grange now?"'
Blackburn asked.

Grierson paused. “Well, in view of the
fact that weve come this far, | suppose
we might just as well head south and join
up with General Banks at Baton Rouge.”
It was a daring move. But Grierson had
figured carefully. Pemberton would cer-
tainly assume that they were heading
north. The distances were about the
same, however, and he might be able to
steal a march part of the way before the
Rebels caught on. Sooner or later he
would have to fight. But the closer he got
to friendly territory before the battle, the
less fighting he’d have to do. And so they
moved out. Again he pushed his troopers.
By 1:30 the last of the troops had cleared
Newton Station. By mid-afternoon they
were five miles away, pushing through a
roadful of fleeing refugees who thought
the whole Union Army had broken
through. In Garlandville they fought a
short battle with some irregulars. Still
they pushed on. Finally, at midnight,
Grierson led his exhausted troopers into
a bottomland cover of sweet-gum and
water oaks. The men simply dropped
from the saddles and fell asleep where
they hit the ground.

But despite their condition, Grierson
knew he was going to have to move his
men on soon. The whole countryside
was in arms. Grierson was not sure, of
course, what forces Pemberton had sent
after them. He knew, from questioning
some of the irregulars he had picked up
in Garlandville, that they were consider-
able. If he had known the truth he might
have been even more worried than he
was: for in actual fact he was surrounded.
Colonel Wirt Adams, with two regiments
and some attached artillery, was moving
west from Vicksburg to cut Grierson off
from a break-out toward the Mississippi.
General Loring, in Meridian, was mov-
ing in from the east. To the north Gen-
eral Chalmers was camped at Okolona
with his cavalry, cutting off all retreat.
And in front of Grierson stood General
Gardner with orders to cut Grierson off
from the safety of Baton Rouge.

In actual fact, Pemberton in Vicks-
burg had over-estimated the strength of
Grierson’s forces; he assumed that the
raiders were part of Grant’s Vicksburg
pinchers, and he was shooting at this
annoying gad-fly with a blunderbuss, a
fact which was not going to make Grier-
son’s task any easier. After due consider-
ation, Grierson took a chance and al-
lowed the men to sleep through the night.
He knew he was going to have a fight; he
wanted fresh men to work with. At day-
break he allowed them time for foraging,
and a good breakfast on the resulting



supplies. Then he ordered them all into
a sandy-bottom creek at the back of the
bivouac for a bath, and a scrubbing of
their clothes. The cold creek water would
erase whatever was left of their hang-
overs; and the clean clothes, which they
put on wet and rode dry, would make
them feel a little more like professional
warriors. Time was short, but Grierson
knew he must swap time for morale. In
mid-morning they moved out for the final
100 mile run to Baton Rouge.

In the middle of the afternoon, Grier-
son had two strokes of luck, both bad.
The first was rain. It poured down in
heavy torrents, chilling his troops to the
bone, thickening the road dust to mud,
and worse, swelling the streams cutting
through the country. The second was
the capture of a Confederate scout. From
him they extracted the news that a Rebel
regiment under Col. Love was only 10
miles behind them, moving towards Gar-
landville where they were sure to pick
up Grierson’s trail. Grierson moved.
Through the rain and mud the troopers
slogged forward, urging their tired
mounts at a fretting pace. True, Grierson
could have stood and fought the Love
forces; he had two regiments to the
Rebel’s one. But there was a time to fight
and a time to run. Grierson ran.

And then, just as darkness fell, they
reached the Pearl River. They had
crossed the Pearl once; now again it bent
across their path.

Hastily Grierson put out scouts both
ways along the river. They reported back
in an hour. No bridge; but there was a
small ferry tied up to the opposite bank
half-a-mile down the river. Grierson did
not hesitate. It would take them hours to
shuttle 1,200 weary men and horses across
by ferry. But there was no choice. The
Pearl was too swollen for fording.

At the ferry point Grierson reined
up and surveyed the situation. He could
see the black bulk of the boat against
the opposite bank. Above it was the ferry-
master’s hut. In grim silence his com-
manders gathered about him, peering
through the blackness at the unobtain-
able object on the other side.

It should be remembered, however,
that Ben Grierson was an enterprising
man. With a suddenness that startled
his silent forces, he raised his voice to a
shout; “Hallooo the ferry,” he bellowed.

Across the river there was the quick
sound of a door opened and shut, and
then a sleepy Southern voice. “Who’s
that?”

As a trained musician, Grierson had a
good ear. Putting on a Southern accent
as thick as blood pudding, he hollered
back. "*Gahd damn it, sir, a few of us hyar
would like to git across, but yore harder
to catch than the damned conscripts
we’re after."

Hastily the ferry-master leaped to his
boat. “Yes suh, coming right over,” he
shouted. And 15 minutes later Grierson
was in possession of the boat and a very
surprised ferryman. But to Grierson’s dis-
may, he discovered that the boat would
carry only 24 men and their horses. For
eight hours, as night passed and dawn
broke, he stood silent on the banks of the
Pearl, smoking his cigar as calmly as if
he were in his own living room, while
the troops were ferried over. His posi-
tion was frightful. Love was closing from
the back, Adams from the west. His
troops were soaking wet, tired, hungry,
and split on two sides of the river. But
Grierson knew there was nothing else
for it' And so, since there was nothing
better to do, he enjoyed his smoke.

Then they were across and charging
for the little town of Hazlehurst on the
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Mississippi Central line. A half-dozen
loafers sitting around the station leaped
to their feet as the column poured into
town, and, howling with surprise, took off
for the hills. Grierson charged up to
the stationhouse, jerked his pistol from
his saddle and rushed inside. The build-
ing was empty.

And of course an enterprising man
could not let an opportunity like this
pass. Quickly he ordered his telegrapher
to send a message over the wires to Gen-
eral Pemberton at Vicksburg. It read:
THE YANKEES HAVE ADVANCED TO PEARL
RIVER BUT FINDING FERRY DESTROYED THEY
COULD NOT CRCSS AND HAVE LEFT IN A
northeasterly direction. He signed it
oL LOVE

Pemberton would not be fooled for
long, but Grierson was buying time.
Every hour made a difference. Then,
stopping only long enough to burn a
rebel supply train containing ammuni-
tion and $8,000,000 in Confederate
money, he led his racing troops out of
Hazlehurst.

Now it was fight and run. They had
been out 14 days. They had not had five
whole night’s rest the entire time. They
had eaten on the average of once a day.
They had fought eight skirmishes, ridden
night after night and day after day. They
were exhausted. Grierson rode among
them, shouting, exhorting them onward,
sometimes waking a man sleeping in his
saddle with the flat of his sword blade.
It became nightmarish. At Gallatin they
charged, sabers unsheathed, through 100
rebel irregulars. The same afternoon they
found 500 men waiting for them at Brook-
haven. Grierson simply ordered a charge,
and they smashed through the troops and
rode out the other side of town. The
rebels here turned out to be Wirt Adams’
advance guard. The noose was tighten-
ing. Still Grierson ran, pushing, pushing,
always pushing. On the 28th he burned
a depot and trestle at Bogue Chitto; it
was fearfully dangerous. The column of
smoke marked their position for 10 miles
around. But his orders were to destroy
railroads. And so he did. That same
afternoon he destroyed eight freight cars
at Summit. He also poured into the mud
30 barrels of Louisiana rum while the
troopers wept at the sight. Grierson was
adamant. He could no longer afford the
luxury of good morale.

On the night of the 30th he pulled his
filthy, exhausted troops into a pine grove
for a short rest. He was there only two
hours when pickets picked up a fright-
ened civilian who said that Col. Wirt
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Adams was bivouacked five miles away.
The noose was almost closed. Grierson
roused his troops and pushed on.

That was the morning of May 1st. They
had come nearly 600 miles. Baton Rouge
was only 50 miles further. Grierson no
longer had any idea of the disposition
of enemy troops—except that they were
everywhere. As they tore through the
country, farmers and little bands of skir-
mishers shot at them from behind barns
and trees. There was no time to stop and
fight; time only to run.

And then, just outside of Osyka, they
came to Wails Bridge on the Amite River.
Lined up along the river banks was a
large force of the Louisiana Rangers. The
time had come when running was no
longer any good. Now they would fight.
And so, with Col. Blackburn’s regiment
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in the front, they charged. This time they

were up against trained troops, who

would not break under a cavalry charge.

The battle was fierce, bloody, and short.

Gol. Blackburn died in the first moments.

Still his troops, sabers flashing in the sun,

slashed their way through the Rangers,

leaving the river floating with corpses—
Union and Confederate. The Louisiana

troops did not quit. Grierson simply cut
his way through them. And then he ran

again. He ran 15 miles, with six or seven

regiments of fresh Confederate troops
behind him. At Williams Bridge a hand-
ful of farmers fired at them. Grierson ran

over them and went on. Baton Rouge
was 16 miles away. They ran all the way
there.

O f course, Union pickets fired on them.
In the first place the Grierson troopers’
uniforms were gray with dust. In the
second nobody in his right mind would
believe that this force had cut its way
600 miles through Confederate country.
It was impossible. But Grierson raised a
white flag, and rode close enough so that
the Major in charge could see his uni-
form. And on the 2nd of May, Col. Ben-
jamin Grierson led his exhausted, blood
and mud-smeared men through the streets
ol Baton Rouge banked for a mile with
cheering citizens.

The trip itself was incredible enough;
the fact that Grierson so successfully car-
ried out his mission was even more
astonishing. The Vicksburg Railroad was
aruin. The Meridian was inoperable and
the New Orleans and Jackson would be
out of action for weeks. On the 3rd of
June following, President Lincoln gave
Grierson his brevet and advanced him to
Major-General, for "gallant and distin-
guished service in his great raid through-
out the heart of the so-called Confeder-
acy.”

And Grant took Vicksburg. e



FROM 72 FEET UP

Continued from page 36

abdominal muscles. To demonstrate to
skeptics his amazingly developed mid-
section, Henri sometimes pours a puddle
of beer—about half a bottle—ento the
floor of his 57th Street, New York City,
penthouse apartment.

“Look,” he’ll say, "'youve all heard
of the guy who could dive into a wet
handkerchief?” He spreads his pocket
’kerchief in the beer. “Well, that’s me.
Watch!” Henri strips off shirt, belt, wrist-
watch and shoes. Then he bounds from
the floor like a startled frog. Arms and
legs butterfly out. La Mothe lands on the
wet spot with a soggy smack, and finishes
with a beautifully executed acrobatic
chest-roll.

At one of these impromptu demonstra-
tions, La Mothe told me, “I can make my
middle loose as a feather pillow, or hard
as a rock."" His stomach suddenly puffed
out enormously, giving Henri the odd
appearance of being pregnant.

“I’ve got a secret,” he said coyly, pat-
ting the dome of tightly-drawn flesh. “It’s
really the secret of my dive. My stomach
is so rounded when | strike the water
that only a very small crown breaks the
surface. It’s almost like diving in feet
or fists first. But don’t get the idea it’s
easy; it’s taken years to achieve that kind
of control.”

While occasionally still performing
water comedy, an art for which he has a
real knack, La Mothe no longer gags up
his high belly-flopper. He gets more
audience reaction by doing it seriously
as the deadly dangerous feat which it is.

In the years since his hungry Super-
man-period, Henri has parlayed his
splasher into a thriving enterprise called
La Mothe’s Aquacts. Sleek professional
Danskin tights have replaced the dyed
long-johns; the firm has two 40-foot inter-
locking ladders of aluminum with steel-
cable guy-lines instead of rope. There
are three collapsible pools; avery shallow
one 12 feet in diameter; a deeper 17-
footer; and a giant, designed by La Mothe
himself, big enough (48 feet by 24 by 4)
for sports show use as an arena for all
sorts of aquatic events—races, ballets,
casting contests, canoe-tilting and log-
rolling. Aquacts rolling stock consists of
a Volkswagen bus and a powerful five-
ton panel truck.

La Mothe now has a family; wife,
Birgit (Cjessin%, former dramatic ac-
tress and Danish swimming champion,
and five-year-old twins, Hilary Dane and
Vivien Elette. Until his recent demise,
there was a Siamese cat, a slugger named
Egu“yboy—pretty fair diver In his own
right.

gBesides the Manhattan penthouse, the
La Mothe's have a home, studio and guest
cottage situated on 92 wooded mountain
acres in the Kittatinnys of northwestern
New Jersey near Delaware Water Gap.

The country place abounds in La
Mothe improvisations. Studio floors, four

inches thick, are made of discarded div-
ing boards; picture windows came from
adefunct Quick Lunch. That restaurant’s
marble counter, resting on elm tree
crotches, forms an outdoor patio table.
Unique guest cottage is a wheel-less bus,
once a mobile U.S. Post Office. A swim-
ming pool, fed by chill mountain springs,
is being built; also a sauna (Finnish
steam bath).

The Great La Mothe makes very few
pumpkin-fairs these days. Sports’ shows
keep him flopping in winter and in sum-
mer he performs at country clubs and
beach resorts, where he frequently dives
into kiddie wading pools, often leaping
from such improvised perches as third-
story window ledges, rooftops and yard-
arms of flag poles. Henri’s record high
dive of 47 feet into two feet of water
was made from an ensign standard at
the Westchester N.Y. Country Club.

Henri’s shallowest dive was into a
wading pool of a Hollywood, Florida, re-
sort. Brimful, the 12-foot pool had a
maximum depth of 24 inches, 12 at its
shallow end. Enough time had not been
allotted for filling the pool by slow-
operating garden hose; at show time the
water was only 18 inches deep. Henri
was forced to confine his flat-splash land-
ing to a four-foot-wide strip along one
side of the concrete pool.

“That one really scared me a little,”
he recalls. “I ripped a finger-nail on the
pool’s sidewall and 1 think my belly
must’ve come within a quarter inch of
smacking bottom.”

Arrangements for trick diving at clubs
and resorts often are haphazard. “Many
times,” Henri complains, “lI’'ve had to
clear ten, twelve feet of ground to reach
the water. And, brother, from up high
those itsy-boo baby pools look just like
a wet bathroom floor.”

When | asked if the dive, ordinarily,
is terribly dangerous, the belly-whomp-
ing specialist smiled. “Of course, it’s
risky,” he said. “If it wasn’t there’d be
someone else doing it besides me. But
I'd rather dive into a ten quart bucket
than cross any highway or street. You
never know what's bothering the man
behind the wheel. His mind might be a
jillion miles away—hating his wife,
dreaming about his kids, trying to zero
in on some dame. Maybe he just got a
summons; bounced one check too many.
He could be suffering from ulcers. He
could even have a heart attack while he’s
got me in his sights.”

I wondered what Henri thinks about
before zooming into space for his puddle
landing.

“Mainly | keep calm and in control,”
he said. “When I'm climbing the ladder
I count empty seats, study clouds or
notice particular people in the audience
—especially pretty girls.

“When | dive I'm in complete com-
mand. Up there, it’s strictly between me
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and the water and God."

Superstitions, maybe? Flying trapeze
and most other performing aerialists
swear safety by various amulets and
portents. Old pair of shoes in dressing
room means death. Never wear yellow on
Fridays. Wear a new jock, you blow a
trick sure.

"l try to keep away from that stuff,”
said Henri. “It don’t mean a thing. Mind
over matter is what’s important. 1’m even
studying Yoga to improve my mental
control. Why, you can’t get a better color
for high work than yellow—against the
blue sky it’s terrific!”

Henri has such confidence in his belly-
ability that he wears no protective equip-
ment whatsoever for his fantastic dive,
not even an ordinary jock-supporter.

Ever injured? | asked.

“Never seriously,” was the reply. “In
this business youre only allowed one
mistake. | haven’t made it yet. When
I do-it’ll be a doozie—a major catastrophe.
Two sprained ankles is the worst I've
ever had. Got them both on dry land.
One by stumbling over a trained sea
lion in the dark; the other backstage at
a sports show—slipping on a mackerel.”

Henri told me that he’s never been
interested in becoming a serious fancy
diver.

“Comedy suits me better,” he said.
“The belly laugh has been my trade-mark
since boyhood.”

Henri, one of eight children, was the
runt of his family, and scrawny enough to
worm through a chicken coop’s hen door.
He had an inborn sense of balance; to
his mother’s horror, Henri delighted in
walking the spike points of high iron
picket fences.

“I had good reflexes too,” he remem-
bers. “The only time | ever slipped and
fell, 1 was able to clap my thighs to-
gether in time to keep the points from
Spearing my privates.”

Henri’s father, a carpenter and part-
time violinist for lumber-camp quadrilles,
once swam the turbulent St. Lawrence
river. Young Henri, in order eventually
to emulate his dad in that feat, developed
his physique by desperate methods. He
learned to swim 180 feet under water;
entered long-distance river races in which
he was hopelessly out-classed. He hero-
worshipped the kings of Chicago’s muscle
beach, a stretch of lakeside sand at 76th
Street. “Frenchy” La Mothe did treach-
erous high dives off bridges, coal tipples
and box-cars. Once he split an eye wide
open on a gravelly bottom. Another time
he knocked out a front tooth. He tore
an ear, sprained his ankles, stove in
every finger and several toes.

Henri never missed a Boys’ Night at
the Griffith Natatorium; the diving coach
never failed to rail at him for horsing
around the board. “I just couldn’t be
serious,” Henri explains. “To joggle up
and down and leap off into space has
always seemed comic to me.”

Nevertheless, soon Henri was working
out with the Illinois Athletic Club div-
ing squad, along with a chap who was
beginning to shatter records, Johnny
Weismuller, and his buddy, Stubby
Kruger, destined to become America’s
first commercial water clown.

“There were so many wonderful divers

there,” Henri says, “that | decided to
see how good | could dive bad.”

Young La Mothe’ superb muscles got
him a job as model at the Chicago Art
Institute. “The artists liked me,” he
says, “because | had such muscular con-
trol that I could twitch any one they
wanted, could take all kinds of crazy
poses—like standing on my elbows eating
doughnuts.”

An instructor offered to finance Henri
in a boxing career. “Nix,” said the
muscular doughnut-eater. “Not with my
schnozz; too good a target.” So the pro-
fessor got Henri a job as apprentice in
a small art service.

“Sort of paste-up boy and run errands,”
Henri told me. ""Eighteen dollars a week.”

This was barely enough for a dashing
young blade to live on, but it didn’t
allow for much dating and dancing. So
Henri began entering Charleston con-
tests, making four and five an evening all
over the Loop, sometimes in outlying
theaters.

“I always copped a prize—first, second
or third,” says Henri. “Sometimes Id
coin a hundred dollars a week.”

It was then La Mothe made first com-
mercial use of his now famous belly
smacker.

"My Charlestons were wildly acrobatic,
and my belly-flop finish never failed to
bring down the house.”

At 28 Henri became the Charleston
champ of the Windy City.

“That’s when | first found out about
show business,” he said. “Up on the stage,
after 1’'d won, they handed me a great
big envelope. A contract! | thought. Hot
ziggedey! Back in the dressing room I
found out it was empty. | didn’t get
dime-one. They’d dimmed me.”

But as a result of the ill-rewarded con-
test, Henri was able to blow town for
the New York big-time. He joined an
illustrous dancing troupe, “Dainty June
and Her Newsboys, A Miniature Musical
Comedy.” It was run under the iron
thumb of an avaricious stage-mother
named Hovick, whose grotesque penny-
pinching drive has been well-exposed In
two recent best-sellers written by her
daughters, Gypsy Rose Lee, the famous
stripper, and June Havoc, dramatic
actress.

“Then | realty had my eyes opened to
show business,” says Henri. "What |
couldn’t tell you about those crummy
times! | had enough hard knocks to do
me the rest of my days. Old lady Hovick
paid us kids with 1.0.U.’s made out to
her! She had a trunk full when 1 finally
left to go on my own.”

The company’s advance agent, his girl-
friend, a pair of eccentric dancers, the
Brown Bros., and Henri (then De La-
Monte) formed their own company,
“Dance A Minute Revue” and made a 12
week tour, dancing away their shoes for
the enlightenment of coal miners in
Pennsylvania, Kentucky and West Vir-
ginia. Acrobatic Charleston, buck’n-wing,
soft-shoe, waltz, clog, tap and black-
bottom.

After that came lean days for Henri
until a dancer friend heeled him into a
rehearsal at New York’s Paramount



Theater.

"Anybody here do the Charleston?"
called the director from on-stage. Henri
scrambled onto the apron.

Lindbergh had just flown the Atlantic.
Henri had an inspired flash—an airplane
dance! He thrust an arm forward rotating
the hand—propellor! He lifted his arms—
flaps up. He rotated and wriggled his
trained stomach—motors revving up. Bit
by bit he built the dance as he went
along, and ended it with his spectacular
belly landing.

“Whatinhell do you call that}" asked
the director.

"The Lindy Hop,” said Henri, with-
out hesitation. The famous dance was
born.

From then on Henri La Mothe was in.
With the Lindy Hop he toured vaude-
ville circuits—big and little—as a single
and teamed with his greatest rival, a
former bookkeeper named Engstrum.
Engstrum & La Mothe, Charleston
Fiends, Exponents of Eccentric Foot-
ology.

Henri played all the movie palaces
too. Sometimes he sat in the stage band
holding a fake fiddle until time for his
specialty. Sometimes he pretended to be
a local boy, a plant in the audience or
among the corps of ushers.

The Lindy Hop and Henri went into
a Broadway musical; Henri opened a
dancing school in New York.

Money rolled in. Beautiful girls rolled
in and out of hall bedrooms, bridal suites
and star dressing rooms. Then came the
depression.

Dancing jobs were few and far be-
tween. La Mothe’s Academy of Eccentric
Terpsichore folded. Henri, on the
strength of his meager Chicago art ap-
prenticeship, began making advertising
layouts for orchestra leaders and theater
managers; he did minor art jobs for
printer friends. To eat regularly, he de-
signed menus and painted signs for
Chinese restaurants.

While dance-money flowed, Henri had
almost forgotten his diving prowess. But
in 1936 he began again to cleave the
water. An old friend, | ed Williams (not
the baseball star, but an adagio dancer

and boyhood swim-hole chum named
Whitey O'Connor) persuaded Henri to
take the plunge at the New York Athletic
Association. There the pair began pick-
ing up work as comedy divers at hotels
and clubs of the Catskills-Poconos borscht
circuit.

Soon Henri didn’t care if he ever
danced again. He was becoming the
world’s greatest high flat diver. The
money, while still not fantastic, was get-
ting better. (These days Henri can rake
in as much as §700 a week with his belly-
whopper.)

“I' never was really a dancer,” he says
now. "Just a very good acrobat. 1 had
no music training at all; heck, 1 always
had to count to make my steps fit in. In
all my life I've spent only ten dollars
for dancing lessons.”

While Henri escaped from the dance
world, he couldn’t shake the art business.
Today he still supplies drawings to
printers and show people who befriended
him in depression days.

One afternoon recently | visited La
Mothe in his 57th Street penthouse. He
was working at his drawing board under
the sky-light.

"My room and board,” he said. “Draw-
ing board, dancing boards and diving
boards.”

He was tickling some lettering on a
small show-card. On the tabouret along-
side stood those old standbys of the
novelty trade, a Dribble Glass and a
Rubber Pretzel, plus a jar labeled “Snake
Cold Cream (Really Scare 'Em) Henri
set aside his air-brush and began to
sketch a cover design for a Honeymoon
Score Card.

"What the heck,” he smiled. “It all
brings in a little extra cash and occupies
my time in the dressing rooms between
dives." Then La Mothe asked casually,
“What you doing tonight? Birgit’s driv-
ing in from the country; we’re going to
a water show. Diver friend of mine has
the divers—Bob Maxwell from Miami
Beach. I've just made him a dozen big
devil heads for one of the water ballets.
Built them on the roof out back out of
celastic and chicken wire. There’s the
clay model there on the table.” He
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nodded toward a small foot-high green-
clay devil’s head. It had a rather prom-
inent Gallic nose and a small mustache.

“There’s a diver in the show,” Henri
continued, “you should meet—Vic Zoble,
an old-timer in the business. Does a ter-
rific flame dive from the forty-foot tower.
They've got a high-diver too—Britisher.
He’s new at it, | hear; made his first 72-
footer only yesterday.”

Birgit drove us in the panel truck
whose springs were built for swimming
pools, not human spines. The show was
at Flushing Meadows in the old Billy
Rose Aquacade arena, one of the finest
marine amphitheaters in the East. Leav-
ing Birgit in the seats with friends, Henri
and | went back to the men’ dressing
room.

It was a steaming jumble of opening-
night activity. However, La Mothe’s
diver friend, a sandy-haired fellow, was
affable enough.

“Fire dives you want to know about?”
said young Maxwell as we shook hands.
“I can tell you all about fire dives.” He
had the flat stomach and heavy shoulders
of the professional diver, and a deep sun-
tan. | noticed some grease on my hand
as we broke our salutation. “Look at
this,” Maxwell continued, showing me
the hand Id been grasping. It was
terribly burned, thickly spread with oint-
ment. “I got that at dress rehearsal trying
to do a comedy dive with a flaming towel
hung to my tail,” Maxwell explained.
“Damn near burned up all the cocoa
matting on the high tower."

He said he wasnt concerned, and
would dive as usual; a surgical rubber
glove would keep out water and prevent
infection.

We three stepped from the over-
crowded dressing room and crossed the
small backstage area to lean against the
rim of the revolving part of the out-
door stage, broader than that of Radio
City Music Hall. The night air off the
Sound was refreshingly cool. Maxwell
called over one of the other divers.

“Al Coffey,” he said in introduction,
"winner of the Pan-Am games 1955; now
a pro.”

Coffey was even more polite, soft-
spoken and anxious to please than was
his boss. When | asked for an opinion
of Henri’s belly-fiopper, his eyes sparkled.

“Fabulous!” he said. “Incredible! Un-
believable!” He turned to Coffey. “Henri
La Mothe,” he explained. “He does a
belly-whopper from forty feet into two
feet of water.”

“Youre kidding,” said Coffey.

“God’s truth,” said the head diver.
“Cross my heart, hope to puli ashoulder.”

“It’s gimmicked then.”

“Not on your life. No special gear.
No padding. No nothing. And lie lands
bare-belly.”

“BARE-belly!” exclaimed Coffey in-
credulously. "Impossible.”

“Impossible, maybe,” said the other
diver, “but Henri does it, and he’s al-
most twice as old as either you or 1.”

Coffey shook his head in dumbfounded
amazement.

A willowy dancer, black-shirted and
wearing a pink straw hat, sauntered over.
“If he ever lands on his chest instead
of his damned belly,” he said, “the
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lungs’ll collapse, break capillaries and
he’ll spit blood for a week of Sundays.”

“Gee, I'm sorry you told me that,”
said Henri cheerfullz. "Thank you.”

“Sammy Lee, of Ohio State,” said Max-
well, "*he got banged up pretty bad once
trying for the four-and-a-half.”

“There’s only one man ever been able
successfully to do that one,” added Coffey.
“Joaquin Capillas of Mexico. If you’re
short on that last half turn you hit the
water in a mighty sad position.”

“They say,” offered the eavesdropping
dancer in the pink straw hat, *‘that
Sammy Lee lost his eyesight for about
a week. And he spit blood for almost
four months.”

“Another toughie,” said Bob, “is the
triple twister one-and-a-half, originated
by a kid named Johnny Edwards.”

“And don’t forget Whitey Hart’s full-
twisting two-and-a-half from his tram-
polette,” added Coffey. “That’s a toler-
able dive to duplicate too. And if you
want to know who is the best damn diver

PHOTO CREDITS:

Pg. 15 bot., Australian War Museum; pg.
24, WW; Pg. 25, WW; pg. 37, Martin Iger

in the business, why it’s Bruce Harlan,
1948 Olympics champion.”

"Was,” amended Maxwell quietly.
"Harlan was killed just the other day.
Didn't you see it in the paper? He fell
while dismantling his diving platform.”

“That's the way it goes in the diving
game,” commented Henri La Mothe.
*“You risk your neck ever)' day jumping
from a high tower and then you break
it tripping over a curbstone.”

Suddenly the band blared out. The
stadium lights dimmed and a stream of
blue-white spotlights cut through the
night.

""Show’s on!” said Maxwell. “Excuse
us.” He whirled and took off, shouting
into the dressing room as he went,
“Divers on the tower! All divers on the
tower!”

A lanky fellow who’d been sitting in
the semi-dark on a park bench over by
the dressing room door, quietly observ-
ing us, now ambled up.

“Vic!” said Henri, in surprise. “Vic
Zoble.”

The fire diver. But he sure didn’t look
like one—more like a college coach.
Zoble was balding and grey; he wore
horn-rimmed glasses, sports jacket and
slacks.

“You don’teven look like a diver,” said
Henri. “Where’s your trunks?”

“Underneath,” said Zoble laconically.
“This get-up is for my comedy number.
I’'m a heckler in the audience, then Bob
goads me into goin’ up on the board an’
after a lotta palaver and comedy falls,
| take a header into the pool. | grab an
underwater cable, come up and get
towed, fast as hell, into shallow water.
Everybody thinks 1 have a miraculous
stroke. Lotta laughs—they hope. | don’t
know how that drag bit’s gonna work
though. Last night | had to come up for
air an’ go back down to latch onto the
cable rg. Don’t forget that water’s
twelve feet deep there; when | come off

the tower I'm plenty winded—like this.”
Zoble dragged out his tongue to its full
length and sucked in his cheeks to sim-
ulate extreme lack of breath. “Stick
around. If | survive this submarine deal
you can see me go up in flames later.
The fire dive's in the second half.”

As Zoble made his way inconspicuously
out the stage door toward the seats, Henri
said, “Vic’s one of the funniest divers in
the business. What falls he can take!”
He glanced around the back-stage area.
“Looks like they’ll only be doing ‘dillys’
here tonight. | don’t see no props for
the barber-shop, the carpenter gag or
none of the other standards.”

Henri knows them all. La Mothe’s
own favorite clown diving role is that
of Baby Henri, in an act which begins
in baby-buggy and 20-foot dress, and
quickly disintegrates to bonnet, diaper
and gigantic lollipop. Birgit, Henri’s
wife, usually takes the part of the nurse
in this damp buffoonery. Climax of the
gag comes when, in an attempt to coax
Baby Henri down from the 14-foot diving
tower, nurse falls into pool. While she
floats face-up, the baby leaps and does
a belly-whopper, crisscross, on her.

“Sure it’s difficult,” explains Henri,
“but what a howl we get. When the dive
is done properly, there's a pressure
cushion of about two inches between us
as we go under.”

In only a few minutes Maxwell was
back—dripping wet, bouncing and ex-
hilarated by his troupe’s opening plunge.

“Meet the other prima-donnas of Bob
Maxwell’s Water Shows,” he shouted
good-naturedly as the divers slapped past
on bare feet, slinging water from their
bare arms and shoulders. “Kevin Newell
from down-under Australia; John Narcy,
former Big-Ten champ; Gunter Mund
from Germany, the Army champion. And
our local-boy-makes-good, Whitey Hart,
from Astoria, Queens.”

A soaking wet chap with unmistakably
British high cheek bones strolled by.

“And here’s Jimmy Goodhead from
London, England, the world’s brand-
newest high diver.”

jimmy responded with a pleasant
toothy grin and went on into the shower
room.

“Jimmy,” said Maxwell, “is one of the
world’s best water clowns. He came here
expecting to do his act. But his partner
no sooner landed than he got himself a
job too good to resist—five hundred a
week, they say, for fifteen weeks a year,
being recreation director for some rich
guy’s kids. So jimmy was stranded—with
a wife and kid, too. So we decided we
needed a high diver. So Jimmy decided
he was game enough to take the spot
with no previous experience. This high
dive of his tonight is only the fourth one
he’s ever made. You can’t beat the British
for downright bulldog guts.”

Few acrobatic or comedy divers care
to make the hazardous high drop; it’s
for specialists. “And crazy people,” an
acrobatic diver once told me. "*Man, you
come down an’you keep on cornin’ down
an' down, an’ you think you ain’t got
a breath left in you. Then you hit that
wgter an’ go on down some more. Your
lungs, they’re screamin’, an’ you have to
have enough left in 'em to make it back
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up to the surface. Man, you can take
the high dive and shove it. | tried it
once, and that was once too many.”

High diving has always intrigued men
all over the world. Well-divers of India
dropped 80 feet into water-filled holes.
In Hawaii and Mexico, cliff-divers plunge
into rocky shoals. One of the South Seas
islands has dry-land divers who leap with
ankles attached to long vine thongs.

Absolute minimum depth for a high
dive of any distance is five feet; eight is
more desirable. The highest dive on
record, made in Panama in 1955 by
Barney Cipriani, was 136 feet.

Doughty Jimmy Goodhead, as he
waited calmly to make the fourth high
dive of his entire life, said he figures his
fall from 72 feet is about 80 miles per
hour.

“I don’t "ave no bloody speedometer on
me bloomin’ keester,” he explained, ""but
you can pretty near figure out the speed
from the standard rate of falling objects.
Some evening before showtime while
there’s still light, we’ll take some movies
and calculate the speed by the number
of frames exposed between my take-off
and when | land in the wateT.”

Goodhead drops in a layout back
somersault. With back facing the pool, he
tilts off his perch in an upright position
with arms out horizontally. He turns over
once completely, then drops vertically,
feet first, toward the water. The trick In
falling is to keep the body leaning slightly
forward, the angle controlled by position
of the head, which, because it is a com-
pact mass of bone and tissue, travels
faster than the rest of the body. If the
head is not tucked just right, the body
is in danger of overturning and smack-
ing the water in asitting or back position.
When this happens, terribly painful
bruises result.

Another dive used by the high boys is
the full gainer, in which the diver, facing
forward, leaps into a back somersault
above his perch and descends feet-first—
arms out horizontally, body leaning
slightly forward.

Entry into the water from a high dive
is always feet-first with toes pointed,
arms pressed to sides. There is danger
of breaking ankles by striking the pool
bottom. To prevent such contact, high
divers use two underwater tricks: scoop-
ing (giant ankle to overhead arm-scoops
made with locked hands) and somersault-
save (a vigorous underwater roll with
tight tuck).

The rush of water into nasal cavities,
which can lead to acute infection of
sinuses, middle ear and mastoid, is largely
prevented by exhaling of breath through
the nose. Few high divers wear nose
clips or plugs, and of course only little
boys jumping from bridges hold their
noses with thumb and forefinger. There
is danger also of water being forced into
the intestines through the anal opening;
for this reason some high divers wear
two pairs of trunks.

Vic Zoble’s comedy rumpus came just
before the show’s intermission; during
that pause | had a chance to corner the
fire-diver backstage over a cup of coffee.
Like most performing divers, Zoble
doesn’t depend entirely for his living
on water shows. Summer, daytimes, he
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is swimming director of the Larchmont,
Long Island, Yacht Cdub; in the winter
he is cabana club manager of the Sea-
view Hotel in Miami Beach, Florida.

Zoble got out of law school (N.Y.U.)
in 1931 when barristers were even more
numerous than foreclosures, so he took
a fill-in job as fire diver at Jones Beach
on Long Island, N.Y .-three dives a week
and the pay a fabulous $125. He hasnt
been near a courtroom since. Zoble has
had only five non-incendiary years out of
28. He was land-bound from 1937 to '42
with a broken back.

“There’s not too much to this fire
thing,” Vic said to me as he pulled him-
self into a heavy sweat suit and wrapped
his head and neck in a thick towel. “Of
course, if the wind’s not just right 1guess
I could get smoke in my eyes." He put
on a bathing cap. "1 like to keep what
hair I still have,” he commented, adding,
“just before | go up on the tower; 1
immerse completely in the end of the
pool out of sight of the audience and
soak for a while. That wetness keeps me
fairly fireproof for about ten minutes.”

The water ballet was now on. On the
pool’s surface Henri l.a Mothe’s devil
heads were rhythmically [robbing, maneu-
vered by divers underneath. The flam-
mable diver did his off-stage dunking.
Then he scrambled in the dark up the
back ladders to the top of the 40-foot
tower. Up there jimmy Goodhead
awaited him with a bath towel soaking
in two gallons of gasoline.

Zoble held out his arms sideways and
the high diver safety-pinned the towel
to the wet sweat-suit at the shoulders.
Vic arched his back so that the gas-soaked
doth hung straight down. The bottom
corners now were pinned to the back of
the thighs. Then both men stood pa-
tiently waiting for a cue, saying nothing.

When the signal came, Jimmy deftly
poured two cupfuls more of petrol over
the towel and touched a match to it. With
a ferocious whoosh, the towel blazed out!
The heat was terrifying. Far below, the

chattering audience suddenly became
very still. The sight of a man silhouetted
by flames against the pitch dark sky was
awe-inspiring.

With the wind in his face, Zoble can
stand blazing for as long as 12 seconds
without being singed. Eight seconds is
the usual pause before toasting. The
take-off is an ordinary swan dive. Zoble
soars down, a horrendous flaming torch,
in one and a half seconds. When he
enters the water the flames scatter in
the splash, lick around a bit, and are
out completely by the time he surfaces.

"Well, that’s that,” said the redoubt-
able firebird, back in his dressing room.
“Another good reason for Fire Preven-
tion Week. Don't ask me why | do it
It’s a living, isn't it?”

The buttinsky dancer in the pink
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straw, from the adjacent dressing aisle,
looked over the top of the line-up of
mirrors. “Mr. Lamont,” he said to Henri
La Mothe, “why don’t you add fire to
your belly-whopper? 1t’d be sensational!"

“l imagine it would be,” answered
Henri. “What would 1 do? Pour brandy
in my navel and go as a baked Alaska?”

“Might be good at that,” mused the
dancer, missing completely the rejoiner’s
sarcasm. “Alaska’s just been made a state.
It’'d be real topical.”

"Gan you beat it?” Henri muttered to
me disgustedly. "You get to be the world’s
only flat high-diving belly-whomper and
some nudnick of a hoofer still tries to
run your business.”
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IGHT after nigbt my husband came home

from work all tired out. He was nervous,
irritable — and barely touched supper. Most
of the time he'd just sit around for a while —
then drop into bed, asleep as soon as his head
hit the pillow. Often he didn't even kiss me
goodnight . . . and yet | knew | had a good
man — one who really loved me.

| know a man's tired after a day's work —
but my husband was simply "dead on his feet"!
You'd think he'd forgotten all about me!

Then one day we saw a Vitasafe ad in a
magazine. It told about other men like my
husband who had once felt tired and run-down,
who had lost their pep and energy. It said
that this condition may be caused by an easily
corrected vitamin-mineral deficiency, and that

101

thousands of otherwise normally healthy peo-
ple had experienced a feeling of increased
vitality and strength through the famous Vita-
safe Plan. It offered to send a trial 30-day
supply of powerful Vitasafe High-Potency Cap-
sules so we could discover for ourselves whether
my hubsand could be helped.

We had nothing to lose, so we sent the
coupon. And believe me, it was the smartest
thing we ever did. Now my husband's like a
new man. He feels stronger and peppier than
he has for a long time!

If you want to help someone you love get
rid of that tired, run-down feeling, due to a
vitamin-mineral deficiency, send for a 30-day
trial supply of Vitasafe capsules as we did.
Just mail the no-risk coupon today.
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dl-Methionine  10mg.  Vitamin E
Glutamic Acid mg.  Folic Acid
Lemon Bioflavonoid alcium
om| 5mg.  Phosphorus
Vitamin A
12500 LISP 1uits  Cobalt
Vitamin D ) Copper
1,000 LISP Tnits  Manganese
Vitamin C 75 mg.  Molybdenum
Vitamin B, 5 mg odine
vitamin B2 25 mg.  Potassium
Vitamin B* 05 mg

Vitamin B12 2 meg
We invite you to compart
with any other vitamin and mineral preparation

ALSO AVAILABLE, A VITASAFE PLAN WITH A
SLIGHTLY DIFFERENT FORMULA FOR WOMEN
CHECK COUPON IF DESIRED.

A dramatization posed bv professional models

need more than the average daily requirements estab-
lished by the Food and Nutrition Board of the National
Research Council. If you are a normally healthy person,
but tire easily ... if you work under pressure, subject
to the stress of travel, worry and other strains, with
resulting improper eating habits ... then you may be
one of the people who needs this extra supply of vita-
mins. In that case, VITASAFE C.F. CAPSULES may
be “just what the doctor ordered” — because they
contain the most frequently recommended food sup-
plement formula for people in this category!

POTENCY AND PURITY GUARANTEED

There is no mystery to vitamin potency. As you prob-
ably know, the U.S. Covemment strictly controls each
vitamin manufacturer and requires the exact quantity
of each vitamin and mineral to be clearly stated on the
label. This means that the purity of each ingredient, and
the sanitary conditions of manufacture are carefully
controlled for your protection! When you use VITA-
SAFE C.F. CAPSULES you can be sure you're getting
exactly what the label states ... pure ingredients whose
beneficial effects have been proven time and again!

HOW AMAZING PLAN SLASHES VITAMIN PRICES

With your free 30-day supply of Vitasafe High-Potency
Capsules you will also receive complete details regarding
the benefits of an amazing new Plan that provides you
regularly with all the factory-fresh vitamins and minerals
you will need. By participating in the Vitasafe Plan now
you are never under any obligation! When you have re-
ceived your first 30-day trial supply, simply take one
VITASAFE Capsule every day to prove that this formula

A VITASAFE PLAN FOR WOMEN

Women may also suffer from lack of pep, energy
and vitality due to nutritional deficiency. If there is
such a lady in your house, you will do her a favor
by bringing this announcement to her attention.
Just have her check the “Womens Plan’ box in the
coupon.

can help you as it is helping so many others. But you
remain the sole judge. If you are not completely satis-
fied, and do not wish to receive any additional vitamins,
simply let us know by writing us before the next monthly
shipment —or you can use the handy instruction card
we will provide —and no future shipments will be sent.
Yes, you are under no purchase obligation ever; you may
cancel future shipments at any time!

But if you are delighted —as so many people already
are —you don’t do a thing and you will continue to re-
ceive fresh, additional shipments regularly every month
—for just as long as you wish, automatically and on time
—at the low Plan rate of only $2.78 plus a few cents
shipping for each full month supply. You take no risk
whatsoever —you may drop out of this Plan any time
you wish without spending an extra penny, by simply-
notifying us of your decision a few days before your next
monthly shipment. Take advantage of our generous offer!
Mail coupon NOW.

mTTcoupoh To VITASAFE CORPORATION, 43 West 61st Street, New York 23, N.Y.

or when in New York visit the VITASAFE PHARMACY, 1860 Broadway at Columbus Circle

©1959 vitasafe CORP.

IN CANADA; 394 Symington Avenue, Toronto 9, Ontario

® vitasafe-reg.t.m.



Connie Russell says:

| love these
slow-burning
Springmaid
Sheets”
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Miss Russell’s current United Artists
record album is "Don’t Smoke in Bed.
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