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Did you exer ask  y o u rse lf ...

'OS&t
First, let's understand a few facts about 

hair growth and baldness. Common baldness 
follows a characteristic pattern. The hair re
cedes at the temples and there is a gradual 
loss of hair at the crown of the head. Hair 
lost in this manner is progressive and, if un
checked/ the end result is baldness.

You may have seen ads with "before and 
after" photographs of men and women enjoy
ing renewed hair growth. These photographs 
are probably authentic. But the next time you 
pick up one of these ads observe it carefully. 
Note that the baldness areas do not follow 
the characteristic pattern of common bald
ness. Note that the bald spots are not on the 
crown or at the temples. Instead, they are al
most on any other part of the head—the back 
of the head, the side of the head — places 
where most people still retain hair after many 
years of being bald. These people were suf
fering from a scalp disorder called alopecia  
area ta , which means loss of hair in patches. 
In these cases the hair falls out in clumps 
practically overnight, and grows back the 
same way after weeks, months, or years later. 
Doctors don't know the cause of alopecia 
areata but believe it results from a nervous 
disturbance.

At any rate, the chances are 98 to 1 that 
you do not have alopecia areata.

NOW YOU CAN STOP 
WORRYING ABOUT BALDNESS
Now we can clear the air. Up to this time 

no one has discovered how to G R O W  HAIR 
ON A  BALD HEAD. No, nothing known to 
modern science, no treatment, no electric 
gadget, no chemical, no brush, no formula 
can G R O W  HAIR. So, if you are already  
bald, make up your mind you are going to 
stay that way. Quit worrying about it—enjoy 
yourself.

But if you are beginning to notice that your 
forehead is getting larger, beginning to no

tice too much hair on your comb, beginning 
to be worried about the dryness or oiliness of 
your hair, the itchiness of your scalp, the 
ugly dandruff—these are Nature's Red Flags. 
They warn you that if these conditions go un
checked, baldness may be the end result.

Yes, there is something you can do to help 
save your hair.

The development of the amazing new for
mula series called Alophene may mean that 
thousands of men and women can now in
crease the life expectan cy  of their hair. Alo
phene has two basic formulas, with the dual 
purpose of correcting a scalp condition that 
often results in baldness, and giving greater 
health and longer life to the hair you still have.

HOW ALOPHENE WORKS 

ON YOUR SCALP

This is how Alophene works: (1) It tends to 
normalize the secretions of your sebaceous 
glands, controlling excessive dryness and oili
ness. A few treatments, and your hair looks 
more beautiful, more vital, and healthier. By 
its rubifacient action, it stimulates blood cir
culation to the scalp, thereby supplying more 
nutrition to the hair follicles. It supplies Vita
min A  to the scalp, which some medical au
thorities believe may be an essential nutritive 
factor to the hair and scalp.

(2) As an effective antiseptic,
Alophene kills, on contact, sebor
rhea-causing bacteria believed by 
many medical authorities to be a 
cause of baldness. By its keratolitic 
action, it dissolves dried sebum 
and ugly dandruff, it controls se
borrhea, thereby tending to nor
malize the lubrication of the hair 
shaft, and eliminating head scales 
and scalp itch. In short, Alophene 
offers a modern effective treatment 
for the preservation of your hair.

Today there is no longer any 
excuse for any man or woman to 
neglect the warning signals of im

pending baldness. After years of research 
and experimentation, we can say this about 
Alophene. W e know of no other treatment, 
used at home or in professional salons, that 
can surpass Alophene in saving your hair.

ALOPHENE IS

UNCONDITIONALLY GUARANTEED
Therefore, we offer you this UN CON DI

TIONAL GUARANTEE. Try Alophene in your 
own home. In only 10 days your hair must 
look thicker, more attractive  and alive. 
Your dandruff must be gone, your irritating 
scalp itch must stop. In only 20 days you must 
see the remarkable improvement in your 
scalp condition, and the continued improve
ment in the appearance of your hair. After 
30 days you must be completely satisfied 
with the rapid progress in the condition of 
your hair and scalp, or return the unused 
portion of the treatment and we will refund 
the entire purchase price at once.

You now have the opportunity to help in
crease the life expectancy  o f your ha ir —at 
no risk.

So  don't delay. Nothing — not even Alo
phene—can grow hair from dead follicles. 
Fill out the coupon below, while you have this 
chance to enjoy thicker - stronger - healthier 
HAIR AGAIN .

©BLYTHE-PENNINGTON, LTD., 23 Weil 44th St., New York 3 ,̂ N. Y.

N o te  to D octo rs: Doctors, clin ics, hospitals engaged in c lin ical 
work on scalp d isorders a re  invited to write fo r samples of the 
new Alophene Formula Series.

BALDNESS WON'T W AIT! ACT NOW !
BLYTHE-PENNINCTOH, LTD., 23 West 44Hi Street, New York 36 . N. Y.

Please send ot once the complete Alophene hair and scalp treatment 
(60 days' supply) in plain wrapper, f  must be completely satisfied 
with the results of the treatment, or you GUARANTEE prompt and 
full refund upon return of unused portion of treatment.
□  Enclosed find $10. (Cash, check, money order). Send postpaid.
□  Send C .O .D . I will pay postman $10 plus postage charges on 

delivery.

City—

RUSH THIS NO-RISK COUPON TODAY!



Learn Radio-Television
Servicing or Communications
by Practicing at Home 

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

RADIO-TV BROADCASTING (see above) offers 
important positions as Operators and Technicians. 
RADIO-TV SERVICING Technicians (see below) 
needed in every community. Their services are 
respected, their skill appreciated.

Fast Growing Field Offers You Good Pay, Success, Bright Future
Bigger than ever and still grow
ing fast. That’s why Radio-TV 
has special appeal to ambitious 
men not satisfied with their 
job ahd earnings. More than 
4,000 Radio and T V  stations. 
More than 150 million home 
and auto Radios, 40 million 
TV  sets. Color TV  promises 
added opportunities. For the 

trained man, there are good jobs, bright fu
tures in Radio-TV Servicing or Broadcasting.

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

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

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

Find Out What NRI Offers
N RI has trained thousands for successful 
careers in Radio-TV. Study fast or slow—as 
you like. Diploma when you graduate. Mail 
coupon now. Paste it on a postcard or mail in 
envelope. ACTUAL LESSON FREE. Also 64 
page catalog that shows opportunities, shows 
equipment you get. Cost o f NRI courses low. 
Easy terms. NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, 
Dept. 9HG2, Washington 16. D.C.

N.R.I. TRAINED THESE MEN FOR SUCCESS

® "I was repairing Radios "Doing spare time re-
by 10th lesson. Now " 1 pairs on Radio and TV.

have good TV job.”  Soon servicing full
M. R. LINDEMUTH, K #  M time.” CLYDE HIG- 
Fort Wayne, Ind. GINS, Waltham, Mass.

"I  had a successful J I B  "There are a number of 
Radio repair shop. Now f . W  NRI graduates here. I T 
I ’ m E n g in eer  fo r  - f l R  can thank NRI for this 1*1* IIIW  
WHPE.”  V.W.WORK- W  jo b .”  JACK W AG - X  M  
MAN, High Point, N.C. NER, Lexington, N. C.

VETERANS Approved Under G.l. Bills

i
I Dept. 9HG2, Washington 16, D. C.
j Mail me Sample Lesson and 64-Page Catalog 
I FREE. (No salesman will call. Please write plainly.)

j Name____________________________________ Age___

Address__

City______________________ Zone____State_________
Accredited Member National Heme Study CouncN
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I N S I D E  
G U Y  . .
WHEN is a hero not a hero?

Sounds like a kid's riddle, but 
actually it's a question that often 
comes up when good men and 
true come together around a 
campfire—or on a battlefield. All 
of us who served as GIs in World 
War II or Korea know of acts per
formed in wartime that were called 
"heroic." Try the same thing in 
peacetime and you win a one-way 
ticket to the hoosegow, or even 
the chair.

Yes, a man who's a hero in one 
place or time might turn out a 
fool or a devil in another. Such is 
the case with Link Williams, the 
1958 gunfighter (p. 12). Link fought 
a battle that, one time, might have 
nut him right un there with Wyatt 
Earp and his OK Corral.

We think Matthew Gant has 
written an unusual and moving 
story of a unique sort of m an-c 
quy who tried to lick a world that 
had left him a hundred years be
hind. . . .

A hero who's very much in 
keepinq with his particular time 
and place is rugged Erkki Tup-

Tuppela: Hero as butcher

pela (p. 22). For 150 days he stood 
off bears, wolves—and that dead
liest of all animals, man—in his 
flight through the frozen Alaskan 
wilderness.

To stand up for his rights, he 
performed what may be man's 
bravest, most horrifying deed. Re
duced to his grimmest extremity, 
he played the butcher on his own 
body. The editors believe, in all 
honesty, that the story of Tuppela's 
escape and survival is the most 
incredible true story of its kind 
ever told.

What is a hero? Gentlemen, vou 
may be able to decide when 
you've read these two breath- 
catching adventures.

The Editors

C O N T E N T S

TRUE BOOK BONUS
WOMEN'S BARRACKS .............................................................................. Tereska Torres 15

The true no-punches-pulled diary o f  a French woman soldier— the 
powerful story o f  a hundred young girls thrown intimately together

TRUE ADVENTURES
'YOU'Ll NEVER TAKE ME— I'LL CUT MYSELF APART' Peter Monath 22

Erkki Tuppela swore that neither the wolves nor the 30 bounty hunters 
would get him— even if it meant tearing off his own flesh and bone 

YANK SPY AND THE MISTRESS OF GOODBODY HOUSE Pernell D'Amboy 30  
The gimp-legged ghost asked for  a place to bed down— first she made 
him meet her friends: four Rebs and a pair o f hungry hounds

TODAY SLIT-EYED DEVILS COME TO WAHINE ISLE ...................... Ben Ford 34
It was a true paradise, with a lovely, naked girl named Raina. Then 
the strange ones came, wearing guns and talking o f  black treasure

BASTARDS, COME DIE ON SUICIDE CREEK! ............................... Asa Bordages 38
The Japs were only ten feet from  the hemmed-in Yanks. It was a crazy 
try— Haldane, Chisick and others grabbed picks and shovels . . .

HEADLINER
THE CRAZY BLOOD FEUD OF LINK WILLIAMS ........................ Matthew Gant 1 2

Link stood there, tall in the sun, and fought the world for a thing he 
loved. Did this make him hero— or fool?

SPECIAL
LT. TUNNADINE'S FOUR-MOTORED COFFIN .............................  Harry Harrison 20

One o f his engines was gone, his co-pilot’s arm was torn off and the 
wind whistled through the plane like a banshee

CARTOONS FOR MEN
TUPPER'S TANTRUMS ............................................................................... .....,. Bob Tapper 32

GUY’S GIRL
SWEETSVILLE ...................................................... Photographed by Peter Gowland 26

FEATURES
GUY LINES ......................................................................................................................................  6

- THE OUTDOOR GUY ................................................... .............................................................  36
LEAVE 'EM LAUGHING 10
FROM GUY TO GUY ________________ ___________________________________________  60

MONROE FROEHLICH, JR. • WILLIAM A. ROBBINS •  PETER D. ALBERTSON
publisher editor managing editor
M. B. KIRSCHNER • PAT UNTERMEYER • JAMES A. BRYANS

associate editor book editor editorial director

VOl. 1 N o.
GUY is  pub lished by Banner M agaz ines, In c . N .Y . ,  N .Y .  EDITORIAL O FFICES a t 303  Fifth  A v e . ,  New 
York 16. SECOND CLASS MAIL PRIV ILEG ES AUTHORIZED AT NEW YORK, N.Y. ADDITIONAL 
ENTRY AT MERIDEN, CONN. Pub lished B i-m onthy. Copyright 1959 by Banner M agazines, 
In c . S U B SC R IP T IO N  P R IC E : 3 5c  per copy, $ 4 .0 0  fo r 12 issues includ ing  postage in the U n ited  S ta tes, 
possessions, and C a n ad a . M anuscrip ts, d raw in g s , and photographs should be accom panied by se lf-addressed 
envelopes and return postage, and w il l  be c a re fu lly  considered but p ub lishe r cannot be lia b le  fo r loss or 
d am age. Reprinting in w ho le or in  part fo rb idden excep t by w ritten  perm ission o f the p u b lishe r. A l l  rights 
reserved under In te rn ation a l Copyright Convention and Pan A m erican  C opyright Convention . C R ED IT : P . 15, 
“ W om en's B arra ck s ,”  condensed from W O M E N ’ S B A R R A C K S , by Tereska Torres. Copyright 1950 by Faw cett 
P ub lica tions In c ; p . 3 8 , “ Bastards Com e D ie  O n  S u ic id e  C re e k ,”  copyrigh t, 1 94 7 , as “ Su ic id e  C reek at New 
B r ita in ,”  by W illia m  S loane  A ssoc iates. Prin ted  in  the U .S .A . ADVERTISING DIRECTOR: DAVID P. 
RIKER, 118 E. 40 ST., NEW YORK 16, N.Y.
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Don't Be WeY&\tack
By U n r iir  in-Nwmrtu DOQy

Cheek the Kind of Body You Want—Right in the 
Coupon Below—and I'll Show You How Fast You Can Have It

s  < '.>/■
Let me m ik e  you proud of 
yo ur body— in clothe* o r in 
ba thing  trunks.

o f feeling “half-alive’ 
"half-a-man”—you’d 
act like a real

I sincerely believe that my famous 
body-building secret can do all these 
things for you. I don’t care how old or 
how young you are. Just tell me where X2S and r u  add INCHES o fSOLID MUSCLE to your body.

WOULDN’T it be won
derful if you could 
quickly have the 

kind o f build you ’ve al
ways wanted? Imagine 
the difference a hand
some body would make 
in your life. You’d be 
respected by other men, 
adm ired  b y  w om en . 
You’d feel more self- 
co n fid e n t; get 
ahead faster in 
social and busi
ness life. Instead 
and looking like 
'eel, look, and

Thousands Have Become 
My Way

HE-MEN

'VH Yam l so sure my secret can “ turn 
the trick for you? I know because I was

secret. It worked for me. It worked for them. And 
now—without cost or obligation—I want you to see 
for yourself the muscle-building wonders it can 
work for you.

What's My Secret?
“ DYNAMIC TENSION.”  That’s niy secret! It’s the

of your own room. Within 7 days you start to get 
RESULTS you can see, feel, and measure 
with a tape or it doesn’ t cost you one cent!

Almost immediately you begin to feel a 
new power awakening inside of you. You 
have more energy, brighter eyes, new zip 

ret sledgehammer arms

Holder of the 
t i t l e  “ T h e  
W o r ld ’ s M ost 
P e r fe c t ly  D e 
veloped Man.”

Be the envy of friend*I Win thi* strikingly handsome “Atlna Champions” trophy, over IK ft high I AU pupils eligi-

StS . . . cEest" and* back muscles
and
a n d___ _ . _______________________
that ripple with power . . . ridges 
of solid stomach muscle. You be
come sure of yourself, respected, 
admired, successful — yourre a 
NEW MAN!FREE

once a 97-lb. weakling. Peo
ple laughed at my build. I 
was shy and self-conscious, 
ashamed to strip for sports. 
Then I discovered the secret 
that turned me into “ The 
World’s Most Perfectly De
veloped Man.”  Since then, 
thousands who thought they 
were “ bom weaklings”  have 
become marvelous specimens 
of manhood thanks to my

Illustrated 32-Page leek  
Tells What My Secret 

Can Do far YOU
SEND NOW for my book de

scribing my famous method. 
(Over 3 ft MILLION fellows.

have sent for it already.) 32 pages packed 
with actual photographs and valuable 
advice. Shows what “ Dynamic Tension”  
has done for others, answers many vital 
questions. Tells what I  can do for YOU. 
This book is a real prize for any fellow 
who wants a better build. Yet I ’ll send 
you a copy absolutely FREE. Check 
the information you want (in cou
pon below) and rush it to me 
personally. CHARLES ATLAS,
Dept. 57H. 115 East 23rd St.,
N. Y. It . N. Y.

Here Are Just a Few of the Thousands 
Who Have Become HE-MEN My Way:

Proud ef His Build New. Gained 20 
pounds. “ My whole upper trunk is 
now in proportion to tne rest of my 
bSdy I'm really proud of my body, 
thanks to you.’1—P. V., Va.

Five luehes ef Hew Muscle. »what you have done tor me-^and m 
almost no time. —C. w

"I feel like
a non. i  etui »**■* *85 pounds.
You gave me new health, strength, and 
a perfect build.” —W. D., N. Y.

“Hew Health and Itiwngth.
a lion. I can easily lift loo

CHECK THE KIND OF 
BODY YOU WANT HERI

CHARLES ATLAS. Dept.S7H 
115 East 23rd St.. New York 10. N. Y.
Dear Charles A tlas: Here’ s the kind of Body I  W ant:

(Check as many as you like)
□  More W ei|ht— Solid— in The 

Right Places
□  Broader Chest and Shoulders

] More Powerful Arms and Grip  
] Slimmer Waist and Hips 
] More Powerful Leg Museles 
] Better Sleep, More Energy

Send me absolutely F B E E  a copy of your famous book showing how “ Dynamic 
Tension”  can make me a new man— 32 pages, crammed with photographs, 
answers to vital health questions, and valuable advice. I  understand this book 
is mine to keep and sending for It does not obligate me in  any way.

NAME.......

ADDRESS..
(Please print or write plainly)

.AGE..

..............................................................................S T A T E ------
□  I f  under 14 years of age check for Booklet A.
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[GUY LINES | - - - - - -
Behind-the-news report for men on money, women, crime, gadgets

Guy’s Eye on the World
Something crazy is happening to Amer
ican girls visiting Zurich, Switzerland, 
this year. Natives say they’re dropping 
all their inhibitions—and clothes—  
RUNNING AROUND HOTEL CORRI
DORS NUDE, hunting men. One doctor 
thinks the altitude may be doing it. . . .

Hottest anti-missile yet is top-secret 
Project Midas. Kept heavily under 
wraps by Air Force scientists, the de
vice “ SMELLS OUT" the blast-off of an 
enemy missile, nearly doubling the 15- 
minute warning period that radar 
gives. . . .

Ex-Miss Universe Isabel Sabli has 
just topped her last movie performance 
in which she swam in the raw. Her 
next one shows her NAKED FROM THE 
WAIST UP through half the flick. Ex
plains producer Armando Bo: ” . . .  
After a few minutes, you won't even 
notice it. . . .”

Inflation note: Bowery, N.Y. flop- 
houses now hook you for 75 cents. . . . 
survey shows that 80 out of 100 sales
men goof off between one and four 
in the afternoon and get away with 
it. . . . Brewers are trying to sneak over 
a beer can that's one lousy ounce 
smaller. . . .

Man to watch in Havana is Fidel 
Castro’s executioner. He’s a Yank, 
named Herman Marks, and he has a 
record as long as Miss Liberty’s arm. 
The 37-year-old Milwaukeean, de
scribed by an ex-warden as “ a real 
stinker," left a . list of 32 arrests for: 
auto theft, robbery, burglary, assault, 
drunken driving, disorderly conduct. In 
Jan. '52, he went to prison for “ abuse 
of a minor girl." Marks rates high as 
an executioner, has directed close to 
200 legal bump-offs. One night, he 
sent 11 guys to kingdom come. Marks' 
only comment: "Execution is not a 
pleasant task, but a necessary one.
.  .  .” !

Las Vegas mob is still gasping over 
the ordinary citizen from Beverly Hills, 
Calif., who went to the Flamingo dice 
tables with a $10 bill—and left ONE 
HOUR AND 55 MINUTES LATER with 
$112,000. . . .

Escape connoisseurs give the all- 
time championship to Hans Schaar-

schmidt, who chewed his way to free
dom. Imprisoned in G era, Germany, 
he gnawed through two 6-inch square 
bars. . . . Next time they caught Hans, 
they put him behind triple bars— even 
though his choppers were worn down 
to the nub. . . .

Surveyers amazed by night-and-day 
differences between smokers and non- 
smokers— The weed-puffers are job- 
switchers, wife-swappers, hospital- 
goers, sports-lovers. The non-smokers 
are just the opposite. . . .

In Jamaica, British West Indies, they 
don’t worry about sin. Every sinner

keeps a “ jumble" in a jar, stopped 
up with a corncob. After each sin, the 
boy or girl takes the stopper out of 
the bottle, releasing the jumble {a 
sort of do-gooder ghost) who beats 
the bejabers out of the evil forces in 
his master’s soul. . . .

Green-eyed gals, say psychologists, 
are the willing-est. . . . Alec Guinness, 
the famed thespian, is such a milktoast 
that he ends every sentence in whis
pers. . . . Sailors back from Papeete 
report that loads of South Sea island 
dolls prefer skinny guys to heavy
muscled types. The reason: the girls 
figure that when an undernourished 
character can out-wrestle a doll, he 
must have some kind of magic. . . .

Newest. INSANEST TREND OF THE 
BEATNIKS: to put a crew-cut wig over 
their long locks and don flannels for 
a "weekend like normal." Biggest “ new 
kick" for the boys is to stay off of 
H— and actually make love to a GIRL.

Chess isn’t just a slowboat game for 
double-domes. . . .  In the old days, 
really keen chess artists would play 
for high stakes, and when dough ran 
out, bet parts of their body. (Pots of 
boiling ointment were kept on the table 
so that losers could cauterize the 
stump of a finger or toe and then get 
on with the next game. . . .  A Sultan 
of Egypt once banned chess-playing 
as a game for foulups and trouble
makers. . . .

King Canute the early English king 
got so browned off because one of 
his earls licked him consistently that 
he had the man assassinated. . . .  A 
Count of Flanders was captured in 
battle; his wife could have ransomed 
him, but wouldn’t because he’d recently 
checkmated her. . . . Most incredible 
chess yarn of all concerns Count Ist- 
van Szechenyi, noted European sci
entist, who popped his cork over busi
ness worries and was placed in a men
tal hospital. Knowing the count was a 
chess addict, doctors hired a young 
student to play with him three hours 
each day. After six years, the count 
played his way back to sanity. BUT 
THE STUDENT W H O ’D CURED HIM 
WITH CHESS HAD LOST HIS OW N  
MIND . . .

Guise and Dolls
People with bulging heads are BETTER 
LOVERS, say researchers. . . . Even 
though she's dead, African rain Queen 
Modjaji II is still sitting up and taking 
nourishment. According to ancient rites, 
she's buried in a secret place, in a 
seated position, with her head above 
ground. Specially appointed maidens 
feed her regularly. . . .

Talk about love, a geezer in Eliza
beth, N.J. drew 2000 phone calls 
from a girl he'd jilted, begging him to 
come back. . . .

English stripper Phyllis Dixey swears 
that preachers were her best custom
ers— but that it was the women who 
were always trying to get their hands 
on her. . . .

If you’re dead set on getting your
self a beautiful heiress, here's the very 

continued on pago 42
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A P ractica l New W ay to
End Your Job W orries!

TRAIN AT HOME FOR A SUCCESSFUL FUTURE IN
AIR CONDITIONING

AND REFRIGERATION
2

B IG
If you want an interesting job that 
pays real well and offers year-round 
work—get into Air Conditioning and 
Refrigeration! It’s a big, uncrowded 
field that is well-established —yet 
growing fast! Each  year over 20,000 
n e w ly - t ra in e d  m e c h a n ic s  a re  

I. C. needed. No wonder! Today there
P r.iia .n t  are 150 million units in use—and 

each year over 6 million new air conditioners, 
refrigerators and freezers are manufactured. All 
units need periodic service and repair. The pay? 
It ranks with the best!

Refrigeration mechanics is an easy trade to 
learn .. . Especially when you get your training 
through CTI. You can learn at home in spare 
time by practicing with commercial equipment. 
Get all the facts about this wonderful new way 
to acquire a highly-profitable technical edu
cation. M a il coupon today for fact-filled free 
booklets. No obligation whatever.

Easy Way to Start a Business
Own a business—and en joy  indepen
dence. T hrill to  the satisfaction o f  
being the boss. G ive orders—not take 
them ! The refrigeration field is ideal 
for getting started on  y ou r  own. You 
can m ake friends as y ou  m ake service 

calls. In tim e, y ou 'll have a list o f  
potential custom ers. Y ou  can also 
s ign  s e r v ice  c o n tra c ts  w ith  fo o d  
sto res , ta v e rn s , r e s ta u ra n ts , etc. 
Thousands o f  C T I graduates have 
their own successful sm all shops.

Get Into Auto Air Conditioning
Experts say that over 400,000 air condi
tioners are to be installed in autos this year.
The field is growing very fast. Already auto 
shops are advertising for skilled air condi
tioning mechanics. Opportunities are excel
lent for starting repair shops. Some day, air 
conditioners will be standard equipment on 
cars. So get in on the ground floor now. Our 
catalog has information on this specialized, 
profitable field. It’s worth looking into.

You Get Experience ns You Train Because 
You Practice with Commercial Equipment
Another CTI first! You learn by practicing—you get experi
ence as you train—because CTI sends you 25 kits. You get 
all parts and tools to build • heavy-duty, commercial-type, 
lA h.p. condensing unit (illustrated above.) You build  an air 
conditioner, freezer, refrigerator, or m ilk  cooler. You complete 
23 field-type projects—do 10 service and trouble-shooting 
jobs! You “boil down” years of apprentice-like training into 
months. Kit training perfects your skill, provides practical 
knowledge, assures useful experience, and helps you learn 
faster! CTI makes your home a training center.
Earn Extra Cash in Spare Time as You Train
Because C T I training is so  practical, y ou ’ll soon  be m aking profit
able service calls. Perhaps y ou ’ll work “ on your ow n.”  Or, you  m ay 
prefer to get a part-tim e jo b  w ith a loca l appliance dealer or air 
condition ing contractor. Y ou can add to  you r incom e this way. W ith 
extra cash, y ou  can b u y  additional shop equipm ent, p ay  you r tu i
tion, even bank m oney. B e sure to  m ail coupon  for  com plete details. 
A ct to d a y !—C om m ercia l Trades Institute, Chicago 26, Illinois.

rrp,CA!  lETTE*s F?0M S?CCESSFUE STUDENTS (""com m ercial trad es in stitu te“ I have been very busy. Had an offer to work for an appliance ■ 
dealer but it looks like I ’ll be in business for myself before long.”  I  
—Frank Fuller, Wells, N. Y. . .  .‘ ‘Am now working in the field. ■ 
Earn $40 more per month than before.” —Frank Krotzer, Houston, I  
Texas . . .  “ I not only got a job, but today am foreman, earning $60 ■
a week more than before I enrolled.” —E. E. Hughes, Chicago . . .  I  
“ Have my own business. Only problem is: T oo  much business!”  I  
—Conrad King, Cynthia, K y. You can do as well as these men!

1400 GREENLEAF AVENUE DEPT. R-571
CHICAGO 2 6 , ILLINOIS
Tell me how I can qualify for a better job or a business 
of my own. Send booklet. Success in A ir  C ond ition ing  
& R e frige ra tio n , an<( Lesson Sam ple . Both FREE.

1
Name-

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

-A ge-

n u u i '

L _ . -Zone _State_
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If you have the stomach for it, the big-deal fishing 
adventure o f this or any other is waiting up in 
Alaska. It’s the so-called "m onster mystery fish.’ ’  

W eighing up to 125 pounds, it’s said to destroy caribou 
and other large animals w h en . they try to swim across 
rivers. Boys at the U.S. Fish and W ild life  Service say 
natives are so scared o f Tikchik  (as they call the monster) 
that they refuse to paint their kayaks for  fear o f  attracting 
him. . . .

This season, you’ll find low-cost, high-yield watersport 
at several of the revamped State Parks—the Ozarks have 
12 artificial lakes that are terrific, right where Missouri, 
Arkansas and Oklahoma shake hands. And, if there are 
womenfolks involved, you can lure them to the good 
fishing country in the cool, cool, West Virginia moun
tains— where th e State has u ihom ped up som e n ifty  neu> 
lodges. Other jazzed-up, low-ticket campgrounds: Fishing 
Bridge Camp Ground, Wyoming, and Padre Island, on 
the Texas Gulf Coast, w ith  th e  b iggest dam n beach in  the  
w orld . . . .

Some wild new wrinkles: A  skin-diver’s suit o f vinyl 
sponge, complete with repair kit (you glue it back to
gether). T h e  uniform  is rumored to be 20̂  warmer inside— 
and a whale o f a lot more buoyant than standard suits. . . . 
Trollers, spinners and casters are advised to pick up  the 
new fishing line fasteners, weighing on ly  1 /120 oz. T hey 
hold lures at the end o f  the line, boost line-strength by 
half. . . . You needn’t dig for those worms any more; some 
clever character' came up with a worm bucket that opens 
top and bottom , so you catch the wrigglers com ing and 
going. . . .

Boatmen, who are getting numerous as mosquitoes 
around a girl in a bikini, ought to invest in a boat bow 
light, die cast with a corrosion-resistant chrome plating. 
. . . The Colt people have a new thrill for the fast-draw 
crowd—a .22 caliber job in the fancy Buntline Special 
(long barrel) model for just under 60 clams. . . . F or  
15 pennies you  can be on you r w ay to  p ick in g  you r  
ow n little hunk o f  hunting p reserv e : it’s a 34-page book
let called "Small Tracts” just issued by the Superintend
ent of Documents, U.S. Govt. Printing Office, Washing
ton, D.C. . . . The Scott-Mitchell people (415 S. Broad
way, Yonkers, N.Y.) put out a slick outboard service 
kit for $9.98—gives you all the tools, only thing you 
supply is the know-how . . . For outdoorsmen who never 
remember to go home, Westclox has something worth 
considering—the shockproof, $16.95 Watchlarm. . . . It’s

also handy for non-clockwatchers, to remind them when 
to quit work and go fishing. . . .

For weird-fact collectors only: A  warmed-up golf ball 
travels farther. . . . Some rascal stole 20,000 worms from 
the Cabot, Pa, fish hatchery. . . . New record was set in 
this year’s N orth American dogsled derby; a guy covered 
the 70 miles in four hours, 47 minutes and i8  seconds— 
and, to the shock o f  veteran ‘ Eskimo mushers, the bucko 
who walked off with the }2500 marbles was a tenderfoot 
sawbones from  Wayland, Massachusetts. . . . Cabo Blanco, 
Peru, has the biggest fish anywhere—since ’52, anglers have 
brought in  38 black marlin weighing over 1000 pounds.

Fishy tales: Coastal natives of New Guinea catch fish 
with spider webs. How they do it: a stick o f  bam boo is 
b en t in th e  shape o f  a tennis racket and le ft  near the  
h id eou t o f  th e gian t arachnids. Overnight, a web is woven 
that’s as strong as whipcord. . . . The webs are also used 
sometimes as bait; when fish get them in their mouths, 
the strands so entangle the fish’s choppers that he’s 
easily boated . . . According to license sales figures, there 
are nearly a million new Izaak Waltons fighting you for 
the old fishing hole this year . . . Far-out fisherfolk can 
try fly-fishing in July in arctic Norway; Sport Tours 
International, at 1250 Avenue of the Americas, New

York, N.Y., is running the show . . .  A psychologist has 
some interesting findings on the woman appeal of hunt
ers vs. fishermen: "Women instinctively are drawn to the 
type of man who goes fishing—he seems to offer the 
perfect combination of the reassuring father-figure and 
the capable lover . . . Hunters, on the other hand, tend 
to frighten women. Perhaps, deep down in her subcon
scious, she senses his bullet is intended for her . . .”
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Are you a guy 
who didn’t

M ARR Y T H E  
B O S S ’S 

D A U G H TE R ?
They tell us it’s a good way to get ahead. The 
tough part is . .  . there aren’t enough bosses’ 
daughters to go around. But there’s another 
way to call your shots.

H ow? Look at the want ads! Business and 
industry are crying for men with special train
ing. 60,000 Engineers—Industrial Supervisors, 
Communications and Traffic Specialists are 
urgently needed. Dem and has never been 
greater—or salaries higher—for trained people.

With the right kind of training you can step 
into one of these jobs — write your own ticket. 
Without it you must compete with a few million 
other guys who are in the same boat. And, if 
times get tough, it’s not going to be a good 
boat to be in.

So act now! Choose the education for men 
who want to get ahead fast. Pick your future 
from success-proven I.C.S. courses. Whichever 
field you choose it will be right because all I.C.S. 
courses are developed by business and industry 
leaders who know what you need to know to 
go places.

You get personalized guidance. Earn as you 
learn. Study in your spare time — at your own 
pace. And when you get the coveted I.C.S. 
diploma, it’s the frosting on the cake. Chances 
are by that time you’ve already been snapped 
up for a bigger job with a bigger price tag.

Don’t wait another day! Choose your course 
and send for the free career booklets offered 
below.

For Real Job Security—Get an I. C. S. Diploma! I. C. S., Scranton 15, Penna.

IN TER N ATIO N AL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

Accredited Member,

National Home Study Council

B O X  6 7 4 7 4 E , S C R A N T O N  1 5 .  P E N N A .

Without cost or obligation, send me “ HOW to SUCCEED”  and the opportunity booklet about the field
A R C H I T E C T U R E  
• nd B U I L D I N G  
C O N S T R U C T I O N

□  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 

A R T
□  Commercial Art
□  Magazine lllus.
□  Show Card and 

Sign Lettering
□  Sketching and Painting 

A U T O M O T I V E
□  Automobile
□  Auto Body Rebuilding 

and Refinishing
□  Auto Engine Tuneup
□  Auto Technician

A V I A T I O N
□  Aero-Engineering Technology
□  Aircraft & Engine Mechanic 

B U S IN E S S
□  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 

C H E M I C A L
□  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

C I V I L
E N G I N E E R I N G

□  Civil Engineering
□  Construction Engineering
□  Highway Engineering
□  Professional Engineer (Civil)
□  Reading Struc. Blueprints
□  Sanitary Engineer
□  Structural Engineering
□  Surveying and Mapping 

D R A F T I N G
□  Aircraft Drafting
□  Architectural Drafting
□  Drafting & Machine Design
□  Electrical Drafting
□  Mechanical Drafting
□  Sheet Metal Drafting
□  Structural Drafting 

E L E C T R I C A L
□  Electrical Engineering
□  Elec. Engr. Technician
□  Elec. Light and Power
□  Practical Electrician
□  Practical Lineman
□  Professional Engineer (Elec) 

H I G H  S C H O O L
□  High School Diploma

(Partial list of 259 courses)
BEFORE which I have marked X (plus sample lesson):
□  'Good English
□  High School Mathematics
□  High School Science
□  Short Story Writing 

L E A D E R S H I P
□  Industrial Foremanship
□  Industrial Supervision
□  Personnel-Labor Relations
□  Supervision 

M E C H A N I C A L  
and S H O P

□  Diesel Engines
□  Gas-Elec. Welding
□  Industrial Engineering
□  In d u str ia l Instrum entation
□  Industrial Metallurgy
□  Industrial Safety
□  Machine Shop Practice
□  Mechanical Engineering
□  Professional Engineer (Mech)
□  Quality Control
□  Reading Shop Blueprints
□  Refrigeration and 

Air Conditioning
□  Tool Design □  Tool Making

□  Industrial Electronics
□  Practical Radio-TV Eng*r*g
□  Practical Telephony
□  Radio-TV Servicing

RAI L R O A D
□  Car Inspector and Air Brake
□  Diesel Electrician
□  Diesel Engr. and Fireman
□  Diesel Locomotive

S T E A M  and 
D I E S E L  P O W E R

□  Combustion Engineering
□  Power Plant Engineer
□  Stationary Diesel Engr.
□  Stationary Fireman

R A D IO ,  T E L E V I S I O N
□  General Electronics Tech.

T E X T I L E
□  Carding and Spinning
□  Cotton Manufacture
□  Cotton Warping and Weaving
□  Loom Fixing Technician
□  Textile Designing
□  Textile Finishing & Dyeing
□  Throwing
□  Warping and Weaving
□  Worsted Manufacturing

Name_ 

City___

_Age_ .Home Address.

_Zone_ .Working Hours—

Occupation.
Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools, Canadian, Ltd., 
Montreal, Canada. . . . Special tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces.
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The blonde and the brunette were the best of friends, 
but rivals, too. They were admiring the new beau one had 
just found. "His name’s Joe Franklin and he dresses beau
tifully,” the brunette said.

"Yes,”  said the blonde, "and quickly, too.”

W om en in the East and Near East, for many centuries, 
have known their place—a few paces to the rear. T h e  men 
are the unquestioned lords and masters, and ride ahead, 
unencumbered, while their wives walk along behind them, 
carrying whatever is to be carried.

T hat’s the way it was, for generations, and perhaps would 
have remained, if it hadn’t been for the late war. Since the 
conflict, things have changed. T h ere ’s a new spirit abroad 
in the world, and it is noted even with Moslem wives. T h e  
men still ride and the women still walk, bearing burdens, 
but they now walk ahead o f  the men instead o f  follow ing 
them.

Asked about this, a proud m inor sheik explained: “ Many 
unexploded laud mines in this area.”

The young lawyer treated his wife to a night on the 
town. As they were leaving a swank spot a well-stacked 
blonde greeted him enthusiastically. His wife, thinking 
the thoughts wives think, asked him who his friend was.

"Can’t remember her name,” he said. "Just a girl I met 
professionally.”

"I’m sure,” snapped the wife. "But whose profession— 
yours or hers?”

He: “ Darling, I ’ll grant your smallest wish.”
She: “ D o  you really mean that?”
He: “Sure, if it’s small enough.”

The young man turned and looked around the apart
ment that the girl had invited him up to see.

"Phew,” he whistled. "This is a nice place. I suppose 
they ask a lot for the rent.”

"Yes, they do,” she told him. "They asked for it nine 
times last month.”

T h e cleanup detail was working but not doing a very 
good job. “ Make sure you pick up everything that isn’t 
growing shouted the sergeant.

At that moment a lush young teenage girl happened by. 
Sergeant Jones blew a blast on  his whistle.

“ M en,”  he warned them, “ that’s still growing.”

We heard about a Las Vegas showgirl who was offered 
a trip around the world. "No,” she said after puzzling it 
over for a while. "I think I’ll go somewhere else.”

Scene: Butcher shop.
Butcher: “ W hat’ll you have?”
She: “ A  pound o f kidleys.”
Butcher: “ Kidleys? You mean kidneys.”
She: “ I said kiddleys, diddle I?”

There’s one fellow who’s selling elevator shoes for 
rising young executives.

T he detective sergeant burst into the apartment. Three 
men were sitting around a bridge table. He had had a tip 
that they were gambling.

“Were you gambling in here?” roared the cop at one of 
the men.

“ Not me, Sarge,”  said the man innocently. “ I stopped in 
to visit a sick friend.”

“ W hat about you?”  the bluecoat yelled at the second 
man. “ W ere you playing cards?”

“ Not me, Sarge,”  this one said. “ My shoelace broke and 
I stopped in to borrow a new one.”

“ You were playing cards,” thundered the cop at the third 
man. “ I can tell you were playing cards. Y ou ’ve still got 
the deck in your hands. You were playing cards!”

T h e  man answered quietly. “ Was I? W ith whom?”

We saw a clock repair shop that had a sign in the 
window: "Cuckoo Clocks Psychoanalyzed Here.”

Mrs. Ladeda called her new maid into the living room.
“ I was able to write your name in the dust on  this table 

today. You’re terrible. Can’t you even dust a table?”
“ I may not be able to dust, ma’am, but you aren’t so 

smart either. You spelled my name wrong.”

You hear about the fellow who put "cotton” labels 
on all his woolen clothes to fool the moths?

T he father spied his daughter lying on the beach. A 
handsome, tall lifeguard stood over her lovely, lithe young 
body.

“ I've just resuscitated her,” the lad said to the distraught 
father.

T he father exclaimed furiously. “ Then you ’ll have to 
marry her, young man.”

When a woman says "no,” she means "maybe.” When 
she says "maybe,” she means "yes”—but what does she 
mean when she says "phooey”?

H eard a  g oo d  one la te ly?  Pass it a long  to Leave 'Em Laughing  
Ed itor, Banner M agazines, 303 f i f th  A v e ., f t .  Y . 16, N . Y . For each 
jo k e  u se d  w e 'l l  p a y  $ 1 0 . S o r ry , n o  jo k e s  can  b e  re tu rn e d .
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snpw NOW„.OWN A BUSINESS!
We’ll Train and Establish You
to becom e a  hom e furn ish ings c lean ing  exp ert
Get in on "Ground Floor”

Of Rapidly Growing Industry
If you've longed for the prestige and financial inde
pendence of y o u r  own business, here’s your opportu
nity to get in on the ground floor of one of today's 
fastest growing industries—the home furnishings 
cleaning field. You must, however, be honest, diligent 
and able to make a small investment in a business we 
help you build. If needed, we’ll help finance you. 
Business quickly established. No shop needed.

To help assure your success, you will be trained at 
our factory-training school and at a dealership near 
you. You will learn the Duraclean System and our 
successful plan for building customers. A staff of 
experts at Headquarters will work with you contin
ually. When you write, phone or come in, they give 
.you immediate assistance on an individualized basis.

This is a sound, lifetime business that grows from 
r e p e a t  o r d e r s  and customer r e c o m m e n d a t io n s . Alert 
dealers can gross an hourly profit of $9.00 on own 
service. Dlus $6.60 on e a c h  serviceman.

We Help You Grow
In addition to continuous counsel and guidance from 
the staff at Headquarters, our m u t u a l  c o o p e r a t io n  pro
gram gives you 25 regular services: National Advertis
ing in House Beautiful, House & Gardens plus dozen 
others. Trade Magazine Advertising to help you se
cure agencies, Products Insurance, Copyright, Tested 
Ads. Musical Commercials, Local Promotional Mate
rials, Conventions, Monthly Magazine and others.
REPEAT AND VOLUNTARY ORDERS. Demonstra
tions win new customers. Dealers find repeat and vol
untary orders become a major source of income. Cus
tomers tell friends and neighbors.

Start Part or Full-Time
A moderate payment establishes your own business— 
pay balance from sales. We furnish electric machines, 
folders, store cards and enough materials to return your 
t o t a l  investment. You can have your business oper
ating in a few days. Mail coupon today!

IF EMPLOYED, 
START PART-TIME
---- What Dealers Say-

W . Lookiebill (S t .  Louis)*
M y 28th y e a r !  B eg an  dur- „
ing d e p re s s io n  a n d  b u ilt
business on good serv ice .

Chilcott (N . P la tte ): Dura- 
a n  s a y  g ro s s  $ 9 . 0 0  p e r  

u r . I g ro s s  up  to  $1 2 .0 0 .  
M any d e a le rs  do much fc

M. Lyons (C hg o ): 3 rd  y e a r  
should hit $ 1 0 0 ,0 0 0 ; 2nd 
w as $ 6 0 ,0 0 0 ; 1st $ 4 0 ,0 0 0 .
Hdqrs help m ake it possib le .

E. Roddey ( H am p ton , V « . ) : 
D id $ 600.00  firs t 12 d ays in 
Jan u a ry . M y business keeps 
grow ing each month.

A. Wilson (T u ls a ) :  M ad e  
$ 1 ,29 ? th is  month working 
a lon e . D u rac le an  o u tp e r
fo rm s a ll com p etito rs .

Advantages of Duradean’s 
Process Win Over Customers

Duraclean’s growth to a world-wide service resulted 
from customer convenience plus its many superiorities 
over ordinary cleaning. Housewives, clubs, hotels, offices 
and institutions deeply appreciate not having furnish
ings out of use for days and weeks.

They are thrilled when they see their carpets and 
upholstery cleaned with a new consideration for its life 
and beauty. Duraclean doesn’t merely clean . . .  it re
stores natural lubrication to wool and other animal 
fibers. Colors revive. The reenlivened rug and carpet 
pile again stand erect and even. An aerated foam 
created by the electric Foamovator (left) vanishes dirt, 
grease and many unsightly spots . . . without scrub
bing. Customers tell friends how Duraclean has elim
inated the customary soaking, shrinking and breaking 
of fibers from harsh machine scrubbing . . . how the 
mild, quick acting foam, lightly applied, provides safety 
from color runs and roughened fabric they have pre
viously experienced . . . how fabrics look fresher, 
brighter and look cleaner . . . how convenient it is not 
to have furnishings gone.

They appreciate the courteous, personalized service 
of Duraclean craftsmen. Such service is NEWS ... . 
and it spreads to friends and neighbors. Customers^>e- 
come your best salesmen.

You Provide a Complete Service
A dealership qualifies you to offer four other serv
ices. Thus on many jobs you multiply profits. Dura- 
shield: Soil-retarding treatment which keeps furnish
ings clean m o n t h s  longer. Duraproof: Protects
against moth damage. It’s backed by an International 
6-Year Warranty. Duraguard: Flameproofing treat
ment which reduces fire damage. Theatres, hotels, 
homes offer huge potential. Spotcraft: Products which 
enable you to handle most all spot or staining problems.

Easy Terms
No experience necessary! Some dealers establish shops 
or an office . . . others operate from home. Service may 
be rendered on location. Auto dealers buy your Dura
clean service to revive upholstery in used cars. Almost 
every building houses a potential customer needing 
your services. You enjoy big profits on both materials 
and labor. We show you 27 ways to bring customers 
to you.

—  Backed by Famous Awards

ing service in town 
backed by both these 
famous seals. No 
w o nd e r customers 
buy Duraclean so 
quickly!

These two important 
honors conferred on 
Duraclean give proof 
of your superior serv
ices. As a Duraclean 
Dealer, you will be the 
only clean-

— W hat Manufacturers Say —
“ . . (Duraclean) stand
ards in keeping with 
service to which . . car- /avisco ' 
pets and consumer are 
entitled.”  — Avisro
(American Viscose Corp)
“ . . superior to any on-location 
process with which I ’m fam iliar.”  
— President. Modern Tufting Co.

“ . . we approve this process . . in 
keeping with better service to Mrs. 
Housewife.’’ — Aldon Rug Mills

F R E E
Booklets Tell How!

Mail Coupon— You Get Free Booklets!
“OWN a Business'Coupon

DURACLEAN C O .a 9 -D 99  Duroclean Bldg., DeoHUId, III.

without obligation, show me how I  may enjoy a steadily 
increasing life income in my OWN business. Enclose F R E E  
booklets and free details.

D U RA C LE A N  CO., 9-D99 Duraclean

Letter and illustrated | 
booklets explain urgently I 
needed services, waiting I 
market, large profits, p r o - I Name
t e c t e d  territory. Send I
coupon for free facts today, j Address................................................County

Deerfield, III. City.....................................................State .
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Link stood there, tall 

in the sun, and fought 

the world for a thing 

he loved. Did this make 

him hero— or fool?

Sproul: the moving target

by MATTHEW GANT

Any minute you expected a movie director to 
yell, “Cut!”

The two men were cast perfectly. One was tall 
and rangy—a shade under six feet in his stocking feet, 
but taller in Western high-heeled boots—broad-shoul
dered, dark, sneering, tough.

The other man was short, stocky, calm-faced—almost 
apologetic-looking, in fact—balding, fair-skinned, big- 
nosed, soft-spoken.

And the sun slanted down on them—a real sun, not a 
Hollywood klieg-light, but the real sun of the first day 
of summer, June 21, beating down on a dusty road in 
rolling cattle country in eastern Oregon. (There’d been 
a heat spell, to make matters hotter, dryer, and maybe a 
mite more short-tempered.)

It wasn’t a high-noon sun, because the time of day was 
not quite 10 a .m . But it was high enough, and plenty hot.

The two men were armed to the teeth. The tall one 
had a Winchester rifle, and two six-shooters. The shorter 
one had a rifle, and a pistol in a holster hung from his 
neck.

Minutes later, guns blazed, and a man died.
So if it wasn’t a movie set, then it had to be the Old 

West—that far-away never-never land of the 1870’s or 
’80’s, where men carried weapons and settled their dis
putes with bullets, where townfolk turned their eyes and 
said, “God’s will,” and buried the dead.

The date was June 21, 1958. . . .
They’ll never write a ballad of Harland (Link) Wil

liams, but they could. If they can sing about Tom 
Dooley, and if they can write the B allad  o f  A l  C a p on e  
(as they just have written), if they can jerk tears for that 
cold-blooded tart and killer ( C o n tin u ed  on  p a g e  14)



THE CRAZY BLOOD-FEUD...

Barbara Graham and even write a song about her, 
too, as they did, why, maybe we can write one now, 
for Harland (Link) Williams. Maybe it could go:

H e  was a h a tin g  m an , L in k  W illiam s,
H e  was a h a tin g  m an.
H e  stradd led  h is road ,
A  g u n  was his cod e .
O h , h e had  a h a tin g  th irst, by G o d , by G od .

I t ’s y o u  o r  m e, B o b b y  S p rou l, cried  L in k ,
I t ’s g on n a  b e  y o u  o r  m e.
So h e  c lo sed  d ow n  his road  
A n d  fo u g h t by his co d e ,
A n d  th ey ca rried  o n e  o u t  f e e t  first, by G od .

Y ou  ain ’ t g on n a  use th is roa d , cr ied  L in k ,
Y ou  a in ’ t g on n a  use m y road .
B o b b y  S p rou l ca m e by  
A n d  o n e  had to  d ie,
A n d  L in k  W illia m s’ heart lay burst, by G od , 
L in k  W illia m s ’ h ea rt lay burst.

Or maybe: He was born too late.
This is Fox Valley, north of the town of Mount 

Vernon in eastern Oregon’s Grant County. To the 
north and east, the Blue Mountains. Right here, 
rangeland, rotted with stunted juniper and scraggy 

ine, the tingle of sagebrush. You just have to 
now the names of the nearby towns to know the 

people: Fox, Top, Izee, Unity, Greenhorn, McCoy, 
Range. And there’s a creek just south: Murderers’ 
Creek.

They wear cattlemen's boots here, big-brimmed 
hats, lightly dented on top (not caved in like Texas 
stovepipes, just kind of kissed once with the heel 
of the hand); they wear open-throat shirts and

bandannas and cowboy pants. Men buy shoes— 
white ones—for their own wedding; then they put 
them away carefully and put their boots back on. 
On Saturday night, there’s a brawl or three when 
the boys hit town; they bet on anything, not big 
betting, but friendly—like a quart or two of whiskey 
on the weight cattle will bring at a July sale.

The county seat is Canyon City. Population: 600. 
Once, after the gold rush of 1862, it was the biggest, 
wildest, roaringest boomtown in America. Then the 
gold ran thin. Here, Joaquin Miller, that corn- 
pone poet of the Sierras, built himself a cabin; it 
still stands.

And here last summer, they fought the last duel 
of the West, the last dusty road showdown, the last 
vestige of a civilization most people thought long 
dead (but no, it was only dying, not dead), a 
throwback to the time one man said Yes and one 
man said No, and in between was a chasm deep 
as a grave.

The little man shot dead the big one; the quiet 
fair-skinned soft-spoken apologetic-looking pusned- 
around one killed the dark bullyboy. In a way, the 
perfect end, the kind of ending the movie-makers 
like.

But it wasn’t the movies, and nothing’s perfect 
in real life. When Link Williams fell, there were 
17 holes in him. It wasn’t ketchup that pumped 
out of his chest; it was life’s blood.

Nothing’s perfect. You can't duel in 1958. So 
there was a trial and newspaper headlines, and 
words like T r u e  B ill  and O b je c tio n  and S ustained , 
and a judge telling a jury there were five possible 
verdicts it could bring in.

The last duel of the Old West was fought in the 
New West, and two civilizations tangled. '. . .

Link Williams was a (Continued on page 77)

Tension in Canyon City courtroom is shown on faces o f Bobby 
Sproul and lawyer (left) as they wait for jury’s verdict. Grim
ness o f case also carried over to spectators in corridors outside
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B E S T - S E L L IN G  T R U E  B O O K  B O N U S

First time in a magazine— here is the book that shocked three million readers . . . the 

true, no-punches-pulled diary of a French woman soldier that tells of 100 young girls 

thrown intimately together. In particular, it’s the story of the girl Ursula, who knew too

little of love, and the girl Claude, who knew too much . . .

by TERESKA TORRES

When the war began, I was in my last 
year of school at the convent of St. Cele- 
stine. I was seventeen and unobtrusive, 

though not really plain. I had never even gone 
out with a boy. I had been raised in the warm 
family seclusion that is characteristic of respect
able French families. My mother’s parents lived 
with us in our small house near Orleans.

My father was a sculptor, and most of the 
friends of our family were, I suppose, middle- 
class people—university professors, some minor

government officials, writers, and other artists. 
I was an only child, and was therefore ambi
tious to become the mother of a large brood.

Then the war was upon us. Papa enlisted. 
During the long winter of the “phony war” we 
felt secure. Then the war began in earnest. Papa 
was at the front, and we were sure France would 
win.

When the Germans reached Liege, Mother said 
we would have to leave Paris. I said she was out 
of her mind. I said the Germans would never get



WOMEN'S BARRACKS. . .

as close to Paris as they did in the last war. A 
week later the Germans were at the Meuse, and 
my mother and my grandparents insisted that 
we should prepare to leave.

And so one day in May I took off the navy- 
blue uniform dress of my convent school, and 
with my mother and my grandparents I left Paris. 
We were in danger, my mother said, because of 
our origins—her parents, who had come from 
Poland, were Jewish.

We had heard nothing from my father for 
several weeks. Then there was the news of the 
disaster at Dunkirk. Perhaps my father was there, 
helping the English.

Everyone was leaving Paris. We went to St. 
Jean de Luz, where we stayed with my father’s 
cousins.

I was sent back to my studies, to prepare for 
my graduation examination, which I should have 
taken that year in Paris. I passed it at last, at



When the mocking laughter o f the other girls shook little Ursula, it was the beautiful sophisticated blonde who comforted her

Bayonne, and was qualified to enter college. 
The day of my graduation was the day when 
France signed her armistice of defeat.

I was only a girl, scarcely out of my childhood; 
I didn’t understand what was happening at all, 
but I was shocked beyond comprehension. We 
had been promised victory, and we were being 
handed defeat. There was still no news of my 
father. My mother wept all day long. And the 
Germans were coming, everybody said, even to the

south. But nobody knew when they’d reach us.
It was on one of those days that I met one of 

my mother’s friends in the street, and she talked 
to me about General de Gaulle and his proclam
ation from London, asking for volunteers for 
his Free French army. In that moment it became 
clear to me that the one possible answer to the 
chaos in which we had been plunged was De 
Gaulle.

It was then that I began to beg my mother to



WOMEN'S BA RRA CKS... T hat morning, Ursula saw she’ d made herself

leave. Day and night I insisted that we had to leave 
France. Our lives, and the lives of her parents, were 
in danger. And slowly she began to be persuaded.

On the twenty-fifth of June, 1940, I went with my 
mother to Biarritz, where there was a Portuguese con
sulate. We applied for visas for ourselves and my 
grandparents, and we were among the very last to re
ceive them.

At Figueira da Foz, in Portugal, we found ourselves 
in a luxurious vacation center with the elite of France 
and Belgium.

It was there in Figueira da Foz that we received our 
first news of my father. Some French officers arrived 
and informed us that my father’s division had escaped 
across the Channel.

We were overjoyed and frightened at the same time. 
There was a good chance that Father had escaped 
from France, but was he safe and well? Had he actu
ally arrived in England at all? Nobody knew.

Mother could not leave her aged parents to go to 
England and search for Father, but I could. A British 
ship was taking volunteers for De Gaulle’s forces, and 
place was found for me aboard.

After I reached London it took me only a few 
days to find an army comrade of my father’s, and to 
learn that my father had been taken prisoner. He 
was to remain in prison throughout the war.

The Free French Forces had just announced that 
they would recruit women. Here was the very oppor
tunity I had hoped for. I had arrived at the op
portune moment, and presented myself on the first 
day of female recruiting. There, in the large barren 
hall, I felt that I would at last be transformed from 
a schoolgirl to a woman with a purpose.

A few score women were already on hand.
In the end, there were to be some five-hundred of 

us in this service during the war, and more than as 
many again in an ambulance and nursing corps that 
was formed later for service in France. Our own group 
was like the WACS or the ATS. We were to replace 
men in all sorts of jobs, so that they might be released 
for combat.

From that first day, we were to be united by one act 
—our act of volunteering. All of us, workers, students, 
servants, divorcees, secretaries, the younger and the 
older, volunteered with the sincere hope of giving 
ourselves to France—the France beloved of every 
Frenchwoman, the France for whom every one of us 
was certainly ready, on that first day in the recruiting 
station, to die.

From the recruiting desk I passed into a huge, cold, 
gloomy room where a dozen young women stood 
shivering, naked, waiting their turns for the medical 
examination. The first one with whom I became ac
quainted was Mickey, for, with her easy, impulsive 
way, she was never slow to greet a stranger. A rather 
tall girl, with the gawkiness of a figure just out of 
adolescence, she commented freely and laughingly 
as she looked about, finding something extremely droll 
in the military air that we all tried to assume. As she 
watched the physician, hurried and coarse, examining

the teeth and eyes of the girls while keeping up a 
stream of questionable pleasantries, Mickey remarked 
that it was funny to be getting acquainted with the 
bodies of our future comrades before we even knew 
their names.

Mickey said she had just escaped from France, 
where she had been spending her summer holiday 
with her aunt and uncle. Mickey’s parents were in 
Scotland, where her father taught French in a small 
college.

Hers was a slim, boyish, somewhat gawky figure 
in perfect modern style, marred only by a few pimples 
on her shoulders, a temporary blemish.

“What you need is to make love. That'll get rid 
of those pimples for you,” said a slightly older woman, 
winking at Mickey confidentially.

Mickey laughed, almost as though the whole thing 
were agreed upon; after all, she was eighteen, and the 
day was coming when she would “make love.”

In a corner a little girl awaited her turn, seated 
on a chair. She had pulled up her slender legs and 
hugged them close, so that all one could see of her was 
her head of glossy chestnut hair, cut in a page-boy 
bob, falling straight and thick on both sides of her 
face. Her legs hid her body, while her forehead rested 
on her narrow, boyish knees. Trembling with cold, she 
hugged her legs closer to her body. The older woman’s 
advice to Mickey and the coarseness of the woman’s 
laughter seemed to strike the little girl, for she reacted 
as from a muddy-handed slap. This was Ursula.

I noticed her then, noticed how her frail body con
tracted at the crude words. Instinctively she passed her 
fingers over her face, and she turned her head away a 
trifle. Later, when I came to know her well, Ursula 
told me that this had somehow been a terrible mo
ment for her; not that what was said was in itself so 
coarse, but because she had never before completely 
undressed in front of others and because the ease, the 
very naturalness of the remark and the assumption 
that went with it, not only for Mickey but for all 
of us, gave her her first shock of reality, her first 
sense of what our coming life might be like. At that 
moment, she later told me, she felt as though a kind 
of dirtiness had entered her, and was sliding down 
her throat.

I wasn’t the only one who noticed her revulsion, 
for a silken-looking young lady standing beside Ursula 
said, “I hate vulgarity, don’t you? My name is Jac
queline. I'm from Grenoble? And you?”

Ursula told her name and said that she was from 
Paris.

“You’re cold,” Jacqueline said. “Take my coat. How 
old are you?”

Ursula seemed to hesitate. When we became friends 
she confessed that she was wondering, then, whether 
to reply with her official age, eighteen, or with her real 
age—just short of sixteen! She hesitated, for Ursula 
never learned how to lie quickly, and she ended by 
saying that she was seventeen. That seemed an honest 
compromise to little Ursula.

"You look fourteen,” Jacqueline declared, with her
18



outcast in the eyes of her comrades in the “ Virgins’ R o o m ”

patronizing knowingness that was to become so famil
iar to us. “You still look like a baby, really. Listen, 
I ’ll help you out. I ’ll get us assigned to the same 
dormitory."

Ursula thanked her. And yet, despite her frail and 
childlike air, she was, as we were to learn, quite a 
determined little person, used to living alone and 
managing for herself. Her parents were divorced, and 
she had been raised in a variety of schools and by 
servants, by cousins, by nurses, in the course of travel 
from place to place. Indeed, she showed some embar
rassment at the sudden possessiveness with which Jac
queline, aristocratic even in her nudity, had taken 
charge of her, and she politely refused the coat Jac
queline had offered.

A door opened and a woman in uniform entered.
“All those who have completed their examinations 

come and get uniforms,” she shouted.
The corporal behind the table took our measures at 

a glance. “Sizes medium and large.” She tossed each 
of us a jacket and a skirt of rough hard wool, two 
khaki shirts, two neckties, a pair of stockings, a rose- 
colored brassiere, a linen undershirt, a pair of knee- 
length khaki jersey panties, and shoes.

We all began to dress, emitting little cries, laughing. 
We tried to knot our ties, to button skirts that were too 
large and jackets that were too small.

The only one who seemed to know how to knot 
her tie properly was a strapping large girl with a boy
ish haircut, who looked immediately natural and in 
her place in uniform. When she had finished dressing 
she glanced around the room and called out to the 
corporal, “Do you want me to help you?” She had a 
heavy, almost masculine voice contrasted with her ex
pression, which was a little oppressive, and predomin
antly sad.

The corporal accepted her help, and I think that 
several of us noted, mentally, that the large calm girl 
with her air of self-possession and an ability to com
mand would make good officer material.

“What’s your name?” the corporal asked.
“Ann,” the other replied in her deep voice, and 

the light feminine name seemed unsuited to her.
Ursula was among the girls before the counter. Ann 

handed her a uniform, and then helped her to dress 
and to knot her tie. She had a friendly, easy way of 
being helpful—like a big brother.

The corporal shouted, “Form ranks in pairs, and 
try to march in step if you can. Forward march!”

A few passers-by turned to look at us. I wondered 
whether they could possibly realize how much that 
march meant to us. We were literally marching into 
a completely new life.

The silken Jacqueline, noisy Mickey, and Little Ur
sula where in my dormitory, and from the first we were 
somehow drawn together. The reason came out, per
haps when a young woman with a large full mouth and 
an absolutely round face approached our little group, 
and standing facing us asked, without any prelimi
naries, whether we were virgins.

Mickey began to laugh. Jacqueline assumed a haugh-

Strangely, Ursula liked being lifted in Philippe’s 
arms. She thought, so this is how it is with a man

ty, offended air. Ursula simply blushed and said yes. On 
the instant, our dormitory was baptized “The Virgins’ 
Room”—though the young woman who had asked the 
question could obviously not be included in that cate
gory. Her name was Ginette, and she informed us that 
she was a salesgirl and a divorcee. She undressed, 
promenading naked among the cots, and declared to 
Jacqueline, “You know, the best thing about my face 
is my legs.”

In general, Ursula didn’t know how to make con
versation. This was probably due to the queer child
hood she had had. Little Ursula, as we came to know, 
worshiped France with all her soul, because she had 
nothing else to worship.

"When I am grown up,” she would say, and then 
suddenly she would realize that she was already grown
up, that she was nearly sixteen and she was a soldier. 
And she would look terrified.

One day we were assigned to house cleaning.
Toward evening, a truck unloaded straw for mat

tresses—and also a batch of five new recruits, who were 
immediately sent off to peel vegetables in the kitchen. 
Ursula and I had just finished cleaning the three 
bathrooms. She had been chattering rather easily most 
of the day, and I had begun to feel that I understood 
this frail girl, who nevertheless was streaked through 
with decided, even passionate elements of character.

As we came out on the stairway we noticed one 
of the newcomers crossing the hall, laden with a huge 
pile of straw. It was a lady. A lady such as one saw 
in films. At first glance, the lady appeared fairly young 
—thirty or thirty-two. But on closer scrutiny one saw 
that she was somewhat older.

Ursula Stood Still ( Continued on page 43)
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LT. TUNNADINE'S
O ne o f his engines was gone, his co-pilot’ s

It is a peaceful, ordinary flight.
The big Hastings transport of the RAF 

drones on, like a stupid bird, through the 
star-speckled African night.

Below the plane, 8500 feet down, the Libyan desert 
glows silver-white as the moon bounces off its silent 
surface.

It is a peaceful, ordinary flight.
The passengers are so comfortable, so unconcerned, 

they begin to doze off in the cabin. One by one they 
fall asleep. Even the co-pilot yawns and stretches.

“You better get some sleep, Bennett,” the pilot says. 
“You’ll be flying the next stage after Castel Benito.”

“Right, Skipper,” says Flight-Lt. Bennett. He doffs 
his headgear, stands up, balances his way back to the 
wardroom, stretches out on the rest-bed. The throb
bing lullaby of four powerful motors, smoothly purr
ing, soon puts him to sleep.

It is a peaceful, ordinary flight. Except for one 
thing:

A shadow of a doubt.
The officer sitting in the passenger cabin was a 

Hastings pilot himself, though from a different squad
ron. Now he was just a passenger. Flying the plane 
wasn’t his business. Yet he was aware of a persistent, 
annoying vibration. It was very slight, but it still 
bothered him. Minutes went by and the vibration 
continued. Whatever it was the crew hadn’t noticed 
it. When the air quartermaster came through the 
cabin the officer waved him over.

“I say—do you hear that? Sounds like one of the 
engines has become de-synchronized.”

The sergeant cocked his head and listened. “Now 
that you mention it, sir, think I do. I’ll check up 
forward.”

The air quartermaster poked his head into the 
flight engineer’s cubbyhole. Sgt. Johns was slumped 
in his seat, reading a ragged copy of P u n ch  by the in
strument panel light. He looked up.

"Complaint from the first-class compartment,” the 
air quartermaster said. “Feeling vibration. Think one 
of the engines is de-synched.”

“Can’t hear a thing,” Sgt. Johns said and swept his 
glance across the rev counters. “And every engine is 
right on. Too many cooks, that’s what it is.”

The air quartermaster nodded his solemn agree
ment. Twenty-four of their 27 passengers this flight 
were Hastings crew members like themselves. The 
two sergeants couldn’t be blamed for thinking the 
vibration was imaginary.



FOUR-MOTORED COFFIN
arm was to m  o ff and the wind whistled through the plane like a banshee

by HARRY HARRISON

The air quartermaster started back to the passenger 
cabin; there was a loud explosion in the crew com
partment. The plane shuddered and rocked as if it 
had been hit by a shell. “What the hell was that?” he 
shouted, and dived towards the door.

It was exactly 8:45 p . m . ,  December 20, 1950. Hast
ings TG574 had reached its appointment with destiny.

There was a sharp smell of smoke in the wardroom, 
though it was quickly driven away by the cold air 
whistling in through a ragged hole in the fuselage. 
Bennett, the co-pilot, was lying on the floor under a 
pile of wreckage. The sergeant rushed over to him.

“Are you badly hurt, sir?”
Bennett was deathly white and his voice barely 

audible over the sound of the engines.
“I ’m afraid . . .  so, sergeant . . . my right arm has 

gone. . . ."
The tough RAF sergeant pulled away some of the 

wreckage and went pale himself. Bennett’s arm looked 
like it had been fed into a bandsaw. There was noth
ing the sergeant could do for him.

“There’s a doctor in the cabin, sir. I ’ll fetch him.”
After getting the doctor, the air quartermaster re

ported to the pilot, but could only give it part of his 
attention. He had other things to worry about—like 
how to fly a ship that had no controls.

At the instant of the explosion the wheel had gone 
limp in his hands. The ship also began to lose height, 
turning to the left. Tunnadine dragged back on the 
control column. Nothing happened. He couldn’t re
turn the plane to course either, the rudder wouldn’t 
respond. There was sweat on his forehead in the cool 
cabin.

He spared a quick glance to the right. Both star
board engines looked fine. Then to the left.

The inboard port engine was gone. In its place was 
a gaping, twisted hole in the wing.

At 8:45 Graham Tunnadine had been flying a 
smooth-running plane. At 8:46 one engine had van
ished into nowhere and his controls weren’t operating. 
His plane was spiraling down toward the ground a 
mile and a half below. It was the kind of spot that 
every pilot has nightmares about. This was no night
mare. It had really happened.

There were only seconds to think as the controlless 
plane dived down to the silver sand of the desert. 
There were 33 people aboard—and Hastings aircraft 
do not carry parachutes.

Tunnadine had no idea what had happened, had 
no time to even care ( Continued on page 66)

Hastings TC574 came in without being able to see runway, hit 
600 yards short, bounced and slid rest o f the way on its back

Aftermath o f crash was installation o f  back-facing seats in 
all British planes; value was proven at Tunnadine disaster



EPIC OF THE CENTURY: ONE MAN'S 150-DAY FROZEN SURVIVAL

‘YOU’LL NEVER TAKE M E... 
I’LL CUT MYSELF APART’

Erkki T uppela swore that neither the

Erkki Tuppela crouched panting in the snow 
behind an ice-encrusted log and listened, rifle 
ready. Frost rimmed his beard, spangled his 

fur cap, parka and faded blue jeans. He spat to re
lieve the dryness in his mouth from the long run. 
The spittle froze and crackled in mid-air. M u st be  
50  b elow  already, he thought. G o t to  w atch  ou t fo r  
skin  ice  on  th e river . G e t  w et in th is co ld  an d  I'm

wolves nor the 3 0  bounty hunters would  

get him— even if it meant tearing 

o ff his own flesh and bone

by PETER MONATH

d o n e  for .
Tuppela had hurtled 20 lung-bursting miles across 

the frozen tundra of Alaska that October night in 
1900, swindled of his Nome gold mine and forced 
to flee from his red-haired girl, Myrtle. Now he bulked 
his oaken frame low in the snow of the gray Arctic 
night and listened to the approaching dog sleds and 
the shouts of Alexander McKenzie’s bounty hunters, 
mushing and gee-ing implacably toward him. There 
were 30 of them paid in stolen gold to kill the honest, 
sandy-haired giant who had defied a ring of 
thieves controlling boomtown Nome.

Beating his huge mittened hands against his 
to ward off the piercing cold, Tuppela shouldered 
pack, heaved up again, and, lumbered through 
dawn until he reached the frozen-over T  
River. There he hesitated; his blue eyes roamed over 
the snow blanketed river. In places the drifts covered

continued on p ag e  24
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He stood there on the tundra with a piece of wolf-bone in his hand, a weakened, bled, flesh-torn

YOU'LL NEVER TAKE M E...
only a thin layer of ice, through which tie might 
stumble. He was studying the river for signs of such 
traps when the first shot from the bounty hunters 
whined overhead. He’d been spotted; he had no choice 
but to cross.

Midway over the Tonnowan it happened. His left 
foot suddenly crashed through an air hole in the ice 
and he slammed face downward, dropping his pack 
and rifle, his foot wedged tight in the air hole, cut 
by the ice and instantly numbed by the frigid currents.

Cursing, he hurriedly dug his sheath knife into the 
ice for leverage, strained his way free of the trap, and 
reached for his pack and rifle.

The rifle was gone. It had slid through the air hole 
into the river. He was weaponless. All he could do 
now was run and pray that circulation would return 
to his frozen leg.

Zig-zagging to the far shore of the river, Tuppela 
tore through the brambles of the river bank and 
surged on mile after mile until his pursuers were lost 
in the vast, white reaches behind him. Then he made 
a fire and stripped off his left moccasin and sock.

His toes were black. The cut oozed green. The 
foot was hard to the ankle. Where he touched it with 
his knife it bled but he felt nothing. Gangrene. He 
would have to cut off his lower left leg or die.

Quickly Tuppela tied his belt around his thigh for 
a tourniquet, then made an arc-like cut around the 
knee ana peeled back the skin to expose the joint. 
Shuddering and gasping he sheared through the upper 
tendons and cartilages, then, convulsed with pain, 
sawed through the nerve centers and femoral artery.

A niagara of blood gushed to the snow. Moaning, 
Tuppela staunched the blood with moss and braced 
himself for the last torture. With a burning piece of 
wood he seared shut the veins in the live flesh of 
the stump. Then he collapsed into a feverish reverie 
through which swam the jackal face of Alexander 
McKenzie, who’d robbed him of his mine, a dream 
which became the sparkling eyes of Myrtle, the ging
ham girl with the swing to her walk, . . . Myrtle, his 
mine, McKenzie . . . McKenzie. . . .

Erkki Tuppela and Alexander McKenzie came to 
Alaska for the same thing: gold. Tuppela came to dig 
for it. McKenzie came to carry it oft in a bundle of 
red tape. Their meeting, and subsequent battle, is an 
epic tale of skulduggery and endurance.

In 1897 newspapers headlines the world over 
screamed “ t o n s  o f  g o l d  in  f a b u l o u s  Kl o n d ik e ,”  and 
tens of thousands of men stampeded to the Yukon, 
among them 28-year-old Erkki Tuppela. In his ’teens 
Tuppela had left his peaceful farm in Finland to ad
venture on the oceans, and now he left the sea to make 
his fortune in gold. He headed for Nome, where the 
Alaskan nuggets glittered brightest.

Alexander McKenzie was not a stampeder. He was 
a politician, whose influence extended as far as the

White House. The story was, he could grab anything.
All through 1898 and 1899 Tuppela labored at his 

Nome mine, while McKenzie lobbied in Washington. 
Piously, McKenzie presented evidence of claim dis
putes in the Nome area; he suggested a district judge 
be appointed to serve Nome’s citizens. At last he 
maneuvered a bill through Congress calling for a dis
trict judge of Nome empowered to throw into receiver
ship any legally doubtful claim. And the judge could 
choose his own receiver and the receiver could choose 
his own prosecuting attorney.

The judge was McKenzie’s dear friend, Arthur 
Noyes. Just the man for McKenzie, since Noyes’ in
frequent attacks of ethics could always be soothed 
by applications of whiskey. Joseph Wood, a political 
hack who’d never dare scramble a big butter-and-egg 
man, was picked as district attorney.

It was the sweetest piece of legal thievery Washing
ton had ever seen, as open and above board as a coffin. 
And the Nome Claim Steal, as students of grand'lar
ceny have come to call it, might have succeeded, too, 
except for the indestructability of Erkki Tuppela.

McKenzie, Noyes, and Wood arrived in Nome in 
July of 1900. Noyes’ gavel banged mines into receiver
ship with sharklike speed, Wood and his bully boys 
worked ’round the clock seizing claims, and McKenzie 
sat and received, and received, and received, until his 
sack of stolen gold swelled to gargantuan proportions.

Erkki Tuppela heard but little of this sophisticated 
brigandage. His holdings were not in Nome proper 
but about ten miles outside. From dawn to dark he 
sweated at his sluice box and shovel, and panned 
enough gold to convince him he’d soon strike a bon
anza vein. At night he sat in his cabin by the stove 
and thought of Myrtle, who filled him with a warmth 
greater than he’d ever known.

Myrtle was a puzzle to this fierce faced, kindly giant, 
who looked like 220 pounds of concrete poured into 
six foot three inches of human frame. Tuppela re
membered her at the last church dance, her long red 
hair splashing on creamy shoulders as she swung, wasp- 
waisted, merry and light of foot, through the waltzes 
and one-steps. Myrtle was unaffected by the cold, 
primitive life which coarsened most of the Nome 
women. It seemed to invigorate her until her and her 
gentle eyes took on a happy sparkle. The spring of 
her young breasts teased and taunted his slowness, yet 
left no doubt that her front door was impassable. 
Myrtle and the mine. First he’d strike it big, then, 
maybe. . . .

Well, tomorrow he’d see her. Tuppela was short of 
supplies and Myrtle clerked in Nome’s general store. 
And while he was in town he’d look into the wild 
stories about crooks and stolen mines.

Tuppela found Nome confused and bewildered that 
October day in 1900. Instead of boasting of their sum
mer strikes and preparing for the winter freeze-up, the 
miners did little but weep tales of mines seized by law, 
of gold dust confiscated by law, of being shot-gunned 
off their property.

“You’re on the list, Squarehead,” Tuppela’s friend
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man against 1000 pounds of starving bear

Red Duggan said. “They’ll get you, too,” he warned.
But Tuppela scoffed. “I no worry,” he told Red. 

“This America. Got justice here. Them crooks can’t1 
do nothing.”

Tuppela bought his supplies and talked to Myrtle. 
Miners packed the general store and she flirted with 
every one of them, but all the while her attention was 
fixed on Tuppela. Her black eyes snapped with in
dignation as she told him of McKenzie’s machina
tions, and for a moment her full, red lips gentled with 
worry for Tuppela. She’s so tiny, he thought. He as
sured her no one would take his mine, and set off for 
his diggings.

A hundred feet from his shack he rounded a bend 
in the trail and stopped. A stranger stood in the cabin 
doorway, rifle in hand. More men were moving about 
inside the shack.

“Hey, you fellas,” Tuppela called out. A rifle bullet 
screamed over his head in reply and he dropped flat 
to the ground behind a boulder.

“Tuppela,” one of the men shouted. “You, Tuppela, 
we’re deputies. The law’s taken over your cabin an’ 
mine an’ property an’ dust. Some says your claim lines 
ain’t straight, an’ the law’s gonna hold onto what you 
got ’till its all fixed up.”

Rage seized Tuppela. Red had been right, and 
Myrtle, too. He was being robbed, by law, of all he 
had sweated for.

Tuppela leaned carefully around the boulder and 
shot the talkative deputy through the right eye. A hail 
of answering fire came from the cabin. Bullets whined 
and wailed around him and chewed at the boulder in 
front ot him.

Tuppela waited until the fusilade slowed, then 
leaned around the boulder and blew off the top of a 
deputy’s head as he leaned out a window, and shot 
another deputy through the shoulder. Then he ran. 
He intended to pick up a pack at Myrtle’s cabin, then 
head for Dawson or Fairbanks.

“Hide here,” she begged, after hearing the story.
“Them fellas ain’t dumb,” he told her. "They look 

here. You better fix me pack.”
Quickly she put together everything she had that 

he might need.
“What’s that in the corner?” he asked.
“Dynamite and caps. The surveyors are supposed 

to pick it up tomorrow.”
“I take it," he saî , grimly. “I know where to use.”
In his gilt and gilded Nome office McKenzie’s eyes 

turned colder than a stacked deck when he heard 
Tuppela had refused to be pirated peacefully; he sent 
for the district attorney. Word had already spread 
through Nome that McKenzie had been defied, and 
some of the victimized miners were muttering threats 
of violence.

“Wood,” McKenzie told the prosecutor, “This lousy 
Finn has to be stopped fast. Get some men out to hold 
his claim and send me your toughest man.”

Wood sent Jim Jackson, a journeyman thug from 
the San Francisco water front.

“Raise your right hand,” McKenzie ordered.

“ Hide here,”  the girl begged him. Tuppela said, “No. 
Those bounty hunters aren’t so dumb. Fix me my pack”

“Now you’re deputy sheriff,” McKenzie said. “You 
know that bastard Tuppela?”

Jackson nodded.
“Get him,” McKenzie said. “Get him for $1500.”
“Dead or alive?” Jackson asked.
“Dead or alive or in pieces,” McKenzie answered.
Tuppela returned to his cabin and found it swarm

ing with nine deputies. Too many for one man and a 
rifle. But not too many for one man and a load of 
dynamite.

Tuppela waited until dark, then crept from cover 
and snaked 200 yards to the cabin on his stomach, his 
head and body low.

Carefully he edged under the cabin. A poker game 
was in full swing overhead; the jugs were being passed 
around.

Tuppela planted the dynamite, primed and fused 
it, crawled back to cover, lit the fuse and blew four 
McKenzie men to bloody damnation.

Jackson and a posse of 30 bounty hunters were on 
Tuppela’s trail within an hour but they couldn’t spot 
him until dawn, at the Tonnowan River, where they 
fired on him, although he was already out of range. 
The posse watched Tuppela start across the Ton
nowan and prepared to cross after him. Then they 
saw the disaster.

“Dumb Finn fell through the ice,” Jackson shouted 
to his posse. "That’ll do him in better than we could.”

“We’ll make camp and wait,” Jackson announced. 
“By tomorrow he’ll be dead, or as good as dead.” 
Touch the Arctic waters in sub-zero temperature and 
escape is impossible.

In the morning Tuppela awoke. The bleeding had 
stopped but his stump was a fury of pain which 
flamed'up through his body, blasting to the base of 
his skull. I  ca n ’ t. ru n , he thought. N o  u se ev en  tryin g  
f o r  D a w son . I ’v e  g o t  to  w in ter -in  o u t  h ere . He cut a 
tree limb for a crutch ( Continued on page 73)
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Two 17-year-old lads on a street corner in Sally Todd’s 
native Phoenix, Arizona, spoke for a generation when 
they summed up Sally’s charms in one word: “Madsville.” 
The older viewer, who sees her from time to time modeling 
leotards or acting in such movies as M a m ie  S tover, 
might not put it just that way. It’s certain that, if 
he has ever observed Miss Todd’s supple 56-20-36 figure 
outside these pages, he’d have one of two reactions . . .
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S W E E T S V IL L E  . . .

. . . If the male observer is of the enthusiastic, 
outgoing sort, he’d leap in the air, toss up 
his fedora and shout “Huzza!” at the pros
pect of Sally’s appearance in a new, untitled 
film. Or, if he’s of a quieter temperament, 
he’d pull on his pipe and—borrowing 
from the teenage set—murmur softly to him
self, “Sweetsville. Like, wow.”
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YANK SPY and the MISTRESS

Thomas Aaron Beeler re
ceived a telegram in his 
little bookstore in North 

Beach, San Francisco- It was April 
20, 1958. “Have been attempting 
to locate you for seven years. Pa
ternal grandfather Beeler’s home, 
vicinity Douglas Woods, Mass., 
now your possession. Please advise 
intentions.”

The next day Mr. Beeler was 
flying to New York, and by April 
23 he had seen the lawyers and 
was at the colonial mansion in 
Massachusetts. He spent one day 
there rummaging about, then 
locked the house up, gave orders 
for its sale, taking with him only an old book he 
found in the attic and which he intended to read 
on the plane back to San Francisco.

"R e m in is c e n c e  o f  A a ro n  B e e le r , P r iv a te , G ran d  
A rm y  o f  th e  R e p u b lic . . . He turned a few 
pages. "/ h a ve n e v e r  f e l t  su ch  co ld  in  m y  life. 
I t  has p e n e tr a ted  th e v ery  m a rrow  o f  m y b o n e s ."  
And a few more pages: . .  T h e  m o m en t I  sp ied
h er, I  k n ew  that a w om a n  o f  su ch  b ea u ty  w o u ld  b e  
u se fu l ."  He continued reading. " H o w  m any tim es  
/ h ave reg r e tted  th a t u n fo r tu n a te  h a p p en in g . . . .”

Winter, 1862, was a time of discontent. And 
the small, seven man unit was even more discon
tented than usual. They had been separated from 
their main forces by a surprise attack led by Col. 
John Mosby, the Gray Ghost of the Confederacy. 
The seven men were adrift in the snow of Virginia, 
near Upperville. Each had only his rifle, his clothes, 
and a pistol. Sgt. Norris Twoford, in addition, 
had a big bay gelding.

The men sat huddled around a campfire finishing 
the last of the single chicken they had managed to 
steal from a farmyard about six miles away. "What 
are we going to do now, Sergeant?” asked Aaron 
Beeler.

“We’re stuck here, Beeler,” he answered. “I have 
no idea how far we are from our forces, nor what 
condition they are in. We’ll have to make our way 
back as best we can.”

“Sir,” young Beeler spoke again. "Why don’t we 
stay right here? We know we’re behind Reb lines 
and we can live off the land. We would do more
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The gimp-legged ghost 

asked for a place to bed

down— first she made

him meet her friends:

a pair of hungry hounds

good hitting at the Rebs from behind, and if we 
could move fast enough, they’d never know who 
we were.”

The sergeant stood for a moment looking into 
fire, then glanced at the other men seated around 
him. “We co u ld  be effective,” he muttered. “What 
do you men think?”

Emrich Teague, a tall, bearded soldier in a dirty 
uniform, spat into the fire. "We could probably 
get rich while we’re at it,” he said. He turned to 
Jim Pike sitting next to him. Both were from 
southern Massachusetts. "Pike and me, we’ll go 
along with the idea.” He chuckled. “We’ll steal 
these Rebs blind.”

A small, wiry man, Will Thirton, sitting on the 
other side of the fire, snickered loudly. “I ’m in,” 
he said. “Mebbe we’ll find some of them southern 
women we’ve been hearin’ so much about.” Two
ford looked at the remaing men, privates Robert 
Brown and John Howell. “We’re with you, Ser
geant,” they said, almost in chorus.

“Good,” Twoford said, "but remember, this will 
be dangerous, and Teague, you ought to know this. 
This is not going to be an expedition to steal from 
the common people around here. We’re in this as 
soldiers, and you’re to behave as soldiers.”

“I don’t think you’re in any position to tell us 
how to behave, Twoford,” said Teague. He spat 
into the fire again. “There are six of us, and just 
one of you. So I think we’ll just go ahead and 
do as we please.”

“Correction, Teague,” broke in Beeler. “There
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are three of you and four of us. So be careful.” 
“We’ll talk about it in the morning when we’ve 

gotten some sleep,” said Twoford. “Teague, you 
and Pike take the first watch. Two hours. Then 
wake Beeler and myself. We’ll take the second, and 
Howell and Brown, the third.”

The men rolled themselves in their blankets. 
Sleep didn’t come to Beeler. He lay on his side, eyes 
open, looking into the fading campfire, feeling the 
pangs of hunger growling in his stomach. He 
watched Teague and Pike huddled together, whis
pering. He saw Pike stand up, walk to the wiry 
man whohad thrown in with Teague and shake 
him awake. “Thirton,” Pike said. “Thirton, wake 
up, me and Em want to talk to you.”

The man sat up, shook his head, then rose and 
walked to the fire, pausing only to pick up his 
rifle from the ground next to his blanket roll. The 
three men sat talking. Thirton’s snicker floated 
over the small campsite. Then, Teague’s voice: “All 
right, that’s how we’ll do it.”

Beeler reached over to the sergeant, shook his 
shoulder until the man roused himself from a 
weary sleep. Beeler put his lips next to Twoford’s 
ear. "I think something’s up, I don’t like the way 
Teague’s acting.”

At that moment Teague turned around, facing 
the four men still lying on the ground. “Every
body up,” he bellowed. “Wake up.” He had his 
pistol in his hand. When the men had shuffled into 
wakefulness he spoke again. “I ’m taking over this 
little operation,” he chuckled, “and them as don’t

like it—well, it’s just too bad.” He waved the gun.
“Put down that pistol, Teague, you’re under 

arrest. This is mutiny, and I don’t intend—” The 
sergeant’s words were stopped with shocking 
abruptness as the pistol in Teague’s hand bucked 
twice and Twoford’s face disappeared in a mass 
of red muscle and bone. He kicked over backward, 
rolled once and lay still.

In the momentary confusion, Beeler pulled his 
gun from its holster and fired once at the three 
men who had now fallen back out of the ring of 
light from the campfire. Beeler, Howell and Brown 
also pulled back and fell in the snow, facing the 
glowing coals. From the shadows opposite them 
came Teague’s voice. “You’d better give up to us, 
boys.- You haven’t got a chance.”

Beeler fired at the voice. Teague’s mocking laugh 
floated back to him. In a moment he spoke again. 
“Get the bay, Thirton, and load him up,” Then 
he fired in the direction of the crouching men. The 
bullet dug into the hard snow about five yards in 
front of Beeler’s face.

Now a fusilade of shots started, coming from 
both sides of the fire, but amazingly, no one cried 
out, no one slumped to the ground. Then gradually 
the thunder died away, and Beeler heard the thud 
of the gelding’s hoofs as it was led away by the 
three men. With a shocking flash of realization, 
Beeler knew that Howell, Brown and himself were 
left in the field, with only their blankets, guns and 
clothes. The horse and other supplies, including 
extra ammunition and powder had gone with the 
renegades.

Enraged he rose to his feet and flung a shot 
into the dark. And like a branding iron tearing 
his flesh he felt the answer in his own thigh. 
Teague’s final shot of defiance hit, and Beeler 
collapsed, clutching his left leg in pain.

“ J oh n  an d  R o b e r t ,  d ev o ted  fr ien d s  that they  
w ere , ca rried  m e  back  to  th e  fire , an d  th e r e , lik e  
su rg eon s , w h ile  I  b it on  a stick  o f  w o o d , they e x 
tra cted  th e  ball fro m  th e  fleshy p a rt o f  m y th igh.
I  r e m e m b e r  n o th in g  else  f o r  th a t w h o le  n igh t.

“ F o r  s ix  days w e liv ed  in th e  m idst o f  h ostile  
terr ito ry , su rrou n d ed  by h o s tile .in d iv id u a ls , w h ile  
m y w o u n d  h ea led , o r  so  w e  th o u g h t, f o r  on  th e six th  
day, th e  w ou n d  r eo p e n e d , and  m u ch  puss and  fou l-  
sm ellin g  m a teria l cascaded  fo r th , lea v in g  m e in a 
g rea tly  w ea k en ed  ( Continued on page 62) '
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J TUPPER’S

roommates— didn’t you 
read the fine print when you accepted the 

scholarship?”

Cartoonist Bob Tupper has 

found a way to stay calm through 

all the storms o f life. “ Instead 

of getting mad at myself or 

someone else, I let off steam 

by doing a cartoon.”
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TANTRUMS r

“ If you really loved me you wouldn’t use a 
parachute.”

‘ / *

“ I wouldn’t give up this experience o f working my 
way through college for anything.”

“ Oh, oh— looks like we’re in for trouble on 
this planet!”

'
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TODAY, SLIT-EYE DEVILS 
COME TO 
WAHINE ISLE

Lt. Sam Buclcman

It was a true paradise, 

complete with a lovely 

naked girl named Raina. 

Then the strange ones

by BEN FORD

came, wearing guns and 

talking of black treasure

T h e salt water made his dry mouth burn like 
an open wound. Great toppling waves beat 
down on his body and tossed the small yellow 

survival raft about as if  it were a toy. For eight days 
—though it seemed like eight weeks—Lt. Sam Buck- 
man, USAF, had been drifting on the green endless 
edge of death, the sea always seeming to swell in over 
his body, pounding its way through his flesh. His eyes 
stung and his mouth ached to scream with the thirst 
that, even now, had made his tongue thick. He re
membered all he had ever heard o f the way men drift
ing this way died choking on their own tongues. The 
sea was a devil. There was no end to it.

And then there was an end. H e blinked his eyes, 
trying to focus against the sun’s raw glare. Absently 
he reached to his breast, touched the fat lifebelt. He 
grinned slowly. That would save him. Sweet Mae 
West, he said to himself as the blurred dark blotch 
ahead o f him became sharp lines and then tops of 
palms, hanging lazily like wind-shattered umbrellas, 
and white beach reaching back to dense green foliage.

It was an island. Lt. Sam Buckman grinned when 
he realized it and then the grin softened into an easy 
kind of laughter. An island! He was safe. Tears rolled 
down his bearded cheeks.

T he raft rose and fell o r  the waves that brought it 
closer and closer to the island. He held on, with all 
his strength, to the sides of the raft. He was exhausted. 
Hunger had hollowed out deep places in him and 
thirst had the dead taste o f  fire in his mouth.

Sam Buckman held on, and he waited, and he 
prayed. He felt the raft twisting first one way, then 
the next. He sensed the rise to another wave crest and 
then the swift descent like falling on a roller-coaster. 
T he wet sand washed over him and then the raft hit 
the beach, stopped, turned and started to ride out on

the undertow. He jumped free o f the raft into the surf 
and staggered onto the beach, his right hand reaching, 
almost as if in a dream for the .45 on his hip and 
then he fell forward, throwing his hands out to break 
the fall. He was on his hands and knees. T h e white 
loose ends o f waves washed up about his feet as his 
fingers clutched happily at the feel o f the soft ground, 
at the wet sand and then felt it become dry as he 
crawled like an animal on all fours.

It was some time before he realized that he was 
being watched. His eyes cleared; he caught his breath. 
Then he saw them standing off at the edge o f  the 
sand. There were three girls. He started to smile im
mediately. He could see fear in the face o f  one o f the 
girls; she had a bone-handled knife in one hand. She 
was peering through a thick growth o f Hibiscus bushes, 
their colors catching the sun, turning it yellow and 
red and pink. Kauris and banyans towered over ferns 
that were themselves as high as houses. Huge barring- 
tonias with their quadrangular fruit grew all along 
the edge of the beach.

Not far off, a second girl was- on her hands and 
knees, watching Buckman with dark, frightened eyes. 
And a few feet from her, looking over her shoulder, 
was the third girl, also with fear in her eyes, her mouth 
turned down and partly opened, showing fine white 
teeth.

Buckman waited for some time. He didn ’t know if 
he had the strength to get to his feet. He had no idea 
what sort of people lived on the island. Perhaps the 
girls were waiting for him to collapse and then they 
would fetch the men and would perhaps tear the flesh 
off his body. He had heard of such things happening. 
On the other hand, perhaps they were friendly. They 
would help him. H e started to move slowly up the 
beach towards them. He (Continued on page 36)
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Buckman grabbed barehanded 

for the knife but the man was 

too quick for him. The blade 

ripped deep into his chest

The women stood on the shore, chattering excitedly, as the mysterious ship appeared

SLIT-EYE DEVILS. . .

saw the dark, deeply sensuous quality of their faces, 
the firm youth of their golden bodies and he was 
saying to himself, “ You have dropped down into 
one sweet deal, you crumb,” as he fell forward into 
the white sand. T he last thing he remembered was 
the touch o f their cool hands on his fevered body 
as they rolled him Over onto his back; one o f them 
took the .45 out of his hand. And he remembered 
waiting for the sound o f the gun being fired as he 
lost consciousness with the sun’s white glare burn
ing through his eyelids, right to the very core of 
him. . . .

T he sea this night was calm. The moon was full 
enough to read by. Summer lay heavy and thick in 
the air. Sam Buckman stood at the rail o f the Dutch 
freighter, Armile, bound for Australia. He had 
picked up the Armile in San Francisco. He had 
showed the captain, a small man who seemed to 
have been made o f rock and nails and leather skin, 
just where he wanted to go. He had spread the map 
out on the “table in front of him and had pointed 
to the tiny dot that was located some 70 miles 
north of Samoa. The captain said it was a good 
ways off his regular route. Buckman had placed 
$200 down on the table and the captain let his 
leather mask smile as he took the bills up, counted 
them slowly and then he asked for 50 more which 
Buckman gave him. Now in the morning, August 
21, 1957, they would let him off on this tiny dot in 
the Pacific that was unnamed on any map.

As he stood on deck, his mind filled and turned 
like a kaleidoscope with memories that formed first 
one picture, then another, shifting constantly.

He reached into his pocket and took out the 
single black pearl he had kept for luck. He had 
sold the others. He turned it over and over be
tween his fingers. He held it up to the flat light of 
the moon and saw its blackness fill with light to 
turn pale gray. He remembered the Jap’s crazy 
laughter and felt the knee push up into his stomach

and the knife reach for his chest again as he fought 
to hold the Jap’s knife-hand away from him.

Then the laughter fell swiftly away through his 
memory and he saw Raina's dark face. He felt her 
hands on his chest as she bathed him and he saw 
his own eyes opening on that morning when he 
really looked at her for the first time. They had 
carried him from the beach to a thatched hut that 
was built up on piles and was poised on the edge 
of a coral lagoon.

He remembered seeing the face of this girl and 
then off in one corner, two more girls stood, one 
of them with the long, thin knife he remembered 
from the beach, apparently standing guard over 
him. He did not speak. He lay there on the woven 
mat while her gentle hands bathed his body clean. 
Then she brought him a bowl, and smiling, she 
started to feed him slices of breadfruit fried in 
coconut oil. T he surface was crisp, as he remem
bered it now, and crackling like the chocolate coat 
on an eskimo pie, the inside soft and creamy. When 
he finished, she fed him taro that was like boiled 
potatoes, but thready-textured, purplish-gray in 
color, with a dull taste.

When he was finished eating, he heard voices and 
looking up, saw a man standing in the doorway to 
the hut. He saw the three girls look over in that 
direction and then the man stepped inside, stoop
ing slightly.

He was an old man; he looked at least 70. But 
there was a hard look to his face and body, as if 
he had somehow managed to preserve some vestige 
o f his youth. His face was deeply tanned and he 
wore a short white goat’s beard at his chin. He was 
made of bones, his nose sharp and too long for the 
rest of his face. He had on a soiled white shirt, dark 
much-mended cotton trouseis with a gold watch- 
chain strung across from one pant’s pocket to the 
other like a comedian’s prop.

Raina stepped away from him as the old man
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Polynesian beauty o f girl Raina (left) is shown in rare photo taken by Armile captain

entered. Buckman tried to sit up, but his body 
would not work for him. His back ached. His limbs 
felt as if they were made o f wet towels.

T he old man came near and stood there for 
several moments looking down at him. He said 
something Buckman could not understand. He 
thought for a minute that the old man was speak
ing the native tongue, but then he realized it was 
French and smiled, because at least it was a lan
guage from a world he himself knew.

Buckman smiled and he said, “ I ’m afraid I don ’t 
understand French.”

“ Non parle Francois?”
Buckman shook his head. " I ’m afraid not,”  he 

said.
“You are American?" the old man asked him.
“ Now that’s more like it,” Buckman said, grin

ning.
Then the old man turned to the girl with the 

knife and said something Buckman could not 
understand. She nodded and left the hut.

“You must forgive them,”  the old man said, 
turning again to Buckman. “ They did not know. 
You see there has been much trouble here. Six— 
perhaps seven months ago—the Japanese came. 
There were many Japanse soldiers. They came in 
an iron boat with guns. It is not a pretty story; 
the women, they had a very bad time, you know. 
Very bad. I do not think there was one o f them 
who was not dragged off into the brush and nearly 
torn apart. They made love, these soldiers, not like 
men, but like sharks, I think. It was a very bad 
time.” He paused for a moment. He glanced over 
at the girl, Raina. Then: “ The men,” he continued, 
“ they took almost all of-the men. They put them 
into the iron boat and they sailed away. Six, seven 
months ago.” He muttered something in French 
that Buckman could not understand, shaking his 
head in a sorrowful maner.

The Frenchman’s name was Ricard. He had come

to the island more than thirty years ago. He had 
been a trader then, but now, he explained to Buck- 
man, he was not much o f anything. There was no 
need for him to have money. Anything he wanted 
could be found on the island. H e farmed a little, 
he explained, but even that was not really neces
sary because you could walk almost anywhere and 
pick a coconut down for a meal or get mangoes that 
were as big as grapefruits. There were the bread
fruit trees and the carambola—a yellow fruit about 
the size o f a lemon, but with a surface covered with 
flanges or wings. It made a very excellent punch 
with the fermented coconut juice. T he sea was filled 
with all sorts of food—especially the tuna that was 
eaten raw, marinated in lemon juice and covered 
with cream made from unripe coconut.

Buckman could remember now how the old man 
had described the food and drink o f the island 
much as a younger man might have described the 
beautiful women who roamed about everywhere, 
half-naked, with the grace of wild things.

Buckman had explained to Ricard how he had 
been on a bom bing mission over the Gilbert Is
lands. They had received three direct hits going in 
on their bom b run and had tried to find land to 
the south. But before they sighted anything at all, 
two o f the engines had exploded. T he plane had, 
in an instant, become an inferno of burning flesh 
and steel. He was sure that he had been the only 
one to escape.

“ Here, my friend,” Ricard said to him, “ you will 
not have to worry. There is no war here. I do not 
think the Japanese will come back in their iron 
boat.”

“W e’ve pretty well chased them clear of this 
part o f  the Pacific,”  he told Ricard and the French
man nodded and made his brief smile again.

The days and weeks and months that followed 
were like some incredible dream. Now, staring off 
across the dark sea, (Continued on page 54)
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At first it was only the snipers, but suddenly someone

The artillery was almost useless in the close 
quarters; it was a battle o f small arms only

by ASA BORDAGES

They Swore No leatherneck Would Make It Alive

Bastards, Come Die 
On Suicide Creek!

They came to “ Suicide Creek.” It had no name and it was not on the 
map, but that is what the Marines called it after they had fought two 
days in vain to win a crossing. The creek is swift, two or three feet deep, 

perhaps twenty feet across at the widest, twisting between steep banks. It flows 
over rocks that make footing difficult, and here and there a tree had fallen 
into the stream. T he banks rise steeply from ten to twenty feet, up to little 
ridges ih the jungle o f Cape Gloucester.

T he Marines didn’ t know the creek was a moat before an enemy strong point. 
They couldn’t see that the heavy growth across the creek was salted with 
pillboxes—machine-gun emplacements armored with dirt and logs, some of them 
dug several stories deep, all carefully spotted so they could sweep the slope 
and both banks o f the stream with interlacing fire. '

Only snipers shot at the Marine scouts who crossed the creek, feeling their 
way through the thickets. More Marines followed, down into the creek, up the 
steep bank, on into the jungle. Then they got it. T he jungle exploded in their 
faces. They hit the deck, trying to deploy in the bullet-lashed brush and strike 
back. Marines died there, firing blindly. Snipers picked off some o f them as 
they lay there. It’s perfect for snipers when machine guns are firing; you can’ t 
hear the single pop above the heavier fire. You don’ t know you ’re a target 
until you’re hit.

From the American side o f Suicide Creek, Marines gave the trapped platoon 
overhead fire. T he idea is to fling such a volume of fire at the enemy’s position 
that he must hug cover and slacken his fire. T he overhead fire spread an

continued on page 40
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screamed “I can’t see,” and then all hell broke loose as the stinking jungle exploded in their faces



The Japs were only ten feet from the hemmed-in Yanks. It was a crazy try—

SUICIDE CREEK . • .
umbrella o f bullets above the pinned-down platoon, 
enabling them to crawl out and crawl back across the 
creek, pulling out their wounded.

T hat’s how it went all day as Marine detachments 
felt for a gap or a soft spot in the enemy's position 
along the creek. They would be hit and pull back, and 
then detachments would push across the creek at other 
points. They’d be blasted by invisible machine guns, 
and leave a few more Marines dead in the brush as 
they fell back across the creek. Then they’d do it all 
over again.

There was nothing else they could do. There is no 
other way to fight a jungle battle—not in such terrain, 
when the enemy is dug in and your orders are to ad
vance. You don ’t know where the enemy is. His p ill
boxes are so camouflaged that you can usually find 
them only when they fire on you. So you push out 
scouts and small patrols, until they’re fired on. Then 
you push out patrols from different directions until 
they too draw fire. Thus you locate the enemy. Then 
you have to take the emplacements, the pillboxes, one 
by one in desperate little battles.

Pfc. Calvin B. King, o f Pen Mar, Pennsylvania, re
members his platoon crossed the creek four times in 
a single day and four times had to stumble back under 
enemy fire. And not until the last time did they see 
a Jap.

“ That time we got maybe 150 feet into the brush 
and then we saw them coming at us,”  he said. “They 
had slipped around and were coming in from our flank 
to wipe us out. There were a lot of ’em. I don ’t know

how many. And it looked like they was everywhere.
"T hey didn’t make a sound. They were just coming 

at us through the trees. W e were firing, but they kept 
coming at us. There were too many of them to stop. 
W e had to pull out. Machine guns were shooting at 
us from everywhere. And all them Japs coming. W e’d 
pull back a little way and stop and fire, and then 
we’d fall back a little more.

“Somebody was saying, ‘Steady . . . Steady there . . .’ 
But I don ’t know who it was. I just kept firing. You 
don ’t think about nothing. You just shoot. Guys were 
getting hit. W e had to pull them along with us. You 
can’t leave a guy for the Japs. T h e things they do 
to ’em . . .”

There was a pfc. from Oakland, California. H e was 
blinded by powder burns. H e couldn ’ t know it was 
only temporary. All he knew was that he was blind in 
the middle o f a battle. H e was saying, “ I can’t see.” 
H e was fumbling around, trying to feel his way in the 
brush. T he bullets were cutting all around, but .he 
didn’t ask anybody to stop fighting to help him. He 
just hung onto his rifle, like they tell you to, and tried 
to crawl out, though he couldn’ t see where to crawl. 
Cpl. Yawrence E. Oliveria, o f Fall River, Massachu
setts, grabbed the blind boy by the arm, pulling him 
along as they withdrew. H e’d pause to fire, and the 
blind Marine would wait beside him, and then Cpl. 
Oliveria would lead him back a little farther. “ The 
boy didn ’t moan or pray or nothing. He just kept 
saying, every now and then, “ I can’ t see.’ ”

By the time they got back to the creek, the Japanese 
were close on them, charging now. But the Marines 
had machine guns at the creek. They piled the Jap 
dead in the brush and broke the charge.

Another platoon tried crossing the creek at another



Haldane and Chisick, followed by the others, grabbed picks and shovels and charged

point. Near the head o f the line was "the Swede,”  a 
pfc. from some place out west. H e was a big guy, built 
like a truck, the last man in the world you’d ever 
suspect o f being sentimental. His big ambition was to 
send his kid sister through college. It took some doing, 
but he was doing it on his service pay. T he Swede was 
just stepping into the creek when he got it.

“ You could hear the bullet hit him in the stomach,” 
said Platoon Sgt. John M. W hite. "H e just stood there 
a minute. He said, ‘Them  dirty bastards!’ Then he 
fell down. He was dead.

"W hen we got across the creek, the fire was so hot 
we couldn’t do a thing. You couldn’t see a single Jap. 
All you could see was where the bullets were hitting 
around us. And men getting hit. But no matter how 
bad it got, I never saw one o f the boys pass up a 
wounded man.”

Pfc. Charles Conger, o f Ventura, California, was one 
of those hit. A  machine gun cut his legs from under 
him. Nobody saw him. Nobody could have heard him 
if he’d yelled—the firing was too heavy. He was as 
alone as a man can be. It was slow, painful, dragging 
through the brush, crawling head first down the bank, 
dragging limp legs. He had to pull himself on by 
inches, then belly down the bank sprayed with bullets

as thick as rice thrown at a bride. He tumbled into 
the creek. The rocks were sharp. He was gasping in 
the swift water, struggling across against the force of 
the steam. It was only blind luck that W hite saw him. 
W hite was too far away to help, but he stopped and 
waved his arms to attract attention, ignoring cover 
until two Marines who were nearer saw the wounded 
man in the creek. Those Marines were almost across. 
Safety lay just ahead. They didn’t have to stop. But 
they went sloshing through the water to the wounded 
man. They half carried, half dragged him with them.

T he battalion tried all day to win a crossing at the 
creek. In the end, they could only withdraw to the 
ridge on the American side and dig in for the night. 
It was getting dusk as one machine-gun platoon fin
ished its gun emplacements. Then the men began 
digging their foxholes. Most o f them were stripped to 
the waist and they laid aside their weapons as they dug.

That was the moment the enemy chose to charge. 
They must have slipped across the stream and up the 
slope and watched the digging. They must have seen 
that if they could reach those emplacements and get 
those machine guns, they could swing them and smash 
the infantry company holding the next section o f the 
line. That is why the (Continued on page 70)

Tanks finally reached the outfit on the battalion’s left, but they found the banks too steep to climb; they were in a natural trap
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best way to do it. Perfect your Italian, 
then get a job in one of Italy's plushier 
tourist hotels. . . . Reports from Rome 
confirm that Italian waiters are making 
out like crazy with the broads from 
abroad. . . . First of all, they have legit 
access to the ladies' boudoirs. The 
first morning a doll hits the hostelry, 
the shrewd waiter is IN HER BEDROOM 
WITH A TRAY. Instead of leaving when 
she starts eating, he stands at her side, 
offers “ extra services." He then offers 
to be her "guide" around the city. If 
she accepts— POW. The waiter is in 
business— and pleasure. . . . One of 
these operators, a guy of 22, is being 
chased by 80 rich beauties; he has 
cars, gold watches, $300 coats— and 
he’s a rather tired lad. . . .

Sixteen-times-married Beverly Avery 
described briefly how husband No. 13 
won her affection; "He choked me un
til my neck was black and blue. . . ." 
When a young gold-rusher named Hall 
lost his bride in 1852, he buried her 
in Ft. Kearney, Kansas, then returned 
to get her a tombstone, which he 
wheeled back in a barrow from St. 
Joe— 250 miles. . . .

Sickies of the month: a couple of 
lovers in Alexandria, Egypt, named 
Badria M. Mansour and Aly S. Rizk, 
who have an admitted loathing for 
bedrooms. Both claim they got this 
complex when they caught their mates 
red-handed with illicit partners. How 
Badria and Aly licked their prob
lem: they went around setting fire to 
all the bedrooms they could get their 
hot little hands on. . . .

The Briefing Room
Some sailors around Moffett Field, 
Calif., are blushing. They bought “sex 
pills" from a thirteen year old psy
chology student. . . . They were pay
ing 50 cents for the mild ones, one 
buck for the rugged ones, until cops 
got into the act. It turned out the 50- 
cent aphrodisiacs were liver pills; the 
dollar jobs were aspirin tablets. . . .

Lt. Hiroo Onoda and Pvt. Kinshichi 
Kotsuka of the Imperial Japanese 
Army are, at last report, still holed 
up in the Philippines, and still fighting 
W .W. II. . . . Air Force boys are 
chortling over their hottest develop
ment: they've taught 107 words to a 
mechanical brain. Significance: the
brain can now turn out airplane and 
missile parts in record time, giving us

a great big jump on the Soviets. . . .
There's been no slump in business 

for girl “camp followers” around Army 
bases; one off-record price list from a 
lady near a mid-west base: Social 
Dancing and Conversation for the 
Evening: $5.00; Stag dancing (nude), 
$10; The Works, $25. . . .

Doctors' Dope
Medicos have found the reason why 
Britons get so few colds: “The British 
people traditionally do not converse

on trains . . . the closed mouth mini
mizes the spread of infection."

Spoilsport experts say the battle be
tween David and Goliath was a push
over for Dave. The reason: one by
product of the glandular disorder that 
made Goliath a giant also made him 
blind as a bat except when looking 
straight ahead. . . .

Psychiatrists offer the case history of 
one young guy as a warning against 
over-use of calm-down pills. . . . Seems 
the lad was being pressured by a 
girl friend who wanted to get married. 
This was making him tense. So, the doc 
shot him full of meprobromate, where
upon the fellow had a typical reaction: 
indifference. Now HE DIDN'T EVEN 
MIND MARRIAGE, so he was hitched 
to the gal. Today, he’s miserable 
again. Since the stuff has worn off, 
he’s discovered that he doesn’t like 
the doll. . . .

Quote of the Month
“What Los Angeles needs is filter-tip
ped people." (Scientist commenting 
on the dangers of local smog.)

The Crooked Mile
They finally caught up with George 
Dawson, the fabulous war-surplus deal
er, who parlayed 60 dollars into a 
rumored $36 million by buying Yank 
war goods for peanuts, selling them for 
small fortunes in Europe. . . . they put 
him away on ten charges, including 
conspiracy— and they say he didn't 
even have the price of bus fare to 
the jailhouse. . . .

Cops checked an illegally parked 
taxi in Barrie, Ontario, found the driver 
had a pension for blindness. . . .

Joseph ("Yellow Kid") W eil’s widow, 
Jessica, suggested an epitaph for the 
great con man: “ Joseph Weil lies un
der the ground; don't jingle any money 
while walking around. . . ."

Money Talk
For almost a  song, you can buy a 
layout in England with 34 toilets, 43 
bedrooms and a dormitory for 250 
guys and/or dolls. It's worth a million 
pounds, but you can get it for a trifling 
80,000. . . .

Watch for more giveaways from 
the direct mail boys. Some of the 
things folks are finding in mailboxes 
lately: lipstick, shoehorns, Japanese 
abacus (counting) boards. . . .

The Treasury makes money on 
money. This year, the profit was 40 
million smacks (that's the difference 
between the raw metal and the face 
value of the coins).

New offbeat way to make some fast 
bucks: if you can pick up some dis
carded phone booths, you can clean 
up selling them to fraternities, college 
kids and other addicts of the booth
stacking fad. . . .

Long-range tip: biggest coming con
sumer boom will be the "second 
house" market— by 1990, Americans 
will be acquiring second, low-cost 
houses the way they now buy a second 
car. If you’re smart, and looking for a 
new trade, get into the selling end on 
low-cost houses . . . they shouldn't 
be priced over the tab for a new 
Ford, Chevy or Plymouth. . . .

Buy up now on Vitamin B12; most 
people don’t realize it, but the retail 
tag is down 14% . . . . They claim a 
guy has come up with a real weird one: 
candy that puts girls in the mood for 
loving—but Federal Trade Commission 
says a loud NO . . .



and murmured, “ Isn’t she beautiful?”
T h e  woman was tall and extremely 

blonde—a peroxide blonde. H er hair 
curled in ringlets over her forehead and 
fell in waves alongside her face. Her 
nose was fairly long, but quite narrow 
and very slightly arched, giving her an 
air o f distinction. She was heavily made 
up. Ursula stood stock-still, a wisp o f a 
girl wrapped in her long beige smock, 
watching the passage o f  this' beautiful 
creature. T h e  woman had such a mar
velous scent! A nd  in passing she threw 
Ursula, a smile that was as perfumed as 
the wom an herself.

A T  that m oment our sergeant-cook 
appeared, roaring, "H ey, you there, 

the new one—Claude! W hat are you do
ing with that straw? Y ou ’re supposed to 
be in the kitchen!”

T o  our astonishment, we beheld the 
one called Claude raise a snarling face 
over her pile o f  straw, and from  her 
beautifully made-up m outh there came 
forth one o f  the most violent replies 
that I had ever heard. As for  Ursula, she 
stood agape. "Y ou can go to h e ll!"  the 
lady spat at the sergeant. “Just because 
you ’re a sergeant, don ’t think you can 
get away with anything! First, I ’m going 
to fix my bed, and when I ’m through, 
I ’ll come and peel your potatoes, and if 
you d on ’t like it you can kiss my be
h in d !"

T h e  sergeant-cook must have realized 
that this was no little girl from  Brittany, 
for  she went away without saying a 
word.

N ow Claude turned toward us. “ Can 
you imagine, talking to me in such a 
tone o f  voice! W hat does she take me 
for—her servant? M ore likely, she’d  be 
mine! I volunteered out o f  patriotism, 
and not to be treated like an inferior 
by a bitch like that!”

It was strange, but the coarse words 
with which her speech was peppered 
seemed to lose their vulgarity when they 
were spoken by Claude. She had a very 
beautiful voice, cultured and modulated, 
the sort that could permit itself the use 
o f  slang.

“ Can you tell me where to find the 
switchboard room ?”  Claude then asked. 
“ T hat’s where I 'm  to bunk. I ’ve got 
to take charge o f  the telephone.”

A n assignment o f  this sort seemed 
prodigiously important to us. Full o f  re
spect for Claude, we showed her the 
little room  near the entrance that had 
been set aside for  the telephone oper
ator.

Claude dropped the straw on the 
floor.

"H ow  old  are you, child?”  Claude 
asked Ursula.

This time Ursula replied, "Seven-
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teen,”  without any apparent hesitation.
Claude placed her hand on Ursula’s 

head and stroked her soft hair. I felt 
as though I was intruding. “ You have 
the air o f a tiny little girl, and you’re 
ravishing—you ’re like a little bird,”  
Claude said.

It was obvious that this was the first 
time anyone had told Ursula she was 
ravishing. A nd yet, because it was said 
in another person's presence—mine—it 
was quite normal, almost a conventional 
remark.

Ursula never forgot her feelings at 
this first meeting. W hen she spoke about 
it to me later she said that Claude’s 
voice was so gentle, Claude’s hand was 
so soft that she felt the very inside o f 
her heart melting. She wanted to reply, 
“ Oh, and you are so beautiful!”  but she 
d idn ’t dare, and she uttered the first 
banality that came to her. ‘T v e  been 
here since yesterday. I ’m from  Paris. 
W here are you from ?”

Claude was about to answer when a 
corporal appeared—a third one. W e 
seemed surrounded by corporals. This 
was a large girl, rather gentle and re
served; she had charge o f  the office. She 
had some forms in her hand and she 
gave them to Claude to fill out.

Ursula tugged at me, and we left.

C  O O N  most o f us were assigned to 
^  work in  various offices at G H Q . I be
came, for the time being, a file clerk 
and the operator o f  a m imeograph ma
chine in the Inform ation Bureau. But 
the Captain had no idea what to do 
with Ursula. M ost o f  us could type, at 
least; A nn could drive a car; but Ursula 
had no accomplishments. Finally the 
Captain put her down’ as sentry for the 
barracks.

Ursula remained seated all day long 
at a little table by the entrance, keeping 
a registry book  in which she noted down 
all o f our comings and goings. Opposite 
her was the switchboard room , where 
Claude was stationed. T hrough the half
open  door she could  glimpse Claude’s 
glistening blonde hair. From time to 
time, Claude came out o f the little room  
for a chat. She still wore that same 
wonderful perfume. But with tender dis
may one night Ursula asked me if I had 
noticed that Claude had little creases 
at the sides o'f her mouth, and white 
hairs m ingled with the blonde. Indeed, 
Claude could  have been her mother. 
A nd in those first days I felt that this 
was what drew Ursula to Claude, the 
wish that she had had a m other as 
gay and amusing as this woman, with 
her inexhaustible store o f  gossip about 
all the celebrities in Paris.

But soon the stories Ursula brought 
back from  Claude were less innocent.

Ursula was fascinated and yet a little 
puzzled by the ease with which Claude 
related her bedroom  experiences; she 
had slept with most o f  the currently 
fashionable actors and writers o f  the 
capital, and she kept up a continuous 
stream o f intimate chatter about her 
lovers to  the girl.

But one thing was certain: Ursula 
felt that the one person w ho really cared 
about her was Claude. Big A nn was 
pleasant and sometime brusque; the ar
istocratic Jacqueline irritated her, per
petually wanting to fuss over her and 
take charge o f her; Mickey was a cloWn 
who made her laugh; and I suppose I 
was just someone who listened, some
one she found it easy to talk to. Ursula 
com plained that the corporals scolded 
her endlessly, and the Captain could 
scarcely remember her name. But 
Claude talked to her, confided in her 
as in a friend, called her her little bird, 
stroked her hair, smiled at her with her 
perfum ed smile. Claude knew so many 
stories, she was afraid o f no one, and 
she had a way o f  looking at Ursula 
with her black eyes, a way that made 
Ursula forget every desire except to re
main close to Claude as much as pos
sible.

4~kNE night there came an order for 
the sentry to sleep in the switch

board room  with the telephone operator, 
so as to make sure that the service would 
continue in case o f  a serious air attack.
I helped Ursula drag her iron cot into 
the little telephone room . H er heart 
must have been beating with joy. W hat 
heavenly evenings she would pass with 
Claude!

T h e  barracks had been in existence 
for more than a m onth. Every m orning 
we went through our drill in Down 
Street before hurrying off to our various 
jobs. One day the Captain announced 
that a military ball was taking place, to 
which all o f  us had been invited.

T hat evening we were all loaded onto 
trucks and carried across blacked-out 
London.

T h e  dance was in fu ll swing when 
we arrived. T h e  men welcom ed us with 
shouts and cries o f  joy; they were mostly 
French, though there was a scattering 
o f  uniforms from  other nations—Polish, 
Norwegian, and Belgian. I liked danc
ing, and found myself in a little circle 
o f  swing enthusiasts.

I looked around for  Ursula, but she 
d idn ’t seem to be anywhere in the room.
I learned later that, after haying danced 
with a fat soldier who was nearly drank, 
she felt that she had had enough, and 
sought to  escape. She saw a door and 
fled outside. T here was a little court
yard, and the fresh evening air made 
her shiver. Ursula sat dow n on  the 
steps. T h e  cool air caressed her cheeks, 
and she shook out her hair, relieved in 
her escape. T h en  she noticed that a sol
dier, quite young, was sitting on a crate 
in  the courtyard, and watching her.

Suddenly the soldier said to her, “ It ’s g 
better out here than inside, d on ’t you .. 
think?" A nd  as .soon as she heard his ® 
calm voice, tinged with a slight foreign Y 
accent, Ursula felt reassured. Now she 
looked at the soldier. She could  scarcely
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see him in the darkness, but he had a 
very young air and seemed rather small 
in stature. She replied, "Yes,”  and d idn ’t 
know what else to say.

They remained silent for a long while. 
Ursula was suddenly quite astonished to 
hear her own voice break the silence.

She said, "Have you been in England 
long?”

T he soldier answered, " I ’ve been here 
three days. Last week I was in Spain, 
and it’s only about fifteen days since I 
was in France.”

XX E was silent again for a little while, 
* *  and then he said, "I  admire you for 
join ing the Army. It’s not much fun for 
the men, but for women it must really 
be hard."

And now Ursula began to speak. She 
told him about her life in Down Street. 
She described Jacqueline, “ absolutely 
ravishing, but a little bit artificial” ; 
Mickey, “ a good comrade, and so funny” ; 
Ann, "everybody thinks she’ll be the first 
to get her corporal’s stripes” ; Ginette, 
who “ talks nothing but slang, used to 
be a salesgirl, and can sew her own uni
forms to measure.” She spoke o f  Claude, 
“ very intelligent, very generous,”  who 
was her protectress. T hen suddenly she 
saw us all, all o f her comrades as we 
were in the mornings, tense, badly 
adapted to this life, ready to find dis
traction in anything, hungry for. love, 
each hiding her homesickness at the 
bottom o f her heart. Ursula saw the 
main hall o f  Down Street, and her little 
sentry table.

T h e  soldier listened without inter
rupting her, and when she had finished 
all he said was, "I  understand."

W e were all ready to go home.
T he truck was waiting outside, and 

we piled in. This time I suppose the 
driver was too tired for his game o f 
jolting us against one another. It was 
far past midnight, and some o f  the girls 
slept, leaning their heads on each other's 
shoulders. Suddenly I heard Ursula 
murmur, “ Oh. I forgot to tell the sol
dier good-by "

Just across from us sat Claude; she 
was holding Mickey's head on  her 
shoulder. I could feel Ursula stir un
happily. It must have seemed to her 
that Mickey had stolen her place.

W e jumped from the truck, one after 
the other, and were swallowed in the 
barracks hall. One door after another 
was heard closing, and the night quieted. 
There were still a few whispers from 
bed to bed.

"I was dancing with a sailor, and he’s 
crazy about m e.”

"H e ’s a perfect dancer. He wants to 
take me out someplace where we can 
have fun. You know.”

"H e ’s going to phone me tom orrow."
“ But honey—it’s amazing—he knows 

my brother! T hey went to the same 
school in Lyons.”

As for myself, I hadn’t met anyone 
special.

I had given my name to a few o f the 
men, perhaps for one o f  those evenings 

6 when a girl is so lonesome she’ll go  out 
(J with anyone. I ’d seen some o f the girls 
u d o  things they probably w ouldn ’t do 
' otherwise, out o f this loneliness, and I

hoped that it w ouldn ’t happen to me.
T he whispering gradually ceased. 

Ursula slipped through the room  in the 
dark. She had been in the bathroom, as 
she was still modest about undressing; 
she had put on her regulation rose- 
colored pajamas. This was one o f  the 
nights when she slept in the switchboard 
room, and she slipped out o f the dorm i
tory, going downstairs.

W hen Ursula reached the little 
switchboard room, Claude was already 
stretched out on her narrow camp bed.

Ursula went to sit on  the edge o f 
Claude’s bed. T h e  alternate nights that 
Ursula was assigned to sleep in this 
room  were impatiently awaited. For on 
these occasions Claude talked to her at 
length about her husband, about her 
lovers, about her life before the war.

Ursula adored Claude, and was at
tracted to her in a special way she could 
not explain to herself.

T hat night as she sat on  the edge o f  
the cot Claude said to her, "W hat a 
whorehouse that dance was! W here did 
you hide yourself? I drank I d on ’ t know 
how many glasses o f port. Everyone 
offered me port to drink. I'm  sleepy. 
Kiss me, Ursulita.” She drew Ursula 
against her and suddenly she kissed her 
on the mouth. Ursula felt Claude's lips 
burning hers. She d idn ’t know what was 
happening to her. She was lost, invaded, 
inflamed. She tried to get hold o f her
self as though she were drowning, dis
solving in Claude's arms. Claude drew 
her into the bed.

Outdoors, the anti-aircraft guns con
tinued their boom ing, and the planes 
growled in the sky. Outside, it was a 
December night, cold and foggy, while 
here there were two arms that held 
Ursula tight, there was a voice that 
cradled her, and soft hair touched her 
face. . . .

Sometime during the night, Claude 
shook Ursula, telling her to return to 
her own bed. Ursula was so tired that 
she m oved as though in sleep to the 
other cot.

W hat hurt Ursula most o f  all, the 
next morning, as she later expressed it 
to me in her pain and perplexity, was 
Claude’s indifference. For when Ursula 
turned to her Claude seemed cold and 
distant, as though what had happened 
during the night were insignificant, 
comm on. Ursula d idn ’t dare to touch 
upon the thousand questions that 
trembled in her. Claude, humming, 
went off to breakfast.

VV/t H ILE for Jacqueline and for most 
”  o f  us there was a growing life out

side the barracks, in our jobs or in love 
affairs, Urusla was still there at her little 
table in the hall, on  duty, and all her 
life seemed to be enclosed in the switch
board room  with Claude, only a few 
steps away.

T w o  or three times, Ursula had been 
punished. Once she had appeared late 
for m orning roll call. Another time the 
corporal had found her hair too long. 
Ursula peeled potatoes to atone for her 
long hair—it had reached to the collar 
o f her jacket, which was forbidden. This 
regulation was relaxed later on, and 
Ursula again let her hair grow; but at

first this rule, like all the others, was 
rigidly enforced.

At her table in the hall, Ursula sighed 
and opened a book that she had taken 
from  the barracks library. Claude was 
angry with her, and wasn’t speaking to 
her, for it was generally known how. 
the news had spread o f their night to
gether. And for Ursula there was an
other com plication. T he women were 
no longer speaking to her. Claude, 
nevertheless, had lost none o f her popu
larity. She was admired and rather 
feared by the girls. It was Ursula whom 
they all held in disfavor, and every 
night Ursula wept in her bed.

Miserably, she tried to fix her atten
tion on her book. She didn ’t know what 
she was reading. T hen  suddenly the 
half-open door o f the barracks was 
pushed open, and a soldier entered. He 
wore a Polish uniform. He was a very 
young man, small in stature, a little 
chubby, not handsome, with a round 
childish face, a thick mouth, and very 
large black eyes. He looked all around, 
with his brows raised, and this gave 
his face the expression o f  a questioning, 
astonished child.

Realizing that Ursula was looking at 
him, he asked in a foreign accent, "Isn ’ t 
this the barracks o f  the Free French— 
the w om en’s barracks?”

I T  was only then that Ursula reorg
an ized  him, and she felt a rush o f joy 
in her heart, as at recovering a friend.

“ Yes, it’s m e!”  she cried, and at the 
same m oment she grew very red, for 
there was really no way for her to know 
that it was she whom he sought. But the 
young soldier smiled and approached 
her.

“ Now, that’s really lucky i I was w on
dering how I would manage to find you, 
because I only knew your first name.”

"But how did you know my first 
name?”  Ursula asked.

“ Why, when you were leaving, your 
friend called you Ursula.”

Ursula gave him a chair and he sat 
down beside her.

T h e  young soldier asked her what she 
was doing and whether she was free 
for  dinner that evening. Ursula said she 
was. It would be better than to stay in 
the barracks when Claude wasn’t even 
speaking to her.

T hen  he arose, and asked her pardon 
for having come without warning, and 
left.

Nevertheless, Ursula felt more cheer
ful because o f  his visit.

Her turn o f  duty was over at five 
o'clock and it was still daylight, gray 
and rainy as usual. Ursula went up to 
the empty dormitory. It was cold: the 
w indow was open. T he cots were made 
up as in m en’s barracks, with the sheets 
and blankets carefully folded at the 
head o f the bed in a square packet 
with n o  overhanging edges. T he mat
tress was folded double, so there was 
nowhere to sit except on the bed- 
springs.

Ursula stood in the m iddle o f the 
room . A lthough the women were still 
forbidden to put things on the empty 
shelves around the walls, the officers 
had relaxed their attention to this regu
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lation during the past few days, and 
little by little, photographs, holy images, 
little vases, and books had appeared 
next to the beds. But there was nothing 
at all by Ursula’s bed. She had no 
mementos. She decided that she would 
buy herself a bunch o f violets to put in 
the toothbrush glass above her cot, as 
Jacqueline had done. She would go out 
right away for the violets.

In the street, Ursula bought the 
violets for sixpence, and suddenly she 
had the idea o f giving them to Claude. 
As soon as the thought came to her, 
she couldn ’t wait. She began to run in 
the street, holding tight to the little 
bouquet, which consisted mostly o f 
leaves around four or five violets. She 
arrived at the barracks out o f  breath 
and knocked at the door o f  the switch
board room. Claude’s m elodious voice 
said, "Com e in.”

Claude was seated in front o f  the 
switchboard, manipulating the plugs. 
She kept her back erect, as always. T he 
blonde hair was brushed back. She 
turned her head toward Ursula, slightly 
contracting her plucked brows in an 
anoyed manner. Ursula, her head low 
ered and her heart full o f  uncertainty, 
held out her little bouquet to Claude, 
without saying a word.

Claude’s frown dissolved in a smile. 
“ Oh, how nice!”  she cried. “ W hat lovely 
violets! Come let me kiss you !”

A nd drawing Ursula to her, she kissed 
her eyes. In that second Ursula came 
back to life. Her brown eyes were once 
more alight, her heart was like honey. 
She felt happy and light. Everything 
was beautiful, everything was perfect, 
her life, the barracks, L ondon—since 
Claude still liked her, since Claude 
d idn 't hold anything against her. She 
sat down on the camp bed, and between 
two telephone calls Claude recounted 
her woes—she had seen her husband 
again, she was desperately in love with 
him, she would never love anyone else. 
Claude drew a photograph out o f  her 
pocket and showed it to Ursula.

/^ L A U D E ’s husband had an air o f self
-c o n f id e n c e  and cruelty. Claude began 
once m ore to relate how she had met 
him, and how they had married after 
years o f quarreling and love-making. 
Her voice became feverish as she spoke, 
and all at once she seemed almost an 
old  woman; a woman showing her age, 
filled with agitation, with dark reflec
tions in her eyes, with bitterness against 
everything—against herself, against her 
husband, against the barracks. A nd sud
denly she began to quarrel with Ursula, 
com plaining that the evening before, in 
Claude’s absence, Ursula had failed to 
note down a telephone call from  Ann. 
T h en  it was finished. Ursula could never 
again be happy for more than a few 
seconds with this strange and ever beau
tiful woman. T h e  dinner bell sounded. 
A voice called Ursula.

She went out sadly, trying to hold 
back her tears. In the hall, the young 
soldier waited for her.

Claude had rented a little room  in 
the city, and several times Ursula had 
gone there to be with her. She adored 
Claude more than ever, and permitted

herself to be bullied, without the slight
est resistance. Claude was never in the 
state o f humor that one expected to 
find, and Ursula always felt herself to 
be walking a tightrope with her. One 
day, Ursula knew, she would fall and 
hurt herself badly.

Ursula felt doom ed. She was lost, 
there was no hope for her. She wanted 
to cry, for she would never love any
one other than Claude. Not even some
one like M ichel—for she knew his name 
now, M ichel Levy. He was so generous, 
so intelligent, so calm, and so gentle. 
He had never even tried to kiss her. 
Ursula felt secure in his presence, and 
yet she was sure that she was not in 
love with him. She d idn ’t like his small 
hands and his chubby body. He bored 
her sometimes, and he was timid. She 
preferred the caprices, the angry moods, 
and the phantasies o f Claude. She was 
ready to endure anything for the plea
sure o f  half an hour o f  Claude's gaiety 
and charm.

M ichel Levy look her to dinner on 
Christmas Eve. A fter dinner they went 
out into the black street, where groups 
o f people passed singing. They walked 
without any special destination, and 
M ichel took hold o f  Ursula’s arm. At 
first she wanted to withdraw it. She 
couldn ’t understand why the slightest 
physical contact with M ichel frightened 
her. But not wanting to offend him, 
she did nothing, and they continued 
to walk like that.

But M ichel was happy to feel her 
near him. She was so young. She was 
the only woman who d idn ’t frighten

him; because she seemed so defenseless, 
because she didn ’t kno* how to chatter 
or to laugh like most women, who al
ways either had an air o f being on the 
defensive or were aggressive. Until now 
he had told himself, I d on ’t have the 
right to touch her, or to take her with 
me, for I have nothing to offer her, 
neither G od, nor a home, nor security, 
nor even myself—a self that wanted 
only to die until I met her, a self that 
still wants to die. Solemnly, his great 
eyes open with their strange candor, he 
told her all that was in his mind.

Michel, interned with several other 
Poles in a camp in Fribourg, had been 
granted the exceptional privilege o f 
being permitted to take courses at the 
university. Scarcely seventeen, he felt as 
though he carried the moral weight o f 
the whole world on his shoulders.

'T 'H E  boy Michel had decided to kill 
himself. He had bought some veronal, 

and was on his way to his rooming 
house when he met a fellow student 
from  the university. T his student was 
a monk. Suddenly Michel began to talk. 
He told the monk that he had found 
his own truth and that it gave him a 
will to die. He told o f his decision.

There are people who always talk 
about comm itting suicide but who never 
do it. But on M ichel’s face there was 
something so serious, his black eyes 
raised toward the monk were filled with 
such agony, that the monk realized that 
M ichel had made up his mind.

Instead o f moralizing, he proposed a 
sort o f  bargain to Michel. “ You want to



die,”  he said. "AgTeed. But you d on ’t 
have the right to die in cowardice, or 
stupidly. T here is a war going on. Every 
day there are men who die, though 
they want to live. Leave Switzerland. G o 
to Spain and then to England. Enlist, 
and let youiself be killed while fighting. 
Perhaps you will die in place o f the 
father o f a family. Perhaps your death 
will save others. Perhaps your death will 
hasten the peace. G o  get yourself killed, 
Michel. But only there, through Eng
land."

'T 'H R E F , days later, M ichel was in un- 
-*• occupied France. He managed to get 

across France without much difficulty, 
arrived without mishap in Spain, and 

assed through without being noticed 
y the police. This voyage, which took 

months for others, took him scarcely 
fifteen days. From Gibraltar he em
barked for Liverpool. For M ichel, every
thing proved easy and simple.

Now he walked in the blackout with 
Ursula, who was silent.

Michel halted, and with the sudden 
courage o f the timid, he brusquely drew 
Ursula to him and kissed her on the 
mouth.

Ursula had expected nothing o f the 
kind. An immense disgust welled up in 
her m outh upon the touch o f M ichel’s 
lips. She felt his full lips crushing her 
own, and his masculine breath, and 
his cheeks scratching a little. Claude, 
Claude! she cried inwardly. She freed 
herself, and with her eyes filled with 
tears she began to run in the blackout, 
running blindly. She had only one 
thought: Claude. Claude’s gentleness, 
her perfume, Claude's soft body close 
to her own. Ursula cried as she ran, 
surrounded by the thick night.

T o  reach Claude’s house was her only 
aim. She turned into one street after 
the other, got lost, crossed a square into 
another street. "M erry Christmas!” 
people cried in the night. A nd then 
suddenly she was in front o f Claude’s 
house.

T h e  house was filled with noise. It 
was Christmas Eve. T he Christmas dawn 
would soon be born. T h e  little room  
was crowded, and men and women were 
laced together, some drunk, some half 
drunk, some boisterous, and over every
thing there was a gloss o f  alcoholic 
jollity. W e shouted when the bell rang, 
as though some great and wonderful 
friend would now appear.

Claude went to the door, her glass o f 
whisky in her hand.

Ursula mounted the stairs, running. 
At the top o f the stairs stood Claude. 
She was wearing gray trousers and a 
rose silk skirt. One could see her round 
breasts pressing against the silk. Ursula 
threw herself into her arms, sobbing.

"W hat is it, Ursulita, my little girl, 
what’s wrong?”  Claude repeated. She 
drew Ursula into the room.

W hen she was a little quieted, with 
her face against Claude’s breast, feeling 
calm against her, against this maternal 

e refuge, Ursula told Claude that M ichel 
.. had kissed her.
U Claude laughed, pressed the child 
Y in her arms, and told her she was a 

little fool. But deep in her eyes, it

seemed to me, f saw a glint o f triumph.
A  few weeks later we had gas-mask 

practice. W e were all assembled in the 
dining room, and there was a great deal 
o f whispering and laughing and nudg
ing back and forth while a handsome 
officer, young and blond, solemnly ex
plained how to make use o f a gas mask, 
as though we had never been told be
fore.

Each o f  us had to put on her mask 
and keep it on  for  half an hour. There 
were two hundred women in the large 
hall, and we might have been taken for 
a school o f monsters from beneath the 
sea. T h e  rubber tubes slanted comically 
in all directions. W e talked to each 
other with ou r hands. Inside the masks, 
we felt hot, and a fine haze covered the 
glass panes.

Claude was sitting next to Mickey. It 
was one o f her days o f  remorse in re
gard to Ursula. She had again decided 
not to have any more to d o  with the 
girl, and she had not even looked at 
her all through the evening.

Behind the little window o f her mask, 
Ursula saw Claude and Mickey pressed 
one against the other on a single chair. 
T heir rubber tubes kept bumping, their 
masks had an air o f laughter. Claude’s 
arm was around Mickey to keep her 
from  falling off the chair.

Ursula was miserable and the next 
day she asked for her eight-day leave, 
and left to visit one o f  the many Eng
lish families that kindly opened their 
homes to the troops o f  other countries.

She was visiting in a small harbor 
town that was forever filled with wind, 
a great wind that undid Ursula’s hair, 
and that sometimes sent her flying into 
the arms o f passers-by.

T he family was charming.
A t night she slept with the three girls, 

and the mother came to hear them say 
their prayers and to kiss them all good 
night.

O n  the third day, Ursula, in uniform, 
was walking along the jetty when a 
voice asked her in French:

"A ren ’t you French, mademoiselle?”

C H E  turned, and as there was a sudden 
^  heavy gust o f wind against her, she 
almost fell into the arms o f a French 
naval officer. He began to laugh. He 
seemed to be about thirty-five. He had 
regular white teeth, thick lips, and 
brown eyes. Ursula found him big and 
handsome and nice. His name was 
Philippe.

T hey walked along the port talking. 
He was attached to a French vessel, a 
warship that had been there three 
months for repairs. H e had not seen a 
Frenchwoman for months and months. 
He had just returned from  the Orient 
and had been in China, in Haiti, and 
in America.

T hey talked a great deal, each de
lighted to find a compatriot.

She listened to his tales o f China, 
where he had smoked opium  and made 
love to Chinese wom en, and o f America, 
where he had actually eaten meals in 
pharmacies, and o f Haiti, where one 
covers oneself with flowers.

Suddenly he asked her to excuse him 
for a moment, went out, and presently

returned to tell her that he had re
quested the comm ander o f  his ship to 
invite the little French soldier girl to 
lunch the next day—to lunch aboard 
ship, at the officers’ mess. There would 
be a special feast in her honor.

Ursula blushed with joy. She ac
cepted, but confessed that she was a 
little worried because o f  the English 
family. W hat would they say? W ould  
they be Shocked at her going out with 
a stranger? W ould  they understand that 
in this exile every Frenchman was a 
brother? Philippe suggested telling them 
that he was her cousin, or indeed her 
brother. Ursula thought “ brother" 
would make a more correct impression, 
and so they made an appointment for 
lunch the next day.

T T R SU L A  had carefully polished the 
buttons o f  her uniform, put on her 

best khaki silk tie and the silk stockings 
forbidden in the regulations, and 
brushed her chestnut-colored hair, which 
hung thick and straight at both sides o f 
her face, like the hair o f  little girls on 
their way to school.

It was 12:30 and the sun burned the 
length o f the quay. T he warship seemed 
so spotlessly clean, and its flag was so 
blue, so white, so red! A t the gangway 
the sentry came to attention for her, 
and for a second Ursula felt like an ad
miral. Philippe was already advancing 
toward her, followed by a group o f 
midshipmen, all young, all smiling, all 
overjoyed at seeing a French girl.

There was an immense table, and 
around it sat twelve officers. Ursula was 
the only woman. She laughed cease
lessly and Philippe poured out white 
wine for her, and then red wine, and 
this made her laugh and chatter even 
more.

She had never drank so much or 
eaten so much.

He showed her around the ship and 
finally stopped before a closed door. He 
opened it and gestured her inside. "This 
is my cabin,”  he said.

It was a very pretty little chamber, 
and at first Ursula had n o thought but 
to admire it. Philippe showed her bis 
work table, his books, his pictures on 
the walls, some Japanese engravings, 
little reproductions o f  Egyptian statues, 
a reproduction o f  a Van Gogh paint
ing, photographs o f the Orient with 
palm trees and camels, and a hand
some map o f  the world over his bunk.

T h en  he gave her soap and a towel 
and she began to wash her hands. 
Philippe sat on a chair watching her. 
A ray o f sunlight entered through the 
porthole and blue motes o f  dust danced 
in  the sunbeams. W hen she had fin
ished, Ursula hung up the towel and 
turned around.

Philippe rose and came toward her 
and very casually said, "But you still 
have some dirt on your face."

She raised her chin innocently. 
"W here?”

Philippe came still closer. “ There,” 
he said, and before Ursula could realize 
what he was doing, he was holding her 
in his arms and kissing her on the 
mouth.

It was very strange to her, and at
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first repulsive, as with M ichel. She de
tested the taste o f tobacco in the mouth 
that took possession o f  hers, and the 
thickness o f the lips, and the slightly 
brutal force o f  this kiss, which she 
neither expected nor desired. But at the 
same time, she wanted to know. She 
wanted to know how it was, this kiss 
o f a man, and in the depths o f  her heart 
she wanted to know if she could re
spond to it.

She d idn ’t resist. Philippe lifted her 
in his arms and stretched her on the 
bunk. Then, sitting next to her, he con
tinued to kiss her. Little by little Ursula 
sensed that her mouth was becom ing 
habituated to the strong lips, to the 
taste o f tobacco, and to the stubborn 
tongue. T h en  he began to kiss her again 
with swift little kisses, and then again 
for a long time with long kisses. And 
Ursula began to like his kissing very 
much.

T hen  he slipped his hand toward her 
body, and immediately Ursula’s entire 
body contracted. It was like an electric 
shock. She seized P hilippe’s hand and 
pushed it away, and raised herself ready 
to leap from  the bunk. But Philippe 
only laughed, not in the least embar
rassed, and promised not to touch her 
again. T hen Ursula relaxed and he 
began once more to kiss her.

A  bell rang. Philippe got up. Ursula 
raised herself from  the bunk. He gave 
her his com b and she straightened her 
hair. T hen  they went out together, re
turning to the open deck. It was nearly 
six o ’clock, and Ursula said she had 
to go.

T hey went down the gangplank and 
along the quay. Philippe held her arm 
as though from now on she was in his 
possession. T his pleased and displeased 
Ursula at the same time.

He asked to see her the next day for 
dinner. He was very formal and said 
there would be another officer with an 
Englishwoman. T his reassured Ursula, 
and she accepted.

W hen Philippe left her at the house 
where she was staying, Ursula wanted 
to reflect for a while, to put her ideas 
in order, but the three sisters sur
rounded her, the dog began to jum p 
all over her, the m other appeared to 
ask all about her brother, ana she had 
to tell about the ship, describe the 
luncheon, and then do the French les
sons o f the girls.

T T  was only in the evening after 
Sprayers, when the sisters had grown 
tired o f talking about their boy friends 
and had fallen asleep, that Ursula was 
able to return to her thoughts o f 
Phillipe. And so, she reflected, she had 
kissed a man and found it agreeable. 
Philippe was nice and gay, and not 
complicated or hysterical like Claude. 
W hat a good  smile he had, and what 
nice warm eyesl He hadn’t tried to force 
her, when he saw she d idn ’t like his 
touching her. Yes, Ursula decided that 
she could see him again with pleasure 
and without any risk, and that it would 
do her good, it would help her forget 
Claude.

Ursula met Philippe the next day 
with his friend.

T h e  other officer was a friend o f 
Philippe’s. He was the ship’s doctor, 
and quite naturally Philippe called him 
Doc. T h e  young woman with him was 
a very pretty English girl, highly self- 
assured, very feminine, smartly dressed, 
and well made up. She exam ined Ursula 
with an air o f  superiority. Philippe, like 
Doc, seemed to go out o f his way to 
please this young woman, and Ursula 
fo-und herself with nothing to say. She 
felt awkward, embarrassed by her heavy 
khaki clothes and her hair falling into 
her eyes, and conscious o f her hands 
with the nails cut short. She wished 
that she also were a grown woman, 
knowing how to laugh with self-assur
ance and how to look men in the eye 
without blinking, and wearing a low-cut 
black dress, revealing her provoking 
breasts. She wished she could dance 
perfectly, wearing high heels and trans
parent stockings. But instead o f being 
like that, there she was saying nothing, 
feeling queasy ever since yesterday’s 
meal on the boat, and not able to eat 
anything.

Philippe exclaimed at her leaving her 
plate untouched. H e was very fond o f 
eating, and it seemed to him a sacrilege 
to refuse smoked salmon and to leave a 
roast untasted. T o  please him, Ursula 
managed to drink the wine that was 
served to her.

'T 'H F . young Englishwoman had the
art o f  turning the conversation easily 

around all sorts o f  obvious subjects 
which one cou ldn ’t remember a mo
ment afterward. T h e  dinner was rather 
long. Afterward, Philippe suggested that 
they finish the evening at his place in 
town. A nd since there were four o f 
them, Ursula accepted, reassured by the 
presence o f the other woman.

T hey  took a taxi to P hilippe’s apart
ment. It was a m odern three-room flat 
filled with Chinese and Indian knick- 
knacks that Philippe had brought back 
from  his voyages. T hey  all made them
selves com fortable in the living room. 
Philippe brought out whisky glasses. 
T h e  conversation languished. D oc and 
the young wom an exchanged glances 
and whispered to each other. Suddenly 
the young woman rose and left the 
room . D oc follow ed her, and Ursula 
found herself alone with Philippe.

She was seated on  the couch. Philippe 
leaned over her and, as on  the day 
before, began to kiss her. Ursula was 
astonished to discover that his mouth 
was already familiar to her. H ow warm 
and good  it was, penetrating her own!

W ith his free hand, Philippe put out 
the bright lamp and snapped on an
other, which suffused the room  with a 
dim  rosy light, in which everything was 
intimate and soft. Ursula felt tranquil, 
happy After all, his nearness was na
tural, not frightening at all, quite 
normal and reassuring.

Perhaps half an hour passed. Phil
ippe ’s hand began to explore Ursula. It 
touched her very lightly, but at the 
same time m uch more determinedly 
than yesterday; a hand that had a will 
o f its own. A nd  as on the day before, 
a mad panic seized the girl. In the same 
instant she became rigid and filled with

tremors. Suddenly she realized some
thing: She d id n ’t want this. She didn ’t 
want it at all.

Philippe sighed, took his hand away, 
and resumed his kissing. But very 
quickly he returned to the charge. For 
quite a while, in silence, the struggle 
continued. Ursula would become rigid, 
and then would relax slightly, murmur
ing only, "N o, no.”  Finally Philippe sat 
back on the couch next to her. He 
looked at her queerly, with an air that 
was neither angry nor astonished. W ith 
a quick m otion o f his hand he brushed 
back the mass o f brown hair that fell 
in disorder over his forehead. He said, 
“ W hy d on ’t you want me to make love 
to you?’ ’

In very low  broken words, Ursula 
said that she was afraid, that as yet no 
man had ever touched her, that she 
d idn ’t want it. She begged him not to 
be angry. She liked his kisses well 
enough, but nothing else. " I  beg you, 
nothing else."

She didn ’ t tell him that in the depths 
o f her being, there was also an infantile 
panic at being found ignorant, at fail
ing like a schoolboy who hasn’t prepared 
his lesson; a fear that he would make 
fun o f her. She d idn ’t tell him that she 
was still in terror o f  the unknown thing 
before her, o f that which came after the 
kisses, and which could not be in any 
way like what she had learned from 
Claude—certainly altogether different.

Philippe looked at her with astonish
ment. In his eyes, Ursula could see 
that he d idn ’t believe she was a virgin— 
a virgin after a year in the Armyl He 
certainly believed that she was just a 
little teaser playing the ingenue.

At first, Philippe said nothing. He 
took her in his arms again and re
sumed his kissing, as though his kisses 
could convince her better than words.
But when it became clear that nothing 
was going to change in her, he studied 
her attentively with a reflective air, as 
though asking himself whether she was 
after all telling the truth, and whether 
she was indeed a virgin, a naive little 
girl.

T h en  he said gently, "W hy are you 
afraid, Ursula? I w on ’t hurt you. W hy 
are you afraid to make the jum p? After
ward you will be a woman. You have to 
becom e a woman sometime, and it will 
make you very happy, you know .”

H e said the things that all men say 
on this occasion, but he said them sin
cerely, gently, and Ursula was hearing 
these words for the first time.

She wanted to cry and to ask his for
giveness.

C H E  wanted to; she wanted to; but 
^ s h e  could not.

Philippe rose, poured himself a glass 
o f  whisky, and returned to  sit next 
to her. He no longer attempted to kiss 
her, but he began to speak o f his child
hood, o f  his home and his parents, o f 
their small estate in the Pyrenees, o f  his 
brother and sisters.

T hey talked quietly the rest o f  the g 
evening. n

It was past midnight. There was a 
discreet knock on the door. Doc entered I 
with his young woman, who was as ele-
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gant and as well made up as before. T he 
young woman gave Ursula a little glance 
o f  complicity filled with secret under
standing. Doc assumed the well-bred air 
o f a gentleman who deliberately ignores 
the obvious.

T hey played the phonograph and / 
danced a little, and then Doc said that 
he and the young woman were going to 
leave. Philippe helped Ursula into her 
coat, and the four o f  them left together.

T h e  streets were black. T here was no 
more wind, and the sky was filled with 
stars. Doc and the English girl hailed 
a taxi and drove off. Philippe and Ur
sula walked on without speaking.

A T  her door Philippe asked her to 
■^■meet him the follow ing day for d in
ner. He apologized again, and then he 
took her in his arms and kissed her very 
long and gently.

T w o  days before her leave was up, 
Ursula said good-by to the family. She 
had already inform ed them earlier in 
the day that her leave was ending and 
that she had to return to London.

She packed her little valise, shook 
hands all around, promised to write, and 
thanked them.

Ursula left, clutching her valise, and 
met Philippe.

They went to dinner in a different 
restaurant, just the two o f  them, and 
Philippe danced with her during d in
ner, and taught her some new steps.

Ursula forced herself to eat in order 
not to offend him, but each m outhful 
was a torture. T h e  food simply stuck 
in her throat. Happily, there was a des
sert o f  strawberries and cream, and that 
went better. Philippe seemed not to 
know what to do with her. H e pro
longed their stay at the table after d in 
ner, ordering liqueurs, and finally he 
asked her if she would like to go to the 
movies.

Taking her courage in both hands, 
Ursula said clearly, “ No, I'd  rather go to 
your place.”

Philippe seemed astonished. He 
looked at her hesitatingly, and then he 
took her hand without saying anything.

They rose and went out.
They entered the living room  as they 

had the night before, but this time, as 
soon as the door was closed, Ursula 
asked Philippe to wait a moment, and 
went into the bathroom. She had no 
notion o f  preparatory caresses, o f  love 
play, o f delays. Since she had decided 
to make love tonight, then it might as 
well be done, and quickly.

Alone, she undressed hastily, took off 
her medallion, folded her clothes, and 
placed the medallion on top. Although 
she had been raised without religion, it 
seemed to her that she could not wear 
the medallion—which one o f  her gover
nesses had given her long ago—under 
these circumstances. T hen, altogether 
nude, she returned to the living room.

Philippe had certainly not expected 
this. He was still standing there, in uni
form, smoking. He saw the door open, 
and the girl enter and remain standing

0 silently before him with her head low- 
U ered and her straight hair veiling her 
y cheeks. He saw her childish little body,
1 her tiny breasts, her thin arms, her

round knees, and the demarcations o f 
her bathing suit, leaving her breasts 
and her hips all white in the midst o f 
her bronzed body.

H e approached, taking her face in his 
hands, and he raised her head and said, 
“ D on ’t be ashamed, Ursula. Look at me. 
You are beautiful.”

Philippe undressed and put on a 
woolen robe with green squares. He had 
not yet recovered from his astonish
ment, and seemed to be asking himself 
if he were dreaming. He picked Ursula 
up in his arms and carried her into his 
bedroom, placing her on the bed. Then 
in the dimness Ursula felt the naked 
body o f  a man touching her body. And 
now the terrible fear returned. T he 
child began to tremble like a leaf; she 
trembled in all her limbs. Her teeth 
chattered, and she trembled and shivered 
without being able to control herself. 
Philippe kissed her and pressed her in 
his arms, but he felt the fear and re
sistance in her.

A sob o f utter sorrow broke from the 
girl. Philippe began to rock her as one 
rocks tiny, frightened children. “ My 
dear little girl, don 't cry. D on ’ t be 
afraid o f anything. I w on ’t touch you 
any more. You see that I can’t touch you 
when you tremble like that. It stops 
everything in me. Look, little one, 
my baby, d on ’t be afraid o f  anything. 
You are too small, you ’re still just a 
little girl. I d on ’t want to hurt you. Now 
you’re going to sleep with me, just 
nicely, without anything. D o you want 
to?”

Little by little Ursula calmed herself. 
She pressed herself against him. Philippe 
hugged her in his arms and talked to 
her soothingly, like a big brother, and 
she fell asleep.

In the middle o f  the night she awoke. 
Philippe was not asleep. H e got up, 
turned on the bed lamp, and put on his 
dressing gown. He went to the kitchen 
and brought back a glass o f  milk for 
Ursula, and for himself a large glass o f 
whisky.

Philippe watched her driqjt, sitting al
together naked in his bed, holding the 
glass in her two hands with her hair 
falling over her eyes. H e got back into 
bed; they talked a little and fell asleep.

During those two days she lived at 
Philippe’s, treated like a little sister; he 
never attempted to make love to her.

T >H IL IP P E  would take her on his 
knees and say to her, “ Your remind 

me o f  the sea, the sun, and the sand. 
You do me good. You make me a better 
person. Someday you will love a man, 
and he’ll marry you, and when you have 
a flock o f  children you ’ll think about 
old  Philippe. As for me, you see I could 
never marry you because my only bride 
will always be the sea. And so it’s better 
the way we are.”

On the last day, Philippe took her to 
the station. He installed her in her 
compartment and bought her some 
sandwiches for the journey. Ursula 
leaned out o f  the window for his last 
kiss. Both knew that they would never 
see each other again and that they had 
lived through a strange episode together.

T h e  train began to move. She saw

Philippe on the platform  in his blue 
uniform, standing straight, watching the 
train disappear.

In spite o f everything, Down Street, 
when Ursula entered again after a week 
o f  absence, had something o f an aspect 
o f home for her.

After dinner Claude noticed Ursula 
and made her a distant sign, smiling. 
Ursula rose and went toward her, and 
suddenly, as she was approaching 
Claude, she told me later, it was as 
though someone had at that instant 
cut a cord between them. Suddenly 
Ursula had a physical sensation as o f a 
weight dropping away from her, setting 
her free. It was over in a second; she 
was advancing toward Claude, and in 
the next instant she knew that it was 
finished, that she was not in love with 
her any more.

And as Claude went on talking, 
Ursula saw her for the first time ob
jectively.

i^ L A U D E ’S magic power no longer 
^ w o r k e d  on her. Ursula saw nothing 
more than a woman o f forty, a hand
some woman, very well made up, but 
with little lines at the sides o f her 
mouth and a scattering o f white hair.

Now she was free. . . .
Months passed. T here were many new 

recruits, and the dormitories were full. 
In the Virgins’ Room , M onique, our 
chemistry student, finished reading a pas
sionately exciting chapter on enzymes, 
without hearing what was going on 
around her. Ursula took a last look, to 
be sure that her bed was properly made, 
and went down to her place at the little 
table in the hallway. She opened the 
registry to write down our names as 
we left the barracks.

Claude was not at the switchboard 
that day, as it was her day o f leave, 
and Ursula was glad o f  it. Claude had 
become increasing irritable o f late, see
ing nothing but enemies all about her, 
and it had become quite exhausting to 
listen to the endless repetitions o f her 
quarrels.

Little by little the house emptied it
self. W om en came to scrub the hall; they 
were newcomers, passing their first 
weeks in taking care o f  the barracks. A 
corporal went by, and managed to find 
an excuse for making them redo the 
hall, which she considered badly scrub
bed. O ne o f  the new recruits objected, 
and the corporal pierced her with a 
black look and a few well-chosen words.

Ursula recalled her first days in Down 
Street, three years ago, when she had 
been so proud o f this uniform  and had 
felt that she was surely going to help 
save France.

"PAID she still think so? At bottom, yes. 
•^She had not yet lost all o f  her illu
sions. She realized that most o f us no 
longer believed we were being useful to 
our country by living in Down Street. 
A nd yet we ajl still believed that after 
the war everything would change, that 
the golden age would begin, and that 
there would be love between nations.

She was sitting like that with her 
eyes closed when she heard herself 
called. “ G ood  morning, Ursula.” She
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slowly opened wide her childlike eyes.
Just as on that first occasion three 

years ago, Michel was standing in front 
o f her, with his slightly astonished look, 
his round face, his full mouth.

“ M ichel!’ ' cried Ursula joyfully, and 
she jum ped up, reaching her hand to 
him. An immense happiness flooded 
her. M ichel had returned. Michel was 
found again.

Michel remembered everyone’s name; 
he asked for news o f  Mickey, o f  Claude, 
o f Jacqueline. As for him, he had been 
in Scotland all this time; now he was 
stationed in London again, and the 
Army was giving him free time to at
tend courses at the university. He was a 
corporal, he inform ed her, showing his 
stripes laughingly.

“ Can you come to dinner with me 
tonight?”  M ichel asked.

I T  seemed to Ursula that everything 
* h a d  become the same as before. O nce 
again she would ask for an eleven-thirty 
pass, she would go to dine in a little 
restaurant in Soho with M ichel, and he 
would talk very little. She still knew lit
tle about him; but there was one differ
ence—Michel had been so often in her 
thoughts that he now seemed close to 
her, and it was almost as though she 
were recovering a part o f her childhood.

Evening came. Ursula found herself 
facing M ichel over a little oilcloth- 
covered table. M ichel spoke more freely 
than he had before. Suddenly Ursula 
too had a great deal to say.

Michel too believed in the reconstruc
tion o f the world after the war and in 
the United Nations, and when it was

M ichel who spoke o f  these things all 
doubt seemed truly impossible.

Ursula asked him where his parents 
lived now, and M ichel said, “ In Pales
tine.”  After the war, he said, he would 
jo in  them there.

W hen Ursula told me about all this, 
there was one thing that appeared to 
have touched her most. Michel spoke to 
her as an adult, she said, as a person 
with whom one could discuss anything 
at all, and Ursula felt proud that so in
telligent a young man should consider 
her worthy o f listening to all his ideas 
and projects. She was happy that Michel 
d idn ’t resent her because o f that other 
time when she had run away, and she 
was glad that he d idn ’t speak o f  it.

He took her home to Down Street 
and said good night, lifting his black 
eyes toward her, profound and filled 
with gentleness.

Each day, when Ursula’s duties ended, 
she met Michel. At the time, M ichel 
was working in an office in the Polish 
G H Q  in London.

By this time Ursula had begun to talk 
more freely to M ichel, and one even
ing, a little to her horror, she found 
herself speaking o f her experience with 
Claude. She told him everything then— 
her passion, her suffering, her fear o f 
not being normal. She told him too 
about Philippe.

Michel reassured her. T h e  affair with 
Claude d idn ’t seem to shock him, nor 
the experience with Philippe. H e took 
Ursula’s hand in his, and with an awk
ward gesture plunged both their hands 
into the large pocket o f his coat.

They went regularly now to dine at

R ose’s, or in a little Italian restaurant 
in Soho, and sometimes Michel would 
take Ursula to the zoo, and they would 
amuse themselves like children.

A bout that time a whole group o f  us 
got into the habit o f  going out on 
bicycle trips in the environs o f Lon
don on Sundays. W e girls had all pur
chased secondhand bicycles, prehistoric 
machines upon which we were perched 
at vertiginous heights. M ichel borrowed 
a bicycle from  a friend, and we took 
along bread, cheese, and apples.

One Sunday most o f  us had dates in 
town, and Ursula alone left for a bi
cycle trip with Michel. It rained all day, 
a thin, acidulous little rain that drowned 
the countryside. Ursula laughed, raising 
her face to the rain. She was happy just 
to be alone with Michel.

Tow ard four o ’clock they arrived in 
front o f a little inn that seemed, as she 
described it to me, to have appeared out 
o f a fairy tale.

“ It’s from the story o f  the witch who 
had a gingerbread house,” M ichel said.
T h e  roo f was thatched, all shining with 
rain, and just beneath the roof the 
little windows seemed to peer at them 
with secret cunning.

In front o f a log fire, the two grown
up children were served an English tea. 
There was no sugar, but there were hot 
buns and marmalade.

T here was no more war. They were 
two young children who had taken 
refuge in the forest, far from the rain, 
far from  the night, encircled in warmth 
and joy. M ichel studied Ursula’s pure 
face. Life had not touched her at all; 
everything had slipped from her as the 
rain from  the thatched roof. She was 
still the same little girl who had opened 
the door on that night o f the dance, 
when she had slipped outside to take 
refuge from  the world. A little girl 
without a past, and with no knowledge 
o f  anything. She was like himself, she 
knew nothing, and he had no fear o f 
her. O ne day he could take her in his 
arms and keep her. He kissed her once, 
and she had fled; but that had been 
some years ago, and then there had been 
Claude. He had even then suspected 
something o f  the sort, but he had not 
been sure. But now Ursula had told 
him everything, and Claude was no 
longer a danger.

X X E  looked at her and was filled with 
A A a terrible desire for  life. Suddenly 
M ichel wanted to live. Yes, why shouldn’t 
he claim her, and afterward take her to 
Palestine? Everything was possible! 
There was a whole world to rebuild!
He could not die.

Ursula returned M ichel’s gaze. She too 
was happy, and she knew that this hap
piness and peace were in being with 
M ichel. T h en  quite simply the words 
came from  her: "H ow  good it is here, 
M ichel! I ’m so happy! I believe it’s be
cause I love you .” T hen she halted in
decisively, still looking at him.

He arose, and together they went to 
the window. Outdoors, the rain contin
ued to fall. M ichel encircled her with g 
his arms and kissed her on* the cheek. ■■
He held her pressed against him. They ”
were exactly the same height, like two Y
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children. He told her, “ I have nothing 
to give you, neither a home nor secur
ity nor a future.”  But Ursula had never 
had any o f these. His words made her 
laugh. Then she saw that M ichel’s eyes 
were filled with tears. She placed her 
thin arms around his neck and kissed 
him gently on the lips. Ursula had 
week-end leave until M onday. It seemed 
quite simple and normal to them to 
spend the night in the inn.

T he bed was wide and very high, with 
a thick red eiderdown cover. T his w^s 
a new experience for Michael as well 
as for Ursula, and both o f them were 
a little afraid. They pressed close to one 
another and were somehow reassured in 
sensing each other's fear. A fter all, it 
was neither so terrible nor so difficult. 
Ursula suddenly thought o f  Philippe, 
and an infinite thankfulness rose in her 
because he had left her for Michael.

rT H lE Y  fell asleep and then awoke, and 
this time their bodies were already 

acquainted with each other. T h e  dis
covery had begun. It was still rather 
awkward and slow because they were 
deeply moved, frightened, and happy. 
But everything was so normal, so won
derfully and utterly normal, com ing out 
o f these mad years.

Now they were two together and the 
war was going to end.

They were the future.
M ichel and Ursula had requested 

permission to be married. As they were 
both under twenty-one, they had to 
secure not only the permission o f their 
superiors but the consent o f  their par
ents. Michel wrote to his, in Palestine, 
and Ursula asked Claude to write a 
letter that she could enclose with her 
own to her mother in America. It was 
a year since she had written to her 
mother, and she had only an old un
certain address. Her father was in China 
and she did not know his address at all.

Claude wrote a wonderful letter; she 
spoke o f loving Ursula as her own 
daughter, and declared that she knew 
Michel as a serious and intelligent 
young man. She said that she herself 
was old  enough to be their mother, and 
believed that neither one o f them could 
have made a better choice.

At the beginning o f April M ichel re
ceived a long letter from his parents, 
saying that they were happy that he 
had chosen a bride, and blessing the 
young people.

T h e  letter to Ursula’s mother came 
back marked “ Unknown at this ad
dress,”  and Ursula sent a second letter 
to another address in California that 
she had found among her papers. They 
were waiting only for this response be
fore begining their formalities at the 
consulates, their respective armies, and 
the registration office.

Michel had a tiny room  in the city, 
a cubbyhole filled with books. Ursula 
often went to meet him there. But 
sometimes, while he was waiting for her, 
he would fall prey to his pessimistic 

G moods. Once all three o f us had a 
it rendezvous there, and I arrived a little 

l>efore Ursula to find him looking 
T strangely depressed. That time he over

came his reticence, and talked to me.

Sometimes, he said, when he was wait
ing for  Ursula, he couldn ’t help asking 
himself, W hat’s the good o f  all this? 
W hat use is it to study and to get a 
degree, what use to dream o f  marriage, 
when after all nothing in the world has 
changed? Have I found any answer— 
the answer that I sought in Switzerland? 
Men are still fighting like idiots, and 
there is no end to the war. And after 
the war, what will lie the answer? 
W hat’s the use o f going around in 
circles, and even o f trying to construct 
something? W hat’s the use o f all that, 
if it’s only in a world o f  hatred and 
destructiveness? One might as well die 
and be done with it.

M ichel felt that he had no right to 
deceive Ursula about his inner beliefs, 
and yet he loved her, he wanted her to 
be happy. At least he could give her a 
short while o f happiness.

T h e  evening arrived gently, stealing 
in through the window and covering 
M ichel’s books. T here was a knock at 
the door, and Ursula entered, looking 
at him with her lim pid eyes. M ichel 
took her in his arms, pressing her 
against him.

I knew that this was somehow to 
protect himself as well as her, somehow 
to keep himself from showing her his 
deepest bitterness. I knew too that he 
drew force from her, against his wish 
for death.

She said, “ Michel, Michel, I ’m happy!”

T I E  smiled gently, kissing her girlish 
round cheeks, caressing her long 

glossy hair. In Ursula’s eyes I could read 
an elation that said, He can d o any
thing! He will d o  great things! And in 
M ichel’s eyes there was the effort o f 
all humanity, it seemed to me, to try 
to live.

As I saw them together, something 
unknotted in me. I wanted to cry, and 
at the same time I knew that I was 
healed o f  all the doubt and fear that 
had come into me through these years 
o f living in the barracks. I would no 
longer be ashamed o f  seeking what was 
pure. I knew that someday I might 
hope to feel love like theirs, and I 
could wait.

T h e  first o f  June brought a response 
from Ursula’s mother. It was a strange, 
disconnected letter written in a dis
orderly handwriting, nervous and irreg
ular. She wished her daughter great 
happiness, and at the same time warned 
her against marriage. M en were all 
egotists, she said; they were all cruel 
and untrustworthy. In closing, she said 
that she adored Ursula and was sure 
that she would be happy. “ But do be 
sensible, dear, and d on ’t have any chil
dren,”  she added.

T h e  next day, Michel submitted his 
marriage request to the Army.

On the m orning o f  June third, he 
telephoned Ursula at the barracks. He 
was at a railway station. H e had just 
received his orders, and had to leave 
within half an hour. H e thought it was 
for maneuvers and that he would be 
back in a week. He loved her and would 
write to her as soon as he could.

Ursula was not particularly discon 
certcd by this sudden departure. She

was used to the ways o f  the Army, and 
counted on seeing M ichel the follow 
ing week.

I had a very early errand in Mickey’s 
office. Everyone was buried in the daily 
routine and life was relatively calm.

Suddenly there was a strange s ire n - 
one we had never heard before. A red
faced lieutenant burst into the room. 
At the same moment we all knew. We 
all cried out together, “ T h ey ’ve landed!”

“ In Normandy! At hom e!”
“ T he invasion!”
“ T h ey ’ve landed!”
It was an unforgettable day. W hen I 

went out, the English stopped me in 
the street, shaking my hand and crying, 
“ Vive la France!”  American soldiers 
bought rounds o f  "drinks for the Eng
lish, and there was joy everywhere. T he 
second front! T h e  second front in which 
no one had believed any more, so long 
awaited on both sides o f  the Channel. 
Finally it was true! People were happy, 
as though the war were already over.

In the street, people tore the news
papers out o f  each other’s hands. W hen 
I got back to our newsroom I found 
everyone clustered around the radio. 
T h e  British and Americans were al
ready advancing on the roads o f Brit
tany and Normandy. T he Germans were 
in retreat. T h e  Maquis was fighting in 
the interior -of France. T he FFI had 
occupied German barracks, and the 
population everywhere was in revolt.

I d idn ’t see Ursula until that evening. 
So this was why M ichel had left so 
quickly. Now we understood. Ursula 
was pale and nervous, but during dinner 
in Down Street she, like everyone else, 
talked o f nothing but the invasion.

W e realized that we would all soon 
be. leaving to work with the Army, driv
ing trucks and helping in all sorts o f 
tasks in makeshift headquarters under 
the hazards o f  war.

That night there was dancing in the 
barracks, and the noise became intoler
able. Ursula sat down on her bed and 
began to take off her stockings. Sud
denly she jum ped up and went running 
out o f  the room.*

W orried, I followed her to the bath
room, and found her throwing up her 
entire dinner. I told her not to be wor
ried, that it was the em otion o f the 
day. But Ursula looked at me with her 
large eyes and said quite simply that 
she was going to have a baby. It was 
just the sort o f news to learn on this 
day!

Ursula had already suspected it for a 
week. T hat afternoon she had been to 
see a doctor. He had told her that he 
could not yet be certain,'but that it was 
more than likely that she was pregnant.

T  SAID all that I could find to say. 
■^That it was wonderful, and that she 
should let M ichel know right away, and 
perhaps he would be able to come back 
on compassionate leave, and they could 
be married.

Ursula received a postcard from 
M ichel, sent from an English port be- 
fort his departure. It contained his new 
military address, to which Ursula wrote

(Continued on page 52)
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The Case of the Invisible EAR”

New. . .  Exclusive

is  s o lv e d  b y

ASON
Creator o f "PERRY M ASO N ", writes:

“ This is to let you know that I am very pleased with the way my 
Otarion Listener is performing. 1 can’t begin to tell you how 
much satisfaction I get out of it.

“ When some of my friends try it out—people who have never been 
really conscious that they have a hearing problem—it is a pleasure 
to watch the startled expressions on their faces.

“ Because insensitivity to sound comes on us as insidiously as a 
decaying tooth, we gradually accustom ourselves to a certain degree 
of isolation.

“ With the Otarion Listener, the absence of heavy batteries, 
entangling wires, and the ability of your laboratory technicians to 
adjust the device to individual problems makes it no more 
inconvenient than the glasses which I always wear.

“ While I almost never write letters of endorsement, I am giving 
you permission to use this letter because I think more people should 
realize the extent to which recent scientific discoveries can help in 
restoring lost hearing, just as glasses can sharpen dim vision.”

' TARGET HE”*
S o  new and unique the U S  Government has granted it a patent

*  Imagine H earing- Right Here

A tiny microphone concealed in the bridge 
of these attractive streamlined glasses lets 
you hear with the same ease that you see. 
It’s the most natural thing in the world. 
You hear as you see. You automatically 
hear what you want to hear, without the 
annoyance of sounds you don’t want. In 
addition, with the Otarion Listener, you 
can use the telephone naturally, yet with 
all the privacy o f a telephone booth.

Now Otarion, creator of the eye-glass hearing aid, has the first patent 
(No. 2,613,282) granted in this field. The “ Invisible Ear” —a tiny 
pinpoint opening—in the front of these good looking glasses, is your 
gateway to a whole new world of sound. The exclusive invisible 
microphone lets you hear where you look. It gives you Target 
Hearing—naturally and effortlessly—without the annoyance of 
unwanted sounds. Magnifies sound so that you can hear from twice 
the distance of any other eye-glass hearing aid. Best of all, you may 
wear it and not even your closest friends realize it, unless you tell 
them. It restores all the joys of hearing as never before. You hear 
beautiful music, sermons, and the voices of loved ones with a clarity 
and ease you never dreamed possible. No wonder Erie Stanley 
Gardner, Dr. Lee De Forest, General Jimmy Doolittle, and thousands 
of others, wear the Otarion Listener. You too, will be just as 
enthusiastic about the Listener as they are.

C O R  O  R y A  X  / O  N
Serving the hard of hearing since the 1930’s

Island Rosamond, President, Otarion Listener Corporation 

Ossining 35, Now York

Without obligation, please send in plain w rapper your informative booklet on 
"Target Hearing"— the exclusive patented hearing invention that challenges detec
tion, yet makes hearing as easy as seeing.

N a m •.................................................................

A d d r e u ...............................................................
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long, passionate letters every day.
In Down Street, packing cases were 

being hammered closed. Everyone was 
preparing to leave, and some o f  the 
privileged had already left.

W e passed an agitated week. All o f 
us were so unnerved that we quarreled 
for no reason whatever. O ne felt that 
the Down Street period was com ing to 
an end.

A bout two weeks after the opening 
o f the second front I happened to be 
on Buckingham Road, passing the Pol
ish headquarters, when I saw one o f 
M ichel’s friends from  the office to which 
he had been attached. T h e  young man 
said to me, “ You know the news?”

¥ FE LT a sort o f  contraction in my
heart, for the Polish soldier’s face was 

grave.
“ Michel was killed on the first day, 

during the landing. He got sixteen 
bullets in him while he was running to 
help another fellow w ho was wounded. 
His body was recovered. H e’s buried 
there, at Falaise, in Normandy.”

I could scarcely keep from  bursting 
into tears right there in the m iddle o f 
the street. Ursula, poor Ursula! Poor 
Michel!

Once more I saw the round face, the 
great black eyes, the raised questioning 
brows, and the small plum p form o f 
M ichel in his heavy khaki uniform. And 
I thought o f  all the things he had said 
to Ursula and Mickey and Jacqueline 
and me, about the future, and recon
struction, and the United Nations, the 
things he had not really believed in his 
heart. So he had been right. T here was 
really only death, all death.

Suddenly I thought again o f  Ursula 
and the baby. It was frightening. W hat 
should be done? T h e  Polish sergeant 
told me that a letter addressed to 
Ursula had been found in M ichel’s 
pocket, and that his chief had received 
the letter and had just inform ed Down 
Street that morning.

I had an important errand and 
couldn ’t get to the barracks. I had not 
been there for lunch, and I was afraid 
that Ursula might have been there and 
received the news. I hurried to Mickey’s 
office. W hen I tojd her what had hap
pened, she started to cry, soundlessly, 
weeping as we telephoned Down Street 
to find out if Ursula had com e in for 
lunch. T h e  sentry said no, and we con
cluded that Ursula could not yet have 
learned about Michel. W e had the rest 
o f the day to think o f  some way to pro
tect her. W e tried and tried to find a 
solution. It seemed to us that the child 
would be the only safeguard. She would 
have M ichel’s child to  raise.

At the same time, we simply could 
not bring ourselves to believe that the 
gentle Michel, the foe o f all that was 
hateful, could have been killed—not 
that particular boy, immediately, in the 
forefront o f  the liberating army. Mickey 
said frantically that perhaps it was a 
mistake, that he was a prisoner, that 
the news was false. I could see that she 
had to doubt, she had to deceive her
self, for if M ichel were only the begin

(Continued from page 50) ning o f  the list, if her Peter too . . .
Ursula had come to lunch at the bar

racks, after all. T h e  sentry had not 
noticed her as she slipped in. After
ward, the sentry, along with the rest o f 
us, had to piece together what had 
happened. Immediately after lunch, our 
captain had called Ursula to her office.

T h e  Captain spoke very consider
ately, and Ursula said nothing. She did 
not cry. T h e  Captain knew that she was 
to have married Michel, for the mar
riage request had passed through her 
office. But like nearly everyone else, she 
was ignorant o f  Ursula’s pregnancy.

W hen Ursula sensed that the Captain 
had finished, she rose and went out. She 
seemed calm. T h e  Captain reflected that 
the girl was quite young, and that the 
sorrows o f  love are transitory.

¥ T R SU L A  went directly to the infirm- 
^  ary. N o one was sick just then, and 
the infirmary beds were vacant. Ursula 
quietly asked the nurse for some 
aspirin.

W hile the nurse went to get the 
aspirin, Ursula reached out her hand 
and took two vials o f  sleeping pills.

T h en  she went dow n to the kitchen 
in the basement. It was about three 
o ’clock, and n o one was there.

Ursula went to the cupboard, took 
a mug, went to the sink, poured water 
into it, and then em ptied the contents 
o f  the two vials into the water. She 
took a spoon from  a drawer and 
crushed the pills until they formed a 
white powder that floated in the water 
like a cloud in the sky.

Ursula must have gone about her task 
methodically, as if it were only one 
more o f  her duties, one more thing that 
she had to d o ; for she left no disorder 
behind her when she finished her bitter 
drink. There was only the mug on the 
table, .with a spoon beside it, and a little 
o f  the white powder at the bottom  o f 
the mug.

She went upstairs to the Virgins’ 
R oom . H ow  long she remained alone 
there no one knows. W e know she was 
there, and that she must have been very 
calm, for afterward we found all her 
things neatly arranged together on her 
bed, as though she wanted to make 
everything as easy as she could  for those 
o f  us she was leaving. Everything must 
have seemed quite natural and normal 
to her. Her life had begun with Michel, 
and now she was ending it with him. 
T h e  future was already dead.

W hen she left the barracks, she slip
ped out by the kitchen door, so as not 
to have to pass before the table at the 
entrance, where she herself had so often 
sat guard.

A fter having telephoned the barracks, 
Mickey and I felt a momentary re
prieve. W e decided to get in touch with 
A nn, to help us break the news to 
Ursula.

I had to hurry to my office. I was 
able to telephone Ann during the 
afternoon. She took the news in her 
quiet, strong way, and saw at once that 
we would have to help Ursula support 
the shock. As I sometimes had to re
main late at my office, Ann promised to 
be at the barracks before Ursula might

receive the bad news from the Captain.
A nn was the first o f  us to return to 

the barracks. She looked for Ursula’s 
name in the register. Ursula had been 
marked out after breakfast, and had 
not been marked in again. Ann there
fore concluded that Ursula was still in 
town, and knew nothing.

I got hom e soon afterward. Ann and 
I decided that Ursula had probably re
m ained in town for dinner. It d idn ’t 
occur to us to speak to the Captain.

Ursula must have wandered along the 
streets until her sleepiness became so 
powerful that she turned into Hyde 
Park, and found a quiet corner, be
tween two trees. Although it was still 
early evening, she was unable to see 
anything; her eyes could no longer 
focus. She saw everything double, and 
the images trembled and danced and 
m ultiplied and retreated before her 
eyes. Her head ached, ached terribly; 
she had a pain in her stomach, and her 
heart pounded. T hen  she slipped to the 
ground, and curled up as wounded 
animals do, and she resisted no more.

W hen Ursula had not yet returned at 
eight o ’clock, Ann reported the matter 
to the sergeant o f  the guard, who hur
ried to the Captain. W e learned then 
that Ursula had been there at noon. 
She knew. Now the police were tele
phoned, and a description o f  Ursula 
was given out to all the stations in 
L ondon and its environs and along the 
Thames.

Someone had telephoned Jacqueline, 
and she rushed over to Down Street to 
wait with us for the news that we knew 
must come. None o f  us in the Virgins’ 
R oom  went to bed. W e all waited in 
silence. T he hours passed.

At midnight, although I knew I 
w ouldn 't sleep, I undressed and put on 
my pajamas. As I shifted my pillow I 
heard a soft rustling sound, as though 
the pillow had rubbed against paper. 
But I had left no paper there. W ho, 
then? Could Ursula have left a note? 
My heart thudding, I lifted the pillow.

rP H E R E  was no note, but something 
A  more eloquent than anything Ursula 

could have written. It was a small snap
shot that I had never seen before, a pic
ture o f Ursula and Michel, standing 
close together, smiling. It was her only 
legacy.

T h e  next m orning the door to the 
barracks was opened by two police
men, who carried in the body o f Ursula.

She did not remain long in Down 
Street. For an instant we looked at her 
white face, her closed eyes, her blue 
lips; we saw the head fallen on the 
shoulder, and the dead hands.

T h e  Captain’s door was closed to us 
all. Only a few officers entered for secret 
conferences.

T h e  body was taken away at once, 
no one knew exactly where, and the 
next day a lieutenant announced that 
Ursula Martin had been buried in the 
French military cemetery outside L on
don.

E P IL O G U E
It was eleven o ’clock in the evening.

(Continued on page 54)



“ THE MONEY-SAVING WAY TO MAKE YOUR CAR 
GLITTER AND GLEAM AGAIN’’ -  CAR LIFE MAGAZINE

IT PLATES AS YOU BRUSH
Brings New, Gleaming Beauty to 

Worn, Dull, even Blistered 
Chrome Areas of Your Car.

REPUTE 
AUTO CHROME
RIGHT ON YOUR CAR —

WITH PERMANENT PLATING

BRING BACK NEW-CAR BRILLIANCE
Here at last is the car-owner’s answer to all chrome prob
lems . . .  a way that you can do actual ELECTROPLATING 
right on your own car. You put a brand-new, shiny plating 
on bumpers, grille, all auto trim. You bring back new 
beauty and sparkle to your car . . .  INCREASE ITS VALUE 
. . .  make yourself proud to own and drive it. W ith SPEED- 
PLATER you put on new metal as you brush! And the 
plating you apply becomes an INDESTRUCTIBLE PART 
of the metal you plate . . . bonds itself on— forms a hard, 
sparkling, metal surface that defies all elements!

BUMPERS—GRILLWORK—ALL CAR TRIM
RESTORED TO NEW BRILLIANCE

Here is how easily you REPLATE your car . . .  you simply 
clamp SPEEDPLATER’S wires to your car’s battery, 
then dip SPEEDPLATE Brush into the miracle 
plating solution and plate anywhere around your 
car— without removing any parts. Safe, mild 
current works FAST—yet uses less battery 
juice than the tiniest light on your car.

TE ST ED  A N D  A P P R O V E D  
B Y  L E A D I N G

A U T O M O T I V E  M A G A Z I N E S
MOTOR TREND Magazine, New Products Test, July, 1958: 
"We deliberately picked a difficult test area which was badly pitted and 
corroded . . . Our Plating kit was the Empire Speed Plater. The final 
result matched the chrome and was entirely satisfactory. Anyone should 
be able to obtain similar results . .
ROD & CUSTOM Magazine, New Products Test, April, 1958: 
"Specdplater not only can be used to restore scratched, worn or blistered 
chrome on any part of your car, but can be used to plate metal not 
chromed before . . . For those wishing to plate their own items right at 
home without having to depend upon a commercial chrome shop, 
we’ll vouch for the Speedplater’s doing the job by saying that it works 
exactly as described, giving a lasting, durable, bright coating.”

Car D ea le rs  & Se rv ice  S ta t ions  M a k e  Big  
P ro f i t s  w i th  Spec ia l  H ea vy-D u ty  O utf it

N o w  you can make T E R R IF IC  P R O FITS plating  right in  your ow n  shop—  
w ithout rem oving bum pers, grille , etc. Increase value o f  your used cars! 
T ou ch  u p  new cars! Restore w orn  chrom e areas to bright, new  sparkle! B uick D ealer 
says: "W o n d e rfu l. W e  had excellent results” . Heavy D uty O utfit electroplates on  cur
rent from  standard 12 v o lt battery. Entire Outfit, C O M PLETE, on ly  $ 3 4 .9 5 . Includes 
Plating Brush with Permanent A n od e , W ires and C lips fo r  Battery C onnection , 
Special Buffing W heels and C om p ou n d . Special G rin d in g  W h ee l, Stripping 
Solution  to  rem ove o ld  ch rom iu m . Rust R em over, Special Polish , enough  Plating 
Solutions fo r  dozens o f  cars! Y o u  qu ick ly  m ake back entire cost o n  your very 
first job ! A dditional supplies always available from  us at rockbottom  prices. 
M O N E Y  B A C K  G U A R A N T E E . O rder now . IF C O D . send $5 deposit.__________

M A K E  B I G  M O N E Y  P L A T I N G

you can add to your income during spare-time hours . . .  
because 8 out of 10 cars on the road today NEED RE
PLATING. You can charge $5.00 for touching-up to $50.00 
for replating an entire car.

Plating is fun, too! You’ll get a kick out of taking rusted, 
pitted, worn metal and bringing it back to shining smooth
ness. When neighbors see the brilliant plating on your car, 
they’ll want you to do the job for them.

And you can plate other things for profit, too... faucets, 
appliances, tableware, cutlery, tools, doctors’ and dentists’ 
instruments . . .  you can get more solutions at low prices any 
time—also solutions to plate silver, gold and rhodium. There’s 
big money in jewelry and silverplate work! You get ALL 
INSTRUCTIONS for plating with your Speedplate Outfit!

MAIL COUPON NOW— YOU RISK NOTHING
If you want to put new, permanent, gleaming plating on your 
own car, you can do it right away and not risk a dime. If you are 
not COMPLETELY satisfied with great results, just return your 
outfit in 30 days in good condition and get FULL CASH REFUND. 
ACT N O W ! Here’s what you get: SPEEDPLATER Brush, with 
permanent Anode for life-time plating; Wires and dam ps for 
battery hook-up; enough solutions to plate several cars; Special 
Buffing Wheels and Buffing Compound, Special Metal Polish, Full 
simple instructions. Just mail coupon with only $1 deposit, then 
pay postman $13-95 plus postage when SPEEDPLATER arrives, 
or send $14.95 with order and we pay all postage charges. SAME 
GUARANTEE EITHER W A Y . CASH REFUND IF N O T  COM
PLETELY SATISFIED.

EMPIRE M ER C H A N D IS IN G  C O D e p t .  B-89  
4  N o r th  3 r d  A v e . ,  M t . V e rn o n , N . Y
Please rush the electroplating kit I have checked.
□  Regular SPEEDPLATE OUTFIT, $14.95 (if C.O.D. send 

$1 deposit).
Q  Heavy-Duty Service Station Outfit, $34.95 (if C.O.D. send 

$5 deposit).
□  I  enclose full price, send postpaid.
I understand that I must be COMPLETELY SATISFIED or 1 
may return kit within 30-days for immediate CASH REFUND.

N a m e _________________________________________________________
A d d re s s _______________________________________________________

\^C ityC A S H  R E F U N D  IF  N O T  C O M P L E T E L Y  S A T IS F I E D



W e were tired, and nearly all o f  us were 
already in bed. Ginette was brushing 
her hair, and A nn was still in the bath
room.

T h e  guards were on the roof, watch
ing for  bombs. T h ey  telephoned to 
Claude to ask for  hot coffee, and M oni
que, w ho happened to  be in the hall, 
said she w ould go dow n to the basement 
to prepare it. M onique had just gone 
down to the kitchen when a terrific ex
plosion resounded all around us. In  the 
same second the lights went out, and 
stones and planks and chunks o f plaster 
and pieces o f w indow  rained down 
upon down us. I heard Ginette scream, 
and cries went up from  all over the 
house.

After a time that seemed endless to 
us, we came to realize that a V-2 had 
fallen on  Down Street. I remember that 
I was first o f  all stricken with astonish
ment. For four years we had seen build
ings crumble all around us, but it 
seemed impossible that such a thing 
could happen now to us.

T  M OVED carefully and stood up. I 
-*■ was unhurt. Ginette was bleeding, but 
she could  walk. W e felt our way for
ward in the darkness, clim bing over 
piles o f  rubble until we found the door 
o f  the room . W hen I opened it, I saw 
that the hall was filled with wom en in 
pajamas. Someone had found a candle, 
and its flame cast a flickering light over 
the scene. T he entrance to the build
ing had been torn out, and with it the 
entire front o f the house.

Already groups were clim bing over 
the debris to reach the street. Presently 
we were all outdoors, and people came 
running toward us w ith flashlights. W e 
were cold, and Ginette was w iping her 
bleeding forehead with a piece o f  cloth 
torn from  her nightgown.

Opposite us was the big hotel, where 
a dance was going on. It was there that 
the A R P  took us, and we made a sensa
tional entrance in our torn night
clothes, with our faces covered with 
dust and blood, with our scratched bare 
feet and our still half-asleep, half- 
awakened air. ,

W e were put to bed in the Turkish 
bath.

T he next morning, in the graying 
dawn, I looked again on  Down Street. 
T h e  house was a ruin o f  blackened 
bricks, disemboweled, open to the sky, 
with its rafters torn from  their m oor
ings, its stones crushed, its windows 
smashed, its doors hurled from  their 
frames. In a cluttered hole there was a 
barrel from  which a red stream drib
bled, form ing a puddle, and under this 
mass o f  wreckage, o f  planks and iron 
and glass and shrapnel, the A RP 
searched with their shovels for  the body 
o f M onique, entom bed in the ruins o f 
the kitchen.

This was my last memory o f  Down 
p Street. I gazed for a long while at the 
“  annihilated switchboard room , at the 
U great assembly hall open to all the 
y  winds, at the bleeding, crushed house.

And three days later we landed in 
France. • •

(Continued from page 52)

Buckman could  remember with a warm 
clarity the island’s small, white bay and 
how the girl Raina had come to him 
there for the first time.

H e had been stretched out, half- 
asleep on  the sand. T h e  soft washing o f 
waves sounded in his ears. O ff to the 
right was the island’s small mountain. 
C oconut palms clim bed the lower slopes 
o f  the m ountain and great breadfruit, 
burao trees and red-flowering hibiscus 
grew in thick clusters under the glaring 
sun. H igher up  the slope, the tropical 
foliage gave way to  twisting, strange 
towers o f  bare grey rock that changed 
color during the day, according to the 
variations in atmosphere and sunlight.

H e had been on the island for nearly 
a week. H e could feel the strength flow
ing back into his body. T h e  sun warmed 
his flesh. T h e  sea breeze blew cool over 
his naked chest, face and arms.

T h e  girl Raina had com e silently. He 
became aware o f  her when she knelt be
side him and he opened his eyes slow
ly to see her smiling. R icard had already 
told him  that there was no difficulty with 
the women o f  the island. One did not 
go after a woman who was already 
taken, o f  course, but a free woman, one 
w ho wore the white hibiscus blossom 
over her right ear—she was indeed fair 
game. A nd the women, the o ld  French
man explained, w ould  not play any 
games with him.

“ T o  make love is like breathing or 
eating to them ," R icard said. “ It is 
something very simple, you see. There 
is n o  tragedy to it as there is with us, 
you know?”  He had laughed, shaking 
his head at this. “ Once, you see, when I 
was very young, in Paris, I tried to kill 
myself over a woman. She was a very 
beautiful woman, o f  course. But . . . . ’ ’ 
A nd he laughed again as if he could  no 
longer believe that this had actually hap
pened to him. ” . . .  I d id  not kill myself 
very well. T h e  bullet went into the 
ceiling instead o f my head. But here— 
the men and the wom en, they would 
laugh at such a thing. They would say, 
why did you not just find yourself an
other woman, eh?”

Buckman remembered with what 
tender simplicity the girl had com e to 
him  on the beach. She reached down to 
touch his face with the tips o f  her fin
gers, tracing a line dow n to his lips 
and pausing there until he kissed her 
fingers, each one o f  them. She smiled 
and said something in the language he 
could  still not understand. H er half- 
naked body seemed to burn with all 
the beauty and the power o f  the sun 
itself. H er breasts were youthful and 
full, perfectly shaped, so that if she re
mained motionless, she looked more 
like a statue than a real woman.

Slit-Eye Devils

continued from page 37

As soon as he kissed her fingers, she 
lay down on  the sand beside him and 
leaning over his face, she brought her 
m outh down on  his, her hands on his 
shoulders, then rubbing down heavy 
across his chest as their bodies pressed 
tightly one against the other. Her close
ness seemed to  overpower him like 
whiskey gripping his brain, the dark o f 
night reaching inside him  to set the 
pounding o f his passion free into the air 
like a perfect bird.

From that day on, Raina was his 
wahine, his woman. She came to live 
with him in the hut by the side o f  the 
lagoon that several o f  the older men, 
w ho had not been taken by the Japs, 
helped him build. She cooked his meals 
in the clay oven, made clothes for him, 
prepared the fine drinks that were made 
o f  fermented juices o f  coconuts and 
other fruits o f  the island and even the 
strange kava—a drink the color o f  dirty 
dishwater that, until you were used to 
it, tasted like chewing on paper that had 
been soaked in milk. O nce you were 
past the taste, it was a drink with re
markable effects; it produced the sen
sation o f being very drunk with a per
fectly clear head. H e ’d never had any
thing like it before.

11 1H EY w ould go swimming on the 
white beaches together and they 

would make love there as on  their first 
time together, Buckman finding a deeper 
and more joyfu l fulfillment in this girl 
than he had ever known before. W hen he 
w ould go out in the pirogue to fish, she 
w ould always be waiting for him on  the 
beach. She w ould run out into the surf 
and help him  pull the boat in against 
the strong undertow. Together they 
w ould carry his catch up to their hut 
and she w ould prepare the fish—some
times m ixing as many as five kinds o f 
raw fish, serving it in big chunks with 
breadfruit from  which you broke off 
pieces to sop in thick coconut cream. 
T here would be plantains, small red 
bananas, sweet potatoes, taro leaves in 
pork fat, banana and arrowroot pud- 
ding.

Life went on in this perfect manner 
for almost two years. Several times 
Buckman grew restless. H e kept asking 
the old  Frenchman if there was some 
way he could get news back to the Air 
Force or the Navy to tell them where he 
was so they could  pick him up. T h e  old 
Frenchman would always smile as one 
might smile at a child or a fool. He 
could not understand Buckm an’s wish to 
return to the war when he had such an 
excellent life for himself here.

“ Besides,” Ricard told him, "it does

• (Continued on page 56)



Released as safe by UNITED STATES GOVERNMENT!
New doctor prescribed wonder drug 

does away with all special diets!

YOU MUST LOSE 
UP TO 40 POUNDS OR 
WE PAY YOU $14.00!

Nover before! Now an amazing wonder drug contained in RX-120 
available without a prescription! A miracle drug prescribed and 
tested by thousands of doctors for over 10 years! Take off ugly fat 
without special diets, without habit-forming drugs, calorie count
ing, exercise, hunger pangs, massage! Your own doctor can tell you 
about this great new victory over obesity!

Of all the problems that have 
baffled medical science, obesity has 
been one of the toughest to lick! 
Think of it — there are 67 million 
overweight men and women in 
America and nothing sold without 
a prescription—until this electrifying 
discovery . . . has done any good! 
Do you wonder why the whole med
ical profession is enthused about 
this amazing development that has 
produced such astonishing results 
when tried by thousands of doctors 
. . . when tested with brilliant suc
cess on thousands of patients? Do 
you wonder why the United States 
Government was happy to release 
this formula as S A FE  to sell over 
any drug counter in the United 
States W ITH O U T A P R ES C R IP 
TIO N ? This is tremendous news . . . 
news that can change your whole 
life, lengthen your life span, make 
you healthier, happier, more active, 
younger looking . . . slender and 
glamorous instead of “ matronly."

Yes, RX-120 is the fabulous for
mula scientists have sought for  since 
Dr. Nooden published his report on 
obesity back in 1900. Everything 
offered without a prescription since 
then has failed miserably-chewing 
gums, liquids, powders, crackers 
and hundreds o f other so called re
ducing preparations. You can take 
your doctor’s word for it, the won
der drug in RX-120 does work . . . 
it helps you take off up to 49 
pounds. The most extensive clinic 
testing ever devoted to any drug is 
back o f  RX-120. There’s never been 
such overwhelming medical evi
dence, such convincing PROOF! 
There are no “ ifs, ands or buts”  with 
this miracle drug. In fact, we are so 
positive we will pay you $14.00 if 
you don’t take off up to 49 pounds. 
Never before has any pharmaceu
tical company put such a daring 
guarantee in W RITING! The truth 
is no one could make such a guar
antee because up to now there never 
has been a wonder drug sold over 
the counter that does such an amaz
ing job of taking off unattractive 
excess weight!

HERE'S HOW YOU PROVE IT YOURSELF I

We don’t have to tell you all the 
products you've wasted your money 
on trying to gain back your youth- 
iul figure are either frauds or too 
dangerous! You know this. Think 
back -  you tried tablets that were 
supposed to put bulk in your stom
ach, you nibbled on cookies, ate 
crackers, swallowed liquid drops, 
tried chewing gums, ate candies,

vitamin mixtures, went nearly out 
of your mind with calorie counters, 
pages of special diets! You got nerv
ous, jumpy as a cat on risky drugs 
that many doctors condemned be
cause of dangerous side effects! 
You’ll be happy to hear all this is a 
thing of the past! Amazing new 
RX-120 contains such an advanced 
wonder drug it makes all other so 
called reducers old fashioned. RX- 
120 is an honest product. It really 
works! It’s backed by more medical 
evidence than any other product 
ever sold to take off fat! No other- 
effective product has proven so 
S A F E  . . . that’s why the United 
States Government Released it as 
safe without a prescription in every 
city and hamlet in 48 states. It’s true 
RX-120 will positively take off up 
to 49 pounds of excess weight 
caused by overeating or we'll pay 
you $14.00. There’s no doubt about 
it. Here’s one product you don’t risk 
one cent to PRO VE! It really works!

Think o f if! You must lose 9 
pounds in 10 days . . .  18 pounds in 
20 days . . .  27 pounds in 30 days 
. . . and 49 pounds in 8 weeks . . . 
or the medicine is FREE. Now 
here’s our unheard o f offer—read it 
carefully. You must lose the mini
mum number of pounds stated here 
with RX-120 or we’ll give you back 
every cent you paid for  each vial of 
RX-120 tablets!

Let’s make this perfectly clear. If 
you take RX-120 for 10 days and 
don’t lose at least 9 pounds, we’ll 
send you a check for $3.00. I f  you 
don’t lose at least 18 pounds in 20 
days, we’ll send you a check for 
$5.00. I f  you don’t'get rid of at least 
27 pounds in 30 days, we’ll send you 
a check for $7.00. I f  you don’t lose 
at least 49 pounds in only two 
months, we’ll send you a check for 
$14.00. Did you ever read an offer

The only reducing product where you 
see these words on the label!

FOR TREATMENT OF 0VERWEII
print thit on th. une Any iwcmmynt „ent c«n tell yap why. 
Because other types of reducing products just don't work. Unlike these other products, the miracle drug contained in RX-120 is a real medicine, a tested formula-made exclusively “to reduce excess weight." It really works! You don't have to 
count calories, follow a dull plan, exercise, eat special foods, risort to Iron will power. Take these tiny, tasteless pills as directed! You'll be amazed at how fast you really taka o9 ugly fat! You may lose up to 49 pounds or we'll pay you 114.00.

like this in your life? No—and you 
N E V E R  W IL L  —“ because only a 
good product that does everything 
claimed could be backed by such a 
guarantee!

HERE'S HOW RX-120 WORKS I

Unlike other reducing products 
you may have tried, new RX-120 
works on an entirely different prin
ciple. It does four amazing things 
starting the very second you swal
low the first tiny tablet—
(1) It depresses your appetite.
(2) It acts on your central nervous 

system; decreases your desire 
for  food.

(3) It acts in your intestinal tract- 
fights hunger contractions—tele
graphs a “ stop signal”  to your 
brain when you’re tempted to 
overeat or  indulge in between- 
meal snacks!

(4) It makes the food you eat stay 
in your stomach for  a longer 
period.

Just think what this means to 
you! With this amazingly S A FE  
formula—that does not have the ter
rible side effects of other reducing 
drugs — your body will oxidize fat 
automatically as you eat less food 
. . . excess weight will literally van
ish into thin air! Yes, your weight 
goes down, down, down every sin
gle day. The exciting part is you 
don’t have to torture yourself with 
starvation diets! You don’t have to 
take food supplements, habit form
ing drugs! You don’t have to follow 
long winded reducing plans! You 
don’t have to bore yourself count
ing calories! You don’t have to ex
ercise, spend miserable hour after 
hour in reducing salons! A  whole 
new world w ill open up as you dis
cover you can eat and enjoy the 
thousands of delicious, nutritious 
low calorie foods! You will live an 
active normal life—feel better than 
you ever did in your life—while you 
TR IM  down to a glamorous figure 
in days, weeks! For now at last you 
can get RX-120 containing the new 
doctor tested wonder drug—without 
a prescription!

HELPS YOU RETRAIN 
YOUR EATING HABITS I

Doctors tell us that in most cases 
you are fat because you overeat. It’s

as simple as that! Y ou may not re
alize it but fat people have what 
amounts to an abnormal craving 
for food. YO U R appetite is aroused 
by the V E R Y  smell and sight o f cer
tain foods. Be honest now. How 
many times have you. started to re
duce only to find you just can't stop 
or even C U T  DOW N between-meal 
snacks? Over-eating soon becomes a 
deeply ingrained habit you can’ t 
break. “ But why do I have this crav
ing for food ?”  you ask. There are 
many reasons. G ood  food and lots 
o f  it may have been a family tradi
tion. Some consider rich food a 
symbol o f success.

What can you do about it? The 
answer has been a difficult problem 
to solve until the development of 
the wonder ingredient in RX-120. 
You know how hard it is to change 
long established habits. You know 
self-denial is not easy. You know 
how almost impossible it is to de
velop a will power of iron! But with 
new RX-120 you can change your 
habits — practically overnight. You 
can eat less without giving up the 
foods that taste so good. Down 
comes caloric intake—off comes ex
cess fat. You don’t have to rely on 
strong will power. You don’t have 
to fight yourself every time you’re 
tempted. Now you can take off that 
excess weight; .  . without your ever 
being conscious o f it!

GET YOUR RX-120 BEFORE
IT IS RELEASED TO DRUG STORES !

Remember, RX-120 is not a diet, 
not a dull plan or regirr.’ n that tells 
you what to eat! It's not an ordinary

dietary supplement—it's a clinically 
tested, doctor approved medicine 
that has been PRO V ED  effective 
when tried on over 2,000 over
weight patients! . . . according to 
published reports. We’ll be glad to 
send your doctor medical literature. 
RX-120 has been released as S A F E  
by the United States Government 
for sale without a prescription . . . 
but supply is limited. It won't be 
shipped to drug stores until Novem
ber 15, 1959. But you can order 
direct from Wilson-Williams Inc., 
273 Columbus Ave., Tuckahoe, 
N. Y .—if you act new! So hurry— 
order your RX-120 right NOW. 
Just fill out the coupon today and 
mail it while you’re thinking about 
it. RX-120 is sent to you on a no 
risk 10-day trial.

Remember, you must lose 9 
pounds in 10 days or we pay you 
$3.00. You must lose 18 pounds in 
20 days.or we pay you $5.00. You 
must take off 27 pounds in 30 days 
or you get $7.00. You must PROVE 
you can lose up to 49 pounds in just 
8 weeks or we pay you $14.00. You 
have nothing to lose but ugly fat!

CWilsan-Williams Inc.,
273 Columbus Ave., Tuckahoe. N. Y.

R U S H  M O - R I S K  C O U P O N  M O W !
Wilson-Williams Inc., 273 Columbus Avenue, Dept. 185 Juckahee, N. Y.
Ruth my RX-120 immediately. I must late pounds guaranteed by you above 
or you will pay me the amount specified.

Q  Rush 30 day supply. 
I w ill  pay postmannrilI p ay  postman  

only $3.00 plus C O D
w ill pay postman 

only $5.00 plus C.O.D. 
postage and handling.

S A V E  M U C H  M O R E ! Postal rates have gone up! Enclose □  cash. 
Q  check.'or □  money-order for □  $3.00. □  $5.00 or □  $7.00 and you save 
high postage and C .O .D . handling charges! Same money hack guarantee.



not matter what I think. There is no 
way to tell them anything. I do  not 
think this island is on any map. I my
self came here by an accident. It was 
the same with you. I think only God 
knows we are here."

But there were others who knew o f 
the island.

It was a clear, warm day in September 
when Buckman saw the small gray boat 
sail into the harbor. He had been walk
ing down to the beach to go out in his 
pirogue to fish when he saw it. He 
ducked back immediately into the brush 
and hid there. W hen he saw Raina 
coming, he called out to her to hide. 
She came running to where he was 
crouched in the bushes. Buckman saw 
several o f the island women standing on 
the beach gossiping excitedly as the 
boat slowly entered the small cove.

As the boat came closer, Buckman 
could see three men. T w o  were dressed 
in dark trousers, one with a soiled white 
T-shirt, the other with no shirt at all. A 
third man. smaller than the other two, 
stood in the stern. He appeared to be 
ordering the other men about, pointing 
this way and that. He was dressed in a 
white cotton suit, the three buttons o f 
his jacket buttoned. He wore a white 
straw hat square on the center o f his 
head.

And then Buckman caught his breath 
when he saw that the three men were 
Japanese. He was about to turn and 
run back into the jungle with the girl 
when he realized that none o f the Japs 
were dressed as soldiers or sailors and 
their boat was an ordinary wooden sail
ing craft with no sort o f  military insignia 
on it.

'T 'H E  first thought to occur to him was 
A  that they were espionage agents, but 
then he realized how ridiculous that was. 
What in hell’s name would Japanese 
spies be doing trying to land on this 
island? T he second thought that came 
to his mind seemed too impossible to be 
true: namely that the war was over.

Buckman took hold o f  Raina’s hand 
and led her back through the brush to 
the hut o f the old  Frenchman. But he 
was hardly through the doorway, look
ing about the room for Ricard when the 
three Japanese came walking up the 
curved path under the palms. Buckman 
turned, pushed Raina behind him. He 
felt quickly at his side for the .45 but 
it was not there. He had not carried if 
for the entire two years he had been 
on the island.

T he Jap in the white suit, seeing him, 
smiled broadly, showing thick white 
teeth that looked as if they had been 
colored with chalk.

“ Greetings, my friend,” the Jap said.
Buckman saw that the one without a 

shirt was carrying a rifle; the other 
one had a revolver stuck into his belt.

“ You speak English?”  the Jap asked, 
standing now at the foot o f  the steps 

p that led up to the porch.
® *T speak English,” Buckman said.
U “ Ah, good,”  the Jap said, nodding, 
y “ In these islands, one never knows what 

language one will find. French, Dutch,

(Continued from page 54) German, Italian, English . . . .  I am 
glad. My French is very poor and I 
speak no other language.”

Buckman stood there. He did not 
speak. He could feel Raina trembling in 
close against him and then he remem
bered the stories Ricard had told him 
o f how the Japs had come to the island 
and what they had done to the girls 
and he felt suddenly like going for this 
one ’s throat, but Jie held himself still.

T hen  the Jap, sensing his uneasiness 
grinned again and said, “ I see you do 
not understand why we are here. You 
have been here very long?”

“ T w o  years,”  Buckman said. “ Maybe 
a little longer.”

“ Ah—yes,” the Jap said. He turned to 
his companions and said something in 
Japanese and then he turned to Buck- 
man again and said, “T h en  you do not 
know. T he war is over, my friend. 
There is no more war. It has been over 
for almost a year now .”

“ I see. . . .”
"So perhaps I should congratulate 

you,”  the Jap said. “ You won the war, 
you know.”  He shrugged. "Som eone 
must win a war,” he continued. “T here 
should not be hard feelings when it is 
over. T hat is what I myself believe. No 
hard feelings at all. Like in one o f your 
American baseball games. Someone must 
always win and so someone must al
ways lose. Am I not right?”

“ W hat brings you here now?”  Buck- 
man asked.

“ Business,”  the Jap said simply. “ Be
fore the war, I was a trader. And so 
after the war I will be a trader. I al
ways went from one island to the other 
to see what was to be had there that I 
could sell. You do not mind, I hope.” 

Later that day when Ricard returned 
and he and Buckman and the Jap sat 
about for some time talking and drink
ing some saki the Jap brought from the 
boat, Buckman noticed a distinct rest
lessness he had never seen before in the 
old  Frenchman. W hen the Jap left to 
look about the island for a while, Buck- 
man asked the Frenchman what he 
thought, but Ricard merely shrugged 
and said, “ T h e  war is over. W h o knows 
what one is to think.”  But still the 
restlessness, was in the old  eyes and 
Buckman wondered why.

T ^ H E  Japs lived on their boat, an- 
chored in the small bay. They were 

all extremely polite to Buckman and 
Ricard and to the natives. T hey  mixed 
hardly at all with anyone. During the 
days they would explore the island. At 
night, they would remain on the boat.

T h e  first time Buckman felt a sense o f 
definite danger, after that first afternoon 
on the beach, was when he had seen the 
Jap in the white suit—whose name was 
Kuiyamo—hiding in the bushes when he 
and Raina were swimming together in 
the lagoon near the hut.

It was late in the afternoon. Buck- 
man had come in from fishing with a 
good  sized tuna. H e had found Raina 
asleep on their mat. Buckman was al
ways amused how there were absolutely 
no regular hours on the island. He ate 
when he was hungry—not at nine and 
twelve and six. If he felt like sleeping

for an hour or  two, he lay down on a 
mat or on  the beach or in the shade o f  a 
banyan tree and slept. If he chose to 
make love at two in the afternoon or 
at twelve at night, it was all the same. 
Here there was no such thing as an 
eight hour day; here there was some
thing civilized men would never under
stand—a 24-hour day. . . .

He had stretched out beside her on 
the mat and as soon as she felt his 
body, she turned against him, her eyes 
still closed, a faint smile about her lips. 
She reached her arms over to embrace 
him and then they began to make love, 
almost in slow m otion, her eyes closed 
all the while, as if she were dreaming it 
and her flesh seemed to have the power 
to reach into him to find depths that he 
had never known even existed. He kissed 
her shoulders when they were finished 
and she smiled and said, “ I am your 
body now. Your heart beats in my 
breasts. I taste with your mouth. I feel 
with your thighs and with your belly 
and that is good .”

'T 'H E Y  slept for a time and then, wak- 
"*■ ing to see the sun turning a softer 

gold off to the west, they got up, both 
o f them naked, and went to the lagoon 
and there swam about lazily. Raina 
would laugh when Buckman dove down 
to grab hold o f her legs under water 
and then she would twist away and hold 
his head down for a moment. He would 
come up spouting great streams o f  water 
like a whale and she would reach out to 
take him and hold him to her.

A nd then Buckman saw the white 
form crouched down among a cluster o f 
oleanders and maid o f M oorea  flowers 
on the bank o f the lagoon. T he Jap 
looked absurd crouched down there in 
his white suit buttoned all the way and 
the straw hat perched on the center of 
his head. He was watching them, grin
ning until he realized Buckman had seen 
him and then he turned quickly away. 
But what Buckman noticed that gave 
him an indication o f danger was that 
while he was watching them, the Jap 
had been holding a .38 in his hand as 
if he had been waiting for an opportun
ity to take a pot shot at one o f them.

W hen Buckman told Ricard what had 
happened, the old Frenchman nodded 
as if this was exactly what he had ex
pected all along. T hen  he said, “ I have 
been afraid it would start. Now, I think 
there will be more o f it. You must be 
very careful.”

“ But what in hell d o  they want here?” 
Buckman asked him.

And all the old Frenchman said was, 
“T hey  want what the devil put here.” 
And he would say no more.

Buckman told Raina to be careful, to 
watch the Japs closely when they were 
anywhere about, and to stay away from 
them as much as possible. He told the 
other women and the few men who 
were left also. They nodded in a way 
that seemed to say they had known this 
for a long time.

T here was something going on now 
that everyone seemed to know about 
but him, Buckman thought. It was as if

(Continued on page 58)
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ROYAL JELLY, the Queen Bee’s Special Food,..ITS SECRET OF PROLONGED LIFE I
complete 30 day supply
MILLIGRAMS OF 
PURE NATURAL

ROYAL JELLY
00

50
J E N A S O L

FORMULA 3
REG.

$ 7 .50
VALUE

These are the 35 infredients in every Jenasol Capsule: 
COM PARE... FOR POTENCY, PURITY & PRICE!

ROYAL JELLY SO M|m.
Choline

Bitartrate 35 Mgm. 
Inositol 15 Mgm. 
dl-Methionine 10 Mgm. 
Glutamic Acid 5 Mgm. 
Lemon Bioflavinoid 

Complex 5 Mgm. 
Vitamin A

12,500 USP units 
Vitamin D

1,000 USP Units 
Vitamin C 75 Mgm. 
Vitamin Bi 10 Mgm. 
Vitamin Bs 5 Mgm. 
Vitamin B* 0.5 Mgm. 
Vitamin E l  I.U. 
Niacinamide 40 Mgm. 
Calcium

Pantothenate 4 Mgm. 
Folic Acid 0.5 Mgm.

Calcium 
Phosphorus 
Rutin
Vitamin Bt-j 
Iron
Liver, Desic.
Potassium 
Fluorine
Copper ____  _Molybdenum 100 Meg. 
Zinc 100 Meg.
Cobalt 250 Meg. 
Yeast

Hydrolysate 10 Mgm. 
Biotin 5 Meg.
Iodine 0.5 Mgm. 
Soya Bean

Lecithin 25 Mgm. 
Wheat Germ Oil 5 Mgm. 
Magnesium 3 Mgm. 
Manganese 0.1 Mgm.

Doctors Report "M ira c le " Royal Jelly 
M ay Change You r W hole Life I

H o w  w o u ld  y o u  lik e  t o  a w a k e n  o n e  m o r n in g  a n d  find  
y o u r s e l f  p ossessed  w it h  a m a r v e lo u s  se n se  o f  “ w e ll
b e in g .”  fu ll o f  N e w  P e p  a n d  V i t a l i t y ?  W o u ld n ’ t  j t  b e  
w o n d e r fu l i f  y o u  c o u ld  fe e l in cre a s e d  v ig o r  a n d -e n jo y  a 
“ n e w  lea se  o n  l i f e ? ”  N o w  . . .  S c ie n t is t s  sa y  th is  m a y  
h a p p e n  to  y o u  ! ________ .

Roya l Je l ly  M ay M ean "N e w  L i fe "  A fte r 4 0
R e p o r ts  f r o m  E u r o p e  te ll o f  a n  80 y e a r  o ld  G e n t le m a n  

w h o se  p h y s ic a l c o n d it io n  w o u ld  m a k e  a  50 y e a r  o ld  e n 
v io u s . T h e  m a n  re g u la r ly  p a r ta k e s  o f  R o y a l J e lly . 
A c c o r d in g  t o  a  b o o k  p u b lish e d  in  E n g la n d , w h e n  R u s 
s ia n  O ffic ia ls  s e n t  q u e s t io n n a ir e s  t o  a ll th e  C e n te n a r ia n s  
( p e o p l e  o v e r  100 y e a r s  o ld )  in  th e  S o v ie t  U n io n , m o re  
th a n  h a lf  o f  th e m  t u r n e d  o u t  t o  b e  b e e k e e p e r s .

F r o m  F r a n c e  a n d  G e rm a n y  c o m e  a m a z in g  S c ie n t if ic  
R e p o r ts  o f  o u ts ta n d in g  re s u lts  o b ta in e d  w ith  R o y a l 
J e lly .  O n e  F r e n c h  A u t h o r it y  w r ite s  o f  w o m e n  o v e r  40 
fe e l in g  in cre a se d  se x u a l v ita l i ty  a n d  o f  a w o n d e r fu l  
fe e l in g  o f  " y o u t h  a n d  w e ll -b e in g ”  t h a t  resu lte d  fr o m  
c o n t in u e d  u se  o f  R o y a l J e lly .

A t  th is  m o m e n t , in  L e a d in g  U n iv e r s it ie s , S c ie n t is ts  
a n d  N u tr it io n is t s  a n d  M e d ica l D o c to r s  a r e  d o in g  e x te n 
s iv e  w o r k  t o  d e te r m in e  th e  e x a c t  ro le  th a t  R o y a l J e lly  
m a y  p la y  in  Y o u r  S e x  L ife ,  Y o u r  H e a lth  a n d  Y o u r  
E m o t io n a l C o n d it io n . T h e se  r e s e a r ch e r s  a re  e s p e c ia l ly  
in te r e s te d  in  it s  e f fe c t s  o n  th o se  w h o  h a v e  p a ss e d  m id d le  
a g e . T h e y  a r e  w o r k in g  o n  R o y a l J e lly  b e ca u s e  t h is  ra re  
N A T U R A L  F O O D  h a s  b een  in d ic a te d  t o  c o n t a in  r e 
m a rk a b le  E n e r g y  a n d  S e x  F a c to rs .

D o c to r  P a u l N ie h a n s , fa m o u s  S w is s  S u rg e o n  a n d  e x 
p e r im e n te r  w ith  H o r m o n e s  s a y s :  “ R O Y A L  J E L L Y  is 
a n  a c t iv a t o r  o f  th e  g la n d s ”  . .  . D r. N ie h a n s  d is c o v e r e d  
th a t  m a n y  m in o r  d is a b ilit ie s  w h ic h  b o th e r  m il lio n s  o f  
p e o p le  su ch  a s  t ir e d n e s s , i r r i t a b il it y ,  h e a d a ch e s , in 
so m n ia , p h y s ic a l a n d  s p ir itu a l co n v u ls io n s , w e r e  ea sy  
t o  t r e a t  w ith  th e  C e llu la r  T h e r a p e u t ic s  o f  th e  S e c r e t io n  
o f  th e  b ees  w h ic h  w e  ca ll R o y a l  J e lly .

See How JENASO L Capsules M ay Help You!
S w a llo w  o n e  C O N C E N T R A T E D  J E N A S O L  R J  F O R 

M U L A  50 ca p s u le  d a ily . T h e y  c o m b in e  35 v ita m in s  a n d  
m in e r a ls  a s  w e ll a s  th e  m ir a c le  fo o d  o f  t h e  Q u een  B ee. 
T h is  ca p s u le ' d isso lv e s  in s ta n t ly , r e le a s in g  th e  su p e r  
fo r c e s  o f  R o y a l J e lly  w h ic h  g o  t o  w o r k  im m e d ia te ly  a n d  
r e e n fo r c e  a n d  h e a lth fu lly  s tr e n g th e n s  y o u r  o w n  n a tu ra l 
fu n c t io n s  w h ic h  m a y  h a v e  b e co m e  d e fic ie n t .

TRANQUILITY AND BLESSED RELIEF M AY AW AIT  
THE RO YA L JELLY USER

Here Are Some of tho Symptoms of Approaching Old Age which Make Men and 
Women over 35 feel devitalized and “ played out" before their tim e: 
P H Y S I C A L L Y ,  M E N T A L L Y  a n d  E M O T I O N A L L Y  • “ H u m a n  
D y n a m o s ”  s lo w  d o w n  • D iz z in e ss  • W e a k  fe e l in g  • V a g u e  a ch e s  
a n d  p a in s  • L istless , “ d o n ’ t  c a r e  a tt itu d e ”  • L a c k s  re c u p e r a t in g  
p o w e r  • F a t ig u e s  e a s ily  • F a ils  to  g e t  re s t  f r o m  s leep  • S e x u a l 
w e a k n e ss  • L o s s  o f  m e n ta l e f f ic ie n cy  a n d  a b i li ty  • U n a b le  t o  m a k e  
s im p le  d e c is io n s  • C a n ’ t c o n c e n tr a te  • N e r v o u s n e s s  • T e n s e  fe e l
in g  • M o o d in e s s  • L a c k  o f  e m o t io n a l c o n tr o l  • L o ss  o f  in te r e s t  
in  w o r k  • L o s s  o f  s e l f -c o n fid e n c e  • F e e lin g  o f  fu t i l i t y  • W o r r ie s  
n eed less ly  • F e a r  o f  fu tu r e  • I n s e c u r ity  • F a i l in g  m e m o r y  • N o  
fcest f o r  l i f e  • D if ficu lt  t o  g e t  a lo n g  w it h  • E m b a r ra sse d

N o w  You M a y  B e n e f i t  f ro m  RO Y AL J E L L Y . .  
the "E L IX IR  o f  YO U TH" o f  the Q u een  Bee
T w o  y e a r s  a g o , th e  w o r ld -fa m o u s  F r e n c h  N u tr it io n  E x p e r t ,  
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there was an important secret no one 
would tell him.

But then on that night in R icard ’s 
hut, Buckman discovered for himself just 
what it was all about.

Ricard had asked Buckman and Raina 
to come to his hut for dinner. R icard ’s 
woman, the very beautiful girl, Sai, 
would prepare the fine suckling pig in 
the rock pit in back o f  the house, cover
ing it with taro leaves and many kinds 
o f shellfish, cooking it for the entire day 
on the slow heat.

It was a little past eight when Buck- 
man and Raina came up the path to 
Ricard’s hut. As soon as they turned 
into the ring o f light that flowed 
through the high doorway, Buckman 
could see shadows struggling back and 
forth and then he heard the French
man's voice cursing and grunting and 
the sound o f  a woman whim pering in 
the background.

He ran up the path, on to  the porch 
and when he entered the hut, he saw 
the Jap in the white suit standing over 
the old  Frenchman with a knife in his 
hand, apparently ready to plunge the 
long blade into Ricard ’s chest. There 
was already a deep, long bleeding cut on 
one side o f  R icard ’s face. T h e  blood 
streamed all over him, into his mouth, 
over his chest and arm.

1> U CK M AN  made a flying leap for the 
Jap’s legs, caught him higher than 

he had intended so that instead o f  going 
down, the Jap’s body reeled and struck 
the palm frond wall, shaking the hut. 
Ricard cried out. "T h e  knife!"

Buckman grabbed for it, but the Jap 
was too quick for him and the knife 
slashed down across his chest, ripping 
the flesh open from his shoulder almost 
down to his stomach and the blood 
poured out, spilling over them both 
now, over the white suit and the yellow 
flesh. Buckman brought his knee up into 
the Jap’s groin and the Jap howled, his 
thick teeth bared like a tiger’s.

Buckman struck the Jap a hard blow 
across the mouth. T he Jap’s cry caught 
in his throat. Buckman’s knee came 
down into the Jap’s stomach, pounding 
down into the soft flesh twice, the Jap 
gagging for breath as the knife dropped 
from his hand. Ricard raced over quick
ly, picked up the knife and was about 
to plunge it down into the Jap’s agon
ized face when Buckman cried, “ N o !” 
And he struck the Jap once more, this 
time, across the eyes, opening a large 
cut there and in a matter o f moments 
the eye was almost completely closed.

W hen he felt the Jap’s body lim p be
neath him, Buckman, breathing heavily, 
stood up. H e was shaky on  his feet. 
Raina rushed to him, grabbed hold o f 
his arm.

"Y ou all right?”  he asked Ricard and 
the old Frenchman said, "O u i, oui. Yes, 
I am all right, but you . . . your chest.”

"N othing deep," Buckman muttered, 
g “ Quick—water,”  Ricard said to Raina.
U She went to fetch ft immediately. T he 
U Jap lay there quite still on the floor, 
Y breathing deeply, one side o f  his face 

covered with b lood  that came oozing

(Continued from page 56) slowly from  the eye w ound and the 
white suit was splattered with both his 
own blood  and Buckman’s. And what 
he had not noticed until now—there was 
a deep knife wound in the Jap’s chest, a 
black mark o f b lood  on the white jacket 
like a badge o f death.

T h e  Jap was dead by morning. His 
two com panions fled, seemingly as help
less as puppets without a puppeteer. 
T h e  gray boat sailed out o f  the small 
bay before dawn and it was never seen 
again.

It was that night, as Raina dressed 
the chest wound and Sai took care o f 
the o ld  Frenchman's cut face, that 
Ricard told Buckman o f the pearls.

“Y ou see,”  the old  Frenchman ex
plained to him, "that is what they came 
for. I d o  not know w ho told them. Per
haps they were am ong the ones who 
came during the war. But that is what 
they were looking for. If they could 
not find them, they would have perhaps 
twisted my arm a bit, you know?”

Ricard went on to explain that there 
was a fortune in black pearls to be 
found on the island, in the lagoons on 
every side o f  it. Buckman immediately 
realized that he had seen these pearls 
everywhere. He had seen the children 
playing with them as toys. He had seen 
the women wearing them about their 
necks. He had seen them as decorations 
in clay vases and dishes. T h e  people o f 
the island apparently used them with 
complete abandon. T hey placed no spe
cial value on them.

“ I came here many years ago,”  Ricard 
continued. "Y ou  know—a young man 
out to make his fortune. A nd when I 
saw the black pearls here, I knew that 
I could have as much m oney as a king. 
W ith such a fortune I would be able to 
return to France, to Paris, and there I 
would be able to have anything I 
wanted.”  Here he smiled and nodded 
and softly he said, “ Anything,”  as if it 
were part o f  a song he was singing in 
his mind. T hen  he raised his old, very 
clear eyes to look at Buckman and he 
said, “ But here—right here, you see I 
found there is everything I want—every
thing. W hat can a man want more than 
to be perfectly happy, eh? Is that not 
right, my friend? A nd here to be happy 
in such a way I do not need the pearls. 
As you have seen for yourself, here the 
children play with the pearls. They are 
toys. I think that is right and that it is 
how it should be.”

T> IC A R D  then went on to tell Buck- 
man that if he remained on  the is

land, he would find more happiness than 
he could  ever find back in the world 
where men had been turned into wild 
beasts by their lust for so many things 
that would never make them happy.

But now, with such a fortune within 
his grasp, Buckman felt a new, terrible 
hunger to return to his own country. 
Nothing the o ld  Frenchman could say 
was able to change his mind. T h e  
thought o f  all that would be his back 
in New York, pulled too strongly for 
even the love o f  Raina to quiet.

W hen he convinced Ricard that he 
had to return to his home now, the old  
Frenchman nodded sadly.

"Perhaps you are right.” he told 
Buckman. “ But I do not think so.” 
T h en : "Y ou  saved my life. You are 
my good friend, I d o  not wish to 
see you leave. But if you must, then 
these are yours.”  And he handed Buck- 
man a leather bag. W hen he opened the 
bag Buckman saw more than a hun
dred black pearls that were magnifi
cent to behold, much larger than any he 
had seen about the island.

“ These I once gathered for myself,”  
Ricard said, “ when I too was young. 
T hey  w ould have bought me all o f Paris. 
N ow—now, my friend, they are yours. 
T hey will be enough to buy the rest o f 
your life for you. You will live like a 
king.”  T hen  Ricard made Buckman 
promise that he w ould tell n o  one o f 
the island. "I  do not want it spoiled,” 
the o ld  Frenchman said.

Ricard himself, with two o f the other 
men o f  the island, took Buckman to an 
island that was located some 60 miles 
to the north.

Here, in a matter o f weeks Buckman 
would be able to pick up a passing 
freighter and return to his home.

T h e  two men parted sadly.
Now Buckman could recall clearly the 

sorrowful look o f the old  m an’s eyes. 
Standing there on deck in the starry 
dark, Buckman smiled slowly, turning 
the pearl over between his fingers. It 
would be very good  to see the sorrow in 
R icard ’s eyes change to joy  tomorrow 
when he would step ashore and tell him 
that he had been right—that even with 
such a a fortune, he could not buy the 
simple ease and happiness he had known 
on the island. . . .

TV  O W  he was truly returning home. 
1 ”  He knew that Raina, too, would 
perhaps even cry for joy  and surely the 
tears would flow from his own eyes and 
he could not wait to take her incredible 
body up against him and feel its wild 
tenderness like a kind o f heaven men 
have put aside for so many kinds o f 
hell.

He was returning home now, and one 
day he would be as old  as Ricard and 
the sun would have tanned his skin al
most to leather, and there would be the 
young look in his eyes and the youthful 
vigor in his body. He would age, but 
it would be a smooth, graceful process.

But most o f  all, there would be that 
which no fortune in all the world can 
buy—the deep knowledge that his life 
had been a joyftd one, a free good  life 
that w ould seem almost to have been 
stolen from  a memory o f what paradise 
had once been. • •
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W W ; p. 39, U. S. M arine Corps; p. 
40, U. S. Marine Corps, W W ; p. 41, 
UPI; p. 60, Russ Meyer, G lobe. This 
m onth ’s cover was painted by Jim 
Bentley.
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WIDE OPEN OPPORTUNITY
E°* YOUNG MEN!
DRAFTSM EN  earn more, enjoy pleasanter working conditions. Get 
into D RAFTIN G  and BLUE PRINTIN G, the starting point of all 
production. If you can read and write CH RISTY TRADES 
SCHOOL can give you the training you need to become a full fledged 
professional Draftsman. Big Money is always paid those who create 
or develop new and better ways of doing things. That is exactly what 
a Draftsman does. That is why Draftsmen command and receive big 
earnings.

LEARN AT HOME IN SPARE TIME

MECHANICAL DRAFTING • AERONAUTICAL DRAFTING 
ARCHITECTURAL DRAFTING • MACHINE DRAFTING 
CONSTRUCTION DRAFTING • ELECTRICAL DRAFTING 
MAP MAKING • STATISTICAL CHART DRAWING 
HIGHWAY DRAFTING • PLUMBING LAYOUTS
CH RISTY TRADES SCHOOL gives you the complete basic train
ing that prepares you for specialization in the field of your choice. 
Read these letters from students— then do as they did . . . ENROLL 
W ITH  CH RISTY TRADES SCHOOL

“ T h re e  y e a rs  a g o  I co m p le te d  y o u r  C o u r s e  in  D ra ft in g . I b ega n  as a J u n io r  
D ra ftsm a n , su b seq u en tly  t o  a  S e n io r  D ra ftsm a n , th e n  I jo in e d  a co n s tru c 
tion  firm  as an A rch itectu ra l D ra ftsm a n . R e c e n t ly  I jo in e d  th e  E n g in e e r in g  
D e p a rtm e n t o f  th e  N e w  Y o r k  T e le p h o n e  C o . E a ch  m o v e  has h a d  a g o o d  
sa la ry  in crea se .” —H e rb e r t  P . D a v is , A lb a n y , N . Y .

“ S in ce  J u ly  18, I h a ve  b e e n  w ork in g  as a D ra ftsm a n  o n  E le ctr ica l, M e c h a n i
ca l a n d  D e s ig n  D ra ft in g . R u sh in g  thru th e  re m a in in g  le s so n s  o f  y o u r  co u r se  
so  I ca n  g ra d u a te .” --J a m e s  J. M c K le y .

Revolutionary new method teaches you quickly the hows and whys 
of Mechanical, Structural, Machine, Architectural, etc., drafting. You 
receive 50 Illustrated Lesson Manuals showing you step-by-step pro
cedures, symbols, etc. You learn by working with actual problems, 
designing equipment. Trained by making drawings and mastering 
all types of drafting problems. Christy graduates are ready for imme
diate employment as trained draftsmen.

PAY AS YOU LEARN PLAN
“ O n e  y e a r  a g o  I e n ro lle d  w ith  C H R I S T Y  T R A D E S  S C H O O L . I am  n o w
e m p lo y e d  w ith  th e  P -------- E n g in eerin g  C o., a n d  h a ve  a lre a d y  h a d  3  s iz e a b le
raises. T h a n k  y o u  . . . " - J o h n  H a n son , C h ica g o .

“ L ast M o n d a y  I in q u ire d  a b ou t a d ra ft in g  p o s it io n . S ta rtin g  sa la ry  w as 
$ 69 .00  w ith  n o  e x p e r ie n ce . I w as to ld  th at i f  I  ca re d  t o  w a it  un til I  fin ish ed  
m y  co u rse  I c o u ld  e x p e c t  m u ch  m o re  sa lary . T h a n k s  fo r  th e  k n o w le d g e  
y o u ’v e  p la ce d  in m y  h a n ds and  h ea d .” —M e l R . F ish er, Y o n k e rs , N . Y .

“ I a m  a  b u ild e r  a n d  h a ve  a lw a ys w a n te d  t o  lea rn  t o  d o  b lu e  prin t 
w ork . I h a v e  r e c e iv e d  as h igh  a s  $ 1 7 5 .0 0  fo r  a s in g le  set o f  p la n s ."
- E .  H . P a y n e , L it t le  R o c k , A rk.

You can receive CH RISTY PROFESSION
AL D RAFTIN G  TRAIN IN G —  Lessons, 
Drafting Instruments, Drafting Equipment, 
Supplies, Portable Drafting Table, etc., on a 
Pay-As-You-Learn plan. Send today for 
Special Form and FREE Book. No obliga
tion. CH RISTY TRADES SCHOOL, Dept 
DB-205 ,324 IW.Lawrence Ave..Chicago25.111.

£ ? e M D  F O R
WE GIVE Y O U .. x 2 _  FREE BOOK

• P r o fe s s io n a l D r a f t in g  S e t (com plete)
• Draftsm en's Table (P orta ble & Folding)
• Lesson Manuals
• T-S q u a re Tru -E d g e
• Tra n sp a re n t Angles 45°, 60°
• French Curve, Shield, Com pass
• Drawing Paper, Ink. Pencils, etc.

C H R IS T Y  T R A D E S  S C H O O L , D e p t . DB-205 
3 2  4 1  W . L a w r e n c e  A v e . ,  C h ic a g o  2 5 ,  I I I .

Mail me at once your big FREE book on Drafting and Blue Printing. Tell 
#me how I can get your Home Training and Professional Drafting Instru
ments, Drafting Table, Drafting Equipment, etc. on a PAY AS YOU 
LEARN PLAN.

NAME

ADDRESS

CITY ZONE STATE

59



from
G u y  t o  G u y . . .

How'd Seductive Rosie Do It?
T o  the Editor:

Enjoyed very much your yarn 
about the beautiful “ V.I.P. Se
ducer,”  Rosie Nitribitt (GUY, July), 
—but I find the stdry just a trifle 
incredible, despite the factual docu
mentation your writer gives. . . .

How could any dame, however 
sexy and beautiful, jum p from plain 
G I’s to all those kings in just three 
years?

J. E. Simpson 
New Orleans, La.

Search us, Mr. Simpson. All we 
know is, the amazing facts on Rosie 
are a matter of record.—Editor.

Wants $5.90 Boat
T o  the Editor:

I do a lot o f fishing because the 
lakes are so near by, but I ’ve always 
had to rent a boat. In your column, 
“The Outdoor Guy,” I read about 
a boat that I think I can afford— 
for $5.90. I, and some of the people 
where I work, would appreciate very 
much knowing where we might buy 
such a vessel.

Can you fill us in?
W m. Nelson 
Bronson, Mich.

The boys at Aviation Surplus will 
doubtless be tickled to fill your or
der if they have the craft currently 
in stock; write them at Box 189, 
York, Pa.—Editor.

No. 2 Teenage Desire?
T o  the Editor:

In GUY, I noticed that a survey 
of teenagers shows, surprisingly, that 
their No. 1 urge for the future is to 
have a home with three bath
rooms . . .

G What is the second biggest wish 
1) of these crazy, goofed-up kids?

Sal Yerby 
Chicago, 111.

Oddly enough, the second most

wanted thing by the sprouts is 
money. They all want 10G per year.

—Editor.
Fortune Cookie
T o  the Editor:

I love those gorgeous Eurasian 
girls—they have all the yeast o f the 
East and the zest of the West. I 
especially go for the doll France 
Nuyen, who is so great in “South 
Pacific.”

You say in your magazine that 
France goes for eats the way some 
folks go for sin. W ell, I think that 
I’m the man for her. I ’m a short- 
order cook—but I ’m taking courses 
by mail to become a chef. (I started 
after reading about Miss Nuyen’s 
love for food.) I can cook her great 
steaks, egg foo  yong . . . and make 
her happy in other ways.

(Name Withheld)
San Francisco, Calif.

What's Under the Rocca?
T o  the Editor:

T hat’s a great photo o f Antonio 
Rocca in GUY (July). I follow the 
wrestlers, and I think it’s the best 
picture o f the sport that I ’ve ever 
seen.

You’ve aroused my curiosity about 
one thing: W h o ’s the other half o f 
the 500-pound grunt-and-groan 
“ pretzel” ?

Sammy G. Prall 
Houston, Texas

The other slab of beef goes by the 
name of Dr. Jerry Graham. Thanks 
for the nice words about the pix— 
and give due credit to the lads at 
W ide World Photos—Editor.

Buried Earp Too Early

T o  the Editor:
T he letter you printed in your last 

issue of GUY was a fascinating slice 
of Western Americana. Somebody 
ought to get this fellow Fred Ben
der to do a book on his unbelievable 
family, the so-called "B loody Ben
ders.”

I think, however, that Mr. Ben
der erred on one point. He says

that he was a mourner at Wyatt 
Earp’s funeral “ . . .  at the little ceme
tery near Daly City when he died 
just before W orld War I. . .

Isn’t this burying the Tombstone 
character just a decade too soon? I 
had the impression he died in the 
late ’20’s.

Jesse Mazza 
Boston, Mass.

Quite right, reader Mazza. GUY’s 
research shows that Wyatt Earp died 
in Los Angeles in 1929—a bad year 
all around—Editor.

Doesn't Moon for June
T o  the Editor:

W ho does this babe June Wilker- 
son think she is, coming over from 
England and acting as though she 
has something our home-grown 
blondes don ’ t have. Let’s admit your 
pictures in GUY, July, prove that 
she has a 43 inch chest expansion. 
This isn’ t everything—I’ll take Jayne 
Mansfield even though she’s a loser 
by 2 inches. . . .  I think you fellows 
have a lot o f nerve printing pictures 
of this Wilkerson female when there 
are so many great American beauties 
floating around the beaches and 
swimming pools o f our native U.S.A., 
God bless it. . . .

Some time, you might print an
other picture o f  June. . . .

Ed Kiest 
Westport, Conn.

See below—Editor.

Jayne’s rival?
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^  Skin Specialists’ Secrets that erase

Acne Pimples 
Blackheads,Oily Skin
Amazing N EW  combination treatment

" 7  B A 11
o * A R ”

g J Q  SAMPLE
PACKAGE

JK
Takes only 30 seconds to use each of the miraculous 

4 skin treatments in the "7 Day Clear" sample package. 
Think of itl All yours for only $1 if you act now I

tically GIVE this generous medicine 
chest containing four wonder formulas 
to the first 100,000 men and women who 
write in . . . because we know you will 
be wildly enthusiastic with the results 
you get in as little as 7 days and you will 
tell others who are afflicted with these 
embarrassing skin conditions! In a short 
time, this 4-way skin regimen will be 
available through drug and department 
stores at four or five times the price you 
pay! So act now.

HIDES
A big improvement first day or MONEY BACK! 

A clearer skin in 7 days or WE PAY YOU!

Here's the most startling new* ever 
published for you millions who suffer 
terrible embarrassment, perhaps even 
permanent scars from acne pimples, 
blackheads and oily skin. Four o f  the 
most amazingly effective skin treatments 
prescribed by dermatologists have been 
released to you in one big sample pack
age . . .  all without a prescription! Yes, 
now at last you can get a complete 4-way 
treatment . . . that’s right — a complete 
4-way treatment that is at least 75% 
more effective than any old  hat “ one 
way”  method you may have used—hope
lessly trying to rid yourself o f  these 
stubborn skin conditions! With this new 
4-way combination treatment you put an 
end to embarrassment instantly . . .  for 
it H E A LS as it H ID E S your ugly 
blemishes!

Most amazing o f all, you don’t risk 
one penny to PROVE'the miracles this 
new shortcut to clearer skin will per
form . . .  impossible to achieve with just 
one product!

Even if you decide to keep all four of 
these formulas prescribed by skin doc
tors . . . you only pay $1 for handling , 
charges! You must see a tremendous ’ 
improvement the very first day or your 
dollar will be returned immediately! You 
must see a clearer skin In 7 days or we 
pay yon . . . we’ ll send you a check for 
$2. N o pharmaceutical company making 
a product that’s sold with or without a 
prescription would dare make such a 
claim! The reasons are obvious: you just

FIGHTS SK IN  BU M ISH SS  
FOUR W A YS I

The name o f  this truly amazing 4-way 
medicated treatment is called *7 Day 
Clear” . . . it goes to work instantly to 
help clear up your blemishes while it 
covers up your blemishes . . .  in as little 
as seven days! IT TAKES LESS TH AN  
30 SECONDS TO USE EACH TR EAT
MENT! Here’s what you do . . .
(1) First you use “ 7 Day Clear” Medi
cated Soap containing wonderful “ col
loidal sulphur" prescribed by skin 
specialists. It softens and dissolves dead 
skin cells, cleanses excess oils, purifies 
deep down, helps D R Y  UP unsightly 
blemishes. You'll love its rich gentle 
foaming lather.

(2) Second, you use amazing “7 Day Clear" Med
icated Blemish Cream. It’s greaseless, stainless, 
pleasant to use. This miraculous invisible cream 
contains “ Allantoin" which proved effective in 
108 out o f  109 stubborn skin conditions tested! 
It “ permeates the pores," soothes, heals, unplugs 
clogged pores, helps CLEAR UP that unsightly 
skin!

(3) Next, you use the astonishingly effective “7 
Day Clear”  Medicated Lotion. It’s a bacterio- 
stat, does away with pus-forming germs and 
bacteria, eliminates scaly residue, treats infected 
postules, closes pores . . . safeguards against 
spreading infection!

(4) Last, you use the incredible “ 7 Day Clear”  
Blemish Stick! This is naturally flesh colored— 
is impossible to detect even in glaring sunlight 
or under 150-watt bulbs! You “ cover up" those 
ugly blemishes with the flick o f  a finger! It 
HEALS as it HIDES! And boys and men can 
use it without anyone discovering their secret. . .  
regardless o f whether they are light or dark 
complexioned!

That’s all there is to it! You can be certain the 
"7 Day Clear" foursome will give you the results 
you’ve always wanted! This proven Therapy 
helps rid you o f  acne pimples, blackheads, white- 
heads. and other externally-caused skin blem
ishes FASTER, more COM PLETELY than any 
single remedy you've ever tried! Most important 
o f  all. it HEALS AS IT HIDES' The very first 
second you try this amazing combination treat
ment vou: (I )  make sure that embarrassing skin 
eruptions VANISH FROM SIGHT! You'll have 
renewed confidence, step out with the wonderful 
feeling that goes with a CLEAR complexion!

(2) you ’ll know the four most effective healing 
formulas prescribed by dermatologists are at 
work “outside and deep inside" to help clear up 
your skin . . .  in a matter o f  hours, days!

Get rid o f  blackheads and pimples . . .  clear up 
unsightly eruptions with the miraculous “ 7 Day 
Clear” Combination treatment that “ HEALS as 
it HIDES.”  Remember, you must see a big im
provement the first day o r  money back! Yon 
must see a clearer skin in as little as 7  days or we 
pay you $2.00 for filling out the coupon below!

DRAMATIC RESULTS IN ONE DAY
OR MONEY BACK!
That's the real truthl You must actually see 
a  big improvement in your complexion after 
one 24-hour treatment with the lour miracle 
formulas available to you in the '7  Day Clear 
Big Sample Package" . . . offered to you at 
practically cost. . .  only $1.00 plus 254 post
age. What's more, you must see a clearer skin 
in as little as 7 days or we send you a  check 
to reward you for your foithful use oI this 
amaxing combination skin treatment. It's re
sults thot count—not promises thot can't be 
backed upl We knew if you use "oil four" of 
the '7  Day Clear" products—the soap, the 
cream, the lotion, the blemish stick . . . you'll 
be wildly enthusiastic with the results you getl 
Don't put it offl Do it nowl Just send your 
name and address today to Healthaids. Inc., 
Dept.H 65114 E . 32 S t . .  N. Y . 16. N . Y . 
N. Y. Hurry—this special introductory otter 
will be withdrawn in thirty days.

can’t cover up, you just can’t clear up 
your blemishes with one product! Ask 
any dermatologist-he’U tell you!

H ere 's W hy Wm M ake This 
U nheard  OF O ffer I

The truth is every man and woman 
in the United States has suffered with 
teenage trouble, at some time in his or 
her life! Acne pimples alone attack 80% 
o f boys and girls to their great social em
barrassment and discomfort. That’s why 
we make this amazing limited offer to in
troduce you to the most trusted, the most 
widely accepted, the mort effective 4-way 
treatment ever offered. We want to prac-

R U S H  N O - R I S K  C O U P O N  T O D A Y

Healthaids, Inc. D e p t .  H -65  1 14  E. 3 2  S t., N. Y . 1 6 , N . Y.
Plooto ruth to ma tho 7 Day Claar Medicated Sample Pockoge at thawn her*.
I enclote jutt $1 plus 254 to cover pottage and handling. Thil it the complete 
cott. There it no other payment. If I don't tee a big improvement the ffrtt day 
you will refund my money. If I don't tee a  door ikin in jutt 7 doyt you will 
pay mo $2.00.

- C a d . . -C heck  .
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Yank Spy
continued from page 31

covdition. And when I  finally was able 
to get around once again without the 
help of my friends, I found that I was 
left with a limp that. . . ."  (Here 
Thom as Beeler found that his grand
father’s narrative left off. Eight pages 
were missing.)

" . . .  a short distance from Richmond, 
and this area was made our base of 
operations."

Richm ond was one o f  the nerve 
centers o f the Confederacy, in addition 
to being the capital and the home o f 
Jeff Davis. From Richm ond came the 
railroad trains laden with vital and 
much needed supplies for the Southern 
Armies under the command o f R obert 
E. Lee.

Beeler’s tactics were to strike and run. 
From small hills, from  the forests, from  
almost open fields affording little or no 
protection, they fired on startled C on
federate troops. T hey robbed supply 
wagons for their needs. They had ample 
supplies o f  ammunition and food ; each 
man now rode a horse. But Rebel patrols 
were increasing, and it was growing 
more and more difficult to avoid them.

A F TE R  four months o f  living this 
way, the three men had grown 

beards, and they now wore stolen cloth
ing. One night, H owell returned from 
a farmhouse they had raided earlier in 
the day.

“ Aaron,”  said John Howell. "W e  got 
us some trouble. I went back to that 
o ld  m an’s farm about an hour ago and 
heard him talking to a couple o f Rebs. 
H e was sayin’ that he’d  been robbed 
o f  some chickens and a hog. W hen the 
Rebs asked him if he knew who done 
it, he told ’em ’no’ but he said he’d 
seen smoke out this way. So I guess it’s 
time we was trying to get back through 
the lines.”

“ I hate to leave now, John,” Beeler 
answered. “ W e’re doing so much good, 
it’d  be a shame to just walk away from  
it.”

"W e  can’t last much longer, livin’ this 
way, Aaron,”  cut in R obert Brown. 
"T h ey ’re on to us by now. T hey ’d  have 
to be.”  He chuckled. "W e ’ve been do in ’ 
a mite too much damage for them not 
to figure us out.”

Aaron m ulled this over, his head bent 
in thought. H e looked up. “ Let’s give 
ourselves another week or so. Mean
while, we’ll ride a bit from  here. Maybe 
the patrols w on ’t be as heavy, and if 
the Rebs know we’re here now, they 
w on’t figure us to be leaving quite so 
soon."

T he men nodded assent, and the 
three o f them heaved into their saddles. 
A fter an hour’s ride due south they 
reined in before a large, white-columned

mansion. A  sign, newly painted on good 
wood, proclaim ed in bright, red a'nd 
white letters, “ G oodbody H ouse.” Every 
w indow  on the ground floor was lit up,

“ W hat d o  you think, Aaron?” asked 
John H ow ell hopefully. “ I believe a 
good, soft bed would feel mighty nice, 
d on ’t you?”

H ow ell and Brown sat their horses as 
Aaron dismounted. Before he could 
walk up onto the yellow-painted porch, 
however, a figure appeared at the door.

"Hssst,” signaled Brown.
Aaron fell back as a woman stepped 

out o f the door, and stood framed in 
light. “ W h o ’s there?” she called.

Aaron took off his hat, stepped for
ward. " I t ’s only me and my friends, 
ma’am. W e were hoping you might put 
us up in your barn, seeing as how you’ve 
got such a fine place here. W e ’d be 
mighty grateful if you ’d help us with a 
place to stay for a while.”

“ Com e here into the light,”  she 
ordered. “ You got any m oney?”

“ Enough to pay our way, ma’am.”  H e 
looked at her before he answered. She 
stood in the m iddle o f the shaft o f light 
spilling out o f  the doorway. She was 
tall, almost as tall as he and about the 
same age, he figured, in her m iddle 
twenties. She had a slim, graceful neck 
that descended into a milk-white bosom, 
her breasts barely bound by her scoop- 
necked frock. H er straw-colored hair 
was tied in a loose bun at the back o f 
her neck.

Suddenly she smiled. “ W elcom e to 
Sarah G oodbody ’s H ouse,”  she said. 
“Y ou ’re a mite dirty, hut a little water 
will wash you and make it easy for you 
to shave if you like. Y ou ’ll stay here, 
not in the barn.”

T h e  two men dismounted and came 
up to the porch, while a boy o f  about 15 
took care o f  their horses. Aaron was the 
first to walk into the house. She stood 
in the doorway, partially blocking his 
path, and he had to squeeze by her to 
get in. H e felt the gentle pressure o f 
her breast on his shoulder as he passed 
and his breath caught in his throat.

Inside, he looked about the large 
room , then started back in surprise. 
Four Confederate officers were seated 
around a large circular table playing 
cards; other men, not in uniform, 
lounged about the room  talking to each 
other, to the seven or eight girls circu
lating, bringing them drinks. N obody 
took m uch notice o f the three men as 
they entered. T hey glanced up with 
little curiosity, then returned to what
ever they had been doing.

“ Miss G oodbody,”  said Aaron hur
riedly, "I  think maybe your house is a 
little too fancy for us. W e ’d  prefer the 
barn if you d on ’t m ind.”

She threw back her head and laughed, 
exposing a row o f  fine white, tiny teeth. 
"H ear that, boys?”  she called to the men 
sitting in the room . "H e  says they’re too 
dirty for a fine place like this.”

T his provoked a round o f laughter 
from  all the men, as well as from  the 
girls. T w o  o f  the girls came forward, 
took H ow ell and Brown by the arms, and 
drew them to a purple velvet-covered 
settee. T h e  men follow ed without too 
much resistance, grinning sheepishly at 
Aaron as they sat down with the girls. 
O ne was a tall, redhead with a French 
accent, the second, R obert’s companion, 
was shorter, blackhaired, but with blue 
eyes.

“ I suppose you ’ll be wanting to take 
your bath first,”  the mistress said to 
Aaron. "Just follow  me. Plenty o f  hot 
water for  these gentlemen, M arie,”  she 
called to a tall, girl standing behind a 
mahogany bar. Aaron follow ed her up 
the curving staircase. She stopped be
fore a room  on the second floor. “ You 
can undress in there,”  she said. “ H ot 
water will be along in a m inute.”

Aaron found himself in a spacious 
room , com fortably furnished. Against 
one wall was a large chest, a closet next 
to it. In  the center o f  the room  stood 
a great four-poster bed with a thick 
satin cover. H e threw himself full 
length on the bed, and sighed. Just as 
he began to doze off, the door was 
thrown open; two men and a boy 
entered, one carrying a large wooden 
bathtub, the others two buckets o f 
steaming water each. T hey  filled the 
tub, and started to leave. Aaron stop
ped the boy.

"Just a minute, lad.”  He handed the 
boy a silver dollar. “T h at ’s for taking 
care o f  our horses. N ow  tell me some
thing: W hat kind o f  house is this? W ho 
is Sarah G oodbody?"

rP H E  boy was startled. “ You ain't from
’round here, are you, mister? L ot’s o f 

men come from  miles around to Miss 
G oodbody ’s house. There's some say that 
there ain't no finer entertainment no
where. Always lots o f  soldiers ’round, 
too. Gotta feed the dogs, mister. Gotta 
go back to work.”

“ W hat dogs, lad?"
“ You just look out your window, 

mister, you ’ll see the dogs. T hem  hounds 
just love Miss Sarah. W on ’t mind no
body else.”  He turned and closed the 
door behind him.

Beeler went to the window. For a mo
ment he could see nothing in the dark
ness; then he could barely make out the 
forms o f  two great hounds chained to 
a stake in the m iddle o f  a yard. At one 
end o f the yard was the entrance to a 
large barn.

A t that moment, the boy came out o f 
the back door o f  the house carrying a 
pan o f  meat. He stood clear o f the 
length o f  chain holding the dogs, and 
threw the chunks o f meat to them. They 
woke immediately and began howling 
fiercely at him. He threw the rest o f the 
meat quickly, then ducked back inside 
the house. T h e  dogs bolted the raw 
meat, howled once or twice more, then 
settled down to sleep again.

Aaron shrugged his shoulders. He
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stripped rapidly, and gingerly lowered 
himself into the tub. T h e  steaming 
water floated around his body, caressing 
his worn muscles, relaxing them. He 
began to feel drowsy again. His head 
slumped forward,

“Aaron Beeler, you're supposed to 
sleep in the bed not the bathtub.” H e 
heard the tinkle o f her laughter be
hind him, and sank lower into the tub 
in a effort to cover himself.

“ Here,”  she said, “ give me that cloth. 
I ’ll scrub your back."

Unresistingly he let her take the cloth 
from  his inert hands. “ H ow  do you 
know who I am?”

“ W ell, word is out that three Yankee 
soldiers have been making the Rebs 
hurt a few miles north, and that the 
leader’s name is Aaron Beeler. W hen 
three men ride to my door out o f  no
where, I just put two and two together.”

"W hy didn ’t you say something to 
those Rebs downstairs, then?”

“ W ho says I don 't like what you ’re 
doing?”

X T E  was too tired now to try figuring 
-®-A out what she was saying and he al
lowed himself to relax under the smooth, 
strong action o f  her fingers massaging 
his back. W hen she finished she handed 
him a towel, turned her back as he got 
out o f  the tub, dried and wrapped the 
towel around his waist. T hen  she turned 
to him again, ran her finger lightly 
across his bare chest.

“ Aaron,”  she murmured, a slight 
smile creasing her lips, "how  long have 
you been out there?”

“ Four months,” he answered quietly.
"T h at ’s a very long time, isn’t it?”
"T o o  long,”  he said, staring into her 

eyes. T hen  she lowered her gaze. He 
could see the swell o f  her breasts strain
ing against the fabric o f  her dress, the 
rapid rise and fall o f  the smooth line. 
She leaned toward him.

“T o o  long for what, Aaron?”
"Just too long.”  He put his arms 

around her and pulled her to him, and 
she responded with a fire that over
whelmed him, a blaze that took hold  o f 
his body, tumbling him end over end 
in a much wanted dizziness. . . .

“ For seven days we remained in Good- 
body H ouse, fo r  seven days we rested 
and replenished our strength and our 
bodies. For the first time since 7 had 
been w ounded my leg no longer twinged 
with pain at every step, y et I  still had 
my limp. . . .

“ Sarah, I  thought, was an amazing 
woman. In the midst o f a R ebel strong
hold, not far from  the Confederate 
W hite H ouse in Richm ond, here was 
woman whose heart and soul was op 
posed to the attackers o f our Union, 
who was willing to do anything in her 
pow er to help M r. Lincoln hold the 
Union together."

(Here, again, two pages o f  the book 
were missing. As nearly as Thom as 
Beeler could figure, his grandfather had 
received word o f an important supply 
train leaving from  Richm ond for the 
front. It consisted o f two carloads o f 
powder and shot, one o f foodstuffs, and 
three o f  troops.)

“ W e made our plans quickly. W e
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The final victory over can
cer will come from the re
search laboratory.
But there is a more imme
diate victory at hand to
day. Many cancers can be 
cured when detected early 
and treated promptly. 
Vigilance is the key to 
this victory.
There are certain signs 
which might mean can
cer. Vigilance in heeding 
these danger signals 
could mean victory over 
cancer for you:
1. Unusual bleedingordischarge.
2. A lump or thickening in the 

breast or elsewhere.
3. A sore that does not heal.
4. Change in bowel or bladder 

habits.
5. Hoarseness or cough.
6. Indigestion or difficulty in 

swallowing.
7. Change in a wart or mole.

If your signal lasts longer than 
two weeks, go to your doctor to 
learn if it means cancer.

AMERICAN 
CANCER 
SOCIETY

knew we could not remain at 'Sarah’s 
much longer without being discovered  
fo r  what we were. T h erefore, we would  
attem pt to destroy the train and im
m ediately thereafter make for  Union 
lines and our own Arm y.”

T h e  plan was deceptively simple. T h e  
train was due to leave R ichm ond at 
seven in the m orning. A t five the three 
men w ould leave G oodbody  House. 
Three miles away the tracks curved to 
avoid a small heavily w ooded  hummock. 
T h e  curve was not sharp enough for  the 
train to slow dow n; a ripped track 
w ould be enough to derail it. A  torch 
thrown on top o f  the w ooden am m uni
tion  car, in the confusion w ould rapidly 
burn through; they would wreck the 
train and throw the line out o f  com 
mission for days.

A A R O N  described the plan in detail 
to Sarah the night before, om itting 

only the exact spot where the derailment 
w ould take place. H e reached ou t his 
hand to hers: " I f  anything goes wrong, 
w e’ll com e back here and hide in the 
barn until nightfall. He felt the an
swering pressure o f  her hand and 
turned toward her. . . .

W hen he awoke in the m orning she 
was gone. H e dressed rapidly, met 
Brown and H owell in the deserted 
room  on  the first floor. T hey  went out 
o f  the house, around the back to the 
barn for  their horse. Near the barn 
door, the two hounds were chained. As 
they caught sight o f the men, the dogs 
leaped to their feet, yow ling in rage. 
H ow ell drew his six-gun.

"T h ey  w on ’t get loose, d o n ’t w orry,” 
said Aaron.

“ T h ey ’d better not. I ’d just as lief 
shoot them as - not,”  H ow ell said. 
"T h e y ’re the only thing around here 
I d on ’t like.”

T hey  m ounted their horses and rode 
to the curve.

“ H ere," Aaron muttered.
T hey  worked silently, struggling to 

rip up a section o f  track on  the inside 
curve. It was hot, hard work. Suddenly 
they heard the whistle o f the train.

“ L ord ," Brown whispered. "She’s 
ahead o f schedule. W e ’ll never d o  it in 
time. She’s too close.”

“ Keep working,”  panted Aaron, his

pow erful shoulders and arms bare and 
glistening with sweat. T hey  heard a 
shout, and a ten man Confederate 
Cavalry patrol raced toward them. 
“ H old  them off,” Aaron cried.

Brown and H ow ell fell to their knees, 
firing and reloading as quickly as pos
sible, scrounging what little cover they 
could from the trees and rocks. All the 
Confederate shots seemed to be aimed 
at Aaron, but amazingly none con 
nected, as he panted and struggled with 
the lever on the track. Suddenly the 
firing stopped, and he realized that both 
H ow ell and Brown had been hit at al
most the same time. W ith a sob in his 
throat, he looked up and saw the train 
bearing down on him; approaching from 
the same side was the remainder o f  the 
patrol, now only seven in number. 
H ow ell and Brown had had some effect 
before dying.

W ith one last heave on the lever, he 
felt the satisfying thump as the rail 
finally gave way; he leaped out o f  the 
track-bed barely in time to miss the 
trains wheels, knelt and grabbed one 
o f the two pitch torches, struck a flint 
to it, praying that it would light im
mediately. It did, and the instant the 
train rounded the curve and flew the 
rail, he heaved the torch with all his 
might. He saw it land on the top o f  the 
car and start to burn. T h en  he turned 
and disappeared into the woods.

“ I  only had to wait a few  m oments 
fo r  the car to catch fire. I made for  
Sarah’s barn. It took m e two hours to  
get there, but while I was traveling 
through the woods I  heard the satis
factory roar o f the first car as the flames 
reached the pow der and a moment 
later the second car blew as well. I  even  
fancied I  could  hear the screams o f  the 
w ounded as well, but o f this /  am not 
really sure. P oor John and R obert.

“ Upon reaching the barn, I  noticed  
the hounds were no longer there. I was 
surprised, but had no time to reflect 
on it. I  went inside, and crawled up  
in to the hayloft, taking with m e only 
my pistol, a canteen o f water, and a 
lamp in order to find my way down 
again at night without stumbling. Short
ly I  fe ll asleep, weary and exhausted  
from  my unaccustom ed labors."

Almost immediately after falling
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asleep, Beeler was awakened by the 
baying o f the two hounds. H e snapped 
tip, got to his knees. He rummaged for 
his pistol in the hay beside him, and 
lit the lamp with his flint when he 
couldn ’t find it. T he soft glow o f  the 
lamp cast enough light for him to lo
cate the pistol where it had slipped 
down into the hay.

T he great doors o f  the barn swung 
wide letting the daylight in, and Sarah, 
pulled by the hounds on leads, rain in. 
A t her side was a Confederate soldier.

“ There, in the loft,”  he heard her 
scream. T he soldier raised his rifle and 
fired. Aaron scrambled backwards des
perately, kicking over the lamp as he 
did so. T here was a puff o f  black smoke 
as the wick was flooded by the oil, then 
flames spread rapidly through the hay 
and began racing toward his body. He 
took quick aim at the soldier and fired. 
T w o  shots sounded as one, and as Aaron 
Beeler watched the soldier fall, he felt 
a searing in his upper right arm, saw 
the blood  begin to trickle.

\  A R O N  scrambled down the rough 
ladder leading from  the loft, and as 

he reached the floor, Sarah G oodbody 
released the dogs from  her grip. They 
sprang forward. Beeler whirled as he 
heard them com ing toward him and 
managed to fire once before they were 
on top o f  him. His single shot caught 
one o f  the dogs square in the chest, 
bowling him over backwards. T he sec
ond dog hit Aaron at the waist and he 
brought his pistol down, with his full 
strength, on the dog ’s spine, between its 
shoulders and haunches. T h e  dog hit 
the ground, rolled over and whimpered, 
its tongue lolling out o f its mouth, its 
back broken.

He looked. Sarah was gone. Aaron 
leaped bareback onto the one horse 
in the barn, rode straight out through 
the doors into the open fields and kept 
going until he was safely in the woods. 
Just before the trees swallowed him, he 
turned once and looked back at the 
barn, now only a mass o f black smoke 
and yellow flame.

"F or four days I  traveled during the 
night and slept only interm ittently dur
ing the day. . . . Finally /  reached our 
lines. Lutkily I  made immediate con
tact with my own Massachusetts regi
ment, else I  should not have been 
recognized, and shot fo r  a spy. T he sen
try who found me stumbling in the 
roadway was young Amos Terrill from  
Douglas W oods."

Thom as Aaron Beeler read a few 
more pages, then found he was at the 
end o f the little volume. His grand
father made A journey to G oodbody 
House years after the end o f  the war 
to see what had become o f  it. Nothing 
was there. He learned from  a farmer 
that the house had burned down one 
spring morning. T h e  barn had mysteri
ously caught fire and it had spread to 
the house.

“ 'And the owner?’ ”
“ ‘ T oo  bad about h er .'G ood  woman 

she was. One o f Jeff Davis’ best friends. 
Some say she was doin ’ som e kind of 
secret work for  him, but when that 
fire come. . . .’  ”  • •

PERSONALIZED 
HOME BAR

P e r s o n a lly  In i t ia l le d  
ONLY |p, P o r ta b le

$ C 98T  J w w  G a th e r in g s  
B a se m e n t

• Personalized With Your Initials
• It’s  Portable-Sets Up Indoors Or Out
• Built-in Shelf Holds Full Party Supplies
• Stain Resistant Bar Top

It’s Big—39" wide, 38" high, 13" deep
Sturdily built of aluminum laminated and wood grain finished 
Multi Flute Fibreboard, this handsome personalized Home 
Bar is resistant to alcohol and soda stains. Handy built-in 
shelf holds full supply of bottles, glasses and napkins. Full 
size bar top holds drinks, pretzels, chips, etc. Sets up in a 
jiffy  and folds compact for easy storage. A beauty for your 
home, and a novel gift. State in itials desired with each order

I
I
I
I

This handsome portable Home Bat per
sonalized with your in itials in a striking 
3-dimensional contrast, makes it easy to 
serve guests in style. Made for both mdoor 
and outdoor use. Its handsome contrast 
of wood grain and gold finish makes for a 
sparkling setting in the home. Adds class 
to any party or gathering, and points up 
the cleverness of its proud owner. And, for 
relaxing at home, in the parlor, den or 
basement it 's  certainly a convenient, hand
some addition. Only $5 .98 . Comparable 
in satisfaction and utility to bars selling 
for $30. A perfect gift for any occasion.

10 DAY FREE TRIAL
Order today! If not delighted return for 
refund. Because of its large size we are 
forced to ask for 63* shipping charges.

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE
S. J. Wegman Co., Dept.RB-1t 
LYNBROOK, NEW YORK
Rush my new personalized portable Home ■ 
Bar at once. If I am not delighted I may |
return it after ten days Free Trial for 
prompt refund of full purchase price.
□  Send C .O .D . I will pay postman on

delivery plus C .O .D . shipping charges. I
□  I enclose $5.98 plus shipping charges.
NAME______________________________  |
ADDRESS___________________________ |

MY INITIALS ARE___________________ ■

WILL YOU SPEND *2
TO SAVE YOUR HAIR?

How many hard-earned dollar 
have you spent to save your hair?
How many hair tonics, gadgets, 
restorers, electrical devices, have 
you tried in the last few years—  
with no success? How many times 
after an unsuccessful hair-grow
ing attempt have you swofn not 
to spend another cent on an
other hair treatment?

Yet, you buy the next prod
uct that comes on the market 
with hair-growing claims.

CAN YOU GROW HAIR?
Doctors who have spent a life

time studying hair and hair growth 
have concluded that nothing now 
known can grow hair on a bald 
head. So, if you are bald, prepare 
to spend the rest of your life that 
way. Accept it philosophically and 
quit spending hard-earned dollars on 
hair growers.

If you can’t grow hair— what can 
you do? Can you stop excessive hair 
loss? Can you save the hair you still 
have? Can you increase the life expec
tancy of your hair? Probably. Please read 
every word in the rest of this statement care
fully, since it may mean the difference to you 
between saving y o u r ha ir and losing the rest of it 
to eventual BALDNESS.

HOW TO SAVE YOUR HAIR

DOUBLE MONEY BACK 
GUARANTEE

In seconds, Ward’s Formula kills the 
three parasitic germ organisms re
tarding normal hair growth. This 
has been proven in scientific tests 
by a world-famous testing labora
tory (copy of laboratory report sent 

on request). Ward’s removes infecti
ous dandruff, stops scalp itch, brings 
hair-nourishing blood to the scalp, 
tends to normalize very dry or oily 

scalp. In brief Ward’s Formula cor
rects the ugly symptoms of seborrhea, 

stops the hair loss it causes. Ward’s 
Formula has been tried by more than 

350,000 men and women on our famous 
Double - Your - Money - Back Guarantee. 

Only 1.9%  of these men and women 
were not helped by Ward’s and asked for 

their double refund. This is truly an amaz
ing performance. Treat your scalp with 

Ward’s Formula. T r y  i t  a t ou r r isk . In only 
10 days you must see and feel the marked 

improvement in your scalp and hair. Your 
dandruff must be gone. Your scalp itch must 

stop. Your hair must look thicker, more attrac
tive, and alive. Your excessive hair loss must 

stop. You must be completely satisfied— in only 10 
days— with the improved condition of your scalp and 
hair, or simply return the unused portion for Double 
Your Money Back. So why delay? Delay may cost 
your hair. Ward Laboratories, Inc., 19 West 44 Street, 
N. Y. 36, N. Y . ©  1956

Itchy scalp, hair loss, dandruff, very dry or oily 
scalp, are symptoms of the scalp disease called sebor
rhea. These scalp symptoms are often warnings of 
approaching baldness. Not every case of seborrhea re
sults in baldness, but doctors now know that men and 
women who have this scalp disease usually lose their hair.

Seborrhea is believed caused by three parasitic germ 
organisms (staphylococcus albus, pityrosporum ovale, 
microbacillus) . These germs first infect the sebaceous 
glands and later spread to the hair follicles. The hair 
follicles atrophy, no longer can produce new hairs. The 
result is "thinning” hair and baldness.

But, today seborrhea can be controlled— quickly and 
effectively— by treating your scalp with the amazing 
scalp medicine called Ward's Formula.

i  W a rd  La b o ra to rie s , In c . D ep t. 6609B  
< 1 9  W est 4 4  Street, N e w  Y o rk  3 6 , N . Y .
* Rush Ward's Formula to me at once. I must be completely satisfied I 
I in only 10 days or you GUARANTEE refund ol DOUBLE MY I 
| MONEY BACK upon return of bottle and unused portion. |

[J Enclosed find S2. send postpaid < check, cash, money c

DOUBLE MONEY BACK GUARANTEE



(

about it. There had to be some measure 
of control. Perhaps the trim tabs. These 
small control surfaces could be used 
to manage a plane in an emergency. 
And if this wasn’t an emergency, noth
ing was.

The only thing wrong there was that 
the trim tabs had been knocked out 
too. Of all the controls, he had only 
the ailerons in the wings left. With 
these he could keep the wings level, 
but not much more. They couldn’t stop 
the nose from dropping nor keep the 
ship out of that last dive.

“ Captain to air quartermaster,” he 
called into the intercom. "All my con
trols have gone except the ailerons. We 
are losing height rapidly. Wove pas
sengers back towards tail and stand by 
intercom.”

'"THE sergeant relayed the order and 
the passengers quickly and smoothly 

obeyed; they were more than just pas
sengers. Themselves pilots and crewmen 
of Hastings transports, they knew the 
silent battle that Tunadine was fighting 
with the mortally wounded ship. They 
knew they could best help by instantly 
obeying any orders.

The air quartermaster stayed at the 
intercom, and reported back as soon 
as all the rear seats were filled.

“A.Q.M. to Skipper. All passengers 
now aft except medical officer who is 
attending Flight-Lt. Bennett. How does 
she trim?”

“ Still nose-heavy. Move baggage back 
to floor of stern.”

The passengers operated like a smooth 
team, rank forgotten. The Squadron 
Leader passed lugghge to the aircrafts
man who passed it down the line. As 
piece after piece was moved, the plane’s 
nose began to rise. Tunnadine’s voice 
came sharply over the intercom.

"Skipper to A.Q.M. Stop moving bag
gage aft and move two passengers for
ward. Quick. She’s getting tail-heavy.”

The two nearest officers jumped when 
the sergeant barked the command.

Tunnadine was flying the ship by the 
seat of his pants. With all the me
chanical controls gone he had to use 
the passengers and cargo to fly the 
plane. It was slow, desperate work. He 
had to bring the nose up or they would 
dive into the ground. Yet if he brought 
it too high the plane would start a 
climb, lose speed and stall. If this hap
pened there would be no way of avoid
ing that long, last dive.

Like a deadly game of musical chairs 
the passengers shifted their seats. Rear- 

G ranged the luggage. Bit by bit the 
y plane was trimmed until it was flying 
Y level.
■ Squadron-Leader James slid into the

Lt. Tunnadine’s

Four-Motored Coffin
continued from page 21

co-pilot’s seat next to Tunnadine. He 
was an experienced Hastings pilot and 
was taking the wounded Benett’s place.

“ I have her level now,” Tunnadine 
said, “ but that's about all. Did you find 
out what happened?”

“ Impossible bad luck,” James said 
grimly. “ It looks as if a piece broke off 
one of the propellor blades of the No. 
2 engine. It could have gone in a 
thousand different directions and caused 
no trouble. Instead it flew into the fuse
lage, cut the controls and hit Bennett. 
And losing a blade at that speed set up 
such out-of-balance loads that the en
gine ripped itself from the mountings.” 

While James talked, the crew were 
busy at distress procedure. The navi
gator took a fix and gave their exact 
position to the radio operator. After 
making a distress call on their operating 
frequency, the radio op switched to the 
high frequency of the direction-finding 
stations in the area.

All across North Africa and the Medi
terranean the airfields heard the S.O.S. 
and stood by. None of them answered. 
After checking the plane’s position they

waited for the nearest field to take 
charge. This was the R.A.F. field at 
Benina, just outside of Benghazi. At 
8:55 Benina transmitted an acknowledg
ment.

They weren’t expecting any planes 
that night and had closed down, ex
cept for a skeleton operating staff. The 
commanding officer rushed from his 
dinner to alert the field. The flarepath 
was quickly laid and the whole field 
stood ready, waiting for some word.

In the stricken Hastings the men 
waited too. They wanted to help. Yet 
they knew they could help best by 
waiting for orders. The whole show 
depended on one man, Flight-Lt. 
Graham Tunnadine. Tunnadine was a 
good pilot with over 2300 hours. But 
now he had to learn to fly all over 
again, and without controls.

The ailerons held the wings steady— 
but that was all they did. Moving the 
baggage had trimmed the Hastings for 
steady flight. Could the plane be man- 
oeuvered with the engines alone? There 
jvas a chance. Tunnadine opened his 
one remaining port engine to full throt
tle, and slowed down the starboard en
gines at the same time. The big plane 
began a slow turn to the right. Now, 
by throttling back on the port engine, 
he could make a turn to the left.

Tunnadine practiced slow turns for a 
few minutes, until he learned a bit of 
control. Only then did he set the big 
plane on the course for Benina and be
gin to slowly lose altitude by carefully 
throttling back his engines. He contacted 
the tower at Benina.
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“ Have had an explosion. Will crash- 
land Benina. Approaching from east at 
170 knots. Is there any obstruction in 
vicinity of airfield?”

Benina’s answer crackled in his ears. 
“ Low-lying hills seven miles to the east 
of airfield.”

By this time the coast was in sight, 
with the dark mass of the ocean be
yond. The moon glinted off the white 
sand of the beach. It looked soft and 
level. Tunnadine knew the only chance 
for a successful landing would be to 
come in as slow as he could. Then try 
to lift the plane’s nose at the last in
stant, so it wouldn’t dig in. The engines 
on a Hastings are slung under the wing, 
and a sudden burst of power would lift 
the nose. But it had to be balanced to 
keep the ship from turning at the same 
time. With this crude and limited con
trol, plenty of elbow room would be 
needed for the manoeuver. The long 
lengths of beach looked very tempting. 
Tunnadine thumbed on his mike.

"Benina, what is the width of the 
beach at Benghazi? Will attempt to land 
there.”

In the tower at Benina there was a 
hurried consultation. The commanding 
officer shook his head. He knew from ex
perience how deceptive moonlight can 
be, making the bumpiest ground look 
flat. A landing on the beach would be 
sure suicide.

The Benina operator tried to ignore 
Tunnadine's suggestion. “We have a 
clear landing strip of 2000 yards,” he 
said.

Tunnadine found it hard to keep 
his temper in check. "How far are 
you from the beach?”

"You have ten miles of clear, flat 
ground.”

B E F O R E  he answered, Tunnadine 
thought for a moment. "I  take it 

there are no trees, ditches or bushes for 
ten miles.”

"N o trees or bushes, but slight 
ditches.”

"I would rather land on the beach.”
"C.O. strongly advises against beach 

which has obstructions.”
Working the throttles with a sure 

touch, Tunnadine dropped the plane a 
bit more. There were too many factors 
to consider. He called Benina back. 
“ How large is your overshoot area?”

"W e have an overshoot of 500 yards 
from end of runway, then there is a rail
way line and telegraph wires 20 feet 
high.”

Another factor to be juggled. But 
what about those hills they had men
tioned? Tunnadine didn’t remember 
clearly. "What distance are the hills 
from the end of runway?”  he asked.

“Seven miles.”
Another long moment passed, then 

his answer crackled out of the speaker 
in Benina tower. “Will let you know my 
decision as to where I will attempt to 
land.”

As the Hastings dropped slowly, the 
crew and passengers prepared for the 
inevitable crash. Safety belts were tight
ened and all six escape hatches were 
kicked out. A torrent of cold air poured 
through the plane.

DEEP POWERFUL ENGINE THROB
WITH "MELLOW TONE" EXHAUST TUNER

10 DAY FREE TRIAL
You risk nothing. Put “ Mellow 
Tone” on your car. Try it for 10 
days. If you are not delighted -  
if your friends are not amazed — 
just return it for full purchase 
price refund. Only $2.98 plus 36c 
shipping charges.

FEATURES
• Deep mellow powerful tone 
« Modern design
• Venturi effect
• Disperses exhaust
• Durable tarnish proof chrome

STYLED IN
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that car you love. Easily attached to your exhaust pipe using 
just a screw driver it tunes the exhaust sound to just the 
pitch and tone you desire and makes your engine sound new, 
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USES SCIENTIFIC VENTURI PRINCIPLE 
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BE THE FIRST
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price.
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Nigh • power- charged \
safety action pistol. 
Precision designfrom 
famous German Au
tomatic Luger. Fires
darts with amazing accuracy and 
swift, silent, lightning-fast im
pact. Routs birds, pests, rodents, 
etc. Terrific target practice. Com
plete with darts.
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1
NOW, with these perfectly scaled motor cars, you 
can give any child of any age a world of pleasure - 
at an unbelievably low price! Please don’t confuse 
them with flat, brittle toys. These are 3 - d i m e n s i o n a l ,  
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Jaguar, Cadillac, Mercedes, MG — the racy sports 
and town cars that kids dream about. They’ll have 
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packaged. Please order today for quick delivery.
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R E D - H O T  A D V E N T O R E

D A N G E R

Read This Line-Up
0  DAVE VARGA AND THE GIRL 

WHO KILLED TANKS
It was a stranger's fight in a strange  
country— but, suddenly , he wanted to 
take them apart with his bare hands

CITY OF STOLEN WOMEN ;

0  I RAIDED A CITY OF STOLEN 
WOMEN
An am azing account o f one Am eri
cans' expedition  into the shocking  
girl-ghetto o f Calcutta

0  DR. HANNES’ 72-DAY SKINBOAT 
ORDEAL
One man alone in the m iddle o f the 
sea— struggling , raw , b leed in g , near 
death , but finally surviving

0  CORDELIA BOTKIN AND THE 
SWEET-TOOTH AFFAIR
The curvesome lady from San Fran
cisco knew , that liquor was qu ick , but 
to d ispose o f her lover's w ife , she 
was dead  sure that candy was dandy

0  RATTLESNAKE AND LONGHAIR 
VS. THE GUN-SHY KID
It  was the craziest, m eanest gunfight 
o f a ll time— fwo artillery-loaded  
drunks against a youngster with only 
a nickel-plated .22

PLUS MANY MORE GREAT FEATURES

D A N G E R
6
jj S E P T .  I S S U E  N O W  O N  S A L E

“All strapped in, A.Q.M.?” Tunna- 
dine asked.

"All except medical officer Brown, 
Skipper. He wants to stay with his pa
tient, he says.”

Tunnadine ordered Squadron-Leader 
Brown back to his seat. Brown asked 
permission to stay with the wounded 
co-pilot Bennett, who was too badly in 
jured to be moved. The pilot gave re
luctant permission, knowing the chance 
the doctor was taking.

A T  9:20 the Hastings was nearing 
Benina and Tunnadine had made 

his decision. “ Have decided to try and 
land on your runway,”  he said when he 
had contacted the tower again.

"Roger. Runway one six. Flare path 
is laid."

"Roger,” Tunnadine answered, “Have 
only throttles left to manoeuver with. 
Will circle and drop more altitude.”

There was a mumble of voices in his 
earphones, then a different voice broke 
in. It was the commanding officer. "Can 
you stay up for another fifteen min
utes?”  he asked. "Doctors and ambu
lances are on way out from Benghazi."

“Will see what we can do,” Tunna
dine answered. “You have hills to east, 
of airfield. Is this correct?”

“ Hills seven miles east of airfield. 
That is correct.”  The C.O. hesitated a 
moment, then asked the question that 
had to be asked. “What is your full 
complement?”

“Thirty-three, including crew and one 
seriously wounded officer.”

The commanding officer knew the 
difficulties in getting all the men out of 
a wrecked plane. He needed the correct

count so he wouldn’t have his crash 
crews risking their lives by crawling 
around in the wreck for a moment too 
long. A wreck that might blow up at 
any instant.

By 9:49 the ambulances had arrived. 
As soon as they and the crash trucks 
were stationed at the end of the run
way, lights off and engines running, the 
Benina tower called Tunnadine again.

"W e are ready for you to come in 
to land.”

“ Going out to sea to make final ap
proach,” he answered.

“ Good luck. Hope you make it.”
“ I’ll need a bit of luck,”  Tunnadine 

answered grimly. “ We are now coming 
in.”

The Hastings was down to 1000 feet 
now, heading out to sea away from 
Benina. A little more gas to the engines 
started the plane on a slow 180-degree 
turn. The lights of Benghazi showed 
up under the port wingtip, twinkling 
with warmth in the cold emptiness of 
the night. Within a few minutes the 
runway flares of Benina could be seen, 
pin-point lines of light against the black 
desert. Taking a careful radar bearing 
from the navigator, Tunnadine homed 
in on the line of lights.

In the cabin, the passengers pulled 
on safety belts that were already tight
ened to the last notch. In the ward
room, medical officer Brown braced 
himself and his patient as best he could.

Carefully, so as not to turn the plane, 
Tunnadine throttled back to 161 miles 
an hour, the lowest speed with which 
he would have any control. He didn’t 
dare use the flaps, as that would have 
dropped the nose. The wheels were up

68



for a belly landing. Then the runway 
lights vanished.

“ I can’t see the end of the runwayl” 
Tunadine’s voice blasted out of the 

■ speaker in the Benina tower. This was 
the last message from Hastings TG574. 
An instant later she hit.

The ground sloped up gradually to 
the runway and Tunnadine had been 
lower than he realized. Except for this 
he would have landed on the runway. 
Instead the plane touched 600 yards 
short, bounced into the air for another 
100 yards, then hit down hard.

The right wing caught and was rip
ped loose, the plane rolled over on its 
back, rolled and twisted. Pieces of metal 
were torn loose and screamed away. 
Turned completely around, still on its 
back, the wreckage o f the plane finally 
ground to a halt. In the silence that 
followed the roar o f the crash truck 
motors could clearly be heard.

Figures stumbled out o f the plane in 
the dancing light of the truck head
lights, staggering and falling. The air 
reeked with the harsh smell of gasoline 
—800 gallons left, running out of the 
ruined tanks. Foam from the fire trucks 
poured over the plane. Rescue teams 
dived into it.

'WT'ITHIN seconds most o f the men 
’ ’  were out of the ship. Some of the 

crew members had to be cut down, where 
they hung upside down from their seats. 
Part of the ship had to be hacked away 
so that co-pilot Bennett could be carried 
out.

None of the passengers were injured, 
except for Squadron-Leader Brown, the 
doctor. He soon recovered. The other 
passengers had all been sitting in rear
facing seats. These had just been fitted 
in all Hastings as an experiment. They 
proved their worth that night.

The fatalities were among the crew. 
Sgt. Johns, the flight engineer, and 
the air quartermaster survived. The 
wounded co-pilot Bennett was dead. 
The navigator and radio operator died 
at their posts.

Flight-Lt. Tunnadine, whose 66 min
ute battle with his ruined plane had 
saved his passengers, was dead at the 
controls.

The odds' had been stacked against 
Tunnadine, every second since the ac
cident. Only a miracle of superb pilot
ing enabled him to get'his passengers 
down safely.

After a careful investigation, the 
cause of the accident was discovered. It 
was a real case of “ for want of a nail 
the battle was lost.”  The thing that had 
thrown the propellor out of balance, 
causing the vibration that eventually 
caused it to break, was a felt washer. 
An ordinary felt washer as big as a 
man’s hand had fallen down inside the 
hollow propellor.

Tragic as it was, the accident had one 
good result. It was the first major crash 
of a plane equipped with backward 
facing seats. The success of this type of 
seating heralded the change of seating 
in all British planes.

Unhappily though, for Flight-Lt. 
Tunnadine, you can’t build a backward
facing seat for the pilot. • •

•  Rapid motion rewind
•  Synchronized Alton gears
•  Rugged all metal construction

Here, for the first time is a full-size, ruggedly-built, 
advance-design 8MM Movie Projector with features found 
only in the most expensive projectors. This beautifully 
detailed projector comes with a handy attractive carrying 
case, and projects brillialnt clear pictures on standard 110 
volt AC house current. I t ’ s blower cooled for safety, handles 
200 feet of film  and has a 3 /4 "  achromatic projection lens. 
Other outstanding features are an easy threading mechan
ism . rapid motor rewind, vertical tilt device, manual framer, 
200 ft. take up reel end switch. It 's  a ll metal construction 
and approved for safety. For the th rills and adventure of 
family life , and the vast film s available for parties and 
gatherings the new "Thunderbird" Projector is unmatched. 
Only $29.95 comolete. Nothing else to buy.

T  MONEY BACK GUARANTEE ™
|  HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS CORP.
■  Lynbrook, New York D#pf M M -17

■ Rush my "Thunderbird" 8MM Motion Picture Projector 
_ .  i 10 day Free Tria l. If  after trying it  I am not I ‘ 
idelighted with the wonderful projector, I may
■ return it for fu ll refund of my purchase price.
■ □  I enclose $29 .95. Same money back guarantee. 
J n S e o d  C .O .D . I enclose $1 deposit. Balance C O O.
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N E W  T IE S  F R O M  O L D !
Your favorito ties con look brood now!

Exclusive hand cleaning pcpcess brings out 
the original beauty and color of your ties. 
Individual care results in perfect finish 
on every tie— rolled edges, balanced cen- 
terpoints — NO SHINE OR PRESS MARKS.

YOUR SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 
It’s like getting a new tie for only $1.00 
including postage and insurance.

WIDE TIES SLENDERIZED TOwYTart_2iorrow_widthŝ Ĵ
Ties Cleaned..............$1.00 ea. 6 for $5.00
Ties Narrowed........... $1.25 ea. 6 for $7.00

Cleaned & Narrowed........... $2.25 ea. 6 for $12.00Send check or money order.
Prices include postage and insurance.

TIE ARTS METHOD DEPT. F
9107 W. Olympic Blvd., Beverly Hills, Calif.

“ MY GREY HAIR IS A NATURAL 
LOOKING COLOR AGAIN” says 

JA N  GARBER,
Idol of tho Airlanes

“ TOP SECRET give* my grey hair 
a natural looking color I" aaya • 
famous dance band leader Jan 
Garber* “ I  noticed results after 
just a few applications. And TOP 
SECRET la easy to me—doesn’ t 
stain hands or scalp. TOP SECRET is the only hair dress
ing I use."

A  FAVORITE OP THE STAES

„  . . . .  _____ i hair.
ik o r  in jure hair: does l 

one. Send 8 5 .0 0  (Fed. T «  m ci.i (or e ox. plastic container. (Convenient 
for  traveling, too.) Ppd. N o COD’ *, 
please. M oney U c k  i f not delighted 
w ith  results o f  first bottle . A lbra of 
California, Room 8 4 -4 2 , SlOOV anowen, 
Burbank, California.

EX P LO D IN G  
A R M Y  HAND
GRENADE
EXACT REPUCA only $ 1 .0 0

ere's real battle authenticity. This menacing 
and grenade looks and works just like a real 
ne. All you do is pull the pin, wait 4 seconds, 
trow the grenade, and watch the fun as it 
xplodes automatically. It's completely harmless, 
ut the explosion it makes can be heard for a 
lock. Really scatters the gang when you throw 
lis baby in their midst. It sure looks and sounds 
>al. Can't break. Can be exploded over and over 
sain. Heavy gauge steel firing mechanism. Only 
1 plus 25* shipping charges.

10 DAY FREE TRIAL
on’t delay! Order now! If not 100% delighted simply 
'turn for prompt refund ol full purchase price.
----- MONEY BACK GUARANTEE--------
0N0R HOUSE PRODUCTS CORP DEPT. HG-80 
YNBR00K. NEW YORK

_ _______ 1 plus ?5c shipping chsrges.
| Send C.O.D. I will pay postman on delivery 1 C.0.0. & shipping.
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The skilled hand of the
German gunsmith is re
sponsible for this 22 
caliber, 6-shot repeater 
automatic with self-eject

ing c lip . Just 4" long, fits easily into pocket or 
purse. Ideal for sporting events, stage use (not 
available to C a lif , residents). Purchasers must be 
18 or over. Comes for $6.95 ppd. from Best 
Values, Dept. K34 403 Market St., Newark, N .J.

Blondes, redheads and brunettes for every man to 
boast of his conquests.. .the first realistic likeness 
of the exciting women who play an important part 
in every man's life . . . and one of the nicest 
qualities is that they don’t talk back! Accurately 
modelled to three-quarters life size of real gals and 
molded of skin-textured pliable plastic, these heads 
are so life-like they almost breathe. Saucy glittering 
eyes, full sensuous mouth and liquid satin com
plexion, combined with radiant hair colors give 
astonishing realism to these rare and unique 
Trophies. Blonds, redhead or brunette mounted on 
a genuine mahogany plaque is complete and ready 
to hang on the wall for excitement and conversation.
Only $2.98 plus 37* shipping charges. Full Money 
Back Guarantee. Specify Blonde, Brunette or Red
head̂  Send Cash. Check, or Money Order, or order
C.O.D. from:
Honor House Products Corp. 
Lynbrook, New Yorfe

Dept. MT-22

AMAZING NEW
s V k  g Iem oiscovinV

^ / 7 = -^  
/  A l l  th e  F ire , S p a rk le  B e a u ty  o f  '  

p u re  B lue  W h ite  D ia m o n d !

D IAM O ND ITE
ONLY(495

per carat

D IA M O N D IT E S  are so beau tifu l, so 
hard , so sparkling that we defy even 
experts to te ll them from real diamonds.
T h e y  a re  g u a ra n te e d  F O R  L I F E  

I A G A IN S T  S C R A T C H IN G .C H IP P IN G  
OR B R E A K IN G . So hard they even cut 

, g lass! W ear them instead of your real 
I d iam onds'and nobody w il l  know the d ifference. 58 

facets expertly c u t . . .  delivered to you by a ir  m ail.
I ready to mount in rin g , earrings, brooches, etc. Order 

D iamondites in  RO U N D . M A R Q U IS E , or E M E R -  
I A L D  C U T . Only $4.9b per carat, from I carat up to 

7. Money back guarantee i f  you are not th r ille d  with 
them. Be sure to specify number of carats and cut 

1 w ith  order. Rush to :
EMPIRE, 4 No. 3rd Ave.

Dept. 0 -8 9  M t . V e r n o n , N .  Y .

Japanese, perhaps 50 of them, did not 
yell and did not fire a shot. They rushed 
with bayonets.

Down among his infantrymen, Capt. 
Andrew A. Haldane, o f Methuen, Mas
sachusetts, was talking with Lt. Andrew 
Chisick, of Newark, New Jersey. They 
heard a Marine yell. They looked up 
and saw the Japs racing toward the em
placements, and weaponless Marines 
scattering out of the way. Some had 
no chance of getting to their weapons. 
The Japs were hardly 30 yards from the 
nearest gun and closing fast.

Then more Marines were firing, but 
it wasn’t enough to stop the charge. 
The nearest Japs were hardly ten feet 
from the guns. Capt. Haldane ran to
ward the guns, firing as he ran. Lt. 
Chisick ran with him. Others joined 
the charge, some with bar hands, some 
with clubs or entrenching tools snatched 
up from the ground. The Japs reached 
one gun and swung it to enfilade the 
line. A  Jap was in the gunner's seat. The 
Marines’ charge hit the gun before he 
could fire a shot. He got a bayonet 
through the chest. The enemy broke, 
and the Marines cut them down. More 
than 20 dead Japs were scattered in 
the brush by the time it was quiet again.

HP HE Marines were bombed that night.
Dive bombers. The enemy set up a 

heavy fire o f tracer bullets to show the 
bombers where their own lines were and 
where they should drop their bombs in 
the dark. Nobody will ever be able to 
describe a bombing. You can’t describe 
hell. You can only go through it.

The Marines had to take the bombing 
after a day of battle, without any way 
of hitting back. The next morning, 
January 3, they attacked again. The 
enemy threw mortar shells. Sgt. White 
saw a shell explode, and ducked down 
the line to see if anyone was hit. “A 
kid was sitting there in the foxhole. He 
didn’t have any head. He just had a 
neck with dog tags on it.”

All through that second day, the 
Marines pushed small units across the 
creek at different points, still trying to 
find a soft spot in the Japanese defenses. 
Each time they were hit. They knocked 
out some of the machine guns, but each 
time, in the end, they had to fall back 
across the creek.'

There was a boy firing from behind 
a log. His face was gray. He stopped 
firing and looked around. His eyes were 
dull, without hope.

“ It don’t do any good,” he said. His 
voice was flat. He wasn't speaking to 
anybody. He was just saying it. “ I got 
three of ’em, but it don’t do any good.” 
Platoon Sergeant Casimir Pelakowski- 
known as Ski—said, “What the hell are

Bastards, Come Die 
On Suicide Creek!

continued from page 41

you beefing about? You get paid for it, 
don’t you?”

The kid managed a grin. As Ski 
crawled on down the line, the boy was 
fighting again, squeezing them off.

A platoon was pinned down in the 
jungle on their flank. They could neith
er go forward nor withdraw. They could 
only lie in the brush, held there by a 
crisscross net of machine-gun fire, while 
snipers took pot shots at them. Ski’s 
platoon was ordered to lend a hand. 
They were bone-tired, but Ski said, 
“ Let’s get going,”  and they got.

Three of them were Denham, Mel
ville, and O ’Grady. Pvt. Harry Denham, 
of Nashville, Tennessee, was called “ Pee 
W ee” because he was so small. They 
say he went to “some fancy military 
school.” But he didn’t ask favors of 
anybody and he wouldn’t back down be
fore the biggest man in the regiment. 
Just a bantam rooster of a kid who’d 
take on anything that walked. Pfc. John 
O ’Grady, of Ogdensburg, New York, 
left the talking for the trio to Denham 
and Melville. He was a quiet guy who 
never had much to say to anybody, but 
he seemed to talk plenty when the three 
o f them were off by themselves. Maybe 
he told them what he wanted to be 
after the war. The kids all think about 
that. It’s something to look forward to— 
and a guy needs something to look for
ward to. Pfc. John William Melville 
was called “ Pete,” but nobody seemed to 
know why. His home was Lynn, Massa
chusetts. He was 26, almost an old man. 
He quit a white-collar job with the 
General Electric Company in Boston 
to join the Marine Corps.

Denham, Melville, and O ’Grady—and 
Levy, Jones, and Brown—flung them
selves at the enemy’s flank so he’d have 
to break the fire that had the other 
platoon caught. Men dropped, but they 
kept going forward, fighting from tree 
to tree. They pushed the enemy back 
and held him long enough for the trap
ped platoon to pull out. That was long 
enough for the Marines to form a line 
so they couldn’t be rolled up by counter
attack.

Another lull then. The jungle was 
still. Sgt. Selvitelle asked Ski how it was 
going. Ski was smoking a cigarette.

“They got Denham, Melville, and 
O ’Grady,” he said. They were lying out 
there in the brush somewhere and he 
was smoking a cigarette.

The word came to move up. There 
was firing ahead. Maybe an hour later 
Ski was behind a tree when he saw a 
wounded Marine lying in the open. A 
sniper was shooting at the boy. Ski 
could see the dirt flung up when the 
bullets hit. The boy was trying to crawl 
away, but he couldn't.
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Ski ran from cover and pulled him 
to a tree. The sniper saw him. All the 
sniper had to do was wait until Ski 
started to return to his post. Then he 
shot Ski in the back.

That was about the time Tommy 
Harvard’s platoon crossed Suicide Creek, 
lugging their heavy machine guns. 
"Tommy Harvard” was the code name 
for 1st Lt. Elisha Atkins, who played 
football at Harvard, belonged to the 
Dekes and the Owls, and got his B.A. in 
1942. “Very quiet and polite as hell” is 
the way a sergeant described him.

The enemy let 1st Lt. Atkins and 
about half his men cross the creek be
fore they opened up. Six automatic 
weapons blasted them at point-blank 
range. There were at least three ma
chine guns with perfect fields of fire. 
It happened too quickly for anybody 
to duck.

Sgt. Wills says, “ I saw a man ahead 
of us and just as I saw he wasn't a 
Marine they all let fly.”

Marines were hit. Somebody was 
screaming. Cpl. John R. Hyland of 
Greenwich, Connecticut, was frowning 
as he tried to knock out the nearest 
machine-gun nest with rifle fire. The 
screaming man stopped.

Cpl. Hyland said, “ We ought to get 
the hell out of here.” But he didn’t 
move to go. He kept his place, still 
shooting at the spot of jungle where 
he guessed the gun-port was, until the 
order was passed to withdraw.

The machine guns swept the brush 
just higher than a man lying flat. The 
trapped Marines rolled down the bank 
or pushed backward on their bellies un
til they could tumble into the creek. 
The screening bush was their only pro
tection against the snipers perched in 
trees. As they rolled into the stream, 
they hunkered down as low as they 
could in the water. All o f them pressed 
against the Japanese bank as bullets 
slashed through the undergrowth above 
them, splattering the creek and the 
American bank beyond.

Tw o of the Marines had fallen on a 
big log lying in the creek. One of them

was hit in the leg and couldn’t move, 
but he was near enough for Sgt. Wills 
to pull him into the creek. Other Mar
ines dragged him up against the brush- 
choked bank; but they couldn’t reach 
the other boy on the log. He lay too far 
out in the field of fire. He’d caught a 
full machine-gun burst. He must have 
had 20 holes in him, but he was still 
alive. He was hung over the log, partly 
in the water. He was calling weakly, 
“ Here I am, Wills . . . over here. . . .”

They couldn’t help him. They could 
only listen to him.

"Wills . . . I ’m here . . . Wills. . . .”
There were other wounded in the 

creek above them. They couldn’t help 
them either. Most of those crouching 
in the bushes against the bank were 
wounded, too. The kid on the log was 
getting weaker. Just listening was harder 
than anything. Sgt. Wills ever had to 
take.

“ He was calling me, and I couldn’t 
help him. All of them were guys we 
knew, but we couldn't do a thing. We 
had to lay in the water and listen to 
them. It was the coldest damn water I 
ever saw. Their blood kept flowing into 
our faces.”

'T 'H E IR  only chance was to creep 
■*- down-stream close against the bank 
and then make a dash, one by one, for 
the American shore. A little way down 
the twisting stream there was a spot 
where a man would have a chance to 
make it. Most places, he would have to 
stop to climb the bank. Only a man who 
wanted to commit suicide would try that.

It was slow work for the men in 
the creek, crawling downstream in the 
racing water, hampered by the thick 
tangles of vines and brush. Men caught 
in the vines struggled helplessly.

"Everybody had to cut everybody else 
loose as we went along,” says Pfc. 
Luther J. Raschke, of Harvard, Illinois.

He found young Tommy Harvard 
tangled in the vines and cut him loose. 
"I tried to help him along, but he 
wouldn’t come. He’d been hit three 
times. A slug had smashed his shoulder.
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He was losing blood pretty fast. But 
he wouldn’t leave. He was trying to see 
that everybody got out first. He told me, 
'Go on, go on !’ He wouldn’t let any
body stop for him. He said, 'Keep the 
line moving!’ He made us leave him 
there.”

They made their dash; got safely out 
and reached the line of foxholes to 
which the battalion had fallen back 
again after that second day.

But . Raschke couldn't forget the 
wounded officer they’d left in the creek. 
He said, “ I guess everybody else is out.”

“Yeah,” said Cpl. Alexander Cald
well, of Nashville, Tennessee.

“Well . . .
“Yeah,”  said Cpl. Caldwell.
So they got permission to back into 

no man’s land to hunt for their pla
toon leader. Cpl. Caldwell took along 
two more volunteers, for they might 
have to carry Lt. Atkins, if they found 
him, and they might have to fight their 
way out. They were Louis J. Sievers, of 
Johnstown, Pennsylvania, and Joseph 
V. Brown, of Middletown, New York, 
both privates first class.

It was getting hard to see when they 
crawled down to the creek. Raschke 
stopped. They lay listening, but they 
could hear nothing except the rushing 
stream and, now and then, the sound 
of the Japanese talking. They had to 
make their choice then. They could go 
back without the lieutenant. Or they 
could risk calling. Nobody would blame 
them if they went back. Nobody would 
know they hadn’t done everything they 
could do to find him.

Raschke lay on the edge of the stream 
and he remembers clearer than any
thing else how close the water was under 
his nose. The others were in the bush, 
rifles ready to fire if the enemy dis
covered him. Not that it would do any 
good. He’d be dead. For that matter, if 
the machine guns opened up, they’d all 
be dead.

“ I was scared stiff,” Raschke says. “ I 
called as softly as I could, ‘Tommy 
Harvard . . . .’

“A voice said, ‘I’m down here.’

“ It sounded weak, hut we figured it 
might be a trap. So I said, ‘What’s your 
real name?’

“The voice said, ‘Elisha Atkins.’ So we 
knew it was him. We crawled down and 
pulled him out. He said, ‘God! Am I 
glad to see you!’ ’’

He was shaking from hours in the 
chill water, weak from loss of blood, but 
still calmly Harvard as they carried him 
to the rear.

During the two days the 3rd Battalion 
had been fighting vainly to win the 
crossing of Suicide Creek, the outfit on 
its left had been trying as stubbornly 
and as vainly to get across its segment 
of the stream.

During those two days, Marine Pio
neers were toiling to build a corduroy 
road through the swamp in their rear 
so that tanks could be moved up to 
the line. The tanks finally reached the 
outfit on the 3rd Battalion’s left, but 
they found the banks of the creek too 
steep for crossing. The gully formed a 
natural tank trap. So a Marine bull
dozer was called to cut down the banks 
of the creek and make a fill in the 
stream so that the tanks could cross 
against the enemy.

'T 'H E  Japanese saw their danger. They 
concentrated fire on the bulldozer. 

Man after man was shot from the driv
er’s seat—some killed, some wounded. 
But there was always a Marine to jump 
in the seat. He had no shield, no protec
tion at all. He sat up in the open like a 
shooting-gallery target for all the en
emy’s fire. But the Marine bulldozer 
kept on till the fill was made and the 
tanks then went rolling across the 
bloody creek.

The advance of the tanks made the 
positions of the enemy opposing the 
3rd Battalion untenable. If they tried 
to hold against the frontal attack of 
the 3rd Battalion, they would be hit 
by tanks and infantry from the flank. 
They’d be a nut in a nutcracker. They 
had to retreat or be crushed, and they 
retreated. The crossing of Suicide Creek 
had been won. • •
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and hobbled off for the Douglas Hills.
When the posse found Tuppela's 

camp and abandoned lower leg, one 
man vomited and said, ‘TU chase the 
devil to hell before I’ll chase a man like 
that.”  Jackson didn’t mind. The left leg 
would satisfy McKenzie; that left leg 
was worth $1500.

Staggering grotesquely on his wooden 
crutch, Tuppela crossed the hills, -stop
ping to rest only when he fell. Then 
he got up and labored on again through 
the hard, dull, bitter cold. Bradley’s 
Mountains loomed two miles ahead, and 
between them was a pass he’d traveled 
before. Below the pass, he remembered, 
was a canyon. Snow began to fall in a 
gentle pulse.

Tuppela climbed, and fell, and 
crutched up to the pass. He was in 
pain so great that at times a blackness 
settled over his eyes. He slogged up
hill to a muskeg plateau full o f sedge 
tussocks; he sank in with every step. He 
forced his way through thick willow 
brush and stumbled through sphagnum 
moss, every move a pain and ache and 
the knowledge that he must move on 
or die. Ice formed in cruel clusters on 
the blue-jean pad of his stump. At the 
base of the mountains he slipped and 
fell near a crevasse four feet wide at 
the top, a depthless black of millions of 
tons of ice at the bottom.

A T  last he reached the pass. The wind 
tore at his body with icy fingers and 

swirled the ground snow until the air 
was white and Tuppela couldn’t see 
more than a foot ahead.

At the top of the pass Tuppela found 
he’d been right. Below was the canyon, 
surrounded by glaciers, mountains and 
crags so lofty their peaks were lost in 
fog.

Down the side of the glacier Tuppela 
staggered and stumped down, sliding 
along the ice and rocks in a long, bruis
ing hurtle, until he reached the soft 
snow of the canyon floor. He struggled 
a few hundred feet more to a growth 
of birch trees, where he stopped. Here, 
safe from the bounty hunters, he would 
establish a base.

A fire lighted, Tuppela warmed him
self and took stock of his assets; an 
extra pair of knee-length socks, a pair 
of snow shoes, seven boxes of matches, 
75 feet o f heavy duty rope, a ball of 
twine, Myrtle’s rabbit sleeping robe, 40 
rifle bullets, a sack of beans and a 
pound of bacon. And his sheath knife.

He was without shelter or rifle. In 
nine weeks the freeze-up would begin. 
For three months the sun would sink 
below the horizon for all but a few 
twilight hours of the day. The tempera
ture would range to 80 below.

‘You’ll Never Get Me’
continued from page 25

/  can build shelter, Tuppela thought. 
I ’ve food for a week and in a week I 
can make an ice-hut. He built up the 
fire, repacked the cloth padding on his 
stump, and was instantly asleep. Above 
him in the iron night stars leaped and 
danced and the aurora borealis shot 
great multi-colored searchlights upon 
the silent snow.

The next morning Tuppela roped a 
snow shoe to his crutch and stolidly 
stumped out to learn the resources of 
the canyon. He had been a farmer and 
a seaman; he knew weather at its best, 
and worst, and how to make the land 
and waters work for him.

'T'UPPELA estimated the length of the
canyon at 30 miles, the width at 20. 

A  half day’s crippled march from his 
camp, a stream crinkled through the 
canyon from the west. Near the stream 
Tuppela came upon a deserted Eskimo 
village, the natives having left it to 
hunt caribou in the southlands, and in 
the village he found bits and pieces of 
hides, bones and driftwood. Foraging to 
his left he discovered clumps of willows 
and spruce and a canyon-sheltered sec
tion of the stream which was not yet 
frozen over.

For two days Tuppela painfully 
gathered willow and spruce branches, 
picked up whatever the Eskimos had 
left behind, and hacked pieces of sod 
from the banks of the stream where 
the water still ran free. Lashing these 
culls into his rabbit robe, he laboriously 
dragged the weight back to his camp 
site. He had spent three days and half 
his food.

In the morning the great white sil
ence broke as wind moaned down into 
the canyon. His body stinging from the 
glacial wind, at times having to creep 
into his rabbit robe for protection, 
Tuppela began to construct his ice hut. 
He used the malleable willow branches 
to make a six-by-six foot frame for the 
hut. Into the frame he wedged pieces 
of deadwood and hide. He thawed the 
sod and plastered it under and over 
the body of the hut. Then he piled 
layer upon layer of snow on top of the 
frame and body of the hut until he 
had covered the sturdy foundation with 
a frozen casing.

It’ll hold, he thought. I ’ll maybe 
starve, but I ’ ll starve warm.

In the evening the winds died and 
silence again possessed the land. T up
pela sat by the fire outside the finished 
ice-hut in a mood of dreamy con
templation, thinking of food and of his 
boyhood in Finland, when food and 
shelter were taken for granted, remem
bering how happy he’d been one sum
mer in that safe now far away land
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while helping his grandfather build a 
wooden water wheel.

Then an idea came to him. Perhaps, 
by utilizing something of the principle 
of the long-ago water wheel, he could 
trap fish where the stream was still 
open.

Day broke gray and cold, but quiet, 
and Tuppela crutched out for the stream 
again. There he cut shore willows as 
thick as his wrist and bent them to form 
the frame of a scoop, twining the frame 
at the joint. Thinner willows about the 
width of his thumb he wove tightly, 
close together, into the frame of the 
scoop, and lashed the scoop to an eight- 
foot-long spruce limb. The scoop was 
cupped about a foot deep. In its center 
Tuppela wedged the shell o f a bullet, 
buffing it against his parka so that it 
would shine as a lure.

He found a dead log near the stream 
and pushed it out into the rushing 
water and edged carefully out onto it, 
knowing that fish rarely swim near the 
banks of a stream. It worked. The scoop 
was deep and sure; the cartridge shell 
lure shone brightly and a fish entered 
the trap. Quickly Tuppela turned the 
scoop up flat and with a single heave 
threw a seven pound greyling onto the 
snow.

He caught 17 more fish before the 
sun set and returned to the ice-hut 
with his determination to live tinged 
by hope. He was exhausted and suffer
ing acutely from pains in his lost leg; 
his beard, eyebrows, hair and mustache 
had become so whitened by frost that 
he looked like some great demented god 
of the Eskimos, but he had fish. He 
could trap and dry enough fish to last 
him until the freeze-up eight weeks 
away.

That night Tuppela heard the first 
eerie howl of the timber wolf, calling 
its pack to the prey. Tuppela lay awake 
planning until dawn, but each plan 
was erased by his certainty that the 
wolves would wait him out. Then he 
decided on a desperate gamble. Weak 
as he was, he would show himself 
weaker.

'C’ ARLY in the morning Tuppela sat 
“ -1 before his fire, mittens removed, arms 
folded across his chest. In his left hand 
he held hidden his sheath knife, in his 
right a wooden club cut from dead- 
wood. There were three wolves, he saw, 
thinned down to about 90 pounds each. 
The hunting had not been good. He 
might be in luck. They looked too 
starved to wait.

Slowly the wolves approached. Their 
eyes gleamed, their tongues lolled be
tween yellow fangs.

Greedily they moved closer. Tuppela 
sat, eyes almost closed, slumped, hardly 
breathing, while the wolves, hackles 
risen, tails bushed up, stood sniffing, 
poised but immobile, perhaps an inch 
away from him. For an instant Tuppela 
and the wolves seemed to form some 
ancient Northern frieze, then a cold 
muzzle touched against Tuppela’s cheek 
and the posture of the tableau broke, 
exploded into violence as Tuppela 
struck and clubbed and slashed out at 
the jaw-slobbering, snarling pack.

Lithe gray forms flashed anti dodged 
through the frozen dawn. Teeth raked 
Tuppela's face and hands and tore at 
his clothing. Blood rilled into his mouth 
from a cut to the bone below his left 
eye, and blood spurted in great gouts 
from the chest of a wolf into which 
Tuppela thrust his knife heart-deep.

It seemed there were four wolves, then 
a dozen, then two dozen howling devils 
lusting for the kill. Once, they attacked 
as a j>ack, battering Tuppela down by 
sheer weight, enveloping him in the hot 
stench of their breath. Then Tuppela 
whirled, broke free, and caught a 
screaming wolf at the base of its skull, 
clubbed it to death.

A jaw snapped, and Tuppela's left 
ear hung half off. Kneeling in the 
stamped snow Tuppela fought with the 
delirium of desperation, his hands and 
face sticky with blood, his mouth full 
o f fur and hair. With a single smash 
Tuppela struck down a wolf which 
lunged for his throat and another 
sprang raging on his back. In the bleak 
Arctic day it was savage against savage 
as all of Tuppela's primitive drive to 
kill and live welled up to meet the 
wolves.

Then,, as suddenly as it started, it 
was over. Three dead wolves lay in the 
once white snow now gauntleted with 
blood. Tuppela lay on his back staring 
sightless into a silent sky, his chest 
laboring as he gasped air into his 
thwarted lungs.

Slowly he gathered himself up, and 
on hands and knees dragged each wolf 
into the ice hut. He could rest for only 
a moment. The wolves had to be dressed 
and cut, their entrails removed, their 
hides hung to dry, their flesh frozen, or 
they would rot.

Tuppela lay for a full week in the 
hut, tending to his wounds and to the 
stump of his left leg, and planned. He 
could catch fish and now he had some 
meat, but not enough. Freeze-up was 
seven weeks away. It would last three 
months. In those seven weeks he would 
have to find game large enough to last
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the freeze-up. He could not battle again 
against the wolves. Next time they 
might be more patient, or there would 
be more than three, and then he would 
be the victim. And soon the fish would 
begin to sink to the bottom of the 
stream below the reach of his scoop.

He needed a bear. Tuppela almost 
laughed at the thought. A weakened, 
bled, flesh-torn, one-legged man with a 
ten-inch knife against a 1000 pound 
bear.

For a week Tuppela fished, made a 
smoke chimney in the ice hut, mittened 
native berries from under the snow 
drifts and sucked them to combat scurvy, 
and thought about the bear. Each night 
he sat studying and handling the mater
ials he might fashion into some weapon. 
Pieces of wood, o f hide, of bone, of 
stone, his knife. Pointless. Hunters with 
rifles feared the bear. Eskimos attacked 
the bear with spear and axe in packs 
of a hundred and counted it a good day 
if only half their number died. And 
each day less of the stream lay open as 
the temperature dropped and fewer fish 
rose to his trap.

One night, holding a piece of bone 
he'd picked up in the Eskimo village, 
Tuppela thought of McKenzie and his 
fist tightened with rage. T o  his surprise 
he discovered minutes later that the 
bone had bent but had not broken. 
Puzzled, he picked up other pieces of 
bone, some from the wolves, and found 
that certain pieces broke, while others 
bent into a coil and then sprang straight 
when he opened his hand. This was his 
hand. This was his weapon.

Tuppela separated the scattered bones 
until he gathered all the resiliant pieces. 
These he honed until their ends were 
needle sharp. Then he hollowed out 
chunks of wolf meat, placing the hard, 
coiled, sharp bone inside the hollow, 
and set the chunks outside to freeze. 
He worked four days until he counted 
50 pieces of frozen death.

My knives, he thought. Bear, you’ ll 
eat these knives and die.

Finally he fashioned a rough sled out 
of wood and hide and rope, then 
emptied the powder from 20 of the use
less rifle bullets onto small flat stones, 
twining the stones together for a crude 
grenade.

For ten - days Tuppela crutched 
through the flats and drifts o f the 
canyon snow. For five days he labored 
up the frozen mountain. On the sixth 
day, as he edged along a ledge on the 
west wall o f the canyon a rock crumbled 
away under his snow shod crutch, and 
as he came down fast on his right knee 
for safety, the stump of his left leg 
struck rock and he screamed in a long, 
high, bubbling moan as his stump fired 
a rush of pain up his body so intense 
he felt his balance give way.

Quickly, almost suffocated by pain, 
he reached for a grip on a jutting knob 
of iced rock and flung himself back 
onto the ledge. He lay in the frozen 
lee of the ledge for an hour, holding 
his crutch, until he felt strong enough 
to climb on. When he was erect, he 
saw, about 300 yards away, on a plateau 
slightly above and to his left, a huge 
white-brown hump.

Torturously Tuppela scrabbled up 
the mountain wall until he was 50 feet 
from the great brown bear, then threw 
the first o f his stone and gun powder 
contraptions. He had to draw the bear's 
attention, prod it to attack.

The beast growled and sat up, fat 
from a summer and fall of hunting, fur 
bristling, sleek with strength and success, 
claws extended, angry, connecting the 
mysterious explosion with the little man 
nearby. Two more of Tuppela’s hand* 
made grenades burst behind the bear, 
and now the great bruin hunched its 
huge shoulders and hulking hind quar
ters; it began to pad forward in a swift 
shamble.

Hurriedly Tuppela tossed the bear a 
chunk of the deadly wolf meat and 
skipped backwards. The bear stopped, 
ears flattened, yellow eyes small, sniffed 
at the meat, then swallowed it. Im
mediately Tuppela exploded another 
bomb behind the bear and the bear 
again started to the attack, and again 
Tuppela tossed the bruin another chunk 
of meat.

Eight times the great bear moved to
ward Tuppela. Eight times the bear ate 
a chunk of frozen wolf meat.

Suddenly the bear stopped. For a 
brief instant it sat up in the snow like 
a statue frozen outside of time. Then it 
shrieked, a single howl which shook the 
rocks on which Tuppela stood. The first 
chunk of wolf meat had dissolved. The 
first piece of piercing bone had un
coiled, knifing through the great bear’s 
vitals. It was tasting death.

For three hours the bear ran and 
writhed in agony, then rolled over on 
its back and beat its stomach with its 
enormous paws, its roars reverberating 
from crag to crag. Tuppela watched the 
bruin struggle until he became afraid 
it might rise and run to some lonely 
grave too far away for Tuppela to 
follow, and then he fell upon the bear 
with his knife.

A GAIN and again Tuppela closed 
with the bear, whose inner agony 

was such that it paid little attention to 
the puny man. Again and again the bear 
shrugged Tuppela off, once against a 
rock, and Tuppela gasped as he felt a 
rib snap.

At last his knife found the bear's 
throat, and he plunged the knife in to 
the handle, turning it, twisting it, tear
ing until the bruin’s struggles became 
feeble, until at last it lay silent and 
still, and Tuppela, shaking as with a 
mighty ague, lying atop the bear, inert, 
near death himself.

The hunt was a success. Tuppela had 
enough meat to last the three month 
freeze-up, enough fat to light the winter 
darkness of the ice hut, enough fur and 
hide to make himself and his shelter 
proof against winter’s worst. And then 
he became afraid. For the first time he 
was on the edge of panic.

He felt he had come too far, had ex
pended too much strength. The first 
wind shivered the mountain bushes as 
he dressed the bear out. Sap froze like 
rifle shots in the trees. It was more than 
50 below. He had a two-week crippled 
march to make, dragging 1000 pounds
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of bear behind him, and he feared the 
freeze-up might catch him out in the 
open. ■—

At the bottom of the mountain 
Tuppela sat down. The wind had risen 
to a moan and Tuppela felt tired, yet 
knew he was not. It was the cold setting 
in. The urge to rest was the first danger 
signal. His senses were growing dull. He 
wanted tp sleep. He was in the em
brace . o f death. Then he remembered 
a friend of his who had been found 
sitting by the side of a trail frozen dead. 
His friend had sat down to rest for a 
moment and the moment had become 
eternity.

Tuppela tore himself loose from 
death and slogged forward across the 
snowed-over canyon floor, moving with
out reason, almost without sanity, mov
ing by instinct to live, by will to en
dure, by a passion for revenge against 
McKenzie, by a determination to return 
to Nome and regain what was rightfully 
his.

Halfway across the canyon floor the 
wind rose up in a solid wall before of 
him, mounting in intensity to a roar, 
and for a day Tuppela lay behind the 
sled and bear, helpless against the 
wind’s pounding power.

When the wind died Tuppela rose 
and stumped1 forward again, laboring 
and heaving onward the bear’s dead 
weight. He was beyond pain, even be
yond knowledge. The edges of his lungs, 
touched by the cold, were sloughing off 
from his exertions, precipitating spells 
o f coughing during which he was like a 
man in a fit. Blood congested in his 
eyes until they bulged and tears ran 
down his cheeks and froze in his bread.

The skin on Tuppela’s cheek-bones 
froze and turned black. W ind tore 
through his clothing until all his flesh 
was numbed. He was sick with nausea 
from his efforts. His eyes seemed filled 
with some hard, fine dust, and he saw 
points of light excruciating in their in
tensity.

But onward he staggered, stumbling, 
falling, crawling, always rising to 
stumble, fall, crawl, to rise again 
and slog forward. Until at last he 
reached the ice-hut, crept within it, and 
collapsed. . . .

\\ / H E T u p p e l a  emerged from the 
”  ice-hut three months later the bril

liance of the day was blindingly painful. 
But it was a pleasurable pain. He was 
outside. He had lived. Spring had come 
to Tuppela. For the first time since he 
left Nome five months before, Erkki 
Tuppela smiled.

Getting back to Nome would be no 
easy matter. With the ice breaking up, 
travel by foot would be too dangerous. 
He’d have to build a boat and chance 
the rivers.

It was a rough but servicable craft. 
Tuppela climbed through the pass one 
last time, cut straight ahead to the Ton- 
nowan, and kicked his boat out into 
the chaotic water.

For two days and a night Tuppela 
rode the raging Tonnowan, steering and 
poling with a birch limb. Once, for four 
hours of the first day, the boat bobbed 
and twisted out of control through the

frothed waters like a butterfly dancing 
away from the snatch of death. The sky 
rushed past with savage speed. Suddenly 
the boat was gripped in a great whorl 
o f white water and began to spin 
viciously while Tuppela sat, his teeth 
bared in his scarred face, his spent arms 
impotently flailing the birch log at the 
rushing water. <

Then the boat spun free and sailed 
easily through the night, through and 
past threatening ice floes in which 
Tuppela was finally caught on the 
morning o f  the second day.

For half that day, while the ice broke 
up around him with the sound of 
thunder, Tuppela strained to pole out 
of the trap which menaced the boat.

A T  last the ice gave and the boat 
-^sprang free into a mute, dizzying 
pool, then floated idly through debris- 
choked water toward the shore behind 
Nome, and Tuppela put his head be
tween his knees, then lay back and 
stretched his arms out to the sun as the 
boat gently nubbed against the shore.

As Tuppela approached the door of 
Myrtle’s cabin it seemed to be dancing 
a crazy jig, but he entered, gaunt, 
scarred, one-legged but alive.

At sight of him the girl stood stock 
still, then collapsed into a chair, weep
ing with joy.

After he had left Nome, she told 
him later, given up for dead, only 
Myrtle hoping he might somehow re
turn with the spring thaw, a few prom
inent attorneys, notably Francis Pittman 
Keyes, who later served in Congress 
during the administration of Franklin 
Roosevelt, had tried to fight McKenzie, 
but all had failed. An honest man, 
Judge Wickersham, had been sent to 
Nome by the San Francisco Bar Associa
tion, but it was useless. The miners 
were too afraid of McKenzie to go to 
court.

Tuppela sent Myrtle to fetch Keyes. 
Keyes came, Tuppela talked. Keyes 
wrote, Tuppela signed. He would guar
antee to appear in any court. Then 
they went into Nome together, where 
Keyes had the document notarized and 
presented to Wickersham.

The dam broke for McKenzie then.
“Tuppela’s alive and he’s going to 

court,”  the word spread and dozens, 
then hundreds of miners rushed to 
testify. At McKenzie’s trial more wit-’ 
nesses than the courtroom could hold 
heard Judge Wickersham term the evid
ence indicative of “ the most awful al
liance of a venal politician and a cor
rupt judge, the most flagrant prostitu
tion of American courts in our history 
that I ’ve ever heard or read about.”

McKenzie went to jail, where he died. 
W ood, the district attorney, drew five 
years at hard labor. Arthur Noyes was 
stripped of his judicial robes and dis
barred.

Tuppela? He returned stolidly to his 
diggings, struck a bonanza vein a year 
later, married Myrtle, raised a crop of 
children and grandchildren, and died 
peacefully in bed at the age of 87, his 
entire clan gathered around him, a smile 
on his lips.

He had endured. • •
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bachelor, descendant of pioneers who 
came out in the 1860’s and who estab
lished the family ranch in Fox Valley. 
Link was born at the ranch on July 
30, 1911; he went to grade school in 
Fox Valley. Then he went into ranch
ing. Eventually he acquired some 3,000 
acres, the main portion coming down 
to him from his father.

Bobby Sproul was born on July Tl, 
1914, of pioneer German stock; his 
grandparents settled in Canyon City 
during the gold boom. Sproul’s parents 
ran the general store at Mount Vernon; 
his mother was postmistress. Bobby quit 
school at 13, to support himself as a 
highway construction worker, a sheep- 
herder, a fur trapper. He sold coyote, 
mink, and muskrat pelts. All along, he 
bought scraps of rangeland and a. herd 
of cattle. In 1934, he married Violet 
Williams, sister of Link. Their ranch, 
most of which also came down from 
Violet’s (and Link’s) father, sat right 
next to Link’s.

TOURING World War II, Link Wil- 
liams went into the army. He wasn’t 

happy about being called up; when he 
came out he seemed to have two pet 
peeves; Germans and Democrats. The 
Germans had started the war; the Demo
crats drafted him.

It might not have mattered terribly, 
except that Bobby Sproul had been 
draft-exempt because he was a farmer 
and the head of a family. Sproul was 
of German descent (his nickname was 
once Kitzmiller) and he was registered 
Democrat.

Sproul’s spread was slightly larger 
than Williams’. Sproul’s spread partly 
surrounded Link’s. None of this helped.

But Williams had a trump card: 
Cummings Creek Road. 'I'he road was 
simply a dirt track running across Link’s 
land, and connecting two parcels of 
Sproul’s holdings. It became convenient 
for Bobby Sproul to use Cummings 
Creek Road, even that part of the road 
that lay on Williams’ land. For 65 
years, in fact, ranchers had been using 
Cummings Creek Road; by the time 
Sproul and Williams clashed over the 
road, it had become through usage a 
public easement of sorts.

Still, the road was on Williams’ land. 
Unless ranchers were disposed to drag
ging Link to court regularly, use of the 
road depended more or less on W il
liams’ attitude.

And his attitude was mean. (Later, 
the defense lawyer at the trial, a big- 
city man imported from Portland, said 
Williams had a ’fetish" about the road; 
to the folks of Canyon City and Mount 
Vernon, Link Williams was just plumb 
cantankerous ornery about that road.

Crazy Blood Feud

continued from page 15

Not that they didn’t know what "fetish” 
meant; they did. They just had better 
ways of saying things like that.)

So the roots for trouble lay good and 
deep. Sproul was o f the wrong descent, 
the wrong political persuasion; he 
stayed out of the war, he helped him
self to a road that didn’t belong to him.

Once, with Link in service in 1943, 
Bobby Sproul needed some wire to re
pair a mutual fence that divided the 
two spreads. He borrowed a reel of 
wire from Williams’ barn and did the 
job.. When Williams came back home 
and learned about this, he went into a 
red rage. He called Sproul "a thief.” 
Sproul offered to pay Williams for the 
wire; Williams refused. It was prob
ably better to be able to rub it in; the 
wire cost $15, and the work o f repair
ing the fence had certainly taken more 
than $15 of Sproul’s time (as Bobby 
pointed out during his trial for murder).

But none of this meant a duel in the 
Oregon sun, death in the dust.

The reason for death will never be 
known; probably it was a cankerous 
worm in Link Williams’ soul. There 
are some who say Link Williams ought 
to have seen a doctor; he needed a 
rest. They meant a mental doctor.

Once in the spring of 1956, Sproul 
was driving a herd o f cattle along a 
craggy canyon. He took down a piece 
of Link’s -fence so that he could cut 
through Williams’ land and save him
self a mile of rugged riding. Then he 
fixed up the fence. But Williams added 
this to his list.

Later, some ranchers drew up a peti
tion and went to court over the use of 
Cummings Creek Road. It seems Link 
had thrown a barricade over the road. 
The ranchers asked Bobby Sproul— 
whose ranch was most affected—to sign 
the petition, join them in the court 
action. But Bobby Sproul went slow 
and easy, always. Maybe he saw the 
hidden seed in Link Williams; certainly 
he knew the hating thirst that plagued 
the man. Sproul refused to sign.

lV O T H IN G  helped. Instead o f seeing
’  this as a friendly gesture, Williams 

sneered at Sproul, called him, "Yellow!’’
You don’t call men in eastern Oregon 

yellow, not even in 1958.
Bobby Sproul kept using the road, 

when he had to. Williams threatened 
to sue Sproul over use of the road. He 
boasted: “ I beat those other sons-of- 
bitches on Cummings Road, and I ’ll 
beat you, too.”

Except, of course, Link Williams 
wasn’t the kind to sue. Once, in front 
of Mount Vernon lumberman Carl Ed
wards, Link Williams pointed at two 
rifles on the wall of Williams’ ranch
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house. “There’s the law on the wall," 
Link said.

The worm grew. Sproul installed a 
gate in their mutual fence for driving 
through. Williams tore it out. Violet 
and Bobby Sproul faced Williams on 
this. The argument was violent. W il
liams threatened to pull his sister down 
from her horse. He cursed at her. (He 
called her three names so vile, appar
ently, that at the trial Bobby Sproul 
refused to voice them until prodded by 
his lawyer. Even then he drew the line 
at the third epithet.)

By now, Violet Williams Sproul was 
afraid to let her husband ride the range. 
Williams told a fellow Mount Vernon 
rancher, Dick Sharp: “ I ’m going to kill 
that Dutch son of a bitch if he doesn't 
leave me alone.”

B O B B Y  Sproul even considered selling 
his ranch and moving away. But in

side, he felt he couldn’t run any further. 
There was no place to run, no place to 
hide, inside.

In June of 1958, Link Williams threw 
another barricade across Cummings 
Creek Road, a short way from the fence 
that divided the two spreads.

On June 18, Bobby Sproul consulted 
with two lawyers, to determine his right 
to use the access road. One was David 
Silver, in the next county of Baker. 
Sproul figured Silver hadn’t heard much 
about the fuss and wouldn’t know much 
about the people involved. Sproul out
lined the argument over the road to 
Silver without identifying which side 
was his. Silver told Sproul that the road

was public easement, that a man had a 
right to use it, that a man ought to 
protect himself if threatened with a 
gun.

The next day—Thursday, June 19— 
Sproul chanced into Williams. “ Link,” 
he said, “ I’m coming in there next Sat
urday and clear off those rocks.”

“ If you do,” Link said, “ be there with 
a loaded Winchester. One of us will go 
out feet first.”

And Sproul said, "Mebbe so, mebbe 
so. . .

Thq two men went their ways, headed 
inexorably for the showdown.

But not even Link Williams lived in 
a vacuum. There was a world about 
him: in the last hours of his life, this 
world impinged painfully on him. 
Maybe if it hadn’t—maybe if he hadn’t 
worried himself about gun permits and 
laws, worried about his sisters who 
seemed to have turned against him, 
worried about reasonableness and plead
ings (not that Link Williams was a 
reasonable man, far from it), maybe if 
he had just said to Bobby Sproul, right 
then and there on the chance meeting, 
“All right, if you figure on qoming 
through, let’s settle it now.” They could 
have fought with their fists or With 
rocks, or Williams could have ridden 
home and got a pistol for him and a 
pistol for Sproul, and while they were 
still red-hot sore, they could have had 
at each other. Maybe it would have 
ended the other way.

Maybe.
But there was a world about him, and 

about Bobby Sproul. Link Williams
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went to the sheriff’s office on the after
noon of June 19—a Friday—and asked 
for a permit to carry a gun. Williams 
told sheriff Ray Brisbois—an eye-glassed, 
graying, strong-featured man—"If Bobby 
Sproul comes on my property, I ’ll kill 
him.”

(And faintly, isn’t there suddenly 
something pathetic about Link W il
liams? Boast and brag, arrogance and 
rock barricades, threats, swaggers and 
oaths—but nothing else. Maybe—maybe 
—the big man was terribly frightened, 
maybe he never would have gone any 
farther than words and blocked roads. 
“ I ’m going to kill him,” he kept saying, 
“ I ’m going to kill him, I’m going to 
kill him.” Telling this one and that. 
And finally going down to the sheriff’s 
office and asking for a gun permit! Link 
Williams who said that the Winchesters 
on his wall were the- law!)

Sheriff Brisbois refused to grant him 
the permit and tried to talk him out 
of the notion of bloodshed. Said Sheriff 
Brisbois, later: “ I didn't have any suc
cess.”

Later that same afternoon, Bobby 
Sproul came to Brisbois’ office. He told 
the sheriff: "I ’m tired of being pushed 
around. I ’m going out there in the 
morning to clear out the barricade.”

Brisbois said Williams was “ in a state 
o f excitement and belligerence.” Sproul 
was “ just calm.”

But Link Williams, excited and belli
gerent, and an unreasonable man, his 
nerves stretched taut, had more talking 
to do that night, more people to play 
on his nerves. His sister, Mrs. Mildred 
Allen, wife of a Grant County ap
praiser, called Link to her house that 
evening. She pleaded with him to end 
this nonsense. And Williams—near six 
feet tall and 185 pounds—said to her 
that night: “They are big and I am 
little.”

Mildred was crying. “ Harland,”  she 
said, “you’re my brother, and I love 
you, arid I don’t want a brother of mine 
to kill someone. Would you really and 
truly kill someone?”

“Yes, I would,” Williams said. “ If 
they come through that gate.”

Mildred would not believe what she 
had heard (and what she feared, and 
what she already believed), so she asked 
him again,- and again Link Williams 
said, “ Yes,”  he would, “ if they came 
through that gate.”

They. Not Bobby Sproul. Bobby 
Sproul had suddenly taken on—in Link 
Williams’ ghosted mind—the substance 
of every other man, the whole world, 
where everybody was bigger than big 
Link Williams, where he was fighting 
not just one man but an army

And Mildred Allen—meaning only to 
help her brother, whom she loved, hop
ing only to end the march to that dusty 
road showdown—asked Link Williams a 
third time, and a third time he said 
the same thing. If they came through 
that gate. . . .

And the tormented braggart, the bul
ly who was being torn apart by the 
Worm he himself had fed, cried hoarsely 
to his sister, Mildred Allen: “ If any
thing happens to me, I want you to tell 
people I was honest.”

Mildred Allen screamed at his back 
as he went through the door: “Please, 
Harland, I love you!” But the door 
closed.

It still wasn’t ended for Link W il
liams, this one last night on earth, 
this last night that probably was more 
terrible than the few seconds the next 
morning when his blood leaked from 
between his astonished hands, pressed 
to his heart.

He went to the home of Mrs. Doro
thy Morris, a widow in the neighboring 
town of John Day. They had dinner to
gether. She washed his hair for him, 
in her home. He made lemonade; they 
drank it together. They agreed to meet 
the next night, again. She noticed 
“ nothing unusal” about Link. And why 
should she have? They were going to 
be married. Link Williams had to find 
one last cool calm resting place in this 
night of turmoil, one last respite, one 
last peace. A  woman’s hands in his 
hair.

Link Williams went home—to the 
house he lived in alone—and tried to 
sleep.

And Bobby Sproul? Calm Bobby 
also visited Mrs. Mildred Allen, Link’s 
sister, his own sister-in-law. Mildred 
Allen said to Bobby: "Really and truly, 
Robert, I think the man must be los
ing his mind. I think he’s crazy.”  She 
tried to talk Sproul out of the morning 
meeting. Sproul said, “ I don’t have to 
go out there in the morning, that’s true. 
But I have to face Harland sometime, 
and I might as well go in the morn
ing when so many people know about 
it.”

Bobby Sproul went home. Mildred 
Allen knew there was nothing left to 
do: "I  said my prayers and went to 
bed.”

A T  home, Bobby Sproul took a 9mm 
Luger pistol and customized the 

holster, cutting out the front of the hol
ster so that the weapon might be fired 
without drawing it free. He practiced 
handling it. Later, on trial for his life, 
he was to say: ‘A man said he was going 
to kill me; I wanted the best I could 
get."

Link Williams showed up at the 
fence next morning, at nine. He was 
accompanied by his brother, Dolly. 
Dolly Williams, a state highway em- 
plyee in nearby Brogan, was at fifty 
the oldest of the Williams clan. He 
always had the most influence on Link. 
He had been asked by the family to go 
along as peacemaker. It was because 
Dolly Williams had agreed to be there 
that the rest o f the family had not called 
in the sheriff’s office.

Dolly said he found Link “ normal” 
that morning, not unduly bothered. 
Still, Link had his Winchester .25-.S5 
rifle. He also had with him a .32 pistol 
and a .22 pistol.

The two brothers amused themselves 
with some target practice at a few near
by squirrels.

Then Bobby Sproul rode up in his 
pickup truck.

Dolly said that Link “acted a little 
surprised”  to see Sproul. Link began 
loading his Winchester rifle.
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Dolly said, "What are you going to 
do with that thing?”

Link said, “When Bobb; Sproul 
comes through that gate, I ’ll show you 
what I ’m going to do with it.”

Bobby parked his truck at the gate.
Link Williams tucked the .22 and the 

.32 pistols into his belt. Rifle in hand, 
he started walking toward Sproul, still 
in his truck.

Sproul was wearing his 9mm Luger in 
his neck holster, both ends of the holster 
open. But the distance was too great 
for a pistol. So he reached behind 
him for his own rifle. He got out.

He went through the gate. Nothing; 
happened.

The two men approached each other.
Link said, "W hat do you aim to do?"
“ I ’m going to clear the road.” There 

was a tractor nearby.
“ If you do,” Link said, “ I ’ll kill you."
And Sproul said, his calm voice a 

little bit tense now, “Get at it then.”
"You get at it then,” Link Williams 

said. “ How are we going to get this 
started?”

It was almost—at this point—ludicrous, 
a parody of a gun duel. Almost.

Bobby Sproul—the logical, reasonable 
man—suggested that Dolly Williams drop 
a rock as a firing signal. He said to 
Dolly, “This is it,” and told Dolly to 
get out ot the line o f fire.

But Dolly Williams refused to drop 
a rock, and temporarily diverted the 
men. He suggested new ways of ending 
the dispute over the road and the 
ranch property.

They would not hear of it. But they 
still were not shooting.

Then Dolly said to Sproul, “You can’t 
come down here to this man’s property 
and shoot him.”

Bobby said, “ I don’t intend to unless 
he shoots first.” .

Link said, “ I won’t shoot him if he 
gets back to his own property.”

But the duel was uppermost. The 
men talked of turning their backs and 
walking five paces, before whirling 
about and firing. Neither, however, 
would turn his back on the other man.

It was at this point that Link W il
liams began the relentless chain of 
events that were to bring fifteen years 
of discord to a bloody boil. He started 
to advance on Sproul, his rifle pointed 
at the smaller man. Sproul started to 
break ground slowly. They moved this 
way! some 50 yards, a silent dance of 
death. The men were three feet apart, 
Williams’ rifle pointed at Sproul’s groin, 
the barrel eight inches from the other 
man’s bbdy.

Finally Sproul stopped. He rested his 
own rifle on his boot toe, watching 
Williams’ eyes.

Dolly Williams—the peacemaker— 
found himself by this time slightly be
hind Sproul. “ I kinda ran out of any
thing to talk about, stepped back and 
bowed my head.”

It happened.
“ I saw a quick movement of feet,” 

Dolly said. “ Robert, I think, kind of 
jumped sideways and the shooting 
started. It only lasted a few seconds and 
I couldn’t tell who was shooting ior 
who was getting shot.” And, most vital: 
“ I have no idea at all who shot first.”

T  ATER, Bobby Sproul described it this 
-*-J way: “ I saw a wild animal look in 
his eyes.” Sproul says he was frightened, 
that he jumped aside, dropped his own 
rifle, and tilted up his Luger. He cup
ped the pistol in his left hand, gripping 
the handle and the trigger with his 
right.

“ I felt something in my belly,” 
Sproul said. He thought he had been
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shot, and he thought: “ He’s not going 
to shoot me again." (The blow in his 
belly was probably the muzzle blast of 
Williams’ rifle.)

Sproul fired a clip of nine bullets.
Eight of the bullets found their tar

get, tearing and ripping their way 
through Williams’ flesh, making 17 
separate wounds. One knocked the rifle 
from Link’s hands. But Williams still 
stood, his hands laced across his chest, 
the blood threading through his fingers. 
Sproul looked down to see how badly 
he, himself, had been hurt. When he 
looked back up, Williams was falling. 
Link grabbed for a pistol that had 
slipped from his belt to the dusty road. 
Sproul kicked the gun into the weeds. 
Link Williams pitched forward, dead.

There was a pain in Bobby Sproul’s 
left ear. (His ear drum had ruptured. 
Blood filled the cavity.)

He threw his arm around Dolly W il
liams’ neck. "Is there anything we can 
do for him? Maybe we can help him.”

But Dolly Williams said, “ No, we 
can't help him.” He put his own arm 
around Sprout’s shoulder. “ I know you 
had to do it," he said.

Dolly Williams took Sproul’s guns 
from him. "I was afraid he might turn 
them on himself.”

Sproul went to a nearby ranch house 
—it was owned by a man named Justice— 
and got a quilt. He returned and cov
ered Link Williams. Then he went back 
to the Justices’ house, and had to break 
in on a party-line conversation to 
reach the sheriff. “Come out,” Bobby 
Sproul said, “ and bring the coroner. I 
had to kill him." Then he turned to 
Mrs. Max Justice, the rancher’s wife, 
and said, “ He wouldn’t back down and 
I wouldn’t either." T o  Justice, he said, 
“ I backed up and I backed up until I 
couldn’t back up any more.”

That was the way Bobby Sproul told 
it. And that was probably the truth, or 
just about. But one wonders how Link 
Williams would have summed it up.

They buried Link Williams.

A~LN Monday, September 8, 1958, in 
'  ^ Canyon City’s modern marble-trim
med two-story cement courthouse, the 
trial began, before pale-eyed Circuit 
Judge E. H. Powell, the first murder 
trial in Grant County in nearly five 
years.

But the handwriting was on the wall, 
clear to be seen. When the Grand Jury 
had returned the indictment—that 
Bobby Sproul was going to have to stand 
trial for murder—one of the jurors said, 
“ Nobody would talk to me afterwards.”

The people of Grant County passed 
around the hat. A big defense fund was 
collected, enough to hire Portland’s 
Bruce Spaulding, probably the best and 
best-known criminal lawyer in Oregon. 
Said Spaulding (a big-city man who 
only occasionally used words like ‘ ‘fe
tish’’—more often he spoke in a country 
twang and a homey maner), “Everyone’s 
told me it’s impossible to lose this case. 
All the other trials I ’ve had have been 
'impossible to win’ but I won them. I 
don’t know what’s going to happen now 
that I’ve got one impossible to lose."

Boyish-looking, heavy-jowled bland

faced Michael S. Mogan—Grant Coun
ty’s District Attorney—handled the 
State’s case.

Spaulding—and Sproul—pleaded self- 
defense. Mogan called it a duel. Nobody 
really could see the difference. Maybe 
you can bring a man to trial for kill
ing a man in a duel in—let's say— 
Boston or Philadelphia, or even San 
Francisco, but to the cattlemen of eas
tern Oregon, a duel might be ugly, a 
duel might not be the best, wisest way 
to settle things, but in a duel you 
either killed or got killed, and that was 
that.

D.A. Mogan’s only hope was to prove 
that Sproul had fired first. (Even then 
he wouldn’t have received a first-degree 
guilty verdict; more likely he’d  have 
been hit with a manslaughter term.) 
With Sproul on the witness stand, the 
D.A. got him to admit how he had prac
ticed drawing his Luger from his newly 
customized holster the night before the 
duel.

“ You wanted the nearest thing to a 
guarantee that you could shoot first?” 
Sproul replied calmly. “ I would never 
shoot him first.”

Big ranchers paraded to the stand, 
to testify to Sproul’s character.

All Mogan had were Williams’ blood
stained clothes which he strewed on the 
floor in front of the jury. “ One thing 
we’ve forgotten,” he cried, “ is that Har- 
land Williams is dead, shot and killed. 
Killed by a trick gun by Bobby Sproul.” 
Mogan called the gun and holster 
Sproul’s “ace in the hole.” He said 
Sproul “was dealing from the bottom 
of the deck." He said it was "just like 
a machine gun.” And he went: “Rat-a- 
tat-tat,” at the jurors. “ It was sneaky 
and low and he planned it that way.” 

(And to reporters, another brother 
of Link, Melvin Williams, equally tall 
and rangy, said angrily, “You can’t tell 
me Sproul fired in self-defense. If you 
shoot a man in self-defense, you fire 
once—you don’t trigger eight shots into 
him the way Sproul did Link.”)

D U T  Judge Howell destroyed the 
point. In his closing charge, the 

judge told the jury it could consider 
threats made by Williams to Sproul as 
grounds for self-defense; the judge said 
it didn’t really matter if Williams was 
pointing his rifle at Sproul or not, just 
so long as he had it along with him, and- 
just so long as Link acted menacingly; 
the judge said Sproul had a legal right 
to use Cummings Creek Road, that he 
could remove barriers Williams had 
erected, that he had a legal right to arm 
himself in self-defense.

But the most important thing Howell 
said was: the firing of more than one 
bullet in the heat of combat in no 
way lessens the validity of a plea of self- 
defense. In self-defense, Howell allowed 
that a man could trigger eight shots into 
another man, rat-a-tat-tat.

The jury went out on Friday night, 
September 12, for an hour and fifty- 
five minutes. It took one ballot. It came 
back and said, “ Not Guilty.”

Bobby Sproul went back to his chores, 
a free man. Link Williams’ ranch was 
auctioned off the next month. • •
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The most perfect sweater bra 
you've ever seen is designed 
to point up bosom glory with 
gloriously high points! Youth
ful support and comfort assured 
by fin e st quality satin Lastex. 
Colorful daisies peek through 
sheer Nylon marquisette at top 
of bust. Peek-a-boo straps be
tween busts. Notice specially 
designed low back. Perfect "a ll 
p u rp o s e "  b ra !  W h ite  o n ly  
Sizes 32-36A. 32-3BB,
32-40C and 0  Cup. *3  *3 |D
Frede______
French import to bring you that 
continental r a y . Stitched cup 
cuddles so you burst through

D #3792 LADY GODIVA
Why be fla t In repose? Fred
erick 's padded bosom assures 
you soft roundness beneath a 
glamourous nylon lace and sat
in bodice. Shining rayon satin 
s lithers round your curves to 
complete the appealing look. 
Pads removable. B lack, Red or 
Blue. S ize s• . . . .
32 to 40 »  S m

D  # 3 7 1 4  BOM BSHELL
N y lo n  s h e e r  p e r m a n e n t ly  

p leated apron H ares from  Ny
lon lace  h ip  and tum m y band 
l a c e  e d g in g  fo r  lu x u r io u s  

touch M idn ight B la c k . Peart* 
W hite or< F ire b a ll Red S izes 
22 inch to 30 inch w a is t. 
W O R  S7.7R $3 9B
D  £ B 7 5  LOVE LACE 
Nylon lace gift B ik in i. New! 
H3nky-size panties in White 
Frost or spicy B lack Pearl. 
Ultra-tiny 22" to 30" w aist, 
t.ach $2.98 2  pairs $5.88

D £3244 •FRENCH" LIFT
Exotic French l i f t  bares for 
true bust beauty. P lush edged 
nylon ta ffe ta  acts as sling lo r  
each bust, leaving you free but 
supported. Perlon (Nylon je r 
sey) back insures neat line . 
Pearl W hite , S iren B lack  or 
Tomato Red. S izes 32 to 3BB 
cup. B riiy  | 9

U  #3788 CHA-CHA
Daring glamour shows through 
every inch of th is strapless 
sheer Nylon negligee. Exotic 
front s il t , trimmed w ith rows 
o f ru c h in g , g ra c e s  e n t ire  
length of leg and hem. Nylon 
lace bust and bodice and cut 
out diamond enhance the peek- 
a-boo look. E la st ic ize d  top . 
B lack or Red.
S izes 32 to 38. $8 .88

PA D D ED
H IP

D o n 't  B e  F l a t !

PADDED

$ f f 95 G ivetY ou  $/*' 
Curves v

W here You ^$8$^ 
Want T hem .

W A S

ADDRESS
ZONf

, T  • /  . .  . .  m esa inai 100-neavy iu w bi
Point,s tr . an.d best of th igh. One piece crotch , re- a ll. I t ’s all you Fabulous under movat),c g a r t t r f . w h ite  

sweaters or s ilk s . Rayon satin . . . .
White, or B lack. Sizes 32 to 38. ”  ,0  30 ”
B Cup. 34 to 40 0 cup $5 Q  ,3 2 2 0  HIDDEN FLATTERY 

Q  #3884 MIDRIFF MADNES4 Now. solve your too sl>m hip 
F re d e ric k ’ s f in e  and fa n cy  N?sheer Nylon harem pajamas for " j 'b  ,h ' '  rem arkable foam 
those Arabian nights. Opaque ' “ bt 
bust and bikini brie fs under 
sheer harem pants, bodice and 
s leevp s. E la s t ic iz e d  shoulder 
sh ifts  from high to low-down 
lo v e lin e ss . B la c k  or C e r ise .
Sizes 32 to 38. $8.98

ubber p added  p o w e r f ie  
tanty g ird le  Rounds you out 
o fem inine lo ve lin e ss , help s 
task  too heavy low er thighs 
jne  piece c ro tch , removable 

garte rs w h ite  B lack  S izes 
22 to 30 Inch w a is t ., |B .

O #1420 PETTY GIRL 
SHORTS

Perfect gift for he-men! Two 
pairs of rayon crepe boxer 
shorts, each w ith a different 
Pe tty  G irl screened design . 
You'd swear they are hand- 
painted! In waist sizes 30 to 
42 In

2 ter $3.50 
O #1402 PARISIAN TRIO
D irect from P a ris . B rie fe st 
Bikin i jockey sty le shorts of 
snug f it t in g  co tto n  L is le . 
Gift box. White only. Small. W-d,um:iSrge.j H

F° " f

STYte NO QUANTITY SIZE i.i ccxon ?nd ccxoa MHCE

n  1 ENCIOSE PAYMENT (Add 25* P d o^ el (. 3959 
0  SEND C.O.O. (1 enclose $1 depot* on eoch item)



OVER 4,000,000 POCKET ADDERS USED IN FACTORIES, 
OFFICES, HOMES, ARMY, NAVY & AIR FORCE
•  (hecks Personal & Business Expenses *  (hecks (hildren’s Schoolwork
•  Keeps Golf, Bridge & (anosla Scores •  Adds Sales Slips & Grocery Tapes 

•  Helps Homeowners, Professionals, Businessmen, Students, Housewives

IT ’S HERE at last from Germany — the new 1959 high speed 
WIZARD Calculator. So tiny 1 Barely larger than a pack o f 

cigarettes. Yet it’s precision made with enduring Korium Steel 
working parts. This new, high speed model now subtracts and 
adds up to ONE BILLION — and never, but never, makes a 
mistake 1 And now — for the first time ever — it has a fitted 
MAGIC RECKONER for multiplying and dividing INSTANT- 
LY — without paper or pencil. Yet this complete, high speed 
calculating system can now be yours for HALF PRICE—only 1.98 
—direct from importer to you ! Mail the coupon below. Sold only 
by mail, only by Thoresen’s ! 31 West 47th St., N. Y. 36, N. Y.

Ju st Feed it Your Num ber
Problem s and the answ er 
pops up— autom atically. E

This new 1959 high speed calculatoi 
Is  so easy, so simple to use. A ll you 
do Is “ feed”  It your list of figures, 
small or big, and Instantly the cor- 

9 tiny
______ __________________ f t  For
multiplication or division use the 
M ULTI-RECKONER and get light
ning fast answers. For instance, you 
divide 39 into 1872— you get the 
answer in less than 2 seconds t Or 
multiply 43 by 47 and get your an
swer (2021) in just about ONE 
second. No other pocket adding ma
chine gives yon this wonderful plus 
features! Other machines costing 
$3.98 just add up to one million.
The W IZA R D  costs only 1.98 and 
adds up 1000 times more— up to 
ONE BILLION . Because you buy it 
direct from  the importer your price 
is only 1.98. You get F A R  MORE 
for MUCH LESS I

S A V E S  Tim e, W ork, Money
This new 1959 high-speed W IZA R D  
saves the entire family time, work, 
money. Avoids frazzled nerves. Pre
vents costly human mistakes— be
cause this mathematical marvel can’t 
make a  mistake I Adds mountains of 
numbers in M INUTES— instead of 
hours. Now it’s so fast, so easy to 
check a ll purchases, statements, even 
restaurant bills. Keeps a running 
tab of market purchases as you take 
food off shelves. Records car mileage.

Helps you maintain a budget, figure 
out your income tax, check children’s 
homework, keep bridge &  canasta 
scores, figure discounts, insurance 
and stock dividends, salesman’s ex
penses. The 1959 W IZA R D  gives 
fou freedom from  figuring slavery, 
jets you perform scores o f everyday 

adding, subtracting, multiplication 
and division jobs, easily, without 
any mental fatigue— without silly 
mistakes . . .  in just seconds!

Developed in Germany 
Used Thruout the World

The W IZA R D  is a mechanical mar
vel developed by German Mathema
ticians. Human beings can make 
mistakes but this machine NEVER 
DOES I Precision made with genu
ine Korium Steel mechanism—no 
gears, no wheels to wear out . . . 
virtually lasts a lifetime 1 That’s 
why over 4,000,000 men, women, 
even children use this very same 
type calculator today in business 
. . .  in the home . . . even in gov
ernment work thruout the w orld! 
Four million people can 't be wrong!

, New 1959 High Speed Model
The new 1959 W IZA R D  is better in 
many ways— new, faster lever action 
. . . new, clearer numerals . . . 
new, deluxe wallet case o f fine vinyl 

• • new, all metal stylus . . . new. 
easy-flow clearing lever . . . and 
here’s the best news of all— it has 
a fitted M U LTI-RECKON ER that 
lets you multiply and divide in one 
or two seconds. No other pocket add
ing machine gives you all this at 
A N Y price. Yet the improved 1959 
W IZA R D  is yours complete for only

10 Inch S L I D E  RULE

NEW  1 9 5 9  Model
•  Wizard Never Makes a  Mistake

No w . .  Multiply and 
Divide Faster with 

The Magic Reckoner
The NEW 1959 WIZARD j? the 
world’s only adding machine 
with the Magic Reckoner. This 
plus feature lets you multiply 
and divide too with amazing 
speed. You pay not 3.98 or 4.98 
but only 1.98 for this deluxe 
WIZARD with fitted VINYL 
case. Wonderful value, indeed! 
That's why more WIZARDS are 
sold than any other pocket adder 
made.

SAVE M O N EY  -  
A V O ID  ERRORS 

AT C HECK-OUT CO U N TER!

M any w om en sa y  “ I 
w ent to  the m arket to  
spend  $8  o r $ 9  and  
I s p e n t  $ 1 5 , 0 0 1 "  
W ith  y o u r  W iz a r d  C a lcu la to r , you add  
yo ur p u rch ases a s  you 
t a k e  t h e m  o f f  th e  s h e l v e s .  Y o u  k n o w  
h o w  m u c h  y o u ' r e  
sp end ing  a s  you go 
a lo n g . You S A V E  by  kno w ing  w hen to  stop  
b uying  on '' im p u ls e "  
fo r Ite m s you m ay not 
re a lly  need.

This Type A dding Mac!  
Used by Personnel of Leading 
Ra i l ro ad s ,  O i l  Co m p an ies ,  
Schools ,  C o l le g e s ,  G o v e rn 
ment Bureaus in 48 Countries 
Over 4 million men, women and 
school children use pocket add
ing machines in 48 countries. 
4,000,000 people can’t be wrong I 
Needed in every home, store, 
office, factory, engineering firm, 
school and college. Save time! 
Save mental fatigue! Save your
self from costly figuring mis
ta k e s !  G et th e  new  1959 
WIZARD with the Magic Reck
oner today!

M a i l  T h is  C o u p o n  F o r  F R E E  T r i a l !

& M A T H  B O O K
w ith  O R D E R

W hy pay  up  t o  $ 4 .0 0  f o r  a g o o d  s lid e  ru le ?  
W ith y ou r  o rd e r  fo r  th e  n ew  1 9 5 9  W izard 
C alcu la tor y ou  m ay obta in  th is  n ation a lly  ad- 
XfJiLsed  ,8lId,e r u le  , fo r  o n ly  9 9 «  ex tra . Has c lea r , p la stic  m a g ic -in d ica tor  w ith  h a irlin e  
c en ter  f o r  p in -p o in t  a c cu ra cy .

S O L V E S  C O M P L I C A T E D  M A T H  
P R O B L E M S  IN  S E C O N D S !

H elp s s o lv e  e v en  m os t  com p lica te d  m ath  p rob - 
lem s o f  p ro p o r tio n , sq ua re  r o o ts , m u ltip lica tion , 
d iv is io n , c u b e  ro o ts ! G eom etry , a lg eb ra , e tc . 
u se fu l t o  e v e ry  b u s in ess  m a n, stu den t, e n g i
n eer, m ech a n ic , o ffice  w ork er— e v en  h om e 
ow n ers . S lid e  R u le  B ook  g iv e s  you  c o m p le te , 
easy  in stru ction s . T h e  in form a tion  in  th is  book  
a lon e  w orth  $ 1 .0 0 .  Send o n ly  9 9 «  extra  w ith  
order  fo r  1 9 5 9  C alcu la tor and ow n  th is  am azing 
s l id e  r u le . O ffer lim ite d  to  p resen t su p p lie s . 
Send  cou p on  tod a y  to  g e t  th is  w on d er fu l bar
g a in . N o , 1 3 9 .

Now you can add up your grocery 
purchases as you take them off 
the shelves. If you put back some 
items—just subtract. Know how 
much you ’re spending as you go 
along. Prevents you from  over
spending. Know how much your 
bill is BEFORE you reach check
out counter. Save yourself from 
costly mistakes that may be 
made by busy, harried check-out 
clerks. Use for restaurant checks 
too. for installment payments, to 
figure bank interest, mortgages, 
dividends, incom e tax, inventory, 
profit and loss statements, etc. 
No other pocket adding machine 
g iv e s  y o u  a ll o f  W IZ A R D ’ S 
unique features and it ’s yours for 
only 1 .98—half usual pricel

THORESEN, Inc., Dept. BMG-8 
31 West 47th St., New York 36. N. Y.
RU SH  new 1959 W izard Calculators com plete 
with carrying w allet and M agic R eckoner on 
10 day hom e tria l— satisfaction  guaranteed or 
m y $1.98 back.
□  Check, cash o r  M. O. enclosed. Rush postage- 

paid.
□  Send C .O .D. plus 490 C.O .D. fee and postage.
□  A lso send Slide Rule and B ook  fo r  only 990 

m ore. (N o. 139)
P R IN T

■  NAME.........................- ...................................... - ....... j

I  ADDRESS.....................      5
■ ■
I  TOWN............................ZONE..... STATE............... ■

8  8

Fitted Vinyl wallet C a s e >  
Lightning Clearing L e v e r s  
Fast, Smooth O p e ra tio n s  
Enduring Steel Mechanism

This Tiny German Adding Machine 
Adds & Subtracts up to ONE BILLION!

Adds lOOO Times Higher Than 
Other Pocket Adding Machines!

N O T 4 .98  NOT 3.98

r



MYSTERY FANS1 Can You Sol

AURORA DELL $50-an-hour model, is 
found by hotel maid. . .  strangled! Doc
tor says she died about 10:30 P.M. That 
same rain-swept night, the cops grill 3 
“admirers". All have alibis. . .

JOE AMR says he dined with Aurora 
and took her right home in the rain. 
Then he went back to his place, had a 
drink, and fell asleep. Admitted he and 
Aurora had a little "tiff".

JACK BROWN nightclub owner, says he 
was alone in his office from early eve
ning until midnight. Admits knowing 
Aurora, but denies seeing her that night, 
or leaving his office at all.

BILL COLE, her jealous ex-boyfriend, said 
he had been out "on the town” most of 
the night. Claims he saw Aurora having 
dinner with Ames; also says they were 
arguing bitterly.

On« off the 
three men is 
the m urderer, 
and a  picture 
clue proves 
that he is lying 
to the police.
W h o  Is h o t  
A M B IT  
B R O W N  ?
o r  C O I.lt

Send us the murderer’s name. . .  and you’ll get this
G IA N T  T W O  V O LU M E

T R E A S U R Y  O F
T R EASU R Y A TREASURY

OF GREAT  
I MYSTERIES

OF GREAT  
MYSTERIES

.

G R E A T  M Y S T ER IES

FREE!
A N N O U N C IN G : The Greatest Reading Treat

h e r  Offered  f oMYSTERY FANS!
.  V v  .  k  V k k j i i i .

4  FAMOUS NOVELS
Raymond Chandler
T h e  B ig Sleep. You won't stop ’til

a find out what happens when hard- 
rd Philip Marlowe discovers that 
his client's two gorgeous daughters... 

are caught in a spider-web of evil and 
blackmail. A masterpiece o f  tension!

nw ni n 

&

th e Calais
Coach. Death strikes silently on a 
snow-bound European train —  and 
dapper Al. Herculc Poirot is faced 
with his most difficult challenge—  > 
TO  SOLVE OR N O T  TO  SOLVE . 
the revenge-murder o f  a man. he ■ 
despised! Voted Miss Christie's best.

ERIC AMBLER
Journey Into  Fear. You’re an ordinary traveller, but 
in Istanbul you team an extraordinary secret. Then 
someone takes a shot at you. . .  and FEA R begins! 
You're followed, your room is searched, your gun stolen 
. . .  and then, trapped on a homeward bound ship, you 
try desperately to plot your 100-lo-l chance o f  escape! 
The greatest spy novel of our time.

DAPHNE du MAURIER
R ebecca . “ Last night 1 went to Manderley again." . . .  
so- starts this immortal novel of almost unbearable 
suspense in which Joan Fontaine achieved a new high 
in motion picture acting. One o f  the finest mysteries 
o f  all time.

r  until that wise but cynical master-sleuth Nero Wolfe 
’  unmasks the truth about her!

I j ^ E r l e  S t a n l e y  G a r d n e r
T h e  Case o f  T h e  Crimson Kiss. The incomparable 
Perry Mason stages a strange "scene” . . .  to try to win 
the most desperate gamble of his legal career!

D orothy L. Sayers
tion. Nothing unusual happens in the quiet English 
countryside— until Lord Peter Wim sty challenges a 
ghost coach drawn by headless horses!

ELLERY Q UEEN
T h e  Lamp o f  C od . What would you do if  your house 
vanished overnight?

As a huge Membership Gift 
from the

DOLLAR MYSTERY GUILD

Who wants 6

Roberts Rinehart
T h e  Secret. A  spine-chilling tale. . .  in which Miss 
Pinkerton unveils a grisly family "skeleton”!

R E X
A  fascinating female bamboozles Archie Goodwin —

S T O U T Imtead of^  B ■  Ev id en ce%

I P U L S E - T I N G L I N G  
S T O R I E S

ID G A R  W A L L A C E : T h e  T reasu re
Hunt. What happens when you set a 
thief . . .  to catch a murderer! GEORGES 
SIM ENON : M aigret’s Christmas. In
spector Maigret saves an impossible sit
uation— as only a Frenchman could! 
PATRICK QUEN TIN : Puzzle for  Poppy. 

kill Poppy —  and why? Peter Duluth 
apd his movie-star wife find the amazing answer. 
JO H N  DICKSON CARR, The Incautious Burglar, 
featuring the all-time master of the locked-room mys
tery, Dr. Gideon Felt. M ARGERY ALLINGHAM , 
The Case o f  The W hite Elephant.
Albert Campion daringly thwarts an 
international crime ring. W ILLIAM  
ffetSM, Rear W indow . The chilling j 
suspense classic which won James \
Stewart and Grace Kelly technicolor 
honors. LESLIE  C H A R T ER IS , T he  
A rrow  o f  G od. The Saint suavely rescues the Nassau 
police force from disgrace. NGAIO  MARSH, / Can 
Find M y W ay Out. Fast-paced theater murder with 
quick-thinking Roderick Alleyn to solve a weird di
lemma. CRAIG  RICE and STUART PALMER, Rift In 
The Loot. Hilarious rescue work by a top detective 
team! CARTER D ICKSON, The M an W h o Explained 
M iracles. Bubbling Sir Henry Merivale foils a diabol
ical plot — and joins the rest of these mystery favorites 
to provide you with hours of thrilling entertainment!

■pvO YOU LIKE MATCHING w its  
b -e  against Ellery Q u e e n ...o r  Perry 
M a s o n ...o r  N ero W olfe?  D o  you 
get a kick out o f  "detecting”  the killer 
before you ’ve finished a good  mystery? 
I f  the answer is "y e s " -th e n  this Crime 
quiz—and the fabulous gift that you 
can win—zto just your meat!

Solve the Crime Puzzle above—and 
we w ill send you a brand-new 2-vol
um e T r e a s u r y  o f  G r e a t  M y s 
t e r ie s  as a FREE Membership G ift 
from  the D ollar Mystery G uild!

Think o f i t . . .you ’ ll get over 1 ,150  
pages o f  the most intriguing mystery 
m asterpieces ever w ritten ! T hese 
world-famous thrillers would cost over 
$ 2 5 .0 0  in separate editions.

How To W in  I
Here’ s all you do. Look over the pic
tures in  the Crime Puzzle. Y ou 'll 
notice that each murder suspect tells 
his ow n story. But one o f these men 
has slipped somewhere and you can 
find his mistake if  you examine each 
picture carefully. Something in the 
pictures points to his guilt. W hat is it?

After you ’ve "cornered”  your sus
pect, simply put an " X "  in front o f 
his name in the coupon below  and 
return it to the Dollar Mystery Guild. 
That’s all there is to it! Y ou r "answer”  
alone brings you the FREE two-vol

ume Mystery " l ib r a r y " .. .  gives you 
a Trial M embership in The Dollar 
Mystery Guild . . .  and entitles you 
to the huge cash savings enjoyed by 
thousands o f  other members.
H ow  The M ystery G u ild  P lan  W orks 
Each month our Editorial Board selects 
two top-notch new books by famous 
authors (and occasionally a freshly dis
covered star!) You receive a descrip
tion of them WELL IN ADVANCE. 
If you want a book you let it come; 
if not, you simply notify the Club on 
the form provided.

Each handsome mystery selection 
sells for up to S 3 .50  in the publish
er’s edition. But our MEMBERS PA Y 
O N L Y  S1.00 , plus a few  cents ship
ping. (Occasionally you can also get 
extra value b ook* at somewhat higher 
prices.) .*

Remember, you buy only the books 
you want, as few as 4 selections a year. 
You pay the Club’s bargain price only 
after examination . .  . and you have 
more than tw o dozen best sellers to 
choose from !

So send the cou p on  w ith  your 
answer to the Crime Puzzle to Dollar 
Mystery G uild, Department 9-BM-9, 
Garden City, N . Y . Y our Free two- 
volum e T r e a s u r y  o f  G r e a t  M ys
t e r ie s  w ill be sent immediately!

THE DO LLAR M YSTERY  G U ILD , Dept. 9 -BM -9 , G ard en  C ity , N ew  Y o rk ^
I The name of the killer in the Crime Puzzle above is: □  Ames □  Brown □  Cole I 

Please send my FREE two-volume set, A  TREASURY OF GREAT MYSTERIES 
and ENROLL me as a Trial M ember o f  T he D ollar Mystery Guild. N ew 

I book bargains w ill be described to me each month in advance. If I don ’t |

I want a book I w ill notify you and it w on ’ t be sent. I pay $1 for each selec- i 
tion I accept (unless I choose an extra-value selection) plus a few cents 
shipping. I need take only four books a year, and can resign any time after J 

I accepting four books.
I G U A R A N T E E : I f  not sa tis f ied  return Set; m em bership w i l l  be cance lled . >

N a m e -

s a m e  OFFER TO RESIDENTS OF CANADA: AddressDollar Mystery Guild. |
‘ 1 onl»- MG-92 |105 Bond Street, Toronto 2. Offer good in U .S .A . and Canada o


